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 It has become clear that mans’ time on Earth is limited. 
Our demise could be due to climate change, overpopulation, 
depletion of resources, the inevitable death of the sun, or the rise 
of chimpanzees. Regardless of the scenario, at some point we have 
to leave the planet. In my opinion there are three viable options. 
We may escape to another world, live in a spacecraft, or travel to an 
alternative dimension. Personally, I believe option three is the best. 
The coordinates of Earth are the same in each dimension which will 
relieve us of hunting the universe for sustainable planets. 

 To carry out this experiment I had to apply for a grant. Being 
a scientist who specializes in the study of genital warts, this was 
no easy task. To my dismay the scientific community refused to 
give me a dime. After a month of getting nowhere, I chose to fund 
the experiment myself. I interviewed several financial experts and 
discovered that the best ways to raise money are the stock market, a 
yard sale, and sleeping with people from craigslist. Having had prior 
bad luck with the stock market and an excruciating fear of genital 
warts, I went with the yard sale. I raised roughly $500, and purchased 
the necessary materials for multi-dimensional travel from the dark-
web. Once the machine was constructed I summoned my trusted 
colleague, and we began the experiment.
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-Floppy Disk                                    -Computer with Tower
-USB cord                                          -Windows XP
- High Voltage Generator           -Headphones

1.Attach headphones to computer. Make sure computer runs 
Windows XP. (Multiverse travel will not work with any other 
program. If another program is run you will get electrocuted).

2.Insert floppy disk into the tower. This will provide the 
computer with extra storage, and will allow travel to more 
dimensions.
 
3.Connect computer to high-voltage-generator via USB cord. 

4.Put headphones over ears, and turn on  generator.

5.A wave of electricity will pulsate through your body, and you 
will be transported into another dimension.

6.Always conduct experiment with a partner. If somebody is not 
there to turn off the generator you will be trapped in another 
dimension inevitably (usually until Con-Edison turns off your 
electricity).  In addition, a device with more storage will make 
more dimensions accessible. 

-Multiverse Machine
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 The first thing I noticed was the heat. It was a wet heat, a very wet heat. It 
felt like New York in August suspended in a bubble of water floating over the sun. 
I was in a bathroom filled with massive amphibians, reptiles, and sea creatures. 
The large tiles towered over me, and I saw pieces of raw meat scattered about. 
To be honest it was off-putting. I had an overwhelming feeling that anyone of 
these creatures would eat me at any moment. A sense that they were in charge of 
the bathroom, that I was powerless. However, cowering was not going to get me 
anywhere. I had to speak to somebody. I had to learn about the dimension. As I 
searched the room, I spotted a large frog taking a crap far above me. He seemed 
wise. I made my way up, avoiding darting eyes of the other animals. As I reached 
the bottom of the toilet, I realized it was porcelain with gold leaf trimmings; 
arguably the fanciest toilet I have ever seen. After some convincing, I got the frog 
(known as Lord Bludgenhorn) to describe the dimension. This is what he said,
  
 “In this dimension amphibians and reptiles are the top predators. We 
evolved from a single dinosaur species millions of years ago. By the time 
mammals like yourself arrived we had developed language, primitive tools, and 
the ability to create artificial swamps. Although highly advanced, we were wary of 
some mammals’ opposable thumbs. Therefore, we decided to force apes such as 
yourself to perform menial tasks. By doing this we starved them of education and 
the ability to rise over the reptiles.
 
 I have my humans perform predominantly domestic tasks. I own one of the 
best bathrooms in the neighborhood, and often invite others to use it. Well... I 
need others to join me in the bathroom. I have a fear of pooping in private, and 
will become constipated if nobody is around. Luckily, they don’t mind. I usually 
pay them back with food. Between you and me, sometimes I feed them my 
human servants. I have a snake that sells me humans under the Braga Bridge for 
a bargain. Keep your mouth shut about that though. Eating humans is taboo in 
these parts. I am running for Lieutenant Governor next year, and cannot have my 
reputation tarnished by a meaningless scandal. Regardless I am not worried about 
the election, I practically run this town. I can’t tell you what I do, but trust me you 
can’t afford this toilet by working in fast food.”.
 
 Lord Bludgenhorn offered me a job after touting his achievements for 
another 15 minutes. The multidimensional machine kicked in while Bludgenhorn 
was rambling about his vast collection of exotic insect attractors. I got out of 
there in the knick of time. I do not recommend relocation to the Amphibious 
Dimension. Humanity should not have to suffer a second of that obnoxious frog. 
Also the fact that we’d have to serve reptiles… But mostly the frog he really got on 
my nerves. Nobody needs that.
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 There were a lot of plants. The oxygen was rich, and I was full of energy. It 
was similar to the time I went to Twin Rivers in Tiverton. Yet this was real oxygen, 
not artificial casino oxygen. There was miscellaneous colonial houses and kitchen 
supplies dispersed through the foliage. It looked like Massachusetts’s surrealist 
cousin in the heat of summer. I spotted a large potted plant resting on a picnic 
table. The plant seemed to be moving, and I climbed the table to get a closer 
look. As I approached the summit, I noticed it was a Venus fly-trap. It seemed 
disgruntled. Not wanting to approach a large aggravated carnivorous plant, I 
crawled to the other side of the table to observed the scene. 
 
 The fly-trap looked as if it was trying to bathe in the sun, but tiny humans 
were disturbing its rest. They appeared to be getting on the fly-trap’s last nerve; 
to the point where it was spraying them with a can of Raid! I wanted to interview a 
fellow human, but they were completely engulfed in annoying fly-trap. I changed 
my approach, and interviewed the fly-trap.
 
 I made my way to the fly-trap, and as expected it immediately tried to spray 
me with Raid. I ducked, and dodged the toxic mist. I hastily explained my case, 
and somehow got it to listen. It introduced itself as Venus De Milo. I proceeded to 
ask it about its dimension and our possible relocation. It replied, 
 
 “The last thing we need is more humans. You infest and pollute our 
beautiful dimension. I have been trying to get rid of you guys for years. Here 
plants rule. It took animals eons to evolve, and by the time they showed up 
we already claimed our territory on land. Some plants are stationary, but as a 
conscious plant it’s my duty to keep the animal population in check. Raid works 
on most animals, however, humans are tricky. Once you get a human infestation 
they’re nearly impossible to get rid of. I’ve tried everything. The baits, birth 
control, the sprays. Everything! So no, I would not recommend coming here. The 
last thing I need is more humans, and while I’m nice now I will not hold back 
if you make this your permanent residence. I hate humans. They don’t stop! 
They’re constantly picking at my leaves and chewing my roots. Therefore, I do not 
condone relocation!”.
 
 I thanked the Venus fly-trap, and left the dimension. Out of common 
courtesy I do not recommend relocating to the Floral Dimension, however it’s not 
a bad option if all else fails. The air is nice, and we are not in immediate danger. 
We’d just have to avoid crashing the Venus fly-trap’s picnic, and the occasional 
dusting of Raid. 
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 I teleported to a cliff overlooking the plaza. The weather was Mediterranean 
and clear. While scenic, there was something odd about this dimension. Well 
one thing in particular. There was a giant heron in the middle of the plaza. It was 
colossal, I’ve never seen anything like it. It was as if Big Bird swallowed an ostrich 
then went through fifteen years of intense body-building workouts and copious 
amounts of steroids. I had to interview someone for the sake of mankind, but it 
was not going to be the heron! The thing was massive it had sharp talons, a long 
beak, and was acting erratically. At least Lord Bludgenhorn was approachable. 
This bird was downright terrifying.
 
 As a man of logic, I figured it would be wise to study the scene before diving 
into the thick of it. I whipped out my binoculars, and observed the dimension. The 
plaza was populated by a flock of smaller birds. Most of them were carrying cages 
housing an indistinguishable creature. The smaller birds were mesmerized by the 
heron, but I was unsure of why they held other creatures in captivity. I made my 
way to the plaza to get a closer look. As I took my first step I heard a rustle in the 
brush to my right. There was a human hiding in the thickets! I quickly ran over. 
His name was Chris. Chris Offutt. He seemed disheveled and a bit anxious. When 
I joined him in the thickets, I questioned him about the dimension. This is his 
response,
 
 “You shouldn’t be here. It’s no place for a human. See that bird down there 
(gesturing towards the heron), it’s the devil. I came here with one-hundred 
colleagues several months ago, and I’m the only one left. Like Franklin’s Lost 
Expedition, this trip was ill-advised and we were tragically unprepared. ”. “Are 
you from my dimension?” I asked. “No. Our dimensions are very similar, but 
in mine everybody must wear yellow ochre corduroys at all times. Odd, but 
it keeps things orderly right? Unfortunately Earth’s supply of yellow ochre 
pigment is running low, and I was sent here to find a new deposit of our beloved 
color. We have other pigments on our planet but, we can’t just switch to burnt 
sienna corduroys. That would be anarchy, it must be yellow ochre!”. “So what 
happened?” I asked. “I’ll tell ya what happened. That fucker down there ate all 
of my colleagues. Apparently the smaller birds worship the heron as if it’s Jesus 
freaking Christ. They fear it and provide it with an offering every morning to bring 
good luck or some other bullshit. They spotted my team, and thought we would 
make a good sacrifice. Imprisoning my co-workers and feeding them to the beast. 
I suggest you leave immediately!”.  
 
 I took his advice, and in the blink of an eye I was home. I don’t think I need 
to explain why the Avian Dimension is a poor choice for relocation. I hope Chris is 
okay, he seemed like a mediocre guy. 
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 If mankind plans to exist indefinitely relocation is a necessity. 
Out of the three dimensions I explored, the Floral Dimension is the 
most plausible. With more funding I will be able to explore countless 
dimensions, and possibly discover a more viable option. Chris’s 
dimension did not seem bad; if everybody is okay with wearing 
corduroys that is. Ideally I would like to find something with less 
conformity, but not everything is perfect. In addition, we could 
always take better care of our dimension. However, if that is too 
difficult, I will gladly take the money and do further research. Please 
mail checks for funding to my assistant at: 85 Granite Street; Apt. 
2F, Brooklyn, NY 11207. You may also find him on Venmo @John-
Rego-1. 

20
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-Charles Rego 
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