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The Desert Cubes 
by Adam Lyon 
 
In ancient Anasazi lore, it is said that a desert exists solely to contain the oasis within. The oasis 
can grow and thrive, becoming a beacon in the wasteland, but it can never escape the harsh 
grip of the desert that surrounds it. 
 
Las Vegas is an oasis like no other, sitting on the far east side of the Mojave Desert. The 
Mojave is extreme and unforgiving, with scorching temperatures in the summer that plummet to 
well below freezing in the winter. Wildlife is scarce, rain even more so. Many would say it’s a 
miracle that Las Vegas has flourished, given its sketchy history and oppressive climate. 
 
But the truth is that it was no divine miracle; it was the cubes. 
 
-- 
 
Thursday, March 18, 1982 
 
The business was really starting to take off. Greg and Susan’s modest research into the 
coexistence of the desert’s native plants and animals in such a harsh environment had 
unexpectedly launching them as the frontrunners of a burgeoning industry. As Greg walked into 
the office of Sustainable Landscapes, Inc., Cheryl slid a few notes and the day’s mail across the 
desk: a check from the Mariana, a trade rag and a letter. Greg tossed the magazine on the table 
and sat down on the lobby sofa. He started with the notes, in impeccable cursive: a meeting 
scheduled with the MGM Grand folks next week, their irrigation system vendor had some new 
products to show them, and “Your father dropped this off” taped to the letter from none other 
than Grandpa George. 
 
It had been years since Greg had seen Grandpa George, with the occasional letters being the 
only direct way of tracking him. George started traveling the world merely as a tourist, in a time 
where it was both glamorous and impractical, but he transformed, seemingly overnight (so the 
story goes), into an importer of exotic goods. He opened Desert Curios in 1942 and kept it filled 
with the odd artifacts and one of a kind treasures he found in all corners of the globe. 
 
As he developed a network of associates, primarily in the Middle East, the artifacts really began 
to stream in. George was forced to migrate Desert Curios to a much larger location in East Las 
Vegas, even as the cavernous warehouse back in Henderson practically overflowed. All of the 
Las Vegas operations were known to compete over the newest imports to showcase in their 
casinos, trying to attract more visitors than their rivals. Greg’s father Jim eventually took over 
the day to day operations as George spent more and more time overseas, until one day in 1977, 
shortly after Grandma Sarah died, he announced he’d be traveling indefinitely. 
 
The unopened envelope was addressed to Greg, care of Desert Curios. There were a myriad of 
stamps and postmarks, but he was pretty sure it came from Egypt. Greg opened it carefully and 
read the letter inside: 
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There is a crate bearing your name in my office at the warehouse. I’ve come back to it time and 
time again over the years, but still haven’t teased out the secret. I know that it’s special, but not 
why. Figure out the why. Unfortunately, you’ll have to start at square one. 
 
Exceedingly short, especially for Grandpa George, and tantalizingly vague. Greg verified with 
Cheryl that there wasn’t anything urgent that Susan couldn’t handle, then headed out to 
Henderson. 
 
Meat was coordinating the unloading of a box truck into one of the warehouse bays, and gave 
Greg a quick acknowledging wave as he pulled up, keeping his eyes on the deliverymen. Meat 
had worked at the warehouse for as long as Greg could remember, and his nickname was 
certainly apt; he was well over six feet tall and built like a linebacker. Greg secretly believed that 
Grandpa George hired him so he didn’t have to pay both a warehouse manager and a security 
guard, but it was a tactic he couldn’t argue with. 
 
Greg made his way into the dark warehouse, crates and boxes towering above his head on 
huge shelves. Meat inherited many of George’s habits, including keeping all non-essential lights 
off unless absolutely necessary. The crowded warehouse may have been bathed in shadow, 
but the pathways were clear and well lit with strategically placed lights. George’s “office” was 
half of a shipping container crammed into back corner, and the roof doubled as extra storage 
space. Greg found the switch and flipped on the lights. For as packed as the rest of the 
warehouse was, the office was relatively sparse: a table along one wall lined with chairs, a 
quartet of full height filing cabinets, an enormous world map opposite the table, and a few neat 
stacks of boxes, crates and briefcases. He was quite familiar with the warehouse, but had only 
been in the office a handful of times over the years; after all, it was the only boring area in the 
entire building. 
 
True to the letter, there was a waist-high crate with Greg’s name stenciled on the side in black 
paint, conveniently already on a wheeled platform. He carefully transferred the briefcase on top 
of the wooden box onto another stack, removed the top panel and peered inside excitedly. 
Among the remnants of wood wool scattered across its floor, there were two identical cubes, 
roughly 2 feet to a side, completely black and non-reflective, as if they were somehow absorbing 
light. 
 
Greg tentatively reached in and lightly ran his fingers over the left cube. It was completely 
smooth, with no markings or imperfections that he could discern. He tapped a knuckle on it -- 
solid. He rocked it gently to try to gauge its weight, then bent over and picked it up. It was 
surprisingly light, 20 pounds or so, he estimated. He carried it to the table and gingerly set it 
down to examine it closer. So smooth, so black, so special. What secret could be locked inside, 
elusive even to Grandpa George, he wondered. He could picture George examining the same 
cube on the same table, as doubtlessly happened many times before, based on the letter. 
 
The door motor loudly sprang to life and lowered the open door at the front of the warehouse, 
snapping Greg out of his concentration with a jump. He could hear Meat making his way back 
toward the office, and without consciously realizing it, he rushed the cube back into the crate 
and replaced the lid. 
 
Meat stepped into the office and made small talk for a bit. Greg indulged him politely, but his 
mind remained with the cubes. Eventually the conversation made its way to the crate Greg was 
guarding. He pulled the envelope from his coat pocket and waved it briefly toward his name on 
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the box as he vaguely explained that George wanted him to have it. Meat chuckled softly and 
asked if he needed any help loading it. Greg didn’t. 
 
-- 
 
Greg shut the conference room door behind him, peered out the window suspiciously, then 
closed all the blinds. Susan’s eyes jumped between George’s letter and Greg as he removed 
the cubes from the crate and placed them on the table in the conference room. The last time her 
husband had been this excited, they had just convinced Caesar’s Palace to let them completely 
redesign their Strip-side landscaping, proving to themselves that they really could pull this 
business off. That deal led to a cascade of business from most of the other big resorts; she had 
no idea what these cubes would lead to, but Greg’s excitement certainly was infectious. 
 
They intensely examined the cubes, peeking around each identical side and marveling at the 
simple beauty. They caressed the cubes in reverent silence, tracing the edges with their 
fingertips, feeling the smooth -- too smooth -- surface beneath their palms. Susan sat down in a 
chair and stared at the cube in front of her. Convinced they weren’t going to shatter under their 
touch, Greg began shaking his cube gently before finally turning it onto its side to examine the 
bottom face -- same as the other five. 
 
Greg sat in the chair across from Susan and looked at her, resisting the rising urge beckoning 
his eyes back to cubes. She responded with a small shrug, which was all that needed to be said 
at that point. They could hear Cheryl out in the lobby talking with someone, but that seemed 
miles from the conference room, even though it was no more than 25 feet away. Greg reached 
back across the table and rocked his cube back upright. They had no idea how a perfect cube 
with six identical sides could have an “up” side, but they both knew that it was correct. 
 
Greg realized there was now a third voice in the lobby, and decided to investigate. He opened 
the conference room door as narrowly as he could and slipped out, closing the door quietly 
behind him, simultaneously hearing the office’s front door closing, taking the voices with them. 
Greg strode around the corner and spied Cheryl rummaging through her purse, getting ready to 
leave for the day. 
 
Before Greg could say anything, Cheryl looked up and said, “That was the weirdest thing just 
now! A guy came in and wanted to know what we did here, looking around all curious. But not 
like he was trying to case the joint, ya know. Then another guy wandered over from the bus stop 
and asked the same question! And just like that,” she snapped her fingers, “like someone 
flipped a switch, they looked, I don’t know... kinda embarrassed all of a sudden, but kinda 
satisfied too, and they left.” 
 
Greg peered through the glass door and saw a man in wearing a dark green jacket approaching 
the bus stop just up the block. There was a couple already sitting on the bench, and Mr. Green 
Jacket stood a respectful distance away rather than squeeze next to them. 
 
“Anyway,” Cheryl continued, “they weren’t customer material, just regular Joes as far as I can 
tell.” 
 
“Maybe they liked the landscaping,” Greg said with a wry smile. Cheryl giggled and made her 
way to the front door. “We’ll lock up. See you in the morning, Cher.” She flipped the small OPEN 
card to CLOSED and gave Greg a little wave over her shoulder as the door swung shut behind 
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her. He returned the wave to the back of her head and turned the lock. 
 
Greg walked back to the office, already feeling a little funny about how secretive they were 
being. He opened the door to find that Susan had opened the blinds; she apparently had the 
same thought. She looked at him with a mysterious grin. “Let’s take them out back. I want to see 
them in the sunlight before it starts fading.” Greg shrugged and picked up a cube. Any idea was 
better than his lack of one, he supposed. 
 
They carried the cubes out the back door and in between the neat rows of bushes to the old 
picnic table in the middle of the garden. There was a chill in the air, but there was no wind and 
the sun warmed their faces. They placed the cubes on the table, and Greg swiveled his head 
around, verifying nobody was back here. He then looked to Susan, who was biting her lip 
through a grin. She raised her eyebrows and darted her eyes between the cubes and his face a 
few times. Any other time, Greg would have thought she was being frisky, but he glanced down 
and had to do a double take. 
 
It was subtle, but those featureless cubes weren’t so featureless after all! Greg bent over and 
looked at his cube from an angle, and Susan’s grin spread to his face too. The sunlight was 
revealing a pattern -- a perfect four by four grid -- in faint reflections. He ran his hand over the 
surface again; still smoother than glass. He sat down and spun the cube around, seeing the 
same grid on each side. He stopped suddenly, and rotated it back around. It wasn’t a fully 
symmetrical pattern; the bottom corner of two adjacent sides was a double sized square, and 
there were markings in it! 
 
Greg tilted the cube back and forth, catching the reflections. The big square on each face had 
four small squares on it. He tipped it over and found another double sized square on the bottom, 
but there were no markings on that one. He returned it upright and looked at Susan, who had 
scooted next to him. She merely glanced towards the other cube. 
 
Greg rotated the cube, turned it over and over until he made sense of it all. This one wasn’t 
gridded, but each face featured a single filled circle of a different size. The smallest circle was 
dime sized and the largest took up almost the entire 2 square foot face, with the four middle 
sizes filling out the progression in regular intervals. “This one doesn’t have an ‘up’ side,” he said 
aloud, as he gently flipped the cube from face to face across the picnic table. 
 
“Let’s label them before the sun goes down,” Susan said as she turned and jogged back into the 
building. Greg watched the door close before picking up a small rock from the dirt. Pulling the 
Circle cube closer, he held his breath and lightly scratched the rock across a corner. Nothing. 
He tried a little harder, then swept the dust away. It remained unblemished. He heard the door 
close and Susan returning, and gave it one last try, pushing as hard as he could across the 
entire face of the cube. 
 
Susan slowed to a walk as she tried to figure out what Greg was doing, and he turned around 
excitedly. “Let me see your ring.” She put the notebook, Post-It notes and pen she was carrying 
on the table, slid the wedding band and diamond ring off her finger and handed them to Greg 
with a puzzled look on her face. He set the wedding band on the Grid cube and Susan stifled a 
gasp as he forcibly pushed the diamond across the top of the other cube. “Not a mark,” he said, 
examining it from a variety of angles and following the approximate path he made with the 
diamond, just to be sure. Susan exhaled with relief. 
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She sat down and drew a large circle on a Post-It note, then stuck it to the appropriate side of 
the Circle cube. It fell right off. Annoyed, she firmly pushed it back on, to no avail. “Well that’s 
just great,” she said, bemused. She opened up the notebook and set about to sketching the 
cubes and patterns instead. 
 
Greg held Susan’s ring up to get a better look at it. “Uhhh... I take that ‘no damage’ statement 
back.” She looked up with wide eyes, but actually grinned when Greg hesitantly showed her the 
flat spot on the diamond that hadn’t been there two minutes ago. “I promise I’ll fix that!” he 
stammered, but Susan just gave him a quick kiss before putting the ring back on. She plucked 
her wedding band off of the Grid cube and got it halfway onto her finger before a curious look 
crossed her face, and she pushed it up against the side of the cube. It remained in place as she 
pulled her hand away. 
 
“It’s magnetic, but just barely,” she said as she easily pulled the ring off the cube. 
 
“I knew titanium was the right choice for your band,” Greg said smugly. Susan rolled her eyes 
with a smile, got up and went back inside, returning with a handful of magnets from the break 
room fridge door. She proceeded to draw the different circle sizes on Post-It notes with a key at 
the bottom of each one, and then stuck them to the five exposed sides with the magnets. She 
did the same with the two double sized squares on the Grid cube. 
 
“Now what?” Susan asked. “Where are we going to keep them?” 
 
“I have an idea for tonight, but I’m not sure after that. Let’s go pay my dad a visit.” They carried 
the cubes back inside and put them back in the crate in the conference room. Greg punched 
numbers into the conference room phone as Susan made the rounds through the office, turning 
off lights and locking the back door. 
 
“Desert Curios, this is Jim.” 
 
“Hey pop! Don’t lock up just yet, Suze and I are coming by. We need to use the vault tonight.” 
 
“I hope whatever it is isn’t too big, there’s a lot of crap down there.” 
 
“No worries. I’ll explain it all when we get there. See you in fifteen.” Greg hung up and rolled the 
crate into the lobby. He doubled back to the break room to make sure the fridge was actually 
closed; that was one wet mistake he wouldn’t be making again. Susan rolled the crate out the 
front door to the pickup truck and he locked up behind them. 
 
-- 
 
The “vault” at Desert Curios was much too grand of a term for the tiny cement-walled cubby in 
the floor beneath the cash register, but “tiny cement-walled cubby in the floor” didn’t exactly 
dance off the tongue. It did tend to hold tens of thousands of dollars in cash, along with some of 
the pricier small items, so maybe it wasn’t such a stretch after all. Jim unlocked and opened the 
trapdoor then descended down the ladder into the 5 by 3 foot room. “If they start nuclear testing 
again, this’ll be the safest place in town!” Jim exclaimed, laughing at his own wit, as always. 
 
There was a great deal of rustling as Jim made space for the cubes. Greg removed the cubes 
from the create and carefully passed them down the hole to his father, as he relayed the same 
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vague “Grandpa wanted me to have this special thing” story that he had given to Meat. Given 
the amount of amazing goods that passed through Desert Curios, these cubes were probably 
the most boring thing Jim had seen in years, and he didn’t inquire any further. After verifying 
that the magnets were still in place, Jim scurried back up the ladder. “It’s too damn cold down 
there! What am I, a side of beef?” Jim was the funniest guy Jim knew. 
 
-- 
 
Friday, March 19, 1982 
 
Greg retrieved the cubes before Desert Curios opened, once again feeling embarrassed that he 
had even asked his father to store them there in the first place. Jim simply waved it off as Greg 
placed them back in the crate. “I’m glad you came by yesterday. I was thinking of you earlier in 
the day, I thought about cruising by the office, but I know you’re busy, ya important bigwig!” 
Greg thanked him again and rolled the crate back to his truck before his father could get another 
terrible joke in. 
 
Susan and Greg holed up in the conference room again to try to make sense of the cubes and 
their markings, but it was an unproductive morning. It quickly devolved into them just blurting out 
whatever ridiculous ideas came to mind and promptly dismissing them. Susan initially took 
notes on these ideas, but stopped once it was clear that they had gone far beyond “spitballing” 
and entered “bad idea flashflood” instead. 
 
They decided that a lack of Chinese food was hindering their progress, so Susan went out to get 
enough for the three of them. Greg stayed behind and continued to stare at the cubes. 
 
Susan had been gone all of fifteen minutes when the phone in the conference room rang. Greg 
stuck his head out the door, “Cheryl...?” 
 
“It’s Susan,” she shouted back. He punched the speaker button. 
 
Greg tried to prepare for bad news. “Is everything--” 
 
“Did you just turn Grid over?” she interrupted. 
 
Greg was dumbfounded. “Yeah.. how did you know?” 
 
“I’m not sure... I was sitting here reading the paper waiting for the food, and out of nowhere, an 
image of the office popped into my head. Like, vividly. I asked to use their phone so I could 
check. I thought it was a longshot, but... I’m not sure what that-- WAIT, did you just flip it back 
upright?” 
 
“Holy shit.” 
 
“Okay, don’t turn it over again until I get back. I’m getting an idea. Oh, they’re bagging the food 
now. Love you.” Susan hung up before Greg could reply. 
 
-- 
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Greg was waiting in the lobby when Susan approached with two bags of food. He opened the 
door and grabbed the bags, transferring them to Cheryl’s desk. “Be a dear and get this set up in 
the break room?” Cheryl complied happily. By the look in her eye, Greg worried that there may 
not be any left by the time he and Susan got in there. 
 
Greg detoured Susan back to the conference room. “You’re not going to believe this.” She 
walked in and saw Circle sitting there, but Grid was gone. Well, not gone, but in a hundred 
pieces all across the table! “Sometimes I don’t know my own strength,” Greg quipped. “Did you 
get that feeling again after you called?” 
 
“No,” she replied slowly, still trying to make sense of the little black cubes strewn all over the 
table. 
 
“I yanked on a corner and one of these little cubes popped off, right on the grid lines. They’re 
super magnetic, but only to each other.” He stuck two little cubes together and handed them to 
Susan. She ran her fingers across the seam -- or where the seam should have been, for it was 
completely smooth. She pulled on them, but they didn’t budge. “You really gotta yank ‘em.” She 
yanked them, and the popped apart. 
 
“There’s 56 of the 6 inch ones, no markings on any of them. Plus the bigger one, and it has 
more markings on the inside faces. I pulled all over the place on Circle, I don’t think it comes 
apart.” Susan placed the two small cubes she was holding back on the table, picked up the 
bigger cube of Grid, and saw that the “four square” markings on the outside faces were 
repeated on the opposite faces as well. The top and bottom faces were both blank. 
 
“Okay, hear me out. I don’t know how, but this one is the power switch.” She set it back on the 
table upright, blank face up. “Those guys that came in yesterday? It happened right after we 
turned Grid on its side. And they left after we put it back. I think this is some sort of... attractor or 
something.” 
 
Greg considered it, then nodded his head. “I think you’re right. But that’s just a third of the 
puzzle.” He swept his hand towards Circle and the dozens of small cubes. “The rest can wait 
until after lunch, though.” Susan’s stomach agreed. 
 
Cheryl had not eaten all the food, of course, but there were only two egg rolls left out of 8, and a 
suspiciously small amount of broccoli beef in a suspiciously large styrofoam container. 
 
-- 
 
After lunch had been devoured and cleaned up, Greg and Susan retreated to the conference 
room once again. “Let’s test this, but somewhere less conspicuous,” she said. Greg nodded 
wordlessly and began reassembling Grid. 
 
The loaded crate sat between them on the bench seat of the truck as they drove downtown. 
They pulled into the rear lot of the Las Vegas Club, one of their first clients. It was kind of a silly 
job for “landscapers”, but they were desperate to get their foot in the door of the industry and 
took the simple job of upgrading and maintaining the two rows of planters near the entrance. A 
midday visit would not be entirely out of the ordinary, even though they usually sent one of their 
subcontractors for this type of routine maintenance. 
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Greg carried the box right into the casino and placed it on the far end of one of the 20 foot long 
planters. The Friday rush hadn’t kicked in, so the slots in the front of the house were not 
crowded yet. Susan followed with a bucket full of garden tools and a Sustainable Landscapes 
bag slung over her shoulder. She set her gear down on the opposite end of the planter, right 
next to the front door, and got to work testing the moisture levels in the soil from various spots -- 
a task she could do in her sleep. She counted three people coming in over a two minute period. 
 
Susan carefully surveyed the scene out on Fremont Street, then nodded to Greg. He lifted the 
crate lid, confirmed that Circle was on the smallest circle (according to the paper stuck to it with 
a magnet), and flipped Grid onto its side. Replacing the lid, he sat on the crate and tried to look 
busy while keeping his eyes on Susan and the doorway. 
 
Immediately she saw a few pedestrians slow their pace, then stop, looking toward the casino 
entrance. A man and a woman waiting at the bus stop across the street looked around, then 
crossed the street and entered the Las Vegas Club, passing Susan without a second glance. A 
minute passed, and no less than two dozen people had wandered in, looking around as if they 
were tourists taking in the scene. Some sat down at slot machines, others filtered back to the 
table games or the bar, and a handful shrugged and left. Curiously, none of them made a 
beeline towards Greg sitting on the crate. 
 
Susan pulled a small shovel out of her bucket and smoothed the soil where she had been taking 
samples, glancing up at Greg. He immediately saw the agreed upon sign, reached into the crate 
and flipped Grid back upright. Susan noted a few people who had been walking down Fremont 
street toward the entrance either turn around and go back the way they came, or speed up their 
pace as they continued past the Las Vegas Club. 
 
They spent another few minutes messing with the plants, then switched to the opposite planter, 
in the same positions. This time, Greg turned Circle over so the side with the biggest circle was 
facing up. They repeated the same test, and Greg noticed about 40 people coming in the main 
entrance this time, before he flipped Grid back off. 
 
They quickly wrapped up their work and hurried back to the truck, stifling grins the entire way. 
They didn’t see any of the managers they knew on the way out, which was fortunate, as they 
would have been hard pressed to explain their elation over a routine check-up. 
 
Back in the truck, Greg listened intently to Susan’s recounting of the two 90 second tests. “The 
first time, I paid attention to the people who didn’t react. I’d guess three of every five people 
weren’t affected at all. I saw four people literally stop in their tracks and head straight for the 
front door. Others were more hesitant, but ended up inside just the same. But here’s the cool 
part.” Her grin widened. “I could see down Main Street, it was crowded, and not a single person 
down there was affected. But the second time, a big chunk of those Main Street folks headed 
this way.” 
 
“It’s the range setting!” Greg realized even as he said it aloud. “It’s got a damn variable zone of 
influence!” 
 
“Sphere of influence,” Susan amended as she drew a circle in the air with her finger. They both 
laughed, because she was right. 
 
After they settled down again, Greg pointed out the obvious. “That just leaves the little cubes.” 
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“That and the actual range of the thing. But I already have an idea of how to test both of them. 
Head back to Desert Curios.” Susan reached inside the crate and pulled one of the small corner 
cubes off of Grid as Greg pulled out of the parking lot and headed east. 
 
Susan waited in the truck as Greg took the small cube into the store. A few customers were 
exploring the aisles, but his father wasn’t busy at the moment. “Can you hold onto this for an 
hour or two?” Greg held the cube out. “Just stick it behind the counter.” 
 
Jim nodded and took it, placing it somewhere under the register, but he was already distracted 
by a man in a suit examining a small jeweled elephant. He could smell a sale a mile away. 
 
“And for God’s sake, don’t sell it!” Greg said with a smile as he exited the store. 
 
Susan explained the test as they headed back West down Flamingo Road towards Highway 15. 
“I think it’s only the small cubes that are the attractors, and I’ve got a hunch that if they’re 
separated from Grid, only the separated ones will attract.” 
 
“Which explains the ‘four small squares’ icons on Little Grid,” Greg finished. Susan approved of 
the new name. 
 
“Let’s turn Little Grid on for just a few seconds at a time and we should be able to get a general 
idea of Sphere’s power settings.” Greg approved of the new name. 
 
Susan pulled a map out of the glove compartment, then unfolded and refolded it so only a pair 
of panels were showing. She dug a pencil out of her bag and circled where Desert Curios was 
located. “I’m sure we’re already out of range 1.” She slid the lid off the crate and stuck it behind 
the seat, rocked Sphere over so the smallest circle was facing up, and flipped Grid over. 
“Nothing,” she said. 
 
She turned Sphere to the next circle, and the immediate both felt an odd desire to head back to 
Desert Curios. Susan quickly flipped Grid back off and wrote a “2” on the map near the 
intersection of Flamingo and Pecos Road. She estimated they were a half a mile away. Using 
her fingers, she approximated one mile from the store on the map and waited until they passed 
McLeod road to flip Grid on and off quickly. They both felt it again, and Susan wrote another “2” 
on the map. 
 
This continued for the next hour, and they were able to get general ranges: 1 was only 150 feet 
or so. 2 was about 2 miles. 3 was almost 50 miles, at which point they made an illegal U-turn on 
Highway 15 and headed back to the store to retrieve the cube. 
 
Susan scribbled some numbers on the side of the map before looking over to Greg, astonished. 
“I think range 6 would’ve affected Neil Armstrong on the moon.” 
 
-- 
 
“We’ve got to figure out a way that we can use these that isn’t pure evil,” Greg said, laying in 
bed with the lights off, unable to sleep. The cubes sat in their crate on the kitchen table, on the 
other end of the house; they had wordlessly decided all the cloak and dagger stuff was overkill. 
They listened to each other breath for a while, and Greg was almost certain Susan had fallen 
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asleep, when she spoke softly. 
 
“I’ve got the beginnings of an idea, but... do you think we can trust other people with this?” Greg 
listened as Susan laid out the framework, and they discussed it late into the night. 
 
-- 
 
Wednesday, March 24, 1982 
 
It wasn’t easy, but somehow they had gotten many of the Las Vegas elite into the conference 
room at Sustainable Landscapes for an afternoon meeting on short notice. And not just any old 
casino owners, but a handpicked list that Greg and Susan had put together, with a little help 
from their long time friend and lawyer, Mark. The two Williams, Bennett and Pennington from 
Circus Circus, Steve Wynn from the Golden Nugget, the Perlman brothers, who were currently 
without a property but were rumored to be looking to buy again, Martin Sosnoff from Caesar’s 
Palace (who immediately bristled with the Perlmans), and Kirk Kerkorian from MGM, who 
personally signed a landscaping deal with Greg two days prior. 
 
Greg rushed through the pleasantries and got to the reason they were there in the first place. “I 
believe that Vegas is about to be reborn, and I believe that we hold the key.” He heard a snicker 
or two and saw Stuart Perlman hold up his hands with an incredulous look on his face. “No, not 
our unparalleled landscape design, though that won’t hurt,” he flashed a smile. “No, I have a 
way to draw people to your casinos in unprecedented numbers. You may call it magic, you may 
call it science, but you may only speak of it in this company.” 
 
Susan passed mutual non-disclosure agreements and pens to everyone in the room. “You only 
have one chance at this, and you have nothing to lose and everything to gain. Sign the NDA 
and we’ll get to business.” 
 
Stuart Perlman stood up and dramatically ripped his contract into pieces before throwing them 
in the air. “I can’t believe you waste our time with this bullshit!” His brother Clifford just shrugged 
as the NDA confetti fell around him, and followed as Stuart stormed out of the door. 
 
“Nice seeing you again, Stu,” Martin Sosnoff jeered, and the remaining executives shared a 
chuckle. Caesar’s had been running much more smoothly since the Perlmans sold their large 
share in the hotel the previous year, chasing an Atlantic City pipe dream that predictably (to 
everyone else, at least) never materialized. Martin seemed visibly more relaxed with them gone. 
 
“Anyone else?” Greg surveyed the table. Each man looked down and signed the contract, then 
Susan collected them. “All right. I’ll answer the question you’re all waiting to ask: how? Well, that 
is how.” He pointed to the small black cube in the middle of the conference table. Steve Wynn, 
sitting opposite from Greg, looked around, then behind him, confused. 
 
“That’s no objet d’art, that is a people magnet. It sounds ridiculous, I know, and I may have been 
out the door with Stuart if I were in your shoes, but you don’t need to believe me. Results speak 
louder than promises, so I’m willing to do a three month trial run of these babies,” he pulled 
several more cubes off of the window sill, and slid them across the table, “and I’ll guarantee that 
you’ll see a 40% increase in the number of customers coming through your doors by the end of 
June. I can’t promise they’ll all lose their life savings or buy $3 drinks, but I’ll get their bodies 
onto your floors.” 
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“And what’s in it for you? Our undying love and affection?” Kirk Kerkorian asked with a sly grin. 
 
“We’ll worry about that later. And, yes, we’ll definitely accept your undying love and affection. 
This trial run is just to prove we have the goods. This is bigger than me, bigger than any of us. 
Las Vegas has always been my home and I want to do right by her. I’m convinced this is the 
path to the future.” 
 
Susan handed out a fresh set of contracts, and they waited while each man read through the 
details. Steve Wynn rushed through it, signed it with a flair and stood up to shake Greg’s hand. 
“I don’t know why, but I like you, and I think you can somehow pull this off. I have some grand 
visions too, you see. Let’s bring this town kicking and screaming into the future!” There was 
some nodding, some rolling of eyes, but nobody said anything. 
 
One by one, Susan picked up the contracts as the men examined the cubes on the table. 
“Here’s how it’s going to go. I’m going to come and secure one of these black cubes on your 
premises. Marty and Kirk, I’ve already know where they’re going to go in your casinos. Steve 
and Will and Will, I’ll need to scout out your floors to find the best spot. All I can say is, make 
sure you have some extra staff ready on Friday. 
 
-- 
 
Greg and Susan spent the majority of the weekend running more experiments and refining their 
pitch until they had what they thought was about as secure of a situation they could have. The 
cubes were not affected by metal or any other substance they had access to, so they had five 
small steel housings built, each big enough to fit one cube snugly. These would be bolted 
directly into the floor in an out of the way location, and they would have a variety of their friends 
and contractors cruise by the properties, especially in the first weeks, to make sure nothing 
funny was going on. 
 
That Thursday, Greg and Susan personally installed all four cubes in their armor. At MGM and 
Caesar’s Palace, they were bolted to the floor beneath some existing Sustainable Landscapes 
planters in the main entryway. They screwed a cube case into the bottom of a garbage can, 
right into the cement beneath, just inside the entrance of Circus Circus. Steve Wynn wanted to 
be able to move it around, hoping to tease extra effectiveness out of it somehow, so after a bit 
of back and forth, he handed over a luxurious diamond necklace as collateral, and had Greg 
install the cube case into the hollow bottom of a slot machine. The necklace went straight into 
the vault at Desert Curios. 
 
On Friday they turned Sphere to “5” and flipped Grid “on”. They should have been nervous, but 
Susan and Greg were merely excited, and spent the day traveling between the casinos, 
watching the migrations. 
 
With multiple cubes in multiple locations, there wasn’t such a vivid mental image of a location, 
as they had experienced before, more of a subtle mental yearning for the general area, 
becoming a little more focused as you neared one of the cubes. Interestingly, once you got 
within about 30 feet of one, that subtle pull disappeared, and it seemed to inoculate you against 
the effect for a day or two... then that subtle yearning started in again. 
 
Greg and Susan met with their lawyer Mark multiple times over the coming months, crafting and 
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refining the ironclad contracts they’d present to the casino executives. They laid the groundwork 
for some shell companies to protect them in case the shit really hit the fan. The landscaping 
business was booming too, with not only the four cubed casinos doing well, but there was a 
general boost to the entire area. They picked up half a dozen new contracts and had to hire and 
train two more maintenance crews. 
 
-- 
 
Friday, June 25, 1982 
 
All five executives reconvened at Sustainable Landscapes, smiles on their faces and dollar 
signs in their eyes. Greg’s promised 40% increase was modest, it turned out, especially in the 
Golden Nugget. Perhaps it was the close proximity to other casinos, or maybe Steve Wynn’s 
fiddling with placement really paid off, but either way, there was no doubt it worked. 
 
“I’m not going to give you a marketing pitch again, guys. You’ve seen the effects. I’m confident 
that you will continue to see these numbers.” Smiles all around. “Lucky for you guys, I’m not 
here to be a billionaire. I think I could swing it, but that’s not fair to anybody, nor the city. I want 
our relationship to be a partnership, not a cow that I’m milking, so we don’t want any cash. 
Instead, for each property you have a cube in, we’ll take 2% of the stock. We’re not looking for a 
payday, or to screw up shareholder voting or anything. But your success will be our success, 
and the city’s success.” 
 
Kirk Kerkorian opened his notebook and did some quick calculations before nodding and closing 
it. The other four just grinned as Susan handed out the contracts. They were remarkably simple 
for how complex the issue really was, but beautifully crafted to the trained eye. It came down to 
the 2% stock grant per cube, with a guaranteed five million dollar collateral escrow, details on 
installation and placement, and lastly the most important clause: the complete secrecy of the 
existence of the cubes and their function. 
 
-- 
 
Over the years, empires were created and additional cubes were sent to new properties. You’ve 
probably walked over them a dozen times if you’ve ever been to Las Vegas. Almost all of the 
resorts have an ornate tile pattern on the floor just inside the entrance, often showcasing the 
casino’s name or logo. Beneath one of those tiles sits a small metal box encased in concrete, 
sunk deep into the ground, and inside that box sits a featureless black cube, six inches to a side 
and much too smooth. 
 
Beneath the aged but bustling Desert Curios, a dusty metal case is tucked away in the back 
corner of a small cement room, boxes piled on top of it. Inside are a handful of identical small 
black cubes alongside two larger ones. The bigger cubes have aged paper stuck to their sides 
with magnets, the top faces simply reading “on” and “6”. 
 


