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I did not expect to die at the defining moment of my life but
that’s exactly what I’ve done.  I’m a scientist, I know that
life isn’t fair but this is just too cruel.   Instead of
accepting the Nobel Prize for my discovery and being revered as the
smartest man alive, I now hover over Fletcher Cages dead, lifeless
body.  It’s hard to believe that I was once a part of that
poor creature that’s now lying crumpled on the laboratory
floor.

I am dead. The excitement of my own achievement was too much for
my heart.  I would think it funny if it was someone else’s
story but as this is my story it’s really quite sad.

I can’t help from reminiscing back on my life.  What else
is a ghost to do?  Everyone said it could not be done but that
only made the challenge sweeter.  I spent many hours in my
laboratory trying to unlock its secret while keeping the nature of
my experiments secret to the rest of the world.  People would
have said Fletcher Cage has gone mad.  Mad is a strong word
but at some point I was obsessed.  The thought of proving
everyone wrong soon became an addiction.  I lied to hide my
secret and stuffed my living body with caffeine to work longer
hours.  My work was a seductive mistress that led me astray
from my family.  She promised not to interfere but as time
went by things slowly changed.  I spent more time with her
neglecting my wife and I was never home to be a father to my
son.  The intoxicating smell of my lover’s perfume left me
paralyzed at her feet.

There was one thing in my life that still puzzles me now. 
I was careful not to tell anyone, only I knew my secret.  How
did the mysterious men, who hid their eyes with dark glasses,
know?  They obviously wanted me to see that I was being
followed; that I was being watched.  I thoroughly checked my
laboratory for bugs and cameras but found nothing.  Were they
a figment of my imagination or was someone after me and my
secret?  It’s all a big haze of grey.  One does not find
clarity in death only more questions.

The past can be a safe, comfortable place but I must move on to
the present ­– the now.  Watching my own funeral is chilling,
even for a ghost.  Funerals are for the living.  It
leaves them believing that this is the end.  The dead know
better.

I was hurt that my family did not show more sorrow for their
loss.  I saw solemn blank faces but not a tear was shed over
my death.  I suppose that serves me right.  They lost me
years ago to my work.  Perhaps they cried for me then.

As I counted the people at my funeral I saw the mysterious men
with dark glasses.  So, they are indeed real but what are they
looking for here?  I’m flattered that they’ve come to make
sure that I’m dead.  I wonder if they know of my
success.  I wonder if anyone knows of my success.  I had
the misfortune to die before I could tell anyone.

My son Sloan has grown into a fine young man.  He was
always a clever child.  I could have shared my secret with him
but I didn’t.  I wanted the treasure for myself.  The
gentlemen with the dark glasses have come to his attention.  I
recognize that look on his face.  I can almost see the wheels
turning inside his head.  I’m going to enjoy watching him
connect the dots.  Being a ghost does have its perks.

Just as I suspected, Sloan found his way to my lab.  It
didn’t take him long to find my treasure.  His eyes widened as
he held the biggest gold nugget that he’d ever seen with both
hands.  He looked around the laboratory, at my equipment and
then he knew.  An aura of awe surrounded him once his
questions were finally answered.  His father had successfully
reproduced gold; this was pure man-made Au.

“I’m rich” softly escaped from my son’s lips and I could almost
see his soul dance.  This joy stayed only a short
moment.  His smile turned to sorrow when he looked out the
window and saw the mysterious men looking back at him from their
parked car.  They too knew my secret and were there to
quarantine it.

Gold is one of the world’s most precious
commodities.   So precious that countries store huge
amounts of it in banks.  It’s a controlling economical factor
whose value is based on nothing else than its dwindling
supply.  I see my folly now.  No country would allow me
to make gold so common that its value would fall to pennies.

My son is smarter than I.  It took him only a short moment
to realize what I now know in death.  Rage entered his body
and I forgave him as he destroyed my laboratory screaming
obscenities out of frustration and pain.

There was a knock on the laboratory door.  Sloan found
himself face to face with one of the mysterious men.  There
were no introductions and no long speeches.  He just asked
“Why?” to which my son answered “It’s all just quantum
nothing”.  He turned and left.

The sum of my life’s work is quantum nothing.  Should I
feel regret?  I’m a ghost, should I feel anything at all?
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