The Escape from LeChatelier’s Dam


I could stay here forever.  A torpor-inducing wind blew in through the open window and pushed me down further into the bed, away from the door and any thoughts of leaving.  The faint smell of the mud walls and rubbing alcohol reached my nose and kept me chained to the room and the aura that filled it.


“Water is brought to you by Eagon” Alle said as she threw open the door and stepped by the foot of my bed.  The servant, Eagon, followed.  I sat up and slowly took the cup from the silent woman, still immersed in the aura.  The cold water slid down my throat, and it felt almost as good as just being in the room.


“Is the leg of Omega better this day?” Alle smiled and studied the bandage wrapped around my right leg.  It hurt a little in the sling, but nothing the environment couldn’t help.  


“Yes,” I replied.  I hastily remembered the formal-vernacular addition, “The leg of Omega is better this day”.


Alle continued smiling, although she stared at me blankly.  “Alle has good emotions knowing that the leg of Omega is better this day.”  I smiled back at her, waiting.  I gave my cup back to the sullen Eagon, and she stood there, appearing to be deaf to the serenity of the room.


“Would the emotion of Eagon be more appealing this moment.”  Alle shot a disapproving glance at the wrinkled, middle aged servant and then quickly shifted her eyes to me, where they once again became pleasant.  Alle was young, in her twenties, and was different.  I had only been here for a few weeks, and I knew she was different from the rest of the souls in the Construction.  I could never pinpoint the reason, but her eyes pierced like none other.  We both looked at Eagon, who gazed vacantly out the window.  She soon realized our wishes and left.


A gust blew in the window, bring with it the sweet smells of flowers and pine.  Out the window the buildings met the blue sky far above the rushing water, and chatter could be heard from the marketplace near the base of the dam.  Alle and I stared at each other for a second, a minute, an hour.  


Suddenly she fell onto my bed and buried her face in my chest.  “Get me the hell out of here”, she cried.  “Get me away”.


I could bore you with the details of my travels, my escapades, my injuries, and the specific injury that landed me in the small, bright, air-soaked room overlooking the strange edifice the locals called The Dam.  LeChatelier’s Dam, to be exact, and the Inhabited Construction of LeChatelier rested in the valley below and along the canyon walls.  The puebloesque nature of the homes built into the canyon was an amazing sight, especially when combined with the pure blue sky and rushing water being ejected from the massive concrete dam.


I am a businessman.  Not a businessman of the suit-and-tie species, but an entrepreneur.  And not an old lady with an antique shop on main street either, but an prospector.  Prospector.  Yes, there’s the right word.  I find new things, and I exploit them to survive.  I travel; I look for good in a wilderness of terror.  I prospect.


The mountains have usually been good to me, as I know them, but they can grow tempers.  Such a fit of the earth caused my current injury, which luckily happened to occur just miles from a certain Inhabited Construction by the name of LeChatelier’s Dam.  The Dam is a strange place, but perfect for a bit of recuperation before I continue my journeys.

Alle has visited me frequently since I’ve been at the Dam.  The Dam is away from the New Society, away from people, away from culture.  The people here have grown up and lived in isolation.  LeChatelier’s Dam has been de facto quarantined from the massive progress society has made since the War, and the mistakes.  The place is serene; all the inhabitants are peaceful, and beauty reigns.

But Alle cries.  She says she cries for Eagon, cries for the serenity, cries for the Dam.  I have never understood her cries, I do not know why she wishes to leave what I consider to be the most beautiful, peaceful place on Earth.  LeChatelier’s Dam brings me feelings of lying in a field on a lazy summer day, with juicy red apples lying in heaps beside me.  But the Dam makes Alle cry.  She has said numerous times that I am a stranger, that I have only been here a month, that I could not possibly understand.  But I feel the serenity of the sky and the water, and wonder: How could this possibly make one upset?  And she repeats that I do not understand, that I am a foreigner.  And she cries.

Eagon brought me my broth that evening with the same sullen look upon her face.  She never spoke when she gave me my supper, only stared out the window.  She never cried.

“Why does it never rain here?” I said to her one day.  The question had been running through my mind for some time, but it had never come to the front until now.  

Eagon continued to stare out the window for several minutes.  She gazed up, into the pure blue sky.  “Eagon misunderstands the rain.”  She said it in a monotone, almost robotic voice and left the room.

The massive concrete dam thrust several hundred feet out of the placid river valley and into the sky.  The place where the dam touched the blue was bright, lighted by the silent orb of the sun.  It would slowly circumnavigate the dam as the day wore on, lighting different parts of the Inhabited Construction.  The dam itself was solid and grey, and rotors hummed continuously.  It was flawless, and I had fixed a makeshift wheelchair so I could arduously roll over to the window while keeping my leg in the splint.  It felt like having your leg trapped in a wheat combine, but the view was worth it.  Plus, the feeling exuded the dam prevented anything from hurting too badly.

Today Alle brought my supper on a little tray decorated with flowers picked from the high country, well away from the dam.

“Where did Alle find these?” I asked, smiling.  She was not crying today, but instead had slightly reddish cheeks.

“Alle left the dam this day, and went unofficially to the mountains.”  No one at the dam is allowed to go to the mountains, and why they would want to is beyond me.

“Why?”

“Why did Alle, you mean?  Alle needed to get away, a lot was heavying Alle.”

“Worry Alle?  How so?”

“There is a lot you do not understand.” She replied, gloomily looking out the window.  “You are a foreigner, and the Dam is peaceful”.

With this a tear rolled down her sun-reddened face.  She hastily wiped it off and walked over to the window.  I awkwardly rolled onto my wheelchair and maneuvered near the window beside her.  She was staring at the dam, and it stared back.  The monstrosity of the concrete, of the turbines gushing water into the river below dwarfed the Inhabited Construction.  Her hand slowly reached out the window and pointed to the dam.  She held it there for a minute, straining her eyes to see.

“Does Omega view the dam?”

The question was quite obviously a strange one.  “Yes”, I replied after some hesitation.  “Omega does view the dam.  Why does Alle ask?”

“Do you see the mark?” she said hastily, as if she was a child who had just cheated on a test.  She thrust a pair of binoculars at me and continued pointing at the dam.

“No, not at all.  Why do you ask?”

“A small crack is seen by Alle.  Alle has been watching it for some time.”  She looked down at the windowsill and was quiet for a few minutes.  “Yes, Alle looks at the dam often.  Alle is stationed one level above your room, and Alle spends much time watching the dam.”  I strained my eyes at the soaring concrete but failed to see any blemish.  I shrugged and slouched back into my chair.  With that she picked up the tray and left the room.  I stared at the crack in the dam until the sun went down and the last lights burnt out across the river.

The next day was just as beautiful as the days before it.  I had always hated recuperating from an injury, but this time it was different.  I was the restless sort, the kind who wanted to get back on the road, back to the adventure.  But the dam had brought me to my knees, made me want to terminate my sojourning life and begin anew along this idyllic river.  The cast comes off in less than a week, but the prospect of leaving makes my innards feel like a vacuum, makes my body ache and my heart hate the trail.  I didn’t want to return to the vagrant’s life, I wanted to stay here.  I wanted to stay in this room, with Alle.  I knew nothing of the Construction, of the Dam.  But I would learn, and Alle would teach me.  We’d stay here, settle down on this river, and live...

The door burst open and Eagon came in, carrying my breakfast.  Alle followed her.  Her face was sullen and hopeless, not radiant like yesterday.  She gave me my Beverage and waited speechlessly while Eagon cleaned up.  The older servant quickly left, never saying a world.

“Alle...” I began, wanting to talk.  She had already begun walking out the door behind Eagon.  As soon as I spoke she whirled around and faced me.

“Alle is in Quarantine as of three-quarters solar today”, she said brusquely.  “Due to an unfortunate excursion yesterday that Omega is aware of”.

I sat in the soft bed speechless.  Quarantined?  For a trip to the mountains?  Why did she even go to the outside the perimeter?  It’s so perfect here. “Why did Alle...”

She quickly cut me off.  “Alle is not allowed to discuss the violation of the equilibrium.”  She slowly backed towards the door.

“But why did Alle go?  This is the greatest place imaginable.”  I stuttered, not knowing what to say.  She continued backing towards the door.  Her last few steps were hurried away from me.  As she approached the door, she grabbed and slammed it, turning back to face me.  We stared at each other for minutes, not knowing, not understanding.

She walked toward the window in a daze.  When she reached it she sat down in my chair and looked out the window, concentrating on the dam.  The dam loomed, and Alle was dwarfed by it.  A breeze blew in the window and the room again seemed perfect, a place one would never want to leave.

“The mark, it is bigger.”  She said without passion, without surprise.  “Eagon does not see it.  The Council does not see it.  You could see it if you chose to.  It scares all of you, and it scares me.”

“Why doesn’t Eagon see it?  Why doesn’t the Council see it?” Why do you see it?  There was a long pause, and Alle buried her face in her hands.

“The Council sees it.  Eagon sees it.” She replied, finally turning to face me.  “But they don’t believe it.  It rains here, but no one understands the rain.  The tiny droplets disrupt them, confuse them, and disillusion them.  They don’t believe the rain.”  She stared at me for several moments, waiting for an epiphany.  But none came.

“Omega doesn’t like the rain.”  I replied.  “I like this the way it is.”

Alle walked over to me and touched my shoulder.  She glared, and her eyes pierced.  I wondered what the matter was; this was such a beautiful place.

“Alle” I started “I’ve been thinking.”  Her eyes lit up, but they still pierced into my skull.  “Omega will get this cast off in a week, and I thought that maybe I’d like to stay here for a while.  I’ve gotten to know some people, and I could work.  It’s such a gorgeous Construction, and the Dam just seems perfect.”

Alle looked at me for a second, straight into my eyes.  A second later she burst into tears and ran from the room.

Some wise man once said that human perfection is never attainable, that the Society will not work, that it is best to flee to the woods now and begin prospecting.  And he was right, to an extent.  The New Society did not work, and the revolution began in subtleties.  I fled the old Construction ten years ago, as did many of the wise ones, and have been wandering in the wilderness ever since.  I always thought the erudite old gentleman was right when he said that human nature is debauched and that a perfect society is impossible, but LeChatelier has erased that opinion.  This is perfection: the blue skies, rushing water, and pure air.  The dam stands as the noble guardian of the Construction, there are no blemishes on its concrete visage.  Alle is silly, she is a child.  She probably has some man out in the woods she goes to see, but even that is a pitiful reason for leaving the shelter of the Dam.

It has been a week since my last encounter with Alle.  Eagon comes to my room twice a day and silently delivers my meals.  She is a sorry servant, always sulking, never giving a cheery “Hello, Omega”, “Good morning, Sir”, or even a simple “Hi” each morning she visits.  Has she caught the disease from Alle?  Does no one notice the beauty they are surrounded by?  It is not for me to ponder the minds of the ignorant.

My cast shall come off tomorrow.  I’ve rested enough, the doctors say.  It is time to move on, they casually mention.  They talk of leaving, of me leaving the Dam.  They know nothing, just like Eagon and Alle.

I slept fitfully that evening.  I dreamed I was in a shiny metal box, too shiny, too perfect.  The sides blazed with reflected light, although I could not find the source.  The edges of the box blended seamlessly, without notice, to form a right angle.  There was no place to see out, no blemish in the construction.  Yet I heard screams, screams of despair and pain.  Alle’s screams – she was outside the box.  I heard water rush by the box, and I felt pushed by a strange force in the walls of the perfect box.  The box spun, slowly at first, but then accelerating to a dizzying pace.  But I loved it, even as Alle’s screams grew more painful.  She screamed my name, again and again.  The box spun until its walls dissolved into the space beyond, which was placid and dark.  Water filled the void, yet I could see and breathe perfectly.  Alle grabbed my arm and pulled me toward her through the water.  I tried to look back into the box, but her hand pulled my head back around to face her.  She stared at me, troubled but calm.  There was no sound, no taste as our lips touched in the unmoving fluid.  

Something touched me.  Nothing is supposed to touch you in the water, it’s sterile, like the box.  It was strange, and Alle gasped and pushed away from me into the watery matrix beyond.  As soon as she let go, she was dead.  Blood spilled from her eyes and mouth, and her hand fell off in mine.  I hastily threw it away and something kept touching me.  Touching, poking on the side.  Speaking softly.

I sprang up in bed and screamed.  Alle jerked back; she had her hand on my shoulder.  It was dark, very dark, and I could only see her outline.  As I laid back down she once again came over beside my bed and shook me.  She had a sense of urgency in her as she bade me to wake up, to get out of bed.

“What is Alle doing here?” I said, mildly irritated and still breathing hard.

“Come Omega, awake!  We must leave the Construction now.”

“Wha... why?  I love it here, you know that.  Just because Alle got in trouble with the...”

“No.  It is more than that.  Omega does not understand, but neither do most people.  Some have already left, and tonight is our last chance.”

“I will stay here tonight, and you will too.  Actually, I’ll stay here after I get this cast off.  Hell, I’ll stay here forever.”

She was silent for a minute as she walked to the window and stared out the window at the Dam.  She sighed loudly and became even more incensed by the sight of the huge, perfect concrete edifice looming in the distance.

“You must go!  You will die here!  We will all die here, do you want me to die?”

“How could you die here?  You are being ridiculous, you know?  Don’t you know how peaceful, how beautiful it is here?  Can’t you see...”

“It is not beautiful!  It is a deception, a trick of the mind...”

“But even if it is, it is pure.  And what is reality except what is known, what is felt in the mind?”

“Do you see the Dam?”  I could tell her face was flushed and her hair hung in her eyes, even though the room was dark.

“I see it.  It is power, it is real.”

“It is nothing.”

“The Dam is strong, the Dam is pure.  The Dam will be here after we are both dead, I know it.”

“Your Dam is weakening; it is why we must leave tonight.  It has cracks...”

Without command from my mind, my body acted.  I swung and hit her on her jaw directly below the cheekbone, knocking her to the floor.  I rolled down off the bed on top of her, pinning her to the floor even with one leg immobilized.

“It’s not true, it’s never true, I can feel that the Dam is real.”

She didn’t struggle beneath me, but cried into the carpet.  I pressed her face into the pure, clean softness of the floor.  She tried gasping for air, but I held her with my full weight.

“It’s not like Omega thinks.  It’s never...” her last words were garbled as I pressed harder into the floor. 

She stopped thrashing within a few minutes, and I got back into bed.  It felt good, better than it ever had.  The enemy had been quashed, and the purity of LeChatelier’s Dam had been restored.  I was ready for the cast to come off, ready to live my life in this beautiful place.  Perhaps I would live forever, under the solemn guardianship of the Dam.  This was reality, this was life.  I could make it day if I wanted and return it to night if it pleased me.  The air was always fresh, and there were no doubters, no Alle.  Reality was in my mind, and with it came reality in the room.  This was beauty, this was the Society that man had longed for.  I felt at peace, I was at equilibrium with the room and with the Dam. 

When I heard the explosion I knew at once what it was.  But it did not bother me. The water did not rush into my room and sweep Alle’s silent body out the window.  The water did not smash into my face, into my eyes, and slam me against the far wall.  My body was not hurled out of the broken walls of the Construction and into the swollen river below. 

I knew water, and it felt good.  Reality faded to darkness and I let the cold, flowing river envelop me.
