
 

 

Welcome to Misplacea 

Chapter One - Time 

WINNING BIG WAS NEVER GOING TO BE EASY. Sure, they just 

gave away money every week and most people who appeared as 

grinning winners on TV didn’t look too beat-up. But they were just 

the random winners, eh? They were the ones who did no work to 

get there and had no real need to win. There was no skill required 

and certainly no risk to their life. Gushing idiots, they always 

seemed to be paying off mortgages on nice houses they already 

mostly owned or helping out relatives to do the same. Some blew a lot of cash on 

weekly tickets to get there, but that was just pocket change. Most spent a lot more on 

daily coffees. They didn’t really need the win. 

Trula did need a big win in the worst way. She was down to the cash in her pocket. 

If anybody ever needed a paid-off house, it was her. That problem made depending on 

luck to win a dumb choice. She guessed that the lottery corporation knew most ticket 

buyers were hard-up, even as they pitched the sparkling yuppie vision of winning on 

every channel and in every spot that your clouded, desperate eyes might land. Winning 

only by being lucky, of course, was spelled out in the fine print. 

Winning LOTTO7 by skill was a bitch. But she was up to it, she thought. Trula 

knew that she needed to move the entire universe in her direction to make that 

happen and she still had no idea if she remembered how. The path through the 

Misplacea doorways was awfully tight. She knew that small spaces would be misery to 

squeeze through, all while strung-out to shit and dying to just take a hit and lay back.  

She now actually had a better chance of dying than of winning—lots better. But 

then, she had walked, or more accurately, crawled the path needed for her win dozens 

of times. It was possible.  

The trouble with this go-through is that she pretty much needed to crawl right 

past death’s big inviting door to get to the other tiny door with a possible win behind 

it. Living is what small kids do without thinking about it; certainly, they do it without 

thinking about stealing seven numbers. Dying is what down-and-out addicts do when 

they stop thinking about staying alive for even seven seconds.  

She wouldn’t be able to stand. Years back she learned not to straighten up. The 

rock ceiling (was it rock?) was too low. As a child, she was already too tall for the 

cramped space. The option of crawling on the wet floor (water or something else?) 

wasn’t appealing. Back then, she hated getting the knees in her tights soiled. But the 

doors were across the room (who said it was a room?) and, like always, to get through 

the one door she needed for this chance, she would have to grovel and crawl.  

How she got to Misplacea didn’t matter to the nasty man voice (was he human?) 

who once yelled at her when she hesitated.  
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“Move on, now!”  

He just wanted her out of there. Where was he standing if he was a man? Was he 

even real? She suspected that he wasn’t. She suspected that he was just in her head. 

Her head seemed noisier with arguing voices every day. She had to ignore them and 

take a shot at tricking time—one last time. 

Time itself was always an idea worth arguing about in her head. She knew that 

from her first official encounter with it in kindergarten. Miss Becker, who always 

smelled like flowers, brought out a clock-thing and explained that time only went in 

one direction. The argument in her head started up immediately. 

Responding to herself, Trula blurted out, “That’s not right.” 

The teacher was accustomed to Trula’s undisciplined interruptions. She was never 

very happy about them except when Trula was the only one who appeared to be paying 

attention “up-here” rather than to the blocks, cars or dollies that had the other kids’ 

full attention, for as long as their attention was anywhere. 

Mrs. Becker dug up a smile. “Oh... What’s not right, Trula?” 

The unruly child smiled back. She liked being the only one.  

She got control of her head. “Time goes both ways. You can turn the hands 

backwards if you want to.”  

The teacher lost her smile. Yes, the plastic hands on the cardboard clock could go 

in either direction. There was no argument there. But time, of course, could only go 

one direction, so she needed to make that point clearly. Trula had a weird ability to get 

under her skin, but she was the only student who could also answer almost every 

question correctly. Miss Becker silently wished teachers in the grades to come good 

luck with this one. 

“No, Trula. Time only goes up. Until we start the hours again.”  

She moved the clock hands to show this to the few children who were looking her 

way.  

“We started school today at nine o’clock and we’ll stop for lunch at 12. Then we 

start counting again. Twelve is all the numbers we have, but we always do count up as 

time goes by.”  

She checked Trula’s expression. Was she OK with that explanation? The teacher 

waited for her to respond, but as sometimes happened only noticed a disconnected 

gaze come over her… 

Miss Becker dug out the plastic and cardboard clock from the cupboard and 

descended gingerly to sit on a half-size wooden chair to start the morning’s lesson. She 

had her five-year-old charges—you could hardly call them students yet, arranged on 
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the carpet at the playtime end of the room. The clock was going to be theirs to fool 

with once she explained what it was. 

“This is a clock and the two hands tell us what time it is. Does anyone already 

know how to tell time?” 

Trula’s hand shot up. “I do.” 

This was expected. Trula was apparently a grade or two smarter than her 

classmates, who may have picked up some idea of time from TV or a picture book, but 

were nowhere near to understanding anything they couldn’t touch or, for some, put in 

their mouth. 

“Yes, Trula.” 

Trula grinned and spouted an answer that, like many of her responses, sounded 

rehearsed. “Time goes one way. It’s like we add numbers until we get to 12, then we 

start adding again.”  

Did she have an older sibling who was coaching her after school? Miss Becker was 

certain that these specific answers weren’t coming from nowhere, but how could a 

young child anticipate what her question would be and have the correct answer on the 

tip of her tongue?  The teacher couldn’t know that Trula’s special ability was way 

beyond getting answers right. 

By the time she was seven-years-old, Trula was still in the majority. She didn’t 

think much about time at all. Or place, for that matter. Most other living things on the 

planet agreed with her on that disinterest unless the time and the place involved 

dying. “Wrong place, wrong time,” was pretty much a maxim for dying prematurely. It’s 

not that she didn’t try to care though, she just didn’t connect with the idea of time 

passing or with her own frail mortality. Her lack of concern, a problem according to 

most others, was also her best feature, according to her.  

Trula did understand that things move along. She had always felt the movement of 

the earth and of everything on it in the ever-expanding universe. She was in a different 

place every moment. But, eight-year-olds don’t do the kind of arithmetic needed to 

calculate stellar velocities. She just knew that things moved really fast, that she was 

never standing still and that there was a place in the churned-up time-space just 

behind the present for her to slip back into, if she needed to. Getting there was hard 

and wet, but very useful. 

Trula was eventually directed back to the round clock face and was told to learn 

that small things called seconds somehow were marching around the face and, when 

sixty had gone by, the new marching thing was declared to be a minute and, when 

sixty of those things marched around, the new, possibly only meandering thing that 
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emerged was declared to be an hour. Trula kept looking for the little seconds on the 

clock face like some kind of creature. 

“Do seconds have legs?” she asked, when told that time could slip past if you 

weren’t careful how you managed it. 

The teacher expected an argument from Trula on every new learning.  

“No, Trula. Seconds aren’t a physical thing; they’re a useful measurement. Kind of 

like inches on a ruler.” 

She didn’t get it. “But how do they slip past then?” 

The junior grades teacher had limited time to invest in one child’s unwillingness to 

grasp a simple idea. She shrugged, needing to move on.  

She suggested, “Forget all that, just focus on the simple arithmetic part—sixty-

seconds times sixty-minutes equals an hour.” 

Back then, this arithmetic had also been a stretch, but Trula could go with that 

approach. Parts of time were like red things called apples in a brown thing called a 

basket. She guessed that time-keeping was a made-up adult idea used to ensure that 

everyone getting on the train arrived at the train station just before the train did. That 

feat had nothing to do with a clock, as far as she was concerned. It had to do with the 

moving parts of the universe coming together just right.  

Eventually, Trula learned to quiet her voices and to respond with apples-arithmetic 

whenever she saw the word “time” in a question. Experience taught her to stick to 

what was expected—it avoided pain on the outside. By grade four, you either worried 

about time or you didn’t. They rang period bells for the carefree and for the clueless. 

Trula made it through her classes, uncomfortably, never really trusting her 

instincts not to lead her astray. But she had her fix for errors or uncertainty. She 

frequently used her best feature to check for what was expected before it was asked 

for. Her parents’ VHS player at home had both rewind and fast-forward buttons. So 

did Trula.  

In difficult classes, Trula could wait for another kid to come up with the right 

answer, then she could head to the little stone room to find a next-door reality. For 

her, it was still easy enough to slide out of and back into the thing adults called time. 

She could pick a backwards door to rejoin herself in a new version of her class with 

manic hand-waving before anyone else had a chance to answer the teacher’s question.  

She might not know why the answer was right, but she almost always got the 

teacher’s smile. Unfortunately, her “trick,” as she called it, hurt a little more each time 

she moved through a Misplacea doorway. The passages she could fit through seemed 

to be getting tighter as she got larger. Plus, her knees now always got wet. 
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Trula’s teachers were perplexed by her up-and-down abilities. She appeared to 

know her subjects in class discussion, but then did poorly on heads-down tasks. The 

result was a lot of X’s and poor marks on her written tests and assignments. As 

confusing as her academic performance was, only one teacher ever took Trula aside.  

“You stand out in class Trula. That will do you well someday, but for now there’s a 

problem.”  

Trula was ready to hear the teacher out, then trick out to make sure that she 

responded correctly.  

She asked, “Uh, what’s wrong?” The teacher wasn’t volunteering an answer, so this 

would be more difficult. 

“Trula, do you know what cheating is?”  

She was ready to trick, but not just yet. “Uh, yes. Guess I do. It’s like when you 

don’t follow the rules.” 

The teacher nodded, but didn’t add anything. Trula felt her face flush. She was 

stuck for now. “I…I don’t cheat.” 

The teacher now offered an opinion. “I think that you do.” 

Trula guessed that she was caught-out. Her childish game must be perfectly 

obvious to adults. They waited this long to discipline her because they wanted to make 

sure she knew how badly she’d behaved. Now she would be sent home forever for 

cheating. She started crying. Through her tears, she could see the teacher patiently 

waiting. This would be a tough situation to figure out. 

Finally, the teacher spoke. “Trula, what you cheat at is you. You’re not performing 

up to your potential. You’re taking the easy road.” 

The statements stumped her. She had no idea what her potential was but, yeah, 

maybe she did prefer the easier road to get places.  

She sniffed, “My potential? What’s that?” 

The teacher smiled and patted her hand.  

She offered, “You could do so much more. You obviously know your subjects; you 

do so well in class. But, then, when it comes time to show what you know on your 

tests, you don’t put the preparing effort in. It’s cheating yourself—of your potential.” 

Trula now guessed that maybe she wasn’t caught, not yet anyway. 

“Oh. It is?” Trula guessed that cheating only yourself might not require 

punishment. 

The teacher nodded. She added, “Unless you put in the work on your tests and 

assignments, I’m afraid that you aren’t going to succeed.” She paused to be sure she 

had Trula’s attention. “You want to succeed, don’t you?” 

Trula was stumped again. No-one had ever asked her what she wanted.  
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She guessed that “yes” was the right answer. “Uh, yes, I guess.” 

The teacher smiled. A good sign. The counselling session was over. Trula left the 

meeting with a new word: potential. She understood that some problems couldn’t be 

fixed by ducking out of a difficult reality. Studying wasn’t that hard and she did get 

smiles when she got better marks. She guessed that she must now be working up to 

her potential as no-one mentioned it again. She quietly disappeared safely into the 

concealing foliage of the middle. Over many orbits of the earth around the sun, Trula’s 

focus fell from the doorways of the universe down to the dust patterns on her entirely 

boring homeroom desk. It was tedious, but much less painful.  

Trula’s ongoing problem, once she finally got clear of school and somewhat settled 

into the adult world as a call centre representative, was the continuing demand for 

improvement. Now, “Potential” was written all over the posters and whiteboards of her 

hectic workplaces. Work was even less comfortable than school. She was back to 

tricking a lot. She was regularly forced to use a M doorway to correct her 

shortcomings, as her various bosses put them to her. 

Her latest shift-leader advised, “You should have kept that customer on the line 

long-enough to pitch the higher-value package. You let him go too soon.” 

Trula tricked out and, on the do-over, uncomfortably refused to let the poor sod 

getaway. 

The group supervisor noted, “You should have completed that no-sale call in forty-

five seconds. You took more than a minute. This inefficiency is really impacting your 

productivity score.” 

She briefly imagined the difference between forty-five and sixty little bugs marching 

around an old analog clock. Fortunately, she was able to bring her focus back to the 

coaching session quickly. OK then, she would only have to correct one thing. She 

tricked back, answered a call and talked twice as fast, then hung up without getting 

the customer’s agreement that her problem was solved. Her computer-based 

productivity index nudged up a tick. 

Inevitably, she was sitting across from the department manager for a periodic 

review of her work.  

The manager listed her current shortcomings all over again, concluding, “You’re 

flighty Trula. I get the impression that you’re not focused on our important work. You 

drift off. Not sure what else is on your mind all the time. Yes, you just barely meet the 

required performance measures, but you over-correct on errors, sometimes in the 

wrong direction. You certainly aren’t working up to your potential.” 

Trula heard that word again. It seemed to follow her around.  
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The manager continued, “We can’t coach every little thing. This job requires 

situational flexibility, which you don’t seem to have, naturally, at least. I suspect that 

you would be happier somewhere else. What do you think?” 

Trula had to agree; she was certain that she would be happier in an alternate 

reality where the work review was over. But she was tired and hurting. Tricking out so 

often took a lot out of her. There could be no more corrections. She just packed up her 

desk for the third time in a year and cleared out. 

On the transit ride home Trula made a cellphone call for an appointment with her 

latest doctor. She would be going off benefits, again, and wanted to load up on her 

meds for as much of the next few weeks as she could. She was in trouble. Her neck 

and back stiffened up on her. Her necessary fixes had left her nearly frozen in pain. 

Lately, she found that she was exceeding her daily prescribed dose of Percocet. She 

hoped that the doc might double-up or maybe triple-up the dosage or, best case, move 

her up to something else. 

It was just a bus ride home, but it was the start of a long trip downhill to a place 

she might never come back from. In Misplacea, you always had the option not to go 

back through any door. 


