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“If you’re not careful and you noclip out of reality in the
wrong areas, you’ll end up in the Backrooms, where it’s
nothing but the stink of old moist carpet, the madness of
mono-yellow, the endless background noise of
fluorescent lights at maximum hum-buzz, and
approximately six hundred million square miles of
randomly segmented empty rooms to be trapped in

God save you if you hear something wandering around
nearby because it sure as hell has heard you”
-Anonymous


ACT I: The Threshold

Go!

Ricky burst out of the door in a shower of tempered safety glass, tripping over the threshold of the bank and cursing as both he and his duffel bag flew headfirst into the street. The pain was swallowed by adrenaline as he sprung into a crouch and began to run. He was deafened by the bank’s alarm system and the dozens of gunshots going off around him.

Run!

Ricky glanced aside to see that another of the crew had gotten out as well, and this was some comfort, because Ricky had worked with the same guy on another job and knew he was cool. The two with their duffel bags scurried between rows of parked cars as the bullets flew over their backs.

Roadblocks would be set up quickly and the window of escape was shrinking, but both men knew this and moved accordingly. With his pulse pounding behind his eyes, Rickey focused on the street corner ahead, his .357 gripped in one hand and the duffel strap in the other. With superhuman strength they rounded the corner, safe from the bullets, and stood up into a full sprint.

He knew his shoes were slapping the sidewalk but he couldn’t hear them over the droning hum inside his ears.

Should’ve worn ear plugs.

His associate was shouting at him, but Ricky had to watch his mouth to read the words.

Where’d the cops come from??

Suddenly a squad car slid into the intersection ahead of them; back-up was arriving fast, much faster than expected. Ricky’s associate swung his rifle up to his shoulder and began firing instinctively, popping holes along the side of the car and shattering its windows.

Go! Go! Go!

The two criminals bolted into the nearest alley, running as fast as their legs would carry them, closing the distance quickly as their neckties flapped in the wind.

Gotta split up, now!

With precision they emerged from the alleyway and took off in separate directions.

Be cool, be cool, be cool…

Ricky was halfway across the road when a blue van roared into view, its sliding door coming open as it claimed the intersection.

You! It’s you!

He leveled the revolver and emptied it at the van in rage, then ducked behind a parked sedan as the team in the van returned fire. The sedan sank violently as a hail of bullets blew out its tires, and Ricky flinched as he reloaded.

You don’t have time for this! Don’t forget the cops! Don’t forget the cops! Alleyway, now!

There was a break in the gunfire.

Now!

Ricky scurried into the narrow alley and stood up into a full sprint.

Go! Go! Go! If they reach the alley you’re dead!

He saw a squad car block the alley’s exit ahead of him, trapping him in the narrow gap between the walls.

Door left!

Ricky saw the door on his left.

The lock!

He instinctively fired two shots above the doorknob before kicking off the wall to his right for added force as he dove. Bullets cracked past him in both directions as the cops and thieves opened fire from opposite ends of the alleyway.

Please!

The door gave way with a bang and Ricky tumbled inside.

. . . . . . .

Ricky fell hard on the thin carpet before rolling over and scrambling to his feet. Once more he ran with all his might, turning corners and sprinting down hallways.

Gotta get out the other side! Move!

He couldn’t hear anything over the ringing in his ears.

Move!

He kept running, grateful that the entire floor seemed to be unoccupied; though if he needed a hostage he would be out of luck. Whatever happened, Ricky had established in his mind that he would never go back to a cell. These thoughts began to fade, however, as he realized he had been running for quite some time.

How big is this place? Where are the EXIT signs?

His hearing began to return as he ran, and likewise his legs began to burn with fatigue.

Am I running in a circle?

He slowed to a jog and began to notice his surroundings.

It’s a vacant floor, there isn’t even furniture.

There were no pictures or signs on the walls, only a monotonous, yellow wallpaper with a generic pattern that was in every room and hallway. There was a drop tile ceiling above him with tired, fluorescent lights illuminating an unremarkable beige carpet below.

That’s odd.

Ricky slowed to a walk, then stopped and leaned against a wall, keeping his revolver pointed back in the direction he’d come. Sweat ran from his face and spattered his shoes as he fought to collect his breath, all the while studying his surroundings. He was overcome with an elusive nostalgia by these rooms, a feeling of familiarity that he couldn’t shake.

Have I been here before? Maybe in a dream? Looks like the backroom of a mall or something, but the layout doesn’t make any sense. These rooms are joined at random.

He brought his breathing under control, lowering the .357 and sliding the duffel bag off his back. Ricky rotated his shoulder and listened.

Nothing, good. I gotta get out of here; the cops will have it on lock down within minutes.

He picked the bag up again and placed the strap diagonally across his chest.

All mine.

Ricky began jogging through the rooms again, moving in as straight a line as possible, looking around every corner for an exit. He checked his watch only to see that it had been shattered during his escape from the bank, likely grazed by a bullet.

Close one.

He had no way of knowing what time it was without a watch, as no cell phones had been allowed on the job. There certainly weren’t any clocks in this place, whatever this place was; how long had he been here? No clocks, no power outlets, no restrooms, no water coolers, no lamps, no tables, no magazines; nothing.

There is nothing here, nothing at all; not even a closet door.

Ricky continued jogging through the empty rooms and hallways,  completely unaware that he had been doing so for an hour.

. . . . . . .

This is impossible!

Ricky sank to his knees, exhausted.

I was at street level, even if it’s a connector it could only be one block wide…

He removed the duffel bag from his back and sat on it, staring around in disbelief. This building was some kind of paradox; it was a place meant to be passed through, but there was no passing through it. Ricky felt dread and a strange nostalgia creeping up his spine.

The cops definitely have this place surrounded.

He listened, but all he heard was his breath and the incessant buzz of the fluorescent lights overhead. The smell of the place was damp and old, like an aging department store or a thrift shop long forgotten. It was clear to Ricky that he was very much alone for the moment.

Check the bag, check the score.

He got off the duffel bag and turned it over, examining it inch by inch; to his dismay, there were two bullet holes in it.

No no no no no…

He unzipped the bag revealing the shrink-wrapped bundles of cash and the stack of bearer bonds he had stolen from the bank. After putting his gloves on he removed the bearer bonds first, as they were the most valuable, only to discover that they had suffered both of the bullets. He cursed and flung the stack at the wall, gritting his teeth in fury.

Kevlar bag would’ve been a good idea, Ricky.

He paced back and forth in the hallway, or room, whatever it was.

Maybe they can be patched up? Maybe the fence can still move them?

Ricky bent down and picked up the bearer bonds, examining them closely until his jaw fell open in shock. The font of the writing on them was legit, but the letters were all scrambled; they were nothing but sheets of fancy gibberish.

Fake?? They’re fake??

He flipped through the bonds, examining each of them.

They’re all fake! What is this? Were we set up from the start?

He darted over to the duffel bag, opened his stiletto, and cut the shrink-wrap on the cash bundles. Panic washed over him as each of the bills were just like the bonds; all with jumbled lettering. The score was useless, and the heist had been in vain. Ricky punched the wall.

Tracking devices?

Ricky combed through the fake money in the bag but found no tracking bugs.

Sully’s boys were in the van, they thought the score was real; but if the cops set it up then why not put a tracker in the cash? Monk set up the job, but he went in with us; why take a risk like that if it was fake? This doesn’t make sense, nobody benefits.

He stood in place, looking at the worthless prize in front of him.

. . . . . . .

Even fake cash has a use.

Ricky removed his suit jacket and loosened his necktie, putting stacks of the fake money in his pants pockets.

Now, to find a way out of here…

Shouldering the bag once more, he took a stack of the cash in his hand and began dropping single bills as he walked. If it was a maze, he would know soon enough.

Whoever designed this place is a sick, sick person.

Everything about it was monotonous and vague, and after another hour he hadn’t come across any of the bills he had dropped. Ricky’s disbelief was slowly turning into a muted panic.

Wait a second, what about the ceiling?

Ricky moved to the nearest wall and dropped the duffel bag. Standing on top of the bag, Ricky jumped and knocked one of the ceiling tiles out of its frame.

No luck…

He stared up at a dusty, corrugated steel ceiling which hung only four inches higher than the tile itself, meaning that getting out of this place became even more difficult. He tried several more tiles, all revealing the same impenetrable ceiling. With a sigh, he picked up his bag to continue walking and dropping bills on the floor.

This place is old, like early nineties old… Is this a dream?

He slapped his face twice to find out.

Not a dream… Am I dead?

This thought unnerved him.

Dead people don’t think.

He walked further and further into the rooms, slowly descending into irreparable despair at his predicament.

Even when I get out, then what? The score is fake, and if the cops don’t get me I’ll still have to deal with Sully. Monk’s probably dead, the bank was a death trap; There’s no way he got out. Still don’t know for sure who set us up, there’s definitely a rat, but who?

Ricky reflected on the robbery, partly due to curiosity and anger, and partly to distract his mind from his environment and the pervasive sense of nostalgia.

How did Sully know about the job? How did he know where to find me? I could’ve run in any direction, how did he know? He wanted the score, I know that much. The cops showed up right after the small guy left, but he got smoked so he wasn’t a rat (or was he?). Felt like a sting, but if it was a sting there would be trackers in the goods. Also, aside from the jumbled words, the fake bills are incredibly convincing; convincing enough to mean the feds were involved. Still, if it were feds there would definitely be trackers in the cash…

Nothing made sense to him, and try as he may, his thoughts kept coming back to the rooms. They were creeping into his head and there was precious little he could do to keep the omnipresent, fluorescent hum out of his mind.

I’m not crazy, this place is impossible, it cannot exist!

However, it did exist, and everything from the beige carpet to the uniform ceiling tiles were excruciatingly real.

. . . . . . .

I’m thirsty.

There was no water here, and no food; Ricky once again marveled at how sparse the rooms were, and was discovering that it presented a deadly dilemma.

I’m in trouble, think-think-think…

The air was slightly moist, and the carpet smelled damp, but that was all. He licked his lips and scoured his brain for ideas, struggling to concentrate over the buzz of the fluorescent lights above. He remembered back to when he and Sully had worked on a construction gig after prison, and how Sully had complained about some fool who had run a water line next to lighting cables.

Maybe a fool wired this place too.

Ricky took the bag off his shoulder and gripped the strap before jumping and swinging it upward. He shielded his eyes as a light panel and two ceiling tiles came loose, bouncing off him as they fell. He looked up and studied the exposed, corrugated ceiling only to discover that there were no utility cables at all, just dusty steel.

No way.

He picked up the light panel which somehow remained lit and humming.

Are the lights battery operated? Can’t be…

Flipping the panel over, Ricky used his stiletto to pry the back cover off of and examine the wiring; only there was none. The panel was nothing but cheap metal and plastic, including the light tubes themselves.

This place isn’t real.

Yet it was real, and deep down Ricky knew it.

The wall.

Ricky went to a nearby wall and knocked on it, then moved along knocking in various places. Finding a suitable spot, he took the .357 by the barrel and repeatedly struck the wall with the butt of the gun, punching a hole through the drywall. He was shocked to see light coming through, and proceeded to pull the drywall off in large chunks.

Where’s the opposite side? How..?

He was staring down a hallway, one identical to all the others except for the fact that it was long; incredibly long.

I can’t even see the end of it, how have I missed this??

He looked at the room he was in, judging the openings and thinking of possible floor layouts. However, the hallway was impossible no matter how anything was measured. Ricky pulled down more of the drywall and stepped into the long hallway, a slow dread gripping him and driving him on.

Better to move in one direction.

He dumped the remaining cash and bearer bonds out of the duffel bag.

It’s worthless, leave it, can’t afford to sweat.

He took off his necktie and gloves, stuffing them into the bag, then placed the strap diagonally over his chest.

Breathe, Ricky.

Ricky closed his eyes and fought off the urge to panic before setting off down the hallway.

. . . . . . .

He had been walking for five hours, and the panic he had tried to fight was overtaking him.

He continually looked ahead, weighing on whether to turn back or continue onward.

No, no, no, no, no, no…

He went to the wall and struck it with the revolver as he had before, but this time there was no other side, only corrugated steel behind the drywall, as with the ceiling above. He aimed at the steel and pulled the trigger only to hear an empty click. He opened the cylinder and checked the primers on the bullets, four of which were intact. He closed the cylinder and rotated it, then aimed at the steel wall again, followed by another click as he pulled the trigger. He dumped the shells from the revolver and examined them.

Fake… my bullets are fake...

He sank to the floor in despair, his lips dry and his throat parched. Not to be outdone, hunger had crept up on him as well.

I can’t die here, not like this. Should I go back? Back to what? There’s nothing there, Ricky!

What if I’m getting close to the end? I have to keep going. To what, Ricky?? You think it’s any different in this direction??

Ricky got up and began walking again, staring down the impossible hallway.

How can I still walk? I should be fainting, I’m so thirsty, so thirsty.

He pushed on, marveling at the demented reality he found himself trapped within.

The same rules don’t apply here, this place does it different, just like prison… I gotta learn the ropes… I may not die from thirst if I can’t faint from thirst, if my legs keep working… the light panels are impossible but they work… just different rules here, I gotta learn the ropes… the last place I was before here was the alleyway… the door! Remember the door, remember the door… brown matte paint… metal… something stenciled on it, what did it say?

Ricky focused on the fragmented memory of the door in the alley.

It was Italian, just like at St. Mary’s, that nerdy european kid wrote it over the head nun’s office… what was it… ‘lasciate ogne speranza, voi ch’intrate’, that was it, we all had to write it on the blackboard several hundred… what am I doing, I don’t speak Italian. I was in the alley, saw the door and shot the lock…

He stopped suddenly as the realization came to him.

The bullets were real until I set foot in this place, then they turned fake… same with the bonds and the cash, everything about the job adds up if the score was real… but if I step out of this place with it… Ricky, you idiot! How long have you been walking?? Turn around!!

He turned to run back in the direction he had come to retrieve the score, but that direction wasn’t there any longer; he was staring at a wall.

. . . . . . .

Ricky screamed in rage, sorrow, shock, and pure, unadulterated horror. He wailed and pounded his fists against the monotone patterns of the wall before him; one which had somehow materialized

behind him as he walked.

No-no-no-no!!

He screamed without ceasing and beat the drywall mercilessly with the .357, exposing the dusty, corrugated steel once more. Recoiling as from a flame, Ricky spun on his heel and sprinted down the hallway.

I can’t run like this, I can’t!

Yet he ran down the impossible hallway as a man on fire, the revolver gripped in his white knuckled fist, his eyes wide in panic. He wailed from a dry mouth, sputtering incomprehensible words while lost to the throes of desperation.

Please stop! Please stop!

His legs disobeyed his mind, which felt their burning muscles in return; he was weak from thirst and hunger, yet sprinted as an athlete over the unremarkable, beige carpet. The fluorescent buzz of the lights overlaid the thumps of his feet as he traveled.

He ran for two days in this fashion, gaining a knowledge of torment that has no comparison. Though he wished with every fiber of his being to stop, his body held a mind of its own, and thus he ran; deeper and deeper into the hallway. His hunger and thirst had become a broad, immutable pain.

How long have I been awake? Why can’t I pass out?? Why is this happening to me??

At this, his body exerted even more energy into his legs, carrying him even faster.

Make it stop!! Please make it stop!!

He tried to think but the hum of the lights and the steady rhythm of his feet would not allow it. He ran another five days in utter torment, unable to think of anything except his suffering and the desire for it to end. Monotony and unbearable pain drove him into torturous submission, and he resigned himself to it; or at least he tried to.

Please, just let me stop to look at the wallpaper.

With that, his legs immediately buckled and he landed on his face, eventually sliding to a stop on the floor.

. . . . . . .

The carpet burn on the side of his face felt exquisite; something new after a full week of running without pause. In his mind, he still heard the furious thumping of his feet which soon faded into the furious thumping of his heart. The eternal buzz of the lights remained.

Thank you, thank you, thank you…

His mouth and esophagus felt like a desert landscape at midday, while the gnawing pain in his stomach was indescribable.

You asked, now look.

Ricky rolled his eye to see the wallpaper, still face down on the old, damp-odored carpet. The base color was a jaundiced, mono-yellow color, with a slightly darker and symmetrical filigree pattern that linked together. From a distance, it resembled a houndstooth design; the base design, however, was no bigger than his hand and gave Ricky the impression of a Victorian archway.

Archways, millions of archways…

He sobbed but there was no moisture for his eyes to produce.

I can’t leave through any of them.

Ricky lay still for hours, unmoving and staring at the wallpaper. He traced the pattern with his eye over and over, examining each detail before examining them again and reflecting on them.

The top of the arch looks like a bull’s head with horns; what a thing, cows. I wish I could see a cow again… I would eat it… I would eat a whole herd of cows… Golden arches and cows…

Eventually, he saw fit to lift his head and look around. Ricky’s face came off the carpet like a bandaid, and the sensation was once again new and exciting; he hurriedly repeated the action several times in fascination. For a brief moment he returned to his senses and realized what he was doing, where he was, and the extent of his peril. Sobbing once more, he pounded the carpet with his fist.

I’ve lost my mind, I’m going crazy; nothing is the same after this.

He forced himself to look up, to gaze upon the impossible hallway once more, to see the distance yet to travel. To his amazement, he could see its end roughly one hundred yards from where he lay; an opening.

Yes!! Yesssssssss!! Hahahahahaaaaaa!! I did it!! I win!!

He rolled back in forth on the floor laughing with dry rasps, a broad smile upon his face. He crawled on his elbows to the wallpaper, and kissed the golden bull he had interpreted from studying it.

You did this, I know it, it was only when I chose to stop and look.

He traced a finger over the design.

You must come with me, for good luck.

He opened his stiletto and, with great care, proceeded to cut around the edges of the hand-sized design. Cautiously, he slid the knifepoint beneath the severed wallpaper and worked to free the golden arch from its prison on the wall. He worked diligently for over an hour until it came free, completely intact.

All mine.

He tucked the paper image carefully into his shirt pocket and began to crawl towards the end of the hallway, afraid to get back on his feet lest he should take off running again.

Slow and steady, slow and steady… you were in a rush before, and look where that got you! No wonder you didn’t see the golden archways, the cows…

However, his feelings began to darken as he approached the opening at the end of the hallway. The edges of the opening were jagged, as though someone had broken through the wall. When Ricky drew even nearer, he noticed something on the carpet in front of the hole; a pile of fake cash and bearer bonds, dumped onto the floor.

. . . . . . .

Ricky stared in numbed acceptance at the bundles of money.

I was punished, the hallway was a punishment; I broke the rules.

He hung his head in shame, and pulled the wallpaper scrap from his shirt pocket to seek its advice.

Look…

His voice came out as a dry, choked whisper.

Look, I can’t afford to mess up again. You’ve been here a lot longer than I have, will you help me out for now? You know the rules.

Ricky stared at the scrap, waiting for a response.

Pick it up.

Pick what up?

The score.

Ricky shook his head in refusal.

I can’t do that, it weighs too much, what if I start running again?

It’s yours.

Ricky sheepishly unzipped the duffel bag and began placing the cash and bonds back inside of it.

Your shoes.

He looked at his shoes; the soles had worn off from his seven day sprint, along with the soles of his socks.

Can I put them in the bag?

No.

Ricky thought on the matter.

I know, what if I make new shoes from the carpet??

Do it.

Ricky hurriedly opened the stiletto and began feverishly cutting two squares out of the carpet, revealing more dusty steel beneath; he hadn’t thought to pull up the carpet before, but it wouldn’t have done any good if he had. Removing the laces from his obliterated shoes, he folded the carpet over his feet and tied it off above his ankles.

Not the best quality.

He got to his feet, cautiously, and stepped back through the hole he had punched into the wall a week earlier.

Don’t break the walls again.

I won’t, believe me, I won’t.

Ricky carefully placed the scrap back into his shirt pocket and set off slowly into the rooms; he was thirsty, hungry, weary, and utterly insane.


ACT II: The Backrooms

For days he wandered at a casual pace, entranced by the sickening nostalgia of the rooms and noticing that it had become considerably warm. There were no air vents for heat or air conditioning, yet it was definitely getting warmer.

What is this place?

The backrooms.

Backrooms?

Yes.

Ricky thought about this as he walked in his torment, turning around random corners and (shorter) hallways. For miles and miles he pondered the name spoken by the scrap, for it seemed so simple and vague for such a horrible place. He had become a fake man, just like the lights and his belongings, driven further into madness by the relentless buzz of the fluorescents.

The backrooms to what?

Everything, except one.

One what?

Collect your property.

Ricky thought on this, and then remembered the trail of money he had left to find his way before.

The bills I dropped when I arrived.

Yes.

He was ecstatic upon hearing this, for finally there was something to do; something with a goal. Finding the trail would be impossible, of course, but the scrap demanded it.

It said ‘the backrooms to everything’... ‘except one’...

I can hear you.

You can? My thoughts??

Every path leads here, except one.

No wonder it’s so crowded, right?

Ricky chuckled at his own joke, but the sound of it was like that of dry leaves blown over sand. While he moved as a normal man, his insides were a desiccated husk; he experienced unimaginable torment with each passing minute. To him, the idea of pure bliss was a glass of water and a slice of bread, followed by a year-long nap. He desperately needed rest, having been awake for two weeks inside the rooms.

So… a lot of people come here?

Yes.

… how many?

Billions.

Ricky shook his head in disbelief, for in his mind he still saw reality as larger than the rooms, and the rooms were too cruel to have been experienced by so many. Could he trust the scrap? It was part of this place, an environment built on deception and despair. However, if it was true, then the fact he hadn’t encountered another soul raised frightening questions.

Why am I alone here if so many come here?

You are less than alone.

Right, I have you.

I don’t exist, I am in your head.

All at once, reality smothered Ricky like an avalanche; he was talking to a scrap of wallpaper. He collapsed to his knees and began to wail in anguish, for sanity was nothing but torture in the backrooms and was of little practical use. Then, just as it had arrived, reality departed from Ricky once more and left him in the warm embrace of madness.

I have a job to do.

He stood up and resumed his chaotic route through the rooms, believing in his heart that when he found the rest of his money it meant something, anything, would change.

. . . . . . .

It had been several days and the scrap had not spoken to Ricky, meaning he was abandoned to the relentless hum of the lights and his own breathing. Being left to his own devices, he engineered all manner of schemes to improve his condition.

The carpet smelled damp and thus he had cut a piece from the floor with his stiletto, wringing it in his hands to try and extract some moisture. When this failed, he tried to suck on the carpet as a sponge, yet it only dried his mouth further. Chewing it was futile as well, for his throat was too dry to swallow anything and his teeth couldn’t grind it down. Hearing his pulse in his ears, he reasoned that his own blood could ease his thirst, only to discover that the stiletto, which could cut everything else, wouldn’t even scratch his own skin; he was a fake man now.

Ohhhh there ain't no strings on me…

He sat on the duffel bag, leaning against the wall and trying to rest. Ricky stared upward at the fluorescents with bloodshot eyes, remembering his life before the rooms.

Sully, you dog.

He reflected back to his escape from the bank and his shootout with the crew in the van. They were Sully’s boys, and they had obviously planned to gun him down and take the score; that meant Sully had tried to kill him for real. Ricky’s mentor in prison taught him that it’s those closest to you who betray you when your number is up, and it proved true. None of Ricky’s relationships had been good, but Sully knew him the best and had known him the longest. Worst of all, the girl he had wanted got married to Sully after prison; that was something he could never let go of.

Ricky was uncomfortable sitting on the duffel bag, and anxiety built within his mind; it was impossible to rest amidst the pain of ultimate thirst and hunger. Only his movement was left intact, and he did not want to squander it; thus, he drifted through the backrooms like a silent specter.

For weeks and weeks he walked, eventually rounding the corners with machine precision and efficiency. It had become warmer as he traveled, enough to prompt him to remove his shirt, which he placed as a pad between his chest and the duffel bag strap. Such a small relief, but a sweet one nonetheless. He put the scrap of wallpaper in his pants pocket in case it chose to speak again, although when it did it was terse and unpleasant.

The days ground by without his knowing as he plodded in agony through the vast expanse of the backrooms. He had lost all hope of change from the mono-yellow walls and the incessant hum of the lights, but there eventually came a day when Ricky rounded a corner and, to his amazement, found a trail of fake money at his feet.

. . . . . . . 

I did it, I actually did it…

Ricky knelt down and picked up one of the bills, rubbing it between his fingers in disbelief. Not only had he found his money, but he found the origin point from where he’d dropped the first bill.

I’m not far from the way I came in, I did this early on. Think…

Something wasn’t right. He pulled the wallpaper scrap from his pocket, repeating his previous error in consulting it.

I have a question… a real question.

You are learning.

Yes.

Tell me.

Ricky sat cross legged on the carpet and whispered to the scrap, for whispering was all he could do without water.

When I found you I also found the end of the long hallway, where I had busted a hole in the wall… You told me I had to collect the score, and not to break the walls again. You see… I didn’t notice the money trail near the hole because I didn’t make that one… I thought I had ended up where I began, but I didn’t. My question is: What broke that wall? Who put the score there?

Minotaur.

What is that? Will you tell me about it?

You.

Me what?

Minotaur made the hole, you put the score there.

Ricky was baffled by this, as he hadn’t carried the score with him in the hallway.

Minotaur can’t pick things up, nobody else here but you.

Can’t pick things up? It’s not very strong, apparently.

Doesn’t need to be.

It’s dangerous..?

There was a long pause, and the buzz of the lights filled it.

Very.

Alright, but why?

You will learn.

… Can I fight it?

No.

Ricky did not get a pleasant feeling from the scrap, it was always vague and spiteful whenever it spoke and it rarely brought relief. Still, it was something to converse with.

I’m not far from where I came in…

No exits, only entrances.

That figures.

Ricky chuckled (or tried to) because he was insane. It was a mistake to have spoken to the scrap, for now his dilemma grew tenfold provided it spoke the truth. He was trapped in these rooms with some dangerous thing and there was no way of escaping it. Better to try and fight it; one of them would have to go eventually, and if he lost it would mean an end to his suffering.

Or so you think.

. . . . . . .

Needing a change of subject, he pointed to the money trail on the floor.

I found my property.

Pick it up.

He crawled along the carpet as a wretched tortoise, collecting the bills and pausing periodically to stuff them in the bag. He took his time, savoring the task and working methodically.

Thief.

I know, I know… you said billions come here, I’m sure you’ve seen worse.

Yes.

Ricky began to think.

What kind of people come here?

All kinds.

Come on, give me some detail.

Peasants, thieves, lawyers, professors, truck drivers, socialists, kings, nurses, stock traders, queens, captains, slaves, plumbers, feminists, capitalists, murderers, doctors, musicians, maidens, teachers, judges, lepers, priests, revolutionaries, rich, poor, old, young, wise, stupid, heroes, cowards–

Okay, I get it… all kinds.

Yes.

He continued his slow trek over the carpet.

Sounds a lot like hell.

Not hell, the backrooms.

Well, that’s reassuring.

He chuckled to himself; the scrap never found his jokes amusing, sadly.

Why don’t I ever see anyone else?

Minotaur.

A chill went up Ricky’s spine.

You are learning.

See? That’s a borderline pleasantry right there, could you do more of those?

You don’t understand.

Pick a lane, would ya?

He chuckled to himself some more.

I can be funny also.

Oh I’m absolutely struck with anticipation, believe me. I mean, you’re always such a ray of sunshine, always brightening up my day; I’m sure that I will enjoy your performance, go ahead.

Look up.

Ricky looked up, only for his eyes to bulge in horror; he was looking down the impossible hallway once again, through the hole he had made, and the money trail stretching off into the distance. Just below the endless hum of the fluorescents, he could hear the scrap chuckling to itself.

. . . . . . .

Pick it up.

No! No way, I’m not going in there again.

Yes you are.

Get bent, I’m not going.

Can’t see the big room if you don’t.

Ricky was enticed by the words, but the scrap was treacherous.

I heard that.

Well? What about it?

Does it matter?

No… no it doesn’t. Nothing changes.

You are learning.

Is this a game?

No; collect your property.

Ricky sat on the duffel bag and stared into the mono-yellow abyss before him. The hallway was not a thing to be taken lightly, and the memory of it froze him in place; the scrap said nothing, patiently waiting for its next opportunity to torment his broken mind. For days he sat in silence, suffering as a statue on the duffel bag, staring off into the distance.

Do you even realize how long that hallway is? I’ve already been to the end of it, there’s no ‘big room’ at the end, just more backrooms.

You hadn’t collected your property then.

How would you even know about a big room? I got you from… from in there.

He pointed down the hallway for emphasis.

Those before you spoke of them.

Them?

Big rooms, different from the rest; very rare.

Why did they leave?

Minotaur.

Ricky cursed beneath his breath, as his options were limited and he couldn’t stay in one place for too long; he didn’t fully know why, but being still made him uneasy within the rooms. He did not trust the scrap, and certainly not its sales pitch of ‘big rooms’ within this forsaken place; he remembered his mentor in prison telling him that you can only trust yourself, and even then you can get a raw deal.

I’m not setting foot in that hallway.

Immediately, his legs disobeyed his mind and started walking towards the opening. Panicked, Ricky had to think fast.

I’m going to look at the wallpaper!

With that, his legs came back under his control.

You are learning.

Shut up.

. . . . . . .

Ricky turned from the money trail and the impossible hallway, deciding to continue wandering the rooms instead of collecting the money. He made a mental note to never, never say anything regarding the hallway again, as it was conniving and could control his body.

You must collect your property.

Nah, I’m leaving it as a tax write-off, a charitable donation.

He chuckled to himself, partly at his own sorry joke, but mostly because it seemed to antagonize the scrap of wallpaper.

That’s not how this works.

Maybe not, but it’s how I work.

My joke isn’t as funny if you don’t go into the hallway.

How? You think that me crawling for days through that motherless rat-trap collecting bills is funny?

Yes.

Well, me going this way makes my joke funny.

Always thinking about yourself.

Ricky ignored the scrap to the best of his ability, exchanging its taunts for the torturous hum of the lights and his footsteps. Mile after mile he navigated the mono-yellow rooms and halls, with their generic wallpaper and stale carpet stretching into infinity; or so it seemed, at least.

One day, he was about to round a corner when he felt the hair on his neck stand up. Ricky froze in place.

Why did you stop?

There’s… something different around the corner.

He cautiously leaned forward and peered around the corner to his right, revealing another room like all the others; yet, up on the ceiling, half obscured by the corner of the wall, he saw a round object.

My God…

No God here, only Minotaur.

Ignoring the scrap, Ricky slowly entered the room, staring in wonder at the unremarkable, round disc embedded in the ceiling tile.

What is that?

You don’t know? It’s a smoke detector!!

He stared at the device until, to his absolute joy, a small red light on it blinked.

Oh!

What is it trying to say?

Nothing, the lights on these things blink sometimes.

I don’t trust it.

I don’t trust you.

The red light blinked again, and Ricky found himself thoroughly entertained by it. He had to have it as a companion, and decided to remove it as cautiously as possible. Tormented by hunger, thirst, nostalgia, weariness, and insanity, he began knocking down ceiling tiles and stacking them beneath the smoke detector.

You shouldn’t do that.

Why not?

Minotaur.

What does Minotaur have to do with ceiling tiles?

You take a wall, Minotaur can take a wall.

And if I stack a ceiling tile, it can stack a ceiling tile?

Yes.

Fine by me.

Ricky climbed onto the stack of tiles and, using the stiletto, cut a circle around the smoke detector. The device dropped into his hand and, as expected, there were no wires connecting it to anything; he considered prying the back cover off of it but decided not to risk damaging it by doing so.

All mine.

The smoke detector blinked its red light at him.

Yes, I’d be happy to.

What did it say?

None of your business, this is a confidential matter.

Ricky used the stiletto to cut several long, thin strips of carpet. He sat for over an hour making a harness for the smoke detector before hanging it around his neck.

Now I can start my career.

It blinked again.

Ricky snatched the smoke detector in his hands and gazed upon it.

I don’t see anything…

Wait for it.

The light blinked again.

Yes!! I saw it!

Only I can tell you when it’s going to blink.

Ricky hated this, because it meant that the scrap was necessary to prophesy for the smoke detector, and Ricky loathed to speak with the scrap.

I heard that.

I know; so what do we do about it?

Find one of the big rooms.

And?

Put me in the corner there.

Ricky sat down on the duffel bag while he pondered the words of the wallpaper scrap.

For the view..?

Minotaur.

Minotaur… this thing really scares you.

Yes.

His mind was tied in knots, and he struggled to think over the buzz of the fluorescents, but eventually was able to do so. He wondered what manner of thing could strike terror into something so resolute and foul as the scrap.

The Minotaur was some half-cow monster from a story about a… about a…
Labyrinth.

Yes! A labyrinth, some huge maze, and the half-cow roamed around in it.

Not a half-cow.

Is it like a bear or something?

No.

Like a machine?

No.

I don’t get it.

Not yet.

. . . . . . .

Ricky stood in place, shaking his head; it had been two weeks of wandering the rooms until, once again, he stood looking into the impossible hallway. The money trail lay as it had before, stretching off into the distance. He had gone numb to hunger and thirst, becoming lost in nostalgia and madness; as much a feature of the backrooms as the beige carpet beneath him.

The hallway will keep appearing until I collect the money.

His smoke detector blinked once.

That figures, what will be different about it this time?

It’s about to blink.

The smoke detector blinked once.

Okay I’m listening…

Go backwards.

What?

Backwards.

Ricky sat on the duffel bag, and after some time he was able to think about the matter.

It’s not actually that long…

Correct.

It’s not that long if you keep your eyes on the entrance, but the moment you take them off it resets… It’s no wonder I ran so long…

Broken wall.

When I destroyed the wall the rooms created a replacement.

Yes, a wandering wall.

Two of them, since Minotaur destroyed the other.

No, just the one. Minotaur cannot break things.

The wall was gone, you said it was Minotaur.

That wall is gone, not broken.

Ricky frowned in annoyance and agony, staring into the mono-yellow distance.

Can’t pick things up, can’t break things… what’s so scary? Have you ever seen it?

Yes.

Ricky held up the smoke detector and spoke to it.

Is that true? Has the scrap seen the Minotaur?

The light blinked once.

Okay, your story checks out; describe it for me.

Impossible.

In this place? This isn’t reality, anything is possible.

If that were so then you would’ve left here long ago.

Ricky cursed beneath his breath.

Well, it doesn’t matter anyway, we’ve got a job to do.

He got on his hands and knees and began crawling backward into the impossible hallway, keeping his eyes on the entrance and gathering the trail of cash.

. . . . . . .

Ricky spent a full day crawling backwards down the hallway, when at last he retrieved the final bill and stuffed it into the duffel bag. He was thrilled by the accomplishment, and the scrap was pleased as well. However, he dared not look away from whence he came, and so his gaze never wandered.

How far now?

Not far.

I got an idea…

He opened his stiletto and held the blade flat, holding his arm out at eye level, studying what he saw reflected in the steel without breaking his gaze. To his astonishment, the scrap had told the truth and the end of the hallway was in view.

That’s funny.

What’s funny?

A thief in amazement of something’s honesty.

Ricky chuckled, or tried to at least.

Fair enough.

Remember to put me in the corner.

Gotta get there first.

Put me under the carpet in the corner.

Ricky then had an idea, one that gave him a meager grain of hope. The smoke detector blinked at him, dangling from his neck in its harness and blessing his plans for the future.

What if I could get under the carpet? It would be… a change. It would block out the lights and the humming, it would be some relief.

Not in the hallway.

He closed the blade and crawled, keeping his gaze fixed on the way he had come.

Not far to go, not far at all, I’ll put you in the corner while I check the room out.

Ricky smiled, still crawling backwards down the hallway, when his foot struck a wall. He froze in place, jolted by the sensation of immediate and overwhelming dread.

. . . . . . .

Ricky could hear the scrap chuckling to itself.

You should’ve trusted me.

No… No…

He remained frozen in place, terror-stricken and shellshocked; the wandering wall had manifested twenty feet shy of the hallway exit. An excruciating thought penetrated the fog of madness which had thoroughly settled over his mind.

There is nothing but suffering here.

Hardly.

Easy for you to say...

Yes.

His brain couldn’t handle this moment of clarity, as it brought the awareness of his hunger and thirst, and the immeasurable torment of both. In a matter of minutes he slipped back into the warm embrace of insanity.

I get it…

Tell me.

I looked in the blade and saw the other direction, but the moment I looked away the wall appeared; I should’ve kept my eyes on it like I’m doing with the entrance.

You should’ve trusted me.

No… that’s what the smoke detector is for.

The red light blinked once.

Can Minotaur remove a wall on his own?

Only one for now.

One for every wall I break.

Yes.

Ricky was struck by a clever idea.

I can look behind me, and the wall will appear, and I will be boxed in. I will be safe from the Minotaur in the box, and I can get under the carpet there.

It requires two wandering walls.

Ricky thought on this, or tried to, as he stared off into the mono-yellow hallway and it’s endless path of beige carpet.

It was only the one wall that could break… everywhere else has the steel behind it. Why would the backrooms have only one destructible wall?

Only one smoke detector.

That’s right… why?

Only one Minotaur.

That doesn’t make any sense.

Minotaur can’t talk, can’t write.

It’s… it’s trying to tell me something?

Only one Minotaur.

Suddenly and without warning, Ricky turned and looked behind him, abandoning his gaze on the direction he’d come; the wall was gone and he was looking into the jaundiced, yellow distance with no exit in sight.

Now I have you.

I can’t run again, I can’t…

That’s for me to decide.

. . . . . . .

Ricky’s legs sprung up beneath him and he broke into a full sprint, his legs once again moving to their own will. This time, however, the footsteps were muffled by his carpet footwear. The added weight of the score in the duffel bag brought immense suffering along with his catastrophic thirst and hunger; but even so, his plan had worked.

It’s not he hallway that’s controlling my legs, it’s you.

Yes.

Ricky opened the stiletto and held up the blade as before; as he suspected, he saw the wall close behind him before it began to move into the distance.

There we go, this will go much faster than the crawling.

Clever.

Shut up, you showed your cards… every chance you get to bring me down, you take it.

Put me under the carpet and I’ll stop.

In the corner, I know, I know…

Besides, I exist in your head; it’s you betraying you.

This was meant to torment Ricky’s mind, but he was broken and immune to the words. The buzzing light panels moved overhead as he ran, watching in both directions; there was nothing but the impossible hallway as far as he could see, and Ricky was untroubled by it.

You planned this.

Yes.

You knew the wall behind you would vanish when you looked.

Yes.

You knew that if you thought you couldn’t run that I would make you run.

Yes.

And you figured it out with your knife.

No.

Tell me.

Ricky’s muffled footsteps picked up in speed.

The smoke detector told me.

It lies.

Seems to be telling the truth so far, especially compared to you.

This is no fun, you’re supposed to be tormented.

Yeah, well, I’ve been a general disappointment in life; you’ll get used to it.

You’re more resilient than many who came before you.

Who was the most resilient?

There was a pause in the conversation within Ricky’s head, filled with his muffled footsteps below and the buzz of the fluorescents passing rapidly overhead.

Cyprian.

What?

His name is Cyprian.

Is?

Yes.

So he’s alive?

No.

Dead?

Gone.

Ricky searched his brain for answers as his body ran down the impossible hallway, but he could make no sense of what the scrap was saying (or lying about).

The Minotaur didn’t kill him?

Minotaur can’t kill.

Really?

Not Minotaur’s job.

You’re hiding something from me.

Minotaur isn’t something.

He abandoned his conversation with the scrap and focused on the reflection in the stiletto blade, feeling the rhythmic thumping of the smoke detector against his sternum as he sprinted. Several hours had passed before the exit of the hallway appeared in the distance, and Ricky was pleased.

I did it, I actually did it… I’m learning…

The smoke detector blinked once as he closed the distance.

…But it doesn’t matter, it’s just the rooms.


Act III: The Big Room

Ricky exited the hallway and immediately fell to his knees in awe.

Incredible…

He was looking at a truly massive room, one unlike any other he’d seen before. It was the size of a small town, and the ceiling was well over 100 feet high; aside from this it was identical to the rest of the backrooms.

Told you it was real.

Yeah… I suppose you did…

Ricky stood in a catatonic state for two days, shocked at the sight of the big room and overcome with madness. The scrap, however, grew impatient.

Walk to the center.

He held up the smoke detector.

Should I walk to the center?

The smoke detector was fed up with Ricky’s constant inability to grasp the finer points of self governance, and so it refused to blink. He shook it and tapped it’s plastic frame, yet the light remained steadfast in its belligerence.

I don’t think it likes you.

Nothing here likes me.

Correct; I think it’s liberating.

Why? Because nothing likes you?

Because nothing likes you.

I should never have taken you off the wall.

Thief.
Okay, okay… I’ll walk to the center, why not?

Do it.

Ricky started walking off towards what felt like the center of the room; realizing that the hum of the fluorescents was different here, and it thrilled him. He walked and walked until he came upon yet another glorious novelty.

What is that?

The center.

He was looking at an elevated square which rose from the floor, a platform measuring fifty paces across and one foot tall. The entirety of the surface was seamlessly covered with the same moist, beige carpet as the rest of the backrooms.

Surprise.

Ricky stared in wonder.

I will stay here.

Put me in the corner.

Nah, not yet.

I will torment you until you do.

How many exits to this room are there?

No exits in the backrooms.

How many openings to the smaller rooms from here?

Three to the rooms, one to the hallway.

Ricky studied the elevated, carpeted dais in front of him.

I have an idea.

Foolish.

Shut up.

. . . . . . .

Ricky pulled a handful of fake cash from the duffel bag and used the bills to create an arrow on the carpet, pointing back in the direction he had come.

That goes to the hallway, so the other three walls each have one access to the rooms…

He paused.

…Or one wall has all four openings and the others are dead ends.

Find a corner first and put me there.

Why?

Minotaur.

What would a Minotaur want with a scrap..?

The air had grown uncomfortably warm within the backrooms, and Ricky began to fan himself with a handful of fake cash.

Different question; why do the backrooms keep getting warmer?

Minotaur.

Minotaur what?

Rooms get warmer as it gets closer.

A chill went up Ricky’s spine.

How long until it reaches the big room?

No time in the backrooms.

…It’s been getting closer the whole time, from the beginning.

Yes.

How is it tracking me? Is it watching me?

Minotaur can’t watch.

Ricky shook his head and focused on stepping up and down, on and off to the raised dais in the center of the big room. Moving vertically was a novel experience, as he had moved only horizontally throughout his time in the rooms.

This will be home base.

Home base for what?

We’re going to fight the Minotaur.

Can’t fight Minotaur.

What about the one guy, the one you mentioned..?

Cyprian.

Yeah, did he try to fight it?

Yes.

Well… was he a good fighter, what’s his story?

He fought beasts in a great arena before coming here.

Like some gladiator from a Roman coliseum?

Ricky chuckled to himself, but no sound came out; his throat had become dry as volcanic ash.

Yes.

He was a Roman gladiator?

Yes.

How old are the backrooms?

No time in the backrooms.

Ricky grew confused and stopped talking to the scrap, choosing instead to walk off in the opposite direction of the arrow he’d placed, dropping bills as he went so he could find his way back to the dais. He had no choice but to fight the Minotaur, whatever it was, since running from it meant abandoning the big room. That was something he could not do.

. . . . . . .

He walked and walked, leaving his trail of money, until he could see an opening in the enormous wall ahead. Drawing near to it, he cautiously peeked in.

Regular rooms here, that’s perfect.

Perfect for what?

Supplies.

Ricky opened the stiletto and began cutting the carpet in a large rectangle until it pulled free.

What is that for?

It’s for working smarter, not harder.

He backed into the rooms, keeping the opening in sight, and began to swing the duffel bag overhead, knocking down ceiling tiles and light panels along with the aluminum braces that held them aloft.

You shouldn’t do that.

I’m not worried about the Minotaur moving ceiling tiles.

He labored for some time until he had the large, rectangular carpet square loaded with ceiling tiles, lights, and aluminum braces. Opening the stiletto once more, he cut two broad strips of carpet before attaching them to the improvised sled.

What are you doing?

Making a harness, what does it look like?

Don’t get testy with me.

Stop asking stupid questions then.

I told you I would torment you until you put me in the corner.

Yeah yeah, I know…

Ricky pulled the carpet straps of the harness over his shoulders and began following the money trail back across the vast expanse of the big room. He was a truly curious sight; shirtless with a duffel bag on his back and the smoke detector around his neck, his feet clad in carpet and dragging an improvised sled. The big room was something of a comfort to him, as he could see much farther than when he was in the labyrinth and the buzz of the lights was different. Likewise, the backrooms could play tricks with walls and openings within their usual maze, but here they could not.

Put me in the corner.

I’ll put you in the corner of home base, that way you’ll be accessible in case I need you.

That is too close to you.

It’s either that or you stay in my pocket.

There was a pause in the conversation as the scrap considered this.

I will go in the corner of home base.

Smart decision.

Until then I will torment you.

Ricky chuckled at this.

I’m experiencing a level of hunger, thirst, and weariness that could kill five hundred men; you can try to torment me if you want, but you’re going to have to try harder than you have been.

You robbed a bank before you came here.

Yeah, so what?

Who is Sully?

Ricky clenched his teeth at this, beginning to regret his taunting of the scrap.

I am in your head, you cannot lie to me.

He’s my younger brother.

He tried to kill you.

He wanted the score from the bank, I was in the way.

You tried to kill him.

Shut up.

You did; you cut the brake lines on his favorite car the night before the robbery.

Ricky felt his face turn red because the scrap told the truth, and he could not suffer it.

Stop talking, I’m done.

You hate him because you want his wife for yourself.

He halted in his tracks, staring off into the mono-yellow void.

Ruth.

Yes.

He resumed his journey, stung to his core by the ruthless scrap of wallpaper.

You should see her, then you’d understand.

I’m in your head, I know what she looks like.

Then you understand.

There is no understanding, only Minotaur.

Sully treats her like garbage, I don’t know why she stays with him.

Because she wants that, she knows she deserves it.

I would treat her better.

No you wouldn’t.

Yes, I would.

Said the man who would kill his brother to steal his wife.

It’s not that simple.

Oh it is, it really is; you are so accustomed to lying that you even lie to yourself.

He sent his boys to gun me down in the intersection, I’m not losing sleep over trying to off him.

You’ve done nothing but lose sleep since you arrived.

Ricky merely grit his teeth and plodded onward towards the dais in the distance, discovering yet another torment of the backrooms; his conscience.

. . . . . . .

He had reached the raised platform and begun construction immediately, arranging the light panels around the dais facing outward.

Easier to see it from a distance now.

You should have left the lights alone.

Shut up.

Ricky then proceeded to stack the ceiling tiles meticulously in the center of the platform.

What is that for?

A place to sit.

He opened the stiletto and began meticulously carving a type of makeshift throne from the stack of tiles, its back facing off in the direction of the impossible hallway. For days he alternated between shaping the tile throne and sitting on it to test its form. At long last it was perfectly hewn with a slight recline, and he sat upon it to stare off into oblivion. Although the throne contoured to his body he found no rest, only the new sensation of sitting on something other than the duffel bag.

What a mess.

Ricky looked down to see the pile of shavings from his work on the throne.

I guess that means I don’t get a security deposit back.

Clean it up.

No.

He stared at the massive wall so far away, and at the immense grid of light panels high overhead. He then got up and walked to the improvised carpet sled.

What are you doing?

Getting more building supplies from the other openings.

Don’t do it.

I’ve got to build more, I need something to do.

Then put me in the corner.

You’re coming with me.

It’s about to blink.

Ricky snatched up the smoke detector with both hands and stared intently at it until its red light blinked once.

What did it say??

It says that your hope is pathetic, and that you should abandon it.

Ricky narrowed his eyes at the smoke detector, angered that it was just as awful as the scrap.

Well to hell with you both, it’s time you learned some manners.

With that he opened the stiletto and cut a slit in the carpet on the corner of the dais. Irritated, he stuffed the smoke detector underneath the carpet where its red light was silenced.

Now it can’t talk, and it gets what you wanted; I call that two birds with one stone.

You’re an arrogant little snot.

Ricky chuckled silently at the insult.

That’s a new one.

He pulled the straps of the sled harness over his shoulders and set off in the direction of a new wall, pleased at having finally stood up to the scrap and the smoke detector. For weeks he traveled the big room gathering supplies from the openings and dragging them back to the center. He built hedges of ceiling tiles and light panels around the dais, and his throne became visible from even as far as the wall openings themselves. His favorite wall opening was the one opposite of the impossible hallway, and he chose to make an inscription above it with the stiletto. Ricky assembled a ceiling tile stack to stand on, and carved a message on it that read:

RICKY WATKINS WAS HERE

. . . . . . .

He returned to the dais and began a new project using the aluminum ceiling brackets he had foraged. Ricky cut a piece of carpet from the dais to expose the concrete beneath.

What are you doing?

Making spears.

He held a bundle of the brackets against the concrete and began to hammer them with the butt of his revolver (which he had found no previous use for other than to discover the impossible hallway).

Waste of time.

Well? What else should I use against this thing?

Attach a light to the spear.

Ricky opened a light panel and removed the fluorescent tubes, which remained lit and buzzing in his hand.

This will work against it?

No, it will help you understand faster.

Understand what?

Minotaur.

Ricky groaned silently at this and continued smithing the aluminum spear. Once it was solid he attached one of the fluorescent tubes to its haft with three carpet strips.

Finished; how many will I need?

One.

Ricky retired to his throne, keeping the spear beside him, and resolved to wait for the Minotaur as there was nothing else to do. For months upon months he sat in silence and despair, the air getting incrementally warmer and the buzz of the lights remaining unchanged. He became as much a part of the backrooms as the mono-yellow wallpaper and stale, beige carpet. His thirst and hunger came full circle, and Ricky could no longer remember the taste of food nor the cool comfort of water. Insanity took his mind into its claws and convinced him of his royalty within the big room, leading him into hubris and mania amidst the throes of his legendary suffering.

He had removed all clothing save for his carpet shoes and his underwear, as it was too hot for pants. He clutched the stiletto in his hand, as it had been his most useful tool, and waited in agony for the nightmare to come.

. . . . . . .

Ricky sat up from his throne abruptly.

Do you hear that..?

His body ached from muscles and joints which had gone unused for months, and he stretched his arms as he stood up.

I hear something…

The sound was barely perceivable, but it was there, hovering beneath the omnipresent hum-buzz of the fluorescent lights. It was as the faint sound of the ocean from afar.

What is that??

Put me in the corner.

Tell me what that sound is.

Put me in the corner now!

The droning sound was slowly growing in intensity, enough to let Ricky know that it was coming from behind him in the direction of the impossible hallway. He turned and peered off towards it.

That’s a new sound.

No, an old one, older than the backrooms.

There’s no time in the backrooms.

There is age.

That doesn’t make sense, what is that noise?

You will know soon.

What is it??

Shut up and put me in the corner.

The scrap seemed highly agitated, and while that would normally be entertaining it only filled Ricky with dread. He snatched up the lighted spear from beside the throne, peering over the defensive hedges of ceiling tiles towards the impossible hallway. The sound became more and more audible, and as he realized what it was the courage drained from his spine.

My God…

It was the sound of screams, millions upon millions of tormented screams echoing into the big room and drowning out the buzz of the fluorescents.

There must be millions of them…

Billions.

Suddenly there came a high pitched, continuous shriek from the corner of the dais. It came as rapidly and incessantly as the screams.

The smoke detector…

Ricky pulled the device from beneath the carpet as its shrill tone rang out and it’s red light glowed without blinking.

What’s it saying? What’s it saying??

Minotaur.


Act IV: MINOTAUR

Ricky beheld a sight he could not understand; a solid black dot on the horizon. As a light shone in the darkness, so the black dot shone against the light. It was blacker than black, a darkness within a darkness, like a stain upon reality.

What the hell is that??

Minotaur!

The dot was growing larger, or getting closer; suddenly a wave of heat slammed Ricky’s face as though he had opened the door of an oven. He reflexively backed away, shielding his face as the billions of screams roared inside the big room.

My God…

No God here, only Minotaur.

The heat was unbearable, and Ricky shielded himself behind a ceiling tile, peering over it in horror at the abomination that approached. It had no discernable features, only a crisp silhouette of purest black. It stood twice as tall as a man and had the bulk of a bulldozer, with arms and legs the width of large tree trunks. He could make out a distinctive pair of curved horns protruding from where its head must have been.

Let me help you understand.

With that, the scrap took control of his arm and flung the lighted spear at the Minotaur. The arc of the projectile was perfect, and Ricky watched in horror as it disappeared into the beast, fading quickly into its darkness; the Minotaur itself seemed not to even notice.

It’s a hole… it’s a walking hole…

Yes, a living abyss.

How… how deep is it??

Bottomless.

Ricky stared into the abyss, and it stared back; he felt the hope and courage drain from his body, sucked into the living hole, and the smoke detector fell from his hand. The creature had reached the outer perimeter of the defensive hedge, and he gazed in horror as the stacks of ceiling tiles simply fell into it. The Minotaur reached out toward a light panel as if to pick it up, only for the panel to fall into its hand and disappear into its bottomless palm. At long last, Ricky understood everything the scrap had said about the Minotaur. It was not a thing, but the reverse of a thing, with endless bowels and the heat of a furnace within.

Those ceiling tiles and the light panel curse your name.

I… I can’t move…

You must, you cannot let it have me!

Take control of my legs...

The alarm of the smoke detector was drowned out in the raging sea of tormented screams coming from within the Minotaur.

Say the words!

I… I can’t run anymore, I can’t.

We’re in this together now.

. . . . . . .

Ricky’s legs took a mind of their own and he spun away from the Minotaur, running like a cheetah towards his favored wall opening on the horizon. He didn’t have time to collect his property and he didn’t care, he was left with only the stiletto in his underwear and the scrap beside it. Ricky’s fate had become intertwined with the piece of wallpaper and they would be forced to rely upon one another.

He looked back to see his throne tumble into the Minotaur as it charged over the dais. Merely looking upon the monstrosity leeched hope from his soul, removing everything but fear and panic.

Go!! Go-go-go-go!!

The heat on his back felt like a blast furnace and caused immeasurable agony, rivaled only by the suffering of his insides as he ran.

It burns!! It burns!!

The screams of billions rang in his ears, tormented howls and wailing in every conceivable language ever spoken roaring from within the beast.

Get me into your palm and make a fist!

Ricky snatched the scrap out of his underwear and clenched it in his fist.

If I burn, we’re both gone!

I can’t run any faster!! I can’t!!

Immediately he gained speed, soaring over the sea of beige carpet with the Minotaur at his heels. It made no sound of its own, not even a footstep; those trapped inside of it howled instead, and Ricky pictured them all tumbling endlessly into the black inferno behind him.

You’re learning.

Just go!!

. . . . . . .

Ricky could see the opening in the distance, and it was approaching rapidly. The Minotaur was close behind him, broiling him with its heat as he ran.

There it is!! Go!!

As he drew nearer, however, his remaining hope left him; the entrance of the opening was blocked from floor to ceiling with meticulously stacked ceiling tiles.

No!!

I told you not to mess with the ceiling tiles!

Ricky continued to sprint like a madman, now becoming aware that the Minotaur possessed enough intelligence to plan out a trap.

We’re going to run straight into it!!

Trust me.

Turn!! Turn!!

I said trust me you fool!

At the last moment, Ricky swerved to the left and ran up the wall beside the blockaded opening; he felt the Minotaur’s heat pass beneath him as his legs kicked off the wall with incredible strength.

He watched the big room spin as he performed a perfect backflip and rolled into a somersault on the unremarkable, beige carpet. In a panicked flash he saw that the ceiling tile blockade had vanished into the Minotaur as it had charged into the opening, and it appeared to be turning around (though in honesty, there was no distinguishing its back from its front). Before he could process any of this, he was up and running back the way he came.

That won’t work again, where do we go?

An idea made it through the booming screams and landed in Ricky’s tortured mind.

The hallway!! Get to the hallway!!

The Minotaur was chasing him again, though judging from the heat he knew there was slightly more distance between them than before.

Do you have a plan??

Yes!! Run!! Run-run-run!!

He ran and ran until he arrived at the dais, nearly clearing it in a single leap. A wide, clean path had been cut through the defenses, with only the carpet remaining. The smoke detector was gone.

I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry…

Do you see the impact your choices have on others? Do you see?

The smoke detector was tumbling through the endless void behind him, never to return. Guilt and sorrow welled up from within him as he fondly remembered the blinking, red light.

What makes you think it didn’t block the hallway?

Because it’s the last place it expects me to go!

It’s not stupid.

The wretched symphony of screams seemed to squeeze his head like a vice, and he found it even more difficult to think than with the buzz of the fluorescents. After continuing his desperate sprint (for some time) he saw the lights of the impossible hallway ahead.

I see the lights!! It’s clear!!

The Minotaur was hot on his heels as Ricky left the big room and entered the mono-yellow hell of the impossible hallway.

. . . . . . .

The air in the hallway vibrated with the screams from inside the Minotaur, suddenly amplified by the enclosed walls. Ricky sprinted for his life, but held back slightly.

What are you doing?? We must go faster!

Not yet!

He snatched the stiletto from his underwear.

I see now, I see!

Ricky opened the stiletto and held its blade up to look in its reflection.

My God…

The Minotaur shone as dead blackness on the blade, bent double within the hallway and running on all fours. Merely to look upon it drained the life from Ricky’s already tormented soul, and he feared it with every fiber of his being. He looked away from its reflection as his hair turned white.

You must look!

I… I…

Look or we’re gone!!

Gritting his teeth, he raised the stiletto once more and watched the wall behind the Minotaur begin fading into the distance.

I can’t… possibly run any faster than this…

His legs gained a sudden burst of speed and the silhouette of the beast fell further behind.

Not yet!

Ricky stared in deep, deep horror at the reflection of the Minotaur, his jaw agape and his hearing assaulted by the howls of the billions who had seen it before.

Now!!

Ricky looked away from the blade and the screams instantly ceased, leaving only a comforting ringing in his ears. He looked in the blade once more, and the Minotaur was gone; trapped on the other side of the wandering wall.

I want to look at the wallpaper.

Instead of falling on his face and sliding to a stop, he gradually slowed to a jog, and then to a walking pace.

Well done.

It worked.

Yes, but that is the least of your accomplishments.

Ricky slowed to a halt and sat down to alleviate the excruciating pain in his leg muscles. He was amazed that the skin on his back was not blackened to a crisp by the Minotaur’s heat; as with the knife before, his body sustained no visible damage.

Are you listening to me?

I… what..?

The scrap waited patiently for Ricky to overcome the shock of the Minotaur, for it too remembered the first time it saw the creature, as did everything within the backrooms.

. . . . . . .

Congratulations.

For what?

You hold the record.

Record for what?

You have lasted the longest against the Minotaur.

Longer than… what’s his name…

Cyprian.

Yeah, that guy… He’s in there, isn’t he? He’s been in there for two thousand years.

No years in the backrooms, but he is inside Minotaur.

Ricky realized that the hallway itself remained hot, that the temperature of the rooms had increased once again.

The backrooms respect you now, as with Cyprian.

That… thing… You were right, you tried to warn me.

Yes.

I was a fool to think I could fight it.

Yes.

It’s getting hotter, the backrooms are getting hotter.

Yes.

…It will only get hotter, won’t it?

Yes.

The steel behind the walls and above the ceiling; it’s an oven.

I don’t know what an oven is.

You’ll find out soon enough.

Ricky got to his feet and stared off down the hallway.

This way leads to the regular rooms.

Minotaur will be circling around to reach it first.

So it knows the layout…

Yes.

How big are the backrooms?

Over six hundred million square miles.

Ricky shook his head.

This place… I’ve known some bad people in my time, but nothing like this place. Everything about it is designed to inflict suffering.

Not suffering; torment.

Is there a difference?

Yes.

What is the difference?

Suffering comes from love; torment comes from fear.

Ricky tried to think about what the scrap said as he began walking down the hallway, putting away the stiletto as he did.

If I play the wall too soon the Minotaur could be waiting on the other side, I’m keeping it at my back. When I know it’s coming at me I’ll play the wall again.

That’s using the same trick twice, it will be expecting that.

I only need to do it once more, I need to get back to the big room.

Why?

There’s something I have to do.

Ricky walked casually down the hallway, waiting to hear the screams and to see the dead blackness in the distance, but he was left to the buzz of the fluorescents and his own heartbeat instead. He was in a state far beyond torment; burned, starving, parched, hopeless, and insane. Even so, the fear of the Minotaur drove him onward down the hallway and towards his fate.

. . . . . . .

He had traveled for days at his leisurely pace when once again he heard the soft undertone of billions screaming in despair. Immediately he opened the stiletto and checked it’s reflection as he broke into a brisk jog, watching the wall behind him diminish into the distance behind him. Ahead he could barely make out the odious, black dot of the approaching Minotaur, swallowing up the light and most likely moving with speed.

When the wall triggers we have to run full speed back to the big room.

It expects you to.

I know.

Where will you go from the big room?

Into the backrooms, to lose it in the labyrinth.

The agonized sea of screams had grown louder, and Ricky could feel the scorching heat of the Minotaur as it drew closer. He kept his eyes on the reflection in the stiletto as he spun around, turning his back to the abomination, which once again found itself cut off by the wandering wall. Ricky wasted no time as the sound of the tortured howls abruptly ceased.

I cannot possibly run back to the big room at full speed.

His legs once again found a will of their own and he was off like a bullet, streaking down the impossible hallway while he watched the reflection behind him. Thoughts came to him as he ran, once again grasping the hopelessness of his situation; even if he ran from the Minotaur forever, the backrooms would only grow hotter. There simply was no escape, no way out.

Think about something else.

Like what? Nothing else matters,

Don’t be like that, think about the bank robbery.

I wish I’d gotten caught; do you know how wonderful prison would be? Other people, magazines, water and food…

Something went wrong with the robbery.

Yeah… we got sold out…

How do you know?

Because the cops showed up right after we cleared the vault, way ahead of their response time. We cut the silent alarm before we went in, and we’d brought a cell jammer to scramble the phones. Someone on the inside of the crew gave the tipoff.

Sully?

Had to be, he wasn’t there, but his crew was waiting to ambush me.

Not Sully.

Then who?

Ruth.

The words struck Ricky right between his eyes, because it made perfect sense.

Sully’s crew would listen to her.

They went behind his back…

Yes.

The fluorescent lights passed overhead as he ran.

How do you know this?

How do you not? I’m a figment of your imagination, Ricky; the honest part. You know all of this, you just can’t accept it.

I suppose you’re right.

You used to break down when I would remind you of who I am.

I’m learning.

Yes, yes you are.

. . . . . . .

Ricky had reached the big room at last, and without pause he turned left to continue running beside the massive wall. There was no time in the backrooms, only distance; the distance between himself and the living abyss.

Whatever your plan, you should return to the center.

Why?

To get one of the light tubes from the panel you opened there.

Why?

You’ll see.

I can’t right now, maybe later.

He kept moving at a brisk pace, the reality of the Minotaur gnawing at the tortured recesses of his mind. No longer did he loathe the backrooms, for in them were walls and lights, ceiling tiles and carpets; within the Minotaur, however, there was nothing but darkness and torment. He had but one trick left in his brain to avoid the abomination, and it would not be easy.

At long last Ricky reached a corner of the big room, where he immediately sank to his knees and opened the stiletto.

What are you doing?

I’m doing something I’ve never done before; keeping my word.

He cut a slit in the carpet.

I’m putting you in the corner, you’ll be safe here.

You can’t, you need me.

I can’t live with what happened to the smoke detector, I won’t make the same mistake twice. I will face the Minotaur alone; tell me, is there something I can do for the backrooms? Is there something to give me purpose beyond myself?

There was a pause, and in the silence Ricky could hear the faint screams once again; if time existed in the rooms, it was running short.

There is one thing you can do.

I’m listening.

Last as long as you can, long enough for this place to burst into flames; the longer you last, the hotter it will become. Free us from this place, make us burn.

The mission was crushing, but it was all there was to hold on to.

The backrooms give you back the power of your legs to accomplish this, as you are our champion against Minotaur. But know this, nothing here suffers more than Minotaur, and it would swallow itself if it could. It will not stop pursuing you, no matter the distance.

I know; thank you, thank you for helping me.

I do not help, I torment.

Well then, torment me one last time before you go beneath the carpet.

I don’t care about going into the corner, this was just to trap you in a place where Minotaur could get you easily.

I know, I forgive you.

There was another pause as the screams grew louder from behind him.

You are learning.

Yes.

Goodbye, Ricky Watkins.

Goodbye, friend.

He slid the scrap beneath the carpet and stood. Drawing in a deep breath of the stale air, he turned to face the living abyss of his destiny.

. . . . . . .

The Minotaur stood motionless at a distance of two hundred yards; Ricky could feel it staring at him, though it had no eyes. It’s blackness was without comparison, and it sucked the life from him just by its presence.

What are you?

The silhouette of its horns tilted slightly, as if amused by the question. Then, it responded; not the beast itself, but the billions of voices within it, all speaking in a unified howl.

IT’S ONLY THE BEGINNING!!

The sound rattled his soul, and within his desiccated husk he felt a surge of woe. The heat within the rooms had grown to a painful intensity, one which was inescapable. Ricky looked into the abyss before him, still waiting afar off; he took a step to the left and it did so in return, then a step to the right with the same result. The Minotaur had him trapped in the corner, just as it had planned.

Ricky looked at the stiletto in his hand, examining the thing which had become more of a companion than anyone he had ever known, the only thing to have remained real within the backrooms. On its pearl grip, the name ‘Sully’ was crudely engraved; Ricky had stolen it from his brother years prior. He had coveted the blade, and for years after its theft he had walked a balance between hiding it from Sully and admiring it in private. It was only in the humbling presence of the Minotaur that he came to a solemn understanding; he was not the hero of his own story, but rather the monster in the lives of those around him. All of his days had been spent in the pursuit of his own identity, and all of his crimes were committed in the folly of feeding the bottomless hole of his desires and passions.

I’m sorry, Sully; I’m sorry for everything.

His hand closed around the stiletto, and his eyes lifted up to lock onto the Minotaur.

I am Ricky Watkins, champion of the backrooms. I have forgotten the taste of food and the texture of water. Pain is what I know and suffering is my hope; I cannot die, and I will not stop. By all that is within me, I will take this place away from you, and before it’s over you will see it burn.


ACT V: The Awakening

Ricky snapped into a full sprint toward the Minotaur, the silhouette of its horns tilting once again in apparent surprise before it bolted forward in response. The sight of the beast was too much to bear, and so he held up his hand to block the majority of its form, only watching the silhouettes of its legs as the distance closed. The billions of screams deafened him and the heat seared his naked body, but he charged forward regardless.

He ran with purpose until the Minotaur was within arm’s reach, the violent noise of its victims and the horrible heat within it nearly consuming him. In a flash he dove between its legs, tucking into a ball and rolling beneath it. Ricky could feel the endless chasms of its stocky legs to both sides and could hear the boundless echoes of the tortured souls therein, screaming in every language ever known to man. With his spirit clenched in the jaws of fear, he sprung to his feet and ran towards the center of the big room.

Ricky felt the excruciating furnace of the Minotaur behind him; he had run out of tricks to use against it, and now there was only endurance.

The light tube, the scrap said I needed the light tube…

He sailed over the sea of unremarkable carpet with the Minotaur in close pursuit. There had to be a reason for the light tube; the first had been to reveal the true nature of the beast, a living hole which couldn’t be fought, but Ricky couldn’t imagine a second use for one. Either way, it was a mission, and it was something to focus on.

He neared the dais in the center of the room and spotted his prey, a single light tube laying on the corner; a pathetic reminder of the pointless empire he had tried to build within the rooms. He was traveling at great speed when he leapt over the dais, snatching up the tube as he flew over the platform.

Now what, now what, now what…

He took a sharp turn to the right, heading in the direction of the opening he’d favored the least; as he figured, the Minotaur had studied him well before first revealing itself, and would predict him going towards his favored locations.

Ricky’s legs burned almost as hot as the heat of the beast behind him, yet he blocked it from his mind.

I can do this…

His legs pumped harder and he gained distance on the abomination, though not a great amount. The light tube began to melt and wrap around his hand, and his mind raced back to his childhood when he had held a plastic drinking straw over a campfire only to have it coil around his finger. The pain was immediate and searing yet the tube remained lit, and despite the pain his left hand was now illuminated.

He could see the opening in the distance and increased his sprint.

Get ready, Ricky…

He had outrun the Minotaur in open spaces and the impossible hallway, but within the regular rooms he would be dodging corners with no idea of the layout. He didn’t know how fast the Minotaur could maneuver, but he was undoubtedly going to find out very soon.

It’s go-time!

. . . . . . .

Ricky burst through the opening in the massive wall and immediately bolted to his left down a short hallway before taking a quick right into the rooms. The Minotaur remained hot on his heels as he cut and weaved through the labyrinth.

How can it move so fast in here??

Between dodges he opened the stiletto and checked the reflection behind him; he caught a glimpse of the beast hunched over on all fours and rounding the corners effortlessly.

It has no weight… it has no weight… it can turn faster than I can…

He abandoned the reflection and poured his focus into navigating the backrooms at high speed. Ricky was overwhelmed by thirst, hunger, panic, madness, and fear; yet he ran all the harder. The melted light tube continued to burn his hand, and once more he heard the billions of voices speak in unison:

IT’S ONLY THE BEGINNING!!

He rounded a corner and felt his emaciated stomach turn; the rooms ahead of him were pitch black; the lights had been removed by the Minotaur.

I shouldn’t have messed with the lights!!

He held up his illuminated, burning hand as he soared into the darkness, the shadows cast by the corners and hallways swinging wildly around him. Ricky winced as he ran face first into a wall and immediately rolled off to continue sprinting; he was lucky that by chance he ran into an opening.

No no no no no no no!!

He quickly learned to aim for the blackness of the openings, whilst the Minotaur was only a few steps behind him, it’s massive silhouette clearly visible even inside the dark. Suddenly he found himself back in the light; he had defeated the trap.

Yes!! Yes!!

The temperature within the backrooms had become that of an oven, and the air he sucked through his nostrils began to burn his lungs. Ricky began to see and smell whisps of smoke rising from the carpet, and he also saw the light panels overhead sagging as they began to melt. The realization returned to him that behind the decor of the rooms was only corrugated steel, and that he would soon be trapped inside of a furnace.

Within the deep recesses of his mind, Ricky could sense that the Minotaur was becoming angry, for the backrooms were all that it had. Ricky laughed as he ran, or at least he did so in his tortured brain.

I knew there was a way to fight you.

. . . . . . .

He had been running for hours, suffering the torments of the Minotaur and the rooms, when finally the breaking point came. The backrooms burst into flames, and Ricky found himself in hell.

OH GOD NO!! OH GOD NO!! OH GOD!!

He ran through the roiling flames yet he did not burn; still, he felt it as though he were. Flashes of fragmented memories shot through his mind, about how he remembered hearing of people being burned at the stake; now he could identify with the experience.

He wailed and screamed audibly in spite of his useless throat, joining in the chorus of lamenting howls from inside the Minotaur. This new pain consumed him, yet he knew that it would be eternally worse inside the beast. The stiletto glowed a dull orange in his hand, searing his palm as a hot iron while the lights and ceiling panels dripped onto him from above.

All was pain.

All was misery.

All was torment.

All was ruined.

All was hopeless.

. . . . . . .

Ricky’s eyes snapped open in a strange, old world. He was no longer burning, there was moisture in his mouth. He could see an overcast sky above, framed by the sides of tall buildings. In the middle of it all was the face of another man, a police officer.

OH GOD SAVE ME!!

He saw blood spatter across the cop’s face as he screamed, hearing his own voice for the first time in months.

Whoa!! What the…

The policeman’s face went pale, his eyes wide open in shock.

DON’T LET IT HAVE ME!! DON’T LET IT HAVE ME!!

The cop pinned his weight on Ricky’s shoulders, holding him down.

Whoa whoa whoa, pal! Take it easy! You’ve been shot like eight times, you gotta be cool!

Ricky saw his own white knuckled hand come into view, gripping the officer’s collar like a shop vice, straining the starched fabric.

DON’T LET ME GO!! DON’T LET ME GO!!

Donny give me a hand with this guy! Stay with me, pal!

DON’T LET IT HAVE ME!!

Stay with me, pal!

. . . . . . .

Ricky’s eyes snapped open and he found himself back in the rooms, locked into a dead sprint inside the impossible hallway; only this time, there were no lights, no ceiling tiles, no wallpaper, no fluorescents, and no carpet. There was only corrugated steel as far as the eye could see, and it glowed a hateful red with burning heat like the eye of a stove, or as a branding iron that had been pulled from a fire.

The Minotaur was at his heels, and the billions of screams reverberated like 500 kilogram bombs inside the sarcophagus of the endless hallway. He ran with a terror unknown to men, for now he understood:

He had never made it out of the alleyway, he had never burst through the door; he had been shot and was dying. Worse still, he was dying and on his way to Hell, and all of this was merely the threshold before the plunge.

He wailed in despair and gnashed his teeth in agony, given wholly to prolonging his fate even if it meant burning alive within the backrooms.

It was then that the image of the stenciled writing on the door in the alleyway came back to him:

Lasciate ogne speranza, voi ch’intrate.

Unable to ponder the phrase within his universe of pain, the billions of voices from within the Minotaur translated it for him:

ABANDON ALL HOPE, YE WHO ENTER HERE!!

. . . . . . .

Ricky’s eyes snapped open in the alleyway, and he was staring into the face of a young paramedic.

PLEASE!! PLEASE!!

His screams appeared to terrify the young medic, but the man persisted, putting immense pressure on his chest to staunch his bleeding wounds.

Sir?? Sir what’s your name? Do you know where you are, sir??

I’M IN HELL!! I’M IN HELL AND IT’S COMING FOR ME!! I’M BURNING!!

He saw the faces of another medic and the cop from before, the latter of which grabbed his hand.

Hey pal stay with me! Don’t you die on me, don’t you die!

OH GOD DON’T LET ME GO!! DON’T LET ME GO!!

Sir I need you to hold still! You have multiple gunshot wounds, I need you to be still!!

Their faces were pale from witnessing the shock of his desperation, yet they persisted on, keeping him alive when he knew he didn’t deserve it.

I’M SORRY!! I’M SORRY!! FOR EVERYTHING!!

Stay with me pal!!

PLEASE!!

You’ve learned.


Epilogue

Detective Ricci stood in the alleyway looking over the crime scene. The suspect was in critical condition at the hospital, and she shook her head in amazement.

Eight bullets from both directions, you lucky dog…

A beat cop was still nearby, and he was visibly rattled; it must’ve been the guy who resuscitated the suspect.

You were here when it went down?

Yeah detective, I put two in him myself when he was running.

So you smoke a guy then try to save him?

Yeah… I’m funny like that.

Detective Ricci grinned; beat cops were always her favorite. They stared down at the blood stained pavement, peppered with spent medical supplies and evidence markers. Ricci looked at the nearby door, with two bullet holes above the handle. She prodded the door with her flashlight and it swung gently open.

Huh, he almost made it… officer, what’s this stencil on the door mean?

You’re Italian and you don’t know?

I fell asleep in Geometry class, sue me.

‘Lasciate ogne speranza, voi ch’intrate’... it means ‘abandon all hope, ye who enter here’.

She looked at him in amusement.

What? I’m allowed to read.

Ricci chuckled to herself, and peered inside the door.

Hey I know you’ve been through the wringer today, but you mind waiting here while I check this out?

You got a warrant, detective?

No, but I’m free around 10:30…

…Deal.

Detective Ricci stepped through the door and into what looked like a vacant office floor. She walked through a few of the rooms trying to get a sense of the layout, but there was no sense to it. She knew there wasn’t any particular reason the suspect wanted in here except to escape, but her gut told her otherwise. It was then that she saw it; a trail of hundred dollar bills laying on the unremarkable beige carpet.

That’s odd for sure…

She picked up one of the bills and examined it.

Fake..? A good fake, it even feels real to the touch…

She followed the trail of counterfeit money until she came to an opening in the randomly segmented rooms.

That’s impossible.

She looked at her notepad; the suspect in critical was identified as Ricky Watkins. She looked back to the opening, where an inscription had been carved into the monotonous, yellow wallpaper:

RICKY WATKINS WAS HERE
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