
 Trouble started shortly after I discovered what I call the fold. 

 Before then, no one at work seemed to care that I had the suit.  To the engineers who designed 

it, the suit was a $10 million failure, a huge loss of corporation research grants.  To marketing it was a 

shiny metallic Haz-mat suit, dumped in a storage closet, a worthless thing like the Tin Man without a 

heart  (that’s me, Film Studies major; I know a hell of a lot about century-old movies but little about 

anything else). 

 Okay, so no one at work knew I had the suit or they might’ve cared. 

 I didn’t want the suit; I took it on a dare (I know, I’m a child sometimes, but tell me something I 

don’t hear all the time from my girlfriend).  We were fucking around, Carlos and I, a few minutes into 

our shift when I took the dare. Fucking around like we always do.  It’s not the most exciting job, wiping 

disinfectant over desktops every night, so we have to find something interesting to do to justify our 

being there eight hours.   

 Almost every night we do the same shit: we clock in at seven, mop down the hallway to the 

break room and take a long break—honestly they could probably get drones that would do a better, 

quicker and cheaper job than we do, but it seems they tried and the brains in the drones fried signals or 

whatever on the engineers’ computers and instruments (my scientific knowledge has gotten better since 

I discovered the fold, but I’m trying to tell you this story like it happened, like I only took the required 

one-semester general science for Film Studies majors, which I did). 

 So, as I was saying, Carlos and I were farting around, taking a break, snacking on leftovers in the 

break room fridge and drinking sodas, or what passed for sodas these days (don’t get me started on 

corporate health and dietary law) and I was opening up some dude’s lunch bag—the sticky not stuck it 

reading:  “leave this the F alone!!!”—and when I looked up from my pillaging, Carlos was gone. Carlos 

likes to take off and explore the premises with his flashlight, so I made no big deal of it and folded the 

soggy tofurkey sandwich and wolfed it down and went to see what Carlos was up to. 



 “’Los?” I shouted down the hall. 

 “Down here.” His voice echoed from around the corner. 

 I followed Carlos’ voice and found him around the corner at the far end of the hall, his flashlight 

beam piercing into the dark storage closet. 

 “What the fuck, man? You’re gonna get us canned, and I lose another job Nanny’s gonna boot 

me out. Do you hear me?” 

 Carlos was lugging something from the closet. 

 “Do you hear me? We keep digging around in there and we’re fired or worse.” 

 “Don’t get you panties in a wad, bro.” 

 The beam fell on something shiny. “Dude?” 

 “It’s nothing but junk.” 

 He held out a cylindrical silver head covering. This was the suit’s hood, of course, like a silver 

executioner’s hood, but no eyeholes.  A calcite shield suit. Some military camouflage experiment, but 

frankly, back then, I didn’t know how a shiny suit like that could hide anybody. Light reflection? 

Refraction? Something like that. 

 Anyhow, needless to say, I took the dare Carlos made to put the thing on and walk down the 

hallway and back like I was a movie robot, something out of Metropolis. 


