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OPEN GAME:
Anthropic principle.
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If the laws of the Universe were not helpful to intelligent creatures to ask about the initial conditions of the Universe, intelligent life would never have asked the question in the first place. In other words, the laws of the Universe are the way they are because if they weren't, no intelligent beings would be able to consider these laws at all.
Pawn to C4

     “Arico!”
Ignore her, keep walking, Bishop to- 
    “Ascolta!” Ignore her, keep walking - she will go away. 
 
-Bishop to G5.
     “I’ve got news from Roma, tua Famiglia.”
He halted. She had got his attention, watching him from across the creek.     
    “What news?” He turned his head towards her, chocolate eyes fixed on her blue.
    “Your mamma is returning. Due Settimane.”
Two weeks. He fixed a scowl. She frowned.
    “Arico, she is your madre.”
    “Being my mother doesn’t stop me hating her.”
 

Knight to H3.
*
SMACK!
He shot upright, sheets crumpled, bare chest heaving for air. A red mark blossomed along his diaphragm, along with a dull pounding ache.
Jillian sat next to him smiling politely, her fairy dress twisted around her knees. A fly swatter was clamped in her right hand. She looked so deceptively innocent.
    “Good morning Lucas, it’s time for breakfast.”
She was seven and a half.
    “Mum says you have to make eggs for us both. There’s no more cereal.”
A very smart seven-and-a-half. Lucas swore there was a middle-aged woman locked up in that little head of his sister’s. He squinted at her.
     “Alright. Go set up if you want.”
She scampered off the bed and ran down the hall, thumping with each step. Silence, then a clang as she dropped the frypan. Lucas’ head fell into his hands and he peered at the dull red glow of the alarm clock through his fingers.
7:14 and twenty-four seconds.
He rolled sideways out of bed.
*
Due settimane, due settimane, due… 
His eyes flicked up from the frosted creek into her gaze. Not even the chill of a Tuscan winter could distract them from the silence hanging in the air. When she spoke, it was without anger, hostility or blame, just a whispered, “You’ve never explained why.”
     He stayed silent, keep your distance.
     “You don’t hide anything from me. Except this. The one thing you’ve never ever said- why you hate your mother.”
     “One day Alessandra, not now.”
     “Ever?” 
     “Si, prometto. Which day is she back?”
     “It’ll be a Wednesday. Two weeks Wednesday.”
     “That’s the day of the finals.”
     “Then you grit your teeth and bear it. Stop worrying about her, start thinking strategy.”
     “Mi chiamo strategia. After all, I’m junior grandmaster.”
She grinned.
     “Grand you are.” 
 
Capture on D6.
*
The eggs swam in their sea of A2 protein filled milk- Jillian had insisted on extra. She was only just tall enough standing on the stool to peer over the edge of the counter. 
She wasn’t a tall kid.
He nudged the slop with the spatula and she stood on tiptoe to see over the rim of the pan.
     “Careful Jilly, you’ll burn your face off.”
She pulled back slightly and looked up at him, amber eyes wide.
     “Milk,” she stated.
     “There’s enough in there already.”
     “No silly boy, milk for the Milo.”
It wasn’t encouraging for a seventeen year old male to be called “silly boy” by his younger sister, who was currently crouched in the fridge attempting to tug a milk carton out from under cold spaghetti. Tulle bunched on the ground at her feet, a pink marshmallow’s attempt at strength. She heaved and straightened- triumphant grin on her face as she clutched a full carton of the same damn milk.
He grimaced at his mother’s insistence of ‘healthy’ items. She believed there was a mathematical approach to personal well being and it was her opinion that carrot juice and beta casein milk was imperative. In his opinion, carrot juice and beta casein milk could get screwed. All growing boys needed were meat, pizza and Coke. Diet Coke at best. 
Oh, and eggs.
      “Lucas Peterson you’re burning our breakfast.”
He started at her words; she was again on the stool, staring over the pan, waving away lazy smoke tendrils that spiralled towards the white ceiling.  
 
Sitting at the table, he with one ankle tucked behind the other while she swung her legs enthusiastically and an early morning Australian sun seeping through the back window, Lucas thought about his Physics report, due in four weeks. He contemplated how he would go about his first sentence when Jillian piped up.
     “You look pensive.”
Seven.
     “Just schoolwork.”
     “Physics?” 
Seven and a half to be fair.
     “On Einstein still?”
     “Yeah.”
     “I read something about Einstein. On Google.”
     “And what did you read?”
Her eyes grew wide as she remembered. The swinging motion intensified.
     “I don’t really know what it meant, but it was something to do with relations and quondam.”
Lucas suppressed laughter. “Wh-what?”
     “Quondam,” she replied. “His theory on relations had something to do with matter and it was useful to quondam physics. Big stuff.” It was at that precise moment that her swinging foot collided with his knee.
     “Oh sorry Lucas. You know, all that relations stuff, it involves fate.”
     “Fate?” he asked, rubbing his calf lightly. Yeah, that would bruise. He didn’t mind though.
     “M-hmm,” she replied, hopping off the chair. She collected her plate and shuffled to the kitchen. “People have often thought it’s set out for us, but not quondam theory. It says our choices decide our actions.” She disappeared around the corner. “What if I hadn’t kicked you?”
     “I wouldn’t bruise.”
     “And so your life takes a new path. Whether I kick you or not will say whether or not you’ll bruise. New fate. And I- I bruise my toe.” Her little voice was carrying from beyond the kitchen ledge, giving the impression the inanimate object was conversing with him. 
She appeared again to collect her glass.
     “Jillian, why do these choices change fate?” 
     “I don’t know.” She bit her lip thoughtfully. “I don’t even think the scientists know that. It’s said that the atoms of everything have wave and particle qualities. This causes change in the atom’s layout and different choices.”
     “But that’s just a theory. Isn’t it?”
     “Unless it happens. Then it’s real… but we’ll never know will we? We only know what we’ve chosen.”

 There was a pause.
…
     “One minute and twenty-four seconds,” she stated.
     “What’s one minute and twenty-four seconds?”
     “I don’t remember. But it’s important.” 
  
_-*-_ 
 
Nineteen years earlier:
Patrizio Terramo was reading the morning paper when his wife entered.
     “Buon giorno Adrienna. My, you don’t look well today.” 
She smiled.
     “I’m fine, besides- work needs me.”
     “Work! One day our child will need you, and you’ll abandon work.” 
She snorted.
     “Don’t be stupid, you know I don’t want children. I would never be a good mother.”
     “You’d never know until you tried.”
She stood and walked out of the room.
Causality principle.
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Cause must always precede effect. Thus, if an event A ("the cause") somehow influences event B ("the effect") which occurs later in time, then B cannot influence A. That is, B must occur at a later time than A, and all dimensions must agree.
Today. 
Today she was coming back. He pulled on plain pants and the least rumpled shirt from his floor. He didn’t know what time- well he couldn’t care less what time she would be back, as long as she didn’t turn up in the worst state possible. 
Please God, don’t let it all go wrong.
His appearance in the mirror did nothing to increase the gradually declining mood. Instead pale, lifeless eyes hid behind his fringe. 
I.n.S.O.m.n.I.a.
You look just like your mother.
He began running.
On the street corner, he grabbed a waiting Alessandra’s hand and dragged her, running down the footpath. 

Running to get away from himself...
Running to make it to the tournament on time.
*

    “The Rutherford atomic model explained many things, particularly atomic structure and behaviour. Many philosophers and physicists in the past have attempted to use the model to explain the idea of fate- a result that occurs as part of electron behaviour.”
Confusion rippled around the class of the HSC Physics course. Some of the less studious attendees looked up from the scrawls their pens had made on their notebooks- beginning to think this might actually be harder than first anticipated. One particularly confounded boy spoke up.
    “Occurs in what sir?”
    “Well, everything, what determines the way things are determined. Atoms and their behavioural anomalies. However, the model as it stood couldn’t explain fate. So a different theory was fashioned to accommodate the new sub-level of atoms. The level inside the nucleus. A new model was then produced…”
    “Bohr’s model?”
    “Correct, which, in accordance with de Broglie’s proposal about particle properties, gives us today’s topic - Quantum Theory.”
*
TERRAMO, ARICO
Pisa, Tuscany.

     “Wear the badge to all areas. You will be asked to remove it before the round, and have the opportunity to collect it at the end of the game. Questions?”

     “Where’s the bathroom?” The guy looked up from his papers on the front desk and decided Arico’s question was legitimate. He waved his hand in the direction of the stanza da bagno.
     Alessandra followed.
     “Do you think she’ll show?” Arico asked her.
     “Yes. Will it matter?”

She disappeared behind the girls’ door.
*
“Was something to do with relations and quondam.”
Quantum theory. Was that what Jillian was babbling on about two weeks ago? Quantum theory. Predetermined fate. Not an actual branch of it, but a new idea. Ideas that had something to do with choices and waves and possibility and particles-

     “…atom has both wave and particle properties.”
He immediately raised his hand.

     “Sir, I don’t understand.”

     “Well, Bohr’s model, while a step forward couldn't explain the problem of why the theoretically unstable electrons didn't simply collapse inwards into the nucleus. De Broglie could explain that. He proposed that electrons, though particles and have many properties accordingly, are stabilised because of the wave properties exhibited by all matter.”
*
No sign. 
Good. 

More than good…

Very good.
     “Stop muttering, you look stupid.”
     “I didn’t realise I was saying that out loud.”
     “At least stop fidgeting. People will think you’re not up to your game.”
     “Andra sweetheart, it’s called a trap. Make them believe I’m not confident enough to play decently and then BAM… stun them all with a spectacular win.”
     “Not if you’re not up to it.”
Her glared at her. She stared right back at him.
     “Of course I’m up to it,” he lied, “you’ll see.”
He got up and moved to his playing table.
Alessandra stayed in the stands.
     “Liar,” she sighed. “But one day you will show us all.”
She didn’t know exactly who she was referring to.
*

Silence.
Stillness.
Strategy.
Barely a move was made between them. It wasn’t a fast match, his opponent certainly wasn’t a quick thinker. But he was a good one. He favoured his queenside knight, which was proving valuable in the removal of several of Arico’s pawns.

Arico flicked his finger out- fast, calculated.

Pawn, A5.
His opponent resembled a magpie- thin limbs and pointed face. His counteraction was stupid. 
Knight, C6.
Arico’s pawn was cornered, but it was only a pawn, no value compared to Magpie’s favoured knight. He glanced up to watch his opponent’s eyes dart around the board before settling on his newly placed knight. For all his thinking the kid was so focused on the pawn he couldn’t see the trap. Arico dropped his eyes back to the board, leaned forward slightly and moved his ‘c’ file pawn up to rank four. 
Magpie looked confused, but nonetheless captured the trapped pawn. That’s when he saw it.
Bishop captures on A5. Good move.
Magpie was down his favourite knight. Arico smirked. He had full control of the board in front of them.

*
     “Let me ask you something- how can you see the world as real if what is determining it to be real is in itself intangible? What is the definition of reality? Why do we keep creating the same realities each day? Have you ever stopped to think that maybe we’re so accustomed to our lives, so conditioned to what we create as ‘reality’ that we simply believe we have no control over our lives at all. We’re so willing to lay our futures in the hands of God and pass off the repercussions of our actions that we never realise that it’s our own mind that creates the reality around us.” 
Harry Richards took a calculated pause.
Lucas’s brain clicked.

Jillian, why do these choices change fate? 

He raised his hand.

     “So theoretically sir, if we choose to turn right instead of left, we change our reality, therefore the outcomes of that reality and thus we change our possible future?”
     “That’s very much correct. In fact, pack up. I’m going to tell you something- off the syllabus.”

A voice drifted from the row behind him as Richards turned away from the class.
     “Why so important Peterson?” the voice paused, “Ahh, s’right I figured it out… you ‘change’ your future, you could actually be a ‘somebody’ instead of just a complete loser.”
He turned in his seat to face Thomas Grims. 
     “At least I have a future Grims. Unlike you. Where’s your future - Dole and liquor store?”
Grims’ face contorted into a scowl. He leant dangerously close, his voice dropping to a whisper.
     “Watch yourself Peterson, or that bruise I gave you yesterday might just get a little bigger.”
Lucas shoved his textbook into his bag.
*
Adrienna balanced herself, not obviously, but enough to keep upright. Magpie moved his queen out into the game. Arico’s eyes flickered from the board to the queen on the stairs, hand tightly gripping the railing as she attempted to gracefully ascend. 
He could tell by her actions, the way her hands always moved first, testing, assuring that the seat really was there… she was high. She had turned up to his finals high. 
He moved a knight without thinking. 
Black Queen captures White Knight.

And there, in the moment of distraction, he had been thrust into danger.
*
The chairs had been moved into a crude elliptical circle, and Lucas had the unhappy experience of being seated directly opposite Grims- who was currently gesturing vulgarly towards him. He ignored movements that implied extreme unorthodox sexual activity, as indicated by two fingers on Grims’ right hand.
    “So,” Richards clapped his hands together and leant forward on his forearms. “Lucas was correct in assuming choices can change futures. How interesting then that fate isn’t a simple line but a tree, branching out with different possibilities-”
    “And so your life takes a new path,” Lucas recited. “New fate. And I- I bruise my toe.
He looked at his foot in understanding. Grims sneered and muttered “faggot”. Richards continued.
    “There’s a belief that it takes one minute and twenty-four seconds to change the course of the future-”
     “Jillian,” Lucas breathed.
     “-because that’s how long the universe needs to realign itself with the reality you create. It’s related to Einstein’s special relativity theory in which time exists in a completely new, subatomic fourth dimension. Supernatural to anything we know and comprehend. Mathematicians have often applied Einstein’s calculations into creating formulae for time equations.”
Yes, Lucas could understand that statement. His mother had attempted to use him as a practise audience for her numerous lectures in relative theory for Mathematics at her work. When she wasn’t talking about it, she was studying it, spending copious amounts of time and energy looking at the ‘fourth dimension’ of the universe. He had passed it off as nothing to be unduly concerned with. 
How wrong of him.
*
12:45:00
He forced himself not to show stress, or any other sign of losing control. 
Two options: move his Queen three spaces left and take the black Rook 
or
his Knight right and attack the pawn skeleton. 
It was in that instant, the universe split.
_-*-_
12:45:07
Queen captures on A4. 
Pawn, E6.
Queen.
 Pawn.
Queen captures.
 Rook, H7.

12:45:15
Knight. 
Queen.
Knight, E4.
 Queen captures on E4.
12:45:20
He knows he cannot win but he refuses to lose. Lose because of a black queen. He tries to distance himself from the game but as he watches the queen moves diagonally in to knock his knight out of the game. Watches the queen knock him out of the game. There’s nothing left for him to do.
12:46:00

 He feebly shifts a pawn and Magpie takes his time, drawing out the end result. The queen checkmates his king.
12:46:13
He looks up to the stands, past Alessandra to his mother, who is scowling at him. He’s lost the championship.
12:46:24
***
12:45:07
Knight captures on F6.  
He moves with more determination each turn and removes the opposing pawns from their structure. He knows he cannot win but he refuses to lose. Lose because of a black queen. 
12:45:50
He tries to distance himself from the game but becomes more attached to his knight, exalted in the power he is building with each piece taken. No, he knows he cannot win so instead he will draw.

12:46:11
He reaches stalemate with Magpie. The king is not in check though Arico has not allowed any legal moves to be made by his opponent.
He smiles at Magpie. He kept his status, didn’t lose.
His mother never won.

12:46:24
_-*-_
12:45:07

Arico moved his knight.

*
The bell rang and the boys got up, grumbling about ‘stupid science’, leaving Lucas the only one revelling in the lesson.

*

Drunk, high and pissed off, Adrienna was more irrational now than in her sober state. And since most of the time she was irrational, her current intoxication only heightened her anger. Arico had learned long ago that when she did drink, it was of the utmost importance not to be the source of that anger. Directly or indirectly. 

His game today was a prime example of not following the rules.

*

     “The media have several techniques they use to get the response they want from media victims. What we’re looking at today is manipulations through the use of a hidden camera.”
Natalie Taedo kept talking, but Lucas was only half listening. He was too preoccupied with the physics. He didn’t speak for the whole lesson, or the lesson after that, or in response to the rather immature comments of Thomas Grims on the bus home. He didn’t say a single word to his mother as she reminded him that her next conference would be the perfect opportunity for a family holiday, and so they would all be accompanying her overseas.
He would be in Italy in less than a week.
Black Knight enters the game.
*
     “Bastardo!”

Bastard.
She
Called
Him
A
Bastard.
     “I raise you, teach you, pay for you so what- you lose?”
Irrational
Bitch.
     “First your fuck of a father dies and leaves me with you- patetico fastidio- only to have you fail at the only thing you could ever be good at!”

It would do no good to remind her that he drew, not lost, and only talent and quick thinking prevented the loss her arrival initiated. He bowed his head, not daring to look her in the eye. If he was lucky he could avoid a beating.
     “I’m Sorry. It won’t happen again.” She considered this. 

     “Take off your belt.” He complied, shaking.
     “To think you’ve been so good these past weeks. Not one punishment.” She laughed.

     “But then you screwed up.”
The snap of the leather ripped his shirt.
*
Lucas began to pack. 

It didn’t take him long to sort out what he would need.

In fact it took him one minute and twenty four seconds.

Then he bagged the lot of it.
Eighteen years earlier:

Adrienna slammed her hand on the table.

     “I’m pregnant.”

Patrizio smiled.

     “Fantastic!”

     “No, it’s not. I don’t want children. Ever.”

     “Rina, the first time you hold that child in your arms you will love it with all your heart. You’ll see.”
She scowled.
     “I am not mother material. I never will be.”
Patrizio shook his head.
     “You’ll see.” 

MIDDLEGAME: 
The Grandfather paradox.
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This paradox discounts time travel, contradicting the causality principle. Say your grandfather builds a time machine. You use said time machine to go back a few decades to a point before he marries your grandmother. You meet him, but an argument ensues and you accidentally kill him.

If he died before he married and never had children, your parents wouldn’t have met and you would have never been born. Thus, if he never lived to build the machine or have children, what are you doing here (alive) in the past if you and the machine never existed?
He had been pushed to his knees, wearing only jeans. Third time in a week since the tournament.
CRACK ! -
Across his shoulders.

CRACK ! -
Across his spine.
White Knight under attack.
Pain whipped through the fire blows as the red marks began linking, weaving together to form a mangled pattern across his back. Old scars were torn apart.

Adrienna paused- he could see her reflected in the mirror, belt swinging from her hands.

     “Just pathetic,” she muttered, dragging her nails over the new wounds. Excruciating pain darted down his back, lingering to remind him of his mother’s cruelty. 
He vowed not to give her the satisfaction of his screams.
Rina lashed him once more with the blood-stained cinghia, snapping around his hip so that he instinctively coiled inwards. The jerk made him fall to his hands. She left, picking up a bottle of Sambuca on the way out.
He stayed there, listening, not trusting that she had really gone.
Sometimes she came back.
He shifted, not letting his bleeding hip touch the carpet. Once his breathing evened out he would move, maybe even leave the room. Until then he would hope, pray even. 
Yes, praying sounded like a good idea.
     “Please God, just let her stop. Prego Dio…”
He got shakily to his feet and pulled his shirt back on, then a jacket over the top. He felt the blood start to seep through the cotton as he crept out of the house.
*
One.

Two.

Three.

The door swung open. 
Arico was leaning against the doorframe, face pale, knuckles paler from gripping his jacket.   
“I’m ready to tell you why I hate her.”

Alessandra stepped to the side and he stumbled into the house.
*
He lay on his side, a wet handtowel pressed to his hip. Alessandra was wringing the blood out of a second handtowel into a ciotola. It was the silent, unspoken comfort that enticed him to speak.

     “Guess what day it is.” His voice sounded hollow.

She gasped.

     “Il vostro compleanno.”

He nodded. “My birthday. I’m eighteen.”

     “There’s still time for us to do something. What do you want?”

He grasped her hand.

     “I want Adrienna to suffer.”

Alessandra paused.
     “How?”

     “You’ll help me?”

     “Of course I’ll help you. What did you expect, that I would just turn the other cheek? How?”

     “Her image- it’s everything. She’s perfect to everybody else. Let them see how perfect she really is.” A slow smile spread across his face.

     “Let’s ruin my mother’s reputation.”

*
ACT THREE: SCENE FOUR.

ARICO and ALESSANDRA are standing inside a botegga- ”Frederico’s”, the sign hanging on an angle above the tinted glass door. The light coming in the windows is fading- obviously late evening.

A large counter stands at the back, numbers displaying 6:23:25. The audience watches with baited breath as the counter begins counting upwards, rather than down. It is more of a digital clock than a counter.

The teenagers begin leaving the store; ALESSANDRA is carrying a paper-wrapped package. LUCAS approaches the door from outside at the same time as ALESSANDRA and she pushes the door open forcefully against a mildly frozen lock.
LUCAS gets hit and he falls as the door swings back in. ALESSANDRA also tumbles.

The counter displays 6:23:42.

ARICO gently pushes the door open to see LUCAS slip in ice. The situation is so ludicrous that ARICO laughs. After LUCAS rights himself, the two boys help ALESSANDRA up, LUCAS hands her the package.

LUCAS:   Sorry, I’m so sorry really I am, I should have been more careful-
He breaks off and mentally berates himself when he sees the slightly confused looks on the other’s faces.
ALESSANDRA:   English?
6:23:57
LUCAS:   He speaks with the tone of a tourist. Ah-seee. Yes. Seee. I- I am. Kinda. I’m Australian.

ALESSANDRA:   Oh, Australian. Well do not say sorry, I pushed the door into you.
She turns to ARICO.



                   Era un incidente. Smettila, non dargli quello sguardo. 
Which translates to- “It was an accident. Stop looking at him like that”.
6:24:09
ARICO smiles.
ARICO:   Relax. Alessandra is not the type of person to bother a stranger.

LUCAS stops breathing. His next line is said without any exhalation of air. 

LUCAS:   And you? 

ARICO:   Bluntly No. It was her fault anyway.
The counter reaches 6:24:21 as LUCAS very visibly relaxes with the notion he won’t be beaten up. ALESSANDRA notices this as ARICO smothers laughter and she offers her hand for him to shake.
ALESSANDRA:   You must excuse Arico- he can be a little protective.
LUCAS takes her hand.

LUCAS:   Oh- that’s okay. He realizes he hasn’t introduced himself…


     My name’s Lucas by the way, in case you were wondering…

He trails off almost pathetically, as ALESSANDRA smiles warmly.

ALESSANDRA:   Lucas. Well Lucas, is there anything we could help you with so that you forgive us for knocking you over?
ARICO looks at her in shock- he has never realised that she was so good at speaking English. Apart from the accent, she sounds like she has come straight out of Buckingham palace.
Meanwhile LUCAS has been looking weakly at his hands. 

6:24:44
LUCAS:   I could do with help in buying chips.
This time ARICO does laugh, and he opens the door that caused all the trouble in the first place.

ARICO:   This way.
LUCAS steps inside as the clock finally reaches 6:24:49, and the audience realizes it has been exactly one minute and twenty-four seconds since these characters met. 
*
The three of them proceeded to Arico’s house, where he broke open a bottle of Spumante and three champagne glasses. He sat on the table facing his companions.
     “Al nostro nuovo amico Lucas!” he cheered, downing half a glass of sweet bubbles.

Alessandra leant in to Lucas.

     “He’s toasting you,” she said, “to our new friend Lucas!”

     “What if we get caught drinking this?” Lucas asked.
     “Let her catch me,” Arico crowed in Italian, gulping his second glass. “Serves her right.”

     “Ignore his ramblings,” she said to Lucas. “Besides, it is his birthday today.”
     “And you two are taking my mind off… other matters.” He smiled again before continuing. “Tomorrow we take you around Pisa, but for now- we enjoy.”
 Lucas toasted and began his drink.
*
Dark brown. A predominantly purple line, yes… but essentially dark brown. The bruise framed a long and thin but deep gash. 

Crack! His mind repeated. 
Pain passed through him again.
Lucas just looked at it. Arico wondered briefly why he was displaying his injuries to a stranger. Then he remembered- he was too drunk to care.

     “She’s going to regret It,” he muttered.
He could tell Lucas was thinking.

     “What?” he asked him.
     “Oh um, nothing really. Just-” he paused. “Can I- can I do anything- to help?”
     “Why would you want to help?”
     “Why would you trust me with helping?” 
Awkward silence.
Arico shrugged.
     “I don’t really know. I think that right now, I don’t really care.”
Lucas paused.
     “There’s a kid at school, Thomas Grims. He gives me the same sort of bruises. It doesn’t - just - you said she’d regret ‘it’. Do you know how?”
     “No.” A hint of a smile played around Lucas’ mouth.
     “Well I might have an idea.”
*
A day later, Jillian came running into the room, clutching a porcelain statue. Lucas was minding her while their parents were on a tour and it had been compulsory for her to come along to Arico’s. He didn’t mind. 
He and Jillian got on fantastically. 
She climbed up on to Arico’s lap and held out the statue.

     “I found this in a box in the garage. Who is he?”

     “Galileo,” he replied. 

     “What did he do?” she asked.

     “He looked at time by studying clocks in different spaces. He had ideas that Einstein used later.”

She looked at the statue.

     “Everything is so connected,” she said, puzzled. “I shall have to think about this. Ciao Amici.”
She jumped off his lap, gave Lucas a quick kiss on the cheek and characteristically thumped her way out of the room.

Alessandra smiled. 

     “She is sweet.”

     “I know, but too smart for her own good. She’s only seven, and trying to understand the world.”
     “Well,” Arico said, “I think she will do so.”
Cue another awkward silence.
Alessandra coughed.
     “Are you sure you still want to help us?”

     “I’m a stranger, what’s going to hurt me?” He smiled. “Now- do you have a video camera?”

     “There’s one in the back room.” 
*
Jillian tugged on his sleeve. 

Arico looked down. 
     “In any space-time, an experience is a par-ticular situation at a par-ticular time. The moment of choice.”

     “But what is space-time?” he asked her.
     “A part of science. The laws of the fourth die-men-shion. There is no difference between Time and any of the three die-men-shions of space except that our consciousness moves along it,” she recited. “H.G. Wells.”
     “Oh,” he said, clearly not understanding. “And this is important?”

     “Very. If you bend time, you can go backwards. That’s quondam physics.”
     “But how would you go backwards?”

     “You remember. Use your memory. The brain doesn’t know the difference- it uses the same electrical patterns and doesn’t realise what it remembers is not what it has already seen. That is the way you bend time.”

She wandered away. 
Arico reached for the camera and wished it was possible. 
Eighteen Years earlier:

Seven hours of pain. 
Now the baby was being passed to her and she wanted to refuse it. 
The expectation: love. But the thing in her arms only cried, made her wish it never existed. 
Patrizio, however, was ecstatic.
She immediately passed the thing to him, excused herself to the bathroom and made a call on the hospital payphone to her boss, letting him know she would be back at work next week.
Mediocrity principle.
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The principle that there is nothing particularly interesting about our place in space or time, or about ourselves.

Lucas...
Lucas...
Jerkface.
For Christ sake Lucas- pay attention!
Dear Subconscious-
You continue to interrupt (and insult) my pensiveness.
Damn you. 
Maths, however important, is not interesting when discussing the minutiae of tree-diagrams.
It’s this whole “Quantum” concept. If we really create our day, every day- well, I reckon I’ve been cheated out of life. Besides, one minute and twenty-four seconds to change the course of the future? 
That definitely has never been proven.
I think I have a right not to pay attention if I’m thinking about my own life. 
-My mother’s decision to take the family to her conference.

Oh yes. 
I’m. In. Italy.

A hotel room just south of Pisa in fact. 
Home-schooled in Mathematics. 
(Because mother dearest really doesn’t want me to fall behind).

Jillian’s the only one excited about being here-but she has a reason, it’s her first time out of the state, not counting the time she was asleep as we accidentally crossed the Queensland border when visiting Aunty Lou in Tweed Heads.
Dad reckons bringing us was useless, while Mum’s concerned about:

1. My maths.

2. Clothing.
3. Currency.
4. Transport.
5. Accommodation.
6. If the declaration of organic materials into Australia  includes cotton pillowcases and

7. Fun.
In order of Importance. 
Way to take a relaxing break Mum …
Insert sarcasm.
Personally, I don’t see why I had to come. I’m in the middle of my HSC. My entire future is resting in this ‘holiday’. 
     “The answer Lucas?”

There are fractions and a bunch of letters scribbled hastily on a kids’ chalkboard.

One twenty-fifth my subconscious says.

     “One twenty-fifth.”

     “Good.”

Well done Subconscious.
Kudos to you. 
*
ACT FOUR: SCENE TWO.

Setting: Outside a store- ”Frederico’s”. The light coming in the windows is fading- obviously late evening.
A large counter stands at the back, displaying 6:23:25. The audience watches as the counter begins counting upwards. It is more of a digital clock than a counter.

LUCAS walks down the street, having been given a handful of Euro, the instructions plain from his mother- “Let them know you’re Australian, point to the chips and hold out the money, I’ve calculated it in advance so it’s all correct, and they’re sure to help you because you’re foreign.”
The teenagers begin leaving the store; ALESSANDRA carrying a package. LUCAS approaches from outside at the same time as ALESSANDRA. 
It is essentially, the same scene as ACT THREE: SCENE FOUR, only told from a different perspective.
*
It’s getting cold. I don’t want to get caught walking the streets at night so I hurry, pulling the zipper on my jacket all the way up. I reach the store and can smell the fresh chips in heat waves a few metres off. My entrance does not go as smoothly however. 

6:23:25
I smash into the glass door that has suddenly become centimetres closer, having been pushed open from the inside. The door flies back inwards, knocking into the girl on the other side. I slip on a small patch of ice attempting to get up.
I also stutter the admission of guilt.
     “Sorry, I’m so sorry really I am, I should have been more careful-”
Way to go jerkface, can she even understand you?
This thought makes me stop mid-apology- the girl looks at me. 

     “English?”
     “Ah-seee. I- I am. Kinda. I’m Australian.”
The difference being…?
     “Oh, Australian.” Her English is incredible. She turns to the other boy and mutters something in Italian. He grins at me, so I introduce myself:
     “My name is Lucas. In case you were wondering…”
Pathetic. 
Absolutely pathetic.
     “Well Lucas, is there any thing we could help you with so that you forgive us for knocking you over?”

I look at the Euro in my hands.

     “I could do with help in buying chips.”

Arico snickers. “This way,” he says, holding the door open for me.
*
10:30.
 I haven’t drunk nearly as much as the other two, meaning I can remember a lot of what’s happened so far.
I’ve learned some pretty interesting things in the past few hours, such as the bruising Arico receives. If he twists the cut along his side makes him flinch. I almost hate his mother now as much as he does. 
Both of them told me they want to tarnish her reputation, and if they still want help in the morning, when they can think logically, I think I know how to be of assistance.
*
     “How did you come up with this?” calls Arico. We’re in the back room. 
     “I do Technology at school- we’ve been learning about how the media manipulates stories through video entrapment. Basically, you hide the camera, where you can talk privately- but the video feed lets others see what’s going on. Then you just- bait her, until she says what you need.”
     “You know, she is having that lunch party in a few days!” Alessandra exclaims.

Arico smirks.

     “A few days it is then.”

*

That afternoon the front door slammed shut and I met Rina for the first time. She looked the epitome of the perfect mother. Smiles and compliments. It was the side glances at her son that assured me we were doing the right thing. 
I was walking home that evening when I realised- I need to control my future, not let others control it. Not like Arico. 
My parents had a plan. So living my existence how they want me to is not what I’m going to do.

Look at me- Lucas Peterson. 
I’m creating my future…
That’s science.

Black Knight captures on B7.
And then does a victory dance on the game board.

Nine Years earlier:
Adrienna stood with her hand clawed in a nine-year old Arico’s shoulder.

She shivered at the contact.

She placed a rose on the casket containing Patrizio’s body, then glared at her son until he imitated her. 
She left, wondering what she would do now that her husband was no longer there to take care of the child.

END GAME: 
Equilibrium.
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If a system is in equilibrium, any change forced on the system shifts the equilibrium to reduce the effect of that change.
He faced his parents.

     “I’ve decided not to go to university.”

His father’s mouth dropped open. His mother stared.

     “There are reasons- I’m not going to discuss them but- there are more important things than pursuing a high-paid, low-satisfaction career.” 

His father spoke.
     “Listen to me Lucas, you will be going. You can do whatever the hell you want afterwards, but you’ll be going.”
     “And if I don’t want to? Why’s it so important?”

     “It just is,” his mother said.

     “It’s all planned out for you-”

     “But that’s the thing isn’t it? I never planned any of it. I need to start arranging my future… so I won’t be going.”

     “And we’ll be continuing this conversation back home,” his father said, and left the room.
Black knight is a target. 
He must move or surrender.
*
     “I’m having second thoughts.” 
Alessandra looked up from across the table where she assembled the camera.

     “You don’t have to go through with it.”

     “I know- I’ve planned this all out perfectly, and I mean-” he faltered. “I wouldn’t have to take it anymore. No more hitting, no more spitting, her charade destroyed. But she is my mother.”

     “So- what are you going to do?”
He thought about it. Thought about the past few years, everything his mother had ever done to him, for him, because of him. 
 It was in that instant, the universe split.
​_-*-_
“I can’t do it. I just can’t. Not today.”
Lucas wanted to punch something, or not just something. 
Anything. 
He restrained himself and stood, snatching his jacket off the hotel chair.

     “I’m going out. I don’t know when I’ll be back.”

His father didn’t say anything.
Alessandra stands, placing the video camera back into the bag. 

     “Some other time then, to humiliate your mother.”

Lucas reached the end of the street and turned left, toward the lake.

The signal of her return is a horn, and the door opens with a minute creak. Alessandra clutches Arico’s hand gently, pulling him into a different room.

Rina enters the kitchen.
He sat down, lost in his own thoughts.

The party is going well, old Mrs. Roja continually congratulating Arico with cheek pinches and canoles. 
Furtive glances pass between Arico and Alessandra, who is positioned beside the television. Rina enters with a tray of glasses, and Arico deftly sidesteps out of her path. 
She doesn’t thank him.
The bank was cold and slightly damp. He didn’t move, but remained staring at the lake. He leaned backwards against the bench, legs extended.

     “Why can it never be simple?”

She begins praising Arico’s game.

“Always ahead of his opponent, and I watched enraptured at every spectacular move he made. It doesn’t matter that he drew, I’m still proud of him.”
Images of a leather belt and blood flash through his mind.
He doesn’t say anything.
“We’re so willing to lay our futures in the hands of God and pass off the repercussions of our actions that we never realise that it’s our own mind that creates the reality around us.”
“Fucking ridiculous.” Lucas stood up.

“Alright God,” he screamed. “Prove it!”

Nothing happened.
He eventually goes upstairs to his room.

The guests begin to leave.

2:58:36
He stood there, waiting. 
.s.i.l.e.n.c.e.
3:00:00

He went back to the hotel, knowing the next week he would be back home, his Physics report waiting to be handed in.
***
“Is the camera nearly ready? I want to set it up as soon as possible.”

Lucas wanted to punch something, or not just something. 
Anything. 
He restrained himself and stood, snatching his jacket off the hotel chair.

     “I’m going out. I don’t know when I’ll be back.”
Knight moves into the open.
His father didn’t say anything.

Alessandra mounts the camera into the corner above the doorframe. Arico turns on the television, finding ‘AV’ and testing the live feed. Alessandra’s face smiles at him from the screen, then leaves the view. She returns seconds later further away, standing in the middle of the room.
     “How’s that?” she calls.

     “Perfect,” he replies as he turns the television off. 
They return to the kitchen.
Lucas reached the end of the street and turned left, toward the lake.

The signal of her return is a horn, and the door opens with a minute creak. Alessandra clutches Arico’s hand gently, and pulls him into a different room.

Rina enters the kitchen.
He sat down, lost in his own thoughts.

The party is going well. Rina enters with a tray, and Arico sidesteps out of her path.
 She doesn’t thank him.
The bank was cold and slightly damp. He didn’t move, but remained staring at the lake. 

     “Why can it never be simple?”

He is waiting for the perfect opportunity. It arrives in the form of Adrienna praising his tournament game.

“Always ahead of his opponent.” 

Words words words. 

Lies lies lies.

 ”It doesn’t matter that he drew, I’m still proud of him.”
Images of a leather belt and blood flash through his mind.
“Liar,” he says.

She turns to him.

“Excuse me?”

“Liar,” he chokes out. She laughs.
“Arico darling I need help in the kitchen.”

He follows her out. Alessandra picks up the television remote. 
She presses ‘AV’.

     “We’re so willing to lay our futures in the hands of God...”
He stood up.

     “Alright God,” he yelled. “Prove it!”

     “What the fuck is wrong with you? Are you purposely causing trouble for yourself?” She spits at him.

He spits back.

     “Me? Let me ask you something, Adrienna. Have you ever told any of your devoted friends what you do to me?”

He lifts his shirt and shows the camera his injury.

     “Put that down, if somebody sees it you’ll get a worse beating and it won’t be very pretty.”
     “Whatever will you tell them when they ask about it?”

     “You fell into a punch up with a vicious competitor,” she sneers at him.

     “Do you hate me?” he asks.

     “I’ve always hated you,” she replies.

Oh he knew it was coming,
knew it was the truth.
 But it still hurt.
Jillian thumped into the room and onto her mother’s lap.

     “I know why it exists.”

She stalks out of the kitchen, to the accusing faces of her beloved friends. An image of Arico is on the television, watching her. As she turns around he is there, defiant.

     “You’ve caused too much pain,” Alessandra says, standing by the television.

Old Mrs. Roja gets shakily to her feet and frowns at Rina.

     “Enough lies.”
     “It exists so that there is a balance in the world.”

     “What exists sweetheart?” said her mother calmly.
     “The differences in particles, why actions change because of choices.”

She stands there, shocked, staring at her son, the boy she never loved. She begins to tremble, and icily whispers to the silent room and staring guests.
     “And what are any of you going to do about it?”

Silence.

      “I thought so. And you, boy, have no authority over me. Get of my house.”

     “No,” says Arico.

     “Get out of my house or I will kill you.” It is uttered under her breath, inaudible to the other occupants.

     “Then kill me,” he replies loudly, “before you change your mind.”
     “That’s lovely dear, mummy’s trying to read.”
     “Oh you don’t- do you know where Lucas is? He’ll appreciate my discovery.”

     “He went out. Is it important what you have to say?”
     “YES! Don’t you see mummy? It balances the universe. If you go left instead of right, then everything that happens by going right can’t possibly work, so the left- which exists in theory- has suddenly been chosen. It has to have an equal thing to cancel out the right.” She gestured wildly, words escaping her mouth in a torrent of sound.

Rina laughs to her adored guests, hoping to rectify her situation.
She can think of no words to say to the glaring faces. 
     “Because that’s what you want isn’t it?” comes her son’s voice, “me dead. You’ve wanted me dead for a long time. You’ve never even wanted me.” 
White Knight captures Black Queen.
Black Pawn desperately moves forward.
White Knight smiles.
Checkmate.
She suddenly turns, striding brashly out the door, seizing keys off the table in the foyer.
The car starts, then a faint screech is heard once she switches from reverse to drive.
2:58:36
Lucas stood there, by the bench. Nothing happened.
.s.i.l.e.n.c.e.
He turned to go back to the hotel.

Tears are forming, but they are for her image, her humiliation at the hands of her son. She follows the road toward the lake.
He walked down the side of the water, one eye on the traffic, the other on his footing.

She follows a curve in the road. She can see a boy walking close to the edge of the water. She recognises him as the Australian boy her son befriended, and feels sudden rage at Arico. 
2:59:01

She cuts across the grass illegally and steps harder on the accelerator, her son flashing through her mind. The Australian becomes him, and she is determined to repay him.
2:59:12

He heard the car rapidly screech into a different direction, approaching him. Even from a distance he could recognise the driver. 
He began running.

2:59:20
She chases him, gaining speed.

2:59:26
The car slips and fishtails on the cold grass, a dull thud is heard on the boot as the car swings completely round. Both the object and the car spin into the water.

2:59:30

The car had clipped him as it spun, now he was pinned underneath it in the shallows of the lake. He had heard once that drowning was painful, but the ice cold water was making him numb. 
He could feel a stabbing pain in his side, but could see no blood…

just water.

2:59:42

So many things to think about, and he was running out of time.

Time.

How funny.
Alright God- 
2:59:48

The fourth dimension.
The bottom of a lake.

-prove it.
2:59:50

He let go.
Ten seconds later, water had filled his lungs, flooding and suffocating him. 

Lucas Peterson.

3:00:00
_-*-_
     “So what are you going to do?” Alessandra asks. They’re at the table.

Arico thought about it. About the past few years, everything his mother had ever done to him.

For him.
Or because of him. 
“Is the camera nearly ready? I want to set it up as soon as possible.”
*
Lucas’ body was cremated in the Pisa morgue, to be scattered back in Australia. 

Arico watched Jillian through the entire memorial service, her little face stained with tears. 
Yet she was thinking. 
She was always thinking.
A sudden pang of guilt ran through his chest. He was responsible. At least his mother was punished for it. 

He walked over to her, and knelt to her level beside the drinks table.

     “I’m so sorry.”

She smiled at him

     “What for? It was never your fault. You didn’t know he would be there. The universe had his path ready. Who says you chose it? Maybe he created it himself.”
He hugged her. She gripped him back just as desperately.

     “I’ll visit you. Not yet. But I’ll write every month- and then I’ll come and visit you. You’ll be the first person I find.”

     “I’d like that very much. Arrivederci Arico.”

“Ciao mia bella bambina” 
Schrödinger’s cat.
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An experiment illustrating the notions of reality and quantum mechanics.
A cat is sealed inside a box; it has ample air, food, and water to survive an extended period. This box is designed so that no sight, sound (etc) can pass into or out of the box - the cat is cut off from observations. Also inside the box is a phial of a gaseous poison, and an automatic hammer to break it, flooding the box, killing the cat. The hammer is rigged to a radioactive sample - if radioactive decay is detected the hammer is released. However after one hour, there stands a fifty-fifty chance of decay occurring.
So what is the state of the cat after that hour has elapsed? The instinctive answer is that the cat is either alive or dead, but you don’t know until you look. Quantum mechanics says that the cat is a superposition of states: it is in fact, fifty per cent alive and fifty per cent dead… it’s both. Not until we look and collapse one possibility is the Universe forced to choose a live cat or a dead cat, not something in between.
    I live with Arico. I pay for the house, he pays for the electricity. He finished his degree a few years ago at Sydney University, a Bachelor of Science in Psychology.    He still plays Chess- now he’s the number two player in the world. The championships are coming up soon, so fingers crossed I can say I live with the Grandmaster.
    And me? 
Well I’m just about ready to start my University course, Bachelor of Science in Applied Physics. I’m going into Quantum mechanics and its effects on reality. I’m convinced that Lucas’ death was the result of reality- based on the choices of everyone involved in ‘the incident’. 
If only this… if only that…
    Arico came to Australia soon after my twelfth birthday. I was the first person he looked for, just like he promised.
   You’d think it odd, wouldn’t you- an eighteen year old true blue girl living with a twenty-nine year old Italian. But it works for us. Alessandra calls once every three days to check we’re still alive. I thank her for it. It’s nice to know someone still cares. Even after ten years.
    The anniversary of my brother’s death is in a few days. We’ll walk across the street and stand by our lake, and Alessandra will walk to hers and lay flowers at the scene. 
It’s a ritual now. 
A force of habit. 
A state of mentality. 
Without it we could not live.
*
Three pm. 
Arico stands next to me.
     “You know Lucas,” I whisper, “they say in quantum physics you can travel back in time. All you need to do is remember.”

I close my eyes by the water’s edge and smile to myself. I picture him sitting at the table, one ankle tucked behind the other. I accidentally kick him.

“Oh sorry Lucas,” I say.

But I can tell he doesn’t mind.

A tear forms in my eye. It will not be the last.

And then suddenly he’s there, hugging and laughing again. His breath is light in the breeze, warm and soft in the air.

It’s alright Jilly, all you need to do is remember.

We’re reality producing machines. And life- it’s all just a game isn’t it? 
A game that depends on our choices.
White knight steps forward and takes the girl’s hand.
White Queen enters the game.
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