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“My friends,” a beautiful French woman with a 

brown bob and excited eyes said to a packed 
auditorium, “I’ve found it. I’ve found the cure to 
cancer.” 

James Harding watched from a balcony as his ex-
girlfriend, Helen Aguillard, announced to a packed 
auditorium on the University of Southern California 
campus what they had dreamed of saying for the last 
nine months. Only in their dreams, they had said it 
together.  

That was before their breakup.  
All those nights of Monster energy drinks, Chinese 

takeout, and changing the world down the drain, James 
thought bitterly.  

James was jolted from his memories back to the 
auditorium as he continued to listen to Helen’s 
presentation, hearing her quirky French accent with 
deep longing.  

At least she figured it out, James thought, smiling 
despite himself. The world will receive the cure to 
cancer, regardless as to whether she and I give it to 
them together.  

James had just comforted himself with the thought 
when he saw something occurring beside him that he 
could not convince himself was real.  

Out of a section of thin air, which felt oddly hot, 
James watched a little metal object materialize. Piece by 
piece, the object came into form, until James realized 
what it was - a bullet.  

He searched around the balcony wildly, looking for a 
gun. All he saw, however, were spectators, all transfixed 
by Helen’s presentation, none who seemed to notice, as 



he did, that a bullet had materialized out of thin air. The 
bullet was, it seemed, shooter-less - acting of its own 
accord. 

James acted instinctively. He reached out for the 
bullet. But before his hands could grasp it, it shot 
downward from the balcony.  

James’ eyes followed the bullet. It whizzed down the 
rows of the auditorium, falling as if it were slipping 
down an enormous hill. The bullet fell until it was 
directly in line with the podium, where Helen was still 
speaking.  

James had no clue how the bullet was doing what it 
was doing, but he had a bad feeling about what could 
happen next. He leapt out of his seat. He would jump 
from the balcony if he had to…he had to get his hands 
on that bullet… 

But before James had a leg up on the balcony ledge, 
the bullet flew straight over the podium and hit Helen 
right in the heart. 

James felt himself try to scream, but nothing came 
out.  

How the hell could that have just happened? James 
wondered, his heart hammering with shock and deep 
pain.  

I could not have just seen a bullet appear out of thin 
air and kill Helen. 

Yet he couldn’t deny what he’d seen, even though 
the pain inside of him was begging him to. A bullet 
could not have, purely with its own agenda, decided to 
appear and kill someone. There had to have been a 
human hand behind it - somehow.  
Or, James thought, chills filling him, maybe simply a 

human mind… 
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Could someone have made a bullet appear, then kill 
someone, purely by using his mind? Could someone 
have become God-like? Able to make whatever he 
wants happen the minute he wants it to, no matter how 
sinister that want may be? James wondered, shuddering 
at the thoughts. 

James, being a quantum physics professor and 
researcher, often taught his USC classes about the 
phenomenal ability of the human mind. He often taught 
them about the human mind’s ability to affect objects 
outside of itself without physical action - a phenomenon 
known as psychokinesis.  

He thought of the last time he’d taught his class 
about psychokinesis.  

James had interested his students in using quantum 
physics to get their ex-boyfriends and girlfriends back 
with the phenomenon of psychokinesis. The students 
had transformed from half-asleep, hungover rich 
sophomores to edge-of-their-seat, note-taking physics 
enthusiasts in seconds once they had heard that 
psychokinesis could help them with love.  

“The first thing you need to understand is this,” 
James said, before clicking on a PowerPoint on a slide 
projector. 

The projector had lit up the room with a 
superimposed statement: “The reality you experience is 
only energy.” 

“You don’t have to take notes, as this isn’t high 
school,” James said. “But you won’t know how to get 
your boy, or girl back, if you don’t understand this. And, 
you’ll flunk the mid-term. So memorize it. Please.”  

“Um, Professor -“  
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“James,” James said. “I’m not old enough to be 
called ‘Professor.’” 

“What does it mean?” a sorority girl named Karen 
who James had been engaging in class discussion asked. 

“I was hoping you’d ask,” James said. “Your 
boyfriend - to get him back, you’ve probably been 
reading books, yes?”  

Karen’s face flared, embarrassed. “Yeah, a couple.”  
“It’s okay,” James replied. “I read tons of dating 

books before my - um - last girlfriend and I were 
together. There’s a little bit of truth to them. But I’m 
going to give you something better.”  

“Your boyfriend, Karen,” James continued, “is 
energy. You, Karen, are also energy. I’m energy. 
Everyone in this room is energy. While we appear to 
each other, and can be felt, as physical objects, we’re 
essentially just moving, changing energy particles, just 
like the songs we listen to, the food we eat, the 
memories we have…”  

“So, knowing that you all are energy is the first step. 
The second step? Knowing how much power energy has 
- particularly when it comes into contact with other 
energy. You’re confused, aren’t you?”  

“Well, yeah,” Karen said. “We’re not just like songs. 
We’re - physical. Songs are invisible - you can only 
hear them.”  

“Excellent point,” James said. “So I have another 
thing for you to memorize.” James clicked the 
PowerPoint again. It now read: All physical form, be it 
object, subject, or life experience, was energy first. 

“Now, my friends,” James continued. “We have in 
front of our eyes the essential mystery of the universe. It 
is the mystery of every great question man has ever had 
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- from ‘how did we get here’ to ‘how do I get my lover 
back?’ In simplest terms, we will be asking one question 
this semester -“  

He clicked the PowerPoint once more. It read: “How 
do things happen?”  

“So, what I’ve given you so far is theory,” James 
said. “Interesting stuff to talk about. But, unless you 
happen to be in the 4% of the population who only 
learns about physics just to learn - like myself - you 
probably want a practical use for this material, right? 
Like, how to get your boyfriend back. Karen, give me 
your water. Or vodka. Whatever the hell’s in that 
Gatorade bottle.”  

Karen handed over her Gatorade bottle. The 
auditorium was laughing now.  

“Watch the water,” James said. “Water,” James 
began, screaming to the bottle, “I hate you! You suck! 
Just die already!”  

James continued screaming for another couple of 
minutes. The water bottle began to fog up. Little ripples 
appeared in the water.  

“So Karen,” James asked, “what happened?”  
“Not a lot,” she said. “The water just kind of…got 

less clear.”  
“Right,” James said. “Now watch this. Water, you 

are incredible. You are so beautiful.” James continued 
for another couple of minutes. He even began singing 
Michael Jackson’s “The Way You Make Me Feel” to the 
water. The water bottle un-fogged, the liquid appearing 
clear and ripple-less.  

“What happened then?” James asked.  
“It went back to the way it was,” Karen replied. “But 

why is that a big deal?”  
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“You all have probably noticed this before, right?” 
James said. “That your water bottle fogs up sometimes, 
that the water ripples sometimes, after a certain period 
of time?”  

“Water just does that,” another student in the 
auditorium replied.  

“No!” James yelled. “You think that, because the 
changes going on in the water are too fast for you to 
see. Right underneath our eyes, my friends, reality is 
being created. The foggy water is being created when a 
certain energy meets the energy of the water. The clear 
water is created when a different kind of energy meets 
the energy of the water.” 

“Your energy, my friends,” James said, “is creative. 
It’s helping to create the experiences that are happening 
around you - without you moving a muscle. You can 
‘scream or sing’ to the world around you and watch 
your energy alter your experience. That’s the mystery - 
and thrill - of psychokinesis.” 

James continued turning over the puzzle in his head 
as he walked out of the auditorium, trying to get the 
image of dead Helen out of his mind. How could 
psychokinesis have caused the bullet…?  

Words from Helen’s presentation now rang in his 
head.  

“The theory of human creation, from religion,” 
Helen had said to the auditorium, a wild smile on her 
face, “is a good analogy from which to teach 
psychokinesis. The Bible suggests that a being with 
psychology wished for the world’s existence, and thus 
brought it into material existence. This explanation has 
been scoffed at in the scientific community. Yet what 
my findings have shown is that human emotions, when 
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combined together in a network of energy that makes 
them sufficiently powerful, can cause wishes to be 
fulfilled in the outside world.”  

James remembered his mind being blown when he 
and Helen had first stumbled onto the finding. Wish 
fulfillment has actual scientific basis… 

“Human emotions, if compounded together,” Helen 
said, “can become more powerful than hurricanes and 
sandstorms. They can have immediate effect on systems 
that are, materially speaking, extremely far away from 
them. They can create outcomes, in the same way as the 
supreme being saying ‘let there be light.’ Religion 
accounts for this phenomenon, although sadly, science, 
until now, has not.”  

James remembered how he and Helen had wolfed 
down Chinese food for nights on end, debating back and 
forth whether they should use evidence from religion. 
He knew that many in the scientific community would 
scoff at them, and many would become angry with their 
discoveries, due to the more negative connotations 
religion had among the purely rational.  

Yet James and Helen had found more examples of 
psychokinesis in the Bible than in any text of scientific 
experiments. While most in the scientific community 
assumed the stories in the Bible were nothing more than 
that - stories - the psychokinetic experiments of the last 
few decades, such as the “talk to water” experiment 
James used in class, seemed to suggest that outrageous 
outcomes such as the will of man parting a Red Sea 
were, under certain circumstances, actually possible. If 
man could influence water’s form with his emotional 
expression in small ways, why wouldn’t he be able to in 
larger ways, such as parting the Red Sea?  
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“In religion, prayer is the best example of this truth,” 
Helen continued. “There are stories everywhere of 
cancer patients being healed after an entire church was 
praying for them. This has led me to find the solution to 
cancer cure, through the building of a machine called 
‘The Prayer.’” 

James had shivered with shock. She named the 
machine ‘The Prayer?’ As in awe of the discovery as he 
was, he was certain that she would have hell to pay in 
the scientific community.  

As he rounded the garden of Doheny library, James 
stopped dead in his tracks. His brain had put two and 
two together.  

Powerful emotions could create material outcomes. 
What if hatred, and anger, could create a bullet? 
Someone with a true personal motive of anger, directed 
toward Helen, could have created the bullet and killed 
her with it.  

Someone’s learned how to play God, James realized. 
And he wanted Helen dead. 

You can keep reading instantly by purchasing 
Quantum Love for a today-exclusive 70% discount (it’s 
down to $4.99 from $14.99). Click on one of the 
buttons below to do so:  
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