Everything relating to in the new age is not mine and is legally the property of Rick Griffin. Everything else is mine, so hands off. You probably wouldn’t want this anyway. All similarities between the characters in this story and real life are pure coincidences, except for me. Now that we’re done with that, on with the story!

Chapter 1


 I hopped out of the Hummer and thanked the driver as he drove off. Grabbing my 50 caliber sniper rifle, I ran up the hill and hid behind a bush, looking over the Opposition encampment. Taking careful aim, I lined up a shot and pulled the trigger. Bang! The rifle bucked and my target fell to the ground, dead. In the upper left corner of the screen was the friendly kill monitor, displaying “Phantom Ghost killed Chimmychonga [.50 cal sniper.]”


“Ha ha! Bingo!” I exclaimed to myself. Perhaps I should explain myself. I was playing Desert Combat on the internet, against many people who envied my awesome tactical genius and ruthlessness. Well, maybe not that much. Anyway, back to the game. I shot two more men, neither knew what was coming. As I had my sights on a fourth target, I saw a red flash indicating that I had been shot, and instantly moved aside. I pulled out my pistol and turned to face my attacker. However, before I could even get a shot off, he shot me again, killing me. “Damn! Oh well, ten o’clock, I better get some sleep.” I trudged across the living room and into mine. There I slipped inside the covers and fell promptly asleep. Or at least I tried to. I kept on turning over, never able to find a comfortable spot. Finally, after about half an hour, I found a position on my bed and dosed off into a dream.

In my dream, I walked down a metal hallway that looked like it belonged to the set of some science fiction starship. Except instead of everything being new and shiny, it was dusty. Really dusty. There was dust everywhere. I could hardly walk without unsettling a huge clump of dust somewhere. After walking around for a while, I looked at an odd section of wall. Suddenly I realized it was a flat screen display panel. The panel was filled with an incomprehensible language comprised of various symbols. I looked closer at the panel and it dawned on me that it was a computer programming language, but one that I had never seen before. I studied it for a while, committing it to memory. After looking at a few more panels, I saw a door marked “Programmer’s Lounge.”


This should be interesting. I thought to myself. I stepped near the door and there was a beep. The door tried to open automatically, but it was jammed, apparently rusted on the inside. After a few kicks, I managed to un-jam the door. It struggled to open even halfway. I stepped through the threshold. Inside was something I never expected to see. An anthropomorphic wolf and fox were debating in some odd language which seemed vaguely familiar. All of a sudden, it hit me like a ton of bricks. It was from in the new age!

“Akira.” I said. Fortunately, I remembered the word for greeting people. They paid no notice. They were looking at a computer screen. I turned to look at it to, but it was emitting a bright light. I shielded my eyes with my arm, and sat up, looking for whoever had opened my blinds.

“Jonathon Mathon,” My ten year old brother said, imitating my mother, “you were supposed to be awake half an hour ago. What do you have to sat for yourself?”

“Unnnngg.” I replied.

“Yeah, well just get downstairs to breakfast.” He said before leaving. I waited awhile, and then got up and changed. After trekking downstairs, I grabbed a piece of toast with jam and had my meager breakfast.

“You need a better breakfast than that if you want to get good grade on your test.” My mom advised.

“Crud, my math final is today! I forgot all abut that!”

“You forgot about a final?” my older sister asked incredulously.

“It’s possible.” I shot back.

“You’re in big trouble now, Jon.” My brother said gleefully.

“Stuff it, Kenny.”

“Oh shut up.”

“Quiet, both of you!” My mom half-shouted.

“Okay, okay. Sheesh, you think I could get a little respect.” I complained while throwing my arms up. I got my backpack and headed out to the awaiting school bus. When I got on, I looked for my friend, Kevin. I saw him in the back, sitting with his girlfriend, Melissa.

“What’s up Jon?” he asked.

“Not much.” I said.

“You look worried.” Melissa noted.

“Well… I forgot about my math final.”

“HA! You forgot about a FINAL!” Kevin gloated. “Geez, you must feel like an idiot!”

“Yeah, an idiot who’s in double advanced math.” I remarked sarcastically.

“Hey, the only reason I didn’t get into geometry is because I had a bad testing day.” Kevin explained

“Right, and I’m the Prime Minister of Czechoslovakia.”

“Really? Shouldn’t you be running your country then?”

“I’m on vacation”

“Oh…” We stared at each other for a second, and then burst out laughing.

“That wasn’t really funny.” Kevin said, abruptly cutting his laughter.

“Yeah, I know.” I said, stopping my laughter also.

“You guys are weird.” Melissa remarked.

“You have no idea how many times I hear that.” Kevin said. Just after we finished talking, the bus pulled up to our school. We went to our various classes, and at lunch, we talked for a while. I told them about my dream, and we started speculating about it. After about an hour, the end-of-lunch bell rang. More boring classes, and then the bus ride home. That was uneventful as well. However, when I got home, nobody was there.

“Hello? Is anybody home?” I called. No answer. I checked around the entire house, but nobody was in. This is weird. I wonder where they could’ve gone, I thought to myself. “Oh well,” I said aloud. I went upstairs into my room to do my homework, and no sooner had I opened my backpack then a car came up my driveway. There they are…hey, that’s not our car. The people in the car got out. They were dressed in military camouflage uniforms. What the…? I headed downstairs and opened the door just as they got to it. “Can I do anything for you?”

“Yes, you can come with us.” One of the men said.

“May I ask why?”

“We don’t know. We were told to pick up the person at this address and bring him to a specific location.” Said the other man.

“Where are you going to take me?” I inquired, getting suspicious.

“We don’t know yet. The GPS system in the car is programmed with the location. It will tell us how to get there.”

“How can I trust you?” At that, both men took their IDs out of their pockets. The IDs looked clean. “Alright; let’s go.” I said. With that, I got into the car and we drove off, starting the weirdest, most twisted, and coolest thing that ever happened to me.

