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August 24th

Hey, listen up. I don’t have a lot of time. My name is Xan-
der Phillips and I’m currently plummeting 110 stories toward 
what I can safely assume is a very hard ground. I don’t have a 
parachute, nor do I have one of those really cool flying squirrel 
suits. But I want you to know I’m doing this on my own free 
will. So please, don’t go looking for my murderer or anything 
when all is said-and-done. 

Oh shit, do you think I should’ve left a note? Yeah, that 
probably would’ve helped clear things up, huh? Well, too late 
now, I guess.

You may be wondering what drove me to the point where 
I thought the best thing I could do for myself was to nosedive 
off one of the city’s tallest buildings. You may also be wonder-
ing why I’m so nonchalant about my imminent demise. Well, 
if you stick around for the next minute or so, I’ll let you know. 
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But in case I don’t get the chance to finish, the important thing 
you need to remember is this: today is August 24th and I am so 
ready for this day to be over.

Historically speaking, some very interesting and note-
worthy things happened on August 24th. I mean, this was the 
day Cornelius Swarthout patented the stove-top waffle iron in 
1869. It’s also the day Ray Caldwell, a Cleveland Indians pitch-
er, was struck by lightning in 1919 but still managed to finish 
the game. That’s pretty crazy, right?

Okay, yeah, so, besides those two little kernels of histori-
cal fun facts, I have absolutely no idea if anything special hap-
pened on this day in history. But I think it’s fair to assume that 
a lot of really incredible and fascinating things have happened 
on the August 24ths sprinkled throughout man’s very brief 
time on this planet.

I’m also pretty sure that many more life-changing events 
are just waiting to happen on the August 24ths yet to come. 
Unfortunately for me, I don’t think the body of a sixteen year 
old kid exploding on the pavement like a blood-and-bone filled 
flesh balloon will etch much of a long-lasting impression in the 
history books.

If that’s true, which I have no doubt it is, then you’re prob-
ably asking yourself why this date is so important. Is it my 
birthday? No, I was brought into this world on October 21st. Is 
it the anniversary of when the girl I thought was my one true 
love slipped through my fingers and became the one who got 
away? Oof, no, that sounds way more tragic than the truth, if 
I’m being honest. 

The answer is actually rather simple, and yet, equally far 
more complicated, too. You see, today is August 24th, but yes-
terday was August 24th as well. And, unless everything goes 
according to plan, tomorrow morning I will wake up bright 
and early to Blink 182’s Adam’s Song blaring through the shit-
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ty speakers of my alarm clock on yet another beautiful, sunny 
August 24th morning.

I’ve been stuck in this August 24th time loop, or whatever 
you want to call it, for just about as long as I can remember. 
In fact, today marks the 2,290th consecutive August 24th I’ve 
had the unfortunate pleasure of living through. That’s exactly 
eight years of the same day on repeat. I’m a twenty-four year 
old stuck in a sixteen year old’s body and one third of my life 
has been wasted on the same fucking day.

You probably think I’m crazy. That’s okay, I thought the 
same thing for a while—a couple weeks at the very least. But 
as you’ve casually continued along the linear path of time-
and-space, passing August 24th every 365 days without much 
thought, I’ve been stuck here. Destined, it seems, to relive the 
most mediocre and uneventful day of human history. 

I don’t blame you for any doubts you may be having about 
my story. I mean, why should you trust me? You don’t know 
me and 23I won't deny we’ve never met, but seeing as I’m cur-
rently on a trajectory that is certain to end my life in the very, 
very near future, perhaps you could put aside your disbelief for 
a minute and hear me out. 

I’m not exactly sure why I’m telling you all this; you’re defi-
nitely not the first person I’ve tried to explain this to and if I 
happen to wake up tomorrow morning then it will all be for 
naught, won’t it? I don’t know, I guess it just kinda feels good to 
get this off my chest, to have someone know what happened to 
me and what pushed me over the edge—pun intended—if this 
really is the end. 

Wait a minute, I just realized something. You’re my note. 
Yeah, that’s it. I’m just going to go ahead and pretend this 
was my plan all along. You see, paper is so fragile and easi-
ly misplaced, but you’re a complex organism that, over hun-
dreds-of-thousands of years has evolved into a creature with 
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advanced brain function, to include memory, speech, and 
cognitive reasoning. In other words, the perfect biological  
notepad ...

Anyway, tick-tock, no time for small talk. Do me a favor no-
tetaker and make sure I stay on topic, the objects below are not 
as small as they were a moment ago. Okay? Good. So, where do 
I begin? 

The beginning, I guess. 
My situation actually starts with a tragedy that doesn’t 

involve me plummeting to my death. You see, my dad passed 
away on August 15th. A brain tumor. Real nasty piece of work, 
too. My mom took him to the hospital on August 10th because 
he’d spent the entire day in bed with a debilitating headache. 
Nothing he took helped. The next morning, doctors diagnosed 
him and four days later he was gone.

It was a really crappy way to start the first week of school.
Losing someone you love so fast sucks. You don’t have time 

to prepare yourself. You definitely don’t have enough time 
to say goodbye. It feels like one minute they’re there and the 
next—poof—they’re gone and you’re left wondering where did 
they go? It’s as if they’ve run to the store and they’ll be back any 
minute. You find yourself watching the door, waiting. But the 
door never opens.

People always talk about how losing someone leaves a hole 
in your life. I always assumed they were referring to an emo-
tional hole, but that’s really more of a tear, isn’t it. I mean, just 
because someone dies, it doesn’t mean you stop loving them. 
You’ll always love them. The pain may never fully go away, but 
your heart will never lose the love you had for them. And, with 
some time and proper care, the tear in your heart will eventu-
ally heal and you’ll carry on.

The real hole, I think, doesn’t manifest because you’ve 
suffered an emotional wound, it manifests because the world 
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has suffered a physical wound. It’s hard to explain, to put into 
words what I mean, but you can feel it. You can feel the hole. 
Your home feels empty. It sounds quieter. It even smells differ-
ent. And even though everything is laid out the same as it was 
the day before, nothing feels right. It’s foreign. Like the itch of 
a scab as it hardens.

I think part of the reason I felt so lost after my dad died was 
because of my mom. Don’t get me wrong, she’s a great mother 
and I love her. She always makes sure I have food on my plate 
and clothes on my back and she comes to all my soccer games 
and drama club performances. She supports me in everything 
I’ve ever done. But one thing she’s not great at is sharing her 
emotions. she bottles up whatever she’s feeling and keeps it to 
herself. What she does with it, I have no idea. But she doesn’t 
share it with me, that’s for sure.

I don’t know if I’ve ever had a real heart-to-heart conversa-
tion with her. That’s what my dad was for. He was our outlet. 
Our solace. But now he’s gone and I don’t think either one of us 
really knows how to talk about it. She’s become more distant, 
doing more overtime at work, going for long drives at night af-
ter she thinks I’m asleep, and always tinkering on something 
around the house that, quite frankly, wasn’t broken until she 
started messing with it.

As for me, I turned to my video games. There’s something 
cathartic about obliterating massive hordes of zombies with 
a very large machine gun. But even that started to lose its ef-
fectiveness pretty quick. I don’t think it helped that I started 
imagining my dad’s undead face on the creatures I was mow-
ing down with a blanket of lead. Yeah, that was pretty fucked 
up. 

So that’s why I started going for walks. To try and recon-
nect with nature, or something. It sounded good in my head 
at the time and, honestly, getting outside for something other 
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than an organized activity did feel good. Our house is situated 
on a lot in the outskirts of a large state forest. There are hun-
dreds of miles of trails winding through the various ecosys-
tems within. 

I spent hours in there just walking around without much 
aim. I found lots of old stone walls overgrown with moss and 
saplings. There were bogs and small ponds filled with fish and 
frogs. But the most important discovery came yesterday—or 
eight years ago, depending on how you wanna look at it.

Nestled behind a large boulder, not too far off the trail, I 
found a small knoll with a little wooden door. A hobbit hole, if 
you will. It was so cool, like something right out of the Lord of 
the Rings. 

In one of the most picturesque moments I can remem-
ber, I mean, this was a real postcard moment, a beam of light 
cast down through the tree’s canopy and illuminated the door 
amongst the shade of the forest floor. It was almost as if it were 
inviting me in. Naturally, I had to check it out.

I don’t know exactly what I was expecting to find. I think 
part of me was hoping for a magical gateway to a land of 
make-believe. Like Narnia. Or Neverland. My heart was torn 
and I desperately needed an escape. And what better way to 
take your mind of your dead parent than a sword fight with 
a minotaur or epic battle against an army of orcs? I’ve read 
enough young adult books to know this is probably the only 
sure way to overcome grief.

But much to my dismay at the time, there was no portal; 
there was no rabbit hole to tumble down into Wonderland. It 
was just a damp little cavern with a little well made of uncut 
stone. I flicked on the light from my phone and examined the 
curious little sculpture but it too was wholly unremarkable. 

I was about to turn around and walk away when I had an 
idea. I knew it was silly but I’d tried praying, well, it was more 
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like pleading but heard no response from the big guy upstairs. I 
was lost, to be honest. I needed something. A sign. A direction 
of where to go. What to do. So, fishing deep into my pockets, I 
reeled out a quarter. It was shiny. New. A perfect vessel to carry 
the wish of a depressed little boy.

I clenched it tight in my hands, squeezed my eyes shut, and 
whispered the words of a young man whose youthful sense of 
immortality had been desecrated by the harsh realities of life. 

I wish I could live forever.
How was I supposed to toss a coin in this situation? In the 

movies, I feel like they toss it high into the air in order to per-
fectly catch a glint of light as it tumbles ceremoniously down 
to the water in an awe-inspiring slow motion moment. The 
roof of this alcove was little more than four inches above my 
head. Hardly enough space to make anything about this cere-
monious. So, I just kinda dropped it in with a plop and watched 
the silver circle flutter its way to the bottom.

Looking back on this, I realize how selfish of a wish it was. 
Now that I’ve had an ample amount of time to reevaluate my 
life, I can’t give you a good reason as to why I didn’t just wish 
for my dad to come back to life. I certainly wanted him back, 
but I think in my mind I knew that making a wish on a coin was 
just something out of fairy tales. My dad was gone. It sucks, but 
I accepted it. I honestly think I made the wish because at six-
teen I didn’t understand death. I didn’t understand grief. And 
let’s not forget that my feelings of immortality had just been 
shattered. I didn’t like feeling vulnerable.

As the coin fluttered out of sight, I felt disappointed. Was I 
waiting for something to happen? Yeah, maybe. A spooky tem-
pest, a rogue bolt of lightning, something. Anything. But the 
only thing I was greeted with was silence. So, I went home.

Mom and I ate a quiet meal of Chicken McNuggets and 
french fries that had sat around for way too long without being 
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eaten. God, those fries suck cold. Then I went to bed, dreading 
what the next day had in store. And boy, was I about to get a 
very unwelcome surprise.

Okay, so I have a pretty good idea of what you’re thinking 
right now. If this well was supposedly magic, or whatever, and 
my wish is what sent me down the path of my current dilem-
ma, why didn’t I just go back to the hobbit hole and make an-
other wish rather than making the seemingly rash decision to 
toss myself off a building?

That’s a fair thought. And I’m sure you’ll be happy to know 
this potentially permanent solution was not my first choice. In 
fact, I did go back to that mossy knoll behind the boulder, but 
it wasn’t for a few days. You see, magic is just something for 
kids' birthday parties and the Vegas strip, right? I mean, I had 
no reason to think a wish I made on a mysterious well in the 
middle of woods would have any real repercussions.

On that first day—my second playthrough of the August 
24th game—I felt like something was off. I think it was the 
first time I’d ever really experienced deja vu. I mean, I sat in 
class and learned about the exact same thing I was pretty sure I 
learned about the day before. I even knew the answers to all my 
teacher's questions. 

It wasn’t until I was walking to my third period class and 
saw Stacy Duval deliver a swift kneecap to Cory Gilhammer’s 
balls, because she caught him kissing her best friend, that I 
knew something really weird was happening. I mean, that shit 
was hilarious but what are the odds of it happening two days 
in a row? At the same time. For the same reason. Things didn’t 
add up.

From that point forward, I paid special attention to what 
was going on around me. Little things. The things you wouldn’t 
normally pay any attention to. I’m talking about things like 
Niles Bickford walking to the front of the class and spending 
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five minutes perfectly sharpening his pencil. Or Candice Pierce 
sneezing fourteen minutes into algebra before excusing her-
self and running to the bathroom holding her crotch like she 
just pissed her pants. 

Why were these the events I decided to focus on? I have no 
idea. I mean, Niles was weird. He always did weird shit. Every-
one tried to ignore what he did, but he was so goddamn goofy 
it was hard to look away. 

Candice on the other hand, she was cute. I liked her. I mean, 
like, I really liked her, if you know what I mean. Of course you 
do, we’re not children. Well, you’re not, I’m assuming. I am 
physically, but, yeah, whatever. That’s not important. The 
point is, I used this unique opportunity to watch her. To prove 
my hypothesis. 

Shit, maybe I’m the weird one.
Anyway, those two events happened again the next day. 

Err, the third iteration of the same day. You know what I mean. 
Niles sharpened his pencil. Candice started her day wearing 
white jeans and a pink floral blouse but changed to a black 
miniskirt after her incident. Her hair was up in a bun and she 
smelled of lilac ... okay, yes, it’s creepy. I’m sorry, did I mention 
I liked her? 

What I’m trying to say is that after August 24th, part three, 
I knew I was reliving the same day over-and-over again. I won’t 
lie, I freaked out a bit. I’m sure you would, too, if you were in 
my shoes. 

For the next several days I wore different outfits. I sat in dif-
ferent seats. I talked to different people. I did everything I could 
think of to break the cycle. But the lessons were the same. Niles 
sharpened his pencil. And my crush pissed her pants. Nothing 
worked. 

As I walked home, this was day four or five, I think, my 
friend Brian blabbered on about his excitement for his upcom-
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ing family trip to Fiji. Or was it Cancun? I don’t remember, I 
stopped listening after the second or third time I’d heard the 
story. But it was on this mindless trek I remembered the well. 
Was it possible my wish had come true?

At first, I thought it was a ridiculous idea. Magic isn’t real, 
right? Plus, what kind of fucked up Pencil Face kind of sorcery 
takes a wish for immortality and makes the wisher live the 
same damn day over-and-over again for eternity? I mean, was I 
aging everytime I relived the same day? If everything else was 
the same, I have to imagine my cellular lifespan remained the 
same, too, right? 

It was at this point I ran back to the woods. I found the 
boulder. It was right where it was supposed to be. So was the 
knoll. You know what wasn’t there? The door. How does a door 
go missing? You remember that feeling I had about being in-
sane? Yeah, that was back in a real bad sort of way. 

My head was spinning. My stomach was nauseous. And my 
limbs felt so weak I needed to lie down. I don’t know how long 
I lay motionless there on the ground, but I don’t believe it was 
that long—despite my anxiety-driven physical ailments, the 
tree’s root digging into my lower back was simply unbearable. 
How much time passed is actually quite irrelevant. What's im-
portant to know is that it was during this time, as I watched 
the birds whizz past the Rorschach-style backdrop of branches 
swaying in the breeze, that I mentally reexamined every fanta-
sy and magic-driven story I’d ever heard and plotted my next 
plan.

The next day, I put my drama class skills to the test in order 
to play hooky for the day. There was a moment, as my mom 
stood at the foot of my bed, where I feared I went full Vince 
Vaughn and oversold the bit, but she just grumbled something 
under her breath and made the call to excuse my absence be-
fore going to work.
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The worst part about not fully understanding the signifi-
cance of an event is that you don’t pay attention to the details. 
What time did I find the well on August 24th version 1.0? I 
have absolutely no idea. The sun was up, I know that. I’d al-
ready eaten breakfast; that narrows it down. Anyway, my point 
is, I didn’t know if the timing of my visit had anything to do 
with when the door would appear. Magic and all, you know? So 
I packed some snacks in my backpack and made my way back 
to the knoll.

Then I waited. All Day. Still, nothing happened.
The next day—the next few days really—during fourth pe-

riod study hall, I spent an hour-and-a-half doing research at 
the school library. The results of my labor ended up being fruit-
less, though. There were no credible sources that mentioned a 
magic hobbit hole. And, as it turns out, seeing as magic is com-
monly believed to be a fictional construct, there’s absolutely no 
consistent basis for how it even works. Really helpful, I know.

I think it was around this time that I started to question my 
sanity. Again. I mean, you’ve listened to what I’ve been saying. 
Does any of this make sense? It doesn’t, right? Even I thought 
I was nuts. Maybe this was a side effect of losing my father? I 
don't know. I hear depression can have a significant impact on 
one’s mental health. 

So, not knowing what to do next, I went into survival mode. 
Just survive, I'd tell myself.

You wanna know what the really sad part about all of this 
was? Here I am in this stupidly unique situation, where I can 
literally do anything I want for 24 hours and suffer absolutely 
no consequences for my actions, and I spent the first 250 days 
or so simply living my life exactly as I was supposed to. I went 
to school. Sat through my lectures. Busted my ass in soccer 
practice. Did my homework. Went to bed.

Rinse and repeat.
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It was a safe solution. Maybe I thought it was all a dream 
and I’d eventually wake up. Cliché, I know. 

Maybe I thought if I just did what was expected of me it 
would eventually pass. That also didn’t happen.

Now look, I love school and I love learning, but after months 
of sitting in on the exact same lessons about PEMDAS, Ameri-
can industrialism, and the Soviet Union’s five year plan as told 
through the mouths of farm animals personified, enough was 
enough.

The next day, August 24th if you’re keeping track, I skipped 
my very first day of school, ever. I was terrified of what my 
mother would say, so I played it safe. I went to see a movie 
at a theater across town where I was certain I wouldn’t run 
into anyone I knew. I grabbed lunch at a Pho restaurant hid-
den down a sketchy, unremarkable alley in an area of the city I 
probably shouldn’t have been in. Then, I made sure I could get 
home and deleted the messages from the answering machine 
before my mom got home from work.

I felt like a rebel. The adrenaline gushing through my veins 
by the end of the day made it difficult to fall asleep. I was ner-
vous about the ramification of my actions, but when I woke the 
next morning to Mark Hoppus filling my eardrums with that 
familiar tune, it finally clicked: I could do anything I wanted.

Every day from then on, my adventures took me fur-
ther and further out of my comfort zone. I knew I couldn’t 
sit through the same lectures anymore so I stopped going to 
school. Mom was pissed when she found out and grounded me. 
Like that mattered. 

I only ever went back to school one more time. I arrived ear-
ly, well before first period, and found Candice standing by her 
open locker, organizing her books, or whatever. With a deep 
breath, I tapped her on the shoulder. When she turned to me, 
I took her face in my hands and planted the deepest, most pas-
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sionate kiss I could muster against her lips.
She didn’t like that. 
Apparently, when the only conversations you’ve ever had 

with someone take place in your head, the other person doesn’t 
take too kindly to a random mouthful of awkwardness forced 
upon them. 

Unfortunately, I didn’t get the hint right away. Following 
that unwanted advance, I continued to literally pour my heart 
out to her. I did everything short of serenading her with a sap-
py poem. 

Thankfully for me, our encounter didn’t go full Stacy Duval 
and only ended with mutual embarrassment. 

Huh, I guess this was kinda the day the girl of my dreams 
got away.

Okay, I know I’m running out of time but I need this to 
be said: that whole situation was fucked up. I was young and 
dumb and I didn’t realize how inappropriate my actions were. 
If Candace could remember this, I don’t know if I could ever say 
I’m sorry enough. But she doesn’t, so I’m telling you.

That actually doesn’t make me feel better. I still feel bad. 
Shit.

Well, you probably think I’m a horrible person. Hell, I think 
I actually agree with you. But I promise I’ve changed. Being 
stuck in a time prison has that effect on someone. Unfortu-
nately, if you haven’t picked up on the theme of this story yet, 
things got much, much worse before I managed to reach this 
level of enlightenment. 

I was a teenager who was angry at the world. It took my 
dad and I wanted revenge. When my anger was combined with 
this otherworldly power where I could easily stave off conse-
quences, I found myself on a very slippery slope sliding toward 
a darkness I never knew I had in me. 

In the beginning, I just cut class to go do whatever the hell 
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I wanted to do. I went to see movies until I’d seen everything 
playing in the theater. I’d go swimming in the lake and hang 
out on the beach. I’d catch up on all the books I’ve wanted to 
read. I’d even go into the city to catch a game or go to a muse-
um. It was all good fun. In fact, I kinda felt like I’d hit the teen-
ager jackpot. It was kinda like Ferris Bueller’s Day Off. Except I 
was alone on this journey. No Camerson. No Sloane. No 1961 
Ferrari 250 GT California Spyder to joyride in. Not even an Ed 
Rooney to try and outsmart along the way.

But as time went on, my days repeating, I started to grow 
bored. Here I was with this incredible power and I was wasting 
it on doing things I could do on any other day. My body and 
mind craved more. I needed to push my limits. I needed a shot 
of adrenaline.

It was probably right around August 24th part 365 that 
I decided to plunge into a world of crime. Nothing serious of 
course. But just the thought of doing something that I’d been 
told my whole life was wrong … well, it felt so right. 

I tossed on my black zip-up hoodie and branded my favor-
ite pair of Oakley shades and walked to the gas station a few 
blocks away from my house. As I roamed the short aisles of 
the convenience store, I did what I thought every professional 
criminal would do: I scoped out the locations of all the securi-
ty cameras, monitored the young man behind the register, and 
mentally roleplayed my escape route. 

I don’t know how much time I actually spent in the store. 
It was probably far less than what it felt like. But, after a few 
final deep breaths, I wrapped my sweating fingers around the 
top Whatchamacallit bar, stuffed it in my pocket and beelined 
it for the door. 

Yup, all that for a damn Whatchamacallit. It was literally 
surrounded by boxes of Snickers, Reeses, and M&Ms. But for 
whatever reason, my hand gravitated to that less-than-desir-
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able bar of peanut and caramel-flavored crisps drizzled with 
chocolate. Did I think I'd get in less trouble if I was caught steal-
ing the brand of candybar no one wanted? I don't have a ratio-
nal answer for this one. 

I wish my career of being a criminal mastermind ended 
there, but as I've mentioned, and clearly demonstrated, I was 
young and I was dumb. The following days and weeks led to 
more lucrative and high-risk jobs. Look at me, talking like a real 
crime lord. It didn’t matter what I stole, because it would just 
go back to where it was the next day, like it never happened. 
Because it actually never happened. 

I stole video games. Video game systems. Televisions. Com-
puters. I even managed to pick up a few techniques for swip-
ing cars after watching Gone in 60 Seconds a few times. I never 
found my Eleanor, but I did find an unlocked 1992 Pontiac Bon-
neville with the keys hidden above the driver side visor. And 
yeah, I took that baby for a ride. It was, well, effective for get-
ting from point A to point B, but little more. 

Every day I was looking for different and more challenging 
things to steal. The riskier, the better. The fact I could do these 
things and get away with it filled me with so much confidence. 
I felt like a new person. A better person. A version of myself 
that I never thought could exist.

But things took a really dark turn for me one afternoon 
when I was window shopping at a local pawn shop. Nestled be-
tween an antique rotary phone and a few signed baseball cards 
was an 1884 Smith & Wesson New Model No. 3 top-break, six-
shot single-action revolver with a shiny pearl grip. It looked 
like something a cowboy would use. But I had absolutely no 
intention of going to wrangle cattle.

It pains me to say this, but my mouth was literally salivat-
ing at the idea of taking that pistol, pointing it at someone, and 
pulling the trigger. This was the drug I needed to keep my high 
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going. 
I wanted to know what it felt like to take a life. They’ll be 

back tomorrow, I told myself. It’s not really murder if they don’t 
stay dead. I really hate where my head was back then. I imag-
ined myself becoming a vigilante. My little town’s version of 
Batman, I guess. 

Of course, if I’d actually read the comics, I’d know I was 
really on the road to becoming more of a Joker than anything 
else. 

In order to save whatever face I have left with you notetak-
er, I won’t go into the details about what happened next. But I 
know you’re wondering and yes, I borrowed my dad’s Sig Sauer 
and I did shoot someone. They died. They were back the next 
day. 

I don’t know if it was the volume of the blast that woke 
me up from whatever mania I’d put myself in, or if it was the 
knowledge that, regardless of what happened tomorrow, that 
person was no longer alive today. I didn’t like it. I still don’t like 
it. And I’ll never do it again.

But look, this is getting real dark and depressing real fast. 
I don’t want my last moments on this planet to be wasted on 
thinking about that. Let’s go back to talking about movies. I 
like movies. In another life, I think I would want to get into the 
film industry. A director or producer, perhaps. Anyway, this is 
where things start to turn around, I think. 

I can’t tell you how many movies I’ve watched over the 
course of the last eight years. All of them? No, probably not. 
Thousands of them? Without a doubt. I don’t remember ex-
actly when this was, but at some point I discovered the 1993 
comedy Groundhog Day. I remember my dad used to ask me all 
the time if I wanted to watch this several years ago—before the 
time loop, of course—but I remember it just looked so old and 
dated that I basically just called him a boomer and brushed her 
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off. 
Now, I wish I hadn’t.
If I had known there was a movie about a cynical weath-

erman who experienced the exact same thing I was going 
through, it would’ve been the very first thing I watched. In-
stead, I’d spent the last few years running around like an idiot 
because I had no idea what was going on. 

If you haven’t seen the movie, it’s basically about a guy who 
is stuck in a never ending cycle of living the same day over-
and-over again. Sound familiar? In order to break the cycle, he 
needed to give up his self-centric ways and use his knowledge 
of the day to help positively change the lives of those around 
him.

Once again, I felt like an idiot. Everything Bill Murray’s 
character does to escape makes so much more sense than what 
I was doing. 

I don’t really like to talk about this, but you should know I 
was kind of a dick to others in my teenage years. I really don’t 
know why. Popularity, perhaps? I hope not because if that was 
the case, it backfired terribly. I mean, I had friends, I had groups 
and teams I was a part of, but I feel like I had so many different 
interests that I was never around any one set of friends long 
enough to really feel like I fit in. So, as asinine as it sounds, I 
tried to make up for my shortcomings by being a complete ass-
hole to kids who never deserved it.

So, as soon as I had my groundhog epiphany, I forced my-
self to walk another path. It wasn't easy and some days were 
definitely harder than others, but I did my best to try and make 
amends to those I’ve wronged. 

Day after day I did everything I could think of to offer an 
appropriate I’m sorry. Nothing seemed to work. So, as I contin-
ued to wake up on August 24th, I decided to broaden the reach 
of my kindness. 
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I made food for the homeless. I volunteered at assisted liv-
ing centers. I rounded up stray animals and brought them to 
the shelter for adoption. I even went into the city to search for 
wanderers who appeared to have lost their way and simply of-
fered them an open ear to listen. 

No matter what I did, I still woke up every morning to a 
fresh new edition of August 24th.

I can hear the traffic below now, I need to cut this story 
short. Sorry. I’ll fast forward to a few days ago. 

After what felt like years trying to get myself out of this 
loop by changing who I was and spreading kindness to others, 
I found myself getting tired. I’m tired of seeing the same people 
doing the same thing every day. I’m tired of the same conversa-
tions. I’m tired of having to start over day, after day, after day.

I mean, as much as I wish this weren't true, there’s only so 
much good I can do in twenty-four hours.

For the past few weeks as I lie in bed at night, I thought 
about my wish, those damned few words I muttered to set this 
whole nightmare in motion: I wish I could live forever. 

With a twisted sense of understanding, I know my wish 
came true. I still don’t understand how it happened or why the 
well chose me, but what I do know is that without taking dras-
tic action, I could continue this loop for eternity. 

If I could send a message to Ponce de León, I would tell him 
he was a moron and should focus his energy on what he has, 
rather than what he could never acquire. Because I discovered 
that fucked up fountain of youth. I have been blessed by its 
waters. I am immortal. But was the price worth the cost? After 
eight years, I don’t think so.

Since this whole thing began, I’ve pushed the limits of my 
mind and body. I’ve loved. I’ve stolen. I’ve killed. I’ve been self-
ish and I’ve been selfless. None of this makes me happy any-
more. What good is acquiring wealth or healthy relationships 



21

if they don’t last? I think I’ve finally come to realize that life has 
value because it’s finite and we only get one.

And look, I know I’m still young in the grand scheme of 
things, but after spending nearly a decade stuck in this prison, 
I think I’ve come out the other side wiser than I went in. Eight 
years ago I feared mortality. Now I miss it. And that, my friend, 
is how I got here.

I’ve tried everything else I could think of to break the cycle. 
If we had more time, I could tell you all about it. I think you’d 
find some of it really funny. Other stuff, not so much. This 
whole thing has been a wild rollercoaster of a ride and, well, 
I need this ride to come to an end. So, I guess, the only thing I 
have left to try is to undo my wish for immortality by finally 
embracing the fragility of human life.

Before I go, do you want to know the worst part about this 
whole thing? For me, I lost my dad eight years ago. That tear in 
my heart? Yeah, that’s been fixed for a while now. I miss him 
but I’ve moved on. But my mom? It doesn’t matter how many 
times I’ve re-lived this day, how many years have passed. She 
lost her husband nine days ago. That tear is still fresh. It’s still 
bleeding. And now she’s going to lose her only son.

I know my actions today are selfish and it’s a really shitty 
thing to do to my mom. Knowing how much pain I’m about 
to cause her is the only thing that’s kept me from doing this 
sooner. I really wish there was another way but if I wake up 
tomorrow morning, I don’t know what the hell I’m going to do. 
I can’t carry on like this anymore.

Okay, well, I can hear people screaming in the streets. They 
must see me coming. It’s time to go. Thanks for listening note-
taker. Please tell mom this is not her fault.


