


I wake up in a

strange bedroom.



At least I’m

alone this time.



I need to throw up.



Time travel always

makes me sick.



I need mouthwash,

but settle for hydrogen

peroxide.



I find a jacket I

recognize & it has car

keys in a pocket.



I leave the apartment

& follow the beeps

to my car.



I find a GPS & tell it

to take me home.



I turn on the radio

trying to figure out

which reality I’m in.



Which reality can be a

lot harder to figure out

than where & when.



I’m not sure how

many people are

altering reality.



For all I know, I’m

the only time traveler.



It would be confusing

enough with just me.



The butterfly effect

is stronger than

you’d think.



& I swear it ripples

too far back.



What differences can a

four year-old make?



So maybe there

have to be others.



What are the odds

of me being special?



But the travelers must

be close to my own age.



I suppose  people

must be evolving to

it in close parallel.



But why?



Something must be

about to happen.



Is this ability giving an

opportunity to survive?



Either individually…



…or as a race.



Maybe I should work

on weapon technology…



…in case of alien

invasion.



Or build underground

complexes…



…in case of nuclear

war or plague.



Or study religious

doctrines…



…in case the demons

break out from

beneath the desert.



Who knows what

I’m supposed to do

with this skill?



Maybe I should just try

to make my millions.



I’m just a recovering

drug addict…



…who figured out

how to work his brain.



I don’t want

to be special.



   Silber Media

   po box 18062

   raleigh, nc 27619
     www.silbermedia.com/lostkisses


