
   EVERYDAY WAS EXACTLY the same in Hali-Akbar, the town of my life. Hali-Akbar is the city in which I was born and raised; where 
I spent my good and bad days; where I resigned for the last 13 years. Everything in my life is based on the Hali-Akbar way, 
predestined. However, this day was strange, as a strange man came to my home town. I noticed him this morning when I was 
heading to school. Being in a small town, nothing gets past me. That man sure is an odd one, not socializing with anyone or do 
anything in particular other than move around in the streets. I'm one of the locals; my name is Tatanka. Tatanka means bufello in 
native american language, though I’m not a native american and niether are my folks. I think they just went crazy over the name 
and decided to glue it on me. It worked, but my friends call me Tanka for short. I have short dark-brown hair, a round face – 
though I am not fat –, huge black eyes and a neck to get in trouble, or so I’ve been told. Right after school, I cycle my way 
immediately to work. I work part time in a xerox company called Hali-Akbar Xerox company, naming creativity at its finest.
   X EROX COMPANIES' PART TIME JOBS aren't very long, or at least mine isn't. I go there straight after school and return before sunset, 
that's 3 hours of copying, printing and sorting out papers and documents. Since my friends are always goofing off on the streets in 
the afternoons, I usually catch up with them after work and cycle with them on the way back. But I haven't seen them lately. They 
were absent from school as well. But then again. the town's been empty lately. Then, I spotted the new guy again. He was just as I 
had last seen him this morning, drifting around like a hobo. He was easy to spot because I know everyone who lives in this town. 
Moreover, he was the only idiot who was dressed in a huge black cloak in the middle of April. He has pale skin and silver hair that 
fell over his face covering his eyes. I never did get his name from any of the folks I know. That's because he never gave it. He 
didn't socialize with anyone or show any interests. I wonder why he came to Hali-Akbar. Since no one knew his name, I called him 
Dashti because he looks like him. Dashti was a dark mysterious character whom dad had created for several of his novels.            
   INTRIGUING ME, I HAD TO go over and say hello to the mysterious figure. He was a visitor, after all, and I wanted to show him that  
Hali-Akbar was a nice place to visit. “Hi, mister.” I told Dashti with my usual wide smile. He didn't reply nor change his serious 
expression. I tried again: “You're new here, so let me be the first to welcome you to Hali-Akbar!” “Get off of my land!” He shouted 
in my face. I was shocked by his reaction. No wonder he's always seen alone. “But … this is a free country!” I informed him, still  
shocked and puzzled by his greetings. “Leave,” he added, “before it's too late.” Carrying a persistent look, Dashti left. I didn't 
understand; he doesn't own the streets, why would he say that? And what did he mean by 'before it's too late'?
   S ETTING MY BIKE BACK on track, I hastily cycled my way home. I knew how Mom gets when I'm late for supper. Once at our lawn, 
I sprung off my bicycle and into the house. “Mom, I'm home!” I greeted as I dropped my backpack on the stairway. I made my 
way into the kitchen as it was my number one searching place for mom. Once in, my jaws were dropped wide open as were my 
eyes. “Mom!” I exclaimed in horror as my mom was transparent! “What is it dear?” she replied calmly as she turned around, but 
she was still see through. Right then she saw the look on myself and suspected herself to be the cause. Once she saw her somewhat  
invisible hands, she fell on the ground screaming. I rushed towards her to help, but there was nothing I could do. “Tatanka!” She 
shouted as she became more transparent, until she was completely invisible. She disappeared right before my very eyes. I ran 
outside panicking as I searched for someone to reassure me that I wasn't losing my mind. Then, I saw him. There he was, standing 
there like he had nothing to do with it. I didn't know what was going on, but I did know that Dashti had a part in this.
   T ERRIFIED I MY BE, I had no other choice. I marched towards him with the intend of demanding an explanation. Dashti coming 
into our boring town and people disappearing all over on the same day must be related. It's too much of a coincidence, because 
nothing interesting happens in this town at all. As I marched with my bicycle towards him, I saw a tree fade into nothingness  just 
like my mom did a few seconds ago. “What's going on here? Why is everyone and everything disappearing?” I shouted at him, but 
he ignored me. He walked away slowly as he had been doing for the last 10 hours. I got pissed and jumped onto him. “Tell me!” I 
shouted in his face. “I tried to warn you,” he said, “but you wouldn't listen. I told you to get off my land before you stop existing.” 
“Stop ... existing …?!” I replied with a worried look. Then, Dashti explained: “I'm sorry, but I'm not the one causing this. It's 
happening to all of you because you do not belong here. This town does not belong here!”
   I  GOT UP, NOT BELIEVING what I was hearing. Nevertheless, I grabbed my bicycle and rode off to the outskirts of Hali-Akbar. That’s 
when I was shocked; I found nothing! There was no river like their used to be, there was no view of the metropolis which existed 
by our side. Dashti was right, they did not exist because they existed next to Hali-Akbar, which means my hometown mustn't be 
here. But if Hali-Akbar wasn't here before, that means somehow it was teleported onto his land. That's when I understood what 
was going on: Dashti didn't come to our city, our city came to him. He's not the outside, we are!
   NOT WANTING TO END UP like my family and friends, I cycled back into the disappearing Hali-Akbar. I had to go to Dashti and ask 
him for his help. Everything and everyone in Hali-Akbar are becoming no more. Even I was becoming see through, while Dashti 
remained solid. It was clear that he was to stay, and we were to go. “Everything I know .. everyone I care about are disappearing! 
Please, you've got to help me!” I pleaded to him. “They're in a place where they should not be, so in other words, they are not 
existing anymore because they cannot be existing. I'm not a physics scientist, but to my knowledge, two things cannot exist in the 
same place at the same time. If I'm not mistaken, I believe they are in a different timespace.” Upon seeing my confused and 
worried face, he placed his hand on my transparent left shoulder, then added: “Don't worry, they're not dead, at least not because 
of the timespace or dimensional shift. They're just existing in the dimension where they used to exist. Soon, you will too.”
   G ETTING SWEATY FROM HEAD TO TOES, my heartbeat pounded faster than ever. This was the scariest moment of my life as  my body, 
which I lived in for 13 years, continued to disappear. I thought I knew all the tricks it was able of, but this one was unexpected. I 
closed my eyes in fear of everything, but more frightening was nothing. Then, I heard a familiar sound. “Tanka? Yo Tanka! Oh 
man, he spaced out again!” I opened my eyes to my friend's shouts and saw that they were there. My friends were hovering all 
around me, worried about me as I was once worried about them. My eyes wondered and I saw Hali-Akbar once more, it was 
complete. Nothing was gone; it was like it once was. Dashti was no where to be seen. I asked my friends about him but they went: 
“Who?” For some strange reason, I was still able to remember Dashti while others can't. Maybe because we had a conversation? Or 
perhaps it was because we made contact. Who knows and who cares. This has been one exceptional bizarre episode anyways, one 
which I'm glad its over. Dashti disappeared forever that day. I never did understand what really happened, why an error in time 
and space occurred that day, but I labeled it a freak of nature and decided to forget about it. Everything went back to normal and 
nobody remembered any strange visitor coming into Hali-Akbar. It was as if like he never existed. I'm pretty sure in Dashti's book 
all is well too. To him, once again, the people of Hali-Akbar, as well as me, do not exist.       KB-MMX-CC


