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Chaos. 
I’ll be honest, it’s surrounded me for pretty much all of my life. And I don’t mean in a normal, “That’s life. It happens!” sort of way. No, it seems like every time I walk into a room, things just sort of blow up. Sometimes literally, like the vase at my cousin’s house. 
What happened there was that I was ten, I’d walked over to visit my cousin Ambrose. His mother had just gotten this expensive new vase (or old vase; I recall the words “Ming Dynasty” being a part of her post-breakage tirade). I hadn’t even touched the thing. All I did was look at it. I even thought it was pretty. And it fell over, shattering into too many pieces to really count. My aunt got...let’s say “upset”, accused me of tipping it over, threw me out of her house… She cooled down a bit when my parents explained that I meant no harm and was simply uncoordinated. 
But here’s the thing: I didn’t even trip over my own feet (that time). I admit, there had been several other instances where things broke around me because of my being a massive klutz. But that was the first time I could think of it happening without my laying a finger on anything. 
Everyone had thought I’d grow out of it by the time I hit puberty. 
I did not. 
If anything, it got worse. I had gone to a few high school dances, and each time, something would go wrong. At the spring formal during junior year, the DJ’s setup broke down as I approached to request a favorite song. Homecoming in my senior year? A pipe burst right underneath the gym and we all had to leave early. Senior prom? The disco ball fell to the floor, shattered just like my aunt’s expensive vase, some of the shrapnel hit a few classmates and sent them to the hospital…
College wasn’t much more fortunate. I was studying to be a teacher. During a student teaching gig, that class of seventh graders descended into a zoo seconds after I walked in. Their normal teacher mentioned that they were never even like this with substitutes. This was a first. 
As it turned out, that was not an isolated incident. Any attempt to teach would lead to this, no matter how old. You would think that the adult education classes would be more mature...but then there was Gary, throwing a desk at the biggest guy in the room. At that point, I was less shocked at the fact that the desk was thrown than I was at who threw it. Gary was not a large man by any stretch of the imagination. I couldn’t even bring myself to call him out on his behavior because I was too impressed and surprised. Less surprising was that I didn’t manage to become a teacher. It wasn’t working out at all. 
As it turned out, every attempt at finding employment tended to fall through. Sometimes my applications would be outright ignored. Others, I would actually reach the interview stage, only for that to go horribly wrong as well. The worst of those was when the hiring manager outright died of a heart attack. In that moment, I lost all track of the important stuff, like how to contact emergency services, how to form the words to describe what had happened… I had eventually just stumbled out of that office to find his secretary and had muttered something about calling a hospital. It had taken her a few tries to catch onto what I had said, exactly. When the paramedics arrived, I was asked a few questions. I mentioned that he’d just sort of dropped dead after clutching his chest. Still got a few questions from the police, but there were no charges.  
It had taken several years for me to finally get a yes from an employer. It was a seasonal job, with an inconsistent schedule. Most of those employed there were teenagers, and they were somehow given more authority than I was despite my being twice their age in some cases. Sometimes I would get lucky and my name would be spelled correctly on the schedule (“Aeron”). Other times, it would read “Aaron”, or “Ann”. Ah, the joy of having a proud Welsh heritage…
For a while, I was able to laugh off my multitude of misfortunes. It was either that or let it drag me into the depths of despair. 
As it turned out, I could only hold off the depths for so long. The first attempt came shortly after my thirty-third birthday. I wasn’t sure if it was fate or incompetence that made the rope snap, but it failed and I lived to bring disaster to another day. The second attempt also fell through. I won’t go into detail, but I eventually gave up on that goal. If it was going to keep failing on me, I might as well keep going. 
There was something that was bugging me, as well. I brought chaos and disaster with me wherever I went, tainting my every endeavor with it. 
It almost seemed supernatural. 
Was there some supernatural explanation for my shitty luck? Some might call that a bit far-fetched. Claim that I had an overactive imagination. But how else might one explain that hiring manager’s heart attack or my aunt’s vase? The many misspellings of my name could be chalked up to normal human forgetfulness, so that wasn’t really much of a concern for me. But the stuff that transpired anytime I tried to teach was certainly head-scratching.  
The first attempt to do some research into what might be wrong with me had fallen through thanks to technical issues. The web browser I was using came up with a virus-infected pop-up. The second try, I’d managed to bring up a search engine...but then had no idea just how to word my questions. Seriously, where would I even begin to ask about the luck?  Most people would claim that “You make your own luck”. If that were true, I would have liked to think I could do a little bit better than I had been.  
So I ultimately stepped away from the research attempts. Something might come to me eventually, but I had a shift at work in about ten minutes and much as I hated to go, it was still a bit of pocket money. Ensuring that I had everything I needed to dealt with (hair tied back, cap, shoes, bag), I made my way out the door. 
The walk to the ice cream shop  wasn’t overly long, and had gone without incident this time. A week before, a pileup a lane over from me happened, and it was a nasty one. Glass and twisted metal everywhere.  The driver hadn’t made it. I had considered calling in that shift, but...well, money. It wasn’t something I was proud of, but I’d likely only be granted the night off if the person that died were a relative. They weren’t. 
This time around, no wrecks. Not even another vehicle, period. I could deal with that. And as much as I hated my job, the people were at least halfway decent, despite the constant confusion on my name. 
Arriving at the small shop, I walked into the employee entrance and clocked in. 
“Hey, A-Rod, how’ve you been?” I heard a coworker ask. 
I waved to the girl in question, walking to the sink. “Eh, y’know. Same ol’, same ol’.” 
I didn’t elaborate. Nor did I ask her about calling me “A-Rod”, because that could have been a mistake or a nickname, and it was better than “A-Hole”. I preferred to think of it as a nickname. 
There were three people working the front window tonight, and I was not one of them. The boss was out for the evening, so I didn’t have to worry about messing up in front of her. Just do my job, clock out, and collect another shift’s paycheck. Dishes first, then the stuff outside. 
While I sort of hated the outside stuff, there was a plus to it: dogs. People tended to bring their dogs for ice cream, and those dogs were always a joy to see. Plus, they tended to be friendly (or at least non-aggressive). If I could figure out how to do it without causing problems everywhere I went, I’d see about becoming a dog trainer. Dogs tended to like me, and all. 
But then I would think about the attempts at teaching humans. Humans were slightly less likely to bite than dogs under normal circumstances, but under Aeron Circumstances, all bets were off. 
The outdoor tasks weren’t overly complicated: pick up trash from the ground, clean the tables, deal with the trash cans, and clean sprinkles and ice cream spills from the cement. Sometimes I’d find random coins that people had dropped and collect those for myself, and sometimes I would find myself wondering if someone had packed a sundae with C4. Given the sprinkles, peanut butter flavoring, and vanilla ice cream littering the ground around one table, it seemed more like the latter that night. 
With a sigh, I kept that table in mind. I would definitely have to get to it when I reached the point of cement cleaning. No, my first outdoor task was the trash collection from the grounds, using a small bucket to put the refuse in. Most customers would either keep chatting with one another or offer me a friendly wave. 
But that night was different. One older lady had waved, yes. But she waved me over to her, holding her empty sundae cup. She had That sort of look to her: the look of a stereotypical, “I demand to speak to your manager” Karen, complete with the short blonde haircut and harsh blue eyes. Against my better judgement, I walked over, watching as she dropped it in the bucket. As I turned to walk away, I felt a hand grab my wrist. I glanced behind me, seeing the older lady glare at me. I was at an absolute loss for words, finding myself stammering in response. 
“I know what you are,” she rasped at me. 
“Um…?” 
Assaulting a patron would, of course, be the absolute worst way to respond to this. It might have been self-defense, but something made me think this lady might decide to play the victim if I did. 
“Ma’am, could you please let go of my arm?” I’d finally managed to ask. 
“No, Chaos Demon,” she replied, her gaze hard. 
.I have been called many things in my thirty-five years (barring the misspellings of my birth name, “odd duck”, “weirdo”, “klutz”, and “disaster” being popular), but “Chaos Demon” was new. I might have been impressed if it weren’t for her actions prior to that.
“...Lady, please, I’m just trying to do my job,” I groaned. 
She stood up, continuing to glare at me as her eyes took on a solid white glow. I stepped back, glancing around. Was anyone else seeing this? Nobody else seemed to be reacting. It was like time had frozen and we were the only two unaffected. 
“And I would like to do mine, Chaos. You’re coming with me.” 
I backed away, jumping behind a trash can. I had no fighting skills of which to speak, and here this lady was coming toward me with freaking glowing eyes. 
“I don’t even know who you are!” I screamed back, hearing something shatter. 
Not only that, but it seemed like my voice had taken on a different tone. It had never reverberated quite like that before. My attacker had been knocked back, and I could see glowing black cracks in the air. 
My breath caught. What the hell had just happened? Were those cracks just a hallucination, or were they actually there? I reached a shaking hand toward the one that seemed closest, and saw a shard of...I couldn’t be quite sure what it was. It wasn’t quite glass, but it wasn’t quite intangible, either. A shard of reality, I would say? 
Looking through the hole left by this, I could see a kitchen. The smell of freshly made meatballs  wafted out, and I had to admit, it was making me hungry. There was a figure in that kitchen, who I could only see from the back. Her hair was pink, and she was humming. 
“...Um, hey,” I started, wondering if she would be similarly aware of my presence or if I was having a mental breakdown. 
She jumped, turning to face me, and I let out a shocked squeak. 
Her face was identical to mine, right down to the little mole below the right eye. 
“Oh, hey there!” she greeted, though I could see her nose scrunch in confusion. 
“Yeah, I’m just as lost as you right now,” I told her, trying to think of what to ask her next. 
There was an awkward silence between us, before she spoke up. “...Would you like a meatball sub?” 
“That...that would be great, thanks. So, what’s your name, out of curiosity?” 
“Aeron. Yourself?” 
“...Yes,” was my reply. 
“Your name is ‘Yes’?” she asked. 
“N-no, it’s also Aeron. If you don’t mind my asking, what do you do for a living?” 
She was working on making one of the subs in question. “I started up my own bakery, and business has been pretty great. Not to brag.” 
I stared at Other-Me. There was a happy, successful version of me out there? What the hell had happened in Regular-Me’s timeline? How could I get Other-Me’s life and change the path that I was on? 
I didn’t get to think about this for too long, as a beam of white light hit me in the leg, burning through the denim of my pant leg. With a shriek, I looked to see that lady coming at me again. Looking around, I tried to find a way out and opted to leap into this other universe I’d managed to open up. Hopefully that would dissuade her from following and buy me a little safety. 
As I jumped into the hole, though, I noticed a swirling patch of red appearing right in front of me. Given that I was mid-jump, I wasn’t able to correct my course, and I didn’t want to go back to where I was being attacked, either. And so into this vortex I went, unsure where I would end up. 
My landing was rough, and I was sure it knocked my vision out of sorts, because my surroundings were pitch black. Weirdly, I could see my hand in front of my face, but I saw no doors or walls. Or even an outside. I assumed there was a floor, as the surface I’d landed on was solid like one. Shaking, I stood up, looking around for any indication that I wasn’t entirely alone. 
“...Hello?” I called. 
No answer for a few moments. And then I heard another voice. 
“Hey, Chaos,” they said. 
The voice sounded male. And unlike that lady at work, he sounded calm, gentle...almost friendly. 
I looked around for who had said that, my gaze eventually settling upon a tall figure. I couldn’t tell exactly what he wore, but it was mostly black (and blended into our surroundings). I did, however, see a couple of blue and purple stripes at his torso and legs. His hair, however, was very visible: it was white and so long I couldn’t find the end of it as it trailed behind him. His eyes were a solid red, and for some reason, he had a white monkey-like tail with way too many piercings. Come to think of it, his face also had an obscene amount of piercings. 
“...Why does everyone keep calling me that, and who or what are you?” I asked him. 
“I’m Death,” he replied, “and we’ve got a few things to discuss, Chaos. Or would you prefer I call you ‘Aeron’?”
My eyes felt like they were about to pop out of my head. This guy was Death? 
That crazy lady at work had actually killed me?! 
And he knew my name, to boot? 
“Now, I know what you’re thinking,” he said. “And no, you’re not dead. I’m not here to take you to your Afterlife just yet. Not for a good number of years yet. See, aside from escorting souls to their final destinations, I’m also in charge of keeping order in the Multiverse.” 
I sat down. This was a lot to take in already. Death wanted to talk to me for some reason and the Multiverse was real and not just a theory or something in the comics. And for some reason, both he and that crazy lady at work called me “Chaos”. 
“I-I see…” I replied. 
That may have been a half-truth. 
He sat down in front of me, cross-legged, and I noticed the monkey-like feet as well. 
“So, go ahead,” he said. “Ask me anything that’s on your mind.” 
“...Why do you have a tail and monkey feet?” was the first thing I blurted out. “And what’s with all the piercings and hot damn, that’s a lot of hair…” 
He sighed. “The monkey traits, I was born with, the piercings are a personal preference, and the hair is its own thing. Any questions not about my appearance?” 
I nodded. “Right, right. So...why did you and that crazy lady call me ‘Chaos’? I mean, I know things like to go wrong around me with little to no provocation, but…” 
He stretched a little. “There we go, now we’re getting to the important stuff. Alright, so in every universe, there are a few constants: Death, Order, and Chaos. Each one is vital in keeping things balanced. Too much Order, and things get stagnant. Too much Chaos, and it’s hard for anything to function. And if creatures don’t die, things get thrown horribly out of whack. Death’s tenure lasts until their avatar can get a replacement and feels like retiring. I don’t see that happening with me anytime soon, though. As for Order and Chaos, their new avatars are born every couple generations. 
“Said avatars are born with latent powers. Sometimes, they latch onto those powers and learn to control them. Ever see a country run successfully? That happens when Order figures out their powers and masters the usage of them. And stuff they’d call a miracle, like someone that’s been told they’d never walk again taking their first steps in spite of everything else? That’s Chaos figuring out their abilities for the best. So, to sum it up: Order is when stuff functions as it should, Chaos at their best is unexpectedly good things happening. With me so far, Aeron?” 
I nodded. 
“But when they don’t have control...World War II. Enough said.” 
I shuddered at that mention, imagining all too well what the lack of control with Order meant in that case. 
“Order and Chaos can sometimes identify one another on sight. Order’s usually better at it,” he continued. 
“So that crazy lady at work...Order?” I asked. 
“Now you’re catching on. So you’re supposed to be able to coexist. To balance each other out. But I saw the way she attacked you. She may have figured out that she had powers, but hasn’t gained that all-important control.” 
Things were making sense now. Somewhat. 
“But how in the hell would I even begin to control those abilities? I mean, have you seen how much goes wrong around me?” 
He chuckled a bit. “Oh, I’ve seen it. Trust me I’ve seen it. The whole mishap with teaching an adult education class was classic.” 
Well, if he hoped to help me feel better, he’d just failed miserably. 
“...Is it possible to stop my powers?” I asked. 
He winced. “Eh...that, I’m not sure on. Chaos can’t be truly stopped. It can be controlled to some extent, sure, but if you try to ignore that part of you entirely, it will eat at you.” 
A groan. “Am I the only me out there with this ability? What are other versions of me like out in the Multiverse? I mean, that one I saw seemed pretty satisfied with her life…” 
He rubbed his arm. “You’re the variant that’s meant to be an avatar of Chaos, Aeron of Reality #1988. I can’t allow you to hop into a different Aeron’s reality and take over.” 
“Who said anything about taking over?” 
“There’s a timeline where that happened...or rather, there was.” 
“Was?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. 
“Aeron of Reality #1993 was also a lot like you: avatar of Chaos, depressed and dissatisfied with her lot in life, tried to end her life, failed, managed to jump into Reality #543...have you ever seen a timeline implode?” 
I had no idea that other timelines existed before literally that day, so I just shook my head innocently. 
“It provided a major headache for me, both physically and figuratively. Please don’t try to overtake someone else’s timeline.” 
I did have to wonder if my own attempt to do so might end differently. After all, if there was a variant of me that failed at that, maybe I might be the version that succeeded? And moreover, would I be the only one getting such a lecture over this whole thing? 
“Order still out there, being a complete psycho?” 
Death tapped his chin, before snapping his fingers. A silver screen appeared in the darkness surrounding us, and on that screen appeared Order. She was searching the area for me, screaming at the kid in charge that night about “that very rude busgirl that slapped me in the face”. There was a handprint on her face, about the same size as one of her own hands. 
“...Are you going to give her the whole thing about learning to control herself as well?” I asked. 
He nodded. “Oh, yeah, without a doubt. It’s just a matter of how to approach her. On the one hand, she does need to learn to coexist with you. On the other, if I bring you with me, she’ll probably attack on sight and refuse to listen.” 
“So...where would I end up going if I’m not with you?” I asked. 
He shrugged. “I could drop you off at home. Or swap you for her so you can finish your shift.” 
Heading home was certainly tempting. But people would ask questions if I didn’t get back to work. 
“How much time would’ve passed?” 
“None,” he told me. “Time in my realm works way differently than your world’s, so you wouldn’t have been gone for a second.” 
“Then back to my shift it is.” 
“Alright. I’ll touch base with you after I speak with her, alright?” 
“Sounds good.” 
Another red portal, this one opening just next to Order. As I hopped out, she recognized me. And didn’t get any further than a “YOU!” before being pulled through it herself by Death. I blinked as the portal vanished, returning to my work. Or really, trying to return to my work. It took several moments for my eyes to readjust to normal light. 
That conversation had given me quite a bit to think about. How would I go about controlling my abilities? And what’s more, what were my exact abilities? I knew that I could cause disasters without really thinking about it, but what would happen if I put some thought into that? 
The closest thing I could think of to “intentional” was when I knocked Order back in that scuffle. Though it did have an unintended side effect. I wondered if another shout would cause another break in reality and enable me to just check out another universe. Not to take it over, just...just check it out. See what it was like. 
Last time, it was triggered by high emotion. My shouting at an assailant. I would have to get myself worked up over something to cause another break. I closed my eyes, thinking. I thought of my history, of how my latent abilities had caused problems and made my life more complicated than it needed to be…
I thought of how people tended to act like it was all in my head, how they invalidated all of my concerns. I thought of how there felt like absolutely no hope for my future and how badly I needed that to change. 
A loud crack sounded around me, and I was surrounded by a shattered reality once more. This time, I pushed a shard with purpose. And this time, I was faced with a large city. I stepped onto the sidewalk, starting to walk along. 
I just wanted to explore. That was all I intended to do: explore. See what other universes had to offer. Maybe take over—NO. No, Death had said that it wouldn’t be a good idea. But what if I ran into a version of me that was unhappy here and wanted a change? Like one that was desperate enough to want my job and would do a better job of it than my abilities could allow? 
Death said nothing about an exchange, after all…
As I walked through the streets, I came across an art studio. Curious, I decided to poke around. Something inside of me said that it might be a good idea. On the walls were various paintings, all of which were done in vibrant colors, and their price tags were a bit out of my budget. But what caught my attention was the name…
“A. Miller”. 
My last name was also Miller. But that was a common enough last name. I did wonder what the A stood for…
And then I saw her...or rather, Another Me. She faced me with heavy bags under her eyes, paint splatters on her clothes. 
“Another customer?” she asked. “...Who looks weirdly like me?” 
I blinked. “No. Just looking,” I said. “Um, how much have you slept recently?” 
She grinned. “Not much at all. Been getting so much done, I haven’t had time to sleep! Got commissioned for, like, five paintings with a deadline of next week. Pleased to say that I’m way ahead of schedule.” 
Well, that felt like a punch to the gut. I know I’m not supposed to compare myself to others...but I’d seen two other realities so far, and felt inferior to two different versions of myself. 
“...How do you do it?” I asked. “Like, how are you so damn successful?” 
Other Me shrugged. “I’ve never really thought of it before. But I’ve had a great support system going for me. That system’s been there for me when I felt down about myself, encouraged me to really get my stuff out there, and eventually people just sort of latched on.” 
A support system. I had to admit, I didn’t really have one of those. I’d been afraid to let people get close because of my disastrous tendencies. Would I even be able to find anyone like that upon going back to my world, though? 
I just nodded, thanking Other Me for the answer and walking out. Of course, I had no idea how to get back to my world. I eventually found the spot where I’d entered this one, but could no longer see my own reality through the hole. 
Damn self-healing reality…
I focused once again on shattering it. And once again, a loud crash, glowing black cracks...I pushed against a few of the shards this time, trying to find any sort of familiar surroundings. Two of the locations I happened to notice were my workplace, and that pitch black void where I met Death. I could even see Death (and Order) in that void. Not wanting to deal with an awkward confrontation with either of them, I started creeping toward my own reality…
“Aeron, what the hell did I say earlier?” I heard Death sigh. 
Turning around, I looked at him. “I wasn’t trying to take over! I just wanted to explore another world, find out what’s missing in mine...how’s it been going with Order?” 
Order glanced at me, her arms crossed. “Chaos, get in here, please,” she said. 
I wasn’t sure if I should. On the one hand, this woman had attacked me. On the other, this was the first time I’d heard a “please” from her. So I looked at Death to see if he had an opinion on the matter. 
“You should get in here too,” he told me. “I’ve gotten her to calm down.” 
Hesitantly, I stepped into his realm, sitting down. 
“So...what’s your deal?” I asked her. 
Order sighed, drumming her fingers on the floor beside her. “I’ve been having a rough time of things lately. Husband left me for another woman, I keep getting passed over for promotions at work...and then I just had a breakdown because nothing was making sense anymore. That was when my own powers awakened. I’m sorry for being such a...well, I’m sorry for being so unpleasant.” 
Well, that was not something I expected. “Th-thank you…” I replied. “I’ve been going through it, myself.” 
I told her about my own troubles. All of them. In return, she gave a bit more detail on her own breakdown. 
“What would you want to do with your life, Chaos? Or...what was your human name again?” 
“Aeron.” 
“Aeron. Got it.” 
I thought about that. “I was thinking I might like to go into business for myself one of these days, as a dog trainer or something. But given how badly any other attempts at things had gone, and my own lack of business experience in general, I wouldn’t know where to start, let alone if I’d even be any good at it…” 
“I have an MBA. I can help you keep everything in line, if you’d allow,” she said. 
I thought about it. Those Other Mes had both had their own successful businesses. I knew that one had mentioned having a support system, and I could assume that the other had a solid one as well. I bit my lip, considering the offer. 
“Death...do you think this would be a good direction for me?” I asked him. 
He smiled. “I can’t tell you for sure which way to go...but what have you got to lose, really?” 
And so, that was the path I chose. Order (whose real name, I had learned, was Denise) had helped me get my certification for dog training. I would still run into issues every so often with my powers, but I’d been working on getting them under my control. Unexpectedly positive things started happening for those around me, like a down-on-his luck neighbor winning the lotto, and a nearby hospital having one day where absolutely nobody coded. Denise and I, despite our initial meeting, had become good friends. She then introduced me to her friends, as well as her friends’ dogs, giving me some extra practice for the certificate. They all encouraged me even when I started to doubt my abilities to earn that certificate. My doubts turned out to be unfounded overall. I’d been able to quit my job, with a brighter future than I’d ever expected ahead of me. 
After I’d gotten certified, we opened our dog training business together. 
Both of us had wanted a change for the better and gotten it. With us working together, our abilities complemented each other as opposed to clashing. 
And according to Death, the world was better for it. 
END

