It was a beautiful Sunday afternoon. Fred was alone in his apartment. He locked his entrance door, set the alarm at 5:00 PM for his travel to China and reclined on his arm chair, strongly believing that his imagination will start the journey when the alarm sounds.

At 5:00, he heard the alarm clock ringing and saw an extremely bright flash of light.  Nothing more happened. He did not feel that he had moved at all, but when he looked around, he saw that he was lying on a reclining chair in a hotel’s lobby.  He looked at his wrist watch; it was 1:00 AM, eight hours ahead of his time. 

Though it was very late at night, the hotel lobby was full of people. They were talking very loudly, almost yelling. Fred noticed that they were smoking furiously and speaking Chinese. He looked at the menu, it was written in Chinese and English. When he looked at the hotel’s name and address, he found that it was hotel Marriott in Beijing, China.

‘Well,’ thought Fred. ‘My Convictionator is working fine; I am here in China as I wished.’

Just to pass some time, he decided to have a chat with the person sitting next to him.

‘Hello, my name is Fred’ he said and tried to shake his hand.

To his surprise, there was no response from that person, he could not see or hear Fred.

‘Oh, the rules are working too,’ thought Fred. ‘None will be able to see, hear or feel my body.’

He was disappointed a bit, but then he felt the great sense of freedom....sense of being invisible but able to see all and everything.

He decided to enjoy his stay by going to the table where some people were playing poker and see whether anyone was cheating.

To his surprise, he did not have to get up and go there; he was there in a flash.

‘So,’ he thought. ‘I do not need to walk or drive for traveling, I just have to wish, and I will be where I desire to be.’

Fred noticed that one of the card players was wining continuously. When Fred looked closely, he saw that he was hiding cards under his sleeve.  Fred pointed it out to the other card players… nobody reacted. Fred tried many times without success. Fred understood that those card players could not see or hear him, he decided to write a note on the paper. He found pen and paper but he could not pick up the pen. His fingers passed through the pen.  He sat down by their table and started to write on the polished table top with his finger. To his surprise, the words he wrote vanished as soon as he wrote them.

He could see, feel and hear them, but he could not communicate with anybody. It was a one way communication.
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