










“I’m being serious!”

Josiah says, frustrated. “You’ve

seen Groundhog Day, right? It’s

just like that. I’ve lived April 19

again for about eleven times now,

I think. Only I can tell it’s a loop,

though, ‘cause I remember

everything. And you don’t. So

essentially it’s just me stuck in this

loop.”

“Dude, you’re freaking

me out. You sure no one spiked

that drink?”

“I filled this myself,”

Josiah tells him, dodging when

Tristan tries to swipe the drink

away from him. “Come on, believe

me. I called you this time ‘cause I

ran out of options.”

Tristan scoffs,

opening the car door. “Okay,

whatever. Let’s go eat

somewhere.”

“You don’t believe

me,” Josiah sighs. Tristan doesn’t

say anything as he takes the

driver’s seat and gives him an

expectant look. He gets in.
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If else

Violating the eyes-on-the-road
rule for a sec, Tristan whips his head towards

him. Josiah leans further back in his seat.
“Yeah, I’m not supposed to know

that now.”
“Okay, who told you?”
“No one, ‘cause later in the day

you’ll both drop by to give us stuff. And then
you’ll stay for a while for dinner,” Josiah goes
on and on, ignoring the mild horror on
Tristan’s face. “And then, you’ll give me a

mixtape. Then you’ll go home, then I’ll try to
go to sleep, then as soon as twelve midnight
hits I check the time and it’s still April 19.”

“The mixtape,” Tristan repeats,
voice hollowed out in shock. It’s Josiah’s turn
this time to give him an expectant and rather
smug look, but he only looks straight ahead,

trying to arrange his thoughts through the
empty road.

He swallows. “What were the
songs, then?”

“I don’t know. I was going to get

my CD player fixed after my flight, right? And
you told me to find out for myself.”

Tristan immediately pulls up to
the side of the road again, then deflates in

front of the steering wheel. He can hear Josiah
trying to stifle his laughter, despite being too

ashamed to look at him.
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He finds it crazy, almost, that

Josiah has been practically alone for the past

eleven days, around over two hundred hours

— and yet he still seems unfazed. Guilt tugs

at the back of Tristan's mind.

“... Hey.”

Josiah spins to face him,

although overdoing it a little bit. “What?”

“Does it ever hurt you?” the

words fall out before he knows it. “That I

don’t remember? All the other rounds?”

To Tristan’s surprise, he shakes

his head almost immediately. “Nah.”

“Huh?”

“I already accepted that you

weren’t going to remember,” he says so

nonchalantly. “My parents too. And Saira. And

anyone else I embarrassed myself in front of.”

Tristan blinks, then gazes back

to his closet. “Okay, but… regardless if you

accepted or not, you’d still feel hurt, wouldn’t

you?”

“Why are you worrying about

that?” Josiah laughs. “I’ll be fine, I’ll fix this

loop soon enough. What matters is that I’ll

create a satisfactory round, which will be the

only thing you’ll remember. And I don’t mind

that.”
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