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Prologue

Antarctica,  January 27th,  1956

A dmiral Richard Evelyn Byrd stood firm in the blizzard. He wore his 
practical winter trench coat today instead of the medal-adorned uniform 

he usually sported at formal occasions—leading his men through the snows 
deep in Antarctica was anything but a posh dinner party nor was it remotely 
like a military briefing back home in America. If there was anything at all he 
had learned after serving thirty years in the U.S. Navy, it was the appreciation 
of pragmatic leadership.

It’s not about how gallantly the mission is accomplished, but that it is accom-
plished—without fail.

He waded through the ankle-deep snows with his thick military boots and 
found himself striding up a small hill, hoping to glance at the wide, desolate 
landscape. He squinted towards it and looked closely.

Blast…I can’t see a thing.
The snows whirled around him and his men. Despite the observable fact 

that the sun was in zenith, any prospects of seeing far ahead were abysmal. The 
blizzard was simply too thick today. He turned around and addressed his men.

“Corporal Needham! Binoculars, if you may!”
A scrawny young man, barely eighteen years of age from what Byrd could 
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estimate, emerged from the ranks and handed his pair of binoculars over to 
the admiral. Byrd grabbed the black Bausch & Lomb army binoculars and 
proceeded to look into them.

I’ ll be damned. Still not a thing in sight, other than a thick haze of white mist.
He handed the scopes back to the young corporal, knelt to the snow…

and reflected.
We have to go further, with or without a clear line of sight.
He gazed upon his platoon, and despaired.
Green boys. I bet most of them have never seen this much snow or ice in their 

lives combined. Not that I had first-hand experience of polar weather conditions 
when I was in their age, though…the climate in Virginia is about as mild as 
they come.

Twenty-eight years had come and gone since his first Antarctic expedi-
tion, but he could recall the voyage to the southernmost outpost of the Earth 
as if it was yesterday. The same ponderings that haunted him back then came 
crawling back today.

We are not meant to live here. Human life is not suited for this place.
After five polar expeditions during a span over three decades, Byrd’s boy-

ish facial features had started to wax and wane, and his hair had turned to a 
rather dour shade of grey—but his old sentiments still stood the test of time.

We are not meant to dwell here.
He rose to his feet and tried to push the nostalgic memories away, which 

surged like shockwaves through his body and soul.
It is not time for me to retire just yet. I have a job to do…one final assignment. 

The rocking chair can wait.
He ordered the platoon onwards, and they marched through the snowy 

inferno. They had arrived with the USS Wyandot one month prior. They reached 
the outskirts of the Ross Ice Shelf and had stayed the night at McMurdo Base. 
Swiftly thereafter, a hellish long and tiresome walk followed towards the South 
Pole, which they had reached two days ago.

We ought to build a base here. A base here at the South Pole so that people can 
come and go safely and stay the night with a roof over their heads and proper floor 
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under their feet, here as far south as south goes. It would be reasonable to name it 
after Roald Amundsen…as long as we don’t name the encampment in the honour 
of Robert Falcon Scott, all is well. If you finish second place, you deserve neither 
award nor glory. You win, or you lose. There is no middle ground.

The orders assigned to him by his superiors were clear and sound, as always. 
They were to reach the South Pole and thereafter head forward on foot and 
emerge on the other side of the continent in the area around Queen Maud 
Land. They were to settle down at the Norwegian military base at the site and 
await transport back home to the States. Judging by the briefing in Washington 
where Byrd had been assigned the task, this was to be the very first attempt at 
traversing Antarctica in human history.

I better not slip up at the finish line.
The platoon marched onwards with all the strength they could muster, and 

Byrd decided to set up camp after having led his men forward for two miles. 
Two corporals and a private were in the process of assembling Byrd’s large 
admiral tent when the snowstorm suddenly appeared to fizzle out. The blowing 
wind abated, and the few snowflakes that fell from the sky were minuscule. 
Byrd stood with his arms crossed and watched over the sad attempts by his 
men trying to assemble his tent, then he turned around and looked out over 
the plains—the line of sight had improved remarkably just over the course of 
a few minutes. To his disappointment, what he saw was the same as always.

Same old tundra. Same old flat lands and the ever-extending ice, glaciers, and 
snow…snow in spades.

Suddenly, he heard a cry from somewhere ahead of him.
“Sir!”
It was young corporal Needham, who stood and gazed with binoculars 

at his position as sentry about fifty meters ahead of the camp. Byrd waded 
through the thick snow and cut through it like Moses at the Red Sea with his 
aging albeit still fit body. He approached Needham.

“What have you seen?”
Needham held the binoculars in his right hand. He was trembling.
“I don’t know, sir. I don’t know.”
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“Give me those,” commanded Byrd. Needham handed the binoculars over 
to him, and he looked in to the optics. “Where should I look?”

Needham, still trembling, pointed at the horizon with shaky fingers. 
“There. Over there, two o’ clock.”

Byrd squinted and looked directly at two o’clock. He saw nothing but 
the endless, desolate snowy landmass they had wandered through for a 
whole month.

“I see nothing,” said Byrd.
He looked through the optics once more, just for safety. And that was 

when he saw it. He dropped the binoculars, which fell to the ground with a 
thud. Byrd rubbed his eyes, hoping that what he saw was a mirage…he picked 
the binoculars up from the snow and looked again.

Dear God. It’s not a mirage. It looks like…looks like…could it be? Sweet 
Mary, mother of God.
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M olly Malones, a modest-looking pub situated at Odengatan, might 
be the archetypical Stockholm bar. The sort of pub that is scarcely 

attended on working days—but on holidays, the crowds flock. A place where 
worn-out regular customers in their sixties commingle with youngsters in 
the mood for a pint of Guinness or Kilkenny, forming an unholy alliance 
in the quest for intoxication in a comfortable locale. The walls were adorned 
with picturesque images of the Irish countryside and the emblems of the four 
provinces of Ireland: Ulster, Connacht, Munster, and above all Leinster with 
its iconic symbol of the harp—which also happens to be the logotype of the 
brewing company Guinness.

John took a sip of his glass Leffe Blonde and looked outside the window 
from the table they were perched. Still, the snow was intense, and degrees below 
zero Celsius was to be regarded as the new normal.

Every year, still the same damned Swedish winter. And more to come. January 
just rolled in, after all.

“Damn,” William said in delight as he pushed his finished plate of fish and 
chips away from him on the table. “Solid food here in this joint. Nourishing.”

“It’s all right, I suppose,” John said calmly. “All right. Tell me now…why 
it is you’ve brought me here. You do realise that you scared Alma off today 
with your rantings and ravings? I don’t even know why I’m here, to tell you 
the truth…but we are friends still, when all is said and done. And I won’t turn 
a pint of Leffe down…so let’s hear it.”
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The atmosphere inside the pub was tense, and the murmur amongst the 
neighbouring table almost drowned out the words spoken by John—but only 
nearly. William had gotten the gist of it.

“All right,” said William with a serious look on his face and leant forward 
over the table towards John. “I will tell you. And you will be convinced. Not 
tonight, not after just one conversation—but eventually…once you’ve done 
your own research and unlearned old information and when the passage 
of time has let the new information sink in. In time you will be convinced, 
indeed—and not just you, everyone. Everyone in this room, everyone in this 
country, everyone in Europe…every single person in the world.”

John stared at him with a confused look on his face. What’s with this 
apocalyptic tone of his? What the hell is he talking about?

William leant even closer to John as the middle-aged couple next to them 
roared with laughter over a joke they couldn’t hear.

“Have you seen The Matrix, John? You will feel like Neo once he was 
given the choice by Morpheus to either take the red pill and thus be told about 
the ugly truth of mankind, and you will have to process it in your own pace. 
But that comes later—once you’ve taken the red pill and accepted the obvi-
ous truth.”

John rolled his eyes.
Another one of William’s grand ideas? Sigh. I wonder what it is this time.
“Was it really necessary to start droning on about this mystical, mind-

blowing discovery you’ve made at lunch today? We were supposed to be spend-
ing that time by going through the presentation on Huckleberry Finn. Alma 
didn’t get a word out today with her analysis on how Jim is the essential core 
in Twain’s story. You cut her off every time with your cryptic gossip-talk about 
wanting to announce something tonight.”

“I was so excited, John.”
“Okay. Are you surprised that she didn’t turn up to this little shindig?”
“Not really, John. Some people just want their lives to go on as they always 

have. They want to live their lives like a hamster in a wheel—constantly racing 
forward in the same direction, destined to eternal confinement in their prisons 
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of their own minds. Alma is as bright as they come and an excellent writer and 
a gold-star student for sure—but she is one of those people. She isn’t ready for 
the big leap…she is a blue-pill person. But no matter…it was just you I wanted 
to see tonight.”

The Matrix references?
John had watched The Matrix recently enough to know what it meant to be 

labelled a blue-pill person. The blue pill is the polar opposite of the red pill—had 
Neo chosen the blue pill, instead of learning the truth that artificial intelligence 
had taken over and governed mankind for decades and that his entire life he 
thought he had lived was but a simulation in a computer…he would have 
woken up in his bed, and any memory of meeting the mysterious Morpheus 
erased, and his faux life would carry on in blissful ignorance just as before.

“Alma is a star, and one of the smartest individuals I’ve ever known. 
She will save our presentation…whether she is a blue pill, red pill, or purple-
pill inclined person. She is the brightest person I’ve ever met in the Frescati 
campus-circles.”

John drifted away from the present and was thrust back into the past—
his mind began to wander back to the day when he first laid eyes upon Alma 
Kronwall, standing there outside entrance C at Stockholm University, smok-
ing a cigarette. That long, black, flowing hair…she appeared to John as the 
reincarnation of a classic Hollywood star.

She looks like Audrey Hepburn would have looked like if her hair was longer.
John was over the moon by the fact that Professor Lundström had placed 

the two of them in the same group along with William in the Literature Studies 
and Analysis course. It had felt like a gift from above…a golden opportunity 
granted from the skies, a chance of getting to know her on a personal level.

“Yeah, yeah. Whatever,” said William loudly and effectively yanked John 
back from his dreams of Alma back to the present.

“Are you going to get to the point yet?” John was starting to feel weary 
about this drawn-out, theatrical prologue his friend was constructing.

William stared at him with an intense, primal glare as he adjusted his 
round glasses. “Yes. One last thing, though, to calm the nerves. Be a good lad 
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and order me a shot of whiskey, will you? Speyside Deluxe, if they have it…
good old Famous Grouse if not.”

John obeyed and rose to his feet. As he walked to the counter to greet 
the bartender, he contemplated. What is it he has discovered? What is he so 
excited about?

William Milton had puzzled him on a regular basis over the span of the six 
months they had known one another. John had often wondered why the son 
of a Lockheed Martin chairman would want to become an English teacher. 
His father was by all accounts wealthy beyond words, and William was set to 
one day inherit an empire that would essentially turn him into one of the most 
influential people in the world, should his father’s legacy stay intact once that 
day came. Becoming an aspiring, underpaid high school teacher did not seem 
like the most natural next step for someone like that.

But I suppose that some people, like God, work in mysterious ways. He sure is 
a peculiar one, with a style and cadence of his own…I’ve got to give him that. He’s 
not a follower, and he does not care what other people think of him. He is a genuine 
free thinker in a sea of followers. Sheep, as he would call them.

William always used to wax and wane about one visionary idea after the 
other. He claimed to have circumnavigated the world five years ago with his 
father on a yacht, and one would think that his lust for adventure had been 
satiated after such a momentous undertaking. But John noticed no such signs.

He’s always hungry for more, it would seem. Always on a quest for knowledge.
The bartender poured two small glasses of Famous Grouse Smoky Black 

and placed them on the counter. John grabbed them with both hands, elbowed 
his way forward in the crowded pub, and put the whiskey shots on the table as 
he took his seat next to William.

“Okay,” John said calmly. “Tell it to me now. Tell it all and tell it true. No 
more foreplay.”

William raised the glass of whiskey in the air and downed it all in one fell 
swoop. “Ahh. That felt good.”

“Tell me now!”
“Okay, I will tell you. Are you ready?”
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“I was born ready.”
William leant forward again with a wistful gleam in his eyes.
“Have I mentioned that my father works for Lockheed Martin?”
John didn’t have to think about what to reply. “Yes, of course. Many times, 

how could I not know? He’s one of the most influential people in the world. 
They make advanced space and aeroplane mechanics, among other things.”

“In a nutshell, yes.”
“Why did you wonder if I knew?”
William slowly stroked the empty glass of whiskey on the table with his 

pinkie finger before he spoke.
“About a month ago, my father was approached by a certain…individual. 

An anonymous man who presented himself as a curious philanthropist, if I 
remember my father’s words correctly. This individual wanted to invest in a 
potential project down in Antarctica—you know, the South Pole. He had a 
plan for a business venture down there and wanted Lockheed Martin to sup-
ply him with material, technology, vehicles, and manpower for the project…
in exchange for a substantial sum of money. My father never did tell me the 
exact figures, but we are probably talking eight or even nine digits here. He 
also neglected to tell me the exact motives for what the anonymous investor 
had for setting up shop in Antarctica…but I have my ideas.”

“All right. What happened next?” John’s interest was only mildly piqued. 
Thus far, the whole affair sounded lukewarm at best.

“Lockheed Martin accepted the offer, and the deal was poised to go ahead…
when something unexpected happened. The deal was halted—by the UN.”

John was confused. “The UN? The United Nations?”
“The very same. Do you know of the Antarctic Treaty?”
“Never heard of it. What is it?”
William leaned even closer as the bar patrons around him were roaring 

with laughter amongst themselves. “A treaty signed in 1959, penned by the 
United States, the Soviet Union, and pretty much all other major, influential 
countries on Earth—fifty-three in total, if my memory serves me right. Don’t 
you think it’s a curious thing? These countries, many of which have been in 
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perpetual conflict and even fought wars against one another…somehow, during 
all these six decades, they have all gotten along just fine when it came down to 
this treaty…for sixty years, which is essentially a lifetime. I guess you want to 
know what they have agreed upon, John?”

John nodded slowly.
“They decided to cut off the continent of Antarctica ever since the day the 

treaty was signed, and for all the days to come. It’s essentially an untouched 
landmass under world government quarantine—the actual treaty is a dread-
fully boring thing to read…I did power through with it, and I read it all—but 
amongst all the red tape and the bureaucracy, the purpose of the treaty is clear: 
Antarctica is to be protected at all costs to prevent independent exploration 
of the continent, and trespassers will be dealt with in the harshest manner 
imaginable.”

For the first time during the whole night at Molly Malones, John had 
begun clamouring to William’s every word. William couldn’t be more pleased 
that his friend was now paying attention. He smiled wryly and continued.

“Anyway…one month ago, when the three representatives dispatched by 
Lockheed Martin arrived at McMurdo Station in Antarctica to draw out the 
lands for the project, something peculiar occurred, as I mentioned earlier. 
They were halted upon arrival…by representatives of the UN. Or, to be more 
precise, New Zealand—which is one of the countries tied to the treaty. One 
of the Kiwi correspondents promptly informed the Lockheed Martin reps 
that any sort of business activity down in Antarctica is out of the question, 
referring to the treaty. The trio were asked to leave immediately and fly back 
to Christchurch on their private jet, from which they had previously been 
stopping over from their flight from the States. In other words…they faced 
the same fate as Andhöy did.”

“Who on Earth is Andhöy?”
“Jarle Andhöy, the beleaguered Norwegian skipper. He sailed his yacht to 

Antarctica a couple of years ago without the legal permits—and got several 
of his crew mates killed during the expedition. They died of hypothermia, I 
think…not sure. Anyway, what happened to his crew is not important. What 
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is important is that he was captured, threatened at gunpoint, and fined by 
the Antarctic coast guard. I’m not making this stuff up, John. It’s real. They 
are guarding something monumental down there…something of paramount 
importance. I doubt the folks doing the actual guarding even know what they 
are protecting, ironically enough. I think it’s above their pay grade…but that’s 
just my own pet theory.”

John took a sip from his Famous Grouse in the gloomy haze of 
Molly Malones.

“And? Is there more to this story?”
William adjusted his glasses. “Don’t you think it is at the very least a 

strange occurrence? This place on Earth, seemingly the most unimportant 
speck of land on the entire planet, without any indigenous population apart 
from the emperor penguins…is in fact guarded as if it was the Holy Grail itself. 
Don’t you think it’s curious?”

John shrugged. “Why’s it strange? If the treaty dictates that unwanted 
people, outsiders, are not allowed to tread those grounds…it is fully under-
standable that those who signed those regulations in the first place elect to 
uphold the law as they should?”

“That is true,” William spoke calmly. “But why do you think they chose 
to isolate the continent to begin with? Is it not the oddest thing, unless there 
is something of value down there?”

John looked in to his tepid half-empty glass of Famous Grouse with a 
pondering expression on his face. “I guess…I guess it is somewhat curious. 
From the little I know of Antarctica, it just seems to be this desolate, freezing, 
miserable place. A place of no importance, in other words. What is it you think, 
have they found something of value down there? I know that Nazi Germany 
set up a base there during World War II called New Schwabenland, if I am not 
mistaken. Did they find something game-changing, you think?”

William showed a hint of a smug, gleaning smile. “I do indeed. I believe 
they found something down there…a long time ago. And I believe this very 
discovery has been concealed from the public ever since.”

William looked at his friend and paused for a short while for dramatic effect.
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“If I was to make an educated guess, I would say that this discovery is the 
reason for the signing of the Antarctic Treaty and a myriad of other important 
events that shaped the world for the years that followed. Understanding this 
discovery—this fundamental truth—grants you the knowledge that only a 
select few are currently in possession of. Accepting this truth is the key to 
understanding what makes this world tick, and you will in time recognise the 
smokescreens planted to deceive us, and you will one day decipher the rest of 
the lies and red herrings out there. The greatest truth of them all—if it became 
common knowledge, it would change the world as we know it forever!”

John studied William closely and stared into his crazed big blue eyes with 
part concern, part curiosity. What the hell is he going on about?

William had no plans of stopping just yet. “Do you know of Admiral 
Byrd, John?”

“Never heard of him.”
“Of course you haven’t heard of the man. Richard E. Byrd, admiral in the 

U.S. Navy. He led the expeditions to the South Pole during the forties after 
the end of the second World War. The operations under his command were 
called Operation Deep Freeze and Operation High Jump. These expeditions 
were carried out with an armada, John! Thousands of soldiers armed to the 
teeth. What they were looking for is unclear, officially…the jury is still out on 
that one if you were ask any expert historian about this. But from where I am 
coming, there is no doubt as to what Byrd discovered during his expedition, 
and why the details of this very escapade still are classified as top secret.”

“So what did he discover?”
“He discovered,” continued William, as he waved at the bartender for a 

refill, “more land than expected. That stretched further inland than would 
be possible. There was something wrong. There was something very wrong 
indeed…the map of the area was inaccurate.”

The bartender approached the table and filled William’s empty glass to the 
brim. William took a sip and leant even closer to John.

“And here, my friend, is where things get interesting. After Operation Deep 
Freeze in ’56, Byrd retires from the Navy…but shortly before his retirement 
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was announced publicly, he went on to do an appearance on live American 
TV on a show called Longines Chronoscope. And guess what he goes on to say 
when asked about his Antarctic expeditions?”

“They found unicorns down there? The Loch Ness monster? Jimmy Hoffa?” 
John was still all ears, but he began to feel weary over William’s incapability of 
telling a story without relying on theatrics.

“No, I’m afraid not. He claimed…and I’m paraphrasing from here on, 
mind you. He said: ‘We have found a land mass the size of North America, never 
once seen by a human being. This area is rich with minerals, coal, and other natu-
ral resources. It is quite astonishing that there should be an area as big as that…
unexplored.’”

William looked wistfully outside the window of the pub as he recited the 
words of Admiral Byrd. The street outside looked enchantingly picturesque, 
almost like taken out of a Disney film. Tiny flakes of snow fell slowly from 
the skies.

“Do you understand what this means, John? What we have here is the 
admiral who led the very expedition, a national hero and quite possibly 
the greatest explorer in modern time…claiming that there is an enormous, 
uncharted swath of land in the deep South out there, ripe for the taking! And 
this all happened during the fifties…the fifties! By that point, my friend, the 
world map was since long complete and every inch of our world was known 
and measured right down to the last centimetre. What Byrd speaks of should 
not exist…it can’t exist. Do you understand what this means?”

John was still confused, and the cheap whiskey he’d been sipping all night 
didn’t exactly help to clear things up. “I don’t. What does it mean?”

“It means,” said William in a raised tone of voice, “it means that the maps 
are wrong. Not just the map of Antarctica that Byrd and his men realised were 
not real—but the entire world map. Byrd discovered on that day that all that we 
until then thought was carved in stone as absolute truth…was wrong. Newton, 
Copernicus, Kepler, Einstein…the whole scientific community was mistaken 
during all these centuries. Byrd discovered additional land beyond Antarctica. 
He realised that there’s more land to be found beyond, in these regions…and 
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today, it is being covered up and concealed with surgical precision. Millions of 
people have already discovered this truth across all continents, but to prove it 
completely is something not yet accomplished. Logistics, resources, time, and 
money are what is required for that…and I possess all of those, John. I tick all 
those boxes. I am one in a million.”

William looked at his confused friend and decided it was the right moment 
to lay the cards on the table.

“There is no gentle, or subtle, way of telling you this, my friend…so I’m 
just going to lay it all on the line. The Earth is flat, John Wilander. The Earth 
is flat and stationary, and everything you think you know about the cosmol-
ogy you have been taught is either a lie or a misconception. The Earth is flat, 
and outer space as we know it does not exist…and we have absolutely no idea 
where we are right now.”
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J ohn looked into those big blue eyes and tried to discern if his friend was 
in the process of pulling some sort of long-winded practical joke at his 

expense. Alas, there was not even a hint of irony stemming from the words 
spoken, nor did his face reveal any clue of that nature. John slid his fingers 
gently on the rim of the empty whiskey glass in front of him, feeling numb. All 
around them, the noise had become even worse as the company next to them 
had extended into a large crowd with two hefty middle-aged women chirping 
away along with the couple.

Jesus Christ. My friend has become…one of those people.
John had half-heartedly followed the rise of this bizarre underground 

movement in the peripheries of the dark and obscure corners of the internet.
The type of websites and videos I watch now and then on a bored night some-

where between 2 and 4 a.m.
John stroked his long golden hair back and pondered.
A flat-Earther. What is going on with the world? Fewer than four years ago, a 

worn-out reality star in his early seventies had been elected president of the United 
States…and about the same time, this theory began stirring in the fringes of society. 
The renaissance of a theory more hated and ridiculed than anything else in this 
world suddenly made a sensational comeback on the world stage after being dead 
and buried for five hundred years. What’s next? Flying unicorns? Dogs and cats 
living together in perpetual harmony?

John had read about the celebrities coming out as flat-Earthers during last 
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couple of years. Tila Tequila, Shaquille O’Neal, rapper B.O.B.—while John 
did not deem any of them as particularly bright, he did recognise it as a sign 
of things to come.

Something is going on, and I cannot for the life of me understand why. The 
fact that we live on a globe is not up for debate.

“William,” he murmured with a tired, weary voice. “Don’t tell me that 
you have really become a flat-Earther. You have fallen into the trap of a CIA 
psy-op! Don’t you get it? It’s such an obvious psychological operation, with the 
distinct purpose of reeling in as many gullible poor sods as possible into the 
deep, dark rabbit hole that is flat-Earthism. It’s crystal clear for anyone with 
half a brain to see. Tell me that you’re joking…before I keel over and die from 
overexposure to stupidity.”

William Milton did not waver. “I am completely serious, John. This is real.”
John fiddled nervously with his smartphone and drank the very last drops 

of the whiskey.
“All right then. All right. Only because I do care for you, and I am falling 

into a stupor…which is very fortunate for you, my friend. Because if I wasn’t 
drunk, I doubt I would care to listen to another word of your impending non-
sense. But have at it…if you must.” John sighed.

William leant back in his chair with a more relaxed expression on his face 
than usual. “I won’t be able to convince you over just one conversation, John. 
But I can plant a seed in your brain that something is wrong with the world. 
Something is very wrong indeed. And whether or not you will be able to run 
past the hurdles that we call cognitive dissonance is all up to you.”

“Okay then. Fine. For the sake of entertainment…hit me with your best 
shot. I’m going to order another cold one and drown it to the tunes of your 
impending gibberish, if you’ll excuse me.”

William smiled as John walked towards the counter of the bar. As John 
watched the bartender pouring him a pint of Falcon Export, John looked back 
at his strange friend and shook his head in disbelief.

It’s a good thing that I’m drunk tonight.
John grabbed hold of the beer and walked back to the corner resolutely.
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“Okay. How did you get caught up in this whirlwind of nonsense? What 
pushed you over the edge, so to speak?”

“Apart from the chicanery going on in Antarctica and the story of Admi-
ral Byrd? I don’t think I’m able to cherry-pick any sort of point that made me 
flip—it was the sum of all parts. But as for the final nail in the coffin, I can 
tell you about that. It was when I managed to get in touch with a geodetic 
surveyor who worked for my father’s company not too long ago. I interrogated 
him rather ferociously over the phone. The old man probably hated having to 
answer my inane questions for hours on end, but he did comply…he knew who 
I was—who my father is—naturally, he wouldn’t dare to hang up on me. The 
old codger confirmed everything I needed to know and more. I am one hun-
dred percent convinced that the Earth we stand on does not curve downwards. 
There is no curvature, John.”

“What did he confirm?”
“This surveyor in question is in his late sixties. We spoke about five months 

ago, but I still remember just about everything that he said. During the entire 
span of his thirty-five-year-old career, he never once…ever…took the curvature 
formula of the Earth into account during the projects he had been involved 
in over all those years. He could also not mention a single time any colleague 
of his had brought it up either. Do you know the curvature formula of the 
Earth, John?”

John threw his arms out in disbelief. “No. Why would I know that?”
“Exactly! Exactly. You don’t know that formula…because we were never 

taught it in school, or after we finished school for that matter. Stuff like that we 
just hand over to the scientists, right? Let the smart guys at NASA figure it out. 
Let Brian Cox or Bill Nye worry about that, right? Wrong. The learned men 
of science that we place our faith in…they don’t have the faintest clue about a 
surprisingly large number of basic scientific facts. Let me give you an example.”

William cleared his throat.
“Neil deGrasse Tyson, the man universally hailed as the smartest indi-

vidual walking the Earth right now after the passing of Stephen Hawking, 
didn’t have the foggiest idea when he was asked by Joe Rogan about the formula 
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last year on his podcast. Eight inches per miles squared, for your information. 
That is the official Earth curvature formula…and it’s quite a considerable slope 
downwards on a ball with a circumference of 24,900 mil—”

“You talk of this as if you were an expert yourself, a scientist! Are you, a 
spoiled brat in your mid-twenties, more qualified to pass judgement on all the 
scientific and mathematical progress concerning the study of the Earth—and 
just dismiss it all as lies—than the people who devote their entire lives studying 
this very topic?” John had no qualms about interrupting his friend so brashly.

William raised his glass in a flippant-looking manner and answered with-
out hesitation. “Absolutely. Yes, in this case…absolutely. Because the so-called 
experts…they have been indoctrinated and brainwashed far worse than the 
common man has been. To them, the shape of the Earth will never, ever be 
allowed to be put into question. They wouldn’t believe it even if they ascended 
high enough to see the plane they live on themselves. So even if they are indeed 
experts, and highly qualified in almost every other scientific area, in this case, it 
is counter-productive, and their decades-long indoctrination has clouded their 
minds and programmed their brains into a state that is nigh impossible to be 
yanked out of. It’s like they say in the Matrix, John—we never unplug someone 
who has reached a certain age. Morpheus did not refer to the shape of the Earth 
in the film, but it has the same bearing—the older and more experienced a 
person is, the harder it is to wake them up. It’s akin to The Emperor’s New 
Clothes. The Earth has no curvature to be detected, but these experts will still 
see the curvature in their mind’s eye even though it does not actually exist. It’s 
brilliant! A masterful way of deceiving the public, letting the most trusted men 
and women fight the battle for you. Useful idiots, if you may.”

John raised his finger as if attempting to speak, but William wasn’t finished.
“John. Hear me out now, because this is the most important conundrum 

in this whole mess—the most important foundation of what makes this 
conspiracy such an ingenious invention. This spell will likely never be lifted 
because of one simple truth—even if the scientists managed to overcome their 
own programming and they decided to peek behind the curtain, they would 
never even dream of stepping out of line like that. What would you think 
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would happen if a famous scientist, like Tyson, suddenly declared that the 
heliocentric model of the universe is indeed false? He would be ostracised, 
de-funded, ridiculed…and his entire legacy would be smashed to pieces! The 
Copernican heliocentric system of the universe is just far too cemented in our 
society, and that is exactly why a select number of people in the power elite 
decided to keep this truth under wraps about sixty years ago.”

John cackled loudly. He could no longer silently watch this freakshow go 
on any further.

Out of all the madness that encompasses the flat-Earth movement…the motive 
itself for the deception is the most baffling. Why would the governments of the world 
align for this cause of keeping the real shape of the known world a secret? How does 
it change anyone’s lives if the Earth is flat or spherical? People would still have to 
drag their asses to work every day and slave away for soulless corporations, just like 
before. Madness. Madness and stupidity.

John raised his voice.
“Why would they waste so much time, money, and effort in keeping this 

so-called ultimate truth a secret? Listen to yourself speak, my man. There 
is no motive in lying about the shape of the Earth. A deception only makes 
sense if the conspirators gain something out of it. There literally is no motive 
in convincing the public that the Earth’s geometrical shape differs from what 
we have been told.”

“Au contraire, my dear John.” William sounded annoyingly smug and 
confident, and John did not care for it one bit.

“You can’t see the motive. That’s all right. I couldn’t see it either at first, but 
in time I saw it, clear as day. I was blind…and now I see. All the pieces matter, 
and suddenly they all fit just right…like in a jigsaw puzzle.”

“Explain it to me, then. Help me understand. Why would they lie?”
“You’re asking the wrong question, John. The real question to ask yourself 

is this: Why would they speak the truth?”
William grinned and cleared his throat.
“Try picturing, if you can, the historical timeline of the scientific progress 

of this place we call home…Earth. Thousands of years ago, pretty much all 
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ancient civilisations knew that the Earth was flat—the Aztecs, the Egyptians, 
the Hindus, the Navajo, the Inca, the Maya…and of course, our own Norse 
ancestors. This status quo reigned supreme until Pythagoras hypothesised the 
idea of the Earth being a sphere in around 500 BC. He was the first major 
player in history who brought up that the Earth was not flat or stationary…a 
man before his time, for sure. The idea did not become widespread outside 
of Greece, and even in his homeland it only had a minor following. It would 
take a long, long time until the ball Earth we know and cherish took hold for 
real. Let’s fast-forward a couple of years! A millennium, to be precise. You still 
with me, buddy?”

John nodded. “I’m listening.”
“Good. Like I said, one millennium came and went…and this is when 

Aristotle and Plato emerged from their previous states of mediocrity and started 
to make wild predictions about the cosmology of our world. While those two 
believed that the Earth was spherical, they did not believe that Tellus orbited 
the Sun. Aristotle’s theory was geocentric—meaning, the Sun, the Moon, and 
the other celestial bodies circled around the spherical Earth in space. But it 
was only about a century later, around 250 BC, when the spherical Earth was 
cemented as absolute truth and not just conceived of as a mere thought experi-
ment. The person who should be credited for this happening is the mathemati-
cian and philosopher Eratosthenes, who stepped into the limelight with his 
famed experiment of shadows and sun rays, which is used to this very day as 
absolute proof of the ball Earth.”

John shrugged.
“I bet you wonder how the experiment worked out. I’ll tell you how! They 

measured the shadow angles in two different cities during the solstice at noon: 
in the cities of Alexandria and Syene. Eratosthenes was in Syene while his assis-
tant was dispatched to Alexandria. In Syene at noon, Eratosthenes noted that 
the Sun cast no shadow on the well he stood next to—the Sun’s rays pierced 
through the bottom of the well. At the same time in Alexandria, his assistant 
mounted a vertically aligned iron pole in the ground…and the assistant saw 
that clearly a large shadow was cast on the pole. The assistant hurried back to 
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Syene and reported his findings to an overjoyed Eratosthenes, over the moon 
by the fact that his experiment turned out to be successful. During the days to 
come after the experiment, he sat down in his study and crunched the numbers. 
He calculated the circumference of the Earth by taking into consideration the 
length of the shadow cast in Syene, and a presumed distance to the Sun of 
several million miles away…and settled on a number that is still today near 
identical to the official figure for the circumference of our planet: 24,900 
miles. The facts are, though—and even our good friend Neil deGrasse Tyson 
will agree with this—that if the Sun were not in fact 93 million miles away 
as the official distance currently stands at…this experiment would work just 
as well on a flat and immovable Earth. And don’t even get me started on how 
Eratosthenes completely ignored the element of refraction in his calculations. 
In any case, his false premise lead to a faulty conclusion. If the Sun were in 
fact not 93 million miles away, but much closer…and much smaller, casting a 
localised ray of light…the experiment works on both a plane and a sphere. The 
math checks out. You following, mate?”

“I’m still listening, yes,” said John calmly.
Tonight, I will imbibe this pseudoscientific lecture like a junkie inhaling his 

favourite drug and forget it all by tomorrow morning.
“Good, my friend! Very good. Do tell me if I get sidetracked; that happens 

too easily with me. We were talking about the timeline, yes. The timeline. Let 
us now leap forward many years, to the seventeenth century to be precise…the 
century that saw the rise of a certain Sir Isaac Newton of the Royal Society. I 
trust you’ve heard of this chap, John.”

John nodded.
“By this time and age, the sphericity of the Earth was no longer theory, but 

cold-hard fact. The debate was done—Columbus and Magellan had successfully 
circumnavigated the world, and Copernicus had all but finalised the heliocentric 
model that we know and follow to this very day. There were questions left to be 
answered, yes—such as gravity. But as for the shape of the world? It was a closed 
and shut case. There was no longer a need for scholars like Aristotle to evangelise 
his globe-Earth ideas on a town square to a horde of clueless, uneducated crowds. 
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The only people who would even think twice of putting their stock in the belief 
of a flat Earth by this century were most likely regarded as the troglodytes or 
Neanderthals of their time. In other words, only technicalities were left to be 
argued for. Newton advanced his theories of gravitation, and Einstein finalised 
them about three hundred years later with his theory of relativity. But here’s the 
pickle, John. What if all of these learned, extremely talented men of their age…
were simply wrong? What if they had overthought the whole process?”

John cringed in his seat. “Why would they have been wrong? Or are they 
in on the conspiracy too? These people, my friend, dedicated their entire lives 
studying science, and they all followed the scientific method. How could so 
many brilliant men during the span of thousands of years get something so 
monumentally wrong as failing to correctly guess the real shape of the Earth?”

William just continued smiling, and it got on John’s nerves.
Why is he so smug? He’s a bloody flat-Earther. He should be squirming 

in his seat.
“Let me tell you of a common practise in the medicinal community 

called bloodletting that happened to be in fashion back in the day. I’m sure 
you’ve heard of it. The entire scientific community truly, and honestly, madly, 
deeply…believed that bloodletting would cure whatever malady their patient 
was suffering from. This alone should tell you everything you ought to know 
about how terribly wrong the scientific community has been over the centuries. 
Now of course we know for an absolute fact that bloodletting did far more 
harm than good as a sort of cure. Jesus goddamn Christ, John. The doctors 
of yore actually thought that draining blood, as if they were vampires, would 
actually heal them!”

“We’re cursing now? Never heard you curse before. You must be mighty 
passionate about this.”

“Oh, you know I am.”
The smug grin of an all-knowing zealot just wouldn’t wash away. He’s just like 

a scientologist, or a fresh recruit of the Jehovah’s Witnesses.
“Here’s another example I thought of just now, John. During the Great 

Plague of London towards the end of the 1600s, what do you think the trusted 
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scientific community of Great Britain did? Who were to be blamed?”
“I don’t know…some minority population? Gypsies? Jews?”
William cackled. “No such thing. This happened about 280 years before 

the rise of Adolf Hitler. No, they blamed…and culled…cats. Yes. The cats. 
When the real culprits were, you guessed it…rats! Rats were the carriers of the 
bacteria, and the brilliant limeys decided for some God-forsaken reason to cull 
the poor cats of London instead…and in turn, making the problem even worse! 
I mean, everyone knows that the cat is a rat’s worst enemy. How incompetent 
they were. How clueless.”

William’s keen eyes spied that John had started to drift away somewhat 
during the conversation of mice and men, so he decided to yank him back to 
the topic at hand with a vengeance.

“But I am not here to drone on about rats, cats, zebras, or lions or go off on 
a zoological tangent Attenborough-style. I was making a point here, John. The 
point is this: To blindly trust the consensus of the scientific community two 
millennia ago is simply…madness. Folly. And yet, that is what we believe in 
this case. We believe that we live on a spinning ball because the ancient Greeks 
already figured that out…ain’t that so? Scientists are people, just like you and I. 
Even with good intentions, they are not strangers to faulty conclusions. And 
that includes Pythagoras, Eratosthenes, Cavendish, Galileo, Newton…and 
Albert Einstein, in particular.”

“I have a hard time seeing it,” said John bluntly.
“John, there were people even in the late 1800s, and towards the early 

1900s, who adamantly opposed the consensus of a spherical Earth. But I bet 
you’ve never heard of those people, because they don’t teach us about them 
in school. Like Doctor Samuel Birley Rowbotham, an Englishman who 
attempted to disprove the globular Earth hypothesis with his famed Bedford 
Levels experiment in the late 1800s. His experiments showed quite clearly 
that the elusive Earth curvature simply did not exist and therefore we live on a 
plane…but nobody listened. There were no ways of trading information swiftly 
and easily like there is today. Thank heavens that we live in an age when the 
internet has been ushered in!”
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“Never heard of this fellow.”
“Well of course you haven’t, and you haven’t heard of him because of 

something I have hammered home in this conversation several times already; 
the game is rigged, so to speak. We are programmed at an early age to believe 
something, and the curriculum of the education system will follow the same 
line to a tee during your entire childhood. Once you have reached adulthood, 
it’s nigh impossible to think outside the box when it comes to these matters.”

William sighed loudly, but if he was exhausted by turning a regular Fri-
day night at Molly Malones into a disjointed sermon of his obscure belief, he 
showed no signs of it. He was merely gathering more strength to deliver his 
next blow that would knock John over for good.

“I’m going to drop a quote on you now, and I want you to guess who said 
it. All right?”

John exhaled and muttered slowly with a tone that implied indifference. 
“All right. Fine.”

“Einstein’s theory of relativity is a magnificent mathematical garb which 
fascinates, dazzles, and makes people blind to the underlying errors. The theory 
is like a beggar clothed in purple whom ignorant people take for a king…its 
exponents are brilliant men, but they are meta-physicists rather than scientists.”

John, being mildly intoxicated, felt like shooting from the hip on this one. 
“Stefan Löfven?”

William laughed loudly over the mere thought of the current prime min-
ister being a critic of Albert Einstein. Or even daring to speak out on scientific 
matters at all beyond bragging about how he was such an excellent welder in 
his glory days.

“Good one. No, I’m afraid not. It was Nikola Tesla. You know, Tesla 
Motors? The company run by Elon Musk…”

“Of course I know who Elon Musk is, and I also know of Nikola Tesla. 
No need to talk to me as…what was it you called the poor sods who believed 
the Earth was flat during the dawn of enlightenment? Ah, yes. Troglodytes. 
Anyway—just because Tesla thought Einstein’s theories were poor does not 
mean that they are not true. That’s a logical fallacy, if you start thinking like 
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that. They were bitter rivals at the time and Tesla had more than a touch of 
narcissism, don’t you think? That alone might explain why he had such a low 
opinion of Einstein.”

“Of course. It might. But that does not change the extraordinary fact 
that Nikola Tesla, one of the brightest minds who ever walked the Earth, 
held the unwavering stance that the theory of relativity that we all know and 
love today…was garbage. Hot garbage! Remember, as of today, relativity is no 
longer a theory in the eyes of the scientific community. It is cold, hard fact. 
Like evolution.”

“Yeah, because Einstein figured it all out. Relativity is fact.”
“It is indeed…for the vast majority of Earth’s population. Ninety-nine 

percent. Heck, maybe even 99.9 percent. But it is not fact for me, at least not 
until it is unequivocally proven. To quote Tywin Lannister: A lion does not 
concern himself with the opinions of sheep.”

“Who the hell is Tywin Lannister?” John had never heard of this historical 
figure. “You and your bloody quotes…they never end, don’t they?”

“Jesus, John. Have you never watched Game of Thrones?” William sighed.
“No. Never.”
“Wow. You’ve been living under a rock these past eight years for sure. 

Tywin is the patriarch of House Lannister. The point is that it does not matter 
what the masses think if the thought process of those individuals is flawed. A 
lie is still a lie even if everyone believes it, and something that is true is true 
even though nobody happens to believe it.”

John just looked at him with a blank stare, so William continued.
“In any case. Thanks to Einstein, who arrived like the second coming 

piecing together the last missing link of how the universe works, there was no 
debate from then onwards of where we are right now. We stand on a spinning 
ball, everything is relative, there is no up or down in space, and we are hurling, 
tilting, wobbling, and spinning through the universe in speeds you can’t even 
imagine if you tried your hardest. Until…”

“Until what?”
“Until we developed technology advanced enough that we one day were 



D o u g l a s  Fa l k

2 6

able to launch a craft high enough in the sky to observe if all the centuries of 
mathematical equations and all the serpentine, convoluted ideas and theoreti-
cal constructs were actually true. So, then the question becomes…what if they 
turned out to not match reality?”

“If the Earth turned out to be flat and they reached some kind of dome in 
the sky or…whatever it is you nutty folks believe is going on up there…they 
would have told the public about it. What they wouldn’t have done is sit down 
and plan out elaborate hoaxes to deceive the world for all the years to come, 
like the Moon landings and the International Space Station,” said John.

“Would they not? I’m not smitten by your ill-founded faith in the ruling 
elite, John. The same ruling class who brought down three towers via controlled 
demolitions when we were just kids almost twenty years ago. The same elite 
who are currently spraying barium and strontium in the skies, the very same 
ruling class who control and modify the weather from the HAARP facility in 
Alaska…and God knows what they have cooking in CERN over at Switzer-
land. Christ, John.”

“Stick to one theory at the time, please. My brain was overheating just fine 
already before you brought chemtrail-talk and the like into the mix.”

“All right, John. I will,” said William and cleared his throat.
“You have to admit that even though the 1950s were a long time ago and 

their technology is, with our standards of today, ridiculously outdated, it still 
would have toppled the power structure of the entire world if the Earth turned 
out to be flat. Society would collapse, and anarchy, chaos, and disorder would 
reign as the eyes of the world would shift from petty squabbles between nations 
to a joint effort of exploring the new discovered lands beyond Antarctica, and if 
there is indeed some kind of barrier surrounding us—an edge, if you will—the 
only thing people would care about is to penetrate that barrier and discover 
what is outside of this realm. Like Truman did in The Truman Show. Because 
once Truman discovered that his whole life was a lie, a staged television show, 
everything changed for him. All that mattered from the moment his ship hit 
that solid brick wall was to get to the other side and find out the truth of where 
he was. And before you roll your eyes over my movie references…”
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John did indeed roll his eyes.
Truman Show? Truman Show is a damned movie. This is real life! Planet 

Earth is not a Hollywood set or a stage show. We’re supposed to be living in 2020…
dammit, William!

“Even though it was indeed just a movie, the same rules would apply if 
something like that would happen in real life. It’s within our nature as humans. 
If we are fenced in, we want to know why the fence was built, who built it, and 
what lies beyond the fence. The quest for ultimate knowledge is what separates 
us from all other species on Earth—animals of lesser intelligence, like sheep 
or cows, would not question why they are caged. They would accept it quickly 
and get on with their day…but we are not like cows, are we? There would be 
panic. There would be violence. There would be confusion. Where are we, 
John? What lies beyond the shorelines of Antarctica? As you now hopefully 
understand, John, the most logical decision here, the lesser of two evils, if you 
will, is to tell the public the exact opposite of the truth to keep them in line. It 
was the only way to make sure the old paradigm continued.”

John was not laughing any more. He looked deeply into his empty glass 
of whiskey and pondered.

I have to admit…this makes sense. It does makes sense, somehow. I can’t even 
put my finger on why it makes sense, but it does. William talking about flat-Earth 
theory, and making sense while doing so…I must be living in the Twilight Zone. 
The Earth sure as hell isn’t flat, though. But if it was, his line of reasoning isn’t half 
as bad as I thought it would be.

“I don’t know if it’s because I’m tipsy, tired, or simply more absent-minded 
than usual on this day, but in that very hypothetical scenario that you are 
painting, I could actually see how your argument could strike a chord in the 
hearts of gullible folks. Order and stability based on a lie is, in some extreme 
cases, better than the alternative. Sometimes the cold hard truth can do more 
damage than good. I can see it—the rest I cannot, you lunatic. Good luck 
convincing me on the rest!”

“Oh, I’m not expecting you to flip over this one conversation, John. I 
thought I hammered that point home repeatedly, did I not? This takes weeks. 
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Months. Could even take years. Let me give you one last example before we 
wrap up this night out, if you will allow me to.”

“Sure.”
“Thank you. I am going to just throw something out there for you to chew 

on as you go to sleep tonight, and I implore you to really think this through, 
okay? An example of why I don’t trust the science we are given today. You know 
how we were taught in school of the inner layers of planet Earth? You know, the 
inner mantle, outer mantle, the crust, the core…so on, so forth. All that jazz.”

“I remember, yes. I remember my teacher telling us that if you were to drill 
a hole right through the Earth, you would eventually emerge in Australia or 
something on the other side. I know of course that’s just a metaphysical idea, 
but still.”

“Did you know that the deepest hole ever drilled only went eight miles 
down? The Ruskies pushed the envelope in their Kora Borehole Project in the 
eighties, and they still only reached eight miles down. Eight miles! The distance 
to the centre of the Earth is allegedly about four thousand miles, so you do 
understand that they literally just scratched the surface. It’s nothing! It really 
is nothing, and the idea that our trusted scientists know exactly what is going 
on beneath our feet gets more ridiculous by the day. The more you research 
this topic, John, I’m telling you. The deeper down the rabbit hole you go, the 
more you realise that what you thought you know, you don’t know. If there 
is any conclusion I have made thus far, it is that very realisation. That I know 
nothing. We know nothing. I have come to realise that the people who claim 
to know everything are the ones you should avoid. Like Neil deGrasse Tyson.”

John protested. “What do you mean? Why are you so against Tyson? Did 
he steal your parking slot years ago in a galaxy far, far away?”

“It’s nothing personal, really. I imagine he’s a decent guy in private, aside 
from the bloated ego and his misguided belief that he was gifted with a tower-
ing intellect. How can he, or any other scientist for that matter, presume to 
know how the inner layers of Saturn, Neptune, or Venus are like from the com-
fort of an armchair in his luxurious home in Manhattan? Ah, the arrogance. 
The arrogance, John! The arrogance radiated from these guys in their white lab 
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coats who think they deserve an elevated position in the social pyramid because 
they have PhDs and learned how to scribble down more advanced math equa-
tions on a piece of paper than the average Joe ever could. Do you think Tyson 
has ever been to space? Hawking? Dawkins? Nye? Cox? Carl Sagan? Let me 
tell you a secret. None of them have been there. Only about five hundred 
people have allegedly gone to space. Which isn’t that many, when you think 
about it! Five hundred people. While only sixty-nine people were convicted of 
conspiracy charges in the Watergate scandal, nearly a thousand were estimated 
to be in the know. Who knows what would have happened had Bernstein and 
Woodward not investigated the matter? Maybe Nixon would have gotten away 
with it all. What I am saying is, keeping five hundred people silent is not as 
hard as you might think it is, historically. With the right incentive, it would 
be in their best interest to keep their mouths shut if they were told, say, that 
the fate of the world would be at stake should they talk.”

“Yeah, but they all got found out, though. Nixon and his cronies. If NASA 
faked the Moon landings, for instance, they’ve done a pretty damned good job 
keeping it under wraps for over fifty years.”

“That’s a good point, John. But the magnitude of what we are talking of 
here far eclipses Watergate, wouldn’t you say? Everything pales in comparison 
to the deception of keeping the real shape of the Earth a secret.”

“I suppose you’re right, on a hypothetical level.”
William slammed his fist on the table.
“Listen to me now, because this is important. Those planets and stars they 

claim to know what they consist of, their exact weight and mass and distance 
from us…it’s all conjecture. A mathematical construct. And they are wrong, 
oh so wrong. Every bit of research I do points to it. We don’t know what the 
wandering stars are. They could be circular, non-spherical tiny luminaries in the 
sky from what I can tell, but I’m not making any absolute calls on the matter 
until the day I know for sure…which I doubt will ever happen. But I would bet 
the farm on that they aren’t terra firma and that there is certainly no cute little 
NASA rover driving around on Mars via remote control from Houston. Isn’t 
it a curious case? Neither of us, nobody we know, likely nobody on this Earth, 
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will ever set foot on Mars. Yet—if you were to ask the man on the street if Mars 
could be visited, they would swear on their grandmother’s grave that it is indeed 
the case and that we will have boots on that red ground in a couple of years 
from now and that we will colonise it before 2030. It’s a fantasy. Our five senses 
tell us that those shining circles in the sky are just distant lights. Earth is what 
matters—but the brainwashed masses think colonizing some speck of light in 
the sky is more important because they watched a Matt Damon movie set there.”

“Sure, sure.”
While intrigued by William’s filibustering, his desire to sleep like a log got 

the better of him. John yawned and pulled up his Samsung Galaxy S7 and 
looked at the clock. 00:47.

Time to shut this tinfoil-hat session down, I think.
John put his thick gloves on and bade William farewell. “William. It’s been 

a pleasant evening…albeit maybe a touch of too much obscurity for my taste. 
I am too tired right now. Got to head home.”

William nodded, and they put on their coats, wished the bartender a 
good night, opened the front door, and found themselves standing in the 
midst of what could only be described as a snowy inferno. An icy gust of wind 
came hurling through the street towards them, and John covered his eyes as 
best he good.

I can’t get back to my warm comfy bed soon enough.
“John!” William shouted as the cold winds drowned out the noise. “We’ll 

see one another again…soon! And write to me later about the Huckleberry 
Finn essay on Skype or in text. We got it covered, no problems. And good luck 
with your courtship of Alma!”

William smiled all-knowingly as John flinched with a forced confused 
expression on his face.

“Come on, my friend. I’m not blind.” William smiled and waved him 
farewell, and the two parted ways. John started walking as quickly as he could.

I’ ll get there in about five minutes if I make a run for it.
As he was about to turn left on Odengatan and make his way up on Dala-

gatan, he heard a faint cry from behind him. It was William.
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“John! I know you’re sceptical of everything I told you tonight, and you 
will likely brush it all off for the time being and your average life problems will 
take up your thoughts…for a while. But in the end, I can promise you, you 
will see things differently, and you will understand what I’m talking about. 
Good night!”

Yeah. Bloody likely.
John yawned and started walking up the slope towards his street, 

Dalagatan 62.
Right now, I don’t care if the Earth is flat, spherical, a cube, or even fidget 

spinner-shaped. All I want is a long night’s sleep…and cursed be the one who stands 
in my way from achieving just that.


