
Holy shit. I’m falling. Where’s the earth, the sky, the sea? There’s nothing, nowhere to land, no where to die, nowhere to live. Is this existence? Is this my doom, my end of existence? There’s no light. There’s no darkness. Am I going to die? Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit…Am I even alive? What’s happening? Where is everything? Where am I!? Damn it! Why am I here? Why am I falling? Am I anyone at all? There’s nothing in every direction. I didn’t fall from anything, and I’ll never reach the end. Have I always been falling? Holy shit, what’s happening to me? Damn it! Why can’t I scream?! I want to scream! I want to scream, dammit! Let me scream! Let me die! Let me reach the end! Someone answer me! Fuck, why is there no answer? Why is there NOTHING!? Dammit! Why am I here!? Where is here? Fuck, ANSWER ME! WHY WON’T I REACH THE END!? DAMMIT! LET ME OUT!

Sydney ran his hands threw his dirty blond hair as he bounced his leg nervously against the bench under the bus stop sign. The sign was a faded blue color, one that Sydney had grown accustomed to over the years of repetition. Familiar sights and sounds are normally calming, but the sign, like many other things in Sydney’s life, just made him anxious. He was restless today, more than every other day. The sun beat down on him and his friends as they awaited the arrival of the bus that would carry them into the next phase of their day. Just as it did every day. Just as it always would.

He looked around to the distant hills that surrounded his town called Home. The hills and mountains around Home were called the Wall, because they were last thing you reached before nothing, which was what surrounded Home. The Wall formed a natural barrier that prevented the people of Home from seeing the horizon, and the emptiness that it entailed. No one had ever seen what was beyond the Wall, and no one wanted to. They already knew there was nothing there. 

Jasmine let out a yawn from next to Sydney. She was always more laid back than Sydney was. Her brown hair was tied into a pony tail that fell loosely down over her shoulder. She never wore her pony tail straight down from the back of her head. It was always slightly off to the left. She was also wearing her favorite white baseball cap. The twisting emblem on the hat was the insignia for one of the school’s two baseball teams. Jasmine was a proud supporter of team two, whose colors were silver and white.

Sydney didn’t care much for baseball. This had always been upsetting to Jasmine, because she felt Sydney could’ve been a great player. He was athletic looking, despite never really trying to be athletic. Sydney never really tried to do much of anything, as a matter of fact. He wasn’t interested in any of the activities the school offered, even though that was how every other adolescent teen in Home got their entertainment. Sydney, as a result, wasn’t often entertained. His mind was always on other things. The biggest form of satisfaction Sydney ever got was from sitting at his window at night and staring out at the Wall or up into the night sky. Those things were alien to most people, but to Sydney, they were comforting.

The bus pulled up in front of the small group at the bus stop. As it rolled to a stop it emitted a sharp whistle of air before the double doors swung open. The group of students filed mechanically onto the bus and began their daily journey to School. Jasmine took her usual seat next to Sydney, Jared in the seat in front of the pair, and Reams in the seat behind them. With the formation set up, Jasmine started the conversation.

“So, are you guys going to the ball game tonight?” she asked, turning herself to face each of her friends. Jared and Reams responded enthusiastically to Jasmine’s question, but Sydney remained silent. His mind was on something else. Jasmine shot him a concerned glance that the others didn’t see. She knew what made him act like this. It happened every time he had that dream, but the frequency of the dream was increasing lately. It couldn’t be healthy for him. She was going to have to talk to him about it.

Soon, the students unloaded themselves from the bus and made their way through their day at School. School held five hundred students total. Every grade level was taught there, but the building was designed to keep younger students separate from older ones. Sydney usually went through his day without seeing one basic-level student. He would occasionally happen upon a mid-leveler, but it wasn’t rare enough to be a surprise. Nothing was ever a surprise at School. Nothing was ever a surprise in Home, for that matter. Everything always fell perfectly into place. No person lived in poverty, and crimes almost a moot point. But there were no words in Sydney’s language for poverty or crime. There were also no words for travel or world. These words weren’t necessary.

Jasmine fell into her normal seat in front of Sydney at lunch. He was staring blankly into the food in front of him. Every bite he took was without taste, without meaning. It was the same food he had been eating since his birth. Jasmine gave him another concerned look. He didn’t seem to notice her.

“Sydney…” she started cautiously, and he raised his head to meet her gaze. He trusted Jasmine more than most people because she knew him better than anyone else. He was listening now. “Sydney, you’ve been having that dream again, haven’t you.” It wasn’t a question.

Sydney looked back down at his food before he answered, “Yeah.” Then he was silent.

Jasmine sighed, “Is that all I get?”


Sydney looked up to her angrily. “What the hell do you want from me, Jazz? Do you want me to tell you how much of a nut-job I am? You already know about it!”

Jasmine returned his glare. “You’re not a nut-job,” she said. “And you’ve got another thing coming if you think you can talk to me like that.”

Sydney put his face in his hands, “Listen, I’ve had a really hard time today. I can’t get my mind off the dream enough to focus on anything. But I’m really freaked out by it. That’s the fourth time this week, Jazz; the fourth!”

“You need to see Doc if it’s getting to be such a problem,” Jasmine said as she got up from her seat. “You can’t keep this a secret forever.”

Sydney didn’t take his head away from his hands as Jasmine sat down next to him. She wrapped an arm around his shoulders and went on, “I know you’re scared, but this is going to kill you if you don’t tell someone who can help.”

“I know what’ll happen if I tell them,” Sydney said quietly. “They’ll tell me I’m crazy. They’ll tell me that I’m sick.”


“And what if they do?” Jasmine responded. Sydney lifted his eyes up to hers. “Would you agree with them?”

Sydney dropped his eyes again. “Probably,” he answered softly.


“Then you’re not crazy!” Jasmine smiled. “Crazy people don’t ever think they’re crazy. That’s proof, right there!”

“Yeah,” Sydney snorted. “That’s real convincing.”


Jasmine removed her arm from his shoulders. “I was just trying to help,” she said flatly. “You didn’t have to be a dick about it.” She started to walk away.

“Jazz, wait!” Sydney called out to her, but she kept walking. He turned and slammed his fist into the table. “Dammit!” Several people stared at him from down the table, but he ignored them. For once that day, he wasn’t worried about the dream.
***


Jasmine’s walking away. Where’s she going? I’m running after her, but she won’t slow down.


“Jasmine,” I call, “Jasmine, wait up!”


Her head turns and looks back at me. She opens her mouth, but no sound comes out. I already know she’s going to the Wall. She’s leaving. Why’s she leaving? Where is there to go? There’s nothing beyond the Wall, except for the End.


“Jasmine, where are you going?”


She turns and she smiles at me, her hair falling free down her back. There’s no sun out, no moon. Home is disappearing behind us. The buildings are vanishing from view. There’s a fog rising up around us, but I can still see her smile.

“I’m going to die,” she says, the smile spreading across her face.


“Where are you going to die at?” I scream, but I don’t know why I’m screaming. Am I scared? Do I want her to live? Do I want to go with her?

“The End,” she answers. She’s going to fall forever. I want to fall with her, but not forever. I’m already falling, after all. There’s no ground beneath me and the air is gone. I don’t breath, but I don’t want to. If I don’t breath, then maybe I will die, but I don’t. I don’t die, only fall. Forever, without her. Without anyone. This is everything, this fall. This endless plunge into nothing.


Dammit! Why can’t I scream? Why won’t I reach the end? Why won’t I reach the fucking end!? Shit, this can’t be happening. Where is she? Where am I? Jasmine, where are you? Answer me, dammit! FUCKING ANSWER ME!
Nothing.

Sydney was awake and breathing heavily. All eyes were on him, but he didn’t see them. The dream was different, but it was worse. Jasmine was there, but she wasn’t. Sweat rolled down the side of his head and his shirt was drenched and clinging to his body. His eyes moved wildly from each of the shocked faces in the room. The teacher wasn’t sure how to react. How much had he said in his sleep? Did they know? Did they know he was crazy? He wanted to run, but his feet were planted.

Someone was behind him talking, “Sydney, what are you doing?” she asked. She was talking so that no one else could hear. “Come on, Sydney,” Jasmine whispered. “Let’s get you to Doc.” Slowly, Sydney managed to move himself out of the room and into the hallway.

He fell against a wall outside the classroom. He was still breathing heavily and his heart felt as if it would burst from his chest. He heard Jasmine sigh and then fall down beside him. He was still sweaty, but she put her arm around his shoulders again. The two of them were silent for several minutes, aside from Sydney’s labored breaths.

Jasmine finally looked up to the boy beside her, “This is serious, Sydney.” He didn’t respond. His eyes were clamped shut with visible effort. She went on, “We have to get you to Doc. This is way past being a secret now, anyway.”

“How much?” Sydney asked. “How much did I say?”

Jasmine didn’t answer the question immediately. Then she sighted and said, “You were pretty incoherent most of the time. I couldn’t make any of what you were screaming at first. Jared was trying to shake you awake, but you wouldn’t snap out of it. Them you were yelling my name and…” Jasmine stopped suddenly.

“What?” Sydney opened his eyes and looked at her. Her eyes dropped away from his. “What did I say, Jazz?”


“You said…” Jasmine spoke with quiet intensity. “…‘the End’.”


Sydney slumped back against the wall. His eyes were closed again, this time in despair. There was a rule in Home: never talk about the Wall or the End. These were the ultimate taboos. Sydney had never known of anyone that had actually spoken of the two aloud. He wasn’t sure of the punishment, or if there even was one. This made him more frightened. He pushed himself up from the wall at his back and looked down at Jasmine. Her face was to the floor, like she was lost in her own thoughts.

“I won’t go to see Doc,” Sydney said bluntly.


“It’s inevitable,” Jasmine answered quietly. “People know that there’s something going on with you. I think they’re scared of it. You saw how everyone looked at you when you mentioned…” she trailed off.

“I don’t care what they think. It was just a dream, after all. I can’t control what I dream. They can’t possibly blame me for talking about.”


“Then tell Doc that,” Jasmine said, looking up at him. “If that’s really all there is to it then just go tell him that it was all just a stupid dream.”

Sydney looked away from her and down the long hallway. Doc’s office was just around the corner and down the stairs, not more than five minutes away. Sydney looked back to Jasmine, “But you know there’s more to it than that,” he said this like an accusation. “That’s why you want me to go. You know that he’ll see through my lie then he’ll tell me that I’m crazy. That’s what you want.”

Jasmine looked away from him and he knew it was true. Sydney exhaled sharply and threw his fist into he wall next to him. “They’ll try to help me,” he said. “I know that’s what you want. You’d never try to hurt me, Jasmine.” He looked back to her, but she was still looking down. He went on, “But I know that they can’t help me. If I walk into Doc’s office, then everything will turn for the worst. They’ll tell me I’m a nut-job. They’ll tell me I’m crazy because I want to-”

“Stop it!” Jasmine shrieked and held her hands up to her ears. She curled herself up into a small position against the wall. She was humming to herself wildly, trying to block out the sound of Sydney’s words. For a moment, Sydney didn’t look like the crazy one.

Sydney knelt beside Jasmine on the floor, wrapping his arm around her. “Easy, now,” he soothed. “Easy…”


She slowly regained her composure and sat upright against the wall. She turned her head to look into Sydney’s hazel eyes. “What if they can?” she whispered. “What if they can help you? What if they can make it so that you don’t dream about…about the End?” she finished with effort.

Sydney pondered the idea. No more sleepless nights, no more anxious days. He would live normally, without fear of normality. Would that be so wrong? Would that be such a disaster? Jasmine could do it every day, after all. He looked down at her and remembered how she cringed away from him when he had nearly spoken the unthinkable. Did he really want that to be what he caused people?

“Please, Sydney,” she pleaded. “Do it for me.”


He stood up and looked down the hallway again, his mind walking him through the path to Doc’s office. “I’ll do it,” he said resentfully. “But only for you.”

Jasmine stood with him and put her hand in his. “You’ve made the right choice,” she said with a smile. She was genuinely relieved, but Sydney wasn’t so sure. He raised their hands so that they were in between them and looked her straight in the eye.

“I hope you’re right about that.”


Because if you’re wrong, I lose everything.

“Step right in,” Doc’s voice called from within the office. His voice was the same as the room; warm and inviting. Sydney stepped through the doorway, into what he was sure was the worst decision he had ever made. Doc sat in front of him, slightly reclined in his chair, flipping through various papers. Sydney took a seat in front of Doc’s desk, the only other chair in the room than Doc’s. Sydney would have much preferred to have taken a seat next to the door. It would make running a lot more convenient if the need were to arise.

Doc was Reams’ father. He was a hefty man with dark skin and grey hair. He was always pleasant to be around, and liked to tell really bad jokes. People were drawn to him because he was so predictable, but Sydney had never liked him much. Probably because he was so predictable. Sydney hated things always being the same and that was a part of the reason that he was sitting in front of Doc. Everything was predictable in Home, after all.

“So Sydney,” Doc began and turned towards him, “you’re teacher tells me you’ve fallen asleep in class.”

Doc’s eyes were bearing down on Sydney from behind Doc’s thick glasses. Sydney was in no mood to play his games, though. “If that were all, then do you think I’d be here?”


Doc chuckled to himself in an obvious attempt to lighten the mood. “No, I suppose that if it were just a behavioral problem, then you’d be talking to the principal. But when behavior is a result of something else, then students come here. I’m happy to see that you made it here without having to be told to come, though! That’s shows me that you’re willing to find out how to get better.”

“Better?” Sydney asked incredulously. “What do you mean by that? Am I sick or something?”

“No, no, no,” Doc laughed again. “Nothing like that! But, there must be something going on here besides falling asleep.”


“It was a dream,” Sydney said, looking down. “Nothing more.”


“Dreams are triggered by something you experienced while you were awake,” Doc explained. “I want to know what’s caused the dream.”


Sydney looked up to the man in front of him. There was something…off about his gaze, about the way that he was looking at him. Doc was trying to get Sydney to say something, but Sydney wasn’t going to dance around it.

“What do you think I was doing?” Sydney sneered, his anger beginning to show itself. “Playing around at the End yesterday?”

There was an awkward silence after this. Sydney wanted to kick himself for saying the taboo out loud again. Doc looked at him shrewdly, pensive about his next words.


“Sydney,” he started carefully, “this is a problem. The willingness with which you talk about these things isn’t…normal. You see, sometimes students get…jumpy. They get all kinds of strange thoughts in their heads about…oh, how should I put this? They start thinking about things outside of Home. Is this making any sense to you? I understand the concept is a little crazy.”

“Why would they think of things outside of Home?” Sydney asked, almost like a challenge. “There’s nothing there right? There’s nothing outside the Wall.”


Doc gave him the strange look again. “You’re exactly right, my boy. There should be nothing to think about. But, you see, these individuals have a problem. They imagine that there might be something there. They’ve never been there, but they don’t trust what they’ve always been taught. They’re not well, Sydney. Their thoughts aren’t healthy; for themselves or for anyone.”

“Are you saying I’m like them?” Sydney glared at Doc, his words burning like his eyes. “Am I unhealthy?”


There was no sound. Both Doc and Sydney stared across the desk at each other, the tension in their eyes too strong to break away from. It was Doc who broke it. His laugh was booming in the way in always did, shattering the silence of his office. He looked at Sydney with a wide grin. “Why, of course not!” he laughed. “That’s ridiculous! You’d think I was accusing you of being crazy or something. No, my boy, not at all! I was just telling you about why people worry about things like that. It was just a dream, after all!”

The bell rang, drowning out the sound of Doc’s laughter. Students could be seen walking by Doc’s window, heading towards the door. School was over, just as it always was at this time of the day. Just as it always would be.

Sydney stood up from his chair and walked towards the door. He was glad to be rid of the situation and even more glad that it hadn’t turned out as bad as he thought it would. As he opened the door to walk out he heard Doc call after him.

“Oh, Sydney,” he said and Sydney turned around to meet Doc’s eyes. They pierced him like an arrow, the gaze cold and cruel. Sydney wanted to fall over backwards under the weight of Doc’s eyes, but he found that he was afraid to move. “You are coming to the game tonight, aren’t you?” Doc asked warmly. Sydney blinked and the ice from his eyes was gone. Had he imagined it? Was he really crazy?


“Uh…yeah,” Sydney managed to answer mechanically.


“Great, great!” Doc laughed heartily. “You know, you should really join the team next year! You’d be a great addition to either team.”


Sydney managed to slip out the door and move towards the exit. All he wanted to do right then was get to his house and fall asleep. He was too exhausted by reality to stay awake. Who knows? Maybe he wouldn’t have another dream for awhile.
***


I’m not falling. I’m flying.


There’s Home beneath me. My Home. There’s Jasmine below me as well. I think she wants me there with her. That makes sense. I should go and get her. Then, she can fly with me. She should see this sky.
This sky is so wonderful! It’s endless and blue and there are no Walls up here! I could keep rising forever, and leave everything behind. There must be something to see if I keep going. Something new! I would be the first to find it, the discoverer. Then they wouldn’t think I was crazy! I’d be right! There is something more!

I look out over the Wall, because I can from this height. Oh God, there’s so much to see! There are trees, and hills and other Homes everywhere. As far as I can see, there’s so much. The sky and the land go on forever this way. I don’t want to land. I don’t want to fall.

What are those? There are stars falling all around me. But it’s the daytime. Why are there stars? They’re going to hit the other Homes. What happening?


The sky turns orange and there are flames in the distance. The land is burning, the trees, the sky, and Homes are burning. Why is this happening? There’s fire everywhere, pillars of smoke rising up. They spread at the top and cover the sky. The fire must be a million miles wide. It’s everywhere around me and Home and closing in. It’s approaching the Wall, but it stops. It fades to dull embers and then disappears. The land is gone. The other Homes are gone. Even the sky has vanished. There isn’t even darkness around me anymore. There is only Home, only what I have always known. It’s all I ever will know, now. The other Homes will fade from me in time, like the embers of the stars that destroyed them. They will be forgotten and disperse, like the black clouds that rose from the destruction.

I don’t want to lose them. I want them to stay. I don’t want to fall. But I am. I’m falling forever, into the End that surrounds Home and my life. My life shall become the End, and no more will I try to scream.


I already know that I can’t.

Sydney woke silently. It was eight o’clock. The game had already started. It didn’t matter. He wasn’t going. He wasn’t staying, though. He was leaving Home. He was leaving his world.

He sprinted out the door and to the east, where the Wall was closest to him. He didn’t care if anyone saw him. They couldn’t stop him. He was going to get to the Wall and then he was going to run beyond it. He would keep running until he was as far from Home as he could be. He hadn’t brought anything with him, but he didn’t care about that either. He would escape this place and he would find out the truth of his own existence. He would not be doomed to the same as everyone else.

There was a gate suddenly. A rusted, old gate that was nearly twice Sydney’s height stood between him and the Wall. At the top of the gate there loomed spirals of jagged barbs, threatening symbols of Sydney’s prison. They would cut his hands if he tried to climb over, tear at his body. Sydney wasn’t scared, though. He was wild, ready to climb the gate regardless. He was beyond being told where he was allowed to go. And soon, he would be beyond the gate as well.

He jumped up onto the gate, his hands already cut by the rust that surrounded the metal. He reached up and grabbed the barbed section, pulling himself over the gate and onto the ground on the other side. Sydney looked down at his hands and saw that they were bleeding badly, torn open by the barbs. He held them against his body tightly, trying to stop the bleeding. He turned his eyes to the other side of the gate and saw someone running towards the gate after him. He had been seen and there would be no time to ted to his wounds.

He was on his feet and running again, aware of the warm liquid dripping from his hands. He ran desperately to the edge of the Wall and then continued to run up it. The incline was steep, but Sydney was possessed. He was possessed by the desire, the need to get away, to never stop running. He ran like that for awhile, even after his breathing became labored and his muscles sore.

He wasn’t sure how far he had run when he finally stopped. He was near the top of the Wall. His legs would go no further, regardless of how close he was to the truth. He fell to his knees at the base of a tree and leaned against it for support. He hadn’t been followed. Not yet, anyway. Whoever had chased him to the gate wouldn’t follow him over it. Hopefully, everyone would be fearful to follow him and stay behind. Sydney promised himself that he would return one day, and tell everyone what he had found.

And then he wasn’t sure. He didn’t know what he would find, if anything. Maybe they weren’t telling him les all his life. Maybe there really was nothing to find. Maybe this entire struggle was pointless and he had been right about himself. He might have very well been crazy all along.

Sydney looked down at his bloody hands. However long he had been running, it had been long enough for the bleeding to have stopped. He also noticed that his pants were ripped from the barbed wire. He imagined a piece of fabric blowing in the breeze from the top of the gate. He thought about how much the very sight of it would scare people. The truth of what it represented. He thought of Jasmine’s reaction when he almost said that he wanted to leave Home. How scared she had been to hear him say those words. He thought about all these things and realized just how much he needed to run away. Just how much everyone needed him to run away. They were all so afraid of the unknown that it killed them just to think about it. He had to learn the truth. He had to know whether their fears were grounded or just irrational. He had to know whether or nor he should be scared.

And right then, he wasn’t. He got to his feet and he walked to the top of the Wall. He pushed his feet onward, willing them to move against their painful protests. The truth was there in front of him. Just over the top.

And he saw it. He looked down over the Wall and saw what had been waiting for him. The hill sloped downward just as far as it had come up then dropped off into a void of absolutely nothing. Nothing.

“Nothing…” Sydney said to himself in disbelief. Step by step, he made his way to the bottom of the hill. He couldn’t feel the pain in his legs anymore; he couldn’t feel the passing of time around him anymore. All sense of direction left him as he made his way down to the endless void. He reached the bottom and looked down into the End. He realized that was exactly what it was. It was the end of his world, the end of his existence. He could describe it, couldn’t wrap his mind around it. There was no color to it, no shape he had ever seen. There was to depth, no angle. There was no…anything. It was what it was.

Nothing.


He stood for a long time at the edge of the world looking down into the reality before him. When the sensation in his legs returned he sat down, but his eyes never left the void. There was no light and no darkness. There wasn’t anything. He couldn’t understand it. He didn’t want to. There was no where to run to, though. So, he remained seated. This was the brink of existence.

“Sydney!” he heard his name called in the distance. He didn’t respond to the calls or even turn around. He jut kept staring into the End.

“Sydney!” he heard Jasmine call, much closer to him than the first calls. He turned around at the sound of her voice, and saw that she was running down the hill to him. She had braved the other side of the Wall to find him.


“Sydney…” she started with a relieved smile, but then trailed off as she noticed what was behind him, or rather, what wasn’t. She stood opened mouthed at the sight of the void, unable to move. Two men appeared at the top of the Wall and ran down its slope towards Jasmine.


“Sydney!” they called. One was Jared’s father and the other was a man named Brian. They were officers from Home who enforced the law, though it was seldom broken. Sydney had caused them to take action for the first time in awhile. Jared’s father was unaffected by the sight of the End, but Brian stopped in awe of it. Sydney got to his feet without thinking as Jared’s father came towards him.

“Whoa!” Jared’s father said, stopping at the sight of Sydney on his feet. “Don’t get ahead of yourself there!” Sydney turned and looked into the abyss. Jared’s father thought he was going to jump.

“No…” Jasmine whispered audibly. She was out of her mind with fear.


“Just come with us, Sydney,” Jared’s father said cautiously. “We’ll take you home. Your parents are worried about you.”


Sydney turned and looked straight at Jasmine, ignoring Jared’s father. She returned his stone gaze with one of uncertainty.


“Don’t go, Sydney…” she pleaded. “I need you here. I need you to stay with me. They can help you, Sydney! They can make the dreams go away!”


Sydney shook his head. “They aren’t dreams anymore, Jasmine. I can’t make them go away and still be myself. Look at this!” he said, pointing out into nothing. “I might be crazy, but even if that’s the case, I’ll never be sane staying here. I have to go.”

Jasmine shook he head wildly. “No, no, no!” Tears were streaming down her face, flying from it as she whipped her head around.


“Don’t worry, Jazz,” Sydney said. “I’m coming back! I promise you that!”


She looked up at him the tears still flowing, but her eyes wide open. Sydney met her eyes and smiled. His own eyes radiated certainty, the same certainty all other in Home lacked. Jasmine trusted in that certainty.


“Goodbye,” she said.

“Kid, there’s nothing out there!” Jared’s father screamed as Sydney backed slowly towards the edge of the End.


Sydney looked one more time at Jared’s father. “There will be once I’m in it.”


He jumped. And then, he fell.

Jasmine broke out into a fit of tears again and fell to the ground. Jared’s father lifted her up and carried her up the Wall to where the other officers were still looking for Sydney. Brian followed along behind him, still in awe of what he had witnessed. He had heard of the jumpers, but it had been years since the last one. Brian was still new to his position, but he doubted he would ever get over what he had seen.
When Jasmine had been safely deposited on the other side of the Wall, Jared’s father turned to Brian. Brian was shivering, despite the warm weather.
“It’s okay, man,” Jared’s father patted Brian on the back. “This kind of stuff doesn’t happen often.”

Brian looked him in the eye. “Have you ever seen this before?”

“Yeah,” Jared’s father answered. “I was about as new to the force as you are now. The sight of the End nearly gave me a heart attack. I’ll never forget the look on the kid’s face when he stepped over the edge…”
“So,” Brian started shakily, “the kid jumped that time, as well?”

Jared’s father gave him a sad look. “They always do, Brian. Once they get that far, they just don’t see the point of going back to Home.”

“Has anyone ever…come back?” Brian asked squeamishly. He wasn’t sure if he wanted the answer.
“Not one.” Jared’s father looked thoughtful. He went on, “I’d imagine they don’t survive the fall. Even if they did, there’s nothing to live for. Nothing down there but ashes and contamination. The bombs wiped out everything. Were the lucky ones, you know? Got it real good up here. We could’ve just as easily been like the rest of them so long ago.”
“I guess so…” Brian said. The two of them made their way back to Home, making sure to forget what they had seen and heard. It was imperative that the people of Home never discover what lay beyond the End. The bloody past was something the citizens could do without. No one would ever know, except for one.
Jasmine took one look back at the Wall, imagining the void that began behind it. She though dismally of seeing Sydney again. She though about the nothing outside of Home. She thought about all the things she should never think. And that’s what made all the difference.
***

The air is rushing past me. I can’t even think, can’t even feel. But I know this is more than nothing. I know that this is everything; this fall forever, into the world. There are sounds now, louder than the sounds of my breath. There is color, there is light. There’s the sun, shining down on the land. But there is no land beneath me. There is another sun. But it isn’t.
The sun is shining up at me from the water’s surface, and I know that there is so much more to life. The heat of this world is amazing! It’s so great, greater than I could have hoped!
I feel the water’s embrace around me, hugging my body, smothering it in its depths. It is dark, but the sun now shines above me. I kick my tired legs, already worn out from running. I kick anyway, because I know that I won’t run ever again. I’ve found the place I was looking for. I’m happy.
My head beaks the surface, and I see green. The land is green and alive and so am I. I must be alive, how else could I dream? I look around, taking in everything. The water, the air, the trees, and the sky. The sky seems so much farther away from down here, but the sun is the same. 
“Hello!” I hear a voice in the distance. I turn in the water and see men coming towards me on the water. I wonder what kind of people they are. Are they people at all?
They reach me and I see they are standing on a bobbing platform whose sides curve up to the height of their knees. They look down at me in the water and they are speaking. I can hardly hear them over all the other new sounds.

“Are you a Jumper?” they are asking me. I suppose that I am. But I do not answer. Not yet. There is too much to hear and to see before I waste time with words. I turn from them and look at the sun in the sky and I feel scared because it might all be a dream.

But I know that it is not a dream.

I know that it is reality.
