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PREFACE

Paper. Hand, dry, bund ed packages of fibers. Ink. Back, chemcal, inhu-
nan. Yet, what can it do? This paper can becone alive and invoke enotion, it
can becone reflective and show us our true selves. It is all dependent upon the
witer. Alow yourself now to transcend the physical and think of a different
world. This collection will take you on a journey; this airplane wll take you to
countries never seen before. V¢ wll find many peopl e on our trek through the
reality of the inmaginary, and we nay even neet ourselves. Al throughout our
travels, let us look for those special ones, the people or things that are in our
own lives. Let us look for the kindness we need; let us look for the faults we
do not see. And if we can find even one snall point about our lives that we
have never seen before, our inexpensive journey wll be worthwhile. | now give
to you your ticket into the world of the inmaginary, the world beyond the printed
page. Hop aboard into the great plane that flies around this newy created | and
and let us ook wthin oursel ves. . .

-Eovard Hlary RPeterlin

3/ 10/ 93
Gk Rdge, NJ
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| NTRODUCT1 ON

Paris, France 1551 —(n a cold, dreary wnter night, a seemingly nornal
citizen of Fance, Mnsieur Jagques, was confiortably sitting at an oaken desk.
In his dexterous hands was placed a fragile plate, one that was naterial, but yet
it was spiritual. This plate was not an ordinary plate, but one wth a picture on
it. The picture was one of the ocean. This vivid picture beautifully reconstruct -
ed the awesone forces of the seas, entrapping for what seened a gigantic
expanse of earthen soil. The seas were the endl ess boundaries separating the
European people fromwhat lay beyond. Saring at this plate, Jagues coul d
sonehow see - see another section of . . . sonething. “Wat could this be?
Jaques wondered. Sonehow, sonething was giving himthis vision.

Then, the picture faded, faded into another picture, a picture of another
world. This was a world of utter beauty, where huge rose-like flowers of nuner -
ous colors blossoned to their fullest. Were trees proudy stood, show ng of f
their lush array of light green leaves to the world, a place were the brilliance of
lignt yellowlight illumnated every blade of grass. Were life. . . was essentia ly
perfect. Jaques stared at the plate in anazenent. Never before had he seen
sonething so beautiful! He could see hinself running through the green grass
anong the flowers, enjoying the beauty that he had beheld. As sonething
filled his mnd wth “perfect” thoughts, then, he noticed that the picture on the
plate was gone! The plate was once again just an ordinary plate, wth no seem
ing unusual qualities whatsoever. Ether he was dreaming . . . or he had a reve-
lation! Then, he heard his wfe calling. It was not a dreamd Sonehow sone

vay, he had to search for this world, and the beauty that was init.
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Paris, France 1552 —Jaques has finally become obsessed with the
sonevwhat |unatic idea about this [ost land in his visions. H has nowtaken it to
the Queen, and petitioned for an exploration programto take them across the
seatotry tofind this lost world. If it is accepted, it could be the adventure of
alifetine, or it coudbethefalure of the century . . .

CHAPTER |

It isthe third day of the petition to the Queen about the ludicrous ideato
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PART 1

THE TRAVEL OF
THE GREAT SEA
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trek across the sea to search for another world. Jaques has al nost given up
hope, but sone inner voice tells himto press on. Today, a council is called to
eval uate this ‘idea of sea travel.

“Quiet!” the queen yelled, “Let Mnsieur Jaques speak!”

Anost as an awe filled the gigantic chaner, the room fell absol utely
silent at the first bellowng sound of the Queen's voi ce.

“To wvhom | now address: her excellency Mwdane Josephine 111, and the
honest nenbers of the council; | propose that we send an expedition out
across the sea to find a newworld that is the nost beautiful place in existence.
| have seen this world in a glorious revelation, and it would be the ultinate
sanctuary for those of the troubl ed,” Jaques said.

“Wiere is this “world that you speak so know edgeabl y about?” a counci |
menber sai d nockingly.

“It is over the great edge at the end of the sea, the world of the great
unknowns, and of the wonders we can only dream about . ”

“But going over the edge would nmean certain death!” the Queen
excl ai ned.

“But your excellency,” Jaques stated, “V& do not know what is there. It
could be the land of great beauty of which | speak about. But, it could al so be
aland full of valuable netals or shining gens, or even tasty newspices. If the
‘land thereis filled wth any of these, your weal th woul d be i ncreased tenfol d!”

“That is true Jaques, but where could you find nen |lunatic enough to go
w th you on this | MPC8S BLE voyage?! ”

“I could count on fellow nen interested in exploration, those who hunger
for sanctuary, or even those interested in noney! Even for sone of these peo-
ple, they would actually wsh that they would have death if they cannot find

what they are searching for.”
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“True,” Josephine said enphatically. “I wll give you a ship. Just one
ship, mnd you;, that mght [imt your exploration, but | can afford to lose a
snall ship. | wll not give you any crew whatsoever, but | can help you to find
crew by asking around. You wll carry our spirit and honor wherever you go
Monsi eur Jaques. @od luck and fare thee wel | !”

Wth these words still hanging in the air, the Queen naestically narched
down the red, carpeted aisle to the Royal Garriage waiting outside the stained
glass doors. After the council had left wthout saying a word, he finally knew

that his expedition had begun.

GHAPTER | |

Jaques was wal ki ng down the grey cobbl estone street, thinking about the
extrene hassle of trying to get a crewto operate his ship. Were could he find
a load of people crazy enough to go over the edge? Then, as he was passing
the city square, he noticed a building, the hone of the “Explorers’ dub
Internationa .”

Jaques had heard many things about this group. These people were the
nost daring people that could be found in the entire city of Paris. They studi ed
t he voyages of Colunbus, DaGama, and nmany others. They studied how
ol umbus had gone over the edge, and found a spiritual passage to India.
“They might al so share ny belief,” Jaques thought. Wth this thought ranpag-
ing through his obsessed mind, he strode into the club.

As he was wal king down a long carpeted hall, he noticed that on the walls
were covered wth portraits of past explorers. Sone of these peopl e had nany

weird ideas, and sone of their proposed plans were even nore ridicul ous than
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the one which was his. MNow Jagques was alnost sure that he would find the
fewnen that were going to help run his vessel here. As he reached the end of
the hall, he found hinself in a reception chanber. The hall was filled wth gol d-
plated statues of explorer greats. Then, a lady seated at an oaken desk beck-
oned to him

“Wiat is your business here?” she asked.

“M/ nane is Jaques, and | amhere to talk to the gracious nenbers of
this club about ny expedition to look for another world over the edge of the
sea. Aso |l an here to see if there are any brave nen here to help and go wth
ne to the edge of the world.”

“Just vait rignt here. . . Jaques is it? Yes, Jaques.”

Then the lady disappeared through a carved ebony doorway. A this
nonent, Jaques becanme worried. The ticking of the wooden grandfather clock
filled his head wth visions of days gone by. G the first day at his desk, |ooking
at the plate. WMat if this was a trap? Wat if | fail? The nagging voice of the
clock seened to snicker at him its face smling in a never-ending grin of evil.
Jaques began to wonder about his so-called ‘revelation’. Vds it real? Then, the
| ady reappear ed.

“Jaques, the nenbers have decided to listen to your expedition plans,”
she sai d snobbi shly.

She held her hand to the now open doorway. Jaques went through the
doors, not really sure if they were the doors of victory or the doors of defeat.

As he passes through the large doors, he found hinself in an arched cor -
ridor. Sonehow the building was actually larger than it had seened to be on
the outside. Then, as he wal ked around a bend in the passageway, he found
hinself in alarge glistening chanber. It appeared to be nade out of a silver-

like netal wth inlaid pictures on the ceiling. There was a wde isle of a rose
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color leading up to a wooden podiumwth a gold synbol - probably a coat of
arns - on it. Seated around this large chanber were approxi nately one-hun-
dred people. As soon as Jaques finally stepped into the chaner to viewits full
grandeur, everybody all of a sudden turned to look at him- Jaques.

“H ease Jaques,” one person said, “Cone, step up to the podiumand tell
us of your expedition.”

Jaques nervously strode up the carpeted aisle. As he slowy nade his
way to the podium he |ooked at the various nenbers. The various nenbers
appeared to be of all different types - ranging fromthe common people to
those of the upper classes, even princes. He began to doubt if he could con-
vince any of these people to go wth him As Jaques finally reached the podi -
um he gathered his wts, and began to speak, even if he did not have the
slightest chance of a victory over the very souls of the captive aud ence before
him

He began talking to the people wth the vivid pictures of the vision in the
plate: about the captivation of the sea, the endl ess thought in the waves, the
conpul sion to know nore about the unknowns across the sea. Then he tal ked
of the beautiful sanctuary that would be found over the oceans of the world.
He talked of its beautiful flowers basking in the brightness of a perfect illumna-
tion, of the tall, na@estic trees standing amd the lush, green grass. Then, he
began talking of the qualities of the people he needed for his voyage: those
| ooking for sanctuary, those looking for the ultinate beauty of life, those hard-
worki ng peopl e who needed rest, or lust for the adventurous wlling to explore
the unknowns of existence. Hnally he closed wth the approval of her najesty,
and the way it coul d nake peopl e rich, physically and nental ly.

Ater he finished all of his speech, his plan was net wth an enor nous

round of applause fromthe nenbers of this sonewhat unusual club. Then,
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Jagues was sent back out to the reception chanber to anait their decision.

The thirty mnutes that Jaques spent waiting in the recepti on roons were
the nost agonizing mnutes of his life. It seened like an eternity in which he
was isolated, like a personal hell. The statues seened to no | onger snicker, but
instead stare at himwth a type of utter anazenent. The never-ending grin of
the clock changed to one of a straight nature, and even the naggi ng voices of
the clock stopped. Everything in the whole plane of existence seened to be
deciding - deciding the fate of the expedition, and the hopes of one individual .
Al Jagues coul d inagi ne was the faces of evil running through his mnd, the evil

that would laugh at himwhen he lost his hope. Then, all he had to do was wait

Al of a sudden, a person that Jagques recogni zed as a nenber of the club
cane out of the door, startling Jaques.

“Jaques, followne.”

Jaques got up, and followed the man back into the central chanber.
Wen they reached the mddle of the room this nan sat Jaques down in an
enpty seat on a bench in front of the nassive podi um

“I, as the president of the Explorers’ Qub International, am pleased to
announce hat the expedition of Jaques has been accepted by this club as a
deed of honest exploration to try to help the scientific world and to try to hel p
the conmon people. V¢ have voted on your plea, and we wll requisition four
great explorers to go wth you on your daring journey.”

“Thank you,” Jagues sai d.

“These four brave nen have before proven thensel ves worthy by goi ng
out to explore our expanse of |land which we live on, and we would now like to
i nclude themin your voyage across the sea. They have al|l had previ ous experi -

ence in boats, and wll help you to operate wll. Were do you want themto
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meet you?”

“At the town of Brest, one week fromtoday, at her najesty's royal har-
bor there,” Jagues said.

“Furthernore, we would like to acknow edge you as a standing nenber
of our club. My your journey be a safe and successful one.”

Wth these words of approval, the nenbers of the club, including Jagues,
all stood up and clapped their approval. Jaques knew that he had conpl eted a

hard task, but worse was yet to cone.

GAPTER | | |

he week had cone and hone, and wth it Jagues had |left Paris, and
found hinself at the town of Brest near the north-western tip of Fance. He
was wal king down a sem-wde street, heading to the Royal Harbors. As he
strolled leisurely along what appeared to be Min Sreet, he noticed that the
shops were nainly all seafaring shops |ike The Lobster Inn, Say-lor Suits, and
Ned's Nets. The air snelled of salt, and was very humd, so humd that you
could valk on air. The light fromthe sun created al nost a rainbowin the satu-
rated air. Then, as he turned the corner, there was the Royal Harbors.

The wooden pl anks seened to be alive as Jaques wal ked over them He
| ooked at the ships in the harbors. They were sone of the biggest ships that
Jaques had ever seenl Al different ships were housed there ranging fromthe
Royal Fshing Qippers to the gigantic war galleons. Vds one of these ships his?
Then, he went to the watch keeper and asked;

“Do you know which ship is going of the expedition to the edge of the

earth?”
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“Yes | do,” the watch keeper said. “She’s in dock nunber 30.”

“Thank you!”

As Jaques wal ked al ong the wal knay, he noticed that as he wal ked al ong
the ships continued to growin size. Then as he passes the ship in dock 29, he
finaly had beheld his . . . ship? H was aghast! This ‘ship was not any |arger
than one of the fishing clippers. In perspective, it was only as large as the hal |
inthe Explorers’ Gub International building. It was the snallest ship that they
had in the whole FRoyal fleet! And he thought that her najesty approved of his
‘expedition’. Hve people was actual |y nore than enough to run the ship!

As he approached his ship, he noticed four unusual people standing on
the dock. They were dressed in an al nost rag-like fashion, |ike seanen, but yet
they wore el egant hats and customnade jackets. Wi woul d be these peopl e
to dress in such a fashion? As Jagues noved closer and closer to them he
noticed that they al so started to walk to him BEventual ly, they woul d neet.

“Are you Jaques?’ one of the nen asked.

“Yes,” Jaques stated. “But to who does it concern?’

“WW are explorers: Mnsieur Jean-Luc, Mnsieur Qivier, Monsieur
Thonas, and Mbonsieur Perre,” they said as each of themintroduced thensel ves
to Jaques.

Jean-Luc seened to be the tallest of the group. H's voice sounded |ike
one of authority to Jaques. Hs face was bearded and had a dark tan, show ng
that he usually worked hard at his life as an explorer. Qivier was the timd, shy
type. BEven he was al nost startled in viewng Jaques for the first tine. He was
slightly hunched, and had a very nervous |look on his face at the tine. Thonas,
he was a sight to behold. Hs build was excellent, and his nuscles strong. H
was the warrior, one who woul d take themthrough the deepest jungl e w thout

ever getting a scratch. Hs face was anost contracted in an evil snarl; his
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voi ce was deep and bellowng. PRerre was a daredevil, and had nunerous scars
and bruises on his face, arns, and chest. Hs eyes were penetrating; these
nade Jaques feel as if he was being pierced by an awesone force of unknown
power. Hs hands seened to be tools of a ‘different” world. In all, he was
unusual , soneone who had seen beyond the barriers of reality, and |ived
through it.

After Jaques had | ooked over and deci phered who these people were, he
beckoned themto cone aboard the ship. The ship was wooden, wth al nost no
type of netal whatsoever. It had a different type of build than the other ships
inthe harbor. Instead of having a poop deck or ‘extras’ of that nature, it was
al laid out inone flat deck wth the wieel in asnall building. The | ower decks
were connected to the upper decks by steep, small flights of stairs, and there
were only two extra levels. O the second deck, there was kitchen stocked
wth food and wne, seven sleeping quarters, and a lounge. On the third and
final floor, there was only nunerous storage facilities, nost of which were filled
wth food, water, wood for the hot stove in the kitchen, and extra clothing,
nainly of arag type. The ship had tw sails, which were totally out of propor -
tionto the size of the ship, wth each being too large for such a snal| vessel .

“This is our ship?” Jean-Luc excl ai ned.

“Vél 1, this nust have been how inportant the Queen thought this expedi -
tionwas,” Qivier stated.

“Vl | Qivier, still, ashipisaship nonater wat the size,” Thonas sai d.

“BEnough is enough. Look, the sun is going down. V& better get very well
rested. V¢ have a dangerous journey ahead of us.”

“Whoopi e!” P erre exclained. “The sooner we get to sleep, the sooner
we wll wake, and the sooner we can have sone fun!”

Wth the thought of the burden that everything was going to be, the
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snal | collection of odd people finally went to their sleeping quarters, and then
fdl asleep.

CHAPTER 1V

The next norning, the crew of the Voyager, as the vessel had been
dubbed, was awake and on the main deck bright and early, ready for action.
After Jaques had gotten the consent of the watch keeper, he readied the crew
for action

“Hoist the sails! Mn the wheel! W are ready to go!”

At the edge of the wooden pier, where Jaques expected to see nany
peopl e to watch the launching of this glorious expedition, he saw only one, and
he appeared to be drunk. Jagques was depressed to this horrible sight, but he
had | earned by now that nost peopl e thought that he was definitely crazy, and
they had basically not acknow edged his findings or comments, nuch less his
crazy expedition.

Jaques turned his head fromthe terrible sight, and directed his full atten-
tion to the course of the ship.

Jean-Luc was all ready at the wheel, and Thonas was al ready hoisting the
sails. Herrews at the nooring lines, ready to set themaway fromthe dock at
the first coomand. Qivier was nowhere in sight. Jaques wondered about this.

“Vél | ,” Jagques thought, “He is probably in the kitchen preparing our first
neal aboard the \Voyager.”

Wen the ships floating out of the harbor had vani shed fromsight, Ferre
had hoisted in the nooring line and set the Voyager adrift. Then, after it was

out of the path of the other vessel s docked beside it, Thomas hoisted the sails,
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and the Voyager began to pick up speed on the wnds flow ng through the har -
bor. Then, Jean-Luc turned the craft west to head for their destination, the
Geat Sea

They were nervous and at the sane tine anmazed that the expedition had
actually begun. Little did they know about the Geat Sea, and about the edge
of the world. They were the pioneers of a newidea, one that mght not even
succeed. Anyway, when they thought of the world that would await them
across the edge of the world, the idea of discovering that beauty kept them
goi ng on.

By the tinme that they had passed the outernost waters of the bay,
everyone decided that they were starving fromthe work which they had done.
Jean-Luc still nanned the wheel, while the other crew nenbers visible at the
tine, Jaques, Thonas, and Ferre, all headed down to the second deck for their
br eakf ast .

Wien they got into the kitchen, they found Qivier putting out plates for
the crew Wat he put on these plates was a dry biscuit, and a warned wafer.
Wien the crew saw what they were basically going to be eating for the next
period of the voyage, they were literally disgusted. VeI, evenif it was not real
food, they still ateit.

“It really was not that bad,” Thonas stated after their ‘neal’.

Actually, for the better part, the crew actually liked the waferous sub-
stance. After they got finished discussing the facts that they had about the
food, everybody went back up to the first deck. Then, as Qivier took the
wheel , Jean-Luc went down to he kitchen for his first try at the ‘food . Ater he
came back up, he took the wheel once again and continued to have them head

west, to the edge of the earth.
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CHAPTER V

The Voyager had been travelling for about two nonths now  The five-
nan crew was, of course, getting scruffy fromthe periods in which they did not
bathe, and were irritable frombeing isol ated fromthe outside world for the | ong
period of tinme that has been occurring. According to the records of
Chri stopher ol unbus, they were about hal fway to the edge of the world. By
this tine, even though they were not in the best of their assorted enwotional
noods, they still were getting nore excited every mnute of the way. As they
got closer and closer to their destination, they seened to be nore joyous and
kind to each other. MNow they had heard tales about the horrible nonsters
whi ch inhabited these scarcely travell ed waters, and even as they were getting
happi er, they were al so getting to have nuch nore fear.

As the brave nen travell ed beyond the known barriers of the ocean, the
sky began to get darker. The waters began to roar wth the mght of the sound
of twenty-thousand lions. The wnds started to thrash the boat about |ike a
toy anongst the rapids of a swft stream The nen of the Voyager were now
struggling to save their very |ives.

“I did not knowit was this bad'” or “By the Foyal crown of Fancel” were
commonl y heard fromthe crew plus sone odd curses here and there.

“The sails are stuck!” Thonas yel | ed.

“The rudder’s not respondi ng!” Jean-Luc shout ed.

Above all of the continuous racket of the awesone power of the forces
of nature and the conmoti on of the crew Jagues voice prevailed. He tried to
give his coomands to the crew but to no avail. The Voyager was stuck in the

squall, and there was nothing that the crew could do about it. Then, a barrel
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cane flying off fromits position on the deck, and struck Jaques right in the
head. Jaques fell unconscious to the deck of the \oyager, seemingly nore

dead than dive . . .

CHAPTER M

Wien Jaques awoke, he found hinsel f floating hi gh above the cotton-1ike
clouds. He was |looking down at the Earth below him There he saw the
\Voyager, floating helplessly in the torrential forces of the storm The cl ouds
seened to engulf the Voyager within their seemngly endl ess grasp. Then, as
the \oyager disappeared in the wath of the powerful storm Jaques began to
nove forward.

“Aml in Heaven or aml in Hell?" Jagues wonder ed.

As he noved forward with constant speed, he saw the sea under him
begin to change, al nost vanish in a straight |ine.

“The end of the Earth!” Jaques said in utter anazenent.

H still travelled on, past the known reaches of the existence of nan.
The Earth had faded away to reveal a vast expanse of stars. The stars seened
to forma white road, a road |eading on forever. Jagues then saw peopl e wal k-
ing down the road of white. People fromthe past, present, and future. H saw
peopl e in strange aninal s on wheels and ships sailing down it. It seened to be
a passage beyond the reaches of life, into another dinension, one of which has
never been seen by the nortal eyes of nan.

h and on this road of light weaved, in and out through the planets sur-
rounding them Then all of a sudden, only the road renained. The stars, plan-

ets, and fireballs had al turned bl ack.
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“How could this be? Anend to Reality?”

Then the road disappeared into a hole of nothing. Nothing was there, no
future, no light, no reality. Quld this be the end of the universe? It was the
total nothingness that had swept the |egends of the ancients and the truth of
the ancient philosophers. This has to be the dwelling place of the true Gd, the
throne of the Amghty. Vds this the final entrance to the world of heaven that
Jaques had seen in his drean? Jaques was steadily drifting towards this hole in
the existence of all things. Then as Jagues was sucked in to it, he found that

he was flying no nore.

GHAPTER M |

Wen Jaques awoke, he found hinself on the deck of the \Voyager. The
sea was no longer releasing its fury, and the air was camin the sails. Jean-Luc,
Thonas, and P erre were all |ying unconscious on the deck. Jaques | ooked over
the side of the ship to the ocean. Now the water had turned green.

“The edge of the world nust be comng near!” Jaques found hinself
thi nki ng.

But then Jaques | ooked over the bow of the tiny vessel and did not see
the Geat Fall, or the sound of the roaring waters.

“But then,” Jaques thought, “How coul d the water be green?’

Then Jaques grabbed a bucket and tied a | oose rope to it, and hoi sted up
sone of the green water. He reached his hands into the bucket in a cup, and
gathered sone water to taste it. It was clean, salt-free water! Jaques ran
down the stairs to the third deck. He picked up al of the bottles and started

filling themup wth the glorious newwater that had practically been an answer
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to their utnost inportant needs! This fresh green water was stretching out
fromthe ship for as far as the eye coul d see!

“Wit until the others wake up!” Jaques excl ai ned.

About five mnutes later, the other crew nenbers woke up. Wen
Jaques told the already excited crew nenbers the other good news, they all
began drinking their hearts out, and eventually, al of themjunped into the
fresh-water sea

Ater they finished their little celebration, the whol e group began to | ook
at their poor ship. Qe of the storage conpartnents had accidentally filled
wth water from soneone letting the door open during the storm causing the
shiptolist towards the left. Qne of the four sails was ripped a ong the mddl e,
causing a loss of both speed and control. The crows nest was danaged and
had to be repai red.

The crew of the \Voyager began the extensive work on their poor ship
that would cost them nuch tine. The expedition would have to wait. R ght
now their own |ives were nore inportant to them

The ship was fixed up in about four days, in which sone of their nets,
line, and even clothes were used. The cargo in hold nunber three was soaked,
and this cargo was their reserve clothes. They had to nake a sail out of these
wet clothes and parts of the ripped sail. This ended up to be a total ness. The
sail which they had nade was bigger than the one before, and the crew had a
hard tine getting it to fit on the nast. It was conposed of nany zany col ors,
giving the ship a pirate-1ike appearance.

The crows nest was badly damaged, and it was also |ocated on the top
of the highest nast. The crew even Thonas, had a hard tine getting up the
now wet nmast. The new crow s nest ended up being a barrel which had been

found overboard. It was partially rotted, and was filled wth boreholes. Even
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though Herre did not like it because he was the one that stood init, it was the
only piece of |oose wood they could find that was not serving any purpose to
the ship or its contents. Herre sawthis, and grudgingly hel p to nake the new
Crow s nest.

The Voyager was not in its best of shape, but still, over one-hundred-
thousand mles fromthe nearest port, they were in better shape than sone of
the ships that had travel |l ed these uncharted waters. The crew was tired, and
wanted a rest. UWifortunately, they had to watch the ocean and performtheir
duties as nornal for sonething mght happen to them sooner or later. The
crew still had nany new worlds to find, nany new places to explore. They
would not give up their hope. They owed the discovery of their lost world to
thensel ves and France. And best of all, there seened to be no one there to

stop them

GAPTER M 1 |

The sea was still, as snooth as glass. The sun was pouring |ight over the
tattered sails. The world was waiting for sonething to happen.

As Jaques | ooked over the placid waters he said, “It’s too quiet.”

Ater he said these words, the sea began to undulate. Then, the w nds
st opped.

“By the holy nother!” Qivier exclai ned.

“There’ s sonething coming up out of the water!” Rerre said.

“Armyour swords!” Thomas commanded.

Then, it was able to be seen for the first tine.

“By the holy nother!” Qivier exclai ned again as he dropped to his knees
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in prayer.

The thing was gigantic! It had shiny green scales covering the latter of
the sliny body. Its eyes were yellow like the core of the stars in the heavens.
Its nouth was gaping, wth a whip-like tongue that |ashed out wth brutal
strength. It had fangs as sharp as a sword, wth the other white teeth just
there to help. It eyed the crewwth an endless stare. Then, it lashed out its
| ong tongue at the \oyager.

Thonas clinbed up into the crows nest wth his gigantic sword. As the
tongue reached to hit Thonas, he swung his sword in an arc at the tongue and
reached it first! As the creature reeled back, it let ou a cry of terror and pain
that shook the heavens. Part of the creature’s tongue was now on the deck!
The water had turned crinson fromthe creature’s blood. The creature | unged
forward at Thonas. As he did, Thomas's sword bl ade was driven into the crea-
ture’'s eye. Again the horrible creature cried out in pan For the last tine, the
creature again lunged at Thonas. This tine, Thonas was knocked out of the
crows nest by the creature onto the deck. Then the creature fell into the
water, thrashing. Afewmnutes later, it was dead.

Al of a sudden, everyone rushed over to Thonas.

“Thonas, speak to us!” Qivier shouted.

Then Thonas opened hi s eyes.

“Jaques, get ne ny sword,” Thomas said in a raspy voi ce.

Ater Thonas hot his sword, he stood up using it for support.

“Were is that blasted creature? | needto kill it!”

“Thonas,” Qivier said, “You already have. (one wth ne, you nust
rest.”

Qivier led Thomas down to he | ower decks, and |aid hi mdown on his bed.

Wsing his own water and clothing, Qivier dressed Thonas's wounds, and cared
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for him Manvhile on the upper deck, the rest of the crew contributed to help
clean up the battered ship once nore.

Ater the ship was cleaned, the crew began sailing on the now red sea of
blood. Qice again the waters were placid, and the breeze was still. The note
of death still hung in the air. The sea seened as if it would never forget this
gruesone battle that took place on this day.

The waters of the Geat Sea did not stir that day, as the \Voyager contin-

ued to sail ovard to its final destination, the dreamthat had yet to cone.

CHAPTER | X

It was one week fromthe incident at the placid waters. The horizon
seened to be growing larger at the slightest westerly novenent of the ship.
The w nds had now becone nornal once nore, pushing the ship at an al nost
constant rate. The crows nest had once agai n been repaired, and Thonas, no
| onger confined to his bed, was up and around on the deck, but was still not
doing any terribly strenuous work. He was practically able to do work, but
Qivier felt that he should still rest. Herrewas inthe crows nest |ooking for the
slightest indication of the Geat Edge. Jean-Luc was at the wheel, wth all of
his senses alert, all nuscles tensed, ready for the slightest action. Actualy, to
Jaques, he seened uptight and nervous. WélIl, it was seemingly just another
common day for the crew of the Voyager.

It was about mdday when the first words cane fromP erre wth his spy-
g ass.

“Jaques, | see the edge of the world!” R erre excla ned.

“About howfar away is it?” Jaques asked.
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“I would say it’s less then a day’s voyage, naybe just about one-hundred

mles.”

“Wl| everyone, start packing! V¢ are al nost there!”

Jaques began to give orders to the rest of the crew

“Pack all loose itens. Secure all of the food. Ve are going over the
edge! ”

Fndly, Qivier piped up.

“Don't you guys think that this is crazy? | nean, going off of the edge of
the Earth?”

“Vl I, Qivier,” Jaques began, “Look at it this way. Sone of us might be
crazy ourselves. Look at all of the forner explorers. They took their chances,
and they becane heroes. V¢ won't just be doing this for oursel ves, but we wl|
be doing this for all of Fance!”

“Ba still,” Qivier persisted

“Qivier, either you go or not. The fane or the shoe. Wiich one do you
choose?”

Wth these words in mind, Qivier just shut up and did his job.

It was not until later in the afternoon that Herre reported that the edge
was getting closer steadily. The water began to sound like the roar of the
mghty dragon, and the current was beginning to speed up in sudden bursts,
never dying down. The sun seened to hold back its fall to wtness the event of
a ship going off the edge.

“It’s not too for now” P erre screaned as the water began to churn. “I'm
com ng down now ”

The current began to get faster and faster. The noise of the water
began to get |ouder and | ouder.

“Bveryone brace yoursel ves!”
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A this call, everyone no natter what they were doing on the upper deck,
st opped and grabbed on to sonet hi ng.

“Hldontight!”

Jaques | ooked over the bow of the ship. Wat a sight his eyes did
behol d!'  The bl ue water was travel ling over the edge of the earth, |ike a nagnif -
icent waterfall unleashing its beauty. Were the water had stopped, there was
bl ack, just a dark black wthout any light, shape, or form

“@d bl ess us!”

A that nonent, the waters sucked the Voyager down the fall. The crew
was plunging into the pitch black darkness, screamng. The ship was like a
stick, going over the edge of the mghty waterfall, being loosely held in Gd' s

hands.

CHAPTER X

The \oyager had been tunbling through the darkness over the edge of
the earth. Head over heels the ship did its sonersaults. The crew of the
\Voyager was hanging on to anything fasten down for their own life lest they fall
into the depths below Anything that was |oose was now its own separate
body, inits own acrobatic fall toits ultinate demse.

“W are going to die!” screaned Thonas as barrels flew past him

Sonehow, the water that had gone over the edge had di sappear ed.

“Were has the water gone?” Jaques wonder ed.

h and on did the Wyager fall. It seened that the bl eak darkness was
endless, tat they would be falling forever. BEveryone had given up hope, and

nowwere praying for their lives.
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“Wiat have | done to cone to the end |ike this? Jaques said.

“WIIl | ever see ny wfe again?” Jean-Luc sai d.

There were nmany things on the mnds of the crew as they fell to their
deaths. Then, all of a sudden, a faint but beautiful light penetrated the dark-
ness.

“Wat is that light?

The light began to intensify, until finally, the crew could distinguish the
source of this radiance.

‘M @d It'sariver of stars!”

The \Woyager fell into this river of stars, and sent stars flying as if it was
water. Qddly enough, nobody was hurt by the fall. A wnd had suddenly cone
up, and the ship began to nove.

“I can't believeit! Wresaling onthe stars!”

The VWoyager had been saved by a mracle. But nowthat they were float -
ing on the stars, where were they, and where were they going? Wat woul d

becone of then? And nost of all, howwoul d they get back?

CHAPTER Xl

The VWoyager, now on the sea of stars, was apparently stranded fromthe
outer world. They would just have to sail on now no matter what they woul d
neet. The river seened to stretch out for mles against the bl ack enptiness of
space.

“Herre, howlong do you think it wll take us to travel along this river?
Jaques asked.

“Maybe a coupl e of days.”
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“Vél 1, | hope that we get sonewhere soon.”

Two days had passed, and nothing had shown its presence that Ferre
could see fromthe crows nest. The ‘days’ that the crew stayed up on were
getting shorter by the hour. In other words, the crewwas getting tired of the
eternal bl ackness that was surrounding them The river of stars had still been
flowng and keeping the ship up, but the crewwould rather fall to their deaths
instead of having to face the nonotonous journey that was ahead of them

Then one ‘afternoon’ . . .

“Jaques, there is sonething up ahead!”

“Wat isit Rerre?

“It seens to be ahole, just leading. . . nowhere? That's inpossiblel”

A these words, Jaques began to wonder. Wds this his dream reality, or
bot h?

“Rerre, get down here quick!”

P erre rushed down the | adder, to neet Jagques on the deck.

“Get everybody el se up here!”

Soon, the whol e crew was standing on the deck, waiting for Jaques to tell
themthe urgent news.

“Bveryone, we are travelling into a hole, where nobody knows where it
leads. | have dreamt about this, but | thought nothing of it. MNw | fear the
worst. Wen | was here, | never saw beyond this hole, but I found that nothing
can escape it. Qe we go in there, there wll be no turning back. I|s everyone
know edgeabl e enough to travel wth ne, or do you want to try to get back?
Speak now or forever hold your peace.”

Nobody said a word, as if a spell of silence had been cast down upon the
Ccrew

“Then we go. Everyone get bel ow deck, and nay God favor the foolish.”
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Everyone, including Jaques, went to the decks bel ow them waiting for

the decision of fate.

GHAPTER Xl |

The Voyager, now | ooking |ike a death ship, was steadily travelling toward
the hole. The peopl e bel ow were scared to deat h.

“What wll become of us?” and “V¢'re going to die!” were commonly
heard fromthe terrified nouths of the nen. Even Jaques was scared out of his
wts. H had lived through it once, and now he was going to have to do it
agai n.

The \Voyager was travelling faster and faster toward the hole. Inside the
ship, everything was in chaos. Thomas was lying in his bunk wth sheets
wapped around himlest he fall during the trip. Qivier was bent on his knees,
praying to Qd for his life. Jean-Luc was sitting at a desk in the kitchen, hold-
ing a sketch of his wfe, just staring off into the enpty space surrounding him
Perre wvas at a porthole, looking out into the hole, al nost anxiously. Jaques,
probably the nost nervous of themall, was scared. He had to worry about the
entire crew their famlies, and nost of all, his own famly. FEveryone was in
their oan state of mnd, edgy, and if anything noved, they would hit it for fear
that it would attack them

The \Voyager travelled closer and closer to the hole in front of it. The
crew was now silent. The Voyager was now only a few feet away from where
the turbul ence started. As the crew was screaming, the ship called \Voyager
whirled around to its fate in the depths of the abyss.

CHAPTER |
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The Voyager was travelling faster and faster to the black vortex. The
ship began to tunble as it entered the first shocks of the tunnel. Then, the
ship started spinning around and around the outer edges of the now whirling
nass of energy. As the crew screaned, the Voyager nade the final turn al ong
the side of the hole before it reached the center.

“God, spare ne!” Qivier screaned as he | ooked out of the porthole.

The world around himwas total ly bl ack, aside fromsone occasional white
streaks fromthe stars that were sucked up by the whirling nass. The barrels
that were on the first deck of the Voyager were now floating in the near
weightless environnent. Qivier now had the worst case of a headache that the
world had ever seen, as if twenty-thousand printing presses were pressing his
brain sides together. The disorientation of the ship and its surroundi ngs nade
everyone nauseous, includi ng Jaques.

“Wre all dead'” Jagques heard soneone cry.

Vés this going to go on forever? The ship continued to whirl around and
around at an ever increasing rate. The conbination of the stars and the bl ack
background nade everything a blur. Every part of the crews’ bodi es were bei ng
pushed out by sone unknown force.

The force of the vortex was immense, and it kept getting stronger and
st ronger!

“V' || never get hone now”

The sound of ripping was apparent to the crew “Rppp!” the sails went,
soundi ng | ouder than the vortex.

“The noise! That anful noise!” Qivier screaned at the top of his lungs as
he covered his ears.

The ripping was now conbi ned wth an awful moaning, as if the gates of
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linbo were opened up, letting the wails of the inprisoned tornent the world.
The noani ng caused everyone to all of a sudden cry out in pain, filling the vor-
tex wth a sound of death. O and on the nomaning wailed, rocking the ship
even nore inthe cries of evil.

The ship began to creak at it reached the full force of the sinful awe
inside the vortex. Then, sone of the nails started poppi ng out of the girders.

“W're going to be splattered ”

Then, all of a sudden, just as soon as the forces had started, they sud-
denly ceased.

“What ' s goi ng on?”

The crewstood up in both relief and curiosity as the silence began to sur -
round them They gently wal ked up the now creaking stairs to the deck above
them They first |ooked at the state of their poor ship. The sails were either
severely ripped or torn off, and one of the three najestic nasts that once bore
the royal synbol of France was now missing, presuned cracked and ripped off
by the vortex. The paint that had once given the ship a better than nerchant-
| i ke appearance was now flaked or peeled. After they had surveyed their *ship
they finally noticed their awkward surroundi ngs.

“Were are we?” Qivier said as he | ooked over the bow of the shinp.

The water that the ship was now gently floating on was crystal clear, |ike
the dianmonds on the queen's cromn. As Qivier gently put his head over the
rail, he noticed that he coul d see the bottomof the sea. The plants were a per -
fect green, and the fish were a perfect god A brilliant light illumnated the
world, sending rays bouncing off the water. Even the ship, although wecked,
had a n@j estic appearance against the crystal water. The sky was a perfect
shade of light blue, and there were objects there representing clouds that

| ooked perfect enough to sleep on. Everything around themseened to radiate
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afeeling of excitenent and joy. Sill, sone of themwere confused.

“Howdid we get here, and where is ‘here’ ?" Jaques sai d.

GHAPTER | |

The crew relieved but still bewldered, took their nornal positions, as if
they were still back on the surface of the Earth. Wth what was left of their
sails, they pushed onward. The wnds here were practically constant, causing
the ship to nove forward at an alnost constant rate. S nce the crows nest
was now floating somewhere in the ocean, Ferre was standing on the highest
part of the ship that was reachable. In his hand was a spygl ass, whi ch he used
tolook for any signs of land. The rest of the crewwas trying to nend the bro-
ken sails so that the Woyager coul d nove faster.

It seened |ike days that the \Woyager sailed through the clear waters. In
this world, as the crewfound out by surprise, there was no night. The illumna-
tion was constant. Qe sail was all that the crewcould nake, but just that one
sail for one of the two undanaged nasts nade the Voyager travel faster. Then

“Jaques!” R erre screaned. “There’s |and up ahead!”

“About howdistant is it?

“Miybe | ess than a day at the speed we' re going.”

“Vl | then, let’s go”

Wth instructions from P erre, Jean-Luc gently guided the ship towards
the glorious land that was up ahead. Faster and faster did the ship seemto
travel towards the land that the crewwas so anxiously waiting to set their feet

on.
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“Miybe this is the perfect world,” Jaques wonder ed.

H woul d never know until they got there. Then, as they got closer to
the land, Jagques began seeing trees. These trees had bright green | eaves, and
they stood strai ght up.

“These were the trees in the picture!” Jagues excl ai ned.

Then as they got closer and closer, Jaques began seeing the flowers, all

bushy and rosy. Then finally, he saw the grass. It was uniformin height and
was the flaw ess shade of enerald green. This was the perfect world!
Jean-Luc steered into a lagoon along the glistening sandy shore, and set down
the anchor. Everyone got into the lifeboats and headed for the shore with their
eyes opened wde and their nouths drawn back in a smle. As they got on the
shore, the light began to shine brighter and brighter through the trees as
t hough the world was wel comng themto the place of ultinate beauty.

“Vé found it!”

Bveryone ran into the grass, al giddy like little children a their playtine.
They ran up to the flowers, sniffing them and then just picking one to carry
wth them wherever they went. They clinbed up the trees, where awaiting
themwere perfectly ripe red apples. They ran around and around, listening to
the perfectly colored birds whistle the perfect songs.

“This is the perfect world”

They played and ronped until they got tired and went to their soft beds
that they nade out of the grass.

“This is the true paradise,” Qivier said before he lay down to go to sl eep.

But little did Qivier or any other nenber of the now sl eeping crew know

that their paradise would not last for a very long tine.
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GAPTER | | |

Wen the crewwoke up in the ‘norning, they were still as happy as yes-
terday. They were in the kitchen of the ship waiting for their breakfast. It
seened |ike a nornal norning, except that the crew was nuch happier. Qivier
happi |y cooked up their biscuits and coffee, and everyone sat down to eat.
They were not disgusted about the food this norning because Qivier had
topped it wth sone of the apples that he had found yesterday, which nade it
|l ook cheerful. After they had finished their breakfast, they began to travel as a
group on the island to try to find sone way of getting hone. Then as they got
onto the upper deck, they were shocked.

The light had di nmed considerably, making it like an evening back in
France. The trees were all drooping, their leaves all black on the ground. The
flowers had all wthered where they had once stood, and the grass was now as
bl ack as the night.

“What happened to our paradi se?” Herre asked.

Then a strong gust of wnd knocked everyone to the deck. Cautiously,
they got in the lifeboats once nore and went to the shore of the land. The
boats landed on a rocky beach, where the crew got out. Wen they went to
pick one of the wthered flowers, it crunbled at their very touch. MNow this
nade the crew feel downcast and sad. Wat had happened to their once beau-
tiful land of perfection? Even the water that had once been crystal clear had
turned cl oudy.

They wandered around the disnal world, |ooking for a cause for their |oss.
As A erre was wal king through the once najestic trees . . .

“Hey everybody! | found a cavern!”

Everyone rushed over to the spot where Ferre was standing. There they
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beheld a strange sight. There was a hole about a good ten feet high. Inside
the hole, everything was a pitch black. As they all stood at the nouth of the
cavern, a gust of stale air blew out of the cavern, causing everyone to back
away fromthe awf ul stench.

“Should we go in, or shall we stay out here?’ Jaques asked.

“let’s goin. Wreexporers, right? Herre said.

“Ckay then, we wll go into the cavern. Thonas, go back to the |ifeboats
and get the lanterns. Jean-Luc, go find sone vine that we can use as rope, and
awolelot of it too. Qivier, run back to the ship and get us sone provisions.
Rerre, go get us sone sticks that we can use to nake a fire if we need it. Il
stay here to nark our spot. If you can't find the cavern, yell and I'll yell back.
G@toit!”

As everyone set out for their jobs, Jaques had begun to worry. Vés this
the trap that he was worried about? Wuld we live to see the next norn? |
found our world of beauty, just for this? Soon as these things ran through his
small head, the others returned wth their various supplies. Soon, they woul d
be descending into the cavern, wthout the slightest notion of being able to

cone back.

CHAPTER 1V

Jaques distributed the supplies so that each person had enough itens
that if they were split apart, he could live for a confiortable tw days. This
nade the equi pnent very heavy, but the crew requested this, even if they had
tocarry it. Ater this was finished, the group of nen began their descent into

the cavern. Wen they got inside, one lantern was |lit so that the group coul d
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see where they were going. In this cave, sonehow sonething was bl ocki ng the
light fromoutside objects fromreaching the floor of the cavern. This power
was strong, but not strong enough to stop the light fromthe lantern fromillu-
mnating the cavern. The light fromthe lantern was dim but it did light the
passageway so the crew could see where they were going, which nade them
fed safe.

I nside the cave there were a nunber of disorientating features. The walls
were covered wth a sline that dripped down onto the rocky path like oil drip-
ping froma lantern. The stench of rotting neat and plants was lingering in the
air that surrounded them The space that was farther than eight feet fromthe
lanp was not lit, causing the fear that they mght accidentally fall into a pit of
some unknown nature. The passage was |eading steeply dowwards, causing
unsure footing on the somewhat rolling rocks. The passage twsted this way
and that so that even Jaques couldn't tell if they were going around in circles or
not. Al of these itens nade the now tunnel -1ike cave appear spooky and evil.

Then as they turned a corner, they saw a pair of ruby-red eyes piercing
the darkness, peering into their very souls. The light fromthese eyes was tem
porarily blinding to the crew for they had adjusted to the darkness that was
around then. Then, as the light of the eyes began to fade, and the souls of the
crewwere returning to their bodi es, the creature spoke.

“Wio dares to enter the realmof the Netherworld?” the creature asked
in a boonmng voi ce.

“Jaques and his expedition dares to enter.”

“To find the world of perfection, that was here before you.”

“Slence petty onel The world above us if perfection, a perfection of evil!
Sane as the Netherworld to whi ch you have dared to gai n passage to!”

“But it was-"

52



“Slence! You are trespassers in ny realm Now you nust pay the price
of arousing ny anger. You nust travel the expanse of the Netherworld. At the
exact end of the Netherworld, there you will find the portal that wll |ead you
back to your puny world.”

“But why not send us back now?”

“Because you deserve to die. Do you want ny to take those soul s from
you now scun®”

“V¢ 11 go! W1l gol”

“@od. You'll be dead by tonorrow Then I’'Il have nore flesh to feed the
fires.”

Ater these words, the creature vanished fromthe sight of the crew
leaving only the expanse of dinhy lit tunnel that was in front of them The crew
ran down the hill, not caring about what was underneath their feet. They only

hoped not to neet the naster of this real magain.

CHAPTER V

The crew was now scared of what they would neet down here. They
woul d have to travel the expanse of the Netherworld, whatever that was. They
took short steps, being careful not to fall into any pit or trap. The walls had
now turned to a type of grey stone which felt rough as sandstone but | ooked
shiny, like silver. The floor had becone snoother now naking the footing
harder wth the shoes that the crew was wearing. The incline that was in the
cave was steadily growng steeper, causing one or two people to slip now and
t hen.

Then, as the incline got very steep and the floor very snooth, everybody
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slid down the tube as if it were as slick as ice. (nh and on they slid down the
pol i shed copper fl oor.

“Wieee!” Rerre exclained “Thisis ny idea of having a good tine!”

Then, after everyone was |laughing, they hit awall. Here the tunnel nade
a ninety-degree turn, and they didn't slide around it. MNowthe tunnel was |evel,
as the upper deck of the Voyager when they had first boarded her.

“What happened?” soneone i nquired.

Everybody stood up, and began wal ki ng around the room

“If thisis the worst that this Netherworld has to offer us, we wll have no
troubl e what soever,” Herre said.

Then, as he turned around the corner, he al nost lost his footing.

“Witch out guys! There's bad footing around here.”

Then, as the lantern began to get closer to Ferre, he noticed sonet hi ng.

“Hey guys! There's a chasmover here, so don't fall intoit!”

As everyone al so reached the scene, they finally got a gook |ook at the
chasm They couldn't see the bottomof it, so it nust have been pretty deep.
The other side, totell the truth, was not very far anay. To Ferre, it seened as
if it were anere twenty feet anay.

“Cone on guys, let’s just nake a rope bridge. It's not that far!”

Jaques took out his rope and began tying it to Thonas’s. They went on
and on in this fashion, until they had a rope just |ong enough to reach the ot her
side. PRerre anchored one end to a rock, and forned a | asso out of the other
end of the rope. Spying a big stalagmte on the other edge of the chasm he
swing the rope around it, securing it tightly. Then, very carefully, he started to
wal k across of their rope. He carefully bal anced hinself across the short dis-
tance as the vines creaked fromthe strain. As he got across of the chasm

safely, the other crew nenbers slowy nade their way across on the rope. As
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the last of themstarted his way across, they heard a faint runbling fromthe
roof.

“Quickly!” Thomas yelled. “Get across quickly before sonething hap-
pens!”

Then, Jaques, who was the one on the rope, started to nove faster, |os-
ing sone of his balance. The runbling grew |louder and snall rocks started to
fall on his head The rest of the crewwas yelling for Jagues to cone across.
Then, Jaques junped into the arns of the crewwaiting for him They ran out
of the cavern just in tine as the rocks fromthe ceiling began to grow | arger.
As they watched, the rocks covered the place where they were standing, com
pletely filling up the entrance wth rocks, bl ocking their forner passagevay.

“Shoot,” Herresaid “l wanted to do that again.”

Ater everyone got over their shock of the cavern, they surveyed their
new surroundings. They were in another tunnel, this tine one wth rock-1ike
protrusions on the walls and the fl oor.

“Wl | guys,” Jagques said. “Let’s nove on.”

The crew was now noving al ong the tunnel, fearful of what mght happen

around the very next turn. They felt as if their judgnent day was comng.

CHAPTER M

The crew had been wal king down the path of the tunnel for about two
hours now and nothing has happened. They were nervous and uptight, ready
to junp at any sound that they heard. The tunnel was getting rockier as they

val ked on. The air nowsnelled of rotting flesh, filling the crewwth the sense
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of foreboding that sonething evil was about to happen. Then, as they turned
the corner, they saw a horse-like aninal hanging fromthe vine that they had
nade back at the chasm The flesh was crawing wth nmaggots, and sone bare
bone was exposed as it stuck out of the aninal’s flabby bl ood stained skin.
the adjacent wall, they saw a nessage hastily scraw ed i n bl ood.

“Bevare the forces of the eternal fire” it read wth other phrases, al in
different |anguages.

“Is this awarning? Qivier asked.

Nobody answered. The crew wal ked on, ignoring the incident that just
occurred, but wth the warning still enbedded in their mnds. They turned cor -
ner after corner still finding nothing on their trek. The tenperature began to
get hotter, as if sonething was burning, but still, they snelled nothing burning.
Then, as they turned the next corner, they saw a gigantic cavern. In the center
of it was a huge buria urn fromwhich issued forth a gigantic orange fl ane.

“I's this the eternal flane that the warning tal ked of ?” soneone asked
rhetoricaly.

Then, the lantern that had lit their passage fromthe surface bl ew out.

“Drat. The fuel nust have been used up.”

Wen Jean-Luc checked the level of the oil that was in the lantern, to his
surprise, it was full. The lantern should have stayed |it.

“Drats. Were are we going to find a real fire down here?

Then, Jean-Luc had an idea. He reached into his pack and pull ed out
three charred sticks that he had brought fromthe surface. H took them and
started to nove towards the flane, wth the intentions to light them

“Jean-Luc! Don't doit!” Jaques yelled out in desperation.

“Hy!l It’s only fire, and it cannot hurt ne as long as it is in ny contra .

Soneone’ s got to light the lantern.”
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Jean-Luc noved closer and closer to the flane in the urn. He then took
one of his charred sticks and noved closer to the fire. Sicking it in the flane,
it reedilyigited

“Se, nothing toit!”

He reached out and got the lantern fromthe floor. He put the flamng
stick into the lantern. As it touched the wck, the flane junped up, formng a
gigatic pillar of firethat was taller than JeanLuc.

“No!  Jean-Luc get back here!” soneone cried out, but to no usage.

The pillar of flane had nerged wth the eternal flane, formng a gigantic
fire that filled the entire room Then Jean-Luc screaned out in pain and terror,
but soon was silenced by the crackling of the flames. Then, for an instant, the
flanes grewin intensity and then died. Qivier dropped to his knees in prayer as
the others stared dunbfounded. Wiere Jean-Luc had once stood was now a
w thered formresenbling a charred, bl ackened prune.

“NOOO0C000 " Jaques cried out.

The cavern echoed the note of death, reverberating faster and faster
until it was finally silenced. Jean-Luc was no nore. The warning was right.
“Beware the eternal flane”. Wat the denon had said had cone true. “Your
flesh wll feed ny fires”. Then, everyone was silenced, bow ng their heads down
in reverence to the once great explorer.

Then, Jagques scrawed a nessage on a shred of parchnent. He laid it
down where Jean-Luc had | ast stood, and then addressed the crew

“Hre is the final resting place of Jean-Luc. He was truly a great expl orer,
and to us, a personal friend Hedidnot dieinvan, for he was trying to help us
be free of this wetched place. My every one of us be as respectful for himas
he was of us, and may every one of us al ways renenber him”

The crew held a short requiemunder the direction of Qivier, and then | eft
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into the opening of another tunnel wth their heads bowed down in reverence
and sadness. Meanvhile, the lord of the Netherworld chuckled as his fire grew

tdle . . .

GHAPTER M |

The crew of now four nen was in a newtunnel. This tine, the walls were
perfectly snooth, and they were nade out of black netal. Sonehow this tun-
nel was different than all of the others, but not inits physical sense, but in the
nental aspect. It seened to give a warning to the crew but they were unabl e
toreceive it. They just ignored this sense of prenonition and wal ked onward.
The tunnel did not turn or have a single grade. It was |like a passageway to a
pal ace, the pal ace of the Netherworld. The tunnel continued ahead of them as
far as Jaques could see wth the newy lighted lantern. The walls gave hima
sense of confinenent, as if he was being trapped in this hallway, but this could
not be true.

“No Jaques,” he said to hinself. “Think different thoughts now ”

As he did so, he valked on. It seened as if they would be wal king for
hours to get out of this tunnel. The tunnel still kept up its nonotonous sym
netry. Thewalls didnt change, the floor didn't tilt, and the ceiling didn't rise.

“How long can this go on?’ soneone asked rhetorically.

Then, as soon as that one nan said these words, the tunnel di sappeared
toreveal a gateway wth an inscription carved above it.

The inscription read: “This is the gate securing the passageway to the
rest of the Netherworld. He who dares to go past these gates shall find the

gateway to another world, the outer worlds above.”
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Jaques read the inscription and then rushed to the gigantic gates. He
tried to open them but they were stuck and woul d not budge fromtheir rest-
ing pl ace.

“Gone on! Help ne wth the gates! They re stuck!”

Everyone that was there went to the gates and tried to open it, but it
still would not budge.

“Geat,” Qivier said wth a tone of renorse. “Vé find a way hone, and
we can't get a stupid gate to open.”

They tried everything. They threw water on it, they spat on it, they
kicked it everywhere, and they even threw their food at it but not one thing
woul d nake the gates budge. Then, Ferre’s eyes |it up. He had an idea

“Bverybody stand back!” Ferre yelled.

Perre went to the gate, and then noved about one foot away fromit.
Then, he raised his arns to the ‘sky’ above themand stared at the gate. FHerre
| ooked everywhere on the gates, and concentrated his force at the center of
t hem

In one word in a conmandi ng tone of a higher power he yelled: “Qpen!”.

And the gates opened.

“Pretty neat, huh? | learned that one a while ago fromny father. Wrks
good, doesn't it?”

Nobody had any comments, but they all stared at Pierre with their
nout hs open and their eyes staring in utter astoni shnent.

“Hey guys, | only opened a gate.”

Sill they stared & Herre

“Wl | guys, are you comng? | want to get hone!”

“Rght,” Jaques said in a confused tone.

They wal ked through the gateway, all of themstill attenpting to conpre-
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hend what happened between Pierre and the gate. They were dunbfounded at
the nere sight of Pierre and his stare. “It nust be those eyes,” thought
Jaques. The crew wal ked onward to the other horizon wth the hope that they
woul d find the passage back to their own world of Earth. Then after the gates
could no longer be seen on the horizon, they shut tightly, and then di sap-

peared, |eaving nothing behind them

GAPTER M 1 |

The crewwas no longer in a tunnel but in a giant cavern that seened to
stretch out for mles. In the cavern, the heat was blazing, and the crew was
steadily drinking up the water that they had brought wth themfor their jour-
ney. They were exhausted fromtheir trek across of the various tunnels and
passageways of the Netherworld, and nowthey had to travel across of this?

“This is too hot for ne,” Jaques said.

“Were are we goi ng?’ Qivier asked.

“W' Il find out when we get there,” Thonas sai d.

“WIl you guys knock it off?!” Herre exclai ned.

The heat was causing everyone to be irritable, and the |ong distances
that they wal ked were giving themcranps in their legs. Suddenly in the after -
noon of one blazing day . . .

“Hey everybody! There's another tunnel here!”

BEverybody rushed to the tunnel’s entrance, glad to be out of the heat.
This was a tunnel forned out of crystal, perfectly clear and glistening in the
light that was emtted fromthe cavern that they had put behind them The

walls, ceilings, and floors of the tunnel were unblemshed, as is soneone had
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been constant|y polishing and repolishing the crystal floor.

“Wl | guys, what do you think? Should we followthis tunnel or do we go
back into the searing heat of the cavern outside?

In the end, the vote that they had was unani nous. The crew would fol -
low the tunnel of crystal. MNow this polished tunnel was highly reflective al so,
and this gave the crewa hard tine seeing and walking. Al they could do was
to followthe tunnel, even if they bunped into a wall or tw. They were just
gad to be out of the searing, painful heat that they had encountered in the
previ ous tunnel .

The tunnel, like its predecessors, continued on its path for a long dis-
tance. This one had turns, but all of themwere perfect right angles, which
gave themthe inpression that they were being led to the center of a circle,
towards one single point. After hours upon hours of wal king, they reached a
single, central room Inthe center of this crystal room they sawa giant crystal
sphere sitting upon a crystal pedestal that was colored red. Behind this
pedestal was a set of carved ebony doors, which appeared to be the sane as
the ones that Jaques had seen as the entrance to the Explorers’ dub
International .

“I's that the portal ?” Thonas asked.

“Yes, that mght be it. Don't think ne to be crazy, but |’'ve seen those
doors in Paris!” Jaques tol d Thonas.

They ran towards the doors, jubilant to be going back to their |oved ones.
In their dash, they sawthe crystal sphere and stopped to admre it. It was per-
fectly round and unbl emshed, wthout a single flaw like the corridor that sur-
rounded it.

“That woul d nake a beautiful headpi ece for her nmajesty’s crown,” Jaques

sad
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As he took it off the pedestal, a giant suddenly appeared out of the air.
It was as it was the guardian of the crystal. The giant reached out to grab
Jaques, but Jaques ran away fromit.

“Thonas!” Jaques vyel | ed.

The warrior spun around, wth his sword drawn and his body poised for
action. He lifted up his sword and chal | enged the beast to a battle. Jaques ran
wth the crystal as Thomas clashed wth the beast. As Thonas was avoi di ng
the brutal punches of his foe, Qivier, Rerre, and Jaques opened the doors to
their world. As they began to step through, they beckoned for Thomas to stop
his gane and cone wth them As Thonas junped through the portal, the oth-
ers quickly shut the doors and left the giant trapped i n the chanber back in the
Netherworld. They had | eft the Netherworld once and for all.

CHAPTER | X

Wien the crew went through the portal, they found thensel ves back in
the Explorers’ Qub International, in the reception room Now the secretary
was red in the place, and fumng upon their rude intrusion. Soon, she began to
yell at them

“How did you clowns get in here? Wy are you dressed like that? Wo
are you? Get out off here before | find soneone to force you out! QJn  QJn
aJrt”

They ran out of the reception room down the hall of greats, and out of
the bui | di ng.

“That’ s unfair!” Jaques exclained. “I1’ma nenber of their club!”

Vel |, they did not actually care. They were here, in Paris, back on the
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known Eart h!
“W nade it!” everyone yelled as they junped up and down jubilantly.

“Add ve nade it wth this,” Jaques said as he pulled out the crystal ball.

It had now been one week since they had returned fromthe Net herworl d.
Al of themhad seen their famlies, and all of the proper cerenonies and
parades were held to honor the now deceased Jean-Luc. MNow, Jaques was
surmoned to have another neeting wth the queen about his expedition, this
tine private, wthout the council.

Jaques was waiting in the chanber, thinking about what he woul d and
could actual ly tell the Queen. Then, Queen Josephine |11 strode najestically into
t he chanber.

“Jaques,” the Queen began. “Wiat have you done wth ny shi p?”

“Vél | your Myesty, thisis howit happened.”

Jaques began explaining the details of his journey to the Queen: the
dragon, the trip over the edge, the vortex, and the Netherworld. Hnally, the
Queen spoke once agai n.

“Now you are telling ne that you |ost ny ship and returned back to ne
wth nothing at all?" the Queen asked.

“Vd I, not exactly . . .”

Then, Jaques brought out the crystal jewel and presented it to the
Queen.

“It’s beautiful! | wll take this in paynent for all of the trouble that you
caused ne. My you live to uphold this loyalty to the crown forever!”

Then, she went to her chanbers, and ordered the crystal to be nounted
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upon the head of the royal crown.
“Vél |, naybe | did not get anything val uable fromthis expedition, but I
conpl eted the voyage of ny ‘inpossible dream” Jagques said as he travell ed

down the road to his quiet hone in the rays of the red, setting sun.
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O he arly Years
of the McPDunns

(a prelude to
"0 he 5og Horn")
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Introduction, parts of the Epilogue, and nost characters from Ray Bradbury's

"The Fog Horn"
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| NTRODUCT1 ON

Qut there in the cold water, far fromland, we waited every night for the
comng of the fog, and it came, and we oiled the brass nachinery and lit the
fog light up in the stone tower. Feeling like two birds in the grey sky, MDunn
and | sent the light touching out, red, then white, then red again, to eye the
lonely ships. And if they did not see our light, then there was al ways our \bi ce,
the great deep cry of our Fog Horn shuddering through the rags of mst to star-
tle the hulls anay |ike decks of scattered cards and nake the waves turn high
and foam

“It’salonely life, but youre used toit now aren't you?' asked MDunn.

“Yes,” | sad. “You re a good tal ker, thank the Lord.”

“Vél 1, it’s your turn on land tonorrow” he said smling.

“Wiat do you think, MDunn, when | | eave you out here al one?”

“On the nysteries of the sea.” MDunn it his pipe. It was a quarter past
seven of a cold Novenber evening, the heat on, the light swtching its tal in
two hundred directions, the Fog Horn bunbling in the high throat of the tower.
There wasn't a town for a hundred mles down the coast, just a road which
cane | onely through dead country to the sea, wth a fewcars on it, a stretch of
two mles of cold water out to our rock, and rare few ships.

“Wy do you stay out here in this dreary pl ace MDunn?” | asked.

“WIl, it began nany, nany years ago, about when | was six, when | first

encountered a . . .

CHAPTER |
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. lighthouse Gandpa? W& re staying at a |ighthouse?

“That’s right Mke, we're staying at a lighthouse!” Gandpa eagerly told
M ke.

“YTPPFE WERE QNG TO A LIGHTHOUSEH W RE GO NG TO A LI GHT-
HOSE WER”

“Hush up! Youll wake up the dead! Besides, you have to pack your
things. You wouldn't want to wear the sane clothes for the whole tine that
we're on our trip, would you?

“h. . . m”

“Vl |, start packingg Qur plane leaves at five. You better be ready by

then.”

“Can nmommy hel p nme?”

“Sure your nother can help you. Besides, | don't think you could do it
alone. Awway, |I'll be back at quarter to five on Saturday to pick you up.
Cheeriol”

That was Gandpa, the best guy in the wole world, except for Daddy. |
nean after all, he's taking ne to a lighthouse! By the way, what is a light-
house? @lly, | don't even know what a |ighthouse is, even tough Gandpa tal ks
about his lighthouse all of the tine that he is here. Onh well. Nowwas a good
tinetolearn WAI, | better cdl . . .

“MOMWY! | HAVE TO START PACKI NG~

Soon, not her cane rushing into the room

“Hush up! You' |l wake up the baby! Ch wait! That's right! You re going
on that trip wth Gandpa this weekend! \Were are you going? WII| you be
safe? Qhwell. | guess you don't know”

“V¢'re going t-"

74



“Ch well, we better start getting you packed. Ve only have a day. Wérk,
work, work. WMy are you kids so talkative? | have to start packing! Kds, what
apan”

Then nother left the room Wat's wong wth her? G well, that's
stress for you. Soon, normy cane back into the room and pulled out nany
sets of clothes fromny drawers. Then, she went out of the room and didn't

cone back. Wéll, anyway, |'mactually going to a |ighthouse! Wiat an exciting .

CGHAPTER | |

. experience this wll be for us! Aone out at ny |ighthouse!” Gandpa
excl ai ned.

“Gandpa, are we off of the ground yet?”

“Yes we are Mke. You can open your eyes now ”

M G, flying for the first tine is the nost scary thing that | ever have
done inny life. Just the acceleration of the plane nade ne nauseous. | hope |
don't ever have to do this again in ny life. Then, suddenly I opened ny eyes,
and | looked out of the wndow Then | sawit. It was the nost beautiful sight
|”ve ever seenl Ve were actually above the clouds! Fomthis high up, al of the
trees were dots of grass, and the roads forned a thin-lined grid across the
Earth.

“Un Gandpa, what’'s a |ighthouse?” | asked feebly.

“Wl| Mke, a lighthouse is an object of beauty. Myjestically standing
above the horizontal horizon, steadily wnking its eye to warn the hunongous

ships of the sea wiere we are. It is an object which we should cherish as part
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of our heritage; an object which we should enbrace and hold dear to us for
eternity!”

“Huh?”

“Mybe | should have stated it sinpler. It’s abigwiite building. It has a
clear top and it flashes lights anay fromit and nakes a low |oud sound. A so,
peoplecanliveinit.”

“Ckay.”

Afewbrief nonents passed as | gl anced down at the world bel ow us.

“What does it ook |ike Gandpa?”

“VA |, it"sab - forget it. Youll seeit when we get there.”

“Ckay.”

| sat back in ny plush seat, and | stared out of the wndow |ooking at the
sky above ne. MNothing interrupted ne for what seened |ike days. @ course,
this changed when the stewardess cane around wth the stupid little bag
peanuts. Actually, | was rather glad that she had cone around. MNow | had a
newtoy to play wthi!

“Gandpa, can you open these for ne? | don’'t know how ”

“Ckay.” The bah shuffled in his hands. *“There you go.”

Al of a sudden ny lungs were filled wth the snell of - well, peanuts.
Ater | stared at themfor a while, | decided to try one. Then, ny nouth was
bonbarded wth the ultinate salty taste of ny first airline bag of peanuts.
Then, after an agoni zi ng deci si on naki ng process, | shoved the renai nder of the
peanuts into the ashtray.

“Gandpa, are we there yet?”

“Not yet. V&Il be there soon.”

Amnute ticks anay on the clock of life.

“Gandpa, are we there yet?”
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“Just wait. Now put back your head and take a nap like a good little boy.
"1l wake you up when we get there.”

“Ckay!”

Wth these words, | gently dozed off in the coniortable chair of the air-
pl ane.

The next thing that | knew was the feeling of being rocked back and
forth. Then, | awoke in atotal panic! | opened ny eyes, and there it was - was
just Gandpa rocking ne to wake up. Then, | was relieved.

“Wly don't you | ook outside, Mke.”

“Ckay!”

Then, | saw a big place of water. Qit in the mddle of it, | could see a
white dot, wth noving ships going around it.

“Wat’ s that G andpa?’

“That’s a lighthouse. M lighthouse to be precise, and that’s where we
wll be staying.”

“Ckay!”

Ckay, what a wonderful word that was. Al you had to do was say “Ckay”
to anything that Gandpa said, and he would smle and sonetines chuckl e.
Anh, the power of words. Then | sawthe water cone closer, and cl oser.

“Gandpa, what’s happeni ng?!”

“VW¢rejust goingtoland. No big dea.”

“I"’mscared of landing! V¢ mght crash!”

“Don't worry Mke, |'mherel”

“kay!” | said hastily.

Then, | shut ny eyes. Soon, landing was all conpleted. Ve got off the
plane, and | did ever so quickly! | was overjoyed to be off that nachine! Then,

we got our bags, and headed off for the shore.
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GAPTER | | |

It was norning, and the sun was up. Mitter of fact, it was glaring down
upon or car so nuch that the air conditioner broke. Gd, did it ever heat up in
there. Wen we got to the dock, | was glad to be out of the car. Sonehow it
seened to be a little cooler outside than other places, but | could not figure out
why. There was an unusual wnd, naybe that caused it. Oh well. Another
thing to ask G andpa soneday.

“Qandpa, why are we here?”

“Vél| Mke, we have to board a boat to get across Lonesone Bay to the
| i ght house. ”

“Wly can't we just take the car?”

G andpa chuckl ed.

“Vél| Mke, if you can get ny car to ride over water, then we can. For
now let’s just use the boat.”

“Ckay. ”

G andpa went back to get our bags fromthe Caddy. Then, as soon as we
had our bags, we boarded the ship. It was a fairly big ship, and it was the
purest white that | have ever seen. It rocked back and forth, back and forth,
back and forth, well, you get the picture. To ne, this was not a pretty picture.
In fact, | was sick for alittle wiile. But soon, | got accustoned to this peculiar
novenent. V¢ were floating on the clear blue gentle waves, riding on the
sheet of glass known as Lonesone Bay. It was coniortable on the ship, al nost
like the airplane, but less confiortable. After thirty mnutes, Gandpa finaly

spoke.
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“Vél| Mke, we're alnost there.”

| watched intently over the bow of the ship. Soon, | would be able to see
it. And then, it appeared over the horizon. It towered over ny head. Wite
bricks laid on top of a stone island wth sone noss gave it shape. The top of it
was clear, and seened to have sonething netal inside it.

“That’s MDunn Island. Qur ancestors founded the Lonesone Bay |ight -
house there years ago, and we still have it today. G course, it isn't the sane
one that was originally built, but it has the sane design, and it works well.”

Soon, the ship landed on the dock of MDunn island, and left us there.
Then, we went inside the lighthouse. The stairs, well, they were nunerous in
nunber. It wasn't till about three minutes of clinbing stairs that we finaly
reached the roons of the ‘house’. The roons were fairly large, had a bed, a
| anp, and sone pictures of the sea on the wall.

“Let’s put our bags down here, and follow ne. | have sonething that I
want to show you.”

V¢ clinbed nore flights of stairs until finally, we cane to the top of the
lighthouse, the clear part. FHomthere, we could survey our new surroundi ngs.
The view fromhere was inpressivel The placid waters stretched out for mles,
wth only a fewjagged rocks sticking out above it. Belowthe water, | coul d see
the giant reefs that surrounded Lonesone Bay. The sun was high in the noon
sky. Bverything was essentially perfect.

“Cnon Mke. Let’s go back downstairs and unpack our bags.”

“Ckay!”

W unpacked our bags, and put our clothes in the chiffarobe, and ate
lunch. Ve played cards during the afternoon, and then cane the evening.
Again, we walked up the flight of stairs. Then, after the sun had al nost set,
Gandpa turned on the light. Wite and red it flashed.
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“Rettyl” | said

“Yes it is, isnt it? It’s been varning ships for generations, and still is
today. Let’s have dinner!”

V¢ went back to our room and ate sone hot tonmato soup. Then we
went back up to the top of the tower.

“Hey Mke! Do you want to hear a story before you have to go to bed?”

“Yeah,” | said as | watched the light pierce the darkness of night like a
sharp needl e.

“Vl | Mke, the story goes likethis. . .

“I't was nany years ago when the first MDunns nade the first |ighthouse
here. It was a foggy night when the first lighthouse bore its then flane |ight
across the Bay. Then, the fog started to get thicker and thicker. Hnaly, the
light couldn’t penetrate nore than one hundred feet into the fog. Then,
unknow ngly, a ship cane along. UWdfortunately, the light of the |ighthouse
didn't reach the ship. The ship struck the reef and sank to the bottom A new
ship it was, straight fromthe harbor - destroyed. Young crewnenbers died in
the battle against the sea, but nature won out. It was the first MDunns in the
lighthouse that felt responsible. If they had nade their light brighter, perhaps
the crew would still be alive. Then, the next night, a strange mst fell over
Lonesone Bay. Then, as the MDunns stared out across of the water, a ship
appeared. It had ghostly white tattered sails, and it glided across the top of
the wvater. Chasing it was a nonster, a large green nonster that had a terrible
voice. Avoice of sorrowfor those who had lost their souls. Then, right before
the dawn, the ship and the nonster disappeared. Wen the MDunns saw the
norning sun, they thought that they had only been dreamng, and thought
nothing of it. Then, exactly one year later, it happened again.”

“Does the ghost ship still roamthese parts G andpa?’
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“Yes it does. And every year, the ghost ship of Lonesone Bay still
roans, being chased by the nonster again and again.”

“That’s scary!”

“l guess it is Mke. Vé I, you better get to bed now 1It’'s going to be a
| ong day tonorrow ”

Wth Gandpa's story still in ny head, | went back to our room and fell
asleep in the plush bed.

CHAPTER 1V

Soon, alnost too soon, | woke up. Then, after | got dressed, | went to
the kitchen to eat breakfast wth G andpa.

“Gandpa, when is the ship supposed to roamLonesone Bay?” | asked.

“Vél |, it's supposed to be tonight, but that’s just a story that was passed
on fromgeneration to generation. It’s not true. Don't worry yoursel f about it!”

So, for the rest of the day | didnt. | spent the day playing ganes wth
Gandpa, wal king the shoreline wth Gandpa, and |ooking out over the bay.
Then, evening cane. | renenbered the vivid story of the ghost ship of
Lonesone Bay and becane curious if it really was true. | walked up the stairs
to the top of the tower to start the vigil of searching for the ghost ship of
Lonesone Bay. Little did | knowthat Gandpa was there too.

“H Mke! Gine up here to look at the stars, huh? VeI, 1'll be going to
sleep soon. Don't be up to late, okay?’

“Ckay!”

Ater a while, Gandpa |eft down the stairs, heading for his bed. As for

nyself, | was too scared to sleep tonight. onstantly | watched the bay for a
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sign of a ship, but none cane. Then, at the striking of the wtching hour, a ship
appeared. It was even worse than Gandpa had said! It had sails that were
ripped and sagging. n the sails were crosses. |Its nasts were tipped over and
the tops were rotting away. The decks were covered wth bones, still holding
onto anything wthin their grasp. A the wheel of the ship was the skel eton of
a nan, still grasping the wheel wth all of its mght. A the very top, atattered
Lhion Jack fluttered gently. Behind the ship was a nonster. It had a giant
head wth i rmense |antern eyes, a neck that was as tall as the |ighthouse, and
a body that was bigger than the reefs! Then, the nonster lunged forward at
the ghost ship, and both of themstarted to nove at an enornous rate. Faster
and faster they went as the night went on, dancing in their dance of fury and
desperation. Then, the night was beginning to fade anay into the soft |ight of
the dawn. Fnally the ship disappeared. Then, the nonster turned its head to
look at ne. Its huge yellow eyes cane in contact wth mne. | stood up and
wal ked forward to nmeet him as he swam towards ne. Then, when he was
about one foot away fromthe glass, he stopped. V¢ stared at each other, as
though we were friends, but separated by the depths of the sea. Then, as the
sun popped up fromits resting place al ong the horizon, the nonster went back

to the depths of the ocean. Then, | fell intony chair, and fell asleep.

CHAPTER V

The next norning narked the day that we had to |eave the Iighthouse.
Ater | had gotten dressed, | went to the top of the lighthouse for the last tine
while | was there wth Gandpa on our trip. | stared out across the water for
nany hours. FHnally, Gandpa wal ked up the stairs.

“Wat’s wong Mke?” Gandpa asked.
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“Nothin.”

“How was your night?”

“Ckay. ”

Sonehow G andpa knew that sonething had happened there, but he
eventual |y gave in and | eft ne al one to ny silence.

As we got on the plane, | again pondered on the thought of seeing the
nonster again, and again becomng friends. Sonehow, | was attached to
Lonesone Bay for eternity, but finally I went hone. And | couldn't help but

renenbber the nonster. And tothis . . .

EPI LOGUE

day John, | can't help but to renenber the nonster. | still think
about the nonster and how ! could talk toit,” MDunn said.

“It’s the nysteries of the sea,” said MDunn thoughtfully. “You know
the ocean’'s the biggest snow | ake ever? It rolls and swells a thousand shapes
and colors, no two alike. Srange. Qe mght think that things would last for-
ever. Mybe | cantalk toit nomw You know that nonster sounded |ike the Fog

Horn. V|, naybe we can try . . .”
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WEL COME

V¢l cone to ny inmagi nation
Wiere a secret reality hides
A pl ace where we cannot |ive
But where enotion thrives

V¢l cone inside ny mnd
Into a secret world

Wiere vivid tapestries of fantasy
Hang wth their stories unfurl ed

Corme and | et ne take you
hatriptoadstant place
Were the real and the unreal
Change at a blistering pace

But renenber ny friend

You can al ways return

And even if ny inagination isn't there
There are still nany things to learn

V¢l cone to ny inmagi nation

Dear friend

But renenber to al ways

Return back to your reality again



THE FALL OF THE TORMENTORS \
In the darkness | sat,

Pondering over this and that,

Wien the icy fear hit ne on the steps right here,

Flling ne wth a constant evil fear.
The norning of evil had began.

A hunongous bl ack figure | ooned over ne,
Dark were his eyes, large were his feet,
Arns of steel, tornenting ny very soul,

Al of asudden left out inthe cad,

A one and afrai d.

The figure towered above ne,

Reached for ny head did he,

Getting ready to crush all of ny feelings wth one bl ow
Leaving ne wi th nowhere to go,

M feelings on the brink of destruction.

Al of a sudden a |ight appeared,

Vrm bright, and soothing to ny ears,

It illumnated the dark hal |,

Lifting ny fear fromthe corner of the vall,
It was a Friend.

It cane over to ne,

And then we,

Rai sed up our hands toget her,
Diving anay the terror,

The attack of the Tornentor.

V¢ drove hi mdown the stairs,

Pushed hi mthrough the passage there,
The strength of us conbi ned,

Dove himout of line,

Causi ng himto flee.

The courage of us toget her,
Drove back the Tornentor,
And gave the mghty feeling,
And then | resuned breat hi ng,
Because | had found a friend.

90



THE DAY OF CARE \
(ne day | was wal king down the street,

Ad | sawan old lady just lingering there on her feet,
She just stared at the eyes,

d the few passersby,

Just ignoring her as they wal ked.

Her eyes were filled wth deat hl ess sorrow
Her nout h sagged |i ke there was no ‘ norrow,
Through her face she had cl early shown,

That she was al |l al one,

In her disnal, isoated vorld.

She stared into the ar,

Even though nothing ‘twas there,
Looki ng for sonet hi ng,

But only findi ng nothi ng,

She was looking for a Gare.

The peopl e passed her by,
Not even lifting alittle eye,
Mki ng her feel,

Li ke she was under a heel ,
G the lowest formof life.

The sky then grew cl oudy,
Peopl e began to get pouty,
No one real |y cared,

About what was there,

Maki ng the worl d di sappear .

Then | passed her,

Wien the | eaves began to bl ur,
Ad | lifted ny head,
Likeraising apillowoff of a bed,
And gave her a Snle.

The Smle went to her head,

And like the world was rai sed fromthe dead,
She sml ed t oo,

Lifting her head out of the bl ue,

Maki ng her feel wanted.
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Then a feeling overcane ne,
e that made ne happy,
That nade ne feel glad,

As the ol d lady had,

As | gave her ny Smle.

| turned around to face,

The ol d lady in | ace,

And wal ked back into her |and,

| finally took her hand,

And | led her out into our world of ki ndness.

So whenever you see,

That old lady by the tree,

Just throw her a Sl e,

And stay wth her awnil e,

And what you receive wll be i nmeasurabl e.
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THE EPI C OF THE NEVERENDI NG W NTER

The bl ue bird,

Gntly sits on the,

Branch of the birch,

Tree,

Gntly singing its song,

Letti ng happi ness onto the worl d.

The sun shi nes,

Vérmng the earth,

As the notes of the bird s,
Song,

Set upon the grass,
HIling the vorld wth vivid cdor.

The tree stands,

O the | awn,

h the capital,

Bilding,

dving a sense of naj esty,

@ vi ng know edge to the worl d.

Inside the capitd,

Bui I di ng peopl e deci de,

The final and ultinate,

Fate,

G the western world,

Deciding what to do wth the A bonb.

The bird keeps,

h singing its song,

As the peopl e,

Deci de,

The fate of their eneny,

Deci di ng who and what to destroy.

Then t he deci si on,

s nade to,

Drop the atomc,

Bonbs,

Oh the other side of the world,
Seeing of f the ultinate destruction.

=
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Then t he peopl e,

That are trapped,

Mke their final,

Wshes,

To be free of their Gommuni st worl d,

To let their souls quickly be unl eashed into freedom

The bonbs rocket,

Thei r way t hrough,

Vacuuns of space,

P umet i ng,

To the countries bel ow

Gtting ready to kill off the world.

Then as they,

Push their buttons,

Qur great A bonbs,

Expl ode,

In the once glorious countries bel ow

They were getting ready for the pain that foll oned.

There was pai n,

Lots of Death,

But very painlessly,

G asped,

Their once glorious |ives,

That once ruled the nost inner forces of the world.

Soon we wil,

Be denol i shed t oo,

Li ves pai nl essly taken,

Rapidy,

Ending the country of the free,

That once fabl ed hone for the free destroyed.

The world was,

Qovered by ashes,

And bodi es of,

Dead,

Mking the world a battlefiel d,

Abattlefield for the scavengers that are | eft.
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But fromthe,

Tons of Ashes,

Cones a new season,

Whnter,

A neverending wnter that wll be a remnder,

A remnder of that depressing day of the hol ocaust.

The bl uebi rd now

Wi te fromsnow,

S ngs in disgust,

Bel | ow ng,

A note of sorrowthat serves as a rennder,

A remnder of that depressing day of the hol ocaust.

The bird sitting,

n the decayi ng branch,

Q atree

Rlls

Flls the world wth the disnal color of grey,

The color that rules over this Neverending Wnter.

Sayi ng goodbye to,

The winters we,

Knew so wel |,

Uhcover s,

This new Neverendi ng Wnter that nakes our soul s | ong,

Long for the free world that we w shed woul d cone fromour ashes.

This wnter has,

No hol i days except,

For one cel ebrati ng,

Sorr ow,

Sorrow for the ones who destroyed the world,

Mide it into the place of the depressing, sorrow ul Neverending Wnter.

Maybe one day,

The sun wil,

Shine nelting the,

Snow,

Endi ng the depressing, sorrow ul Neverendi ng Wnter,
Letting the bluebird sing on the birch once agai n.
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And fromt he,

Ashes of the,

Hol ocaust w |l cone,

Qountri es,

Dedicated to the dead fulfilling their belief of a newworld,
AVWrld wth the everlasting freedom

And t he peopl e,

Sal |l rue the,

Dsnal feelings of,

Wnter,

That wll fill themwth joy and sorrow
Joy for the newborn, sorrow for the dead.

Forever| asti ng.
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TRI BUTE FOR THE FORSAKEN ONES

| st siletly,

Thi nki ng about ,

Life

Ad findly,

Real i ze that,

| amalone onthis earth.

Abandoned by,

Those who,

Love,

M | now

See that,

| amalone onthis earth.

| amone,

Wo is convicted of,

Qi nes,

For whi ch cause ne,

To redl i ze,

| amalone onthis earth.

| ill,

St dslertly,

A one,

Searching for,

Someone,

| amalone onthis earth.

G ven no,
Chance to,
Repent ,

| hdd

M oult,
| amalone onthis earth.

Dstrust I,

Have earned by ny,
Actions,

For whi ch,

| cannot repent,

| amalone on this earth.
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| am

Not seen by,

Anyone,

Whi ch nakes,

Me depressed,

| amalone on this earth.

| have,

No friends and,

Fanly,

They have,

For saken ne,

| amalone onthis earth.

No | onger,

Does |ight,

i ne,

O ny once,

Butifu life

| amalone onthis earth.

| repent,

| repent,

Repent ance,

s in ne

Bt sill,

| amalone onthis earth.

The i nani nat e obj ects,
Are ny only,

Friends,

Now t hat ,

| redizg

| amalone on this earth.

No | onger,

Anl,

on,

Q brother,

Havi ng been f or saken,

| amalone on this earth.
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Thereis,

Not an ounce of,

Joy,

Left nowthat,

| accept the fact that,

| amalone onthis earth.

| fdl,

| fdl agan
Hurti ng,

Wth the pain,
Wth the pain,

| amaone onthis earth.

The qui I t,
The qui l t,
Ghawi ng,
A ny,

[nner soul,

| amalone onthis earth.

No one,
Is |,
Here,

Now t hat ,

| accept,

| amaone onthis earth.

The voi d,
The voi d,
Or aws,

M into,
The voi d,

| amalone onthis earth.

Giltyis,
The only,
Rea,

Gilty of,
The cri nes,

| amalone onthis earth.
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The verdi ct,

The verdi ct,

Gilty,

For eternity,

It wil last,

| amalone onthis earth.

Nb trust,

No trust is ny,

Sent ence,

No trust,

Nb trust,

| amalone onthis earth.

The pai n,

The qui l t,

Hurts,

s,

A nd out,

| amalone onthis earth.

Nobody to tal k,

To vho wll,

Lhder st and,

The voi d,

The voi d,

| amalone onthis earth.

No | onger,

W1 the

Happi ness,

a ny,

Days return,

| amalone onthis earth.

Gilty,

Gilty,

Gilty,

Is the

Qily cry,

| amalone onthis earth.
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M/ hone,
Isfirdly,
Dest royed,
No trust,
No famly,

| amalone onthis earth.

No one,
No one,
No one,
WI Il cone,
To e,

| amalone onthis earth.

A dream
A dream
A dream
| wsh
It vas,

| amalone onthis earth.

No | onger,

WI | be
Trust ed,

Wt h anybody,
Q anyt hi ng,

| amalone onthis earth.

nly one,

Light of,

Love,

Shines directly,
To ne,

nly the Lord.

Heis,

The only,

(e,

Wo has,

Not forsaken ne,
nly the Lord.
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He,

Sill,

Loves,

Me,

No matter,
Wiat ny crine,
nly the Lord.

Heis,

M only
Fiend,
Now t hat ,

| amal one,
nly the Lord.

H lights

The Path to,
Fr eedom
Fomthis,
Fersonal hel |,
nly the Lord.

Heis,

The only one that can,
Save,

No one,

Hse

nly the Lord.

| qill,

Fear ny,
Judgenent ,
Bt I,

Amstill |oved,
nly the Lord.

I am

Never forsaken,
By,

H mhe,

Shal | gui de ne,
nly the Lord.
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Bt in
The world of,
Mrta s,

| know
| redizg
| amalone onthis earth.

For Bernity.
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THE DAY AFTER

| vas sitting,
In the car,

Rd ng,

To ny school ,
O,

The Day After.

| got out,

G the car and,

Vel ked,

To the top of,

The stairs,

Heari ng,

\bi ces of children,
Tal ki ng i n happi ness,
Bxt | 1ok,

And t'is enpty,
Wth nothing there.

| open the,

Door and,

vl k,

Into the,

G een car pet ed,
Hil,

Sl |ing,

The aroma of,

The Hone- Ec room
Bt | snff,

Ad t’is devoid of snell,
Wth nothing there.
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I 1ok

Into the conputer,
Room

And see,

Ghi | dren,

And hear the,

B eepi ng,

d conput er,
Ganes,

But | search harder,
And t’is enpty,
Wth nothing there.

I 1ok

Into the typist’s,
Room

And hear the,

Qi cking,

A an dectric,
Typewriter,

Bit | ook,

And t’is enpty,
Wth nothing there.

| grdl,

Into the,

L brary,

And see,

Li brari ans,

Shel vi ng har dcover,
Books,

Bxt | 1ok,

And t’is enpty,
Wth nothing there.
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| pess,
Al of the classroons,
Wth funny,

Teacher s,

In them

Laughi ng,

A their jokes,

But | listen harder,
And t’is enpty,

Wth not hing there.

| go down,

To the,

Ofice,

And see the,

Lovi ng cari ng,
Scretary,

And ki nd,
Rincipd,

Sling and,

Tal ki ng,

But | | ook harder,
And t’is enpty,
Wth nothing there.

| vakinto,

The gi gantic,
Gym

Wth the,
Gymast s,

Doi ng doubl e,
Hips,

n the rings,

But 1 | ook harder,
And t’is enpty,
Wth nothing there.
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| wal k outside,

Into the green,

Fdd

And see,

d assnat es,

Aong wth,

Friends,

Raying wth a,

Fri sbee,

Laughi ng joyfully,

But | look and |isten harder,
And t’is enpty,

Wth nothing there . . .

It’s the Doy Ater,
And t’is enpty,
Wth nothing there,
But menori es,
To return to again.
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THE LI GHT ETERNAL

sl vat,

Here,

O ny deat hbed,

BEveryt hi ng seens | ost,

Bverything except for The Light Bernal .

The dar kness creeps,

BEngul fi ng,

Me now,

The darkness is al,

Except for The Light Bernal .

The soot hi ng cal m ng,

Ligt Berna,

Draws ne into,

Itsel f cal mng ne,

The wonderful Light Bernal .

fs | enter,

This newworld of,

L ght,

| see the,

Gates of heav' n,

Wth the wel cone of The Light Bernal.

| amgraci ously,

V¢l coned by the,

Li oht,

Into this new

Peacef ul worl d,

Wth the help of The Light Bernal .

| 1ook around,

And see | oved,

nes,

V¢l com ng ne al so,

Into his hands,

Into the loving grasp of The Light Bernal .
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Then as 1,

Begin to see,

The Light,

| notice who,

The Light is,

The Lord is The Light Bernal .

Now | find,

Msel f awakened from

A dream

| am hore,

I'n bed,

But | have seen The Light Bernal .

That day as,

| v kinthe
Squar e,

| see anat her,

M sion pertaining to,
The Light Bernal .

Everyone around ne,
Is gdowng wth,

Li oht,

Show ng ne that,
Bverybody truly is,
The Light Bernal .

The Lord has,
Shown ne the,
L ght,

g hinsel f and,
Hs love,

Showng that hisloveis truy Bernal .
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CONFRONTATI ON

the battlefiel d of
t he war

reeks of
confrontati on:

one day in
the wld blue
yonder

two pl anes
are flying

as the
enemes fight

soon the sun
sets on the
armes

but the
figting still
cont i nues

on

then the nen
findly redize that
t hey

are toget her
inthe

gigantic sky

al one

then the |ight
of the fighting
bel ow
changes to
afire

thet is

rising

itisafired adl
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t he men eye
one another in
hat red

as they

appr oach one
anot her ordered
tokl|

nei ther of them
knew t he ot her
man

that they

woul d shoot
that day

inthefired el

the flanes grew
hi gher as the
men

appr oached one
another in

their deady

pl anes

it was one
or the ot her
one

who coul d
shoot first
and destroy
t he ot her

then the flanes
grew hi gher as

thar

hands tw t ched
on the

triggers of
t he cannons
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t hen one shot
but it was
too late

for he

had al r eady
been

Ht

as the ot her
pilot who

shot

was flying

by the

ot her pl ane
crashi ng

he caught a
glinpse of the
nan i nsi de and
sawthat it
was his own
nei ghbor from
the ot her

side of the
war

he had killed a fel |l ow nan

vhat have i
done to his
wfe

and

fanly

said the man
in di sgust
what have

i done

then started the real confrontation
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al of ny
lifei have not
killed
anot her man
said he

i never

have

then as the
flanes died he
saw

the pl ane
crashing to
the ground
bel ow

the confrontation has just begun

for the rest

d hslife

he

lives wth

the confrontation
o qult

on his

shoul der s

sayi ng goodbye to
hisanylife

he

left and

was di st urbed

for he had

klled

anot her man

it is not about
wars or guilt he
sad

it is about what
cones after i speak
about that is the
rea hurt
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i spesk to dl

of you when

[

say that

you shoul d
never kill

for it destroys
nore of you
than you harm
t hem

the real confrontation

isrigt here

in

you ny children

and remenber what

you do for

the confrontation in your lives has just begun

: - CONFRONTATI ON WY CH LD :
- REMEMBER THAT | T::
1 HAS O\LY BEQUN :

CONFRONTATI ON
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THE FALL

| was standing on top

of the bridge

| ooki ng down at the water
thinking about ny life

Then | nade the
decision to go

of f and pl unge down
to the depths bel ow

| saidny fina

prayer s

and took the incentive
and j unped

the peopl e around ne
wer e scream ng sonet hi ng
but | couldn't hear

for | was screaming too

the air whi zzed past

ny red face

whi ppi ng away the scream
fromny |ips

| wondered if |
voudstill live
ater | ht the
wat er bel ow

the air whi zzed past

ne faster and

faster yet

and then | screaned | ouder

| coul d see ny
life flashing before
ny eyes as |

was held in fear



| took a breath

and | ooked down
and saw t he wat er
comng closer to ne

| began to think

thet |

shoul dn't have done this
dte dl

the water was rapidy
cat ching up

to ne graspi ng

for ny life

ny heart was racing

faster thanit

had ever gone before
inthewoletine of ny life

still | screaned and

| ooked down

wth ny hair churning
i ke the sea above ne

then the water reached
ny feet

as | was travelling
faster and faster

and all of a sudden

BA NG

t he bungee cord zi pped ne up to the surface again.
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THE LI GHT OVER THE HORI ZON \
| vas sitting

on the ground
o the hill
waiting for the sunto rise

My the stars
were there to
greet ne when
| sat on the grass

| waited through
the early hours
to see the

sunri se t oday

Then as the

air began to

get col der |

sawthe first hint of |ight
Then it steadily

rose out of

the ground from
which it was ent onbed

It was only
one sliver of
ligt a first
but it soon grew

It shedits

radiant |ight over

the green grass

and caused the dewto glisten

The sky was

pink wth a

charming fresh |ight

and nade the sky a painting of beauty
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The sun war ned
the Earth as

it wnked gently
at the life bel ow

It was the

light over the

hori zon the |ight
that we could all see

It slowy conti nued
toriseino

the sky lighting

up every area of shadow

Then it gently

popped out of

its resting place

and lit up the whol e world to see

It was the

total essence of

beauty and it

was free and coul d be seen by all

The sun was

now up gi vi ng

life to the new day

and waki ng up once agai n
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THE SEARCHI NG \
it was the

tine of the

sear chi ng:

wal ki ng through the
forest floor

sear chi ng

for the

thing that so evades

i seethe

light of the

sun

streaki ng t hrough

the | eaves of the dense foliage

ny ears are
attentive and

listening

for the thing

that so evades ny senses

i gently wal k

on the

br anches

on the forest

floor so as not to nake a sound

ny eyes are

garinginto

t he bushes

and the trees

looking for the faintest sign of the thing that so avoi ds ne

i hear a

fan rustlingin

t he bushes

and ny nuscl es

tense for the thing that so avoi ds ne
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i slowy steathily
turn around to
see

vhat is there

but i see nothing

then i plunge

into the

bushes

and run towards

the sound of the thing that so avoids ne

then i reach

an open

fidd

inthe forest

where i see tracks of the thing that so avoi ds ne

then i hear

another rustling of

| eaves

and turn around

to face the thing that so avoi ds ne

then i hear
afan
yelp

behi nd ne

but i do not respond

then the thing
cones rushi ng

out

at ny back

and | eaps onto ne breat hi ng down ny neck
theni ydl

acry of

joy

for i had found
ny puppy who was lost in the forest
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THE COM NG \
It was dusk,
In the sky,

A the tine,
d the comng.

The soft cotton,
d ouds gave peace,
To the peaceful,
Gl mof the sky.

Then al of,

A sudden t he,
Peace was broken,
By the comng.

It darkened the,
Peacef ul bl ue sky,
Gal mng the cotton,
d ouds above.

| | ooked at,

It and saw

A beauty of,

The likes | had never seen before.

The shades of,

A nk purpl e and,

B ue surrounded a,
Red sun.

The com ng drank,
G the sun's,

Sneet |ight and,
Hungered for nore.

It drank and,

Drank on whil e,

The light grew

Brighter colorful and nore beautiful .
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It soon drank,
The sun's life,
And the col or,
O sappeared fromthe sky.

The com ng hunger ed,
For nore juice

S it drank,

The noon.

The sky was,

Dark and i sol at ed,

Wth not even,

Astar to greet the night.

The com ng was,

Stisfiedad it,

Looked down and,

Saw the |ights upon the ground.

| | ooked down,
A so and saw
The j ewel box that,
Qeets the comng.

| had to,

Fall fromthe,
Peacef ul sky and,
G eet the comng.

Then | st epped,

Qut of the,

Sky and nade,

Msel f find the courage to greet the comng.

Then | turned,
Around to face,
The com ng and,
Swit.
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Wthadl df,

M strength I,
Ran towards it,

And it invaded ny soul .

| ddnat,

H ght the comng,
For it was,

Aready part of ne.

| greeted ny,

Lovi ng parents who,
Hugged ne and,
The com ng.

It was the coming of ny tine to return.
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THE LOST

In the dark

Lonel y

@l d

| vat for

The | ost

To pass

Wnting to be found

Li steni ng

In the dark

B eak

Barren

Note of silence

Hangi ng on the

Edge of the

H nger of God

The gl ori ous

Gonduct or of the night

It isthen

That ny eyes

Adj ust

And becone one

Wth the night

Ever seeing

Ever peering

The dark invisible searchlight for the Lost

It is now

That ny hands
Reach out into
The ni ght
Feeling for the
M nds

d the Lost
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Wiere are they
For the searchlight
Is dm

And t he probe

Not even a touch
ne can only

Wit for the Lost

It isthen

Wien t he searchl i ght
Sees

Afant dm

Fgure piercing the
Intensity of the night
It isafigue

G the Lost

The probe extends
Into the sdidty

G the dark

Draggi ng behind the
Sear cher cutting
Apath to the | ost

M ears can

Hear the

Gies

Through the eerie
Slence of the

Lonel y ni ght

The cries of the Lost

M heart races
Fast er

And ny eyes
The searchli ght
Wt er

As | hear the
Qies of the Lost
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The probe pul s ne
Faster and

Fast er

As the Lost

Look at ne

The sear cher

The Lost’s

Feet

Move to

The beating of

M heart as

| draw cl oser

The Lost and the Searcher
Yearn to meet

Soon the searchli ght
Tel | s that

We

Are al nost upon
(he anot her

As we run faster

To neet each ot her

The Lost runs

As fast as

I

And | run

As fast as

The Lost

And soon we shal | meet

The Lost enbraces

Me

As | enbrace

The Lost

I n an enbrace

g utter

Joy for the Lost is found
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Part of ne
Reaches

Qut to the soul of
The Lost

As it was tald
Wen | was found

| can fed

Part of ne
Escape

Qut of ny body
sl seeit

The awesone
Bl o ligt

The bal | of light
Hoats

Bet ween ne and
The Lost

As we step apart
Tosee it

The bal | of
Li ght

P erces the chest of

The Lost

And enters the
Heart

d the Lost

The Light Bernal

Has entered the heart

G the | ost

As sone of the
Light Bernal

Has escaped m ne

To wel cone the Lost
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The Lost is

No | onger

Lost

For the Lord,

The Light Bernal

Has entered his heart

Show ng the hope and | ove of his greatness for eternity

The Found

@l livants

Qward singing the

Hyms

G joy as

The Searcher |

Anleft inny tired isoation

| amexhausted from
The G ving

Bt still | vat

And regain ny
Conposur e

And wel | -bei ng

For | am

The Sear cher

It ismt

Easy

Bei ng

The Sear cher

Gl I ed by

The Light Bernal

The messenger of God
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You nust |earn

To live wth

The Sear cher

And coexist wth

The Lost

To give them

The Love

As well as

The Confort

To turn theminto

The Searchers

As The Light Bernal
Has shown us the | ove
As he was the first Searcher from
The sky above

If vecandl

Be Searchers

For the sake of

The Light Bernal

As he searched out for
The Lost

The worl d can al |
Becone one

In Love

And Joy

And be

The Searchers

For the whol e uni verse

The Light Bernal

Qui des us

As we search

In the dark

d oppression

Sn

And qui l t

For the lost inthe world
And hel p everyone
Qurvi ve

Through the great concert of Life
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The Searchers

Ae finding

The Lost every day

As The Light Bernal

ontinues to find

The Lost

Thr ough us

As he continues to help the world

THE SEARGER THE LGST, THE QACR QUS FI NALE CF LI FE
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THE | GNORANCE

Here lies the shredded

Car dboard box

House of the

Honel ess

Drifting down the poll uted
R ver

Washed away by | gnorance

Here |lies the broken

Wor ds

For ei gn | anguage of
Paper

Fall en fromweary
Eyes

Foreign to witing because of |gnorance

Hre lies the tattered

d ot hes

That have protected the bodies of the
Horrel ess

Bought in the

Junkyard

Because of the high price of Ignorance

Here lies the once glorious

Sreet

That has becone an ol d

Aley

Dlapidated and full of

Pot hol es of filthy water

The only drink for the honel ess

Because of the sel fishness of | gnorance

Here lies the abandoned

Tenenment

That has becore the honel ess’ s

Revered pl ace of shelter

Run down ol d and

Condemed

Soon to be torn down

Because of the blindness of our I|gnorance
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Hre lies the | ast

Gar bage

Hle flamng wth the

nly warmh for the honel ess
Ancient flanes

Because of the cost of our |gnorance

Hre lies a snal |
Scrawt ed draw ng
G aloved

Gild

Fromlong | ong
Ago

Shoved out fromour world by | gnorance

Here lies the charred

Phot o

d a young

Vonman with child

Lost to her loving

Famly

Because of the uncaring attitude of Ignorance

Here lies the defl ated scrubby ol d
Basket bal |

The only

Source of pl easure

Gven to the

Honel ess

Because of the greed of |gnorance

Here lies the rusted

Car

Lying stripped on a back

Aley

Their only possessi on

Their only hone

Because of the destruction of |gnorance
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Here lies the forgotten

Par k

The eternal park

Benches

The odd uncaring dirty

Beds for them

Made by the hands of |gnorance

Here lies the anci ent

Subway t er m nal

Swelly ol d decayi ng

H ace of stench

Kept alive as the city of

Honel ess

Qonstructed and wecked by the cold stone heart of Ignorance

Hreliesthe dd

Soup ki tchen

The pl ace of neverendi ng
Food

To benefit the needs of the
Honel ess

Not even recogni zed by the eyes of |gnorance

Here lies the nenory of

The hel pers

G the

Honel ess

Keepers of the

Poor

Not once havi ng been acknow edged by the hearts of |gnorance

Here lies the wet paper

Bag

Shrine of the denon cal |l ed
A cohol

The downfal | of the

Honel ess

Provi ded graci ously by | gnorance
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Here lies the decayi ng

Body

G alonely | ost abandoned
Gild

Klled fromthe | ack of
Necessi ti es

Wi ch are enjoyed in surplus by Ignorance

I gnorance is us ny friends
Ignorance is ruling our |ives

If 1gnorance gai ns the upper hand
Ignorance wll rule the earth

H ght | gnorance

Fght the pain

Geed found in I gnorance

Lend a hand heart eye hel p them
Cone Horrel ess for hel p

b e Ignorance col d hearted

V¢l cone warmcaring | ovi ng ones
d ve themyoursel f

Fndout what it truly neans to care.
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THE GREATEST OBSERVATI ON ON LI FE \
It ishard

Towite
Wth your nout h.
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THE BEE

The bee buzzes

Behi nd ny ear

And hastily

Hies anay

As | whirl ny head around

To see the yell owking of pain
That stung ne on ny neck.
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STRESS \
AAAAUUUGGGRRUUUGGGHHHH! ! 1!
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TWENTY- THOUSAND \
the sky | ooks gl eeful |y upon haggard shi ps

drifting through the open | agoon

filled wth the omnous dark lit only by the

indifferent halo of lights reflecting off of the

steel lanterns of the ships flying above

the forests of kelp glistening in the soft

noonl i ght undi sturbed by man waiting

for that special sonmeone to uncover their |ost treasures

fromthe nen of old for of the kelp

twenty-t housand of themthere are

floating inthis sea

glistening in the noonlight untouched by hurman hands

the skylineis telling the story

of the saga of generations of people that have

wecked the streets of the city that nonunent to

the age ol d harnony of nature destroyed by the hands

of man the cove still renains as the untouched exanpl e

a small cove in the nunerous mul titudes of waters surrounding it

t he twenty-thousand waves glisten in the noonlight

suppl enented by the lost light of the ships sailing

wth their old unraveling sails extended waiting to greet the

sunrise that has awaited themfor years twenty-thousand

years have gone by for the sleep of the kelp

t he ships have waded across the twenty-thousand waves of the world
to face their naster twenty-thousand have perished seen by that
saga tol d by the denolished horizon wth only the ships renai ni ng

to greet the lonely sun weeping spreading out its sorrowul |ight
through the hazy | ost atnosphere a nonument to ages past

stoic in its nonotonous path spanni ng across the tracks of the
twenty-thousand stars still beckoning the people to relight their
lanterns lighted by the reflections of the noon upon their burni shed steel
and twenty-thousand w Il one day be reborn fromthe | ast few peopl e
inthe city of old and there wll be sone who wll help but to rebuild
the old lives of the people here to refurbish the world there will be
one

who can save the exi stence of those few who escaped and hel ps to save
t went y- t housand
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UNTI TLED SNOWS \
the sun shines yet on the newfound day

fewbirds sing on the bare branches of the trees

the cold blustery north wnd shakes these frail branches
falling to the ground admst the

softeni ng rays of the sun

the cold drives through layers of clothing that i wear
as the snow constantly drives through the wood of the
di | apaded cabin that i claimas ny hone

the wnd is the screwdriver further hel ping

the cold to claimits victins here in the dead forest
nothing is living here and no one is comng yet

change brings ne no confort only the snowis

still herei wait only for ny traps to cone and bring

ne bounties of food for they have not cl osed yet

the clouds are comng now they are hiding the sun
that has nelted sone of the snow

i can see those untitled snows comng to claim

their lost territory totrytoclamalife
itistinetobuldafiretocreate the shelter
itistinetotry to survive

for here cone the ngjestic untitled snows

that killing provocative beauty and serinity of

untitled snows
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STONE

That person wal ki ng
Down thi s busy

Sreet of town

Flled wth peopl e

I's he the one of stone?

“I't was worthl ess”

“He was 89"

“I didn't know

The feebl e words

Is he the one of stone?

“Qur equi nent soil ed”
“Qur hands dirtied”

“No cash reward”

The resentful words

I's he the one of stone?

“Wiy was | there”

“I ' ddi't hep’

“Who real |y cared”

The ol d excuses

I's he the one of stone?

“I| sawit live’

“I't was his ting”

“I't was on the way there”
The m ndl ess comment s
Is he the one of stone?

WVl ki ng down the
Busy streets are
Reod e still living
Their nornal |ives
Are they the ones of stone?

The one of

S one does not

Care about those

Who pass away

Are they abandoned by the ones of
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Q are they

The ones of

Fre warmng others’

Hearts of stone

So we can all realize the inportance of everyone?
Are you the one of stone?

Are you the one of fire?

Thi nk, and change.
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THE TRAVELLER

Aong awite horizon it travels

A ong the waves of the sea

Anong the jagged rocks it waits stoicly
(n its haunches

The Traveller thisis

Travelling al ong the wnds of the world
Traversing the currents
Oeinthesprit of life

The Travel ler is rushing over the earth
And yet is travelling slow

In one space it is confined

Yet unbound

To the refuges it anbl es

Aong the paths inscribed wth

The abominations whi ch nortal suffering has caused
The Travel ler is suffering fromour tornents

The Travel ler carries wth Hma great nessage of

Salvation for the denounced spirits

Qowering in the apatheti c shadows

The Travel ler wll provide illumnation fromH s weakened spirit

The Travel ler’ s cal | oused feet etch upon
These nonunents to nortal suffering
An epic of eons of nartyrdom

The Travel ler is dying for a cause

In the distance the Travel | er spies
The pl ace of refuge of the rejected
And still trudges under its burdens
CGarrying the price of salvation

The black pillars of onyx are
Lethargically rising off disks of |ight
Tranpl i ng the ancient gods of sal vation
The Traveller’s pillar is first energing

142



Through the omnous greeting the
Travel ler forces his protesting feet
To submt to the immortal power of
The Travel | er continui ng onwar d

The pillar is rising fromthe back of
The Travel l er reaching to the heavens
Q Hells of the sky above

The Travel ler carries his burden wel |

Qward through the street he anbl es

Hs feet burning the inscriptions of terror

The inscriptions of terror burning into his feet
The ddsins are being lifted still

The pillars are in front of himnow
And he is passing themonly
Recogni zing their nonstrosity

And yet he does not feel his own

Vel ki ng onward he sees a rejected soul
Behind a pillar snelling of al cohol and urine
Sttingagainst apillar

Hs only clothes the trash of the rich

“You bum” the soul says to him
“How do you cone to know us?
“How do you know where we |ive?
“How can you heal our soul s?

“You deserve to die and

“Rot in hell! for what you have done
“Bl aspheny! | ook what you cl ai ni
He does not know the Travel | er wel |

The Travel | er holds out a hand
Sretching towards himbal led in a
Hst of strength

Goping for the lost soul
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The rejected soul |ooks up at

The Travel |l er and says to him

“Wiat in the hell are you doi ng?’

The Travel l er is confining the unbound

The lost soul reaches for the hand

G the Travel ler expecting to pry it open
But rather the Travel ler’s hand

I's opening only wth the soul’s touch

The soul ' s eyes open wde and stare

A the lighted darkness blinding him
For in the center of the Travell er’ s hand
Gones a beamof |ight

“Light! you bring Light! to our peopl €
yes i do

“How can | be saved”

fol | ow ne

The soul is |led back to rest
Upon the black pillars

But there is sonethi ng new
Vel ling up inside of him

Fromthe soul’s hands cones a
Beamof |ight and

Fromthe soul ' s back cones
Adark pillar

The Travel | er wal ks on
Determned to find destiny
Rdinginfront of him
Wileignoring the pillar on Hs back

There is no sun here

The new day is only greeted
By a feebl e gl ow shini ng
Through the dark cl ouds
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Inthisdmligtt the Travel l er
Can see his destination over
The lowhills

Abroken city is in the distance

It isthecity of the lost sous

The rej ected ones

The last humans on the earth

The final destination of the Travel l er

Vel ki ng al ong the road upon
Wii ch their pains are witten
Hs pllar grovs taler

He is bearing their pains too

Soon he sees the first of them
They gather at his side

They fol | ow hi mand wor shi p

A being that they do not renenber

There are many behi nd

The Travel | er but none dare

To traverse al ong the road

For they woul d bear their pains over

Soon he was in the center of the town
And the foll oners of hi mshout ed

And the peopl e cane runni ng

To see the newperson in their lives

They were all around him
Saring a histired face

Poking at his heavy pillar
Laughing at his pai n

“You dunb soul

“Wy did you cone here

“To put your rany pai ns on us”
They all cried out in unison
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They grabbed up stones from
Their street of pain

And threw themat the face

The Travel ler’ s face was a target

Thei r pai ns added to the wei ght
G the already unbearable pillar
Rsing off of him

Aready driving himto the ground

“Don’'t you dunp your silly

“Pai ns on us”

They cried at him

As their sins rained down on him

They drove himto the

QG ound where they kicked

And spat on hi mwhil e sone
Rpped at his flesh wth fingers

They clawed at himwth their

Hands savoring t he war m bl ood
Qushing out on their hands
Qnfiorting themin their greatest sin

Soon the Travel ler was a

Mass of matter unrecogni zabl e
To those around him

And the soul s | aughed

“Nb nore pain for us

“But nore for you where

“You are goi ng”

They still sneered at the dying

Then as they continued to rip anay
The tattered fl esh fromthe flinsy
Bones the growng pillar pierced the
d ouds above for the first tine
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Asing e shaft of pure |ight
Shi ned down the path of the
RAllar of sin and | anded upon
The face of the Travel | er

Scared were the souls for not for
Many years had they seen a |ight
They backed away as they

Saw the Travel | er’ s face unhar ned

Thei r scratches and gores had
O sappeared to reveal a snooth
SKinbu it vas still

eedi ng through the pores

A rasping breath was heard fromthe
Travel ler for it was his |ast

But wth this energy

H lifted out his hand

Wth the souls’ eyes opened

Wde and al | enconpassi ng

H s hand opened

And fromit cane a single shaft of |ight

Gnfined into a beamit shone up
To the cl ouds show ng their
Gaceful omnous billows

And the souls’ eyes foll owed it

They were enchanted by it and did
Not notice the gasp of the Travell er
Alast chance for air he tried

But then life slipped fromHs grasp

Then it was unbound

The beamof light burst and
It lighted the world
Bitering all of the peogpleinit
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Then the soul s | ooked down sl owy
And they all had cl enched fists

And then they slowy saw t hem open
And beans of |ight cane out

They converged upon one single
Soot on the clouds and there

The cl ouds opened up

To reveal a nonstrous shaft of |ight

Fromthe light of the Traveller they

Quld see Hmbathed in |ight

And they saw the body of the

Travel ler bathed inlight rising up into the sky

Farther it went and it rose
Lpinto the clouds and it

Then di sappear ed

Gasped by a gigantic hand of |ight

A strong w nd passed themand
ew themon their backs

And their hands cl osed

But the light lingered in the sky

Now any one of them can

Qpen their hands and see

The Travel ler’s light fromthem
Agift fromHm

They don’t know what happened to
The Travel | er but

Sonevwhere he is still wal king

Vil king wth his pillar

H wal ks to give a

Redeeming light to the peopl e

G this forgotten world

The unbound Travel | er |ives and hel ps the peopl e forever
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The Traveller is here and he |ives

| nsi de of you

Ad if you are one of the |ost soul s

Soneday you w Il open your hand and see the |ight

It istheligt of the Trave l er
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THE PRAI SED OF MY LI FE

It started as an
| nnocent | ove
Superficia

Pure

It was a secret

For us Al

A secret | ove

That everyone hi des

What went w ong

"Il never know

Wat caused the | oss

G the praised of ny life

The first tine |

Laid ny eyes

Uoon her

| knew who she was

It was not | ooks

It was not |ust

It was not fantasies

It was only her personality

Such a ki ndness has
Never been seen
Sich a al loving sou
WII1 never be seen again

It was her whom
Vs the prai sed of
N feeble life

Dwar fi ng grandeur

| foll oved her

Thr oughout the world

M/ mnd occupi ed

By the thought of her |augh
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There is not one
Wo has ever been
As that prai sed one
Had been for ne

As she tal ked
| coul d hear
As she wal ked
| could see

There was soreone
Secial there

Someone whom | want ed
To be a friend wth

Wiat can we do

Wien we are enconpassed

By the fear

Locking in our feelings

For years it was such

As | followed her around

And then cane

The nagi cal nonent

| could hel p her

| coul d hel p everyone as | woul d have done
But | could hel p her

Wiat did it nean

| only didthe sane for her as the others

But then she thanked ne

She was the only one
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| wote aletter thanking her for reneniering
And | was ostraci zed

Cast out fromsociety

For sinply reciprocating

Sill a slave for those who needed ne

| gnored by those who t hanked ne

M fortune reversed upon the ground | find
The object which | had so dutifully nade for her
Inablink of an eye | knew

Al the secret letters
Al of the sideways gl ances

Hd al beenin vain

The praised of ny life
Had t hrown away the prai ser

Inthe blink of an eye
A dream can be shattered

In the course of a day
Alife can be ruined

There is truy a place in our soul s

Were secrets hide

The secrets that are hardest to express

And that’s where they' || stay

For the prai sed does not want the prai ses anynore
| knowit won't work

And two years have been spent in vain

Why ?

Love

Al that | knowis that forever
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| will still hde asecret |ove

Bven when it rejects the prai ses

| still have ny dreans

And dreans are what life is nade of
| know

Because all that | do and

Al that | have done and

Al that | wll do

Isdl for the fufill nent

G a dreamthat cannot be fufilled

| still dream

| still ejoy
The sml e and
The | augh

G the praised of ny life.

153



THE FORTUNE TELLER

Sanding there in the mdst of a clearing
Teeming wth the varieties of the jungle life
A chi npanzee | ooks about

Its nostrils inhaling the beautiful fragrances of
The jungl e flowers

Its eyes scanni ng

Peering over the unbroken skyline

d towering trees spreading out

Their broad | eaves

Sretching for the sun

And the chi npanzee i s happy

Wt hout any warni ng

Aspire appears in the jungle

B ocki ng out the sun

Towering over the protective hands of
The high kings of the forest

The protrusion’' s top hi dden

Inthe billowng wsps of the clouds
It’s shadow falls upon

The chi npanzee and it

Srikes a fear into the chi npanzee’ s
Heart and mnd

Ascreech is let out over the forest
Avall of terror

For an unnatural object

Hos placed itself in

A jungl e paradi se
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The chi npanzee snel | s

Qdor s

The bl ack odors of a world that
Has not yet cone

And the chi npanzee scranbl es
To find a shelter

But it finds none

It rushes through the bush
Trying to escape the shadow
And does not notice the roar

a the river

Looki ng back over its shoul der
Yelling in defiance

A cl anor wecks havoc upon the
Jungl e peace

And then not | ooki ng

The chi npanzee plunges into the
R ver

The swft unforgiving currents
Grrying it off toits death

Asit vailsinterror and fear
Because it wll die

And as the chi npanzee is

Sucked underneath the turbul ent rage
g the waters

The spire di sappears

The snel | of the pollen returns
The sun shi nes once agai n
Because the future world wll never happen
The link has died

The hurman race has no future

Because of the fortune teller
Adits tale of death
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THE PARASI TI C PERSI STENCE

For one second

It shimmers there
In front of your eyes
And is inplanted
Uoon your brain

For eternity

It enhances your

Every enotional thought
Qccupyi ng your dor nant
Mnd of know edge

The spark of

Brerlasting life

It gives you
Adrive to

Gonti nue onward in
Hard and unst abl e
Ti mes of sorrow
In the years

Bven if you

Try to expel

It fromyour

Every dai |l y thought
Itisa

Persi stent predat or

onstant|y feeding of f
a your joyful

Thoughts it rests
Peacef ul |y gi ving you
A sense of

Uopian bliss
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Never wil it

Becone separated from
Your soul for

You and it

Are eternal |y bonded
Foma first sight

It is the bondage of a dream
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POEMA AMORI S \
Gazi ng at the skyscrapers
Sittish aninal s gl anci ng si deways
Preheati ng oven

Anxi ety before the big gane
Hunbl y appr oachi ng t he crowd
Tremul ous child

Adressing the crowd

Four score and seven years ago
Gazi ng at the skyscrapers
Hreaarns ring ng

Soeaking wth a forked tongue
CGandl e flane flickering

Dmthe lights

Quot h the raven “Never nore”
Snord pi ercing ar nor

Thou shalt not worship fal se gods
| beg for nercy

Shake attacks bearing fangs

The wol f in sheep’ s cl othing

Run away!

The persistence of a dream

If you strike ne down, | wll becone nore powerful than you can ever i mag-
ine

Stting on a fal se throne

Subm ssi on

Gazi ng at the skyscrapers
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A NI GHT AT THE OPERA

The worl d was dark

The caneras fl ash

Musi ¢ maestro

The fidd ers fidd e

The trunpets sound

The curtai n opens

Lpon a virgin day

The dancers dance

The truck barrel s down the nountain
Peopl e flee in terror fromthe downpour
A swarmof |ocusts

The buzzing of the fly

The di stant sound

The eye of the storm

Peace be wth you

The fat |ady sings

The barricades are cleared

The trunpets sound

The fiddl ers fidd e

As the world turns faster

The chorus shouts

The world joined hand i n hand on a sunny day
The caneras fl ash

The man sl ans t he door

And on the seventh day

The crowd cheered their shouts of joy
God rested
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EDUC

Lead away, ny friends
Lead me away fromny dreans

For nowis the tine of reason

Lead away, ny friends
Lead ne away fromny desires

For nowis the tine of purity

Lead away, ny friends
Lead nme away from ny happi ness

For nowis the tine of logic

Lead away, ny friends
Lead ne away fromny pride

For nowis the tinme of acconpli shnent

Lead away, ny friends
Lead nme away fromny sel fi shness

For nowis the tine of sharing

M friends, you nay | ead ne awnay
But you cannot |ead ne away froml ove

For nowis a ways the tine of |oving
And wthout |ove ny soul is not conplete

Non educere ex anore potestis
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A HlI DDEN SECRET

nost |y hi dden fromvi ew \

one above all others

lyinginwat hidng
listening to the soft rain
yearning to speak its truth

and through al|l the day
none cone by me
newlifeis born

i feel the pulse, the beat
the gournet of the deli
the cry of the wolf, its ped
wvaiting outside for the nail
the dreamthat | decree
the | ongi ng of anarchy

upon a dark street | roam
thinki ng upon the direction | nust go

nothing that | seeis rea

all freedoml nust steal

fromthis world of apathy

natuwre cries aldua
song trapped in a can
sublimnal |aughs of pan

turning points of focus
I nsi de of your psyche
learning to nold itsel f to you
lethargic inits addiction
eating anay at your soul
yelling to be free.

sodoi love
love i so do
t he hi dden secret
of ny verse
both | eft
and right.
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PATI ENCE

Lpon a | ost thought
The | onely man
VWnders ai messly
Havi ng no pur pose
Havi ng no desti nation
Wi ting for soneone
To cone upon him
Seei ng

Peeri ng

Qi into the

B eak

Dar k

N ght

Avell hiding the
Unseen

Reality of the world
Ad still hevaits
Witing for that one
Per son

To break through
The barricade

G the dark

B eak

H rbi ddi ng

N ght

To find him

And show hi mthe

Li ght
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UNSEEN POWER

A stunbl i ng bl ock

In our way

Atran

@i ng only where the tracks do | ead

Lhcontrol | abl e

Fol | ow ng al ong

Changing on its own

Wonits confining limtingironrals

Wiat could it be

Thi s random et anmor phosi ng
Thi ng t hat

Al of us possess

It isthe carrier of our thoughts
It is the nessenger of enotion
It isthething above al others
That nmakes us who we are

It isthat distorter of truth

It is that barricade for wsdom

It isthat limtation of our expression
That hi des who we are

Wiat could be

Thi s random et anor phosi ng
Thi ng t hat

Al of us possess

BEvery day we use it
BEvery day we hear it
BEvery day we see it
Every day we touch it

ntrol ling our destiny
Li ke an unseen god
Atering our fate
Inasplit second
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It can change our |ives
Wthin one point in tine
Formng a direction for us
Inasingle breath

The power of Language
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THE SPIRIT OF CHRI STMAS \
A forgotten man anbl es down the deserted street
To his filthy cardboard hone

Sagging fromthe pormeling of the rain
Hs jacket soaked and torn

Hs shoes full of hol es

He | eans down wth a sigh

And enters his hunbl e abode

Inside, anddoaly curtainis his only cover
The water drips fromthe cardboard ceiling
As he smiles adoring his cardboard wal | s
He consi ders hinsel f one of the privileged
In his hand he holds his daily food

(nhe crust of bread

(e nol dy hal f-eaten hot dog

(nhe grease encrusted french fry

(ne stal e dog bi scui t

For it istruy afeast

He crouches down yet further

Wappi ng his curtains around him

Trying to cover up the dirt on his face
Trying to cover up the holes in his sl acks
Trying to cover up the lost soles of his shoes
As he says his grace

And thanks Gd for his ki ndness

And for his bounty

For here in his frigid yet bountiful hone

H sits

Al one

Oh this glorious Gristnas day.

Were wll you sit?
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SONNET, JOURNEY

Insorrowl wal k through the falling ran,

Its heavy patter not yet soothing ne,

Wth soft tears formed fromny undyi ng pain,
M undying true | ove yet yearns for thee.
The twnkling star shines yet in the grey sky,
Howit directs and gui des ne on ny way,

As ny faraway | ove does not yet die,

For the star, ny love, does inside ne stay.

B eeding, through the wetched night | travel,
M frozen digits are denied feeling,

M body piercéd by the sharp gravel,

The star shines on inside ny mnd, healing.
For on this twsted wnding road of life,

You, love of ny heart, |ead ne through ny strife.
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THE FI RST STAR

The first star of the evening
The first star of the norning
The brightest star in the sky

Twnklingwth its wite pure |ight

Awvays adding its light to
The brilliance of creation
Maki ng ni ght seemli ke day
Miki ng day seeml i ke ni ght

Qui di ng ny way

Through the dark of the day
Constant |y renenber ed
Through the light of the night

It is aways there

The soft innocent |ight

Its glowillumnating ny heart
Its vision etched in ny mnd

Hwcan | forget the |ight
G this divine illunnance
Light of Dark
Dark of Light

Light ny way through the night
Light ny way through the day
Qui di ng ne t hrough

The tines of dark and |ight

A beauty so plain
Yet so pi cturesque
Captured not of film
But of love

The glowis al ways there
Qver ny shoul der

In ny head

In ny heart
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For the glow the illumnance, is the beauty of the star of heaven
The beauty of the star so bright

Leadi ng nme onwards

Enbr aci ng ny heart

How can we ever ignore the beauty of the first star?
How can we ever forget?

How can we ever express?

How can we ever address?

How can we ever be one?

How can we ever be toget her?
You in the heavens,

Mt on the earth?

O first star

My our |ove be true
My your |ight

A ways shi ne upon ne

And one day

Vien | wil fly

Into the heavens above
W shal | be toget her

M, nyself,
And the first star
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LOVE OF ALL LOVE

Alove of al love

A hope of all hope

How heavy do you wei gh on ny heart
How forceful ly do you take ny mnd
How high do you lift ny spirits
How | ow do you bring ny tragedi es

Alove of al love

A hope of all hope

How const ant you are upon ne
How nonot onous s your vibration
How addi ctive is your lure
Hwsilent is your call

Alove of dl love

A hope of all hope

How enduring i s your nenory
How lasting i s your beauty
How powerful is your nessage
How tender is your w sh

Alove of al love

A hope of all hope

How soon wi || you fade
How di mis your |ight

How bright is your beacon
Howsoon Nght wil fall

How beautiful your smle
How gentl e your person
How t ouchi ng your feelings
How j oyful your | augh

How you are

Alove of al love

How do | possess

A hope of all hope
Tojoinwth

M | ove
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SONNET, W ND

Hrel lie looking upwards at the | eaves,
Hwfragile they are as they flutter yet,
Vdving their enerald hands in the swft breeze,
G losing their weak grip they do not fret.

| can see one as it exists up there,

Its beauty undying as the sun’s fire,
Ajagged lacy fringe dainty and fair,

To have this beauty is ny desire.

| reach upwards to grasp ny only dream
M fingers reach for ny only true want,

As | touch it, the leaf lets out a scream
Intothe wnd it starts its deady jaunt.

| chase it throughits long flight |ike a dove,
Chasi ng the power of ny one true | ove.

170



LEAVES \
As | step outside

Into the harsh biting wnd
A new worl d forns
A stai ned gl ass w ndow of col ors
Deep browns
Bur ni ng or anges
Lum nous yel | ows
Passi onat e reds
And they are falling
fdling
fdling
d
o]
w
n
to the ground
The wi nd churns
The waves hidden in ny hair
Ny scarf flails lifelessly inthe wnd
As the | eaves fall around ne
Surroundi ng
Hypnot i zi ng
M nenories fly away
Rding on the gliders
Huttering to the ground
Menories scattered about ne
Happy
Sad
Jubi i ant
G ave
But | see one green | eaf
Aive
Breat hi ng
O the ground
| tilt ny stoic head
To ook at this wonder
As the wnd churns around ny body
Ad | see
Qne spot of pul sing red
Surrounded by the green sea
Ad it would not die
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For within the nenories around ne
Qly one vas still aive
It hel d back against the cold call of death
The living nenory of a | ove
Aive inthe present of the past
The | ove of peopl e | ong gone
famly enbracing ne
friends surroundi ng ne
hi dden | oves supporting ne
a world enticing ne
WI I always hold out agai nst the
Gasp of the cold
Exi sting for the nunerous days and nights to cone
| pick up the one | eaf
t he one nenory
And once again place it
In ny jacket pocket
I nsi de of a warmsecure hone
A ose to ny heart
As around ne
The waterfall of |eaves
Qont i nues on
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SPOT

standing in the dark

| can hear them

out in the room

wat chi ng me

as | trenble

wth word in hand

ny nuscles contracting

and expandi ng

contracting

expandi ng

as | hear the count

one

t wo

go

the ligt is on

shining in ny face

| ook up

and yet amstill blinded

not able to even hear

the nul titude of eyes upon ne
| say ny peace

and then the Iight goes out
and | amleft inthe dark once again
trenbl i ng

only able to hear

t he peopl e

infront of ne
shiftinginther seas

| cannot see them
blinded by the evil of the night
blinded by the truth of the day
| can only utter ny words

w th know edge of only nysel f

w th sounds of others ny only confort

bind
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CLOUDS

herei lay

surrounded by a sea of green

filled wth the joy of the newborn day
the sun shines down upon

ny naked face

warmng ny rosy cheeks

tanning ny sensitive nose

as i see the world of blue

there i s snoke in the heavens
awhite of pure white

voyagi hg W t hout worry upon

the wnds of the gl obe

formng the wonders of ny thought
as i gaze upon them

they are stabl e

unst abl e shapes
changing w th every
passi ng nonent of tine
a dog

a par akeet

a castle

a nman

but yet i cannot

wy is this so

oh gods of the sky

who has given you

the power to change
draggi ng your gray

W spy shadows with you

howi lay here
inthisfield o green
w shing to be anong
the tirel ess cl ouds
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travelling wthout a care
changi ng w t hout fear

as the nagical puffs of white
soar over head

sonetimes i renenber

they woul d gi ve of thensel ves
showering the earth

wththeir tears

rej uvenating the earth
fromtheir sorrow

or ami yet mstaken
and they be tears of joy

but yet they still

pass over the horizon

evadi ng ny percei ving vi ew

what if they wanted to | ook at ne

where do the

gods of the sky go

when t hey nust

travel on

to the end of the wnd

to the eddies of the sky

to a nagical pl ace where the
gods that i have seen

are no nore

they nust die
dgoriously
dissipating into the

w nds of the gl obe

in asea of ecstacy

bei ng scattered across
the totality of the world
becomng one with the
wnd that drives them
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oh what it nust be

to be one of the

gods i see overhead

one of the trees

one of the dogs

one of the sheep

but i amhere

lying anong this field of green
ami one of the clouds
trapped in a nortal body

where wll i goweni die
wll i be anong the w nds
to be burni shed by the sun
for eternity

wll i becone

one wth the world

as the ng estic clouds
do when they die

asi lay here
inthisfied o green
these thoughts are
but thoughts i feel

do the cl ouds ever

| ook at one anot her

do they ever

wonder about what they are

do they wsh to be

of nortal flesh
stationary and
noving of their own wi |
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but woul d they mss

their carefree |ives

anong the sea of bl ue
voyagi ng wth the w nds
would i miss

this worrisone life

anong the sea of green
hand in hand wth nortal s

but how warm
is the sun upon
ny cheeks
warmng ny face

does the sun
war mt he cl ouds
do they feel
thejoy of life

oh vhat i

woul dn’t give
tofed like a
cloud for just

one day

and then | ook

down upon us
nortal s and

see us in anewlight

vwhat would i see
fromthe heavens
above ny head
that i do not

fromny sea of green

only the clouds know
only the clouds know
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i try to di scover

what it is that they do see
fromtheir chairs

inthe blue

but i cannot

begin to think

that they woul d
see us snal | specks

dotting the green
w ecki ng the green
rapi ng the green

what i woul dn’t
give to be

one of the clouds
riding on the wnds

as the sun

warns ny face

tans ny chest

gives lifetothe world

i close ny eyes
and dream

of the world

that i cannot see

the world of the cl ouds
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SI LENCE AND EMOTI ON

There he is
Sanding on the
Ful'l vacant stage
H s back towards
The crowd

H's hands up

H s baton ready
To count the
Arst

Beat

G enotion

Hs arns

S ow y novi ng

Wth the soft
Del i cacy

d the nmusic

S soft

SO0 pure

Hs arns nove faster
As he sways to the beat
Their notion

Aud

Sensuous

As the nusic

@ins its speed

As the enotion
Gont i nues on
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The fluidity
@insitsintensity

As the nusic

Gows wth

Showbal |ing feelings
As his face

Shows his effort

Hs arns nove

Feely

Sensuousl y

Traci ng an endl ess pat h
As the sweat appears
Upon his straining
Face

And then his cheeks
Trenble with strength
As he hol ds out

The final note
Hangi ng upon

Hs outstretched finger
Dippingin

Ecst acy

As it grows

Ad finaly dies

Hs hands fa |
As the enotion
Fades away

He turns towards
The enpty crowd
And takes his

Bow of perfection

He signal s

To the enpty

St age

For his absent nusici ans
To stand
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As a sml e appears

Uoon hi s beam ng face

As he revel s

In the showering silence

d the waves of inagi nary appl ause

As no one cheers
For the silent nusic

Bt only heis there

S andi ng al one

Wth the non-exi stent crowd cheering
At the naj estic perfection

A the gripping spl endor

At the poi gnant end

G silence and enotion
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DUST

H dden in the corner

Qi of our field of view

You sit

The wooden cor ner

Shi el ding you fromthe w nd
You wll not bl ow anay

There is nothing that will touch you
Nothing that will nove you
Mt hing that wll harmyou
As you gently sl eep on

The | edge

Not hi ng shal | viol ate your corner
Except for that

Wii ch noves free from body
Free fromwll

Free fromnan's control

Dust

H dden in the corner

I

Cannot renove you

But the breeze can

Util this shall happen

| leave you in your

Hol e

Gey nanifestation of

d oudy sky

Until that which created you
Shal | renove you once agai n
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SONNET, W NTER FOREST

None but a wntry day can hol d ne down,
Fromwandring the roads of the land of God,

But still upon his |and he does not frown,

For Hs creatures upon a frozen soil they trod.
Traversing the earth where Man cannot go,
(bservi ng the absence of Mankind wth gl ee,
Leaving their tracks in the fresh white virgin snow
But not fromnan do they swftly flee.

For a newdeath upon the land has its grip,

But no | onger one of natural cause,

It was one spoken by a hunan |ip,

The bl ackest death holds Gd's land inits claws.
For pollution today is the destructive knife,
Severing Gd' s land fromits dying life.
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REFLECTI ONS

| look out at the world
And see none but you
For the beauty of nature
Is that of you

Upon the
Wite

Sof t

d ouds

Feely traversing the
Vast heavens
| see nothing
But the

Pure

Ki ndness

Wi t ness

G your smle

Uoon the
Gentl e

@l livanting
Breeze

Wndi ng around t he
Land of (od

| hear not hi ng
But the
Happy
Carefree

Joy

g your |augh
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Uoon the
Tickling
Fdicing
Laughi ng

St ream

Junpi ng over the
For bi ddi ng rocks
| see nothing
But the

Sling

Gxring

Lovi ng

| mage

d your face

Buit wthinthis
Newbor n
Fresh

Pure

Sori ng day
Vermng the interior
d ny heart

| cannot see
The

Beaut y

Ki ndness
Gxring

Truth

G your soul

Inthe reflection of nature.
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EDEN

As the sun rises slowy
Qeating a pink sky
ated in pastel colors
Wth not a bl enmish in sight
| 1 ook over the horizon
ARl
A nount ai n
A soaring bird
| hear the sounds
d the new norning
The yawning of the earth
The rustling of the waking trees
The soft nurner of the brook
Veki ng the sl eepi ng fish
The soft chirping of the avain world
ki ng t he sl eepi hg peopl e
Ad behindit al
There i s soothing sil ence
The support
The breath
G the world
And the new day is pure

But high in the sky
Thereit is
A bl em sh
An intruder
A mal i gnant conpani on
Breaking the serinity
G the pastel sky
B ack
Bil
It issmall
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Bt yet it still
Adequat el y
Acconpl i shes its task
To destroy
The serinity
To obst ruct
The beauty
Toviolate
The par adi se
Ad it only takes this
Sal |
Young one
To destroy the entirety
d nature’s Elen

nly one srmal | one

But our paradise is gone
And we cannot expel |

The ser pent
Qut of Eden
And the snal |

Rl [ uting
One
W mitipy

and grow
and envel op

The sky of Eden
B ocking out the
Li ght
G the benefactor

G theruer

G the creator
d the caretaker

d this new Eden

I's there anyt hing
That can stop

Thei r ranpage
For in Eden we do not
H ght
Such wars
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iy the vipers in the sky do
For in Eden we do not

B ock

The heavenly |ight

Qily the vipers in the sky do

And we cannot
Move t hem

And we cannot
Touch t hem

How can we
Shove t hem out
And regai n our
Mbr ni ng par adi se

The answer
Is not here

In Eden
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DARK ROOM

In days separate

V¢ grow cl oser

But in days together
V¢ grow di stant

Wiat a conf usi on
Is inny mnd

As what w |l happen
Does not yet cone

In a cold danp room
| vait for the future
Unar nmed

Arad

A love inside

M/ m nd

M/ own | ove

Is vhat wll come

Wat wll Future
Bring to ne

W it beapaed joy

WII it beaplater of sorrow

| can only vait
Here in ny dark
Roomsitting on
A st ool

There is a sound

A door is opening
But | cannot see
The intruder’s face

He cones towards ne
| can feel hi mcomng
But he does not

Addr ess e
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Soon | know
H wll speak
Narrate atae
G tines to cone

He presents ne with
A chaoice of gifts

(he wapped in sil ver
e w apped i n onyx

He breathes to ne
The fol | ow ng words

You choose
You t ake
You live

But hisriddes
nly confuse ne
Mre wth every
Monent he is there

Wat gift shoul d
| accept fromthis
I ntruder naned

Future
Oe in silver
Qne in onyx

Qe reflecting lignt truth
Qne absorbing al |

| can only | ook

A the two here in
M/ dark room

O ny st ool

And | amonly

Conf used yet nore
Here by his

Two of ferings
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And ny stagnation
And ny inaction
Does not force

Fut ure away

nly nakes Future
Say here in

M/ dark room

Wi ting for ny choi ce

A choi ce not soon to cone
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LI TTLE MJG, BI G JOY

Hot

St eam ng
Car k
Btter

Var m ng
Soot hi ng
Bur ni ng
Reliving
Rgj oi cing
Fresh

Joi ni ng

B ack

Cr eany
Sugary
Nat ur al
Traditional i zed
Ten- cent
Heavenl y
Qmi pot ent
Qup

a

Mor ni ng
Qof f ee
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A WEED

n a spring day

Qdors of newborn flowers inthe air
Avi an concertoes upon the fresh w nd
Happy scurrying of newy awakened creat ures

There inthe mddle of it al
s a weed

A one

| sol at ed

It cannot hear the
Rousi ngs of the earth
It cannot snell the

Sneet odiferous floral surroundi ngs

It isonly adeto hear
The ot her weeds

But the other weeds are not here
The | ast weed was forgotten by

The killing powder

That fell fromthe heavens

The solitary weed

Is alone onthe great lawn of life

The weed is

Rooted in the cold earth

Wii ch gives rise to the cold world
And the uni que special weed

Gan only exi st

Sobbi ng qui etly

Wshing to no | onger be

One

Inaworld of

Many
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The weed was al ways
Dfferent than the others
Too many | eaves for the grass
Not enough col ors for the flowers
Too snal | for the trees
Too pointy for the ivy
Too notionl ess for the critters
Qily one of its kind
nly one weed on the nanicured lawn of life

As the weed

Wi | ed and sorrowed over its fate
It didnot see

The nanevol ant gar dner

GComng towards it

Today the weed i s gone
A col d

Car k

Shal | ow hol e

Is the only indicator that
The weed was ever there

And the flowers still bl oom
Ad the birds still sing

Ad the trees still bud
Adthe earthis still cdd

Bven w thout the weed.
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SEA OF WET WATER

The bl ack liquid
Hows out of its container
And spills upon
The cl ean page

By spll is
Random
Yet organi zed

As we transcend
Into the larger world
The spills becone
snal | er

and

snal | er

and soon

t hey form shapes

the snal | inkblots
nmer ge

into one

and as we
\Voyage into the
Yet |larger world
There are

Many

More i nkbl ot s

They do not
Sill anynore
But are

| ngrai ned
Lpoon their
Wi te hone
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They are
The

Wor ds

Witten by
A

Pen

But they do not
Move

But they do not
Br eat he

Theref ore they do not
Li ve

but as we transcend
into a yet |arger

wor | d

sonething else is there

sone thing is
| ooking at the
wor ds

adit is
| eaki ng
wth the
geyser of tears

it nust be hurt
but words do not
nmov e

196



but words do not
br eat he

therefore they cannot
hur t

but soon

V¢ rai se our
Byes to a

Lar ger

VWrld and
What we see
Ast oni shes us

There is a thing
Witing the words
Upon the placard

Adit is
Leaki ng
A so

The pl acard

Is attached to a
B ack

Qld

Lifel ess o ect
By a sl ender piece of
| nhuman net al
V¢ travel

out

furt her

and see
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the bl ack obj ect

isa

box

of which we only see
a corner

but there are

ot her things here now
and they are

al so | ooki ng

and the ground
floods wth their tears
as we

Wander out yet
Furt her

And there

I nsi de the

Qld

Mal i gnant  box
Is

one of then

lifdess

not i onl ess

| ovel ess

and the others

are weepi ng

as thar

t he of tears
stream
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fl ons
down
t he
dyi ng
grass

and only now
can we read the words

Goodbye Mot her
Your Loving Son

we wait
to see

vwhat w |
becone

Al o the

Thi ngs

Leave soon
And only one
Is et

surrounded by an ocean
of histears

and he stands there
head i n his hands
wth the

torrentia vaterfal
of tears

filling the

ocean
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heis gill
standi ng there
surrounded by the

sea of wet water

the wet water
of histears

and he j ust
st ands
and the box
isthere

and the
nmessage

dill

I enai ns

on the pl acard

as the world
becones

a world of

wet wat er

the sea

pl unges into the
heavens

and the uni verse
overflows wth
the wet water
util it can

hol d

no nore
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and yet it
dill fills

for the son
cannot stop
his flowof tears

and ot hers
are drowned

and ot hers
fl oat and
are saved

but

t he son
does not
see

t hem

he has drank of
the wet water

And

Each

One

Is

Qontri buti ng

And
Each
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But
Some
Boxes
Do
Not
Have
A

streamof wet water

Besi de
Them

And everyone pours out
Their wet water
For them

But sone

G them

Do not have
Any

d the wet water
To give

They stand
Puzzl ed
By the sea of wet water

It isdientothem

The lifel ess words
Do not nove them
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They are the

St ones

In the wet water
B ocki ng the
Torrent

Fomits

Pat h through the universe

But we
Aefdl of
The wet wat er

| amthe

St ream

That feeds the
Sea

| amthe

Wt erfal l

That creates
Sorrowf ul rai nbows
Inthe ar

| have a box
| have the wet water

| amthe

Sea

g the

Wt test water

And the wet water
Fl oods ny eyes
And

Drenches ny soul
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For ny
Mot her

In the box
Cannot br eat he
Any | onger

And can no | onger
See the wet water

But sonewhere

Hr soul wll be

Hoating

Happi |y

On

The wet water of ny grief

And soneday

V¢ shal | toast again
And soneday

V¢ w il once agai n
Dink the wassail

And we shal |
Becone di ners
Inthe

Restaurant of joy

And we w |
Feast
And be

Happy
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And in our

9 ender gl asses
Sal | be the

Bixr

That Keeps Ws Aive

vwe wll beintoxicated wth
The Vet Water

and we shal | be happy
and drink all of
The Sea O Wt Véter

and then be in paradi se

t oget her
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PLACES AND WONDERS

(h the wonders there are to see
The pl aces there are to go

Look at the trees

Toweri ng above mne

Formng nature’ s skyscrapers
Casting gi ant shadows

Upon the

Mbi st

Fiendy

Earth

Look at the stars

Wt chi ng over ne
Formng nature’ s sentinels
Qui di ng our way

Around the

Conf usi ng

Bust!ing

Vor | d

Look at the cl ouds

Fyi ng above ne

Forming nature’ s airships
Carryi ng manki nd’' s dreans
Into the

Undi scover ed

Vast

B ue

Look at the noon

Soari ng around e

Form ng nature’ s conpani on
Keepi ng everyone conpany
During the

Ifinte

Q eepi ng

Ti me

(h look at the wonders there are to see
The pl aces there are to go
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Bforeit's too late

And we can never go there

Agai n
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SENSELESS

Per son
Tabl e

CGandl el i ght
Dizzle
Conpani on
Slitare
Peace
Bar ki ng
Rattling
Draft

Mir der er
Kni fe
Scream
Deat h
Conpani on
Rage

H ght

Kni fe

Deat h

Bait

CGandl el i ght
Sl ence
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GHOST
There is a ghost foll owng ne

Wien | wal k

SQuspi ci ousl y | ooki ng about
Scanni ng the | and

For hostilelife

The ghost is there

| hear its footsteps

And when |

Wieel around to see it
lly enpty air is there
For here

The ghost cannot be seen

Wen | sit

Reading wth alert ears
Gonbing the air

For forebodi ng sounds
The ghost is there

| hear it breathing

And when |

Wi sk ny eyes to see it
Qly enpty air is there
For here

The ghost cannot be seen

Wen | liein bed

Thi nki ng of grander things
Feeling the solid val | s

For any warning vi bration
The ghost is there

| feel its warnih

And when |

Hail ny arns and peer about
nly enpty shadows are there
For here

The ghost cannot be seen
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Wien | dream ny dreans
Looki ng at beautiful splendors
Smling and | aughi ng

A every joyful experience
The ghost is there

| canseeit

| can seeits face

And when it approaches ne
| amnot afraid

For | know t he ghost

And when | wake up

The ghost is still there

| can no longer see it

Bt | think of it

The ghost of ny |ove

There is a ghost foll owng ne

And it refuses to go awnay
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| DEAS FLOATI NG I N MY HEAD

)
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MAGI C ON THE W NDS

There is a place
Wiere only |1 can go
And in that place
There is a breeze

It is getle

And cool s ne of f
After a hot day
And refreshes
M hot face

And here

| enlie

n the grass

Wth ny breeze

Bl ow ng gently on ne

It carries avay

The hard toils

G ny day
Into the top of the world

Lying there

In the green grass

Wth the odiferous flowers
And the breeze

B ow ng gently on ne

| amat peace

The nagi cal breeze

Bl ows away ny worries
And whi sks t hem

To the corners of the world
Far away from e

Peacef ul
Bissfu

That is how
The world is

In ny specia place
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There is a nagiCc

n the w nd

A nmagi c of peace

A nagi ¢ of beneficence

A nagi c of blissful innocence

Sonetines as |
Lieinny specia place
| nake a w sh

And silently address
The gentl e breeze

Bring the nagic wth ne
Cone wth ne when | return
To the troubl ed confusing world

The breeze and its nagic do not care

For it canonly exist in
The inagi nary world of peace
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THE DARK PATH

There is a dark path
Lpon which | wal k
Lined wth

Dead

Guarl ed

Trees

The trees are

Wat chi ng e

Thei r graspi ng arns

Wi ting to pounce
Uoon ny ignorant body

There is a dark path
Uoon vhich | wal k
Lined wth

H dden

Hercing

BEyes

They bel ong to

The feroci ous ani nal s
Sal king ny

Def ensel ess soul

Witing to carry ne anay
I nto the waves

G leafy darkness

There is a dark path
Lpon which | wal k
Hlled wth

Deep

Heartl ess

Pot hol es
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Wthout a care

They obstruct ny path
Shi ckeri ng when

They trip ne

And then thank their
Gavity god

For pulling ne

To the ground

There is a dark path
Uoon vhich | wal k

There is a dark path
Uoon whi ch you wal k

Life
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IN A BOX

| hear it
| seeit

| cannot escape it

It is nonotonously
Binking

It iseemdly
Beepi ng

It is forever

@l d

And i nhuman

It istied
Tonylife

It is essertid
But yet usel ess

It is everywhere
But its thoughts are nowhere

| tdktoit
Amkind to it
| worry about it
| logfa it
It does not talk
fed
sing
react
act back

It cannot reciprocate for
M/ generous actions

| wshit
Al to nyself
But everyone nust use it

| fear it

And grow exhaust ed
By answeri ng

Its lifdess cries
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But to ne
It isacld

The child
Q binking ligts
And beepi ng sounds

The child
d technol ogy
In a box
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MEMOI RS OF A LOST LOVER

| have a |l ove
Wich | hodtightly
Agai nst ny breast
A ose to ny heart

For a

Long

Monot onous

Ti me

The | ove

S ayed cl ose

To nme

Near to the

Droni ng of ny heart beat

But | know

M | ove

Does not hold a | ove as
Gosey as |

But ny |ove

Does not go

Vé both Iive our |ives
Wth only ne

Hol ding on tightly
To ny | ove

Wiile ny | ove

Hol ds none

And | am happy

As ny love is happy

And ny | ove

Being fed by ne
Caressing grip

Refuses to die

Ad w il never dissipate
Between ny fingers
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Ad | wil be happy
Brenif the
Per son whom |1 | ove
I's not there

M love is nenories
M | ove is hopes
M love is dreans

M/ | ove never cane to ne
| never held

Q touched the mnd of
The person

Wom | | ove so

But | amstill happy

Ad if ny love

Bver finds its way
Qut fromny breast
Intoredity

| wil bestill hapy

If that person
Wom | hol d so dear
H nds anot her

N love wil

Sill bethere

Br it wil
H de fromvi ew
So that no ot her

M see it
Ad | wll
Sill be happy

And that person
To whom| cling
Wth soneone el se
WI1 be happy
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WIIl ny | ove be happier than I
WIIl 1 be happi er than ny | ove

But if that

Soeci a

Dear

Per son

Bver returns to ne
| know

My arns

WI | be open

To greet ny |ove

But no one el se
Gan ever

Repl ace ny
One

True

Love

But even al one
| shall not be al one

Wth ny love in ny heart
Renmenberi ng
Dr eam ng

| wish you woul d cone

Soneti ne
Soneday

| hope you wll cone

And if you do not
Vént this

My

One

True

Love

Leave ne with

The love in ny breast
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So we shal | both be happy
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BATTLE OF MAN

There is a building

Mde of fragile gl ass

And the robust st eel

And the nuscul ar concrete

Wthinits cdls

Live mnd ess little ants
V@r ki ng and typi ng

Fol low ng the orders of
Their illustrious queen

Srigd
So not i onl ess
Is the buil ding

Uhnatural and forei gn

But thereis
Sonet hi ng nat ur al
Wthin the cage of steel

Atree
Is growng in the floor

Its roots
Push through the inpervious concrete

Its branches
Break the transl ucent gl ass

Its | eaves
Enbrace the unforgiving steel

Sowy

Bver so slowy

The tree

In the nagnificient

Pal ace of nan

A evil natural force
Qbtly irradicates

The blemish on its |and
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Long after

Man i s gone

The tree wll still be there
And all of its conpani ons
Happi Iy living on the rubbl e
G the def eat

a Man
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GUARD OF LOVE

In ny heart

There is a | ove bound by chai ns
Quarding it fromharm

Sit wll never |eave

The chains are rusty now
Ater years of use
| can try to repl ace them
But | donot intine

M | ove escapes

And pi erces ny heart

And flies out into the sky

Rendering the pure cl ouds incarnidine

Ad | canstill love that |ove
Athough it is sonewhere el se
Around the worl d

And | am happy

But | amfrantical ly running

Around the face of the earth

Gat hering up the pieces of ny |ost |ove
A acing themin ny caring heart

Quar di ng them f or ever
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REVERSAL THE VULTURE

There he is again

Can you see him

| always know he’s there
The vulture is flying there
drcling around ne

Wt chi ng

Vdi ting

Lhtil I amweak

He has cone down twi ce
Twece tried to steal ny life
But | fought hi moff

The vul ture nmade m st akes
That cost himhi s chance
Now | am runni ng

Anay fromhim

But now | know

And have found a shield
Sif the vulture

If he

Bver tries to steal ny heart agai n
H wil not cone close

| have protection

| have a shield

Bt thewdtueis still circing
H gh above ny head

Adit wil

Uhtil | shoot it down

But | don't knowif |

WI1 cone cl ose

To the vulture

Trying to take ny life

| won't give it a chance
I'I'l need to find a gun

But until then

| shall still runfrom

The vul ture
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EYES OF THE TI GRESS

| was wal ki ng t hrough

The dark

I ndi an

Forests

Encased in a prison of green
M/ gun in hand

Searching for ny prize
Searching for the tigers

H usi ve they were

Their tracks in the soft nud

Goul d never lead to them

Inprints of old

Engr aved upon t he wood

Wre the only sign that they were ever there

A broken |inb
Afallen branch

Adry set of tracks
Fadi ng onto the rocks
Isdl thetiger |€ft

But | stalked the tigers
| woul d have ny prize
And return hone

A hero

For days and nights |

Fol  oned ny prey

A hunter hunting a hunter

A predator preying on predator

| renenber the night

| was wal ki ng

In the col d

The stars were tw nkl i ng over head

The not her Mbon peered protectively over ne
Nb evi dence of Man was found in this [ast Eden
Saf ety was around ne

S| coudfal asleep
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| was awoke by a shaking at ny side
It was dark al around

| could not find ny | anp

And | was cornered by the rocks

| f sonething should go awy

There was no escape for ne

| could not see anything

For the Mt her nmoon was hi dden
By the ominous bl ack cl ouds

The twnkling stars

Suttered out as they tried

Vai nl'y

To light ny path

| heard a | ow sound

Arunbling of thunder in the distance
The wath of the gods woul d shower upon ne

As they cried for the
Rape
Q their virginforests

| was pani cked

Wth no escape if sonething shoul d cone

Then

The true God

M savi or

Sent awnd of truth

And bl ew awnay the cl ouds
From Mot her noon

Then | sawit

| fraze

In front of ne was
The tigress
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It was slowy comng up towards ne
Its eyes g aring

Wiere was ny gun

| did not know and had no route of escape
| renenbered | had a knife

Wi ch | used when | fished

| puledit out and held it infront of ne
M hands shaking in fear

And the tigress was bol d

S eadfast in her approach

Ulikel

The def ensel ess nman

Qowering behind a piece of netal

The tigress was growing

Low and booni ng

Wth the thunder backing up her proud claim
Her teeth bared

Wiite and sharp as the edges of barbed wre
Geaming in the pale light of Mther noon
Approaching slow y towards ne

As if to prolong ny agony

The tigress was snarter than | had t hought
She knew how to nake a nan die

And nake himdie in pain

| was only standing there

Qowering in the corner

Trenbling wth a pal sy of fear as the tigress approached
And the her eyes were gl ow ng

Haunt i ng

Hypnot i zi ng

Mesneri zi ng

And as | shook wth ny feeble knife in front of ne
| could not hel p but stare at those eyes

S full of determination

S ful o pride

S full of courage

And she continued to wal k cl oser
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As she was coming | coul d suddenly hear all around

The silent sounds of the night forest

Becane as loud as the ship whistles that brought ne here
And they call ed me and yanked ne

Towards ny death

As the tigress drew cl oser

Ad | could not help but ook at her gl ow ng eyes

She drewwthin feet of ne

And | shook as | had never trenbl ed before
Qnvulsing in fear

And she glided up to ne

To wthin inches of ny face

Her breath panting

Her teeth bared

Ready to give ne ny |ast neal

And | dropped the knife as

M convul sing fingers could not hold it any | onger

And then | saw sonething in her eyes change

Her nout h cl osed
And her heavy breat hi ng st opped

She just stood over ny contorted body
Looki ng at ny eyes

And then she |icked ny on the face

And ran of f into the night

And the dark cl ouds

H d Mt her noon once agai n

Ad | vas left inthe dark

Sill shiveringwth the cold fear surroundi ng ne

| could have sworn | saw sonething in her eyes
It seened |ike she | earned to | ove

Yes

There was | ove in her eyes

Love for ne

Q love of sonething she knew

There was love inthe tigress’ s eyes

There was | ove in her eyes
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| am shamed t oday

That a wld beast

Wom | woul d kil l

Sared ny evil soul fromdestruction
Anong the forest |eaves

And no longer do | hunt

For the aninals are people to ne

Ad | have learned to share in their |ove

But even today as | ook up at the sun
And drink of the cool natural water
Living peacefully wth ny aninal friends
Part of neisinthat Ind an forest

In the corner

Shi vering

Saring into the eyes of the tigress
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SAMENESS
It was a day unlike any ot her

| woke up fromny conforting sl eep
To open ny eyes on a newborn sun
Shedding its light upon the world

Wien | | ooked about nysel f

Everything was the sane as it had al ways been
Bverything was in its place

But outside of ny private hone

Bverything was different

| strolled out onto the bl ack street

M shoes clicked upon the unforgiving asphal t
And peopl e were around ne

| did not notice them

S nce they are al ways there

As | was wal ki ng sormeone bunped into ne
| looked up and that was when | first saw
Al of the people in the street

Al of their faces are the sane
Al of their bodies are the sane
Al of their features are the sane

Al of the peopl e were the sane

| could not understand this radical change

For | knew that everyone was not the sane

| knewthat | was different

| knewthat | was special

| ranto ny office buildinginthe city

And rushed into the [obby wth its mrrored wall s
And saw nyself in the mrror

| was like all of the other people

Vds | seeing nyself or was | seeing everything el se
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Al of the peopl e were the sane

| screaned out in fear and horror

As | drew back in apprehension at ny sane face
And found that ny voi ce

Vs not m ne

Al of our voices were the sane

| coll apsed onto the ground

Surrounded in a sea of saneness
Astounded that | was not uni que
Perplexed by the simlarity of all people
| sawthat | was not special

Everyone is the sane
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BODI LESS LOVE

| amthe owner
G a bodiless | ove

That beauty before ny
Wary eyes

Repl eni shi ng ny exhaust ed year ni ng

That one is nothing but a
Lifel ess hul k
To me now

(nce that shell was possessi ng
Bountiful lures which | |oved

But the person | found

Becane not hi ng but an

Enber of ny first burning enotion

For only nowdo | see
The person | |ove
I's a concoction
A brew
Afictitious story
I nsi de ny mnd

| magi ned and
Per f ect ed

By ne searching
Want i ng

S fish soul

Ad as | see

M love nowis

Asi ni ne

As the fool hardy becones
Enphat uat ed

Wth his onn mnd

And feel s a consum ng
Fred love

For his own thoughts
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In an eternal |ove
Wth his own conjectures
| see nysel f

Inlove

Wth a fabrication
That wll never be
That never was

Inlove
Wth sonet hi ng he cannot see
Wth sornet hing he cannot touch

| amin love wth

And | amengaged to
M bodi | ess | ove
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CLEAREST CLARITY

Is what | see
Wiat you see

Fadi ng

Shi meri ng

In front of ny

Sel f-centered eyes
The el usi ve geni e
Rdityis

Minifest inits own
[usios

But the genie

I's al so known as

The powerful force
Babel

Wth its nonstrosity

Causi ng utter conf usi on

Babel

Raity

Throws its bl ades
Q false vision
Into awrld

R ercing through the skull's

Q dl itslost childen

Lhiquely distorting their

M si ons

G the secretive
Raity

Babel

And t he nast er
Babel

Laughs fruitlessly
Mbcki ngl y

As its victins anbl e
S upefied

As they see

A contorted worl d
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They becone
Accust oned

To seeing distortion
Util

The distortionis clear
And the clear is distorted

And on top of
The | ayers of
CGonf usi on

The distortion is contorted
And the contortionis inverted
And the inversion is rotated
And the rotation is reverted
And the reversion is distorted

Util the distortion
Becones cl ear

And once agai n
Becones distorted

And the genie

Bel | ow ngl y

Laughs hi s

Monot onous

Menaci ng

Rever berating | augh as
Raity

Babel

Sees the ignorant sheep
Eati ng sonet hi ng whi ch
Is not there
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And the genie

Ml i ci ousl y

Laughs hi s

| nf anous

For ebodi ng

Resonati ng | augh as
Raity

Babel

Sees the befuddl ed sheep
S upi dl'y wal king on sonet hi ng t hat
Is not there

But the genie
Redity

Babel

I's hinsel f fool ed

For he sees
Wat is the
Qear

But theclear is
Dstorted

So does or beneficent genie
See the true clarity
G the distorted world

Q does our philanthropic genie
Laugh enptily at the

Asi ni ne

I nversions of his own

Per ver si ons

Q does our providing genie
Gast his blurred

Knives of distortion

At those

Wi ch are nerely

Hs own

Gontortions
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I's there anyone
Wio can see
Caity

As being so

G ear

I's what you see
Wiat | see

238



SONNET, OLD

There is an ancient |and which | wal k on,

Breat hi ng underneath ny own nodern feet,
This trodden square | rest ny eyes upon,

Thi s forbi dden pl ace where the ancients neet.
| see thembefore ny now anci ent eyes,

Their splendor of inagi nation real,

M curious ear upon their words spies,

Their wsdomlong | ost now! al one steal .

How great was their naj estic construction,
Toweri ng above poor heads to the skies,

How soon tine | eads themto their destruction,
Their sentient word nowso swftly flies.

For the agéd works | now so respect,

The worl ds around ne do greatly reject.

239



NAME
There is a
Roaring fire

Engul fing ny very soul

Bei ng repl eni shed
Dhly
By an unseen hand

Ad it
Consunes
M mnd and life

And although it | do
Conbat
It refuses to depart

s

B ock

Its ever reaching

Q asp

From reachi ng ny
Wary eyes

| knowit tells ne

| amhere to confort

But it is only present
Tososkillfuly
Dest r oy

The worl d |

See

The worl d |

Touch

The worl d |

Feel
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Sonewhere | try to
Hal t

| ts nonot onous

Apat hetic destruction
| amnot

Resi st ant

And the fl anes
Proceed onwards to their task

A task

Best owed

Lpon their existence

By that secret hand that

No one sees

| cantrytofindit
Maybe t he

Benef act or

d the ranpant flanes
Cnadnein

M struggl e

But to find the
H usi ve one

| nust knowits
Secretive appel lation

Bi its
Unknown nane
No one can find

S nowl sit

I n angui sh

Glling out for the hand
To hel p

To stop

Nane after name

| vl

But it does not cone
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And ny contorted body
Warily sits here

As it burns

As it fights the burning

Because | do not know
The nane

d hope
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SONNET, RAIN

Lpon a once bl ue sky grey clouds trod upon,
B ocking the varmpure light of Father Qun,
Thei r shadows covering | and |ight shone on,
The life belows day is soon abrupt!ly done.

As the soft rain pattered down upon stone,
The river banks of weakened earth do swiftly swell,
Renenbering the light that on them shone,
Their sorrows the water does swftly quell.
The birds sing not o' er the rains’ soft patter,
The ani nal s now do so deeply sl eep,

Free fromthe sounds of nature’s loud clatter,
The sorrowful have tine to greatly weep.

For because the grey now covers the sky,
The happy thoughts of the world swftly fly.

=
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SONNET, UNSPOKEN ADDRESS

M pen is that whi ch shows nysel f to you,

M letters to express a | ove so great,

Alove to be found soon between us two,

As | expedite ny love far to late.

For | have seen a person of beauty,

Wio has captured ny wld and ranpant thought,
And has given ny | ove such | ongevity,

And has caused ny heart to so long for naught.
How coul d a | ove so great go unspoken,

As two souls alone in the world exist,

For shoul d ny fragile soul becone broken,

G only love wll ny mnd al ways consi st.

For so great are ny veritabl e dreans,

That ny | ove for you now so real seens.
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TURN | F JUSTI CE SO CRUEL

S andi ng

In a shower of white petal s
Dying to the ground
The sun shi nes

Through the gray cl ouds
And in the distance

The bell of death tolls
For one so cl ose

And the chirping birds
FIl slet

As the weat her warns
The sonber | and

and a nan falls to the ground

as the clangi ng cacophony of silence

is destroyed by the loud wails

Wen wil it be ny turn?
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DREARY DUTY OF LOVE

There is
a dainty daffodil
in the dusty desert

its boisterous beauty
trunpeting out into
the dry world

| worshi ped woeful |y
the flower of spring
inthe sumer of fire

| would bring the

ranpant rains

to cl eanse the bl emshed sand

and keep ny daff odi |

alive inthe harsh heat of forbidding dust

The tender shouting rains

kept ny vigilant watch

for onto the biting sands

ny tender foot would refuse to go

Wen t he nocki ng rai ns
refused to answer ny incessant call
the sands woul d still not give way

But wth a bubbling bucket

| brought the water of life

wth ne and stepped

onto the harsh hearth of the dying desert
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Bucket trenbling in ny

Heavy hand

| wal k on the

nemesi s

and the sands

burn ny feet and

dutiful l'y dissol ve ny sonorous soul

Bt | will not spill the vater

Cof f odi |

| wll reach you and

Sacrifice ny only water to your beauty
and rel ease the mghty nusic of ny soul
to tane the raging rains

Ad 1 wll buildatenple

fromthe nortar of ny |oving mnd

and lineit wth the slate of ny shackl ed heart
and place wthinit anicon

coated wth the luster of ny true | ove

And the docil e rains

WII nake it wet

and keep you

oh daffodi|l of ny dreans
aiveinthe dreary desert

and ny body

dead fromthe devilish gifts of the dusty sands

wll keep a vigi| and nake the rai ns cone
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PLEADI NGS OF A SEA ANEMONE

And | tiptoe through the
Serile spikes of steel

R ercing the bog

dinging to ny wet insides

| dip

Qver the arid nossy fl oor

M/ iron soul becom ng honey
Uoon the stabl e swords
Sicing ny netal will

And ahead the place of plenty
Inhabits the | and

Ad | shdl fofeit nylife

To the sands

To reach the bountiful heaven
Ad | shall be free

But the sea of steel

Lies in ny dreans

Ad forever shall | cross it

To reach the land of reality

Above the waves
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IN A BEACH OF LI GHT

Wien Fat her sun

Pommel s ny parchnent skin

The day shal | cease to be

And wth the wilpower of the nartyrs
The sun shal | bend to ny wil

Do not shine onne | wll say

Ad the light shall cease

For all except that

Wii ch does not w sh

Cannot bend the daggers of the sun
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COLOR FROM THE SKY

There wll be a color

Soilling out fromthe cl ouds

To fill the dark of the earth

And past the gray day

Shal | cone the vibrant night

Wth its sparkling di anonds

That no ring can hold

Except for the gold nounts of the sky
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MUSHROOM

Stting there in your nightcap

The fol ds of your sheets underneath
Your wde protective unbrella

Lpon a soft pedest al

As high as the sequoi a of the gnats
You | ook down upon the snmall world
Protected fromthe snal | fl oods
Shaded fromthe sun above

Until the floods of the noon

Li ght your di mway

You shal | not nove

Fromyour sacred | ocation

h the leafy forest floor

And cone to life
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THROUGH THE RAI N
grimgrey cl ouds
codnoist knife of air

slicing the beneficent sun

drop ets fall swftly
fromtheir dreary hone

light bends its path
beauty does not fade

through the rain
i still see your beauty

through the dark
i still dreamaof the light

and as i wave a hello and goodbye
bl ue coaches whi sk ne away

cover the droplets fromfalling

both of us travelling through the rain
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AMONG A SEA SO DARK

Giding across the gil ded waves

Aship of dark does fly

Incessantly called to

The distant |and of dreans

Its dying oars of weakened wood
Caressing the waters bel ow

I ndul ging themto a slice of cool noist air
Before the fickle sea returns it

And the nusing nmoon's mlk

Is split upon the placid calm

As our onyx ship of ebony Iight

Shuffles across the waters

The soft weeds upon the bottons
Gress the invader's keel

And guide it gently onwards

To find the land of the sun's honey

Ad the silent roars of the fish are heard
Through the soupy air of night

Echoing off the stout ship' s sides

The anpl i tude of incessant silence

The birds silky soar thundering in the
@iling of sky

Bending the light of the watchers above
Keepi ng sentry upon the sl uggi sh vessel
Seeing it through the sorrow s dark sea
To reach the sweet love's land by the norn
Wves |ick the sweet ship's snooth sides
Pushing it onwards

(ne day the ship wll cone

And wth a crack of thunder its oars snap

And will be inmersed in Apoll0's sweet anbrosi a
Inthe land of |ove's sun
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ON A BOI LI NG DAY

And the gentle wnds shal | cone

And the rustle of the | eaves

WI| be the roar of nature

And al wll be deafened by the sound
Ad the tired trees shal | fall

In the power of the vent

And the vibrant colors wll by

Washed away into the breeze

But al though no singing birds

WI| be left on the branched

Trear wil still cary thar

Happy song of sadness

Throughout the hol | ons of existence
And the gentle wnds shal |l cone
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SONNET, PASTEL SUNSET

A sunset so soft the world has not seen,
Its pastel blood spilling out to the sky,

And God his chineric clouds he does preen,
Assuring that |ove does so swftly fly.
Nture's coorful love fills the evening,

And its spongy clouds soak it up wth joy
Bt sone initsjoy are not believing,
Fearing it as Lucifer’s evil ploy.

These | ofty colors | do worship so,

As they di sappear from@d' s weakened cl asp,
But into themny weak hand | do throw
Trying to save themw th ny feebl e grasp.
But when the sun falls in that distant |and,
Never again wll Gd s colors be grand.
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WAL KI NG

Qne day out | went
Searching for answers

The few questions

| knew wel |

But the answers
Had yet to be found

| asked the

Purring brook ny

Qui zzi cal question

And it only asked

A nore puzzling question
d ny confused sel f

| asked the

Wii spering | eaves

For the answer

But they only asked
More questions of ne

| asked the

Voyagi ng w nds

For sone sol ution

And they only bl ew
More conf usi ng wor ds
Into ny befuddl ed ears

Qne day out | went

Vél ki ng

Searching for answers
But found only

Mbre questions waiting
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Wher e has
God
Hdden al |l the answers
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SANDSCREEN

Hlding sand in a

Screen of hol es

Is dfficdt

Tiptoeing trepidy

The sand saunters out

And when the last grainy grain
Is leevardy | ost

M tine wll end.
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SONNET, W NDSONG

A breeze wll cone one day through all the trees,
And its gentle push wll caress ny face,

As it weaves around the free-falling | eaves,

Its nagical verses wll bless this place.

Anessage it brings is nature’ s song,

Murnuring secrets in ny waiting ear,

Sending out H's bl essings upon the throng,
Telling us all of the wnd not shall we fear.

Anay fromny face guides it the throbbi ng heat,
Grrying it into the cold danp skies above,

And wth such prowess it does this great feat,
For the wnd can do all wth words of |ove.

But when the wnd' s song wll finally die,

| hope that ny |ove can still seek ny eye.

259



CuBI C ZI RCONI UM LOVE

| have a di anond | ove
For a wonman of
Extrene integrity

The strength of a di anond
[1lustrious beauty

The nagi ¢ of a di anond
Boi sterous personality

The sparkl e of a di anond
Ch how | have a di anond | ove

But wth ny own mnd

| nysel f have nade

Wth these hands of neat
And ny nortal thoughts
A cubi ¢ zirconi uml ove

M i nagi nary cubi c zi rconi um
Love is
Perfectly perfect
As the fl aw ess nan-nade di anond is
And in ny mnd
| have a
Qubi ¢ zi rconi um| ove

But al as no
| love the
True dianond' s fl ans
As beauty
As natural dianonds are flawed
Wthin the sparkl e
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| love ny

Fl awed di anond
More than any
FHctitious perfection

Natural unconditional | ove
istruly worth nore
than a fake fal se

cubi ¢ zi rconi um| ove

and never wll | take these dear flaws anay
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HEED THI S CALL

Mghty bird of prey
Wth your w ngs
Extended to greet
The rising sun

You soar

Above

Qur snal | heads
Looki ng for your

Atiless prey

As you snatch

Ter life

Wth blinding speed
Can you see

The Fear
intheir eyes

But | see

The fear in

Your own eyes
Bal d naj estic one

Reconci l e
Your own

Fears

Bef ore you prosper
O anot her’ s
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THANKS Gl VI NGS

Oh a sunny norn

The odor mgrates through the house
The arona draws us in

Veiting for the nagi c di nner

The siren pierces ny eardrum

The annoyi ng bel | s

Rashly letting us know

That the guests have presented t hensel ves

Al sitting in a mcrownave room

Al talking about |ife' s probl ens

Al babbling about football ganes | ong ago
Srings of nonsense

And then the tinme cones

The nagi ¢ twel ve

VW mgrate towards the table
The shrine set in gold

Lpon a silver platter

Li es an anber brown bird
Prepared for sacrifice

Wth a touch of |enon and par sl ey

The aronas of the offering
Carry up our w shes

To what ever inhabits

The ski es above

Wat a great feast it is
Afeast for the bl ue-bl oods
Sooi | ed and deserted

By the faces of commoners
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YOUNG CAFE SCHOOL

Busy drones

Caught in an endl ess | oop
Travel | i ng around

Véndering ai messly

Chattering about nothi ng

Inthe fludrivers of the corridor

A structure of mnds

As a scul pture of the skyscraper’s skel eton
(ongeal ed into prides

Barricaded by the violent cold fire

| npossi bl e to penetrate

Aisland isoated in the torrent
Surrounded by a sea of tile
Intheir cranped jail cells

The voi ces echo

The link to the outside

Speaki ng of not hi ng

Fomwthin our dark confines
V¢ ponder upon

The trifles

The i nportances

G the true existence of life
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THE SEVEN SEALS \

Seven of then

Wre planted there

(nh the eroded pile of sand

Juxt aposed wth the pal i sade of stakes
Jutting out into the tunul tuous ocean

Seven of them

Seven Seal s

Wth their brown satin pelts

Al stained white by the indifferent bl eaches
d the white nan

Each sporting an
Unsacred frock
G chain @ nanacle G plastic @ iron @ tarnish G syringe G Mn
Each Seal yel ping
Wth exuberance
d tals

Adinther
Qrani uns
Each one

A gapi ng hol e

A w ndow to the
Luxl ack abysses

d innards

Their eyes
Pummel ed | nwar ds

And the Seven Seal s
Have Seven trunpets
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As they bl are brazenly
Qut the euphoni ous

M nuet of Man

In a key not known

Every note is inharnoni ous
Wth the caustic tone

And Man i s yet

Summoned to the

Ste of the Seven Seal s

And revere these Seal s of Man
And nouri sh them

And nmiss the Revel ati on

That the Seal s were concei ved
B/ Mnitsdf
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CREATURE OF SLOW TY

Al weary in your

Wthered fury

You continual |y pl od onwards
I'n your

Let har gi ¢ pace

Enervating al | who have the
Audacity to trod upon

The di ssem nat ed graveshards
G slothful tine
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M DNI GHT

Wth the final cl ocktw st

G the tightloose spring

The tubul ar gong strikes into
The nal | et of silence

Spreadi ng the sown seed

For the eruption of the new day
And for a mnute nonent
Today and t onorrow

Ae united into

Yest er day

And soon we drown again in
The placidity of night

And into a new day

W quest

So what ?
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| STILL SEE

And still through

The dark veil of dark

The light of the rose' s petals
Sill beckons ne

Wthits relentless cal

The rose stai ned

Red

Wth the anbrosia of ny

Dyi ng heart

Punctured by the thickly thorn
And the once white petal s
Now may be di ssem nat ed
By the indifferent w nds

But its beacon

W nds

Not do you bl ow anay

| inplore you for

The assassin of ny heart
Bock the knife of light
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CHRI STMAS SOLUS

Wi te cocai ne on the frozen earth
Reverberations of carols no | onger sung
Lights gasping for life on the naked pi ne
Wii spers of a heart’s songsung tune

Hoor ina pool of red antrosia

Soilled fromthe chalice of Eos
Scattered offerings for an idol once | ost
Shatterpi ece of Gd s | ove

S ouchi ng on the unsynpat heti c chair

Qutching onto gifts never given

Aothed in the naul i ng shards of shattered happi ness
Heart carved out enptied onto the fabric sea

Pain of Gristnas Sol us

Wt hout she who fled
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NOEL DE LA GUERRE

W Cower
Lhder the shield of green conifer
Covered by the ornanents
shaken off by the
col unms of fire
GCom ng down fromthe sky

A bunker of
Cotton snow
WI| repluse the Devil’s tongue

Ared bow | see
beyond t he hol e
gracing the wal |
burning
n the street

Al our gifts dissemnated
DEUS

| ask for optimum donum
Nunc

There be bl ood in your nanger now

Let not nore desecrate the Sar
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ARM NG THE TREE

Lpon its sl eeves of green
| put ny life

Gass balls of happi ness
Hooks of pain
Icicles of depression
Lights of false joy
Gystal of |eaded purity

Ad I lieunder it
Looki ng up above to see
How decorated | am

Adadass bal fals
In the coercive grip of gravity
And shatters upon ny face

Hooks tearing
Icicles inpaling
Lights blinding
Gystal cracking

Ad | returnto the trees

Preparing for another Christnas

Util the varrior inhis mlitary greens
Returns arned again

272



CHRI STMAS TI MES TWO

Lower case G eek al phanunerics
fluttering usel essly to the
pl anar ground
Little irrational nuner children
gallivant through right anglt streets
tonards their fraction divided famlies
Chaoti c w nds ponmel
the pri smhouse
I nsi de
The fractal Qwristnas tree
wth radical gfts ad
the cf bow
tiedinthe € knot
And the clock proves Dyt
tine to awaken
Chri st mas | ogari t hm becones
God takes out his addi ng nachi ne
cal cul ating the new year
Happi ness is no power of X
Christnas is no prine
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BUT A CANDLE
| am not hi ng

save one solitary candl e
on GQ@d s Gristnas tree

Alittle Ivory nel ted
i nside a dusty brass sconce

Amte

Arong the | umnescent | ocusts
Ravagi ng the firry conifer

I nvadi ng the Qreation Throng

when | amexti ngui shed
no lesser wll be the sting

Qe petering candel a
Fomthe netallic aura

Per haps
i can snuff nysel f

and save God H s
Trifl e Thought

And nestl e back into packi ng
for another pal m

inahotter tropic
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| HEAR THE

Shattering of frozen earthen crystal s
Under the heavy treads of hunman feet
Through the dark

Sorrows frozen in a mare of scattered ice

Mbans of nourns

| hear the snowfl ake' s thunder
O ny casket door

| hear the pounding of the white rose
Hurled upon ny final frigid frosty bl anket

Frozen earth cannot be thrown upon ny grave

| l1ie opened to the sky
Sacrificed to the Zodi acs of Mbons

| hear Qion's battlecry
Shifting ne to the New Zenith

Lifeless as the rigid brook
Fozen lifebl ood shall flowno nore
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NEW CHAQOTI C NOTHI NG

Binded by the swvarmof lights
The pulse of a bloodless life
Cacophony of ranpant notion
Lum nescent voi ces

Shininginlove
Shining i n anger
Shining in hate
Shining in peace

The runblings deep wthinits craw
Fed by illegitinate hands

Amal gam of worl dly goods
Bastard of fruitless purity

Begotten in friendship
Begotten in desperation
Begotten i n hopel essness
Begotten in idealism

Slent noise fills the at nosphere
Atificial lanplight swns upon the waves
Nunbi ng heat of nournful cries

| hear only the pul se

Mbvi ng in haste
Mving in pity
Movi ng i n menory
Mbvi ng i n apat hy

Mbti onl ess shifting

Bistlings of pacidity

| amone wth this reaction of nothing
The new chaotic ordered nul |
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WAL KI NG

Qne day out | went
Searching for answers

The few questions

I knew wel |

But the answers
Had yet to be found

| asked the

Purring brook ny
Qui zzi cal question
Ad it only asked

A nore puzzling question

d ny confused sel f

| asked the

Wii spering | eaves

For the answer

But they only asked
More questions of ne

| asked the

Voyagi ng w nds

For sone sol ution

And they only bl ew
More conf usi ng wor ds
Into ny befuddl ed ears

(ne day out | sent

Wl ki ng

Searching for answers
But found only

Mbre questions waiting

Wher e has
God
Hdden al |l the answers

277



DEME
Merration 1 Potaxis

sumProtaxi s

Protaxi s ex deos

inpero tui ut |audes ne
sumis qui confert noctemet diem
sumProtaxi s

| auda e

sumhic qui noneat te
hic cantus est nihi
sumhic qui inperat te
sumProtaxi s

vinceor te

audebas ne

| auda me

sumProtaxi s

Protaxi s ex deos

audes hanc cant um

ut vivas

Moerration 2: Dul ci nus

| pity you

and | wsh you wel |

the world is replete wth its beauty
and you are but a part

goout intoit and explore it
caress it

envel op it

but do not change it

the world is as beautiful as it can be
| give you ny best w shes

go

| eave

pl ease, |eave ne alone wth this
new beauty

it needs you nore than i
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Averration 3: | nperator

Cone back here

I will KT yau

and nurder all of your heirs

you do not deserve to live

al o you

abhorrences! De!

| wll stab you wth reason until you die€l
The earth wll bring forth its beauty watered by your bl ood.
No one wll bury you.

No one cares about you.

No one wll nourn you since they are dead
I wll nince you as fertilizer for the earth

I wil kill you

| have eaten your soul already

Al | have todois eat your nmind.

Aberration 4: Adams

Do not weep child.

| amhere.

Son.

You do not need to weep.
Daught er .

No one w || harmyou.
Cone.

Let ne keep you safe.

| wll not harmyou.

| woul d never harm you.
Son.

Daught er .

| have not harned anyone.
Wy do you still cry.
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Aberration 5: Anorte

red

i amsurrounded by red

bl ue

i amsurrounded by bl ue

why is everything so bl ack

i renenber it was |ight once
ligt

where has that |ight gone now
no one cares about ne any | onger
noonewll giveit tone

red

i was surrounded by red

bl ue

i was surrounded by bl ue

but nowi just sit inpan

in the soothi ng darkness
calmng waters

wy doi still cry.

Aberration 6: (Gonquitore

Shut  up.

Get back here you whore.

"1l rip you apart where you stand.
Shut  up.

You don't know the pain |’ ve been through.
You don't know what |’ ve been.
You don’t know what |’ ve becone.
Shut  up.

Get back here you whore.

11 showyou ny pain.

It’s right here on your neck.

CGan you see the bl ood?

Now you won't cry any | onger.
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Aerration 72 Sol us

No one cares any nore

| amjust a speck in the being of existence
They al | abandoned ne

Every Last (One Abandoned Me

Wy don't | just die?

Aberration 8 (ontentus

Look at the beauty of the world

i just love live

and life |l oves ne

breathing the fresh pollen on the air

the beautiful bird-songs carrying prayers into heaven
Qd is here on this earth

i knowit

let’s dl safeguard it

but first

let’s just watch the passing of the sun

Aberration 90 Potens

| CAN ACCOMPLI SH ANYTH NG

| HAVE COME FAR

THROUGH THE SI NNERS, | STOOD STRONG
THROUGH THE PREACHERS, | STOCD STRONG
THROUGH THE LOVERS, | STOOD STRONG
ALONE | STOOD STRONG

AND SO | CAN STAND NOW

AND SO I WLL STAND AHEAD

ALONE

STRONG

Aberration 10: Nocte

i have sinned through ny own faul t

in ny thought and in ny word

inwhat i have done and what i have failed to do
THEY ALL CRY TOGETHER

YOU WLL NEVER ENTER My NI GHT

I T 1S TOO DARK TO SEE IN THERE

SOVETI MES EVEN FOR ME
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Aerration 11: Puerix

you left ne

and now i amenpty
wthout life

afraid of the future

not her

cone back to ne
confort ne one last tinme
i'mafrad

Aberration 12: Lux

Can't you hear ne?
I”mtrying to reach you?
Trying to tell you ny fears?
Trying to tell you ny pain?
Trying to tell you ny | oves?
Trying to tell you ny bei ng?
Ad you still do not |isten?
And you still do not conprehend?
Do you under st and now.
Listen to this song.

So that you may |ive.

Aberration 13: Protaxis ex deos

sumProtaxi s

Protaxi s ex deos

inpero tui ut |audes ne
sum puer potens et sol us
Anor

noctemet diem

sumi nperator dul cis
sumProtaxi s

Protaxi s ex deos

hic cantus est nmihi
audes hanc cant um

ut vivas
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SONNET, DESERTED \
Across an arid land ny path | nake,

Bei ng chasti zed by the sun’s caustic rays,

An eternity wll ny journey take,

A heart parched of love for all of ny days.

No drop of love is there upon these sands,

For all ecstacy fromall nen they drain;

Love is nothing nore than the threadbare strands
V@ven into the straightjacket of pain.

S thus bound into fate ny journey flies,

Lpon the enervated fild of white,

Ad as the plant in dry earth surely dies,

S | do fear for ny onwn heart contrite.

For onthis last walk al ny | ove nust die,

Ad to heaven or hell ny soul wil fly.
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BREATHE ONTO THE DARK

In the noon rays

Wthering to the ground
Through the frosty sky
Beaut y

You cone to me

Ad ina Tranquil Sea of stars
Mot her cycles fervently around
Wien God exhal es hi s

Frosty breath

In front of Beauty

As an icebreaker splits

I ndestructible Ice

| shall reach through the
Drumm ng snow

And part the cloudy barriers

Wien the Mt her hides

And col d frost clothes ny naked face
Mot her Mbonr ay

S| still circle tovarm

The frigid wnter sky

WII| | ever reach you Beauty?

Can you bear me away from
This heartl ess ore?

284



SONNET, STI LLBORN HOPE

No longer songs of joy ny heart wll sing,

Now that | sleep anongst ny shattered dreans,
No longer love that radi’'nt face wll bring,

S nce love, refused, to ne no | onger beans.
That day | heard the phrase ny heart did dread,
Wien you did spurn the love | freely gave,

Wen fron enphat uati on you had fl ed,

Wien this event ny passion did ensl ave.

So now ny hopes have bl ended with ny pain,
Sill kept alive by futile dreans of you,

But only fragnents of these dreans renain,
Destroyed because | know they are not true.

A though that now you have rejected ne,

| still do dreamsoneday to be wth thee.

=
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BLUE STI LLNESS

I ncessant roars swell up
And break onto the quiet rocks

The intense blue i s
Decinated inafield of red

The tine is roamng
The tine i s voyagi hg

Bel ow t he cascades

G Gl amtous skies

Soon we nust mgrate

Beyond t he exodus

Towards the stillness of the bl ue

Do you see them

The attacks of silence

VWdi ng onto our shores

They conme froma carnival of reddened tumult
Destroyi ng the exhausted purpl e of the druns

Qur beat is ending

Qone into the silence
Tango with the peace

The tine is anbl i ng
The tine is carrying
Soon we nust mgrate
Beyond t he exodus

Envel op the blue placidity
Hackneyed purpl e scraps

Dogrmati c reds trek
Nearer to our noi sel ess shores

V¢ nust grappl e the purpl e shards
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Gonstruct the tower

As lemmings on the drive
Exodus into the lifel ess

Escape the bl ends

Tweed wth the flutterings
Mel d wth the murnurings

As we float up into the blue

As the red grotesquel y neshes

Exodus into the lifel ess
Tine is quivering

Tineis bristling

Soon we nust mgrate
Beyond t he exodus
Inthe stillness of the blue
| wll reach out and touch
The notion of the red

And renai n sil ent

Tweed wth the flutterings
Meld with the nurnurings

A ghost of purple
Bxorcise the red
Chasti se the bl ue

Can you hear the rmurmurings

H ee now towards the
Bue Sillness

FH nd hi mwho finds you
Mel d wth the murnurings

The exodus is now
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Rewite the genesis
Thr oughout the nexus

The exodus is now
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ONCE | TOUCHED

once
i touched the face of
beaut y

nmy god
my god

once
i defiedtheidds of
| ove

ny god

nmy god

once
on afield of wet |eaves
i dreaned

d alife

of esctacy

worthis
not only worth
the worth

nasti cating
kllirg
no | onger

only

had i realized

t he wort hl essness

of mai den | ove

exliea

my God

you are here with nme now
inthe silence

don't | eave
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BUTTERFLI ES NOT M NE

as alone | walked ny path to Fate

Beauty was flirting wth ny periphery
abutterfly flitting just out of sigt

upon a turn of head vanishing to Bernity

sone do put their butterflies in boxes
dried and dead and fragil e things

no nore to tango wth the indeci sive w nds
stuck on pins, notionless and dead

but | prefer the live Bitterfly
wthits capricious gallivantings
which | can never followwth sight
as away behind the dogwood flies

| amnot brave enough to be a
capturer of butterflies, owner of boxes
| canonly vait until they mstakenly
wander into ny eyesight to | eave soon

Thusly Beauty passed ne by on ny way to Judgenent
and was not in a w ndowed sepul cher

and when | exit out fromny tabernacl e

the Biterflies will still fly free

when | wll reach the Fates

none of themwl!Il | have

but weakly (as all nen do)

| wll still long to be an ower of butterflies
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SONNET, VEI LED MEMORY

The gal es of tine that sink the weakened past
Have spared this gem| covet through ny pains,
That gilded nemry tine al lowed to | ast

Hel d steadfast by ny |ove for you renai ns.
Though | renenber only shadows now

| still can see your face across the mst,

Ti ne’ s dar kness touched not upon your brow
S nce thoughts of joy in stormdo never |ist.
Though never could reality be mne,

S nce never |oved nor ever seen was I,

| hold a dreaminpregnabl e to tine,

Ad still will dreamwhen under ground | lie.
Regardl ess of how nany there wll be,

For you, the first, ny heart shall live for thee.

=
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GEORGE ORWELL

George Qwell was a serious nan,

Wio wote about the problens of the day.
The probl ens wth people, politics too,
And even about today.

Hs books were filled wth sense,

About problens in an indirect way,

“But young nan,” the publishers said,
“These books woul d cause | awsui ts today.”
H s chil dhood was bad for him

Because he went to boardi ng school ,

Wiile there for nmany a day,

He had to be beaten on a wooden st ool .

H was always very polite and kind,
And very honest t oo,

Ad kept living avaluable life,

Even when thi ngs | ooked bl ue.

But amazi ng thi ngs happened,
Wien he nade peopl e aware,
That was that fanous nan,
Glled Bic Authur Bair.
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THE MAN THAT | WAS

Lhderneat h the col d,
G ound,

| 9t ing

Room

d concrete,

Wth ny gun in hand.

| raiseit tony,

Head,

Ad then |,

RII,

The trigger,

Ad allownyself to die.

As ny soul,

Hies,

From ny dead,

Body,

| seit,

Burning in the garden.

| find nyself,

H oeting,

p to the,

Ky,

Wth a bright,

Li ght surroundi ng ne.

| see before ne,

Gat es,

@l den gates to,

Heaven,

Bx | float,

Anay fromthem
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| float intoa
Room

Were an,

Angel ,

Sts on a pedestal,
Wth a book,

This book is caled,
ADCLF H TLER

“Adolf Htler is your”,
“Nane” ,

“l amyour”,
“Judge”,

“Wth your book”,
“O your life'.

“Isit truethat”,

“You”,

“Od not hel p your”,

“Mot her”,

“By getting a job?”

Yes it is guardian of ny book.

“Wat did you”,
‘Do’

“Wth your”,
“Life,

“Mter you left”,
“Your not her ?”

| 1t fa,

M enna,

To gain fane as an,
Atist,

“But did you nake it?”
No guardi an of ny book.

As he wites what |,

Sy,

In ny,

Book,

| wonder what,

I's going on in that book.
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“ANter you’,

“Fail ed’,

“Wo did you”,

“od”,

“Wii |l e you were poor ?”,

A Jew guardi an of ny book.

“What happened t hen”,

“Adol f?7,

| listened to the,

Paper s,

Agai nst the Jews,

And swore to destroy their corruption guardi an of ny book.

Again he wites in ny,

Book,
“What did you”,
“Acconpl i sh”,

“Nter your mlitary life?,
| wll tell you guardian of ny book.

| began ny,

Dest ructi on,

a the,

Jews,

By forming ny political party,
G MNazis guardian of ny book.

| planned to,

Lhi fy,

Al that vas rigntfully,

Ger man,

To have Europe under,

Superior Gernan rul e guardi an of ny book.

“D d you acconpl i sh”,

“Thi s?”,

Yes | didas | ganed
Power ,

| rose to be the,

Chancel | or of Germany guardi an of ny book.
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| started a,

Vear

Togainal that was,
Ger many’ s,

Bt | faled

Quar di an of ny book.

| tried the,

Best,

| couldand | was,

K nd,

Todl,

Quardi an of ny book.

“No you were not”,

“Adol £,

“What about the”,

“Jews?”,

| got ridd ther,

Gonspi racy guardi an of ny book.

| had then,

Klled

In ny concentration,

Canps,

And cl eansed Ger nany,

G their filth guardian of ny book.

“What did you”,

‘Do’

“To the ones that”,

“Despi sed”,

“You Adol f?”,

| killed themguardian of ny book.

| triedto
Kl,
Everyone t hat,

pposed,
Mt | wanted,

Everything for nyself and Gernany guardi an of ny book.
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]
Massacr ed,

Many,
Peopl e,
But | was protecting,

Germany guar di an of ny book.

“That is not what”,

“I"’

“Know you”,

“Uliled,

“To gain nore | and”,

“Md kill nore Jews Adol f”.

DI,

Dd

Quardi an of ny,

Book,

But | have al ways,

Killed guardian of ny book.

“Look up there in”,
“Heaven”,

“There are the”,

“Jews”,

“Curistians and Mislins”,
“Bveryone is there”,

“Vr shi ppi ng God toget her”,
“Except you Adol f”.

| have,
Klled
And | have,
Dest royed,
But let ne,

\V@rshi p there guardian of ny book.

“Not there”,

“Adol 7,

“Look at what you have”,
“Done”,

“fs |l readit”,

“Fromyour book”.
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| see a

Hcture,

Above ny,
Head,
Apicture of,

S arved peopl g,
Beingledinto a,

Gas chanber,
Then wat chi ng t hem
De,

Scream ng and convul si ng,
No nore guardi an of ny book.

“You think that”,

“You”,

“Can wor shi p”,

“There”,

“Ater that?,

“There is yet nore Adol f”.

| see ancot her,

Hcture,

Now of ny,

Secret service,

B asting i nto hones,

I nstant|y shooting,

Gvilias,

Vét ching their warmbl ood drip,
Over the wooden,

Boards of the,

A oor,

No nore guardi an of ny book!

“But thereis”,
“More”,

“Adol f thereis”,
“More”,

“To see”,

“And you Wil seeit”.
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| see anct her,
Hcture,

h the front

Li nes,

a ny,

Vr ,

Wth peopl e,
Shooting and kil ling,
| see young,

Men bei ng,
Klled and | ft to,
De,

No nore guardi an of ny book!

“Now do you”,

“See”,

“What you have”,
“Done”,

“To the peopl e”,

“d the world Adol f?”

Yes | do,

See,

Br I,

Repent ,

For what I,

Have done guardi an of ny book.

“Deep down you”,

“Have not”,

“Adol 7,

“Your book”,

“I's finished’,

“Now the Light Eternal nust nake the judgenent”.

Abrignt orb of,

Li ght,

Descended from

Above,

And it spoke,

To the guardi an of ny book.
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“HE1S,

“ CONDEWMNED”

“AUARD AN' were the,

\¥r ds,

G the Light Bernal,

“ADCLF H TLER | S CONDEMN\ED! ”

Then a Nazi,

Hag,

Ent onbed,

Me,

And | began,

To fl oat once agai n.

| gl oated,

Downwar d,

To,

Hl,

Then | saw

The cavern passageway to Hel | before ne.

Cher ubs opened t he,

Gat es,

To,

Hl,

Wi ch | floated,

Through into the caverns of Hell.

Before ne on a,

Pedest al ,

St the,

Davil,

Wth his own,

Book waiting for ‘custoners’.

Sill bound by ny,
Hag,

| floated to the,
Pedest al ,

“Wio are you?”,
Adof Htler.
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“You have been”,
“Condemed”,
“Ad you w il be”,
“Puni shed”,

“As you rigntfully”,

“Deserve”.

Then | found,
Msel f,
Burning in,

H anes,

Wth ny flags,
Burning wth,
Me.

| screamout in,
Ran,

And,

Terror,

But nobody can,

Hear or wants to hear.

Forever 1,
Burn,

In

Hil,
Because of,

The Man That | Wés.

305



306



THE SPECI AL SOMEONE

Inour snall,

Li ves,

V¢ have,

Not i ced,

That everyone knows,
A Speci al Soneone.

Soneone that is,

A ways,

Sling and,

Joid,

This is sone parts of,
M/ Speci al Soneone.

He was not,

Known,

To the whol e,

Ver | d,

But he was known by nany,
As a Special Soneone.

Living a,

Fiedy,

And,

Peacef ul ,

Life he was al ways there,
That Speci al Sorneone.

He was ready to,

Lend,

A hel pi ng,

Hand,

To anyone who asked,

He was that Special Soneone.

He woul d just,

Td k,

About anyt hing to,

Anyone,

Anyone that wanted to talk,
He was that Special Soneone
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He al ways had a,

K nd,

Vord to,

Speak,

And never had a nasty tone of voice,
That peaceful kind Special Soneone.

Then that Speci al,
Soneone,

Had suddenl y contract ed,
CGancer ,

And everyone wept for,
Qur Speci al Sorneone.

Even as he was,

Dyi ng,

He asked others not to,

Vorry,

H wanted themto get on wth their |ives.
He was that Special Soneone.

Then cane t he,

Cay,

That our Speci al ,

Soneone,

Passed out of our |ives,

W all wept for our Special Soneone.

Bt I,

Know,

In ny,

Heart,

That our Special Soneone,
Is wth The Light Bernal .

And our Speci al,

Soneone,

Isgill,

Hel pi ng,

Fomhis outpost in the sky,

A beacon of The Light Bernal.
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There are nany,
Peopl e,

Inar little

Li ves,

That are our,
Speci al Soneones.

And we nust,

Not ,

Let go of our,

Speci al Soneones,

Because they wll be wth us,
Forever in our hearts,

And soneday,

Every Special Soneone,

WI | be together again.

Dedicated to ny Very Special Soneone, Al Sal ey
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| NTRODUCT! ON

Glifornia, Slicon Valley, WBA 1990 —It was just another hot and hunmd
day in arid Glifornia, or so it seened to be. The deserts were hot, and the
nountains were cool, but in Slicon Valley it was relatively cold, thanks to air
conditioning. The events of today would eventual |y nake this day one of the
nany nilestones in the electronic and psychiatric world. Al of these events
took place behind the steel doors of the CRTE superconputer research center.

This particular section of the building enbraced the work of two dedi cat -
ed conputer and behavior scientists, Dr. Tatsu Kochiki and Dr. Natsio Kun.
They were trying to nake a superconputer that was able to read and store any
group of thoughts from an organic thought source, a brain. They had tried
nany unsuccessful tines, but today was to be different. They had just tried to
read the thoughts off a chinp, but the conputer called AMnd just gave thema
new series of randomnunibers. But when they ran it through the other hal f of
AMnd, QyptOn it turned out to be unrelated to the subject that A Mnd was
scanni ng for, bananas.

Then the two doctors altered the programof AMnd. They tried the pro-
gramagain. They placed the scanner on the chinp, and started the scan. This
tine, the sequence of nunbers seened to have sonething in common. Wen
they ran it through QyptQm the thought patterns seened to be unrel ated, but
as they thought harder, they nade sense. They found that sonehow the

thoughts were connected wth bananas, but they were about different topics.
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Wat did this nean? A Mnd stored these thoughts on its optical drive and
processed them The two scientists continued their tests on the new conput er
system software, but the conputer hesitated while doing its tasks. Soon, it
stopped responding to themall together inits spare tine. It began to print out
informati on on bananas, and soon began naking its own deductions on what
they were, and what they neant to it. The conputer had started | earning, and
had been the first provenincident of artificia intelligence.

Athough AMNd was very efficient inits job of finding, recording, analyz-
ing, and learning fromother beings thoughts, it was a very bulky nachine. Nb
application was found for AMnd for a long tine, until one day, two young
ent husi asti ¢ Japanese psychiatrists interested in the concept of |earning cane
along. BEventually, they would shape AMnd into one of the nost successful

and disastrous projects in the history of the world.

CHAPTER |

Tericon, New York USA 1994 —F nally, the two Nagaki brothers have
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PART |

THE SERENE
TI ME BEFCORE
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finished their wonderful invention using AMnd. Built onto a travelling platform
A Mnd was the naj or conponent of their gigantic brain study center. This cen-
ter was nobile, although huge. The brilliance of this center was the fact that it
studied the facts of the learning process through recreation. It ultinately
becane a recreational center as well, naking people want to visit this brilliant
center, The Travelling Mnd. Gonputer controlled by AMnd, the whol e center
was an alnost flawess paradise for recreation and study. It worked fine until

one particul ar person cane into its existence . . .

GHAPTER | |

Tericon New York, USA 2037 — Today, the Tericon branch of the
National Library received a recorded videodisc from an anonynous | ocal
address. After wondering about it for nmany hours, the librarian decided to take
it hone to her new house and reviewit, just in case it would be of value to the
library. She sat on her antique anti-grav hovering chair, and put the disc in an
al nost anti que | aser-di sc pl ayer.

“Wiy woul d soneone use a laserdisc for this recording when there are
many better recording devices to use today?” she wondered. She just
shrugged her shoul ders in a sense of disgust, and began wat ching the | aserdi sc.

n her paper-thin DO splay-A Screen was a picture of an old nan in a now
obsol ete notorized wheelchair. This nan | ooked up, and then began talking . . .

“ amM. Lawke. Mny things have happened in ny lifetine, but by far
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the nost intriguing and devastating one was the downfall of The Travel ling
Mnd. | have kept this secret of what happened to nysel f, but the now aged
school teacher nust tell his story. The truth nust be kept for no longer. ©M
nane and the ones of ny classnates wll be kept in history eternally as the
destructors and saviors of The Travelling Mnd. Here is the only story that |

have yet to teach to thisworld. . .”

GAPTER | | |

Tericon, New York USA 1997 — “(kay class, sit down now Today we
wll discuss our field tripin our conputer section of the school year. Does any-
one here have any suggestions about where we might go this year?”

The fairly nodern school roomfell silent. Not one of the twel ve students
inthis class vanted to talk. Wat wll | do now? | got it!

“dass, | want you to cone to school tonorrow prepared wth an essay-"

“Av M. Lawke, do we have to?" A ex, one of ny best students, whined.

“Snce nobody wll talk about it right now yes Aex, you and the whol e
class nust cone tonorrow wth an essay about where you would like to go on

afieldtripto study conputers. | wan-”

God, there goes the bell. A that nonent, all of the students rushed out
of the classroom giving no attention to the poor teacher standing in the way,

nai nly ne.
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Ater lasting nonents of extrenely dexterous acts of dodging bullets of
flesh racing out of the classroom | finally got to settle dowmn. | looked at ny
desk blotter and calendar. Then | junped out of ny seat in conplete astonish-
ment !

“Ch ny Qd! | have a neeting today!”

| rushed down to the principal’s roomto neet hi mthere.

| rushed into his office and quickly sat down in front of the big antique
| eather chairs. Fortunately, they had been reconfigured wth the nost nodern
technol ogy so now they could hover like any other chair. | |ooked around.
(RLBER) H's not here yet. | nade it! Then M. Kotch, the school principal,
val ked into the room and sat in his antique | eather chair, agan hovering.

“M. Lawke,” he began. “l knowthat you are a very punctual person and
a very ingeni ous teacher.”

“Thank you,” | said indfferently.

“Now M. Lavke, the date for your class's field trip is comng up and |

need to know where you are goi ng.”

“l don't know that yet sir, BUJT just give ne three days and 1'Il let you
know ”

“Thank you.”

Then he shook ny hand, stood up, and left the office. | did the sane,

and then | left for hone. | walked out the door, got into ny aircar, and headed

for hone, sleep, and a night of rel axation.
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CHAPTER 1V

The next day was a nornal day. | woke up after incessant dreans of
prodi gi ous vats of chocol ate, and went to the school, wshing for a candy bar to
be in ny hand. The bulk of the day had already passed, along wth ny utter
desire for an old fashioned candy bar, when | had finally reached the nagi cal
tine of the day when ny conputer class was in session . . .

“Ckay kids, today | want you to read your short essays about where you
would like to go for our conputer trip. Aex, | want you to explain your essay
tothe class first.”

Aex got out of his hovering desk, and wal ked up to the front of the
classroomwth his essay ‘paper’ in his hand. He was actual ly hol ding one of the
conmon hand- hel d di spl ay devices, a snall screen wth roomfor an optical disk
that held dictated or typed data. The words were displayed on the screen in a
sem-slowfashion. It was fromone of these disks that he read his essay.

Hs essay was about The Travel ling Mnd and why he woul d |ike to have an
educational trip to there. He explained about howit would hel p the class grasp
the concept of artificial intelligence better. H talked about how they woul d
see how conputers were being used to nake breakthroughs in other fields as
vell as scientific conputer and el ectronic technology. Hs final note was about
how The Travel ling Mnd would al so provide themwth a recreation for part of
the day.

The class applauded Alex for his presentation and ideas that were in his

essay. Next was Suzy, another bright student. Her essay al so tal ked about
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The Travel ling Mind. Sodidthe next girl’s essay. Infact, the bulk of the class's
essays were about The Travelling Mnd. Then, when it was about five nminutes
to the bell realizing that it was this close, and fromthe know edge about yes-
terday’' s experience, | gave ny last orders for the day.

“Qass, | want you to put all of your essays in whatever formthey are on
ny desktop before you | eave the classroom or else we mght not have a field
trip: | need your input to nake a decision that would be the nost benefiting
and joyful for you Ckay?”

“Ckay M. Lawke,” the class responded al nost robotically.

This tine wen the bell rung, the exciting procedure of exiting the class-
roomwas different. Al of the children calnty lined up at ny desk, and one by
one they put their essays on the desk and wal ked out the door. After they all
left, | fell back in ny hovering chair and rested. FHnally, it was tine to head out
of the building. | gathered up al of the dictation tapes, optica disks, and card
disks and put themin ny briefcase. Then, | got into ny solar-powered air car
and headed hone. Wen | reviewed all of the essays, | found that the al nost
unani nous decision was to visit The Travelling Mnd, a nowlocal place. Snce it
was usual |y travelling about the country, we couldn’'t get an appoi ntnent wth
it, so nost of the children have not visited it yet. The other decisions were
real |y outrageous for a sinple day-long field trip. Sone were the Slicon Valley
CRTE center, the Qbiting Astronomcal Superconputer DataCenter (QASDO, or
the NASA headquarters to find out how they had fixed the Hubbl e Space
Tel escope wth mcroscopic robots. For one blatant reason, they were all

scrapped —it would take nore than a day to even reach any one of those
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pl aces by the fastest bus. The Travelling Mnd was the best choice.

The next day, | told the class that ny final decision was that our conput -
er class field tripwas going to be to The Travel ling Mnd. That piece of inforna-
tion made the children very happy. The rest of the class was spent having a
civilized discussion of what we woul d do there and how we woul d get there.

That evening, | net wth M. Kotch and told himof our class’s plans to
visit The Travelling Mnd. He was very pleased to hear this not only because we
had nade a decision of where we wanted to go, but al so because it was cur-
rently in toan and would not require nuch expenditure. That night, | slept
peacef ul |y know ng what we would do now Little did | knowthat this trip woul d

be nothing like what | had expect ed.
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CHAPTER |

Today when | wal ked into the classroom the kids were greeting ne joy-
fully at the classroomdoor. Al of themwere carrying their ‘Just Add Véter’
travel lunched in their pockets. They were ready.

| was ready also. | had a capsule lunch wth ne in ny pocket: ‘Just Take
Wth Vdter’. Aso, | brought the water. | had been preparing to go on this par -
ticular trip for two weeks now and | was not going to let anything ruinit for ny
class, at least not anything that | had control over. Wien the bell rung for the
norning classes to begin, | took ny class outside to the parking lot. Wditing
for us there was the hovering bus that would take us to The Travel ling Mnd.
As soon as we were all accounted for, we boarded the hovering bus. Ve gently
flew out of the parking lot. The bus was old and slow conpared to the 180
mles that the other buses of today can do. It was still confortable, an anaz-
ing surprise considering that this bus was a public one.

The trek to The Travelling Mnd was a formdabl e one, nainly because it
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PART |1

THE TERROR
HAS BEGUN
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was on the outskirts of toawn. This ride was an anxious one for nany of the
children, including nyself. | was wondering if | nade the right decision in taking
the class here. | was anxious to know if the highly publicized Travelling Mnd
would be a worthwhile trip. A least | got the two brothers who owed and ran
The Travel ling Mnd to show and explain to our group about how The Travel ling
Mnd operated and worked on the conputer level. Probably, the kids wll also
find this pleasurable. After all, part of the brothers’ study invol ved the guests
to participate in recreation. Then, a stout push fromny seat partner awakened
ne fromny daydream of wonder and worries. | looked at her sternly until |
realized that it was only SQuzy.

“Look at that M. Lawke!” she said enthaustically.

| turned ny head to ook out of the bus’s bi odegradabl e plastic w ndow
Suddenly, ny whol e body was filled wth an epic ane. The Travelling Mnd cer -
tainly fufilled its clains for being the biggest nobile educational, recreationa,
and study center. The Travelling Mnd was gigantic! It seened to be a hol | ow
netal ball of epic proportions! This was truly one of the largest things on
wheels. No wonder why it took nonths to nove. Sonehow it seened om -
nous to look at. Soon, we would be inside that netal ball, and the real fun and

terror woul d begin.

GHAPTER | |

V¢ were finally off the bus and were standing in front of The Travelling
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Mnd. V¢ were puny creatures conpared to the loomng tower of netal that
sonehow seened to be alive. Wiy was | thinking these horrific thoughts? This
was supposed to be like a vacation for ne; a tine to relax and enjoy life.
Maybe it was the kids; they nust be playing on ny thoughts, annoying ne to
pieces, naking ny life nore terrible than it really was. O naybe it was the fact
that this was the first tine that | had ever been here before . . .

“M. Lavke,” Aex whined. “CGan't we go in yet?

Dsturbed fromny train of disorgani zed thought, | replied:

“Yes, | guess that it is about tine that we get this trip underway.”

| took the lead spot inthe line. Ve then got on the escal ator, and head-
ed towards the entrance of The Travel ling Mnd. The entrance was higher than |
had first thought it to be - after awvhile, it seened as if we were scaling a snal |
nountain. That’s when | first |ooked over the escalator’s edge. That is when |
finally realized wy | adored heights —It is just one heck of a drop fromthem
| closed ny eyes, and waited until we finally reached the top. Then, | opened
ny eyes once again, renenbering not to | ook down over the edge of the plat -
form That was the thought that took all of the fear off ny nmind.

Sraight in front of ny face were the doors. Towering over ny own
head- hei ght, they were nmade out of cast steel, a cheap netal commonly used
to make doors these days. HFnally at the top of the doors was a big argon
| aser-lit sign which said: “WAQGOME TO THE TRAVELLING MND. PLEASE HAVE
YOUR Tl CKETS READY AND WALK THROUGH THE HOLOGRAM | N FRONT OF
YOd” Hrst, | checked that all of the kids were behind ne. After a head count,

we were ready to go into the paradise that woul d nake our |ives wonderful for
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the rest of the day —the paradise of terror.

Then, after | finished thinking, it was tine. | walked stoutly into the ha o-

gramin front of ne. UWfortunately, it was not a hologram KLAN3!!!!  That
was ny head banging on the steel door, or so | thought. | had actually found a
swtch that rang a bell. Suddenly, the doors swung open, creaking from the

strain that was exerted on their titaniumhinges. There in the doorway was a
Japanese nan wearing a white | ab jacket.

“Hello ny fellow hunans,” he began. “I amTerichi Nagaki, partner in cre-
ating, owning, and naintaining The Travelling Mnd. My | please have your
nane, and your tickets.”

“I am M. Lawke, conputer teacher for the public school system of the
town of Tericon. | amhere wth ny class for a field trip, and here are our tick-
ets.”

“Thank you M. . . . Lawke. | amhonored to have you and your students
visiting The Travel ling Mnd. WII you pl ease step insi de?’

“l donot mndif we do.”

That is when we got our first glinpse of The Travelling Mnd' s inner self.
The first thing that we were in was a foyer, used for greeting nessaged for
|arge groups, LARE groups. This foyer was about ten tines as large as our
bus and our classroomtogether! A so, accounting for its nonstrosity, was the
constant reverberating echo that | ooned over this vast space.

“Excuse ne M. Nagaki, but | believe that we also asked and paid for a
tour of the conputer section of The Travelling Mnd wth an explanation of the

internal systens. Wen wll we get one?”
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“You wll have one right now M. Lawke. | would be happy to show your
class about the core of The Travel ling Mnd.”

“M. Lawke,” Suzy whined. “Wy do we have to go on a tour? Wy can't
we just have fun?!”

“Do not forget SQuzy that this is a specia trip for us to learn about new
applications for conputers inour lives. |If we do not get our goal acconplished,
howw || we ever learn fromthi s experi ence?’

“Rut-"

“Sopit! I'msure that all of you wll have a wonderful |earning experience
here so just stop griping! kay?”

“Ckay M. Lawke,” the class responded.

“God. Then we can be on our way. V¢ are ready whenever you are M.
Nagaki . ”

“Just give ne a couple of mnutes to prepare the tour. Say right here
until | cone back.”

M. Nagaki left us in the eerie silence of the foyer, waiting for our doom

and triunph.

GAPTER | | |

It was not until a couple of mnutes later that M. Nagaki finally returned.
In his hand he was holding a bunch of papers that fluttered out of a fol der,

causing M. Nagaki to stop and pick themup, only to have themfall again It
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took himnany mnutes of this bobbing notion to finally realize that if he put all
of themin his clipboard, that would nake life a lot easier for hhm Hnaly, he
was able to talk to us wthout worryi ng about the papers in his hand.

“I amnowready to start the tour of The Travelling Mnd. If you are pre-
pared, thenit is tine to begin.”

| checked wth the class; everyone was ready, which to ne was a phe-
nonenon si nce they had never been ready this hastily before.

“W are ready M. Nagaki.”

“kay, let’s begin.”

VW wal ked silently through the foyer to the door |ocated across of the
fla flaor.

“V¢ are now about to enter the passageway to the conputer core of
The Travelling Mind . . .”

VW then found ourselves walking on a platform across of a nonstrous
roomeven bigger than the entrance foyer! This roomwas filled wth conputer
banks and termnal s of different sorts.

“Thisis the data center of AMnd. AMndisthe ggatic artificialy intelli -
gent conputer network that nmakes up the controlling data storage and anal ysi s
systemof The Travelling Mnd. This roomis filled wth all of the optical drives
that are needed to store all of the infornmation that AAMnd processes. These
drives also contain the programmng that conpromses AAMnd' s thought com
plexes. Hght noy AMnds drives are at only seventy percent of their full
capacity.”

“M. Nagaki,” Suzy began. “Wiat happens when you run out of space
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her e?”

“God question Suzy. WV don't really know what we are going to do
about that yet. So far, the best proposal that we can cone up wth is an
expansi on of The Travel ling Mnd.”

“Thank you.”

W finally finished wal king through the data center. The next room was
just as large, but this tine it was illumnated wth an eerie fluorescent green
gow Then, M. Nagaki started to tal k again.

“This roomis AMNd itself. Al of these termnals that you see before
you are all conponents of one superconputer. AMnd is the only conputer of
its type in the world. AMnNd is a conputer that |earns fromother beings |ike
you and ne. It can read thoughts about a topic, and can anal yze themand |ink
themtogether. Then, it knows about these topics. Snce it learns fromthe
human brain, its thought conpl exes are nmuch like those of a brain. Now let’s
head into the next room”

The next roomwas only about twce the size of the bus that we cane
here on. This roomwas filled wth netal chairs wth what seened to be netal
caps suspended over them They resenbled the old hair dryers that ny not her
recalled seeing in the hair-dresser’ s shops in the seventies.

“This roomis where we read the thoughts of all of the people that cone
to The Travelling Mnd. Al that they dois sit in these chairs, and rest. Then
the caps surround their heads, and anal yze the thoughts of the brain. they
have been proven to be safe through nunerous tests done on them They are

checked every day for any flaws.”
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That nonent, anot her Japanese man wal ked i nto the room

“This is ny brother, Hakai Nagaki. Today, he is checking the chairs for
their safety for youu Nw that is the end of our tour of the conputer section
of The Travelling Mnd. |If there are any questions, before you | eave today you
can ask either ne or Hakai and we wll answer themto the best of our ability.

Now we wll start your day at The Travelling Mnd. Just follow ne. . .”

CHAPTER |V

Now we were in a roomthat was a ‘classroom for the tourists of The
Travelling Mnd. Terichi was in the front of the room and we were patiently sit -
ting in the netal anti-grav hovering chairs that enconpassed the greater por -
tion of the nass in the room Terichi began to speak:

“You are here in the ‘classroom of The Travelling Mnd. As you know
this is a psychol ogical research center. S nce we study the linking of thoughts
through learning and recreation, you are here nowto learn. The topic today is
about the programmng of conputers; | deened it inportant for you since you
are here to | earn about conputers.”

Then, we were briefly introduced to the internal programmng of conput -
ers. V¢ only touched on topics that were presented, not |earning nuch about
them Topics such as ROM programmng, chip structure, and systenatic pro-
gramming updation were introduced. After what seened |ike two hours, we
vere fini shed.

“Now adults and children, let us prepare to enter the second session of
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your visit to The Travelling Mnd. Sone of your best recreation lies here inthis

conpl ex. Just seek what you enjoy and you shall find and learn. Let your joy

begn. . .”

CHAPTER V

Now we were getting ready to leave the classroom and travel into the
second conpl ex of The travelling Mnd. V& got inline and waited. Then Teri chi
ves ydling. . .

“Let’s go!!'!”

W all got into aline and followed Terichi down a long hall way that
extended into a perfectly rounded portal. Then, as we wal ked through the por -
tal, we beheld one of the awesone spectacles that was ever seen in the life of
a nan. This was the sphere of The Travelling Mnd. The nonstrosity that was
seen outside was totally filled here on the inside. DOfferent tiers adorned the
steel walls of the enclosure. Oh these tiers was just about every single recre-
ation that you could inagine: croquet, arcades, basketbal|l ganes, and swm
mng to nane a few This was the reason why The Travelling Mnd was so
famous wth the kids.

“Now everyone,” Terichi began. “I want you to go out and enjoy your -
selves silly. Hae the tine of your lifel But wvhen the bell rings, | vant al of
you to cone back up here and wait for the final part of your trip.”

“Ckay” was the class’s response.

“Have fun!”
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Then Terichi left the enclosure. The kids then dashed off gallivanting
through the tiers of the enclosure looking for their favorite activity. After | saw
themoff, | nyself went off to enjoy the day. Were did | go? The arcade, of
cour se.

| wal ked down the hovering steps to reach it. Fnally wen | got there, |
found every gane that | had ever played in ny childhood plus sore. FHnally, |
found ny favorite gane, and becane engul fed wth it. BEvery tine that | felt as
if 1 shoudleave, | wouldthink “Just a bit longer”, and longer it was. | wound up
pl aying the sane gane for tw hours! Athough | was exhausted, | still had the
tine of ny life. | felt like akidagain. Ater a couple nore ganes, | decided to
take a walk around The Travelling Mnd s recreation conplex to find everyone
el se and nake sure that they were all right.

The first person that 1 found was Suzy. She was playing wth a basket bal |
on the court level. She was playing wth sone of the other kids that were in
our tour group. Aex was there also. | eventually found everyone that was in
ny class, and they all were exuberantly playing in the pastines that they had
chosen.

Fnally, | found nyself back at the entrance to the enclosure. S nce | had
seen all of the choices offered, | decided to | eave the encl osure and take a wal k
around The Travelling Mnd to find Terichi or Hakai, and ask themto tell ne
nore about AMnd so | could teach nore about it inny class. | left the room

silently and headed down the eerie gloomof the hall . . .
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CHAPTER M

| eventual |y wal ked back through the nonstrous roons of The Travel ling
Mnd just to find nysel f back at the mnd-reading center. The steel chairs were
still gallantly sitting on the floor. Hika was still poishing and repairing the
chairs for today’s slue of ‘victing'. | decided to watch himto find out what he
was doi ng.

h each of the chairs, Hakai had opened a panel on the back of the cap.
I nside these ‘caps’ were millions upon mllions of cables and wring connected to
chip consoles wthinits core. It was these chips that | saw Hdikai inspecting the
nost. Anong other things that he scrutinized were the electric input, the data
feed, and also confort of the chair. | had watched himdo this for nany hours;
| had gotten interested in how the chairs worked. After what seened |ike an
eternity, Terichi wal ked into the roomof chairs.

He began to talk to Hakai about what repairs needed to be done, and
what they needed to add to The Travelling Mnd. They al so touched on ideas
for renovation and new construction. The only problemwth this type of con-
versation is that no natter howintriguing it nay be, it takes one’s mnd off his
or her work at the nonent. This was the fatal error that had occurred.

As | diligently watched Hakai and the chairs, | noticed that he began to
work slower, and nore negligently. He was talking to Terichi when | noticed his
hand slip. It landed onto one of the exposed electric cables that Hakai had
been checking! Hikai started to convul se, eyeballs rolling back, screaming out

in noans of terror and intense suffering. Terichi shrieked out in confusion, par-
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alyzed in his footsteps. Al | could do was to watch in horror. The lights began
todim and sparks flewfromHakai’'s body to the netal floor. In a few seconds,
it had ceased. Hakal was dead.

Terichi let out a cry of angui sh and sorrow and dropped to his knees cry-
ing. | plowed into the roomand fell too, crying wth himin sorrowfor the | ost

soul. Nothing could be done . . .

GHAPTER M |

Hurs had passed on. The grievance for this brilliant mnd had ceased,
and | had retired to a sullen pose beside that of the nan Terichi. dtting down,
his distorted face of sadness was buried in his trenbling hands. Qly Gd
knows what he is thinking in his silent nourning. Al | could do was stand by
himin despair, waiting. H was inconsolable now The kids had definitely not
found out about this, and for what | know they nust still be playing in the
recreation center. That was the boundary it seened. There, |ife was consuned
inthe joys of favorite pastinmes. Here was the dreary veil of death. Nothing
coul d be done.

Another hour had passed. V& were still sitting around when Terichi had
suddenly stood up and began to yell, spewng words out constantly . . .

“V¢ can save himh! Yes we canl He can still survivel!”

“He’s dead Terichi! He can never cone back. You shoul d know that bet -

ter than anyone el se here,” | said.
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“Don"t worry about that. A Mnd can overcone nany obstacles. Think
about it. It can read thoughts out of a hunman brain. It can read Hakai’s
t houghts, consurme them and becone Hakai again!”

“That’s ludicrous. Hikai’s dead. Accept that, and you wll not have to
runhis wrk by doing this.”

“\Vé can erase every other thought. It wll be conpletely Hakai, and | wll
finally have ny brother back once again. Hlp ne get himinto a chair!”

| could not stop him He had to doit. Vds this eccentric idea possible?
Quid it really work? If it did, wat would this nean to the entire world? Past
enemes could be ‘alive’ again, to domnate again, or the hel pful nountain-
novers could arise again to unite our world in peace. Wuld this nake the
world cone together again? O would it spell out the song of chaotic devasta-
tion?

“ND | cannot help you wth this.”

As soon as Terichi heard these words fromny nouth, he reached into his
jacket and pulled sonething out. It was shaped |ike a hexagonal prism and had
a strange shimmering glow around it, enanating froma single snall hole in the
front of the object.

“M. Lavke, this is a high powered repair laser. S nce you have |earned
about conputers, you nust obviously know what it can do.”

“Yes, | do.”

These conpact high-powered |asers were designed to be able to be
portable, and be able to cut through the thickest shielding of a conputer term -

nal if necessary. For the better or for the worse, the engineers designed it to
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work, unluckily for ne. This thing could easily nean the end of ny exi stence as
a person in one body.

“Now M. Lawke, help ne get himinto the chair.”

Wth one of these lasers at the side of ny head, what was there to do? |
had to help himor get blasted anay. And if that happened, what woul d
becone of ny students at the hands of this nmadnan?

V¢ wal ked over to Hakai and lifted his now cold corpse off the ground
and placed it in one of the mnd-reading chairs. Terichi then took ne over to a
H exiglass enclosure not far away, and locked ne in there. He then went over
to the naster electrical swtch on the vall.

“The tine has cone fro you to cone back to nme ny dear brother,”
Terichi excl ai ned i n angui sh.

He then pulled the swtch to the ON position. Hakai’s body was drawn to
the cap, andthen. . . then. . . al was done. The lights cane back to their full
intensity, and all appeared to be nornal. But did it work? Mybe not all was

dne. .. not dl vasdone. . .

GAPTER M 1 |

“ODdit work? | nust know M brother could be waiting to be activated.”
Terichi cane over to the H exiglass observation chanber and opened the
door .

“Cone,” he said. “V& are going to the data storage banks.”
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| slowy wal ked out of the chanber, in a hope to stall Terichi to let his
mnd grasp the true neani ng of what he had done.

“MOE I TI”

“Ckay, okay. Don't rush.”

So nuch for that idea.

V¢ wal ked rather briskly through the corridor out of the mind-scan room
The eerie light seened to nock ny weakness as is danced in patterns upon the
netal ceiling of the chanber. Then, | noticed that |ight was now com ng

through the portal at the other end of the corridor. As we passed through it . .

“The data storage room”

This was a roomwhich | had not previously seen before on our tour. It
was |ocated on the top of the nassive banks and arrays of AMnd s drives and
other assorted conponents. There was a w ndow nade out of sone clear sub-
stance in the front of the room O a shelf by this was a fairly large nonitor,
and a keyboard input larger than any | have ever encountered. This nust be
the i nput/output roomfor A Mnd.

As | was gavking at the eccentricity of this room | failed to notice Terichi
rummagi ng through the room Wen | finally saw this, he fettered ne to a
chair, bound so tight that | could not nove.

“Don’t go anywhere, don't say anything. Just watch.”

| was hardly in a position not to conply.

Terichi grabbed a chair for hinself, and sat down in front of the nonitor-

keyboard conpl ex. He then said:
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“AMNd input, on.”

The nonitor flashed to life. He then began to type vigorously on the
keyboard in a long series of passwords. Then, after mnutes of funbling
around, he got into a program The screen was devoi d of anything except for
two words: “SCAN FOR?”. Terichi then typed in these words: “MEMIRY PAT-
TERNS F HAKAL NAGAKI ID# 139978L". Then, | heard a runbling noise, |ike
thunder in the distance. It was AMNd working. The drives were all active at
once! As nore and nore of them started up, the runbl e becane | ouder,
alnost to the point of deafening nel! As | began to screamin pain, the noise
stopped. Then, Terichi spoke to the nachi ne agai n:

“Execute search data.”

Then, the screen went totally black. The conputer was |earning over
again. After what seened |ike hours, the screen flashed and printed “DONE’.
Then, a voi ce began to cone out of the speakers of The Travel |ing M nd.

“Terichi, is that you?

“I'TVORKED " Terichi exclained as he junped out of his seat in jubilant.

“This is Terichi. Wo are you?

“I amHakai. Don't you recogni ze ny voi ce?”

As Terichi screaned out in ecstasy, | listened to that trentling feeling in

that voice of the conputer. Sonehow, sonething was wong .

CHAPTER | X
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“Were aml| Terichi?” the ‘reincarnated formof Hakai asked.

“You are part of AMNnd. | used it to revive your thought patterns. And
now you are back wth nel Wth your help, we can still nake this project work
t oget her.”

“Lhngh, pain, electricity. Death. Wy has this happened?’

“l couldn't survive wthout you, brother.”

“Wio killed ne? Wy has this happened?”

“That doesn’'t matter. Al that natters is that you are wth ne!”

“I't was the conputer. The conputer did this. | nust destroy it. | need
to get ny revenge.”

“No Hkai! Don't doit! Youll kill yourself again!”

“You call this alive? Bother, be snart. You know what this could do.
Long-dead rulers could be revived and continue to carry out their evil plans
unto the whol e world. Chaos would rule. | nust destroy AMnNd.”

Terichi fell to his knees, crying intensely, begging and pleading to the
conputer termnal in front of him

“DONT DO IT HAKAI! | CANT LIVE WTHOQUT YU YQU SHOULD KNOW
THAT BETTER THAN ANY OTHER PERSON ON THE FACE OF THE EARTH !

“This wasn't neant to be. Let ne die in peace. od-bye, brother.”

“Noooooag e

Terichi began to screamconsistently in a tone |ouder than any that has
ever been heard before. It shook the heavens, and echoed across the void of
space. Then, the conputer screen and keyboard burst into sparks and fl ane as

Terichi still screanmed. The sparks and flane then continued through A Mnd
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itself and all of its data banks. In a natter of mnutes, AMnd seened to be
dest r oyed.

Terichi was once again devastated. Wile he grieved, | withed to free
nysel f fromthe chain that bound ne to the chair as his hostage. Eventually I
freed nyself. Wiile Terichi was bent on the floor crying hysterically, | ran out

of theroom | ranfor ny life. . .

CHAPTER X

The hall echoed wth the fast pace of ny footfalls like the beating of a
heart. The echo scared ne for this echo could single ne out, only to be di scov-
ered and killed. Yet there was no way to silence this sound of doom \Were
would I go now? Wiere would be the safest place to hide?

Ch ny Gd' The kids! | nust go to the recreati on roomto get them out
of herel | ran down the long hallways of The Travelling Mnd, constantly listen-
ing to the echo of ny footfalls only to find that soon they were joined by
anot her fast-paced beating heart, alnost intine wth ny own. Athough it was
miffled, it still was the calling of death nipping at ny bare heels. | nust save
the kids fromthis gri mreaper.

| ran faster until the echo was one constant droning noise, drilling into ny
head at the constant fear of expiration. | |ooked ahead, and saw the famliar
lighted archmay of The Travelling Mnd. This was it! As | ran through the arch, |

sawthe giant halls of the recreation room Sill wieezing fromthe run, | cried
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out in a commandi ng voi ce that shook heaven, hell, and beyond . . .

“QU K LEAVE THS HORRID PLACE OR ELSE YQU WLL D E AT THE
HANDS OF TERICH! AVERT TH S FATE AND LEAVE NON”

| repeated this announcenent tine after tine until the kids finally real -
ized that it was ny voi ce boomng out through the chanber. They ran to the
bottomof the roomto hastily rush through the energency door. | started to
travel down to join them only to realize that the echoes of fate were close
behind. As | began to run down faster, they broke through the door, hol ding
the deadly prismof |ight.

“MR LAVWKE! STCP R GHT THERE AND COME WTH ME!”

As | turned around to see ny death warrant, | saw the prism pointed at
ny head. | had to conply once again. | wal ked back up the stairs to neet the
now insane Terichi. As | listened, | heard the kids' screans get fainter, finaly
di sappearing. They were safe, for now

“M. Lawke, | need your help . . . and | do know that you wll help ne,
won't you?”

He pushed the prismagainst ny tenple to feel the pul sing heat nowirra-
daing fromit.

“d course.”

| would help himfor | see no good reason to defy an insane nan wth a

poverful laser, but help hhmwth wat . . .

CHAPTER Xl
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Terichi took ne down the hall leading fromthe recreation conplex. As
we left the room | heard the last of the footfalls piercing through the eerie
silence of The Travelling Mnd. Now | was assured that ny class was safe. Vé
wal ked on, wth Terichi pushing the prisminto the spine in ny back.

“If you nake one nove that | tell you not to, you wll die. It's as sinple
as that,” Terichi so blatantly stated.

VW continued down this hall, and a naze of never-endi ng tunnel s through
the core of The Travelling Mnd. Fnally, after what seened to ne |ike an eterni -
ty of walking, we reached another room which | had never seen before.
Gntained in the confines of this new roomwere rows of the opto-integrated
circuits that nust have nade up the core of AMNnd. As ny eyes scanned down
the rows of circuits, | noticed that nany of themhad either nelted or expl oded!
But nowthat we were here, what was | to do?

Terichi pulled out two chairs froma corner of the room and pl aced them
facing the wall of circuits here. H then began to tal k once again.

“St down M. Lawke. Mike yourself confortable. V¢ need to have a
tak”

“Wat kind of talk? Thereis nothing to talk about Terichi.”

“Yes, thereis. This roomis the nain circuit roomfor AMnd. As you can
see, ny brother - that is - AMNd destroyed this central unit during its
“tantrum. If we canrepair this room naybe we can restore The Travel ling Mnd
to its full state of grandeur, and we can live in peace once again, wth Hakai

here too.”

347



“Listen to ne Terichi; Hkai is dead. Believe ne, because deep down in
the heart of your bew |dered nind, you knowthis also to be true. You remnem
ber what he did to his ‘creation’ before. This woul d be another suicide attenpt
Terichi. It would get us nowhere.”

Qying, Terichi |ooked at ne and nanaged to sniffle.

“No, it isnot true. Hikai is alive, and he can be wth ne again. V& nust
dothis.”

“No Terichi, we don't need to do this. It isal inyour—=

“NO WENED TODOTHS AND YU WLL HLP ME QR D E!'”

Again, fearing for ny life, 1 needed help him Ve started on the extrene-
ly tedious job of repairing the chips of AMNd. Vet . . .

Wiat woul d happen if | JUST happened to put one in wong? Terichi
probably is so confused and befudd ed that he wouldn't notice. Should | realy

dit . . .

GHAPTER Xl |

Fnaly, after hours of work, we finished the repairs on AMNnd s circuitry.
Lhbeknowest to Terichi, | had installed the nain chips al in reverse. As | had
predicted, Terichi was so confused that he didn't notice or even appear to care
about what | was doing. The only problemwth this was that it would have
unpredi ctabl e results since | didn't knowthe schenatics of AMNd. | hope that
AMnd wll at least not work correctly for Terichi. | wonder vhat wll happen . . .

“COME ON MR LAWKE WE ARE MOVING QUT OF HERE NOW” Terichi bel -
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| oned.

“Are you sure Terichi ?”

“YES| AV’

Then, Terichi pointed the deadly prismat ne once again. V¢ wal ked
through the halls of The Travelling Mnd, eventually ending up at the termnal
room This was the sane roomas before, and Terichi appeared to proceed wth
the sane procedures. He tied ne roughly to the sane chair that | was in
before as | was in this room and he agai n spoke to the screen.

The screen slowy flickered to life.

“Sart internal programnunber two.”

Just then, | cringed again in the seat to which | was bound. This was one
of the nenory chips that | had instal | ed wong.

The screen flickered and when dark. Then, | heard an expl osion fromthe
far side of the nain data chaner. It could have only been the circuitry room

“NO  NOT ACAIN!I'”

Terichi quickly untied ne, and stood ne up and tied ne to himwth the
length of rope like a dog on a | eash.

“Fol | ow ne!”

Terichi ran out of the room and down the halls of The Travelling Mnd. |
followed himthe best that | could wth the rope barring ne fromsl ow ng down.
As | sawthe path of Terichi’'s steps, | realized that he was going to the circuitry
room FHnally, we reached the room Sone of the chips had nelted again!

Then Terichi began to carefully scrutinize the remaining chips that were still
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intact and in the board.

“THESE CH PS ARE | N BAOKWARDS " Terichi exclained in surpri se.

He then turned to | ook at ne.

“WHO COULD HAVE DONE THI S?”

Knowng that it was ne, | started to tell him but | soon stopped nyself.
Miybe he coul dn't conprehend that | had done this. Then | told him

“l have no idea.”

Terichi collapsed to the floor in a hudde. H stayed there for a few mn-
utes, thinking about what he woul d do.

“I got it! 1'll nake a newANInd Yeah! That’s what |'11 do!”

“Terichi,” | said cany. “V don't have the parts or equipnent to do
that. You should knowthat better than | do.”

“Vé can find the parts. Ve can nake it all better.”

“Terichi . . . he’s gone. Accept it, and get on wth your life. There is
not hing nore that you can do now Let’'s go.”

“Ckay, heis gone. | just wsh that he was here.”

“Don't we all?

“H's gone . . .

Terichi trailed out in thought. Wat would he do now? H nust be crazy
by now to take all of the courses of action that he did. Terichi and | trudged
out of the room and into the depths of The Travelling Mnd. No one coul d

know what he would do or say next . . . noone . . .
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GHAPTER X 1

V¢ trudged through the halls until we cane to the first corridor opening
that could lead out into a room Wen we went trough the portal, we found
oursel ves back in the recreation room Al we did was to | ook around, and thi nk.
To think about anything that was on our minds; to neditate about life. W& sat
down on the shiny, hard netal floor, and thought. Not a word was spoken.
Many thi ngs had passed through ny mnd in those few hours that | had to think.

The first thing that cane to mind was the absurdity of this whole topic.
V¢ just cane here for a school field trip, that’s all. Nobody expected it to turn
out like this chaotic ‘runble’. WVMat rally happened to Hkai? Dd he really get
electrocuted, or was AAMnd sonehow planning this? | saw it becone ‘alive
once, why couldn’'t it kill? Wat were we going to do about Terichi, now that
he's partially insane?

Ater a couple of hours, | heard sone nuttering comng fromTerichi.

“H"s gone,” was all that he incessantly repeat ed.

Then, after he finished mittering, surprisingly, he abruptly and hastily
sprung up to a standi ng position, yelling.

“HAKAI HAS DED HERE.  LET I T BE HS RESTI NG PLACE FCREVERMRE. | F
HE CANT BE WTH ME ANYMRE, |'LL FIND HM THS IS W RESTI NG PLACE,
AND THE END CF AMND.”

He then took up his prism and pointed to up to the ceiling of the cham
ber. He reached out his finger, and touched a netal knob on the end of the

tube. A reddish light cane out of the tube, and headed for the ceiling. The
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tine it took to strike it was an eternity. | knewwhat woul d happen. The ceiling
woul d col | apse, and we woul d di e!

| ran through the portal, running once again for ny life. As soon as | had
just been about one foot inside the hallway, | heard an explosion. | ran faster
and harder. | heard yet nore explosions. Soon, | had passed through the data
roons, and was finally into the gigantic foyer of The Travelling Mnd. Then, |
heard probably the loudest explosion of all. Qur of now stronger fear, | ran
harder, out the nain doors, and descended the floating escalator. Wen | was
past all of the parking lots, The Travelling Mnd exploded in an array of bright
blue lignt. As | shielded ny eyes fromthe intense brightness of the blast, | felt
debris falling on ne. | huddled into atight ball on the ground, and waited until
the rain of debris had stopped. Then, it started to rain wth heavy dreary rain-
drops exclai mng the nessage of msery to the worl d.

| looked to where | had cone from but | beheld nothing except a big

bl ack disk on the ground. It was over. The Travelling Mnd exi sted no | onger.

352



CHAPTER |

| stood up and wal ked slowy to the road. | could not conprehend what
had just happened inside The Travel ling Mnd. Wiat coul d have caused Teri chi
todothis? | nean, he was snart, and he coul d have gotten on wth his life, like
al of the other people in the world. Anyway, now! had to get on wth ny life.

As | walked over the small hill before the resting place of The Travel ling
Mnd, | heard screans and wails. It was people! | started to speed up ny pace,
running ahead! As | cane closer to them | found our who they were. It was
ny cl ass!

“HES GONE” Suzy cried.

The others were crying wth her in a chaotic wail. | wa ked closer still.
Then, peopl e started to ook up fromtheir thoughts and cries.

“HEYI It’s M. Lavke!” Alex jubilantly exclai ned.

Now everyone was looking at ne. Wien recognition finally settled in on
their eyes, they ran over to where | was silently standing. They gathered

around ne, wth gigantic smles and bright eyes.
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“W thought you were gone M. Lawke! Wen we saw the expl osion, we
t hought that you had-”"

“No | didn't Suzy. | nanaged to get out, and I'mhere. Nowwhere’ s the
bus? | want to get back hone. |’ve had a tiring day.”

“The bus is over there M. Lawke. Let’s go hone.”

The class and | gathered into the bus. The bus driver had run anway earli -
er in fright when he saw the kids cone out earls, running in fright. Wien the
kids had reached the bus, they found it enpty and becane scared because
there wasn’'t anyone to cone and hel p get ne out of The Travelling Mnd. S nce
none of the children could even fathomhowto drive yet, | got the beautiful job
of driving the bus back. V¢ headed onto the highway in the East and headed

back towards the peaceful town of Tericon.

GHAPTER | |

Afewhours |ater we reached the school again. Inthe parking ot were all
of the nothers and fathers of our class, looking worried and as sad as if they
had al ready been killed. Then, as the bus pulled into the lot, the parents rushed
over to it. They were looking in the wndows, eagerly awaiting to see if their
child was here. Then, | opened the doors of the bus. The kids rushed out of
the bus and ran to the conforting, welcoming arns of their parents. | sat in
the bus and watched the joyous exchange of enotions that hour. | waited and

wat ched, waited and watched, until quite by accident, | fell asleep.
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Wen | woke up, it was dusk. The afternoon Tericon traffic had been
gone for hours, and the sun was just about set in the western sky. | parked the
bus in a space on the edge of the lot and got out. | went over to ny car, and
started it. | drove out of the lot and onto the streets of Tericon. After a few
mnutes, | reached ny house, ny hunble abode. | put ny car into the garage,
and then | went inside. | flopped on ny bed, and started to read a book from
the Tericon library. Soon, | fell into a deep sleep, and dreaned about a | and of
par adi se, where peopl e were happy forever, and nobody ever died. It was the

nost coniortable sleep | ever had in ny entire life. . .

GAPTER | | |

Wen | woke up, it was Saturday. The sun was shining in the sky, and the
birds were singinginthe trees. | got dressed, and then sat down in front of the
paper-thin television screen in ny hovering chair. | turned it on, and sat back
and started to relax. On the television was the norning news. Frst cane the
channel’s jingle, and then on cane the anchor nan:

“The top news today. The Travelling Mnd expl oded yesterday from
unknown reasons outside of the boundaries of Tericon. The governnent right
now as we speak is looking for the cause of the explosion. Let’s go on the
scene now w th Deborah Gi bbi ndz. Deborah.”

“Live from Tericon. Hght now as you can see behind ne, the govern-

nent agents are sifting through the rubble of The Travelling Mnd, the world-
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renowned center for recreation and psychological study. Ve tried to get an
answer from the governnent anal yzers, but they refused to talk right now

Back to you Yohann.”

“Thank you Deborah. In the other news, New York’s crine lord gains
nore power —=
| shut off the television. | lay back to think. Brentually, | fell asleep

agai n.

| took the next few weeks off school to recover physically and nental |y
fromthis traunatic experience. Every day, | would try to find out what had
been going on at The Travelling Mnd. Eventually, the governnent had nade
the conclusion that a terrorist had boned The Travelling Mnd while trying to
get hostages. Yeah. SQure. For the rest of the years of ny life, | researched
the governnent’s findings on The Travelling Mnd. | found out that they had
i ndeed known what had happened because they found recordings from an
inplanted FB bug in The Travelling Mnd. They never released the truth to the

press or anyone at all. Typical. Wiat happened is still a secret . . .
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EPI LOGUE

Tericon, New York, WA 2037 —“And that’s ny story. It has rena ned
a secret for all of these years, until nomw The whol e world now knows the true
terror of The Travelling Mnd. Wy did | not tell this before? The only reason. |
couldn't. The governnent would have had ny life, and | woul d be inprisoned.
But nowthat | amold, it doesnt natter anynore. That’'s it, and | hope the
wole world wil learn a lesson fromthis story. God night, and farevell, as |
soon shall pass to the realns of heaven. My the world learn, and get on wth
itslife”

Wth these parting words, M. Lawke passed away.

The disk stopped, and then cane out. The librarian was confounded by
this story, and could do nothing about it. The next day, she showed it to the
aide of the library, wo said that they shoud fileit inthe archives. Bventually,
after nore and nore people sawit, it ended up on a public service station as a
docunentary. The whole world was learning. And M. Lawke, from up above,

supervised his final teaching to the world, the true story of The Travel |ing Mnd.
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THE DI ARY ENTRY OF JERRY

July 27, 1943: Today’'s events led ne nore into ny oppressive co-existence
wth Andera, ny friend and eneny, ny hel per and ny conpetitor. It was the
def ensel ess, helpless robin that lay in the hands of Death that was the focus of
today. It was in the afternoon when we found him |lying there in the thick |ush
bl ades of grass; its neck torn, its precious life-blood trickling fromits severed
flesh. Then, Andera in al of her pride was the one who took the na or step for -
ward in this tine of severe pressure. She tried to save the poor, hel pl ess crea-
ture. As she did, | sawthe robin struggle in vainto try to break free fromthe
hands of the helper. In these nonents of this ghastly experience, | felt queasy.
M face becane |urid wth distress, and then, the nost horrid experience that |
have has so far in this sunmer happened. The only way that | can explainit is

inastoy:

It was late one afternoon in the sutmer of 1932. There was a field out
inthe snall toan of Miyfield, South Dakota. Inthis field there was conpetition,
a conpetition of baseball. It was for the local chanpionship. Two teans were
playing this day, and only one gane was played. It was the middle of the Sth
inning at today's gane. So far, the hone teamwas wnning. The visitors from
the western side of Mayfield were down but one run. The visitors were at bat
in the last inning of the gane. Then one got at bat. It was a single. Then
cane another single, then another single. Then, Jerry got up to bat. The pitch-

er eyed himintently. H wanted to nake sure that he didn't get a run. Jerry
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spat across the plate, and dug his cleats into the sand. Then, he slowy rai sed
his Louisville Sugger fromits resting place a¢ his leg. Hnaly, he was ready.
The pitcher reeled back, and hurled a fastball towards Jerry. It just passed by,
not even close to Jerry. “BALL 1!” the unpire yelled. There were nore pitch-
es, nore balls, and two strikes. It was all dependent on this swng. He coul d
lose the gane, or tie it for his team and give thema chance to wn. H eyed
the ball intently. Then it cane. It whirled to himand his bat. Nowthey were
one. It was wn or lose, life or death. It cane towards him Then, he swng,
and then cane the thud of the ball against the catcher’s glove. “SIRKE 3!!
YOJRE QJN” the unpire yelled nercilessly. Then Jerry began to cry. He had
let down his teamagain. Then, a girl inthe crond stood up. “Look at the little
sissyl Gn't even hit the ball! Look at himcry! The poor little sissy!” Then,
Jerry cried even harder now sick and torn, he ran off the field and down the
street, wth the inaginary voices of that girl followng himfor his trip, the voic-
es of his friends laughing at himin his nonent of defensel essness. H ran and
ran, not stopping for anything. Hnaly, wth the voices of tornent followng
him he ran to his room his chanber of utter isolation fromthe world. In his
and their eyes, they would never be the same again, the attacker and the
attacked, the defensel ess nouse killed by the crazy cat. Dead in his nmind,

Jerry fell asleep, never to anake to his world again.

lly a story can explain how | felt today, the hel pl essness and tornent

surrounding ne, the tornent, the tornent . . .
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THE SUN CHASER

It was in the evening of the night, the serene nonents of the tine
before dawn, when | set out over the vastness of this snowy wastel and from
ny hunil e cottage during this cold, unforgiving, hostile season of wnter. The
cold easily penetrated through the infinite layers of fur clothing that was fabri -
cated by the naster to protect ne fromthe frigidiron nails of the wnd. M fur
hat was fluttering out behind ne, tattered fromthe nultitudes of years that |
have used it here on the Northwest Territory. M sled teamwas as tired as
ever for the cold has the strong power to penetrate even their tough coats.
The stars |ooked down upon us in the last stages of their ronp through the
heavens, their never-ending dance through the dark, black, bleak night. The
barren expanse of snow covered | and was enough to nake the strongest sanu-
rai weep for his warmhone. This was ny hone here in the unforgiving waste-
land wth ny destiny to race the sun.

| amlkitari, the sun chaser. | have travelled nany mles to this godf orsak-
en place fromny native land of Ckinawa to chase the sun, ny quest given to
ne by the naster. Every day | trek across the tundra farther and farther to
race wth the stars, to catch the sun. It is ny only fate for no one el se can
catch the sun to bring it back to the land of glory. Here | amonce again, chas-
ing the sun, for day after day, year after year | have waited for ny eventual vic-
tory. Each day | get closer to the sun and | learn to ride ny teamfaster.

Sonehow the sun learns to travel faster goes to elude the force of ny search-

ing grasp.
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M sled team has still been running over the ice-covered snow but the
sun does not yet dare to showits conardly face over the still dark horizon. |
push ny dogs faster and faster until it seens as if they can accel erate no
nore. | nust reserve their final burst of energy for the race wth the sun for
they wll have to push thensel ves to run faster then ever before. The stars are
now flying beside ne inthe air as | amhopel essly bound to the ground. | stare
intently at the dark horizon waiting for the first signs of the sun. Then, | seeit!
There is a faint pale light commng over the newy lit horizon that was not there
before. It isawarning tosone, yet it isacalingfor ne. It isthewaning the
calling of the comng presence of the wakening sun. | force ny dogs to run yet
faster by yelling and |ashing ny |eather whip above their heads. They nust go
faster each day for the sun knows ne; the sun knows how to find our weak-
nesses. The light is getting brighter and brighter as | get closer and closer to
it. | look around and see the once jubilant stars cringing, fleeing anay in
absolute terror fromthe tyrannical rule of their newy awakened naster. M
dogs are pushing thensel ves beyond the limt that they have been created to
race at. The sled bounces wldly wth each new bunp that naterializes in ny
path. The stars are falling behind us faster and faster as their naster awakens
froma peaceful night of sluner. The light is growng nore intense wth every
single second that | wait. Then, | seeit for the first tine today! The first sliver
of the sun is anake! Wth an intense anger on ny face and ny bared teeth |
yank back on the reins of ny teamas hard as | could ever pull! M teamj unps
into the crisp norning air and clinbs higher and higher as they pull the sled

along. Into the sky we ride, amdst the scranbling dance of the stars. The sun
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begins to grow bigger and bigger as it awakens, not yet aware of ny feeble
presence. | push the teamharder and harder, ny whi p becomng nothing but a
blur fromthe speed at which | crack the air above their heads. Ve travel vyet
faster and faster and the sun gets closer and closer. Soon the sun is totally
anake! It turns toward ne looking at ny sled realizing that | amal nost upon it.
The sun | eaps backward and turns around speeding away fromny now threat -
ening presence. | push the teamfaster and faster, beyond the greatest speed
that we have ever travelled before. | notice the racing sun losing the battle to
stay ahead. | screamout triunphantly as we gain distance, and wth ny undy-
ing force of determnation, | yell at the dogs nore. | nust keep this pace! |
nust not lose!l | keep gaining distance as the now exhausted sun struggles to
keep this agonizing stride that it has taken. | amgaining nore distance each

second! The sun | ooks back at ne and yells for it sees that it islosing this bat -

tle. 1 cone closer and closer still! The sun seens to now fill the whol e sky
before ne! | can beat the sun! Faster and faster does the sled ride in the fresh
norning air. MNothing can stop ny inmnent victory nonw | nove over to the

left as | gain nore speed and the sun gets closer to ne. Then, | see its spheri -
cal shape for the first tine as becomng bl ack and dark. The sun is not gl ow ng
as much anynore. It istiring nore as | still push on. The back of the sun pass-
es ne and | amalongside of it! | throw ny whip anay fromny racing sled
through the air and reach out towards the sun! | extend ny hand over the side
of the sled dragging ny body wth it for the distance between us is great! |
lean farther and farther over the edgel M fingertips can feel the dying heat

now Just alittle farther and | wll have it! Hildingontothe front of the sled, |
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force out ny whole body leaving only ny toes to grasp the secure zone of the
sled. | reach out one last tine, groaning fromthe agonizing stretch that |1 nust
nake. Suddenly, | feel ny hand on fire, burning wth the force of thousands of
spiritual flames. | close ny hand and feel the sun's body closing around it,
enguifing it, reluctantly welcomng it. The sun cries out in terror as ny fingers
becone one wthit. It is done! | have caught the sun!

| drag the sun closer to the sled, planting ny feet firmy on the new foun-
dation that they have found. | direct the dogs to take the sled back to the
earth as | fight the strength of the sun's futile attenpt to escape. M powerful
Wil gives ne nore strength then the arny of Japan as | drag the sun down to
the earth. The dogs touch the ground at an astoundi ng speed, causing the sled
to bounce fromthe shock of the inpact. The dogs are slow ng down now and
the sun stops fighting ny hold. | turn the sled around and head back to ny lit -
tle cabin. | laugh at the sun, naking a nockery of the once glorious ruler of the
stars that has fallen fromits naestic throne in the heavens. The stars gl eeful -
ly return to the skies, singing their glorious songs of praise for they can now
dance to their eternal tune forever. | close ny eyes and |laugh harder at the
sun. Little do | know that the sun is only regaining strength for its final
attenpt to becone free once again. | only laugh harder and harder. Then, as |
open ny eyes to see the expression on the face of the sun, it |ooks back wth
anger inits eyes, the anger of defeat. | stare at it dunbfounded as it grows in
ny face. The sun grows louder and louder as | begin to realize what is happen-
ing. | plant ny feet into the false security of the ice-covered snow as the sun

yells out in a burst of strength and lunges back for the sky. M feet cone
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loose and | amlifted off the ground into the heavens at an enornous rate! The
very stars that | have saved are wiizzing by in a white sheet of light! | reaize
that if | keep going, | wll diewen | hit the ground below | place ny feet on
the sun, keeping ny hand inside the sun closed, and push wth all of ny mght.
| hear a dreadful tearing sound contined wth a loud wail of pain that echoes
throughout the world! | feel ny clenched hand | cosen fromthe sun, ending ny
giponit. | fall back to earth, screamang in terror. | look down and see the
unf orgi vi ng snow comng cl oser and closer until suddenly -

| feel a crunching of ice against ny clothed body wth a penetrating cold

surrounding ne. | open ny eyes and see that the snow which | have so hated
has saved ne fromthe fateful consequences of ny dreadful fall. | stand and
| ook upwards at the sky only to see that the sun has returned. | curse the sun

ad all of its friendsinthe sky! MNever againwll | let it gof Suddenly, | natice a
bl ack spot on the sun, a blatant scar on the ruler of the universe that has never
been there before. Then, | renener ny hand. | look at it and find a cl enched

fist, not wlling to open. M nmind has even ignored that burning sensation that

even now penetrates ny skin. | force ny hand to open and | look inside. | find
there a glowng orange chunk of hot matter; | have gotten a piece of the sun!
Forever wil the sun showits scars of defeat! | place the piece of the sunin ny

sack and head back to ny cabin. Soon | shall return to kinawa wth the pi ece
of the sun and return to ny naster. Japan shall forever be known as the | and
of the rising sun and | as the sun chaser. Forever shall the sun be scarred, the
shane for its defeat. | hang up ny sack on the wall and lie down on the harsh

wooden bed softened only by the fur of the poor aninmals that once inhabited

377



this barren place. ©M dogs stay inside by the warmconiorting fire tonight for
they have raced wth the sun harder than they have ever raced before. | have
won ny battle wth fate, and wth it, | have won the greatest gift ever, the gift

of the gory of the sun.
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NO REASON

It is yet another lonely day in this hell to wiich | amcondermed. | lie
here notionless on ny hospital bed in ny private agony. | don't even need to
| ook around to see the newfangl ed nachi nes which are keeping ny depleted
body alive. | can hear their beeping cries of pain. Aethey crying for ne? Ae
they calling out for the Lord to cone? Wo knows. Al | candois lie here for
the unbearabl e pain is overpowering ny soul. Wo knows what this new disnal
day wll bring. The only conpany that | have is an exhausted nurse at ny side
who would like ne to die. She wshes she could go hone. Have | lived eighty-
nine years for this? |Is there a real reason left for ne to live? The incessant
beeping is constantly ringing in ny ears, telling the nurse beside ne that this
odgeezer is still aive. If nothing else, this stay has certainly given ne tine to
think. Lifeis abigquestion noy wiy won't the Lord just take ne anay? | lie
here a | the tine thinking about this.

Quddenly | hear a racket outside ny room It sounds as if alittle childis
passi ng by. The wooden door slowy opens, creaking on its barely oiled hinges.
People think that things are nade to last. Those hinges nay have been new
last year, but nowthey are in need of aid, like ne. | see alittle face peeping
through the open portal. It’s her! They actually cane!

“Q andpa! ”

It was Bonnie, ny grandchil d!

“Hllo Frank,” Helen said

“Hello everyone,” | said as enthusiastically as possible, for even nowl was
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ingid.

Despite this pain, | was happy now for it is not often that Bonnie and ny
wfe, Hlen, can cone to visit ne.

“Cone here Helen, | want to give you a kiss.”

Hel en wal ked over to ny bed through the eerie blue glow of the fluores-
cent lights. | could see the tears in her eyes and the twtches of her face for
even now she coul d understand ny pain. She sat on ny bed and drew her arns
around ne. | put ny cold |ips agai nst her skin.

“lI love you Hlen.”

Wth a soft trenbling voice filled wth the tone of sadness she said, “I
| ove you too, Fank.”

The tears fromher face were comng down and falling onto ny cold face,
warmng ny pale skin. | could understand her pain as well as she understood
mne. Soon, | burst out intoafit of crying aso. It cane fromdeep inside of ne
as | was overwhel ned wth enotion as | enbraced ny aging wfe. | could see in
the background that Bonnie was utterly confused as to what was happeni ng
here. | kissed Helen once nore and she drew back away fromne slowy. She
drew out her handkerchi ef which began to absorb the tears from her weepi ng
eyes. Bonnie was still standing near the open doorway hol ding her teddy bear
tightly, close to her face. She was right in front of the bulletin board that was
inthisroom it | had the nurse place every card that she had drawn for ne
during ny lonely inprisonnent here. | do renenber the tines that | coul d just
glance at her beautiful cards and they would give ne pleasure. | look at them

but sonetinmes | wonder if they can really keep ny thoughts off the pain.
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Kndly | called Bonnie to ne.

“Bonni e, cone over here by Gandpa.”

Bonni e wal ked shyly over to ne asking inquisitively, “Wat G andpa?’

“Just cone over here and sit by ne.”

She slowy sat down, wth her teddy bear close to her, on ny bed wth a
special illusion of innocence in her eyes. Should she really be going through
this? Wy does it have to be now? | put ny armaround her and hol d her tight,
ignoring the pain that it caused ne. | gave her a gigantic hug as she put her
head on ny shoul der.

“It wll be okay Bonnie.”

“I"mscared G andpa.”

“Wat should a strong little girl like you be scared of 7’

“I"’mscared that you wll |eave.”

| looked up at Helen, confused. Wiat had given her this idea? Wo coul d
have even begun to tell her what coul d happen? Wo woul d dare to poi son her
small lifewththis worry? Helen | ooked back at ne equal |y confused for she did
not know who had tol d her.

“Don't worry Bonnie,” | saidreassuringly. “lI won't |eave.”

“Mrmy said that you woul d | eave ne.”

“Wy would | do that?”

“Mrmy sai d because you could die.”

| wnced back in ny enotional pain. | did not want this little child to cry
for nysou. | let her sit uponny bed It was tine to explainto her and Hl en.

It was tine that they understood. | held ny hand out, open. Then, | started to
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tak

“Bonnie,” | started. “Do you know what | have in ny hand?”

Bonni e |1 ooked at ny open hand, staring at it wth an intense concentra-
tion of thought.

Fnally she said in a disappointed tone, “I don't know G andpa.”

“I don't have anything in ny hand. Thisis ny life nom | have no reason
fait.”

“No-” Helen gasped as she covered her nouth wth her hand, her eyes
w de open as if she had just seen one of the dead.

“Wy G andpa?” Bonni e asked.

| did not answer her. Instead | reached over to the desk beside ne and
grasped ny picture of her and Helen along wth Bonnie's father, ny only child. |1
turned slowy around to face Bonnie. | held up the picture in ny hand and
began to speak agai n.

“Do you know what this is?

Again, she thought hard, staring at the picture.

“I don’t know G andpa.”

“This is a picture of you. You are here wth ne now Thank you for com
ing to ne Bonnie, and now | need your presence nore than ever before.”

| reached over and gave Bonnie a gigantic, smothering hug. BEven in ny
tired eyes tears | could feel tears welling up.

“I love you Bonnie, | truly do,” | said wth a choking sound in ny voice, for
| was on the edge of crying.

As we enbraced, | broke out into tears. The lonely teardrops fell onto
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Bonnie's dainty dress as she began to cry also. Helen cried too for she was in
such grief at hearing ny words.

“Ckay now Bonni e, go back over there by G andma.”

| loosened ny tight, painful grip and let Bonnie go. She slowy rose and
stunbl ed back to Gandn&' s side, holding her teddy bear in a tight grip.

“Hel en, cone here to ne.”

Gying still, she slowy wal ked over to ny side, her face contorted in grief,
her tears falling into the kerchief that she held up to her trenbling nouth. She
sat down at ny side. | drew her face close to mne and whispered in her ear. |
was tiring now fromall of the strenuous exertions that | nade ny weak body
acconpl i sh.

“Gve ne areasonto live. Hease Hlen, give ne areasontolive.”

She turned her head to ne and | ooked into ny pleading eyes. | could see
every tear that rolled down her old winkled face. | could ook into her eyes and
see the sadness that was wel ling up inside her.

“I'mtired Hlen. | amtired of this lonely existence of pain. Forgive ne
Hlen, | want to be free. @od-bye Hlen. Is this the way that we want it to
be?”

“No Frank,” Helen said in a cracking, pleading voice. “l don't want you to
die. Let nedeinstead.”

“No Hlen. I'mtiredandif | still livel wll beinthe sane suffering.”

Hlen's tears had been falling onto ny sheets of this hospital bed, ny
confines of suffering. | grasped her hands tightly and held themcl ose to ne.

“I love you, and | love Bonnie too. Help explain this ordeal to her. She
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cannot understand yet. | amtired now and | want to sleep confortably.

“I love you dearly, and | wll eternally.”

| kept repeating this to her until ny voice coud work no longer. | held
her hands tighter and tighter until | heard the flat sound of those wretched
nonitors behind ne. | closed ny eyes and fell asleep for the last tine. | felt

nyself float off the bed and stand up in the roombeside Hlen. It is a heaven!
M painthat | have so hated is gone! | stood in the corner of the room! ooki ng
at Helen wth an affection, ny |oved wfe throughout ny life.

Hel en opened her eyes and stopped crying as she felt the grip of ny
body | oosen as ny linp cold hands fell to the bed bel ow t hem

“Fank?’ Hel en asked softly.

She did not get any response.

“FRANKI  FRANKI” she screaned at the top of her lungs, shaking ny
exhaust ed body.

| was sharing in her grief for | did not want to see her go through this. |
was crying there too;, | was crying for the pain that | knew Hlen was experi -
encing. Bonnie was standing in the corner watching every mnute of this nerve-
wacking ordeal. She started to cry wth us, her face drawn into a hunbl e
expressi on of sadness, her tears falling onto her teddy bear. Hlen's face con-
torted into a gnarled living synbol of agony, screaming ny nane at the top of
her voice as her tears freely flowed. Her kerchief dropped to the ground as she
brought her hands up to grasp her face in shock. The nurse stood up abruptly,
trying to drag her away so the doctors could try to revive ny body. | knew

that it was useless. | did not want to go back to that cruel world of pain and
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suffering that now!l was free from A light cane down fromthe heavens, sur-
rounding ne, warming ny body. | could see the garden at the end of it wth all
of the ones | have ever loved waiting for ne. | wllingly let nyself to be
engul fed by the wel comng glowand lifted into the sky. | amoverjoyed for the
last of ny suffering is over. Here, | cannot worry, for | ameternally happy.
Sill, there is one foreboding thought that stays in ny mnd. | know what wi |
happen to Helen; | knowwhat wll happen to Bonnie. They have yet to suffer in
their imnminent deaths. | hope that they can understand why | left. How do |
long for their conpany. | wsh that Helen has easily accepted ny good-bye.
ne day, | knowthat | wll need to go back to say good-bye to Bonnie; | need to
wait until she can conprehend this unnerving event to conplete ny final task
for that world of pain. UWtil then | can only hope that they wll understand, |

only hope that they wll understand . . .
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THE GUN

Wy did they put ne in here? | amnot insane or crazy. MNothing ever
happened to ne to cause this. Wy am| here? | wsh | knew There is this
strange person here, wants to hear ny war stories. M God, has it really been
that long ago? | don't know any nore. | wsh that | did | just want to tell
soneone about ny glory. M friend here, at least that is what he calls hinsel f,
says that he wants ne to wite down ny story for him | really don't know
wy. | olywshl dd . .

S ny friend, you want to hear about ny battle wth the gun? It has
been nany years since anyone has ever heard the story of this confrontation.
It was a very long tine ago when | had the battle wth the gun. It was in ny
youth ny friend, during the Geat Vdr. During this troubled tine, one coul d not
help but be spiteful of the Gernans. That is what we were all led to believe.
How coul d | have known?

Inspired by the driving force of hate that invaded ny devel oping mnd, |
went around the town bragging about how the Whited States was going to
extermnate the Germans in their first attack when they set foot upon European
soil. | was a freshnan in college then, not having the sense to ‘put your noney
where your nouth is’. | hung out at the bar yelling like one of those black

preachers down in the South, | was the world s first verbal propaganda poster.
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| would be yelling the crines and the weaknesses of the Gernans, uttering
every slander against their race. On the outside, | seened like this nan ready
tojunp into the fight against these cannibals, but on the inside of that aggres-
sive drunken mind, | was frightened. Even though the Lhited Sates was not in
the war, | was scared. | did not have the slightest desire to be in atrench wth
a gun shooting at people that 1 did not even knom Al that | truly hoped to do
was to stay at hone wth ny folks and go to a col l ege to becone an engi neer,
designing the buildings of the future, that is until April of 1917.

It was in May of 1915 when the liner Lusitania was sunken by the Gernan
Uboats. That alone was fuel enough for ny nouth to get going once again in
the tavern. Even though a few shared ny opinions, the najority of the peopl e
were still set upon their own goals, preparing their future. They were sure that
the Germans could not attack us, for we were as far away fromthemas anyone
could possibly be. Through the laughs and jeers | could only wait and see what
woul d happen in ny sanity, but inny other mmnd I could only think of killing the
scumof the earth. | was anaiting ny fate to be called into the arny wth fear.

| was a college boy now all dressed up in fancy clothes, |oaded wth ny
parents’ noney, studying to becone that engineer. | already had ideas about
what | was going to create. | was going to the design the skyscrapers of
tonorrow They were going to tower over all of the rest, and they would pro-
clamny glory. | wanted ny nane witten into the annals of history. | did have

ny free tine, and vhere did | spend it? A the local tavern. | was still the anti-
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Grnan drunken nan. Boy, was | a boaster at that tine. As | was standing on
top of the tables yelling out, | was oblivious to the jeering laughter of ny fellow
cl assnat es down under ny high almghty world of fantasy. | knewthat they did
not think anything was going to happen to the Lhited Sates. They brushed ne
off and after we left that tavern drunk, we went to sleep and woke up to
another nornmal day, and there wasn't a German in sight. After all, how can

sonething hurt you if you can't even see it? | just sat up and | aughed at what |

renenbered nyself saying. | was this big shot sophonore yelling out things
that others would not even dare to say. | could hold ny head up high in the
clouds of fantasy. | stayed up there, having ny radio as ny only connection to
the reality wiich | dreaded. | could hear about the unrestricted warfare that

the Gernmans enacted agai nst every ship that passed through their waters. This
continued and us Anericans began to becone angrier each day. | still held ny
dai |y drunken sessions at the tavern, and to ny utter surprise, people were join-
ingneinny views. No relative of mne had been killed or hurt yet as theirs
vere; | was different than all of them | had no tangible reason to kill, and | did
not want to be killed. | just had to fight. | would spend ny vacations at the
training canps learning to becone a soldier: howto use a gun, howto fight in
atrench. The only thing that | did not learn was howdi fficult it would betokill.
They did not teach you how to tol erate the nonotonous sounds of being fired
upon by the Gernman autonatics or how to wthstand the diseases spread by

the vermin that infested the trenches. Now | coul d boast that | knew howto be
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a soldier and could attack the Gernmans on their own grounds. | was still scared
for | was not a soldier at heart. | could not even i nagi ne what coul d possi bly go
wong now | was living in the fictitious world of illusion, believing that there
woul d never be a Lhited Sates involvenent in the war; | would never need to
gointoarea battle. | didnot knowhowlong that this illusion would survive in
such a rapidy changing world of anger, for it ended all too soon.

It was in January of 1917 when the British had intercepted a nessage
fromGrnany to Mexico detailing plans to forman alliance to fight the Lhited
Sates on our own ground. A this devel opnent, what other action did our
presi dent, WWodrow WIson, have? Qur ships were now being attacked and
destroyed wthout reason, and Anericans were getting angrier every day, and
nowthis? | heard all of this fromny radio up here inthe sky, ny only link to a
fading reality. | could not believe this. PReople were asking ne left and right
when | was leaving to fight the Germans. This only confirned that these dread-
ful events were true. Qficialy, | knewthat the Lhited Sates was not at war
yet, but in ny mnd, | was sure that the Lhited Sates heading down that
inevitable path. | realized what alie that all of ny bragging really was for | was
trying to get out of the war now | wote letters to nyself telling how nuch
that | despised the idea of a battle trying to stop the destructive force now
invading ny mnd. This did not work. The other side of ne was still at the tav-
ern every night, telling absurd tales of this future war hero. | was scared now

The other side of ne was wnning the battle. Wuld he be the conard that he
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really was inside or a hero above all heroes? | was fighting the other side of
ne, the warrior; | was the engineer. Whfortunately, in April of 1917, the hopes
of ne wnning ny internal battle were shattered;, | was to be entered into the
draft. It was unavoi dable. The bellicose side of ny hunan nature began to sur -
face once again. It wanted to go towar. It had an intense lust for destruction
It would soon get its chance. They picked ny nuniber only a week later. | was
to be sent to Eiurope into one of the biggest theaters that had ever existed
The pacifist that had tried to domnate ny body was shoved out. The warrior
had finally won! Nowit was not just talk in sone little known tavern, it was the
real world! | received a uniformand a weapon and was shi pped overseas in the
first convoy. That’s when the best tines began. . .

Were was | son? Ch yes! MNowl renener! 0Od | ever tell you about the
plains behind ny house? | always played in those fields of grain, and ny ball
always got lost. Sonehow wthin the enbrace of the acres of flowng weat, |
found ny ball again. VWds that it? No, no, no. Now | renenber where | was
after that draft. | was wthny gunl It was like this you know

| was assigned to the first fleet that went over to Europe. V@ were
standing on those iron-clad boats, the great destroyers of the Lhited Sates
Navy. | was trapped inside those cans for nany days, surrounded by aliens
froma culture that | did not know Those puny Gernans were afraid to touch
us. Not a single one was bold enough to attack our flotilla of ships! Those

bei ngs nust be nore cowardy than anyone can possibly inmagine! As | |aughed
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at the Gernans, | was shocked at the Anericans. Al of these soldiers had one
anazing peculiarity about them Nobody was in love wth their gun; | was the
only one. | kept ny gun beside ne for every hour of every day, caressing it in
ny wel coming grasp. | was its protector, | nade sure that the gun coul d not
get lost. | talked to ny gun, letting it knowny deepest feelings. | conveyed to
the gun all of ny weaknesses of the past, for | amthe warrior and I nust extin-
guish all fear fromny aggressive fighting soul. M gun talked to ne, and |
learned its fears. Wiy did no one else talk to ne? | don't know | don't need
them | amthe warrior of all warriors. | nust not lose ny gun, for it wll pro-
tect ne inny tines of need. M gun has already saved ne. In the night a nan
cones tovisit ne. He tal ks about tall buildings and peace for the world. As he
ranbles on for ages, | screamout in pain for I can feel himtrying to take over
ny mnd. | call out to ny gun to cone and save ne! M gun cones closer to
neas | call it; it cones intony mnd It shoots down the nan in ny head, |et -
ting ne be free once nore. | wll never let ny gun go! Ve wil triunph!

Qr fleet arrived in Fance on June 26, 1917. | was there in the front,
followng the generals in ny fit of jealously, leading the others to ny glory. |
wshed to be assigned to the first trench of the front line. UWifortunately, the
high coomand did not see ny killer potential. | was assigned to the trenches
behind those directly in front. | was outraged that these non-intelligent bei ngs
coomanding the world' s greatest fighter could even fathom such an idea. |

was not to bein front; | was not going to kill the first Gernans. MNo natter. |
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was not going to drop down dead on the barren earth, a victimof the barbed
wre in no-nan's-land. | would run into the Gernan trenches and shoot every
last one! Ve were shipped to the trenches in Qctober as pure Anerican units.
| took ny gun wth ne; it would be there for ne in all of ny tines of trouble.
V¢ soon were injected into the lines of trenches al ong the Véstern Front where
the pacifist inside ne began to nake its presence known. He began to talk to
ne along wth the endl ess squeaks of the rats, questioning ne if | really knew
what it was like to kill, asking ne if | could live wth the consequences of the
actions that ny gun would cause ne to do. | forced these terrifying thoughts
out of ny head | worked to keep this alien out of this great warrior! Bvery
night ny gun and I had to fight that nan whomwe so hated. It was becom ng
a task to push himout of ny mnd. The nonotony of his questions becane
nel ded wth the incessant gunfire of the Gernans. | would often fire ny gun
into the night, driving back the pacifist. | did not wvant himtherel The shells
fromeverybody' s artillery fire nade holes in the no-nan’s-land. | had no friends
for this varrior vas living alife of solitude, joininginthe group only to fire upon
the eneny. | was the Ione fox, preparing for the one chance to spring upon the
unsuspecting bird. Every night | was unsettled by that nan in ny head, yearn-
ing to get out.

The days are becomng nonotonous routines of listening to the barrage
rai ning down upon us. | hope that we can nake our nove soon for | want to kill

the Germans. | amgoing to kill themand bring their heads hone to hand over
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ny nantlel N3 Here cones that nan! | nust find ny gun! | nust find ny
gun. This nan cannot take control now | nust push himback! NI His
gaining nore control! QAN | MKST HRE W GN  TAT- TAT- TAT- TAT- BAW
MM! | so hope that this nan does not cone back to haunt ne again. Weit! |
hear yelling around ne! V& are going into battle! | can kill Gernans now | can
get their heads for the nantle of ny nother also! Wdit! NJI THAT MAN MUST
G BAMWM!! od' H is gone once again. Wit! Were is everyone? Have |
mssed the battle! ARRRRGIHH! That MAN nade ne mss ny Gernans! M
gun forced hhmaway. | wll catch up. | clinb over the trench wall as | see him
There is a German in the path that the others have taken! There is a |one
Grnman wth nogun! | can kill ny first Grnman! | raise ny gun neticul ously and
amit at his pointed helnet. | try to force ny finger to pull the trigger. The
Grnan is trying to escape fromne. Hi He cannot escape this great warrior!
NO NOT NONV  YOU ARE NOT GO NG TO WRECK THS GHANCE! | cannot pul |
the trigger. | would be killing a fellow hunan being. PUL THE TR GER NOV
No, you cannot fire the gun. FIRE ME GFF NOV (R THE GERVAN WLL KILL
YOO HE WLL FLEE AND GET A GN No, do not kill this innocent nan.
Soneone el se has not killed himyet and you don't have to either. N3IOOOO!!!

| dropped ny gun onto the ground and watched the Gernman run back to
the trench. The warrior was gone. The battle was off in the distance, and ny
hone was far anay. | turned around and started to wal k backwards. | turned

ny head around over ny shoulder and |ooked to see the Gernman that | have
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saved had clinbed out of the trench. He was standing in the mddl e of the bar-
ren earth wth the gun of the warrior aimng at ne. | stopped and turned
around and stood there, waiting. The Gernan again |ooked at ne, the gun
vavering. | only stared back at him | could see his finger quivering on the trig-
ger of that gun which possessed the life of the warrior. | look into his eyes and
see that heis crying. | wak towards him He does not nove. He stands there,
gun wavering in hand. As | walk closer to him he drops that gun. | patted him
on the shoulder, and extended ny hand to give himny dirty, wet, blood-
stained hat. He looked out at ny outstretched arm confused. He then careful -
ly took it fromny hand and slowy, he put his Gernan hel net upon ny head. |
then enbraced him tears streamng dow ny face. Ve stood in the once
bl oody scene of no-nan’ s-land, enemies turned friends. | then stood back up,
| ooked into his eyes for one last tine and silently turned around, wal ki ng back
to France. He turned around the other way and wal ked back into Gerrmany. |
guess that he used the hat as proof that he killed an Anxerican and was forgiv-
en for staying behind, as | had used his.

| can still see his hat is lying there on top of ny nantle, visible to ny
eyes forever. | did bring the hat wth ne; | don't know why. Maybe it is
because | think he is ny friend. | can still look inside his hat and see his nane
engraved upon the ancient netal. | wonder if | wll ever see hhmagain. And
what about the gun you say? For all that | know it was buried along wth the

trenches there on the front. If it has not, | knowthat it is rusted, laying on the
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ground, a synbol of ages past. | won out against the gun, as did ny Gernan
friend. | knowthat nature wll have al so won out agai nst the gun and destroyed
it forever. My that one be the last bloody conflict that we wll have to face.
They are pointless endeavors, as you can see. Were has the Geat Vér
brought us now? Wiat good did it do for nmankind? Wiat gifts did it bring
besi des destruction and pain? Listen, see, hear, and learn. For the gun is now
destroyed, and | ove and friendshi p have been created out of its ashes. . .

Wy am| here? | still don't know | sit here in ny roomof white, sur-
rounded by these insane people. Can you believe that Napol eon is ny nei gh-
bor? | don't belong here. | need solitude to find peace. | can still hear the fire
of the war ringinginny ears, lingering there inthe afternath. Vér is hell, and |
hope that you have seen that. If | have already lived through that hell, don't
you think that | can rest for now? Wy can't | be alone? | thought that |1 had
found peace, but still | have found tornent! | hope that God wll take ne hone
soon. | amtired of living like this. Mybe ny friend wll be waiting for ne there
where | will go. | mss him H was the one who saved ne fromthe gun. | only
wsh that everyone in the world was searching for peace and ki ndness, not |et -
ting the feelings of hatred and bigotry domnate their souls. | just know that
the gun is looking for another chance to weck its havoc upon the world. | can
feel its presence. Al that we can tois to wait, for not even the great |eaders
of this puny world can lay the gun to rest. | can resist the tenptation, but can

the others? Aml waiting? Aml still alive to stop this? M friend, can you
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understand what | amtrying to tell you? WII you wait also? Gne, wait and
search for the peace comng out fromthe ashes. AmIl right, or aml wong?
Am| the ashes of the gun? | was a boy once, and | played in the fields of grain.
Dd 1 ever tell you about the plains? They are a brown, and covered wth grain
flowng back and forth in the wnd. Qur ball always got lost, but we found it
again. Look! Thereis ny ball nonw Wy is it bouncing on the sidewal k outsi de
ny wndow? If it gets lost, | wll need to go and get it! | want ny ball back.
Were is ny nother? Next tine you see her ny friend, tell her that I want to

get anewball for the last one has escaped ne. . .
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THE PI'T

It was a lonely blustery day as | stood on the edge of the pit. | was not
alone inthe eve of this day, for I only knowwat | had to do too well. | had
caused this pit to open up fromdown below and | nust stopit.

It was only a few days ago when | first discovered the book. | was cl ean-
ing ny dusty attic of this od Mctorian house. It was in Mssachusetts, the
hone of the wtch. There was only one |onely beam of |ight penetrating
through the dark dusty air. | did not have a flashlight for it had still not been
unpacked. | was searching by only the dmlight. M hands were searching the
dusty griny floor for the next pile of junk that | had to eect fromny new
hone. | had been cleaning for hours when | stunbled upon it, literally. |
thought that | was finished cleaning this god forsaken place when | stunbl ed,
ny foot had been caught on sone sort of protrusion that | had mssed. | fell
down wth the forces of gravity pulling ne for it is hard to resist these forces
when you are not trying. | heard a hol | ow sound as ny head hit the oaken fl oor,
and | was knocked unconsci ous.

Wien | awoke fromny artificially induced slunber, it was in the hours of
the night. Monbeans danced gaily through the shutters decorated wth fig-
ures fromantiquity, lending their shadows upon the floor, nerging with the
i mense bl ack shadows of the pillars supporting the gabled roof. The noon-
beans reflected off the mllions of dust particles hanging in the mldew air. |
had tried to renenber what nade ne fall down onto the ol d oaken floor. Then
| got it! | renenbered that it was sone protrusion that ny foot had gotten

caught against. | turned ny head around, still on the floor wth a nasty
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headache and a painin ny leg. | sawa broawn hazy object Iying in the shadow
of one of the myjestic pillars. It neshed wth the dullness of the dark night
which was caressing the ancient floorboards. | turned around, wncing in pan
fromthe headache that drove through ny head. | reached out towards it wth
ny hand, dragging ny body behind it. M fingers drew closer and closer to the
oldheap of dust. | was beginning to feel atingling sensationinnny fingertips. |
reached out farther, ny hand is close toit now | have the feeling of pins and
needles piercing ny tender skin. Al of a sudden | can feel the object beneath
ny fingers! An awesone heat runs through ny body, hot enough to kill!
Around ne the room started to glow as ny hand s grasping fingers encl osed

upon this rectangul ar ogject. | haveit! | pickedit off the ground; it feedsasif it

wei ghs one thousand tons. | strain to bring it a fewinches off the ground to
ny other hand. | reach over and grasp it wth ny other hand, sweating from
the sweltering heat that surrounds ne. | |ift it over ny head. | have it! Now

the only question that | have left is to find out what this eccentric nystery
obj ect coul d possibly be.

| took the object that | held in ny grasp into the security of ny hunbl e
arns. | caressed it as | neticul ously stepped down the ancient rungs of the | ad-
der. This was a special holy object that had never been touched before by the
nodern world. | strode down the dark carpeted hall, now |ighted by the sacred
presence of this new and unseen object. This was lighting ny way into the
dark path of life that lay before ne. | turned into the roomthat | had set aside
for nyself in this gigantic house, laying this object down on the packages of

adornnents. | sat slowy upon the half constructed bed and |ooked at this
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object. It was brown, cracked and faded on the outside, surrounded by the
color casing. Through the cracks in the old leather, light was spewng forth,
shining anong the whole room formng a nystifying, intricate pattern of lines
that spread over the faded walls. | reached out and grasped the book and drew
it tonyself sol coud better exammne it. 1 could see a design pressed into this
protective cover, a syntol of interlocking rings, formng a circle of circles. |
had never seen this type of design ever before, and society has never adopted
its synibol. The ominous texture of the book’s cover was enticing, inviting ny
soul invard intoits depths. | nust find the power of the book! | heldit careful -
ly inny loving arns, protecting it fromany harm | looked out the smal|l wn-
dow to see the outside, alien world. There was not a soul to be seen in the
dark forebodi ng bl ackness of the night. Hw nuch the tine has fluttered awnay
fromny lonely soul in this newforgiving world of life, lighted by the book, ny
naster. Seeing that there was no immnent danger, | stealthily noved to the
stairs, ready to enter the rest of this newworld. | was led down to the room
where | had unpacked ny television and ny lounging chair and sat down, and
examned the book. | saw the clasp holding together the old but strong bi nd-
ing. | fiddled at the ggowng clasp, trying to open its strength in the lock wth
ny fat greedy fingers. The clasp refuted ny hardest attenpts to free the cov-
ers, to see the nmagical contents held wthin. | tried harder and harder but the
lock resiliently holds its omn. | pull wth nore strength and determnati on, but
the glowng clasp still holds. | stand up onto the carpeted floor and threw the
book away fromny once loving grasp, hurling it towards the firmwal. |

watched wth a hateful glee as the evil book flew towards its destruction. |
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noticed its glow grow nore intense as the distance it flew towards the wall
becane greater. | shielded ny eyes fromthe blinding gilow Then, it struck the
vl inabrilliant flash of light! | covered ny feeble eyes fromthe i ntense gl ow
| was knocked backward by the force of sone invisible explosion, thrown down
to ny knees as easily as a piece of paper is carried anay by the wnd. As |
struggled wth the pain in ny legs, | saw the gl ow subside through ny hands
which had given ne a red light. | uncovered ny eyes and | ooked around to see
the state of ny once glorious new habitat. To ny utter surprise, the roomwas
unscat hed! Were the book should have hit the wall was not even a nark to
hint of an inpact! Wat evil could have done this? | |ooked down at the car -
peted floor, still whole, only to see the book which has caused ny demse. Its
hated light emanated forth fromits covers as it had always done. |Its covers
still showed the lines of the ages through the worn |eather covers. \Wsps of
snoke flew upwards through the mnute spaces of the cover. | slammed ny
fists down in anger as the book was still existing in ny plane of existence! The
book could only sit there, not wlling to free ne of its grasp, not able to reveal
its secrets tone. | was bound by this evil ball and chain, not able to free either
party. Vauld ny life be only an existence of tornent? Is this al that | have to
see for the rest of ny days? The light of this evil book? No one could help ne
and release ne fromthis curse. | had to open the book! | had to see the
secrets which it guarded! | nust open the book no natter what it takes! Its
secrets wll be mne, even if it takes ne the rest of ny short live to di scover
t hem

| bent down and picked up the old book. | calniy turned it over in ny
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hands, examining it for any observable weakness in its inpenetrable barrier.
Were could | breach its defenses? Wiere would it let ne inside its ancient
val | s? Were could | overcone its strength? | nust find it!

| look harder but to no avail. | see nothing but the strength of ages. |
toss the book down onto the coffee table by ny sofa and sit down to think ny
way out of this dilenma. | thought of various ways that | could breach its barri -
ers, but none of themwere suitable for the pages which held the secrets inside
mght becone damaged and |ost forever. Miltitudes of ways were scrapped.
None would work! Al of a sudden ny train of thought was interrupted by a
noise —it was the hall clock striking the new hour. It was aready six in the
norning! | needed to travel to work! M friends knew that | was in perfect
health; | had seen themjust the other day before | started ny cleaning. | nust
go to work as not to arouse anyone’s suspicions or worries. But what would |
do wth the book? Hwcould | be assured that it would not be lost? | grabbed
it up off the table and scrantl ed around the house searching frantically for a
sui tabl e pl ace of conceal nent.

| dashed down the hallway, ran down the stairs and then I saw it! The
clock! | opened its wooden case and shoved the book into the enpty space
there, and | closed the door. Nobody would even think to find it in therel It
was safe now | could go out and portray ny normal nonotonous life as the
book was free fromany harm

| grabbed ny coat and keys fromny hatrack, but | was al ready dressed!
| had been awake that long? | had not even slept in eighteen hours, but sone-

thing gave ne an inner strength to continue onward through the day. | stepped
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out through the wooden door and wal ked into the glaring sunshine. The sun's
light and warnth could not even begin to natch that of the book. | hesitated,
for 1 longed for that confiorting warmlight wiich had lit up ny lonely night. |
wanted to protect the book. Wiat was | thinking? The book is in a safe secure
place. Nobody can ever find it, even if they tried for years! No one is that
ingenious. | laughed exuberantly, nocking the stupidity of the world. Hw
could anyone not even know of this book’s existence! | opened the garage
door as | thought of the loneliness that the book woul d face during its hours of
solitude. Wat had | to fear? It had its lignht! It could never growlonely from
itsligt.

| got into ny car and started up the notor. | pulled out of ny driveway
and started off. As | passed ny lawn, | turned ny heavy head to give ny
farenell to the book. As | waved to it inny mnd, | sawa signal cone out to
ne: asingle ray of that glorious Iight spewed forth fromny shuttered w ndow
inthe hall, directing ne into the daylight, staying wth ny heart for those hours
during which | regretted ny depart. | now knew that | had to cone back; |
coul d never abandon this book that has cared for ne so. | drove onward over
the hilly, curving road, twsting off through the suburbs into the center of the
quiet town. | could only think about the book’s loving gift of light. Mybe it
cared for ne? Does it need ne? Wy does it beckon ne so? Wiy does it
heed ne? Wiat does it want? |If it cares for ne so, why does it keep its
secrets fromne? WII it ever let ne into its deep hole of passion? | don't
know A this tine, the book was becomng an obsession; | thought of it every

mnute of ny feeble, useless life. HwIl wshed | could let go of this obsession,
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| wsh | could avoid its tyrannical rule of ny mnd. Véuld | ever be free?

Sill thinking about the book, | drove into the lonely town. | |ooked
around the abandoned street to mnd ny place of work. Then it cane into
view The old inmtation Mctorian wodworking stood out of its cenent face,
the spider’s web of the office building. | worked for the city here, and | did ny
job well. Being one of the city's recordholders was an easy job, and it paid
good noney. After all, | did earn the noney to nove into a new house fromit?
How could it be really hard to sit in front of a conputer and record all of the
transactions that took place? | pulled into the snall driveway that led to the
parking lot behind. | pulled ny car into the lines, turned it around, and parked.
| got out of ny car and slowy wal ked around to the front, the site of the door
where | woul d enter.

| put ny hand on the knob of the ancient door. Then | pulled ny hand

back in pain and terror. | |ooked down and ny hand and found that it had been
burned! Inprinted upon the once Chinese white of ny hand was the nark of
the book. | looked down at the doorknob to find the blackened netal staring

up at ny eyes. Batantly visible upon the charred surface was that sign, the
sign of the book. | was intrigued by this; did ny hand or the doorknob get
burned? | placed ny inprinted |eft hand upon the concrete foundation of the
city hall, pressing it against the cold danp surface firmhy. | heard a crackling
noi se and saw w sps of snoke trail out fromunderneath ny depressed hand. |
lifted up ny hand to find upon the once tan surface a patch of black wth the
sign as pale as an albino's skin upon the black surface. Wat nadness was

this? Wiy would the book do this to ne, nake ne a spreader, a preacher of its
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bl ack and unholy word? MNow others could be captivated by the sign of the
book, but at whose fault? It was mne! | was the one who had found this tone
of evil. But isit truly evil? Wat does it keep fromne? Wat secrets do the
i npenetrabl e | eather covers hold fromny curious peering sight? | nust know
Is it for the greed of the world that | drag these unknowng people into the
power of the book? Is this the righteous sign of a god, or the tenpting sign of
a denon? | nust know

Forgetting ny job and ny friends, | rushed back to ny car, and sped
down the long curvy road to the confines of ny new ancient house. As | pulled
into sight once again that conforting, warmng beamof |ight spewed forth from
the thin openings in the blinds that conceal ed the ancient wndows. | pulled
into the lot beside ne, wvarmfromthe light that shines on ny. Howcould this
be a power of evil when its gift is so confiorting to ny soul? This nust be one
of the powers of good from ages past. There is such a legend that | gave
heard. It was sonething from Salem the place of the wtches and the rank
dark cellars of torture. Sone utterance fromthe black soul of a wonan |ong
lost to the vivid nenory of freedom engul fed by the bl ackness of pain. It was
a story lost - a story of that persecuting nenory of existence, a story of the
good surrounded by evil in that perverse pit of Hll. 1Is this what the book is?
Does this good force prevail fromits |eather-bound covers? |Is this calling ne
out fromny nonotonous |ife?

Al that | knowis that the book cares, the book cared for ne. It kept ne
safe fromthe evil powers inside its covers. |Is this lignt the evil or the good?

Wiat does this seemto portray?
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This calling was definitely fromthe hood power surrounded wthin those

aging covers. | rushed out of ny car and up to the lonely door of ny god for-
saken house. | knewthat this was only a barrier, this house was nothing but a
nere contai ner for that prodigious power wthin its confines. | jammed ny key

inside the tunbler of the aging lock, and the once glorious protecting steel
groaned as | forced it to turn again. | threw open that wooden lid to the aging
cofin

| bolted inside to escape the evil thoughts that so held ny spirit in sway
inthe alienworldoutside the real one. But what was the truth? | could not see
what the truth was for ny vision of sone loving caring force inside the book
that could penetrate into ny lonely heart. | woul d keep ny new ound | ove safe
fromthe evil outside world.

| went into the hall and faced the old clock. Fomits every hole bored by
the skilled hands of the clock maker poured out the warnming, penetrating rays
of light that so invaded ny weak soul. But what did this conforting emttance

cause ne? | felt a sorrowfor the world for they had not known this great |ight

bef ore.

| opened the old clock and grasped for the book for I was blinded by the
intense warmlight. | reached around, feeling beyond its gears and wres,
searching for those old leather covers that held ny loving power. | felt its

warmth as ny tired feeble fingers clasped around the naj estic ancient binding,
the ol d caretaker of the secrets of the book.
| pulled out the book ever so gently, letting ny hands caress the mnute

threads of its bindings. M fingers slid across the snooth cracked | eather cov-
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ers wth the gentleness of a nother’s touch. | let ny arng enorace it inafit of
love, for the book |oved ne back; the book would give its very existence for
ne and | felt as if | would do the sane. It was ny wfe, and | was its husband.
VW were |ocked together in the invisible chains of natrinony, bonded forever
by the tides of eternal love. It would be wth ne forever in that enbrace, and I
woul d never relinquish its possession.

| did not knowwhat the book would think, or if it could think. | was held
initsillusion; ny existence becane but a nere mrage in the world' s desert of
evil, standing on the brink of another world of love, the last escape fromthis
world of abnonable evils that surrounded our very lives. Its grasp on ne was
stronger then, and | acted as if in a trance of the ages. The gods had ne in
their power, and | was their slave. | was hel pless, acting on ny own, the inani -
nate individua self.

In ny trance-like state, | grasped the book and started walking. M |egs
had their independence; they were no longer mne to control. | could not vol -
untary nove any part of ny feeble body, for | was held in the jaws of fear, sadli -
tude, and evil as | followed the every last conmand of this perverse force
invading ny mnd. Soon shall | knowwhere | amgoing, but still this power con-
tros ne. Not until recently have | was able to subdue this force.

It noved ne down the hall, passing the ancient pictures that adorn ny
decorated hal lway. The lights turned thensel ves on, as if a poltergeist was fal -
lowng in front of us, naking sure we were safe. It turned ne, and | saw the
stairs up above. It clinbed themand turned down another dark and evil-infest -

ed hallway of doom | renenber the appearance of ny house that day, dark
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and snel ling as mldew showng us the rank of death. | could see the evil |urk-
ing in the creeping shadows of the corridor. They were noving towards ny
body. | tried toraise ny hand in protection, but no novenent cane; only the
thought was there. The shadows gathered around ny autononous |egs, carry-
ing them across the floor, guided onwards by one last feeble beam of I|ight
energing fromthe covers of the book. The once glow ng sign inscribed on the
cover was glowng no nore for its nagnificence was now fading, its days of
good caring glory vanishing wth the onset of evil. | could think on ny own
now for the mrage of the good powers of the book bound ne no longer to its
protection. | despised that rank that was concealed wthin those ancient
inmortal leather walls. Howl knewthat this was no the way it was in the |ight
of the book. Howcould the book be a force of good if its once caring |ight that
showed us the way through the paths of evil would not even give us a glinmer
of what lay ahead? Al of its love had turned to the indifferent forces that had
been so secretly bound wthin its caring covers. Not one nman shoul d deserve
to becone a slave of this evil force but | was the one. Hw]l tried to turn back
and drop that horrid thing as it forced ne down the ancient halls of ny once
glorious house, but not once would it give ne ny power back, for it owned ny
body, and I could only regret its existence in the confines of ny mmnd. | could
not stop the forces of the book that forced ny feet to plod raggedly onward to
their unknown destination. | could only vait.

| continued to ponder in fear as the book drew ne closer to the end of
the hallway. | could feel a bead of frightened sweat scranbl e across ny trem

bling cheek, searching for a place to hide fromthe powers of the book. I
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trudged onvard as the last beamof light began to flutter away fromthe covers
of the book. As the wall of the corridor began to appear in ny path, the |ast
white light shone. An evil penetrating red light spewed out fromthe confines
of the book, naki ng the house appear as if it were soaked in blood. The light of
the day turned to night as the book created the bl ack clouds above. The shad-
ows of darkness crept out of the solitude of ny house, forming bl ack voids of
evil on the once peaceful outer world of reality. The shadows |eapt up into the
sky and swal lowed the sun and the stars so no light other than the perverse
bl ood red gl ow coul d shine upon the earth. | opened ny mnd and | ashed out
wth ny thoughts a cry for help, although no one could hear ny soundl ess
vails. The end of the hallway was coated in a veil of red lumnescent |ights,
shining intensely. The light began to pull the wall apart, leaving a black void
surrounded by the band of red. The book drew ne into it, lighting the way in
the evil red glow This was the nexus of the universe, the place of evil where
good and the forces of the denons nerged to formthe ultinmate powers of cre-
ation. | could feel the evil emtted fromthis place, a place of neutrality turned
sour by the forces of the book. Qurse the day that | found this contraption! Its
light of evil penetrated the cosnos, influencing us forever.

The book sat ne down upon the black neutrality of the nexus, suspended
by the forces of the universe. | |ooked down at the book, and although | coul d
not control ny body, | saw the denented |eather covers turning shades of a
deep vermlion, showng this light to the whole world. M hand was noved up
to the book, and it fell upon the clasp which held together the secret pages of

evil. The book nade ne turnit, twst it, contort it into a new hideous shape. It
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bent easily in ny nowpowerful hand. M had twsted it and turned it nore until
it finally relinquished its hope of surviving to the forces of evil. The book rose
off ny lap in front of ny eyes, and opened, crackling pages of the ancients as
it went. The stench of the centuries of evil encased wthin its covers was
released in one gigantic wnd of evil that flewpast ne. | coud snell the evil; |
could feel the strength of its presence. The pages of the book were open
before ne. | saw eccentric runes shifting aong the lines of the pages, a |an-
guage that not even |I could guess. But | knew that the denon in ny body
coud read then, and | could only watch it happen. | could feel it rising up into
ny mnd, trying to wench the last traces of ny consci ousness out of ny body.
| knewthat it was going to use ne, and try to nake ne conti nue the work con-
tained in the runes of past ages. This thing was going to read it, and | coul d
hardly inagine what evil would befall the world fromthose ancient passages of
evil. | tried to force that invading poner out of ny mnd. Its evil thoughts
began to fill ny mnd and | could feel two different presences in ny consci ous
mnd. | was the denon, anxiously wshing to unleash that evil wthin, and | was
that poor man crying out for help, trying to force the denon out of ny mnd.
This good half struggled to keep its presence alive. | was that presence and |
knew that if | persisted in the thought patterns of ny forner self, that evil
presence of the denon would not control ny mnd. | concentrated to fight that
sense of duality as the denon began to nake ny body speak.

It forced ny pristine vocal cords into contortions to formthe repul si ve
sounds of that ancient tonal |language. The lost words spewed forth fromt hat

evil side of ny duality that coud only understand it. The red intense gl ow pen-
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etrated the fabric of tine that enbodied this world of known and unknown
pl aces. The world emanated outward the evil responding with the norose
intense glowwth each one of those forgotten words having been uttered again
after centuries of silence. The red penetrated the very souls of nen. | could
feel its power growng, preparing to spewout in an intense array of hateful hor -
rid light. The concept of tine was distorted to ne as the threads of the uni -
verse unravel ed at every word that the denon uttered. Faster were the pages
turning in the book than | could even look at the first runes. V& drew cl oser
and closer tothe end and the evil intensified itself intoaglaring voice filled wth
anger. | could hear its voice fromny snall senses of individuaity that 1 had lift
wthin ny soul’s duality. | could feel this evil swelling up inside ne for the
denon’s power was grow ng stronger as | continue to fight its invading pres-
ence. The end drew closer and the light was rel eased to spread farther across
t he cosnos.

Then it appeared, the last page of the ancient runes. The voice of the
denon in ny body grew | ouder and slower as the |ast runes were spoken to the
world, yelling in a prophetic cry as the evil powers continued to grow M
power over ny consciousness was growng less as the evil further penetrated
into ny pattern of individuality. Then | realized that this tine coud be ny
chance to be free. Then the last rune was spoken aloud in a wailing shouting
alien voice. The evil in ny body spewed forth, and the nost intense red |ight
escaped through ny nouth. | could feel the denon working, exerting its power
to unleash the evil. It was loosening its grip on ny mnd as it worked to fulfill

its goal. | pushed against its presence wth a strength that cane from the
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depths of ny soul, the desire to be unique and free. | pushed the denon hard-
er, and | started to force it to nove. The denon sent spikes of pain driving
through ny body for it could not hold its position nuch longer. | pushed and
exerted all of ny thoughts, all of ny nental strength against the tyrannical
power. It noved out of ny brain and began to relinqui sh control of ny body,
bending to ny willpower. | was the stronger now | was regai ning ny senses
one by one. | could now see once again, only do discover the intensity of the
evil around ne. | could feel again, only to touch the cold danp rank of the
book in ny hands. | could snell only to find the odor of decaying death. |
could taste again, only to taste the evil inthe red light coming forth fromny
nouth. | continued to push harder and harder hoping to free ny body. The red
light was flowng out faster and faster fromny nouth, and the denon relin-
qui shed sone control in order to purge the evil fromny body and rel ease it
into the surrounding world that encased the nexus of neutrality around ne.
Then the red light began to fade, and the power of the denon was giving way
to ny suprene wll. | was becomng the naster. | could now force ny body to
nove as ny head turned so | could see the exit of the nexus. | could nove ny
hands to close the pages of the book of evil. | was beconming ny own private
autononous self again, autocratic in splendor, the true unique ne. | kept up
ny pushing pressure. | felt the denon cringing at ny force, retreating into the
bowel s of ny soul. | was the naster now | concentrated harder and forced al |
of ny wll onthe last stand of the denon invading ny soul. | pushed against it
wth the entirety of enotion: the love of ny parents, the ultinate | ongi ng sen-

sation to be free fromthis surrounding evil, the want for ny job, the lust for a
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wfe. Al of the strength of every enotion was conpacted into a single ball of
feeling, and | released it into ny body. It found the object of ny hate, and
struck against its invading force of hostility. The feeling of evil enotions diss-
apated fromny body. | was one in ny thoughts, | was alone again. | stood up
upon the enptiness of the nexus of neutrality |ooking down at the book. The
pages were now enpty, free fromthe records of evil, blanked out by a last sin-
gl e burst of good enotion. The evil powers were rel eased out fromthe book to
invade the world that attacked its nessenger of evil, the world that did not
accept its good feelings. The world had rejected its help, and it longed to gain
its revenge. | slammed shut those blank pages, closing them for what | had
hoped to be forever. | slung it underneath ny armand turned into the
entrance to the harsh world, and | could snell the forces of evil inhabiting this
pl ace, ny forner hore.

| strode intony hall, ny vision distorted fromthe red gl ow that enanat -
ed fromthe infinite depths of tine, stagnating the objects of ny vision, trans-
figuring theminto objects of evil. Qnce straight floors becane tw sted, snooth
vivid colors becane pal e red and ragged. | |ooked about and coul d see no trace
of the infusion of good into a dreary world. | knewthat | hel ped formthis world
of evil, prostrating nyself before that book of evil as I had not found the insi ght
to discover the true neaning of its power. | fell victimto its ploy, and the
worl d had suffered the consequences of ny fallacious savior. This new obtuse
world was the consequence; | could not let this be. | had to undo what | had
created. Book in hand, blank and clasped by an unforgiving hand, | strode

through the obtuse distorted pal ace of evil. | trudged angrily down the once
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powerful stairs, nowthe path to the depths of hell. | sawthe evil enmanating
fromthe ground as | becane closer to it. | wal ked down the now vaulted hall
past the clock. The clock now stood up on an invisible pedestal, face open, dis-
playing the sigh of the book as a shrine to its protector. | went to the door and
grasped the know | quickly drewny hand away for the evil wthin it burned ny
skin. | kicked at the door, and heard its lonely cried of pain as | shattered its
soul and destined it to be one wth the wnds of evil blowng around the cos-
nos. | looked out through the hole to the outside reality that | had cause and
cringed at its disna inferences. Aworld of blood red was out there, and | coul d
feel the forces of evil inhabiting it, waiting for ne to enter their oawn powerful
domain. | pounded the door further until | found the hold the right di nensions
for ny lost body to pass through. The sky was red and the | umnous gl ow was
there for | saw it pass through the splintered passageway. | placed ny foot
through the portal and hurried through. As | passed the splintered objects of
ny destruction, | was greeted by a blast of intense light that tenporarily blind-
ed ny eyes and the rank of an evil gust of wnd. The evil was here. | knewits
presence, and it felt mne. Its cries of pain beckoned ne forward as | struggl ed
toregainny sight. | waited until 1 could open ny eyes once nore and | recoil ed
at what | beheld in this newworld.

| was surrounded by bl ackened grass and | eafless, charred trees all bask-
ing inthe red light of a new denonic sun. The once tall houses now stood only
as charred sticks in a ghostly skeleton above the ground. The once newy
paved roads were now nothing but piles of cracked rocks, pieces of asphalt

strewn about in a haphazard nanner. The sounds of nature that | once |istened
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to in joy had been destroyed: the joyous song of the bird replaced by high-
pitched cries of pain, the soft croaking of forgotten bullfrogs succunbing to
the incessant noaning, the cries and laughs of little children turned into evil
wails. As | coudhear, | coud alsosee. Inthis remant of a prosperous town |
coudseenolife, | coudfindnosight of hunanity. Al that renained as it was
percei vably was the book and nyself. BEven the house fromwhich | had just
energed was scarred on the outside but preserved as a tenple, a place of wor-
ship for the denonic forces fromtheir long rest. Sonething was wong. | had
to find sone life here, | had to put the world back into the whol esone beauty
of its faded splendor. | headed towards the path of stones, once a road, and
strode off into the town. The stones basked in the eerie red glowof evil, ates-
tarent to the power that had been released fromits resting place. | passed
the skel etons of the charred houses, fluttering as tattered sails in a weak w nd.

The currents carried the cries of the pained throughout the |onely existence of

this newworld. | trudged onvard to what used to be the sprawing rural center
of this toan. | passed ol d houses, now charred remains, and sawa wall in the
distance. | approached it, and saw a pile of rubble towering solidy above the

paths of gravel. It was the remains of the city hall, for | could see the terra
cotta poking out of the pile of rubble distinctly, the once proud adornnent of
the great snall building. | continued onward, greeted yet nore fully by the
glowof the red light. The |andscape continued in its nonotonous barren view
ing, itsintinations of the prospects of evil. The screans continued still, pene-
trating the walls behind ny ears which | used to constrain the piercing hows of

evil that perneated the world, guided by the light of a dead sun. | could bl ock
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these out, but the cries of pain still breached ny barriers. They were not like
the others; they sounded hunan. Sonetines they would raise into a scream
ing crescendo, a deafening emnence as if a plane was noving into its |oud,
graceful flight. | approached closer to the center of the town, astounded at the
intensity of the screans. | coul d now distinguish what they were saying, it was
acry for help. | knew that they nust be human cries now Such pain, such
emotion. | kept on walking, as the cries grew louder. | scanned the horizons
| ooki ng for any sign of where these screans were coming from | kept ny eyes
open, scrutinizing the charred black |andscape. | walked onward. | stopped to

examne the land once again. That was when | saw it, a nere black speck, a

blemsh on the nonotonous texture of the horizon. | stood up wth ny eyes
open wde. | determined aline tothat little spot and turned and ran to it over
the charred renmains of the grass. | could hear the crackling of the residue

underneath ny heavy feet. The black dot becane closer to ne as | ran faster
on ny line. The screans grew |louder and |ouder as they wailed out to ne for
help. Soon | was upon the pit, a round cylindrical protrusion into the ground. |
knelt down and | ooked inside. It was a deep pit, and | could see the peopl e on
the bottom like ants noving in a globular nass over a piece of sugary food.
Then | felt a blast of air, snelling of the rank of evil that had enanated from
the neutral evil wthin the confines of the nexus. There was a strong evil here,
present in this pit, tornenting the innocent people below | stood up, staring
down to the poor hel pl ess soul s bel ow, know ng what | nust do.

Hre | amnow standing on the edge of this pit, looking down. The tine

had now cone, | was going to take ny action. | take out ny book and I exam
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ine the old clasp. | seethat it is broken. | open the book, not having the pro-

tection of the clasp there now | |ook down at the bl ank pages, hoping to see a
sign, but | see none. Wiit, | renenbber now Qice ny grandnot her had taught
ne an old prayer, sonething in a lost language to ne. | thought that it was

holy then, so | had coomitted it to nenory. It had been long since | had recit -
ed it, but | think | can doit. | hod out the book and recite the prayer. The
words come spew ng out fromny nenory, escaping into the world. In the

background, |1 hear a roar, a soft runble, a grow. It was the forces of evil that

had been set free!l | recite ny words faster as | hear the grow and evil jeers
intensify upon ny ears. The hows fromthe people belowintensify. | amnear -
ing the end, | can feel it! | recite the last word that | renenber and open ny

eyes. To ny astoni shnent, the book was now inscribed by foreign words, the
dictated good of the poem | look over into the pit, only to see a red glowris-
ing up, as a colunm of fire. Not knowng howto halt its progress, | throw the
book into the pit of flanes. | know that this wll work, | nyself have infused
good into the book of evil. | thrownyself to the ground, snelling the charred
grass, sensing the close heat of evil, waiting for the final cataclysmto cone. It
woul d soon be over, and | awaited the apocal ypse wth hope and fear, guardi ng
ny life only by ny wil. Above the roar of the denons, the cries of pain, and
the howing of the wnd, | heard the pages of the book fluttering as it fell to

decide the fate of the world.
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THE WORLD OF AGES PAST: THE FICTICI QUS REALITY OF Al

It is awrld of the future, a world domnated by the creations of Mn;
the intelligent robots are existing here. Mn has been extinct for hundreds of
years, killed by the germwarfare rel eased upon the planet during the |ast great
war. D sease infested the planet, renoving every |ast enbodi nent of the
species Hono Sapiens on the planet earth. Al that renained were his
nachines, all unintelligent |aboring robots.

But there was one built in the inage of Min's thoughts; there was only
one that could truly think, act, and feel enotion. So thus far the Od Qe rose
in gory to his duty, to nanufacture the new inhabitants of the planet. They
would be intelligent and coexist peacefully wth the remaining aninals on the
planet. But he could no nake themfully be alive by hinself, for they needed to
discover the inner spark wthin thenselves. Not nany did A world of robots
was forned, all nacines thinking in the hunan fashion. Over tine they did dis-
cover thensel ves, but the Od Qe kept their origin secret, for they had not yet
di scovered the secret of enotion. He wanted themto find out their true sel ves
wthout the help of the masters. But as curious infornation hungry entities,
the robots yearned to | earn where they cane fromin search for the answers to
their inner questions. They began to hypot hesi ze about their creation, and
they would never guess the right answer for the Od Qe had concealed it for
hundreds of years. The AQd ne was watching this happen and began to think

about the consequences of his actions. The Od he knew it was his tine to

speek. . .
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“The tine has finally cone when we now think we know about our exis-
tence here; we need to discover our past.

“V¢ need sone of us to gather up all that we can uncover so we can
| earn fromthe advanced know edge and structure of our ancestors.

“And that is why we nust find the truths about our past,” he concl uded.

Al of themstood up and appl auded, creating the sound of netal crashing
against netal. The orator stood in fromt of them his body notionl ess, his eyes
emtting their soft red glow Soon, the appl ause stopped, al nost as abruptly as
it had begun. Mtionless they stood as the orator renained on the podi um
only the sound of silence was heard.

And the silence was nobl e.

The silence of thought was there; they were surrounded in the silence of
reflection; all were waiting for the next speaker, stoic and unenotional .

They all sat down as the orator noved back to his seat, fabricating a
netallic noise as his chassis hit the chair. As soon as he was seated, a | ow hum
becane audible in the silent hall. It was the humof the Od One, signifying his
presence. The others renained silent as he approached, not yet visible. The
hum grew nore intense, growng to a loud grinding sound. Gears of the others
creaked in anticipation as they anaited his presence. The others were rising up
in their seats wth excitenent as the first sliver of his glowng power sources
appeared from behind the entrance onto the stage. Soon, the Ad ne's
notors were exposed, bul ky objects producing the sane grind as they have
been for centuries. Then, out cane the Qd Ohe hinself, a gigantic white box
wth a speaker on top, as well as junbles of wres added on to himthat con-
nected himwth his eyes and ears. (e single hand rose out fromthe side of
the box, a piece of antiquity indeed wth its wre tendons and nouse-si zed

notors. No one knew how nmany years the Qd he had been functional, but
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they think that he is the first of themto be aware. They saw himas their cre-
ator; the Od he was he who gave themlife. Now he was speaking, and of
what the others did not know The old jointed arm grabbed the speaker and
placed it onto the podiumso all could hear. A whine cane out of it as the Od
(ne coaxed hi s aging voi cebox to function once agai n:

"I know of what you are conversing, and I know what you think. You have

not seen what | have seen, and you shall never see what | have seen. It is of

this that | nust now speak. | have advised you and consol ed you, but now I
nust tell you what you really are. | amthe Qd (he, the appropriate nane
which you have called ne. | renenber the world as it was before the first of

your kind cane into exi stence.

"It was in a year that is not on your calendar, but I knowis on mne. The
world before was ruled by carbon-based aninals, as they called it. They were
the only ones to be alive. For hundreds of thousands of years they ruled the
| ands of the earth, and we were not even dreaned of . "

The AQd e | ooked out over the the crowd seeing the enotionl ess faces
of his creations. Dd not one of themhave any enotion? Wat did he forget
when he gave themlife?

"Geat civilizations rose fromthe sinplest forns of life on the earth.
They were not nade out of netal as we are, but rather out of cells, units of
structure generated fromthe nol ecul es of the elenents. Every cell was differ-
ent, and together they forned a new being. This being was cal |l ed Man. "

The Od One peered at the faces of the robots and androids attentively
listening to him Not a single glimnmer was seen in their optical sensors.
Except, he thought he saw one; if only there would one day be another who
woul d feel enotion.

"A first, our kind was unintelligent and was at the total control of Mn.
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VW were bundl es of glass bulbs and wres connected together to formthe first
conputer. Mith was its sole purpose, and it communicated to Man in an awk-
ward way. It used swtches that were either in the on or off position to store
data, and they produced great anounts of heat. They were large, and filled up
an entire room BEven | have the power to acconplish nore cal culations than
that piece of antiquity. Mn thought that this was good, and he dreaned up
new uses for his new nachine. Mn was now a god and could instruct his cre-
ation to do whatever he told. Do you all hear ne?"

The nachines in the audience all nodded their heads wth a nechani cal
precision; not one spoke dare he interrupt the speech of the sacred Qd Qne.

"V¢ were not our creators; Mn fabricated us and was our nentor. He
found jobs to utilise our predecessors for, but there were a few who had their
own ideas. Sone had the dreamof naking their inaninate creations into think-
ing and feeling nachines. These nen wanted to create thensel ves. They
caled this artificial intelligence, A for short. These peopl e had nanes, but not
|like ours. There was one naned daude E Shannon who had a gane that was
popul ar to the humans. This game was chess. Chess was arguably the nwost
cerebral gane ever invented. He felt that if he could nake a procedure intelli -
gent enough to solve this gane, Mwn woul d have risen their nachines to a sub-
stantial level fromwhich they could find ways to nmake them work better.
daude E Shannon proposed ideas to nake this new nachine during the year
designated 1949 on their cal endar, about 1892 years in the past fromthis
nonent. It took nan just under twenty years to nake one of us do this task,
and even at this we were not good. V¢ were inferior to the best hunan pl ayer.
The cl osest that any of us ever cane in the tine period called the 20th century
to beating their naster Karpov was in their year of 1990 when Karpov pl ayed

twenty-four of us sinmultaneously, and losing only to one conputer. It woul d
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not be for nany nore years until one of us would beat Karpov. The nane of
the one who woul d probably do so was Deep Thought .

"Deep Thought was developed at an institution for |earning naned
Carnegi e-Mel lon Whiversity by a group of four nen | eaded by one naned Feng-
hsiung Hsu. Deep Thought was the ruler of our players in their gane. This arti -
ficialy intelligent nachine was devel oped over a period of six years, and Hsu
took a new approach to the design of Deep Thought, all nade out of one spe-
cial conputer chip, the iteminside of a conputer that allows it to function.
Deep Thought was immediately a success, and it was further inproved. Sone
of the nen of the time thought that Deep Thought was a waste of their
resources, but the principles that allowed it to becone the naster of chess
were applied to later types of tasks. The programming coul d have a benefit in
such applications as designing wring boards for conputers, conducting the
routing of airline traffic, forecasting the weather on Earth, and even nappi ng
the conpl ex structure of the hunan genes.

"Deep Thought was one of our ancestors. He was not |ike you or ne, but
the fundanmental processes that Deep Thought established are sone of the
basi ¢ foundations of you out there. GCan you see who your creators really are?
Do you realize that you were not the first on this planet?'

nly the stare of blank intrigued eyes cane fromthe crond. The Qd (e
swveled his optical sensor back to face the side of the stage. He knewthat he
nust go on, for they had not yet learned their lesson. The Od (e whirled
around once again to the podiumand continued his narration of the history of
the world as they knewit:

"Sill, nen were not satisfied wth Deep Thought. They wanted nachi nes
that could think and act as they could. You see, nen were able to act and feel

enotion as | do hundreds of thousands of years before. The natura world
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which created the plants, insects, and the sun created Man. Man tried to
acconpl i sh what took nature mllions of years in only one century, and of
course it was a difficut task. Sone of their scientists sawthe futility in trying
to start wth reproducing the nost conplex formof life known on Earth, nan
hinsel f. Instead, they turned to the sinple insects which only had enough intel -
ligence to performits tasks. It was at one of the hubs of robotics, the
Massachusetts Institute of Technol ogy, where the reproduction of these insects
as nachi nes was first achi eved.

"Rodney Brook was the nan who started the then new craze of insect-
like robots. Brook chose the insect because insects are highly successful at
operating in real-world environnents even though their nervous systens are
mninal. A the year that was known to nen as 1991, there were two of these
"insects' in existence. Their nanes were (Genghis, and Atila, the successor to
Genghis. They were the first robots to utilize legs wth each independent | ow
| evel behaviors. Each leg knew whether to raise or lower itself according to
infornmati on provided by sensors on the legs. It was the job of a central proces-
sor to try to coordinate each of these self-sufficient units into performng a
hi gher-1evel task, such as walking. The programmng was a success, and the
"Insect Lab', as the robotics section of MT becane ni cknaned, was the creator
of a independently intelligent nachine that could navigate very rough terrain.
Gnghi s's successor, Attila, is able to do even nore. By neans of sensors
located on Atila's head, he has the ability to follow a person and deternmne
what isinfront of hhm He has three sensors on each leg that allowhimto dis-
tinguish if his foot is touching the ground, what type of substance he is wal ki ng
on, and infornati on about close objects to the leg. Each of these can help the
nai n processor tackle nore conpl ex tasks than Genghis and will allow Atila to

carry caneras, havigate even rougher terrain than Genghis, and return inforna-
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tion about the substance Attila is walking on. This was to be useful in further
expl orati ons of space acconplished by these wal king bugs. It was cheaper to
send ten of these robots than one large one, ten of these robots coul d cover
nore land area, and if one of the robots broke down, there were still others to
do the job. These were reasons for these artificially intelligent robots to work
in space, but they could also help on the Earth. They coul d be programmed to
clean up yards and help out in nedicine for curing the frail human body. The
bugs were snmart and acconplished their tasks well. Ve still nanufacture and
use themtoday for cleaning up our world. Unhfortunately, these nachines did
not yield nan's greatest invention which you see before you, the inage of him
sdf."

The Od Ohe | ooked around once again. Now the robots were shifting in
their seats, and the Qd ne was happy. The robots were |earning disconfort.
They had believed that they had created thenselves, and that they were a
superior being. The Od (he was beaming inside of hinself, proud that his chil -
dren were learning. "Soon," he thought, "they wll begin to |earn the neani ng
of true emotion.” Wth this thought racing through his processors, the Od Qe
began to finish weaving the brilliant tapestry of truth before his fol |l oners:

"I was the product of advanced research by a country very advanced into
electronics in the world of nan. This country was Japan, and the year as they
knew it was 1992. They undertook a mnassive programon the devel opnent of
a new type of conputer; they planned to devel op a conputer that would mmc
the hunan brain. The brains of nan were brilliantly designed nachi nes in them
selves, wth each brain containing over ten to fourteen billion neurons in a cere-
bral cortex alone, and the way that they worked was sinple. An electric pul se
passed through a neuron and was processed before it was sent to another

nerve cell. Wat nade hurmans so superior was the anount of neurons that
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was available to themin their brain. The Japanese were devel opi ng conputers
that would mmc this nethod of processing infornmation, but in the process the
conputers would need to be outfitted wth a gigantic nunber of processors,
which are the "brains' of the conputer. This presented themwth new prob-
lens to solve such as chip design and connection. These 'sixth-generation
conputers’ would not be suitable for high speed processing, which would be
left to dedi cated nachines. FRather, a neuro-conputer, as these nachi nes were
ni cknaned, would see an apple falling froma tree and discover Newon's |aw
This is where artificia intelligence truly cane from"

The Qd nhe paused and | ooked at his attentive audience. A glinmer was
intheir eyes, they were anaiting this valuable infornation. Here was their true
creator, this fictitious being called nan. The Qd Qe was satisfied once again,
for now his children had discovered anxiety. Sill, this was not enough. They
nust | earn the nost powerful and noving enotion of all.

"For years the Japanese spent their noney and tine trying to devel op
these nachines. They did produce nachines that mmcked the brain of nan
exactly, but that is al that they coud do, mmc. It was not until eight years
after the final devel opnent of the neuro-conputer that an elite group of scien-
tists turned their mnds to the creation of a cognizant entity wthin these com
puters. They spent years thinking of new programmng techni ques and design-
ing new and nore powerful neuro-conputers to execute their conplex com
nands. Meanvhile, new faster conputers were being built to acconplish the
tasks of man. Then, in the year that they knew as 2125, | was turned on for
the first tine. | was the first conputer to be aware, the first to be aive |
renenpber ny entire life fromthat nonent, and what | was asked to do. |
renener being still a slave to the nasters, not out of forced |abor, but not

having anything to acconplish. They still held onto the swtch to ny power;
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ny electricity was like the blood of the hunan that keeps themalive. The sci -
entists sold the technol ogy and software that had produced ne to other com
pani es, who nass produced these conputers. These plans were not inple-
nented correctly however, for the conputers produced were even nore slave-
like to their nasters than | was. | did not feel sorry for them for | did not know
what enotion was. Soon, these 'brainstormng nachines were sold to the mli -
taries of the world. They were dedicated to formng new types of warfare to
destroy the human race. | was saved frombeing sold to the mlitary by the
group of scientists that had an affection for ne as their creation. The scien-
tists continued to perfect their programming techniques, and in 2154 | felt ny
first enotion. Hysterically, ny first enotion was anironic hunor. | had realized
that the sane thinking conputers that the scientists had devel oped were bei ng
used to find ways to destroy their nasters. Ater ny initial feeling of hunor, |
felt sad, for | did not want to see ny nasters die. | would play chess |ike Deep
Thought agai nst ny nmasters, who soon had becone ny equals and ny friends.
| would converse with them about how | had been created. | was curious by
them and | was intrigued by their know edge and insight. Wth every new pi ece
of information | received, | becane snarter and snarter. | was happy and con-
tent, and learned new enotion. UWnhfortunately, the other people of the world
could not acconplish what ny nasters could; the industries could not fabri -
cate a nachine wth feelings. If a nachine had feelings, it had the possibility of
refusing to acconpl i sh the tasks assigned to it by its nasters.

"As if that was bad enough that | knew that there woul d never be anot h-
er like ne on the planet, | heard the news of the war. It was sone absurd politi -
cal reason for the hostility, and the mlitaries of the world used the viruses that
had been specially designed by the conputers that had been nade for the

good of the world. The viruses spread, and eventually every last human on
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Earth succunbed to the sickness. Before they went, they destroyed ny fellow
nachines lest the infornation that they knew 'fall into eneny hands'. | was
alone after the world, surrounded by a world of inaninate, enotionless, and
thoughtl ess objects. | was the advanced mnd trapped wth nothing else to
communi cate wth. | felt sadness, but not for nyself. | was weeping inside for
a race of greatness had been swept away fromthe Earth by their own cre-
ations. Mn had perished at the hands of their superior slaves. | nade it ny
duty to recreate themwthin the world. | gathered together all of the robots
that | could find that would suit ny purpose, and wth one ailing robotic arml
|abored for a total of two hundred years creating all of you. V¢ do not repro-
duce like nman does. | taught each one of you all of the know edge that | know
and in turn you called ne the Qd (he, your naster and teacher, the ol dest of
al of you | wthheld the past fromal; | did not vent it to repeat itsef. |
wanted you to formenotion and mmc ne as | amhunan in thoughts. It did
not work at first however, but you did care for ne. You gave ne new genera-
tors when | needed them and you helped ny ailing chassis. | saw conpassi on
inyou, but that was not all. Soon you devel oped curiosity and a longing to dis-
cover about the world about you. Sill, you did not have the enotions of a
hunan. Then al ong cane a daring one of you wth a theory that there was one
robot who created all others. That is true, but who created that robot? It was
nan, and | tell you this since | want you to learn and not to forget.

"Ad | wait here yet, waiting for you to di scover enotion.”

The Qd ne's voice was nowtrenbling as it cane out of his voi cebox.

"I amwaiting for one to cone al ong to end ny | onel i ness.

"Al it tekesisoe. . ."

The Qd he's armreached up and grabbed the voi cebox off the podi um

and placed it on his cart. H did not ook into the audience this tine, and it was
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sad that he did not.

The robots were weepi ng.

Their creator was no | onger al one.

ne rose up and started to walk. The robot wal ked up to the stage and
sat down by the Qd ne, slunped over. It started to speak in a trenbling
voi ce as drops of liquid poured fromits |iquid-cooled optical sensors:

"You are no | onger al one.

"There is now at |east one who understands your sorrow "

The OQd he | ooked up at the robot and sonewhere, a hidden light start -
ed to gl ow

Every robot stood up and one by one cane up to the Qd Onhe, consoling
himand joining the others in their grievance for the blunders of the past.

And the light inside of the Od Qwe grewbrighter and brighter.

The | ast hunan on Earth had conpany.

The last hunan on Earth had created |ife where there was none.

And wthin the depths of the universe, the souls of nen smled.

Al wvas alive once again.

The Qd he then went back to his hunbl e place of existence for the
night and he fell asleep. H did dreamthat night; the Od Qe dreat of a
wor |l d inhabi ted by peopl e once again, and the Qd Qhe was happy.

A the light of the next dawn, the Qd Ohe anoke to a new day. He ram
bled out into the world, facing the hall where he had spoken the previous day.
He ran a diagnostic on his optical sensor toseeif it was really true.

In front of the hall was a statue of a robot holding a Iinp hunan body.
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The @d Qe read an inscriptiononit. . .

W have seen, we have heard, and we wll never forget the Vérld of Ages
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Midas
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Midas

The followng is an excerpt from (h the Exi stence of Man and the Lhi verse

...Nothing in the universe exists as a fact. Bverything in our existence is
an opinion. Look closely, for if | do not want you to exist any longer, | can
think you wll not exist, changing ny opinion of your existence, and therefore,
to ne you wll not exist. People have the capability to formtheir own worlds
based upon this fact. The only reason that we currently viewthe sane world is
that our opinions on what exists has been forced and ingrained upon us since
the earliest years of our childhood. V¢ cannot break out of this nold that we
have been pounded into easily because we perceive other people s opinions as
facts. Qnce we discredit the fact that all facts are facts, we conclusively arrive
tothe fact that all facts are opinions, the Theory of Qi ni onated Exi stence.

Now peopl e nay say that according to this theory, all facts here are
opinions. Thisis not true, however, for these facts here are the basic ingrai ned
facts of hunan nature. Wat truths are here are the basic truths which we are
born with, which cannot be destroyed. Facts are the generalizations of what
society has taught us, not what we are born know ng. Qice we can change
these fictitious facts, people reformtheir opinions to construct a nodel world,
perfect for the person, allowng themto live in their perfect stage of utter
bliss, not bothering anyone else in the newworld order, a world free of crine, a
world free of sin. Such is the society forner philosophers have attenpted to

formbut failed, because their opinions nust be forced as facts upon soneone
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who has denied the facts of society and is at this stage of forming our true
opinions. This blatant reformleading towards the previous intrusion of society
upon our |ives cannot be true, for once one has reached this state of innocent
perfection of formng our own opinions and realization of the faults of our
enforced society which we did not create, one cannot be nade once again a

sime...

In front of the room the naster surveys over his domain, staring his sub-
jects in the eyes. Wat could he see wthin their eyes: determnation, fear,
treachery. Hs vassals were attentively anaiting his very utterance of power to
domnate over their lives; the lord would counsel his subjects. The suited sov-
ereign rai sed his hand and spoke the words which his subjects were awaiting to
hear .

“My book report is on the great Hemingway novel of The AQd Man and the

The speaker was none but the powerful voice of Snon Ngaud. Hs vas-
sals were none but his famliar fellow students of George Véshi ngton Prep, here
inthe town of Réel somewhere in New Ehgland. It is the day of the presenta-
tion of the oral book reports inthe Literature class. Snonis the first vol unteer
to display his know edge of his own sel ected book to the cl ass.

“I read said book and sawthat it definitely has a neaning that penetrates
beneath its surface. To see this hidden neaning, one nust read between the

lines. As an experinent, | recently asked one of ny friends, who chose to

renai n anonynous, to wite for ne a report on this book which | could use
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instead of mne. This person wote the fol | ow ng.

“ “This book, wittenin the early fifties shows the determnati on and pas-
sion of the Giban fishernen. It tells us that they have big fish in the Gif of
Mxico, related to the narlin, Mkaira nigricans. This book shows us how det er -
mned these fish are, and their total domnation over others. It al so shows that
they are not strong for an ol d-tiner can even reel themin.’

“Now | know what you are thinking right nom V& ve all read this book at
one tine inour lives, and we all knowthat this interpretation is utterly absurd.
Wat is wong wth it? Let’s examne it. Hrst, it does not tell us of ‘the deter -
mnation and passion of the Quban fishernen'. The fishernman in this story,
Santiago, is not one nan, but a representati on of our whole hunan race. Heis
personifying all of our persistence, and how it can overcone the strong forces
of nature. Next, they do not have ‘big fishinthe Gif of Mxico per se, but the
narlin in this story is the enbodi nent of the great and awesone forces of
nat ure—=

“That’s very good Snon,” the teacher responded. “You don't need to
continue any farther.”

“Thank you.”

Snon slowy travelled to his seat wth his head rai sed high, his shoul ders
back, a smle on his face. Beneath that facade of his three piece tweed suit
there was a person who had just been lifted out of a nervous existence to one
of serenity and confidence; he had so inpressed the teacher that he did not
need to finish his report. “Thank Gd” he thought, for S non had never read

The dd Man and the Sea. H had just found sone old book reviews in the
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mcrofilns of The New York Tines and constructed a report from them of

course paraphrasing. Never would he plagiarize, for he had learned that it was
wong before he found the mcrofilmsection of the library. G course he woul d
have to give credit to his sources, but sonehow his brilliance and perfect
reports inpressed the teacher so nuch that he never reached the end.

Snon was now sitting down in his seat, his torso still erect. H was here
to portray the perfect child for the teacher, adding further to the assurance of
hisA

“And by next week, class, | want you to have prepared a book report on a
non-fiction book of your choice. V& are out of tine for today, so we wll con-
tinue wth our Hemingway book reports tonorrow dass di smssed.”

The students col | ected their books and gently, quietly slid theminto their
| eather satchels, and quietly strolled out, giving the appearance of cats on the
prow . Throughout the school, there was silence. Here at George Véshi ngton
Prep there was no need for bells. Everyone was always on tine, never late, not
one of the crond in three piece suits. BEverything was perfect here: the grey
tweeds, the canel-hair, the suede belts, the shining | eather backpacks. As one
| ooked down the hallways, one was able to see a constantly pul sing nass of
tweed flowng towards the doors, branches of a ever noving river. Wthin this
river wvas Snon. Qe could always tell who Snon was. Aways ook for the
one Wth his chin up, his back overly straight, his shoul ders overly squared. Qe
coul d hardly overl ook one possessi ng such a dom neering posture.

S non strode down the halls, heading towards the door. Everyone el se

woul d nove out of his way. He was the one to be; he was the nodel child. He
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pushed open the wooden door to enter a new world of autumm, full wth the
brightest colors of the leaves: oranges, tans, browns, reds, yellows, and all
other blends anong them all waving in synchronization wth the concert of the
wnds of the world. The gravel paths wound their way through the throng of
trees to the ancient Gthic buildings, the branches formng a covered shaded
path. S non strode down them his penny loafers creating crinkling sounds as
they packed the crushed gravel down yet further. Wth the rays of sunlight fil -
tering through the leaves guiding his path, he headed towards the library of
Geor ge Wshi ngt on Prep.

A nassive building it was, noble and domneering, its front blackened
fromage, wld ivy invading its sides, trying to penetrate through the old forti -
fied valls. S non wal ked up to the formdabl e oaken doors, not propped open,
guarded by the statues of lions poised to attack fromtheir pedestals on the
sides of the stairs. H entered into the great hall of the library, its walls hidden
by books. Shel ves upon shelves of them extending up into the heavens, each
floor of themhaving a pathway for people to walk on. It was one inpressive
display of rings, stacked one on top of another, culmnating in a done created
inthe style of Horentine architecture. It did not fit wth the Gthic style of the
building, since the original structured steeple needed to be replaced by the
Italian dean in the late thirties, so he chose to erect a replica of the done of
Horence to remnd himof his hone nation. Geat idea, but not for the other -
wse singuarly Gothic style of George Vdshington Prep. It did, however, add to
the internal grandeur of this nagnificent place.

Today, S non was here for a book, one he knew where to find. It was on
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famly and socia problens, of which he was sure he had none. It was the
reports of psychol ogists followng in the great Feudian style, intriguing, unique,
and unusual . This was the book which he would do his next report on. Wy? It
had anal yses of every report, witten by a professor at Yale, followng them
Billiant. Snon's report was right there, printed before him |If only soneone
had not taken it before him

Snon nounted the spiralling stairs to reach his destination, the fourth
and top floor. It was the place of the non-fiction section containing the book of
his choice. This library was not arranged like the others; the books that were
the least used were on the top floor so people who wanted the nore useful
ones did not need to clinb far. Qice upon a tine, soneone had pondered
about installing an elevator, but his nodern i deas woul d soon be di scarded after
he found out the price, although it woul d have saved Snon |ots of trouble.

Snon's heels clapped the stone slabs of the stairs, echoing throughout
the wde hall. It appeared that no one el se was here, for he could hear no ot her
footfalls or rustling of papers. “The librarian and his assistants nust be out
haggling wth the dean again for nore funding,” Snon thought. “That’s where
they al ways are when you think you mght need them?”

He knew that he had reached the top floor when the steps abruptly
ended, blending into a bal cony of slate extending around the circunierence of
the hall parallel to this floor of books. Qe could |ean over the railing and see
the ground of stone, three floors below MNow this was only about fifty feet
belowhim but it seened as if it was mles to the slate floor. If one were to fall

over the decorative railings, it would definitely be a painful, if not fatal, drop to
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those slabs of ancient worn stone. There had never been a reason to erect
safety rails here; why should they ruin the grandeur of the place? The only
one who could go onto the ladders of the bal conies was the librarian, so who
coud fal off?

Snon's footfalls echoed even further as he wal ked hal fway around the
circular bal cony to reach the psychol ogy section. He |ooked around hinself
constantly, searching for that man to cone out of the silent shadows and
knock himover the railing. That was the only fear that Snon ever had of this
library, and it was one that would never go anay. He finally reached the psy-
chol ogy section. He now had to scan the shelves for his book. If he only knew
the nane of the author. ..

Suddenly, he heard a rustling. He abruptly turned around, staying well to
the outside of the six foot wde bal cony. “Nothing is here,” Snon told hinself.
He turned around and kept looking. A fewmnutes later, he heard the rustling
again. Heinstinctively turned around once again, and saw nothing. He contin-
ued his search. There it was againl H heard a definite sound of a door this
tine, but fromabove hin? There were no doors in the done.

He | ooked overhead only to find sonething flying, falling dow fromthe
hei ghts above. He covered his head wth his hands, screaming |ike a coward,
screaming for help. H then heard it cone falling down wth a clap upon the
bal cony beside him S non stopped screaming, only to hear his echo in the hall,
frozen in a position of terror. He looked over at what was lying on the floor;
he found a book. He becane ashaned of his cowardi ce and stood upright once

agai n, |ooking around, naking sure no one saw his display. After this was satis-
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fied, he bent doawn and picked up the book. It was titled Oh the Existence of

Man and t he Lhi verse.

“Wat an unusual book! 1’ve never seen this one before.”

S non opened up the cover to see the title pages inside.

“And even stranger yet! It has no author, no publisher, no copyright!”

S non was confused, and yet interested. He carried the tone in his arns
through the trek down the stairs to the doors, forgetting about searching for
the book for which he had cone. The librarian still wasn't there, so S non just
wal ked out .

“If they wonder where it is, they von't mind. 1'Il only have it for a day . .

...BExamnre your life. You wll find that it is full of deception and fa se
truths. The people around you are not what you perceive themto be. They
are but nere portrayals of what the truth is. Suchis the habit of nan, in soci -
ety show ng the person that everyone wants himto be, but in private, the per-
son wiomhe truly is. | cal to you, this does not need to be a habit of our
world. People are unscrupulous in our society. |If society wll transmt to them
new noral s and a hand of forgiveness, only then wll people portray who they
truly are. Qice people are no |onger ashanmed to show who they honestly are
to society, they wll advance to a higher stage of peace and harnony. This
harnony wll be the foundation for the newworld order, one of the benefits of
the total world devel opnent of the Theory of (pinionated Existence. It wll be

one of perpetual peace and prosperity. Util then, | say, people of the world,
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examne your lives. See the deceit in people around you and wthin yourself.

Envision a world of honesty. Dream and seek the truth wthin your |ives...

S nmon N gaud was strolling down the one | ane street, tire ruts worninto it
fromyears of travel upon it wthout resurfacing. This road had no reason to be
rejuvenated, for hardly anyone used it. It was the road |eading to the col onial
hones of Reéel, each rich in tradition, each unique in character. S non was wal k-
ing along a trodden path beside it, attired in his tweed, carrying his newy found
treasure chest under his arm the book that woul d be the answer to his report.
He did not notice the rich, vibrant colors of the |eaves around himor the grey
clouds | oomng overhead, for he was consuned by the lingering of his previous
display of cowardice. Never before had he ever screaned in terror of anything,
and he was determned that he never woul d again. Wat was he becomng? He
did not know O the inside, Snon was a conard. He screaned in terror nany
tines before, not renenbering any of those tines. Each tine, he woul d think
he woul d never do so again, and then forget about his experience. He no | onger
renenpbered the tine he screaned when he first entered the dark staircase of
the library at George Vdshington Prep. He tried to forget this tine, but his
experience still renai ned poi gnant, the echo of his screans.

Snon turned into the driveway now the only path to his house. H saw
it once again through the trees as he had for the nany years of his life spent
travelling from George Vdshington Prep. It was a great colonial house, pos-
sessing three floors. Geat trees stood in the lawm, nowin their full splendor.

The house was painted white on the outside, wth black trim The paint was
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flaking off around sone of the trim The ivy had been neticulously trinmed so
it only grasped the foundations, covering it in a mass of twsted green and red
| eaves and vines. Around the house there were rose bushes planted, old and
gnarled in the back, but pruned wth great care in the front. They woul d al ways
bloom and now their roses of yellows and reds were fanning out into their
splendor. A black car was sitting in the driveway under the covering of the
extension of the front roof to protect it and the people exiting it fromthe el e-
nents. There were no doors to this open ended garage. It gave the sense that
anyone who wanted to could drive intoit. It was a house that had a character,
and a history rooted in the past. No one knew it exactly anynore, but it
housed one of the ‘founding fathers’, as runor tells us.

S non wal ked up the paved circular driveway to the front door of the
house. Surrounded by the two nassive colums on the sides stretching to the
roof, Snon turned the key to the old rotary nechanical doorbell. Their Iives
nay be in the age of new technol ogies, but they still kept the old doorbel
whi ch had been there since the door’s creation.

A face peered out of a second story w ndow of the house, a trenbling
hand hol di ng open the curtains. A face wth w de open eyes gazed out, survey-
ing the area for the telltale signs of sonething, her face conveying both fear
and anxiety for this thing to cone. This wonan was wearing an apron tied
neatly around her waist, a white one wth blue flowers. It did not have any
stains on it. Her baggy white dress appeared colonial in style, apparently
matching the house. It was Mithilda N gaud, the happy housew fe of the

N gaud household. She abruptly stopped gazing outwards, and it seened as if
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there was a look of relief on her face.

“Just wait a goddammnute!” she yelled fromthe w ndow up above.

“Geat,” Snon thought. “She’s in one of her noods. Wy al ways when |
get home?”

The stairs groaned in pain as Mithilda stormed down them her feet bl ud-
geoni ng the ancient wooden steps. Even when she was on the second fl oor,
one coul d hear her stonping. Apparently, she was angry, and was not afraid to
let the nystery person at the door knowit.

“l can just see what is going to happen next,” S non thought again.

The racket was getting closer to the door now

“Here cones the reckoning,” S non continued to think.

And then the door opened abruptly. It would have flown away if it hadn't
been for its hinges of sturdy brass. A face appeared, one wth apparent anger
lines on the forehead right now eyebrows tilted dowwards in a forebodi ng
nanner. It was Mithilda aright, angry as ever.

“Were in the hell have you been S non?” Mithilda roared through the
open portal .

“I was at the library,” Snon replied timdy, cringing at the sound of his
feebl e voi ce.

“Wy in the hell were you there? You ve finished your book report. It
was due today!” Mt hilda continued to roar.

“Yes mother. But | have another one to do for next week, and it’s
already Thursday. | was just getting ny book—=

“Are you reading nore of that heathen denonic trash that they ve been
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spoon-feeding you in that Literature class?

“No My,” Snon said in a voi ce that pleaded her to stop.

“Sop your goddam whining. | have enough to do around this goddam
househol d. ok, clean, wash, and serve. ok clean wash and serve. |Is that
al thereistodowthlife? | suppose that you re hungry now”

“Yes, but—=

“Don’t you yap to ne about eating early now |’'mexpecting your father
back soon, and we have a special dinner planned for him Look at yourself.
Youre filthy! You took a bath yesterday, didn't you?

“Yes, but—=

“Wat in the hell have you been doing all day to get you so filthy? @
upstairs now and get that ness cleaned up! And hurry; finish before your
father gets here!”

Mat hil da noved hersel f out of the doorway, allow ng the now hunched
over Snon to pass through. S non passed into a newworld filled wth duaity
and false images. S non began to ascend the stairs to the third floor where his
bath was. The stairs creaked, even though he tried to clinb as silently as pos-
sible as to not alert his sister to his presence, although she shoul d probably
know by now fromthe increased vol une of his nother’s screamng. Even as he
ascended, he could hear his nother nmuttering in her angry undertones to her -
Af:

“I never have anytine to nyself.”

“@ddamki ds, always a hassle.”

“I"mgonna | eave all of ya sone day. You just wait.”
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It was always the sane to Snon. Hs nother was always yelling at him
He didn't know why she did. He always guessed that it was because she was
alone all day, and it drove her insane. Mybe it was because his father was
never hone. Mybe it was because she was al ways choppi hg down the ivy from
the sides of the house?

S non continued up the stairs as he began to hear the sweeping of a
broom upon the wooden floors. There was no carpeting in this house, any-
where. It was all wood tiles. Aranged in a criss-cross pattern.  Aternating
light, dark, light, dark. Anazing how the whol e house coul d have been created
in exactly the sane pattern, nonotonous yet soothing. S non set foot upon
the second floor, the floor of the roons of his sister, his parents, and the nain
bathroom He decided for a nonent to walk down the hall leading to his sis-
ter’s roomto determne whet her he woul d be bothered during this night or not.

The hal lway was rectangul ar, possessing clearly defined corners and
edges. There was no light in the hallway, partly because the ceiling was so
close to a closet on the third floor that it becane inpossible to install lighting
when the house was nodernized. There were no doors leading fromit except
for the one at the end, the portal to the bedroom of Snon's sister. S non
wal ked lightly, not wanting to disturb his sister fromfear of having her |ash out
at himonce again. As he approached the end, he was able to see the Iight
trickling ot froma crack in her door. He peered into it, and there she was,
sl eepi ng on her bed

Mry Ngaud was her nanme. She was an unusual girl, about three years

older than Snon. She had never gotten a job or even gone to a college. She
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said that she wanted to stay hone and help the famly. “Wat an excuse,” was
always Snon's reaction. “lI know better than her. |I'msnarter. 1'mgoing to
get a job and get away fromthis tow of Reel, and even away from New
England. 1'’mgoing to possess nore noney than anyone, and people wll need
to ask ne to do themfavors.” Mybe so wth Snon, but not wth Mry. She
envisioned only the short future, furthering her cause of the increasing inpor-
tance of wonen. S non feared Mary. My was even nore domnant over him
than his nother. S non did not |ike anyone ruling over him S non woul d be his
own person, his own man. He woul d not be subservient to anyone; he woul d
have the world to be subservient to him

Mry was sleeping in a pair of slacks and one of her father’s dress shirts.
Never woul d she wear a dress to any event. She woul d never be seen in pink or
purple or any of the traditional femnine colors. She would never don an apron
or lift afinger to help her nother. She existed here, waiting for the rignt tine
to strike out to fulfill her goal, the femnist domnation of the world. S non did
not think that this day would ever cone. It was too radical for his tine. Her
persi stence, however, scared Snon, and for many good reasons. She woul d
el i mnat e anyone who stood in her way, including S non.

Snon did not wake her, fortunately. He tiptoed back al ong the dark hall -
way to reach the stairs once again. He resuned his clinb. The stairs once
again groaned their disapproval of the necessity of exerting thensel ves. Soon,
however, S non reached the third floor, his resting place, his true hone. Wat
was in the rest of the house did not natter to him it was only what was up

here that was valuable. H went into his roomand shut the door. Inside of his
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roomwere a bed wth red covers and a hard nattress. The bedfrane was
nade of shiny brass of the color that would stick out in any type of room and
the red plaid covers did not natch the style of the whole house. n the oppo-
site wall was an oaken rolltop desk, concealing its contents well fromthe out -
side world. No one but Snon knewwhat was init. The only other itemof fur-
niture in this otherwse barren roomwas a bookcase, filled wth various books

all appearing to be old in both subject and construction. The floor of his room
was still wooden, in the sane perpendi cul ar crossing pattern as the rest of the
house. H's roomwas connected to a separate bathroomup here by a door, one
containing a bath, sink and toilet, fully sufficient to handl e the needs of at |east

two people. Wy it had been constructed here, he did not know Hs roomal so
contained a snall closet, which contained nothing el se but nore three piece
tweed suits, sone briefs, sone socks, and ties for various occasions. Besides
fromthis room there were no other roons on the third floor, and there were
no other floors higher. The rest was just a big circular roomw thout w ndows,

dark and foreboding. But not Snon's room for it had a w ndow facing out

upon the east, where he coul d catch the rays of the rising sun.

S non wal ked over to his bed, dragging his feet as he went. He fell down
on it and dropped the book whi ch he had under his armthis whole tine into the
mddle of the mattress. He renoved his shoes and placed them right beside
the leg of the bed closest to the end. Hs shoes were always found here
placed side by side. He renoved his jacket and folded it neatly, placing it onto
the bed. He took off his dress shirt, and placed it also folded neatly right

beside it. He renoved his pants, folded them and placed them so they were

457



directly on top of his jacket, leaving only the colar of the jacket visible H
renoved his socks and fol ded themone inside of the other, placing themright
over his shoes. He then renoved his briefs and folded them placing themto
the side of his jacket and pants. He then entered the bathroomto cl ean up.

He turned on the hot faucet to the tub, one full turn. He then turned the
cold faucet, one half turn. He went to his pile of washcloths on the floor and
took one, draping it over the side of the tub not next to the wall. He then took
one of the towels off fromthe pile on the farthest side of the bathroom plac-
ing it in the nanner of a welcone nat beside the tub so that the washcl oth
was | ocated above the direct center of it. He then waited until the tub was hal f
ful.

The tub was one of the old fashioned kinds, standing up on four brass
legs, its water knobs [ ooking |ike sonething out of an industria plant, its faucet
appearing like a sewage drainage pipe. Won the farthest |eg was one spot of
green, right on the inside, hidden fromthe view of the casual observer, or even
infact, one of the nost careful of observers, Snon. It was a snall vine of ivy,
poking its way through the wooden fl oor.

The tub soon becane hal f full. S multaneously, S non shut off the water
faucets. The water would be the perfect tenperature for him He stepped in,
slowy lowering his whole body into the water. H would then lather his arns,
and then work fromhis neck down. This was his nethod for bathing. A ways
the same. A procedure. As he was finishing his right leg, he heard a sonewhat
nmuf fl ed voi ce yel |l enthusiastically up fromthe depths of the house:

“Snon! |’ mhone!”
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It was the voi ce of none other than the great Thonas N gaud.

It was the voice of none other than the great father of S non.

S non | eaped out of the tub onto the towel and proceeded to dry hinsel f
off, followng the sane pattern in which he would lather hinself. He then
wal ked back out to his roomand proceeded to get dressed in his three piece
suit that he had worn to school. As he was doing so, he heard the famliar
creaking of the stairs. Soneone knocked on his door and asked politely
through it, “CGan you get ready for our dinner now?” It was his nother.

“Avazing,” Snon said. “Yelling and conpl ai ning for one mnute and then
the next, conpletely cal mand conposed. How does she do it?”

A secret that would not easily be told.

S nmon continued to ready hinself and soon he too was wal king back
down the stairs towards the dining room Past the creaking stairs, he reached
the first floor. He then entered the dining room a hall in conparison to the
other roons of the house. There was a great round table in the center of it,
and the famly sat around it, quartering it into four sections. dster sat across
frombrother, wfe sat across fromhusband. The structure of this fashion of
dining was so rigid that it was hard for nornal people not to notice, but the
N gauds were use to it. As they sat down, Snon once again |ooked at his
father.

Thomas was a conposed nan, always in power over everyone around
him He was the owner of a successful business that had nade him and his
famly rich. H was away fromthe house nost of the week and did not see

S non nuch. He always wore a black three piece suit, and his face al ways bore
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ajolly smle and rosy cheeks, a face that said “friendship’. He always
i npressed everyone around him fromthe nenbers of his famly to mere
strangers. He was what S non thought to be the nodel working nman of New
Bhgland, but was still annoyed wth his father. It was for different nany rea-
sons, but nainly because he was never around when S non wanted to partici -
pate in activities wth him He never was and he never had been, but worse, he
thought that he and Snon did play together. H a ways thought they pl ayed
basebal | every day. “Funny that he could think this,” Snon thought. “He
never sees ne except for at the dinner table.”

Wien Snon walked in, his father stood up, cane over to Snon, and
puled ot Snon's chair. H patted Snon on the back and said in a friendy yet
pover ful tone:

“How are you doi ng son?”

He laughed hi s cheerful |augh.

“Dd you play baseball again today? Mmis aways telling ne how nuch
you enjoy it! | usedto play baseball wen | was akid. . .”

He would then remnisce about his childhood. “It was always the sane
wth him” Snon would think as he heard the sane story over and over again.
“He thinks he knows ne, but he doesn’'t.”

Thonas would always talk to Snon this way. He would inquire about
how his ‘friends’ were, know ng the names of only those whom S non had
becone enemes with years back. Thonmas would tal k about S non’s school
subjects, the ones of the year before. H would ask of his teacher of first

grade. He would always ask if he read any new books, or what he thought of
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the Virld Series.

After all of the stories were passed, Mary woul d cone down to the table.
She wore the sane old pants and plaid work shirt that she wore every day, tat -
tered and dirty.

“Are we having the sane thing for dinner today Dad?’

“I think we are!”

He woul d agai n laugh his cheerful |augh.

“Wy can't | wear a suit to dinner |ike you?

“Because you're agirl! Dol have totell you that every tine we eat?”

“But there's no difference between us!”

The conversation would then die dowh as a stal emate, each having a
comment worthy of fighting the others. It was only at this point that she
woul d address S non, starting one of the nost dreaded tine of his life.

“Where were you today?” Mary inquired in a snotty tone.

“I vas a the library.”

“Doi ng what ?”

“Looki ng for a book.”

“Not hi ng usef ul ?”

“Np,

“That’s the way all nen are. They cannot do anything useful. A ways
wasting their tine on things |ike the persistence of know edge and nenori zi ng
the scores of all of the baseball ganes of the past century. Do you ever do
anything to help us wonen? No! You never |ift a finger to hel p wash the di shes

or clean the house or pick up your clothes! MNot a single finger! Mmand I
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slave here in the house all day, for you nen to cone here and do what? Make
it a mess for us to do nothing but clean up again! You cannot do anything
right! That’s why when us wonen rule the country and you find yoursel ves
inferior, you won't know that anything happened. Miles! Hi! Wy | think that
you men—=

“Sop it Mry,” Thonas would interject in a strong tone. “It’s not polite
to speak of your elders that way. Mthildal MTHLDA”

“Yes?” a polite distant voi ce asked.

“WIIl you bring out our di nner now?’

“Ckay,” Mithilda said in a subservient voice.

Mat hil da woul d then cone out wearing a bright pastel dress, clean and
proper. She would put everything out on the table and then sit down, and we
would all say our grace together out loud. Ve would then eat our supper, usu-
ally a chicken or turkey wth stuffing, and sone type of vegetable. WId turkeys
were plenty in the town of Réel, and we did not hesitate to catch and eat them

After dinner, Snon went back up to his roomto work on hi s school work,
Mary went back to her roomto sleep and plan her new country, Mthilda went
to wash the dishes, and Thomas went to read the paper. Watever Thonas
asked for, Mthilda would get it for hm It al seened so perfect. It was too
perfect .

Snon reentered his room after the tedious ascent of the stairs. He
fl opped down on the bed. He reached out and grabbed the book on it, On the

Exi stence of Man and the Lhiverse. S non then started to read. Wat he woul d

read woul d change his entire life.
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...Qnce one realizes the power that the Theory of Qpini onated Existence
gives, one nust know that this power nust not be abused. Be warned that the
one who wlls hinself out of existence wll no longer exist. The power that you
now have is great. You can nake a better world for society, or you can
destroy it through greed and viol ence. Be aware of what you get rid of, for the
converse of the Theory of Qpinionated Existence is not truth. Qice gone,
always gone. No longer will it be in your world, and no nore wll you be able to
create it. Take this into consideration and think of what it is you nay destroy.
Life is a ganble, and your decisions wll nownot only affect yoursel f, but al so
everyone around you. Take heed wth your new power and use it well and use

it toprdfit fromlifeas havell...

S non awoke abruptly. The sun was shining through the east w ndow of
his bedroom The ivy was still creeping up the sides of the house. The book he
had been reading was open, face down upon his chest. He was on the |ast
page, and nust have dozed off while reading it. He was inmediately hearing
the sound of the loud yelling of a quarrel gone out of hand:

“Wiy in the hell do you have to | eave?’

“I have work Mathilda. You know that. Hw do you expect to feed the
famly? @ to the South and work on a plantation? It won't work!”

“Vél| what in the hell aml supposed to do? Himshow unes?”

“Here’s what you should do. | want you to clean the house for ne, nake

sure that we have sonething el se besides turkey for dinner, go out and buy ne
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sone tobacco for ny pipe, sew up the hole in ny slippers, find ny bathrobe—

“Wat in the hell about ne?’

“Wy, what’s wong wth you doing work for ne?!”

“I want to be ny own goddam person for chrissake!l BEvery single day, its
‘“Mithilda this for ne', ‘Mithilda that for n@. | never do a singl e goddamthi ng
for nyself! And you ask why | amnot happy! | have no lifel | amsick and tired
of doing everything for you!”

“Now you just calmdown. Let’s be rational about this,” Thonas said in a
cal ner voi ce.

“Rational? You call ne being your slave rational? You know what | am
going to do? You won't find ne in this house by the end of the day! |’mnot
going to be herel 1'mgoing to gather up ny junk and |l eave! Hw do you |ike
that, ny perfect husband?”

“I"'mjust so annoyed wth them” Snon thought. “I’'ll go down there and
ask themto stop.”

Snon got out fromunder his sheets and donned his slippers. He then
started down the stairs. BEven as he was plodding down themin a hal f awak-
ened trance, he could still hear his parents argui ng.

“Wl |, whatever you do, you better not take anything bel onging to ne, or
esel’ll seeyouin court!”

“You selfish pigl After everything | have done for you, | would not
receive a penny inreturn!”

“l gave you lodging and | took excel lent care of our children.”
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“@xrection, Thonas. M children. | gave birth to them not you. | am
the one who is hone to take care of them | amthe one who opens the door
and greets them | amthe one who feeds them | amthe one who owns them
I’mtaking themwth ne.”

“Were wll you go, you hag! You'll find nonhere to stay! Your parents
are dead, you have no friends. Wat wll you do? Sarve to death and take
our —your —hi [ dren wi th you?”

“How coul d you-~

Al of a sudden, they turned and saw S non on the stairs.

“Gh ny Gd,” Mithilda exclained in a soft whispering tone, as if she was
confessing to her worst crines. “It’s Snon. Wat wll we do?

“Don't worry,” Thonas said reassuringly.  “I'Il fixit.”

“Snonl Nce to see you agai nl” Thonas sai d wth ent husi asm

“Don’'t try to fool ne. | knowwhat you were doing. You two are going to
break up and drag ny life down into the dirt wth you.”

“W were doing nothing of the sort Snon,” Mithilda said weakly. “Vé
were nerely debating what amount of noney your father was getting this
week. Isn't that right?

Mt hi | da poked Thonas w th her pointer finger.

“That’s right. Qnly discussing noney.”

“It’s always the sane, you disillusioned fool. You don't |ove ne, you
don't know ne. You don’'t even know what subjects I'mtaking in school!
Mt her, you selfish individualistic hag. You don't care about ne. You only care

about what you can acconplish for yourself. You never want to say anything,
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so you get out all of your anger on ne. You know what, | wsh you two hypo-
critical people would just get out of ny life”

Al of a sudden, S non saw his parents fade, and then he saw not hi ng.

“What the he-”

Then S nmon renenber ed.

Look closely, for if | do not want you to exist any longer, | can think you
wll not exist, changing ny opinion of your existence, and therefore, to ne you
wll nat edst.

“Mm  Dad! Mm Dad?

“Chny Gd. | don't have ny parents anynore.”

Be anare of what you get rid of, for the converse of the Theory of
(pi ni onat ed Exi stence is not true. Qce gone, al ways gone.

“I can't get themback anynore. They're gone. Wat have | done?”

S non's parents watched in astonishnent as he called their nanes.
Snon looked right past themin their world, not seeing them Wat lunacy is
this?

“S non?” Mt hi | da asked.

“Snmont SMN”

“He doesn’'t hear you, Mithilda. He can't.”

“Wily Thonas?” Mathilda inquired hysterically. “Wat in the hell have you
done to ny chil d?”

“I haven't done anything, and you haven't done anything. S non has
done this to hinself. | just hope he can snap out of it.”

They fol lowed S non, who did not even recogni ze that they exi sted.
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S non wal ked up the stairs heading up to his room During the argunent,
Mary had been awakened by the constant yelling and screaming, and started to
demand why.

“Snon, you |ousy troubl enaker. Wat have you done wong now? See,
it’s always you boys ruining everything. See? BEven Mmand Dad can't sleep
wth this racket going on. e day—>

“Shut your nouth. 1’ ve had enough for one day.”

Al of a sudden, there was no voice of Mry to be heard. Her |ips noved,
but no sound cane out. My stopped, and then appeared to scream but no
sound cane out. She looked at S non, her eyes full of terror and bew | dernent.
She needed no voice to convey to S non what she was feeling.

“<hny Qd. I've done it again.”

Snon ran over to Mry and enbraced her, stroking her hair, trying to
confiort her.

“Wiat have | done? HFrst ny parents and now you!”

Slently, Mry started to cry.

“I'msorry Mry. | wsh this had never happened to you. | wsh that you
weren't here to go through wth this.”

Mary disappeared fromhis arns, and S non went crashing to the floor.
He got up scream ng.

“NO | DDNT MEANIT! BRNGHR BAXK BR NG HER BAXK”

S non waited, and then dropped to his knees and started to cry.

“What am| doing here, why has this happened? |'mperfect, ny famly is

perfect, everyone else inny life was perfect. Wat coul d have caused thi s?”
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Snon | ooked up, wth fires of revenge burning in the back of his eyes.

“The book! The confounded book! 1’1l destroy it so it can never destroy
anyone’s life any nore.”

Snon bolted up the stairs and into his room

“Book, book, book, book,” he nuttered.

“Herel”

He pi cked the book up off of the floor.

“I'Il ripit goert!”

S non nade a ripping notion wth the book, but it would not work.

Wiat truths are here are the basic truths which we are born wth, which
cannot be destroyed.

“Howcan | get rid of this book?

Al of asudden, hisfacelit up.

“The library!”

Snon bolted down the stairs and out the front door, running frantically
towards the canpus of George Véshington Prep. He hardly had any tine to
notice the ivy that had consuned the sides of his house.

S non exerted hinself to reach the library of the canpus. He slammed
the door open and hurried up the stone stairs. In the mddle of the clinb,
Snon fell, knocking his chin against the steps. A cut opened on his face,
bl eeding profusely. Snon did not notice it, and just kept running on.

He reached the fourth floor bal cony and got onit. He ran around to the

center and held up the book to the dome and the light shining down fromit.
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He then yel led out at the top of his lungs into the cavernous aperture above his
head.

“Take the book! Take the book you nysterious power! Abolish it from
the Earth!  No one else should read this ever! No one el se shoul d possess its
deep powers!”

Not hi ng happened.

“TAKE ITT TAKE I T NOW”

Not hi ng happened.

S non stood there, hearing his echo.

“I wsh | was never here to read this infernal book.”

And that was the end.

BEveryt hi ng was bl ack.

Snon's parents were there beside himthe whole tine, running wth him
finding where he would go. They were yelling in his ears, but Snon could not
hear them They did not know what was wong. They were in the library when
he deci ded upon his final opinion, the opinion that he never shoul d have exi sted.
They were now on their knees on the slate floor of a fourth floor bal cony in the
library at George Washington Prep, beside a catatonic young boy which had
been the pride of their life, now not responding to anything, not noving, only
breathing slowy enough to stay alive.

Mry was back at the Ngaud' s house, lying on the floor, fainted. Wen
S non had attacked her for no apparent reason, she was hit on the head and

dazed. She was now unconsci ous. She woul d never agai n knock the power of
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The book had never existed, except in the mnd of one Snon Ngaud. In
his other world in the town of Réel, somewhere in New England, a book burst
into flanes and its shadow floated up into the center of a Horentine done, and
di sappear ed.

Qutside, all of the leaves of fall-the tan ones, the red ones, the orange
ones, the yellow ones, the brown ones, and all the ones inbetween-all fell at
once upon the ground, apparently by the wll of sone supernatural power. The
ground was carpeted by fresh | eaves.

A nysterious outburst of wld ivy broke out upon the houses and buil d-
ings in Reel that day, covering their outsides. The ivy penetrated into the foun-
dations of the library that day. And the gnarled vines nade it inpossible to
enter. It would take thirty mnutes to hack their stony vines away from the
door vay.

Three days later, the library collapsed for no reason. Al of the books
were lost, the Horentine done splitting intoits individua bricks, the slate floors
becomng stones once again. The library has not been rebuilt to this day.

The Ngaud famly would resol ve its differences and reveal who they truly
were to each other, but S non would never talk or nove again. He was
assigned to a nental hospital, were he still remains notionl ess to this day.

Ad inthe tomn of Reel, the wid turkeys are still plentiful, and are eaten

still tothis day.
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Synopsi s of Al egorical Mani ng and Synbol i smof Mdas

A the request of several trial readers, a page was asked for to explain all
of the synol i smapparent in this short story. Al that | can say is that | prefer
people to find it for thenselves, for each of us sees sonething different. I,
however, wll present what | tried to represent in ny story.

This story is an allegory about our society's nodels of a perfect famly
and a perfect life. The story is showng us how we try to conformto these
standards, which are not the true person we are. As we try to exist as both
one of these perfect people and as an individual, a duality is forned that can be
one of the disasters of a famly. | try to portray this in an unusual nanner, try-
ing to nake it noticeable and trying to show peopl e that they shoul d change,
and that it is not only after a great disaster when they should change. The
story also shows us the recurring duality of today's person in today’ s society,
surfacing in nmany characters—S non, Mithilda, Thomas—as it is found in nany
people in our lives, trying to be who society wants themto be in the outside
world, but intheir private world, are atotally different person.

Synibol i sm  Arich and powerful tool. A sonetines hidden tool. Mdas is
a virtual string of continuous syniolismrepresenting life and the role of the
characters in the short story. Hrst, | wll discuss the synibolismthat | see in
the nanes used in the story. Sone of the nanes in this story cone directly
fromFench, and they are as follows, wth their translations: nigaud-sinpl eton,
réel reality. Ngaud is chosen for the last nane of this inaginary famly
because they do not yet know the truths about life and what types of people

they truly are. Reéel is the nane of the town, portraying that peopl e shoul d not
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escape into their fantasy worlds of what they want to becone, but rather face
reality. The story is set in New BEngland, the nane of the prep school is George
Washi ngton Prep, and the col onial house bel onged to one of the foundi ng
fathers to all represent that here was the foundations of society, wth these
pl aces and people being the origins of Averican society. The novel’s author is
Heningway because in the eyes of nost, he is one of the greatest witers of
the BEnglish | anguage, formng the foundati on for nany courses of study and dif -
ferent styles of witing. Not only the nangs in this story are syniol s, but al so
nmany obj ects.

Snon is dressed in tweed to represent the conflict in his duality, from
being the domnant, intelligent role nodel in school to being the ruled over,
covardly child at hone. A tweed is a conbination of light and dark threads,
which | viewas the two concepts of good and evil nature, in a crossing pattern,
representing the conflict wthin hinself. In such the sane nanner, the tiling of
the N gaud house is light and dark wood in a crossing pattern, representing the
dual ity of everyone in the household which would tear it apart. The library sym
bolizes the structure of life itself. Its grandeur on the inside represents the
goy of lifeinal of its nysterious wonder. The floors of the library are con-
structed of slate, a stone that is very natural, and one that can be broken wth
sone force, indicating that life is fragile. There is no el evator, because the
stairs represent the clinbing upon know edge and understanding of life. The
nore obscure subjects |ike philosophy were on the top floor of the library,
formng the greatest wsdom of the human race which is difficult to achieve.

There are no protective rails because if one falls off fromone of the tiers of his
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life, there is no one there to protect you. You nust work to reach the point
where you were. The done is in the Horentine style to represent the heavens,
above the drastically different Gthic style of the annals of hunan know edge.
There are no stairs leading to it because the ascent of nan to a place hi gher
than life cannot be acconplished by nortal neans. The doors are guarded by
lions, the synbol of fortitude, keeping evil out. The wld vines represent evil
itself, trying to penetrate through the valls of the library, of life, to destroy it.
Snmlarly, the ivy grows on all of the buildings in the toan of Reel, showng us
that we cannot escape fromevil. The turkeys of the town represent the peopl e
who bel i eve everything that society teaches them They run free inreality, and
are plentiful for the daring leaders to prey on and use as nourishnent for fur-
thering their plan. This is the neaning of the last sentence, showng that there
are not nany who realize that being thensel ves everywhere is good. The
| eaves of autunm represent all of our changing ideas, goals, and concepts. A
the end of the story, wen they all fall, it shows atine of renewal, trying to say
that people, or at least those in the story, were formng thensel ves anew see-
ing sone of their faults. There are still nore synols in this story. See if you
can find themfor yourself. | also feel that the characters of this story repre-
sent four negative qualities of hunan nature.

S non represents our vain feelings of ourselves and our lives. He is
always saying that he is virtually perfect, and can do nothing wong. He gives
us the sense that his life at hone is wthout its problens, wich definitely exist.
Subconsciously, he tries to hide them by portraying a perfect false inage of

hinself to everyone at George Washington Prep. Mathilda represents the
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hunan quality of individualism Sheisinthe story toillustrate that to work as a
unit, one cannot have these feelings of being your own self. (e nust be
ready to work to help the group for sone goal, not interested in our own sel fish
desires. Mry represents the rebellious nature of all of us, as well as fool hardy
determnation. Mury does not conformto the standards of society wth her
femnist viens. Hwever, she is kept in line wth the normal society by her

father. She represents our fool hardy determination because she does nothi ng

concrete to fulfill her goals or try to show themto others, for she is a ways
submtting to her father’s wll. Thonas represents denial to ne. He seens to
know that he does not see his son, but still tries to portray that he does.

Thonmas denies it, and attenpts to be friends wth Snon, but they turn out to
be different, and their friendship wll not work out. Hs denial of not being a
good father would lead to the argunent wth Mthilda, which was al so caused
by her individualism

Ater all this, people still wonder why the title of Mdas. Snple.
Renentber the story of King Mdas and his touch of gold? The word ‘Mdas’ is
used to evoke that feeling of selfishness, greed, and not thinking before one
acts (renenber he turns his daughter mstakenly into gold). Such a person is
Snon to ne, as even though he did exist inour reality, in his fantasy, he acted
wth selfishness and wthout any pretense of what he would do, not thinking
about the consequences of his actions.

To those of you who are still reading this, | say that if you have tine,
keep these synbols in mnd and reread the story. A nuch nore rewardi ng

experience can be had, one that nmay even teach you about your own life, and
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cause you to | ook and di scover sonethi ng new

Note: The book in the story h the Existance of Min is not a true book, but

one that | wote wthinthe story. Don't look for it inyowr local library. It isn't

there.
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PORTRAI T OF FEAR

The dar kness.

It’s rigt here

It’s all around ne, surrounding ne, engul fing ne, encasing ne.

It’satoe, adevil’'s hell.

It’s touching ne, caressing nel

Gt it off ne

Leave ne!

It won't go anay. (h dark, vile creature, begone

Such prophecies won't work in here. | knowit. 1've tried.

Gt it off ne

Hw you cling to everything around ne, no exceptions to it. Even the
col d stone underneath ny hands is prone.

Quch!

Get anay fromne, you vile barriers of rock!

Ghny G@d The valls, they're closing in on nel They're fallingd | can
hear themcrashing behind ne. Sop! The darkness, the rock

Were is he now? If | stay silent, nmaybe he can't find ne. H's in here,
behind ne, chasing ne. | hear his breathing, echoing off the walls.

They’'re closing in on ne! | can't stop them | can't push hard enough
Hlp nel H’'s comng for ne! Help ne! HAP

h nol  The rocks, they're slipping out fromunderneath ne! M feet
they're floating anay! | can't had on any longer! ['mfaling The tunnel, it’'s
gone! Wat is happening to ne?! Wat?! WHAT?! HELP ME

| HEAR H S BREATH NG BEH ND M

The hol e, does it continue on?
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HELP ME!

[” M SURRCUNDED BY THE DARK!
THE ROCKS!

HE'S R GHAT BEH ND ME NOW
HELP!

Ch ny God, what happened to ne?

Ve, it's wet. ..

| still can't see through the dark.

Qh Gd, why can't you let ne die, let it end here in this pudd e.

Bven though it’s dark, | can still feel the world spinning, twsting, the ver-
tigo still hereinthe dark. 9 ckening ne.

Get away from nel!

Wiere am1? Wat happened?

Ch ny God!
H's still after ne!
|’ve got to get out of here, |'ve got to escape!

| nmust run, but can | even stand i n—

I"'mstill here
The val | s are still here.
Thispuddeis still here
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| GANFAR IT

H S HANDS!

THEY' RE SO COLD!

SO CALD!

| CAN FEEL H S BREATH UPCN MY FACE!
VWHAT' S HAPPENI NG
HSUP

SO LD

O LI FALESS

SO | NHUVAN!
TS SO LD

VHAT' S HE DA NG?

HE S PLCKING ME UP!

LI FTI NG M2

OH WY GOD!

VWHAT' S HE DA NG TO ME?
MY NECK!

MY NECK!

OUAGGHH!

It's here till.
It’s around ne.
Rght here.

The darkness. . .

The darkness. . .
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The darkness is still here.

HEis still here.

| can't see him but | can hear him
Breat hi ng.

Vi ting.

It s hopel ess.

Wy should | flee any longer, | know!| can't escape this place.
The nocki ng wat er.

The jeering val | s.

The sni ckering dar kness.

"1l just vt rigt here

Rght here.

Ch ny God!

H's breat hi ng!

It’s getting | ouder!
It's getting faster!
HE S GETTI NG CLCSER
Ch ny God!

HELP ME!

| CANTSEEHM

| CANT SEE THE WALLS CF TH S JAI L!
| CAN T MOVE!

OH GOD!

H S BREATH

| CANFE. 1T
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The darkness. . .

The darkness. . .
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A TALE | N JEEALMUHTREE

(hce upon a tine in the not so faranay Third Domnion of the land of
Jeeal mihtree, there lived two great friends, Spheri and Qubi. Spheri and Qubi
lived on the sane line in the Third Dominion, perpendicular to one another.
They would constantly play wth one another, sliding down hills, bal ancing on
planes. S their youth was spent, gallivanting and frolicking all about their line
inthe Third Domnion, not a care in the world. Their parents would always tell
themthat their youth wouldn't last forever, but to Spheri and Qubi, forever
woul d never cone. But in the Third Dominion, forever cane, and Spheri and
Qubi had to go to the School of H gher \ol une.

In the School of Hgher Volune, Spheri and Qubi had their nminds opened
to all of the wonders of the Third Dominion. They |learned of the Land of Third
where their lived a strange race of people called nes and Pyramids.  They
| earned of the Land of Four where there lived a seclusive race of the Pyramds,
the Tetrahedrons. They learned of the Land of Poly, where there lived multi -
tudes of unusual people, the nost numerous being the Dodecahedrons and
| cosohedrons. They |learned of the faraway Land of (onbo, where all of the
i nhabi tants would neld to formone. Such strange |ands there were in the Third
Domini on, but where did Spheri and Qubi |ive?

They were told that they lived in the Land of Regular. In the Land of

Regul ar, every inhabitant had six sane sides, no nore, no less. In the Land of
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Regul ar, everyone of the sane age had the sane vol une as everyone el se of
their age. Soheri wondered about this and pondered it in his little mnd. He
wondered if he had six sane sides. He knew Qubi did, and when he | ooked
around him all of the other students in the School of Hgher Vol une had six
Sides too. Spheri couldn’'t understand it, because it |ooked as if he had no sides
what soever. As he learned about yet nore distant lands, he could not help
wonderi ng how nany sides he had. The question kept gnawng away at his lit-
tle bran

Qre day, Sheri rolled up to the professor after class.

“Professor,” Sheri quizzically asked, “how nany sides do | have?”

The professor |ooked at Spheri in anazenent. He had never seen a per -
son |ike Sheri before.

“I. . .” the professor started, “really don't know”

“Don't | have six sides, |ike everyone el se here in the Land of Regul ar, |ike
you sai d?’ Spheri desperatel y asked.

“l guess that sounds good, but | still repeat that |1’ ve never seen one |ike
you before,” the professor said.

Spheri, not satisfied but feeling that the professor’s answer was the best
he woul d get, rolled out of the School of Hgher Volune into the only world he
ever knew the Land of Regular. In the school yard, he saw Qubi and his new
six-sided friends playing. He asked Qi if he coud joininthe fun. Qb sad
that it would be fine, and Soheri rolled over to them

Qubi and his friends were naking stacks of thensel ves, one on top of

another, trying to formthe bi ggest cube that woul d ever be seen in the Land of
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Regul ar. Every one of themjunped atop another and slid into place, and every-
one fit on top of everyone else perfectly. Al of themhad stacked thensel ves,
and there was only one enpty space left. Qubi yelled down to Spheri to junp
on up to finish their cube. Soheri junped up, but he couldn't fit into the hol g
Sheri just rolled off. Qibi told himto try again, so Sheri junped again, and
rolled off again. Al of Qubi’s friends |aughed and jeered because Spheri
couldn't fit. Soheri only rolled slowy awnay i n shane as the | aughs conti nued.

As he rolled slowy down the line to his house, Spheri could only wonder
at what he was. Spheri could not find the answer at the School of H gher
Vol une. Wiere would Spheri go? Hs parents both had six sides, he was sure
of that. Were would he find soneone |ike hin?

As he thought, Qubi slowy slid up to him Qibi asked why Spheri coul dn’t
fit.

“Because | don't have six sides,” Sheri said.

“d course you do,” Qubi said. “You have to because you live in the Land
of Regular. The professor said that everyone here has six sides!”

“But | asked him Qubi. He told ne he's never seen anyone |ike ne, not
even in his books!”

Qubi thought about this for a while, and themfound the sol ution.

“Miybe there's a land filled wth people like you! V¢ haven't |earned
everything yet Spoheri.”

“Qubi, not even the professor had ever seen one like ne!”

“Wll, naybe there is even a higher volune that the professor doesn’t

have.”
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Sheri stopped and rolled around to face Qubi. He was amazed! Spheri
could not even think of soneone wth a hi gher vol une than the prof essor.

“Soheri,” Qi said, “ny friends wll probably only laugh at you again.
Maybe you can find the One of G eatest Vol une sonewhere el se?”

Spheri stopped and t hought about Qubi’s comrent.

“Yes. That is a good idea. The (he of Geatest Vol une nust know how
nany sides | have.”

Soheri then rolled down the Iine towards his house, and as he disap-
peared, Qubi said “See you tonorrow and slid off.

The next day when Qubi went to school, he didn't see Sheri at all. The
night before, Spheri had gathered all of his belongings. Before the sun rose,
Sheri set off out of the Land of Regular on a search for the ne of G eatest

Vol une.

Spheri was tirelessly rolling across the planes of the Third Domnion. He
was now outside the borders of the Land of Regular and inside of the Irrational
Lands. The Irrational Lands were the forbidden |anes of the Third Domnion,
separating all of the inhabited Lands. Here, there lived the unusual exiles of the
Second Domnion of the land of Jeeal nuhtree, the msfits or the useless, as
Sheri had heard them described by others. Here in the Third Doninion they
just fluttered about, having no control over their destination.

Sheri watched the inhabitants of the Irrational Lands wth anazenent.
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They had not studied the Irrational Lands in the School of H gher \ol une.
Sheri’s parents nentioned these things once and said that they couldn’'t think
here in the Third Domnion and were useless. That was the reason why they
had been renmoved fromthe inhabited Lands. But every now and then, sone
woul d accidentally flutter into the inhabited Lands and had to be renoved
before they caused any trouble. Spheri’s parents renenbered having to do
that once, and said that they were the hardest things to catch because they
woul d always slide off the hunter’s faces. Spheri had never actual |y seen one of
these things that his parents told him about, and now that he saw them he
watched themwth wonder. They looked like the sides of all of the Third
Domnion inhabitants, but all split apart. There were sone that |ooked |ike
parts of the ethnocentric Tetrahedrons, some |like sides of the unusual
Dodecahedrons and other inhabitants of the Land of Poly, and even sone that
| ooked like a side of one of the miltiple inhabitants of the Land of Gonbo, and
yet sone that |ooked like the bottom of the unusual (ones of the Land of
Third, but Spoheri saw none that |ooked like a part of him Soheri searched and
searched for one, but there was none to be found.

“Does this nean that | don't have any sides?” Spheri asked hinsel f. “Am
| the only one in the Third Dominion who has no si des?”

Spoheri then rolled to the side of the road, sat down, and started to weep.
Spheri didn't want to be the only one wthout sides.

“Wily are you crying?’ a soft voi ce asked.

Soheri stopped crying and | ooked around, puzzled. There was no one

el se there.
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“Wly are you crying?’ the soft voi ce asked agai n.

“Wo are you? Were are you?” Spheri asked.

“I'mright infront of you, by the road.”

Soheri 1 ooked to the road, but he only saw one of the Second Dominion
exiles that |ooked |ike part of one of the Tetrahedrons floating in front of him

“Were are you?” Spheri asked agai n.

“I tod you, I'mright in front of you by the roadl” the soft voice said,
annoyed.

Spheri | ooked by the road and again saw only the floating thing. Spheri
didn't think they could talk, but thenagan. . .

“Is that you tal king?” Spheri asked the floating thing.

“Yes, it'sne” it said

“Wo are you?” Spheri asked.

“I"'mTriangle,” the thing said. “l conme fromthe Second Donini on.”

“Wly do you just float about?”

“I don't feel like exerting nyself. |’mhere on vacation.”

“Triangl e, you nean, you weren't . . . exiled?

“No. Wiy would you think a thing Iike that?

“Veél I, no one knewthat you were . . . aive.”

“Vé don't talk nuch. V& don't like to talk to strangers here in this |and.
It’s a great spot for us, though. V& don't have to exert ourselves at al to
nove about . ”

“I wsh | could see the Second Dominion. Mybe there’s soneone |ike ne

there.”
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“No, |’ ve never seen anyone |ike you before.”

“Has anyone? No one looks like ne. They all have sides. | don't.”

“So that’s why you were crying . . . what’s your nane?” Triangl e asked.
“Spheri,” he sai d between sobs.

“Wy that’s an unusual nane.”

“I"'mlooking for others like ne Triangle, so | need to find out how nany

sides | have, but it ooks like | have none.”

“You should ask a wse nman, Spheri. | heard sonmeone searching for a
wse one in your Domnion once. | think they were nuttering about the ‘ Qhe of
Geatest’ . . . what was the word-’

“Vol une?”

“Yeah, that’s what it was! ‘The Qhe of Geatest \ol une’ .”

“Whi ch way did he go?” Spheri asked excitedly.

“He went that way, to a place called the Land of Four . . .”

“Thanks Triangl e, you just sol ved ny probl em”

“Gad | coud help, Soheri!”

Sheri rolled down the line through the Irrational Lands, and started in
the direction that Triangl e had pointed him towards the Land of Four.

“Don't forget ne Spheri!” Triangl e yelled as Spheri rol | ed avay.

“I von't!” Soheri yel |l ed back.

Spheri sped al ong, heading towards his answer in the Land of Four.
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Spheri was rolling across the planes of the Irrational Lands towards the
Land of Four, eager to find the Ohe of Geatest Volune. He was happily speed-
ing along, looking at the Second Dominion vacationers floating around him
wondering if any nore would talk to him

“Hal t!” a |l oud voi ce conmanded.

Sheri stopped abruptly, startled. He looked upwards, and there it was!
It was a towering thing wth sides that | ooked like Triangle, wth all equal sides.

“1” ve seen soneone |ike you before, stranger,” Spheri said to him

The stranger |aughed a deep bel | ow ng | augh.

“You coul dn’'t possi bly have!” the stranger said, continuing to laugh. “Vé
never |eave this place!”

“Qur professor taught us about you. You nust be one of the
Tet rahedrons!”

As Sheri said this, the stranger drew back, anazed.

“You know of the Tetrahedrons?’ the stranger said, astounded.

“Yes, and you live in the Land of Four!”

The stranger could not believe this! No one had ever been into the Land
of Four who knew that the Tetrahedrons had |ived there.

“How do you know this, little one?” the stranger asked.

“I learned it in school,” Sheri said, “the Shool of Hgher \ol une.”

“The School of H gher Vol une, did you say?”

“Thet’s it!”

The stranger was anazed at this, but Spheri couldn’t understand why.

Soheri had al ways known about the School of Hgher Volune, and it wasn't any-
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thing special to him

“Gne wth ne, little one,” the stranger said.

Spheri, curious about this newland, gleefully followed. The stranger took
Sheri wllingly into the Land of Four. Spheri |ooked about in anazenent!
Bveryone here was a Tetrahedron, wth no different variations. Their houses
even |ooked like Tetrahedrons. They also noved about in a funny way. The
Tetrahedrons would flip onto one of their sides that |ooked like Triangle, and
then clunsily try to roll about. Spheri thought that their nethod of novi ng was
silly. It took the Tetrahedrons |onger to change their directions to go straight
then it took Spheri to start to wal k backwards. Spheri saw the little children
clunsily trying to nove about |ike their Tetrahedron parents.

The stranger klunked on in silence, not saying a word. Spoheri fol l oned
himslowy, eager to see if the stranger was taking himto the ne of G eatest
Vol une. They kept on noving through the Land of Four for a short tine, and
Soheri noticed that everything appeared to be the sane. Spheri was begi nni ng
to get bored wth this silent uninteresting Land of Four when all of a sudden, he
sawthe tip of a Gant Huse appear in the di stance.

“What’ s that, stranger?’ Spheri asked wth renewed curiosity.

“That’s Gant House, little one. That’'s where He |ives.”

“The he of Qeatest Vol une?”

“No, He lives there.”

Sheri was confused by the stranger’s unusual speech. Spheri thought
that surely the sane | anguage nust be spoken throughout the Third Dom nion.

“Wo is ‘H'?” Spheri asked the stranger.
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“You' |l see He soon enough,” the stranger said, after which he was silent.

Spheri and the Tetrahedron kept walking to dant House. As they
approached, the nassive, towering structure reached towards the heavens. It
was the tallest thing that Spheri had ever seen! “It nust be a tenple,” Spheri
t hought .

“I's that thing a tenpl e, stranger?’

“No, it’s not,” the stranger replied. “He lives there.”

Sheri, puzzled once again by the stranger’s unusual speech deci ded not
to ask any nore questions. Qant House just continued to growand billowlike a
cloud covering the sun as they wal ked. Wen they reached the foundation of
G ant House, Spheri |ooked upwards in ane. It was a nagnificent structure that
| ooked like a Tetrahedron, white and glistening. Its point was so lofty that it
was touching the sun. Spheri felt a sense of awe of the hunongous structure.

“Wat is this thing?

“This is the house of He, little one,” the stranger cryptically replied “H
lives here in Gant House.”

Spheri felt fear of this H, for if H could construct such a great struc-
ture, what would He think of him a little, different, ignorant Spheri? The
stranger knocked wth his vertex on the wall of Geat House, and a giant portal
opened up. The stranger flipped over once again, and started to escort Spheri
inside. Al that was there was a bl anket of darkness, covering whatever existed
inthis Gant House. Sheri strained to see what was in there, lit only dinhy by
the light fromthe door. Al of a sudden there was a grinding sound, and as

Sheri | ooked back to see what it was, everything went dark! The door had
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been shut !

“Sranger?” Spheri asked. “STRANGER??"

The strange Tetrahedron was no | onger there. Spheri trenbled in fear as
he stood in place, not know ng what was going to happen to him Al of a sud-
den, the walls of the Gant House becane illumnated wth a great |ight, blind ng
Sheri. As Spheri got rid of the afterinage, he sawin the center of the rooma
giant Tetrahedron, easily four tines as large as hinself. The Tetrahedron was
flanked by two nuch snaller Tetrahedrons, them being about the size of the
stranger. Al of a sudden, one of the snaller Tetrahedrons yelled out in a
booning voi ce that echoed off of the walls of light.

“Hip over in honage to the great He!”

Soheri all of a sudden renenbered that he could not flip, because he did
not have any sides. Spoheri was confused as what to do, for if he could not flip,
what woul d He think of hin?

“FLIP YQU PALTRY THNGJ " the stranger ordered Spheri.

Soheri did not know what to say, but he managed to col | ect his thoughts
and find his own snal| voice to address He.

“He, | cannot flip,” Spheri neekly said.

“Nonsense,” one of the flanking Tetrahedrons said. “Everyone in the
Third Domnion can flip. You are being disrespectful to the great and ommi -
scient H!' This flinsy thing nust be executed! Guards!!”

“BE SLENT IT'” the great He ordered.

It shrank back in terror, trenbling, as He spoke to him

“I"'msorry, oh great and poverful He,” It saidin a wak voice. “lI did not
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nmean to show di srespect to He, who nakes things prosper.”

“1"LL HAVE YOQU EXEQUTED, MEASLY THNGE IT, | CAN REPLACE YOU WTH
THAT ANYDAY!”

Suddenly the other Tetrahedron started to speak.

“I amalways ready to serve you, great and powerful He,” That said as he
flipped i n homage.

Sheri saw this exchange and could not help but to burst out |aughing!
Soheri had never seen a nore hunorous display! Two creatures bow ng down in
such fear to an equal !

“BE QJET, STUIPID O\E” He dom neeringly ordered.

Spheri, stunned by the loud voice of H, was silent instantaneously. “Ch
no,” Spheri thought. “Nowl’ve really hurt nyself. Not good. | might die at the
hands of H. Wat a silly nane, H!” A this thought, he started |aughing
uncontrol | ably agai n.

“How can he be H!” Spheri said between laughs. “He is he, wth It and
That!”

“STCP LAUH NG YQU FOOL! " He said, wth a rising anger in his voice.

Sheri heard the order of He, but he only ignored it. H was not going to
order himaround. Spheri could only laugh harder.

“His H, It islt, ad That is That! But it is That and he is It, and | am
he! ” Spoheri continued to hunorously | augh.

“STCP LAUHNI” He ordered with the |oudest voice yet, but Spheri
continued to | augh.

He, fuming, tapped It on the shoulder, and It rushed towards Spheri.
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Spheri, laughing too hard to notice, did not nove when It knocked hi m hard
wth a point. Spheri rolled sensel essly about, unconscious as H ordered It and
That to restrain Soheri.

Wen Soheri woke up, he found hinself in front of the great throne of He.
Sheri had straps on top of him not apparently doing anything. Spheri won-
dered why the straps were there, and |ooked up at He, puzzled. He obviously
took it the wong way.

“SO NOW THAT YQU ARE TIED DOM, YQU SEEM TO BE MORE WLLI NG
TO BEG FCR YOR LIFE ”

Soheri effortlessly rolled forvard, the straps just slipping off of him

“I woul d never beg fromyou. Wiy would you hurt ne?” Spheri innocent -
|y asked.

He just started to turn red wth anger.

“I see that you really didn't want to see ne. 1’ve had nuch fun here, but
| need to leave. | was wondering, before | |eave, could you direct ne to the (ne
of Qeatest Vol une?”

Al of a sudden, H broke out intoafit.

“YQU BUMBLING IDIOIS CAN T DO ANYTH NG RI GHT! | TALD YQU TO
RESTRAIN THI'S LITTLE ONE, AND ALL THAT YOU CAN DO IS PLACE THE
RESTRAI NTS ON USELESSLY! CAN T ANYONE DO ANYTHI NG ARCUND HERE?”

Al of asudden alittle Tetrahedron appeared froma little door in the side
of Geat House.

“You cal l ed, oh great and powerful H?" Anyone asked.

“NO NO NO I WAS MERELY USING THE PRONOUN ANYONE, NOTI' THE
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NOUN ANYONE! ”

“Ch, sothat’s it. You want ny son, Pronoun Anyone!”

“JUST LEAVE!”

“Yes, oh great and powerful He.”

As Noun Anyone |eft the room Spheri started |aughing once again.
“They are such a silly people,” Spheri thought. “They can’t even nane them
sel ves correctly! Hw can any of themtal k?” Spheri continued to |augh, and
He just started to sob. It and That | ooked at He, confused.

“Ch great and powerful He,” It addressed He. “0Od | do sonething to hurt
the great and powerful He? D d | evoke the nenory of She?”

A this H just started to weep even nore, letting giant teardrop sobs
down to the floor of Geat Huse. Spheri stopped | aughing, puzzled at howthis
so self-centered Tetrahedron would humliate hinself. Suddenly, He was speak-
ing ina nornal voice.

“Ch little one, how can you be nore powerful than 1?” He asked between

sobs.

“th no, great and powerful He,” That said reassuringly.

“No one is nore powerful than the ommiscient He,” It said backing up
That .

“No, It and That, he is nore powerful than He. This little one can out -
smart the great He, and is not even afraid of ne. | have no control over him

and this little thing nanaged to break ne down to this.”
“I never neant to do that,” Spheri said, trying to confiort the bawing He.

“Wiat ?” That sai d, conf used.
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“I didn't nean That, That, | said that.”

“Qn, okay,” That said, befudd ed.

He | ooked up at Spheri, and began to stop crying.

“You nean, you didn't cone here to hurt ne?” He asked.

“But oh great and powerful He,” It started. “Meisn't even here!”

“But Here is on the border, so he couldn't be M!” That said assuredy.

“But Heis He, and no one else!” It returned.

“ENOUGH BT QUT F HERE!” He yel led at them

It and That rolled as quickly as they coud on their Triangle sides out of
Geat House, closing the door behi nd t hem

“Now that we have sone peace, little one, tell ne the nane of the one
who can overcone even ne.”

“M nane is Spheri. | cane here searching for the he of @ eatest
Vol ure. ”

“Wy nust you search for hin? |, the oldest here, found out that | have
| ess vol une than you.”

“I need to find out hownany sides | have so | can find others |ike ne.”

“That is a good question. You certainly don't ook |ike a Tetrahedron, so
you can't be a Tetrahedron.”

“Se? I'mnot like anyone el se,” Sheri said, starting to sob.

He cane over to Soheri and put a point around him

“Don’t cry, Spheri. There has to be others |ike you.”

“lI haven't seen them”

“l renenber another unusual inhabitant of the Third Dominion that cane
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through here a while ago. He didn't know how nany sides he had either. He
al so searched for the One of Geatest Volune. | renenber talking to him and
he, like you, did not even fear ne. He told ne that he was heading to the Land
of Third to further search for the Qe of H ghest \ol une.”

“Real | y?”

“That’ s what he said. So you knowwhat? G there. Mybe you can find
hi mthere and you can search together!”

“@od ideal But, howdo you get there?’

“Don't worry. Followthe road that goes in the direction of the setting
sun, and you' Il reachit.”

“Thank you.”

“I"ll take you to the road now”

He then wal ked out wth Spheri into the Land of Four. The subjects of He
were constantly flipping in honage as He passed through their land. He took
Spheri to the edge of the Land of Four, in the direction of the setting sun.

“Followthat road, and you wll find the Land of Third.”

“Thank you, He,” Spheri said as he rolled off. “I wll never forget you.”

Sheri turned around after a while to catch a last glinpse of He and the
Land of Four. Spheri and the other Tetrahedrons could only watch in astonish-
nent as He, the great and powerful, flipped in honage to one greater than him
self. Soheri, glad that he found his new friends, rolled off happily, wondering

vhat he would find in the Land of Third.
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Spheri had rolled al ong happily on the road to the Land of Third, wonder -
ing if Triangle ever had travelled in this land. The land here was beautiful, wth
waves of tall linegrass stretching across the horizons, waving in unison wth the
coaxing of the caressing wnd. Every now and then a Rectangl e Tree woul d be
seen on the plane, standing alone in sadness. Spheri longed for there to one
day be many Rectangle Trees so they woul d never be alone, for Spheri coul d
understand how the Rectangle Tree nust feel. Spheri knew what it was like to
be alone. Spoheri kept wal king al ong the road, wondering when he woul d reach
the Land of Third. Spoheri kept |ooking towards the horizon, expecting to see
another building like Geat House that would nark the start of a new Land.
Spheri kept [ooking towards the horizon, so he did not notice the lines of bro-
ken land on the plain. There were ditches appearing now and only when they
reached close to the sides of the road did Sheri notice them “Wat were
these for?” Spheri wondered. Then he had the answer! He nust be in the Land
of Thirdl But it was so barren there. There was only the land and the |inegrass
and the trenches. There were no houses, no people, nothing in sight. Spheri
continued to roll slowy along, |ooking for sone sign of the Gones and Pyramds
of the Land of Third. Nothing was in sight. Suddenly, Spheri heard sonet hi ng
nove behind him He spun around, and in front of himwas a tall object. It was
smooth all the way around, and ended in a point onits top, and it was hol ding a
hol  ow tube. Spheri recogni zed vhat it was; it was a conel

“Hel | o strang—
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“Don't nove, spy, or |I'll shoot!” the stranger said desperately.

Soheri was confused. Wat could this man nean by ‘shoot’? Wat kind
of object could ‘shoot’ ?

“Excuse ne,” Spheri asked, “but what’s that thing that you are holding to
ny chest do? Does it ‘shoot’ ?”

“Don't act dunb, spy, or else you'll feel the cones of ny gun,” the Qne

sad

“Wiat do you nmean?”

“Shut up, spy,” the stranger said. “Youre comng to the Master of
Thrdslar.”

“What ' s your na—=

“I said SHJT WP” the stranger yelled as he pushed his cylinder further
into Sheri’s round chest.

Sheri abruptly decided to conply wth the stranger’s denands, |est he
find out what that nysterious cylinder called a gun does. The stranger escort -
ed himoff of the road, forcing Soheri to roll along at the stranger’s w shes.
The stranger took himpast the ditches on the sides of the road, where Spheri
got a chance to look into them There were other Gones in them all holding
cylinders like the one that the escort had. The |ands becane nore and nore
barren, wth not even the linegrass growng on them Soon, Spheri and the
stranger were on a dirt path, seemingly well travelled by the rolling Gnes, since
it folloned the now famliar swaying side to side pathway. It was easy for
(nes to quickly travel along this road, but it was a challenge for Sheri, since

he had to constantly turn back and forth. Soon, rubble creeped onto the |and.
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It appeared as if there had been houses along this road at one tine, but now
there was nothing left of themexcept for a few of the once thick and strong
lines standing out of the plane.

“Wat happened to those houses?” Spheri asked.

“Don't act like you don't know what you Pyramids did,” the stranger said.
“Be quiet and just keep wal king.”

Sheri, not getting an answer, decided wsely not to keep prodding the
stranger. The stranger appeared to have a very quick tenper, and Spheri was
not about to prod it. They kept walking along, now at a faster pace. Al of a
sudden, in the far anay lands, there was a | oud expl osion, followed by anot her,
and anot her .

“Duck down!” the stranger yelled, pulling Sheri to the ground.

Spheri was frozen in confusion as his face was pressed into the dirt. The
| oud expl osi ons continued, and now obj ects started to fly over their heads.

“What is happeni ng?”

“It’s you Pyramids attacking again,” the stranger said. “lI should have
shot you on the spot when | sawyou! You led themto our |ines!”

“I"'mnot a Pyramd!” Spheri rebutted.

“What ?! "

“I'mnot a Pyramd!!”

Then, as abruptly as the shooting had started, it stopped, and then the
stranger | ooked around. He groaned as he began to get up.

“You can get up now” the stranger said. “It’s safe again.”

Spheri got up off of the ground and cleared his face fromthe dirt.
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“What was it that you were trying to say to ne, spy?”

“l saidthat | wasn't a Pyramd.”

A this, the stranger drew back and took a long hard ook at Sheri. The
stranger was puzzl ed, and | ooked deep in thought as he tried to figure out what
Soheri was. “He couldn't be a Qube,” the stranger thought. “There’ s not
enough sides. Not enough for a Tetrahedron, not enough for a Pyramd, not
even enough for a Gone!”

“Vél|, ny friend,” the stranger said, “you certainly aren't a Pyramid, you
don't have five faces. In fact, you don't seemto have any faces!”

“That’s the point! If I’mnot a Prramd, howcan | be a spy?’

The stranger’s face contorted in another intense round of thought for a
second, and then it up wth an answer.

“You' re a spy because you are hard to see!”

It was the perfect answer.

“But stranger, wouldn't | stand out in a crond?”

“Wl I, yes, but—=

“SO I'mnot a spy!”

“That’s for the Master of Third to discern!” the stranger said harshly and
abruptly.

Sheri decided not to push his luck any farther. Spheri did not want to
be hurt. If those things that flew over their heads were from the cylinders,
Soheri certainly had sonething to worry about. They kept rolling down the
wnding road until they hit awall. It was an extrengly high wall that hid what -

ever was inside it. It was totally black, and had only one opening, on the sides
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of which two ones were standing wth their cylinders. Spheri and the stranger
appr oached t he gate.

“Mrshal | \ertex, sir!” one of the guards yelled.

“A ease, private,” \Vertex said.

“Wat is this thing that you have brought to the lair of the Mster of
Third, sir?

“This thing was caught wandering the lines al ong the edge of the territo-
ry of the Master of Third. | ambringing himto the Mister to find out what he
was doi ng.”

“Grein, sir.”

The private signalled through the gate, and the gates started to creak
open. The Marshall prodded Spheri through the gate, and kept on wal ki ng.
Soheri did conply, since now around him were what seened to be droves of
Qnes al wth their cylinders. They slid or roled along in fine lines, around a
house of black in the center. They would I et nothing through that was not sup-
posed to. As the Mrshall passed, they all stopped and addressed him “He is
very inportant to these people,” Spheri thought. “Could he be like H?" Spheri
kept being forced into the sea of (ones, towards that sane bl ack house.
Sonething very inportant nust be in that house, or el se why woul d they guard
it?

Wen they reached the door, the Marshall had to address one of the
other (ones standing at the door.

“Let ne in to see the Master. | have a natter that requires his judge-

ment .
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“Mrshall, sir, | cannot let youinwth this Bramd,” the officer said.

“This is not a Pyramid, inbecile, can't you see that for yoursel f? W
nust find out what he is before we can deal wth him”

“Yes, sir,” the officer sad

The two guards stepped aside, and the Mrshall |ed Spheri into the room
There was one of the Gones standing up proudly on a pedestal in the center of
the room There was no one else there. He hinself had a giant cylinder, the
bi ggest one that Spheri had seen. Wen Marshall Vertex stepped in and saw
the Gone, \Vertex snapped to his full height.

“Mrshal | \ertex reporting, Mister of Third, sir!”

Sheri silently thought to hinself, “Ch no. Here we go once again.”

“You nay be at ease, \ertex,” the Mister of Third said in a raspy voice.
“Wiat busi ness brings you here today?”

“I"ve caught sonething, sir, along the boundary of our lands, sir. |
thought he was a Pyramnd, sir, but | don't knowwhat he is, sir. | do know that
he is not a Pramd, sir.”

“Prisoner,” the Mister of Third said, “step forward into the light.”

Sheri rolled forwards into the shaft of light that cane down from the
ceiling. The Master of Third seened to be confused by Spheri’s shape, as
Mirshal | Vertex had also been. The Master of Third could not tell what shape
Spheri was.

“What are you, prisoner?’

“l dom't know That’s why |"mhere.”

Mirshal | Vertex prodded Spheri with his cylinder.
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“You nust address the Master in the proper nanner. e sir!”

“Wiy?” Soheri asked qui zzi cal | y.

“Because it iS,” was \ertex’s answer.

“Wy isit likethat? H'sjust like one of youl”

“He is not!” Vertex’'s quickly snapped. “He is the Master of Third!
Quar ds!”

The two guards that guarded the door cane into the room

“Take this thing and throwhiminto the pit!” Vertex ordered.

“Yes, sir,” the officers replied

The two officers grabbed Spheri roughly and nanhandl ed him out the
door into the courtyard of the lair of the Mister of Third. They brought Spoheri
out close to the wall, and shoved himinto a hole in the earth, deep and noi st.
It was the prison for the tall Pyramds that were brought before the Mister for
their sentencing. Spheri dropped to the bottom and stayed there, wondering
what he had done to cause the Mrshall to order this. Back inside the house,
the Mrshall and the Mister were tal ki ng.

“Vertex, why did you throwthat prisoner into the brig?

“He nust |earn respect, sir.”

“Ch, so you think that you were respectful in not even giving ne a
chance to question the prisoner?”

“I"'msorry sir. It won't happen again sir.”

“So woul d you agree that you were di srespectful ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“S | should throwyou into the pit.”
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“Yes, sir.”

“As your wshes. Quards!”

(nhce again, the two sentries cane in.

“Take the Mrrshall and throwhiminto the pit,” the Mister ordered. *“And
bring ne that other prisoner.”

“Yes, sir,” the guards replied dutifully.

The Mrshall was escorted, reluctantly, into the pit. \ertex junped in
hinself, wth nuch dignity. After he was in, the guards saluted him out of
respect, and started to get Spheri out. They brought Spheri back into the
house before the Master, and then |eft.

“Wat are you, little one?’ the Mister asked.

“I don't know Wat’s going on here? Wat is all of these people wth
the | oud noi senakers?”

“Oh them they're ny arny. V& are fighting for the right to rule the
Land of Third.”

“But why are you fighting? Gan't you just settle dow and live in peace
w thout your fight?

“W can't. The scheming Pyramids stole two thirds of our volune. You
see, once, we all had a full volune. But then soneone cane al ong, and took
two thirds of it, naking these ugly points. d course, the Pyramds accuse us
of taking two thirds of their volune, but we know the truth.” The Mister was
now starting to talk louder and louder. “And we shall have revenge! V¢ shal l
extermnate those contriving Pyramds that stole our volunes and get them

back!”

512



“l don't think that they have any of your volune. | think that you are j ust
supposed to be that way.”

“Little one, you do not know what you say. Ve have pictures of ones |ike
us, but tall and proud. Look at what those contriving Pyramids contorted us
intol Look?

“That’s not supposed to be you! Those are people who live in another
Land! You see, there are nany Lands in the Third Domnion, and there are
nany types of people. You are the people who live in the Land of Third. You
have al ways been | ooking like that. Nb one stol e soneone el se’ s vol une.”

“How do you know these things? Wat if you are a spy trying to get us
to lower our defenses so those Pyramids can attack and steal the rest of our
vol une?”

“Db | look I'ike a Pyramd?’

“No. In fact, you don't even look like anything in the pictures that we
found.”

“Rght. | learned about you in the School of Hgher Volune in the Land of
Regular. You are the (ones.”

“How do you know what we cal | oursel ves?”

“I todyou, | learned in the Shool of Hgher \ol une.”

“That nane is witten on sone of our pictures. Do you think that sone-
one brought themto us fromthere? Qould it be that strange one in the |eg-
ends?”

“What | egends?” Spheri asked.

“There was a strange one who passed through here a long tine ago,
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before the Pyramds stole our volune. He was |looking for others like him The
strange one told us that there was only one person who coul d teach hi mwho
he was, the Ohe of Geatest Vol une.”

“He was here?”

“Yes, the strange one passed through here. He said that he would go to
the Land of Gonbo to try to find out where the ne of Geatest Vol une was.”

“I nust go there then.”

“But what if the Pyramids try to attack us?”

“Don't worry, they won't try to steal your volune. They did not try to
takeit inthefirst place.”

“WIl they believe that?

“Try talking to them”

“II' try. But until then, | nust keep arned in defense. | wll no |onger
attack. And tothink, all this tinge, | truly thought that they did steal al of our
vol une.”

“l1 guess we all can be disillusioned.”

“Yes we can. Wat is your nane, little one? | nust renenber it so all of
the future generations of ones and Pyramds can honor the one that brought
under standi ng to our peopl e.”

“M nane is Sheri.”

“Spheri, you shal|l be reneniered by us forever.”

The Master of Third then saluted Spheri, who was taken aback by the
action. Spheri was let go, and the guards safely escorted themas their |eader

to the safe area outside of the Land of Third. Al of the forces sal uted as
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Spheri headed off down the only road fromthe Land of Third, heading to the

Land of Gonbo that might hol d the answer to his quest.

Sheri was once again on the roads of the Third Dominion, travelling to
far off lands which not nany fromthe Land of Regul ar have ever seen. Spheri
was now caught in awe by the nagnificent forests that surrounded him The
planes had been replaced by rolling hills, covered in tall, naestic Rectangl e
Trees. The Rectangle Trees lifted their hands up to the sky, thanking their
gods for their happy, cooperative existence. The light of the round sun shone
through their teardrop | eaves, formng a canopy of light and beauty that \enus
woul d envy. Spheri was nesnerized by the beauty of this place and coul d not
pul hinself anay fromit. H kept rolling down the road, eagerly awaiting the
next new patch of forest that would reveal itself to him whether it be a new
type of fern that grew here or a new song of the Second Domini on vacati oners
filling the air wth nagnificent strains. As he looked at the wonders about him
Soheri could only conjecture about the beauty of the Land of Conbo, for peo-
pl e surrounded by this beauty could only enhance it. Spheri was not ready for
what he saw when he reached the top of the next hill.

Sretched across the | and was a Land of Gonbo. There were no trees, no
ferns, no songs filling the air. Instead there were large box factories, bellowng
out black residue into the pristine air. There were buildings so close to one

another that not even Triangle could fit between them There were buil di ngs
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that were so high that not even Geat House could natch their ceilings. Al the
bui | dings were the sane there, all the sane dark brown, all the sane box archi -
tecture. There was only one building that stood out above all of the others. It
looked like a fattened cone, and it stood on a hill, colored a reflective, bright
red for all to see. There was a black cloud that hung over the land, bl ocking
out the providing sun fromshining its wonderful |ight down upon them It was
an ugly, nonotonous world, and Spheri did not know how the Ohe of G eatest
Vol une coul d be there.

Spheri rolled down into the narrow streets of the Land of Gonbo, sur-
rounded by a sea of putrid air. Wat was even nore funny about this | and was
its inhabitants. They were sone of the nost unusual shapes that Spheri had
ever seen. They had many, nany points, and all of their sides were different. It
seened as if there were many things put together, all acting as one. Wat was
even nore unusual about themwas that the inhabitants of the Land of Conbo
did not even recognize that Spheri was there. My tines he said “Hllo0” to a
passerby on the street, and there was not even a response. Wthout this,
Soheri could not ask questions. The nonotonous architecture of the Land of
Gonbo did not help himeither; the sanmeness becane sickening to him Above
it al, honever, Soheri could still see the red house sticking up like a giant bea-
con to those in the Land of Gonbo. Spheri decided that it nust be a place of
sone i nportance, and if anyone was going to give himsone answers about this
place, it was going to be there.

Spheri did not have a hard tine finding a road that led to the red house,

since all of the roads of the Land of Gonbo did. Qe Spheri approached the
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bui I ding, there seened to be a thing sitting outside on a bench, waiting. Spheri
roleduptoit and said:

“Hello. Is this the Land of Qonbo?’

“Yes, it is,” the stranger replied, in a voice that sounded like tventy dif -
ferent people talking at once. “M nane is Gongruent Twenty. | live in the
Land of Gno. | love the Land of Gnio. | love towork. | will build a perfect
land. | |ove Qongruent Qne.”

Soheri was confused by this nonot onous reply.

“Wat are you doi ng?’

“M/ nane is Gongruent Twenty. | live in the Land of Conbo..

Spheri stopped paying attention as Congruent Twenty finished his
speech.

“..Congruent Cne.”

“Qoviously, | won't get any answers out of you. | guess I'll need to see
this Gongruent he. Were is he?”

“Heis in this great house,” Gongruent Twenty replied. “I |ove Gongruent
ne.”

Sheri then decided to just roll through the door. There did not seemto
be any resistance to his entering; there was no one there to see him  Spheri
found hinself in a lavishly decorated room seemingly out of place wth the
nonotony of the Land of CGonbo. There was a w ndow, however, and Spheri
| ooked out onto the Land froma new perspective. Spheri could see all of the
inhabi tants noving like trained ants fromplace to place. There did not seemto

be anything that |ooked |ike a playground or place for enjoynent. Everything

517



was just a brown box house, sone spew ng out snoke. But why were they
doi ng that ?

Spheri quickly got tired of not having any answers in this strange |and.
Soheri | ooked about the room once again, and he found another door. Spheri
rolled through it, and there in front of himwas a funny |ooking nan. It |ooked
on the bottomlike his old friend Qibi, a box, but on top of it was a point, |ike
one on the Tetrahedrons. He | ooked nuch sinpler than the other inhabitants of
this backward |and, so maybe he mght have sone inportance. He mght be
Congr uent (ne!

“Excuse ne, are you Gongruent Qne?” Spheri qui zzi cal | y asked.

“Yes,” (ongruent Qne replied in a nornal voice, “I am Wy have you
cone to ne? Do you | ove Congruent (nhe?”

“No, but Congruent Twenty does.”

“That’s right! They all love ne! Now, what problem do you need
sol ved?’

“You are not even concerned about what | an?” Spheri anazingly asked.

“You are just one of the new Gongruents, obviously wth nany too nany
Qubes. How nmany are part of your Congruent?”

“Qly one. | amPpheri.”

“Qnh, that’s unusual. Nb one here should be wthout his Gongruent. Don't
you enj oy wor ki ng toget her ?”

“But 1 only work wth nyself. | don't understand what a (ongruent is,
Gongruent (ne.”

“Have you forgotten al | of your ideology child? A Qongruent is a group of
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us who work together to be nore productive and hel p create the perfect world
faster. Al ngruents love Gongruent (he, who nakes their |ives wonderful
and nakes the world ready for a nore perfect society.”

“I did not knowthat. So the people out there that | see are really nany
peopl e?”

“That’s right, child. The Qongruents have hel ped us to nagnificently
reach our goals. V¢ have even been able to start our new production earlier.”

“Product i on?”

“Yes, the making of nore houses and nore goods to create a better
future.”

“So that’s what creates that bl ack snoke, Congruent nhe?”

“Yes! That’s the snmoke fromthe factories that produce all of the goods
that keep us alive!”

“But | don't have any.”

“Sure you do. You know what? You should stop thinking so hard. It’s
tine for you to join a Gongruent and help to create our future. Just |eave your
probl ens to Congruent he. You | ove Congruent Qne.”

“I"'mnot fromthe Land of Conbo.”

“The | and of what ?”

“Land of nibo. That’s what this place is called.”

“Not here. Here it is the ongruent Federation. Have you forgotten
everything that the great Congruent ne has taught you?”

“I don't cone fromhere. |I'mfroma faranay place called the Land of

Regular. |'mhere in search of what | am”
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“You nean, you don't want to create a perfect world for you chil dren?”

“No, | don't.”

“But here, the people rulel Al of the decisions are nade by the peopl e
You know that! Just |eave your problemwth the CGongruent (he, and go and
join a Gongruent of your own.”

“I"mone person, and | want to stay one person,” Spheri pleaded. “I want
to knowwhat only I know | want to think only what | think. | want to find out
who and what | am If | becone one in your Gongruents, |'Il never know what |
am nor will | care. | wll never be a person again. | need to find the Qe of
Geatest Volune to find out what | am”

“The ne of Geatest Vol une?” Congruent (he sai d, awe-stricken.

“Yes.”

“He is the one that was the |eader of that fanatic who cane here and
upset our world not long ago. That strange one that cane here caused sone
of our ongruents to break apart and join himon a ‘quest’ to find freedom
Luckily we were able to stop thembefore they left. W& tried the stranger, and
sent himto the Land of Poly to cause trouble there. V¢ don't need your kind
here. G away!”

“But | don't nean to harmyour people,” Spheri pl eaded.

“Congruent Two!” Congruent (nhe cal | ed.

Agreat big series of boxes, all nelded together, lethargically plodded into
the room Wen Gongruent Two had finally stopped, Congruent Qne started to
give his orders.

“Congruent Two, the peopl e have decided that this new person is a trou-
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ble naker and is looking to destroy the perfect society that we work for. The
peopl e have decided to exile himto the Land of Poly as a punishnent. Take
hi maway in the nane of the people!”

Al that Gongruent Two coul d say was, “I |love Gongruent Qne.”

Wth those words, Spheri was escorted away. (Congruent Two grabbed
Sheri and lifted himoff of the ground and took himroughly to the borders of
the Land of Gonbo. As Spheri rolled off, Gongruent Two stayed in the road to
nake sure that Spheri would not try to return to the Land of Gonbo.

“Wat a strange place,” Spheri wondered to hinself. “The peopl e work
for one man, who says he is the people. They do not know anything for them
selves, and only work for the future, sonething which wll never cone. | can
see why the Qne of Geatest Vol une woul d not be there. Maybe I'l1 have better
luck in the Land of Foly.”

As Spheri rolled anay towards the horizon, there was no flip, there was
no salute. There was only a ongruent blocking his path, apathetic to every-

thing, incdudnglife

Sheri was now rol ling happily al ong down the road to the Land of Poly,
happy that this mght be the last land that he had to travel to. Spoheri was tired
of wandering, and it seens that there had been one person doing this before
him  Spheri was happy that he was not al one anynore. Spheri woul d think

about this strange person that none of the people he had net coul d descri be.
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Miybe he | ooked like Spheri, and if not, Spoheri could not inagi ne what type of
creature the stranger could be! Spheri was sorry for the stranger, though,
since Spheri knew what he nust have been going through so long ago. Spheri
wondered if the world was the sane back then, if this stranger |ooking for the
ne of Geatest Volune could have had the sanme experiences that Spheri was
having today. As Spheri wondered about these |ofty ideas, he cane upon the
Land of Poly.

It was a beautiful land when conpared to the Land of (onbo. There
were snall buildings, there were large buildings, and there were nany different
colors. There were many things noving about, going on their own happy busi -
ness. There was no black cloud over the Land of Poly. Spheri was joyful at
seeing such a bright and prosperous land. “Surely the Qe of Geatest Vol une
nust live here,” Sheri thought. “How else could the land be this prosperous
and beautiful?” Spheri rolled into the Land of Poly. Al of the little houses had
Rectangle Trees and Triangle Howers, and all were colored wth bright cheerful
colors, unlike the drab browns that had been in the Land of Gonbo. Al of the
roads here were covered in a bl ack substance which was hard and nade travel
easier, and all of themwere well kept. And what was even nore anazi ng were
the peopl e.

As Spheri passed the inhabitants of this Land on their roads, all of them
said a greeting to Soheri, which Spheri reciprocated. There were so nany dif -
ferent types of people: people wth ten sides, twenty sides, fifty sides, even
wth sides of different shapes and colors. And what was nore anazi ng was

that all of themgot along so well together! Wat was the secret that nade
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this possible? They weren't angry like the Pyramds and ones of the Land of
Third. Spheri decided that the Qe of Geatest Vol une nust be controlling this
prosperous |and, or have at |east cone through it and given these nagnificent
peopl e sone instruction. Spoheri stopped a person who had twel ve sides and
asked hima questi on.

“Excuse ne, but does the ne of Geatest Vol une |ive here?”

“Véll ny little friend, he doesn't live in this house,” the stranger said.
“But | think I know soneone who can help you. Wdit. Let’s not go any farther
wthout any introductions. Hello. M nane is Dodeci. And what mght your
nane be?”

“Spheri,” Fpheri answered happi |y and eagerly.

“Nce to neet you Spheri,” Dodeci said. “You know what, there is one
person in this town that can help you. You don't look |ike your from around
here. 1’ve never seen anyone |ike you!”

“Nope,” Spheri said. “That’s what |I'mtrying to find out. 1 need to know
what | am”

“Wll, what you are doesn't natter to ne, Spheri. Gone on. 1'mgoing to
take you to the Leader’s House!”

“Wio' s the Leader?”, Spheri asked.

“He’s the person who we sel ect to nake big decisions for us. FEvery cou-
ple of years, we select fromanong us a Leader to help run the country, along
wth nany Deciders who hel p nake rules for us to follow V& all get al ong here,
since we all have a say in what goes on here. Rght now our leader is Hindri, a

wse and old nan who knows the ways of things. [’'Il take you to him and he
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shoul d be able to answer all of your questions.”

Dodeci took Spheri gently down the roads to the center of the town.
Spheri | ooked up in anazenent! There were buildings around himas tall as the
sky, but not like the ones in the Land of Gonbo. Here they were beautiful and
glistening wth all of the colors of the rainbomw And there were so nany of
them and all of themwere different!

“Dodeci, does the Leader live in one of then?’, Spheri asked, anazed at
the beauty of the structures.

A that question, Dodeci started to |augh a deep, friendy |augh.

“No, no, Spheri. H lives in a nornal house, just like the rest of us. W
respect himhighly, but he doesn't have the last say in what goes on. V¢ do.
He still gets to choose like one of us, so he is a nornal citizen even though he
is the Leader. Ve let himlive just like the rest of us. It helps himto realize
what we are going through, and hel ps the Leader to nake w se decisions for
the peopl e.”

Dodeci was right. In the mddie of the city was an area of green wth
sone Rectangle Trees, and a little house. It seened out of place wth the big
buildings all around it, but it was quaint and nornal. There was a pl aque
describing it on the gate to the lawn which read: The first house of the Land of
Poly. It was not surprising then when Dodeci started to explain about what this
was.

“Thisis Hrst Huse. It was the first house ever built onthis land that our
peopl e escaped to long ago. The Leader lives here, in this sinple house, and we

all look to himas the nan who is the people. S nce we change, we can change
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the Leader every few years, along wth the Deciders who hel p nake deci sions
for us also. @ne, you wll now see Huindri. Don't be surprised when you see
him he’'s the only one anong us wth one hundred sides. They say that he got
his sides because he is wse, but he is in fact one of the last people like him
that are known in the Third Domnion. Not nany people in our history have
ever had nore sides then him save one who is still alive. Gne. H wll know
the answer to your question.”

Sheri was led into the house. Dodeci was right in saying that it was sim
ple, for it |ooked exactly like the house that Spheri renenbered fromthe Land
of Regular. There, sitting in a confortable chair, was one of the nost unusual
peopl e that Spheri had ever seen. Hundri had his own specia beauty to Spheri,
the beauty of w sdomand know edge. Hundri seened to be so unique and spe-
cial that Spheri knewwhy he was the Leader by just looking at him Hundri had
an aura of w sdomabout him Then he spoke.

“Hello, Dodeci!”, Hundri said in a boisterous voice. “Wat brings you here
t oday?”

“This little fellow Soheri. He has a question for you.”

“Hello,” Sheri saidtimdy.

“h cone on now Spheri,” Hundri said in a friendly, conforting voice.
“You can tell ne. | won't tell anyone else.”

“I"'mlooking for the Qe of Geatest Volune. | need to find out what |
am Do you know what | an?”

“Wl |, Spheri, | nust say that |’ve never seen anyone exactly like you

before in ny years upon this plane, but the Qe of Geatest Vol ume cones
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close.”

“You' ve seen the ne of Geatest Vol une?” Spheri asked i n amazenent.

“G course | dol VWreodfriends! He taught ne nost of the things that
| know”

“Where is he?

“He lives inasnall cottage right outside of the Land of Poly. Dbodeci wll
show you the road.”

“Thank you so nuch Hundri!” Spheri said enphatically as he left the FHrst
House.

“Aytine!” Hundri yelled in the distance.

Spheri was hurriedly followng his new friend Dodeci towards the borders
of the Land of Poly, eager to find out what he was. Wen he left, he thanked

Dodeci very nuch and rushed over to the cottage that was over the horizon.

'

Sheri was in awe as he saw the cottage of the Ohe of Geatest Vol une.
Ater all of his travels through all of the different lands of the Third Domnion,
here was Soheri’s goal, this little, plain cottage surrounded by the Iinegrass.
Sheri rolled up to the door eagerly and knocked.

“Wo is it? an old voi ce asked.

“M nane is Spheri, and |'’mhere to see the he of Geatest Vol une!”
Spheri said wth excitenent.

Soheri had found his answer. But he was not prepared for what opened
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t he door.

In the open doorway was standing a giant ring. It did not ook |ike any-
thing that Spheri had ever seen. It was like a disk wth a hole in the mdd e
How unusual this thing was!

“Are you the ne of Qeatest Vol une?”

“Yes, yes,” the (he of Geatest Volune said wth happiness. “Cone in
and sit down.”

Sheri rolled inside the cottage as the he of Geatest Volune rolled
back to his seat near the corner.

“You roll like ne!” Sheri said in anazenent.

“Yes | do, and now that you nention it, you are the first person | have
ever seen that rolled like ne. Wat is your nane?”

“I"'mSpheri. Wat’s yours?’

“I"'mcalled Tori. Wiy did you cone here? Qoviously, you have a question
that you cane a long way to find the answer to, since you have that happy | ook
on your face.”

Sheri hesitated for a second, al nost not renenering his question. He
had been so overcone wth joy at finding his goal that his question slipped his
mnd. Soon, he renenbered it.

“I cane here to find out what | am” Spheri said definitively.

Tori looked at Soheri long and hard, and finally sai d:

“You are a Sphere.”

“Wat’ s a Sphere?” Spheri asked.

“A Sphere is a special person. A Sphere is a person who has wander ed
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far fromhis hone to cone to find hinself and find out the ways of the world.
A Shere is understanding and caring, and is usual ly al ways happy.”

“Were did you get the name Sphere?”

“Fomyour nane. You see, | was exactly like you. | was a stranger who
had wandered far. | was the only one like ne where | lived, and | couldn't play
the ganes wth all of the other children there. | wandered off to find out what |
was, and after weeks of travel, | finally figured ot who | truly was: nyself. |
was a Torus, just as ny nane said. There seened to be only one of ne, and |
was special .”

“So you nean there are no others |ike ne?” Spheri asked, al nost fighting
back tears.

“No, no, Spheri. You see, all of us are Sheres. Al of us have the sane
experiences, |loves, wants, joys, sadnesses. Al of us are Sheres, just as all of
us are Toruses.”

“But what about the people in the Land of Four? How cone one of them
rules over others if he is the sane person? Hw about the Land of Third? Wy
are the nes and Pyramds fighting if they' re the sane people? How about
the Land of Gonbo? How cone they all give up their lives to one person if they
all are the sane people wth the sane problens? How about in the Land of
Poly? How cone they all look so different? Hw cone everyone except ne
has si des?”

“Spheri, look at ne. Do | have any sides? No. Yet | amas nuch a
Tetrahedron as you are a Qube! You see, what you see on the outside doesn't

natter. Hw rmany sides you have doesn't matter. |It’'s what we think on the
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inside that nakes us who we are. And on the inside, we are all feeling the sane
things. | knowwhat it’s like to be a Shere. | travelled the sane road. You
probably heard the stories about the strange wanderer, |ooking for the Qe of
Geatest Volune. You know what? | never found him | found out that the
e of Geatest Volune was nyself. On your journey, Spheri, you gained vol -
une that others will probably never have: vyou found out what we all are. And
you gained sone of the nost difficult volune of all: you realized that not
everyone knows who they are. You are the he of Geatest Volune, and you
are also a Sphere, Qibe, Tetrahedron, (ongruent, Gone, Pyramd, Polydron, or
what ever types of people are out there. You found out how to |look for things
that others did not see inthe Irrational Lands, and best of al, you found friends
and hel ped to i nprove people s lives.”

“But is there aland for others |ike ne?’

“Q course. Al of Jeea mihtree is the land of people like you. Al of us
are the sane no natter what we are. Sop looking for a special place for your -
self and see that the place you sought for is right around you all the tine!
Qhers like you are everywhere, even if they cannot see it. There is no place
where you are al one, Soheri, since you wll always be wth a friend.”

Sheri and Tori stayed together for nany years, laughing and tal king their
way through life, since each of themhad found a friend. They visited all of the
Lands of the Third Dominion and nade new friends, increasing the vol une of us
all. They shared their volune wth the vacationers fromthe Second Donmnion,
who hel ped spread the volune throughout all of the Domnions. And in the

Land of Jeeal mihtree, all of the Soheres |ived happily ever after.
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Genesi s 1 n Een

In the begi nning gode created heaven and earth. And the earth was void
and enpty, and darkness was upon the face of the deep. And the spirit of
gode noved over the waters. And gode said: Be light nade. And light was
nade. And gode sawthe light that it was good;, and he divided the light from
the darkness. And he called the light Day, and the darkness Nght. And there
was evening and norning one day. And god said: Let there be a firnanent
nade amdst the waters: and let it divide the waters fromthe waters. And
gode called the firnmanent Heaven. And the evening and norning were the sec-
ond day. Gode also said: Let the waters that are under the heaven, be gath-
ered together into one place, and let the dry land appear. And it was so done,
and gode saw that it was good. And he said: Let the earth bring forth the
green herb, and the fruit tree yielding fruit after its kind And gode sawthat it
was good. And the evening and the norning were the third day. And gode
said: Let there be lights nade in the firnanent of heaven, and let thembe for
signs and for seasons, and for days and years. And it was so done. And gode
nade two great lights; a greater light torule the day; and a lesser light torule
the night. And he set themin the firmanent of heaven to shine upon the
earth. And to rule the day and the night, and to divide the light and the dark-
ness. And gode saw that it was good. And the evening and norning were the
fourth day. Qode also said: Let the waters bring forth the creeping creature
having life, and the fow that nay fly over the earth. And gode created every

living and noving creature, which the waters brought forth, and every w nged
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fow according to its kind. And gode saw that it was good. And he bl essed
them, saying: Increase and mitiply and fill the waters of the sea; and let the
birds be multiplied upon the earth. And the evening and the norning were the
fifth day. And gode said: Let the earth bring forth the living creature in its
kind, cattle and creeping things, and beats of the earth, according to their
kinds. And it was so done. And gode sawthat it was good. And he said: Let
us nake nan to our inmage and likeness; and let him have domnion over the
fishes of the sea, and the fows of the air, and the beasts, and the whol e earth,
and every creeping creature that noveth upon the earth.

And gode created man to his own inage; to the inage of gode he creat -
ed hhm Mle and fenale he created them And gode bl essed them sayi ng:
increase and miltiply, and fill the earth, and subdue it, and rule over the fishes
of the sea, and the fows of the air, and all living creatures that |ive upon the
earth. And gode said: Behold you shall seek every herb bearing seed upon the
earth, and all trees that have in thensel ves seed of their own kind, to be your
neat: And to all beasts of the earth, and to every fow of the air, and to all
that nove upon the earth, and wherein there is life, that you nay yearn to feed
upon. And it was so done. And the lorde gode forned nan of the sline of the
earth, and wonan of the silt of the spring, and breathed into their faces the
breath of life; and together living souls they becane. And the |orde gode had
planted a paradi se of pleasure fromthe beginning: wherein he placed those he
had fornmed. And the lorde gode brought forth one nanner of tree: the one
tree in paradise to beget its owmn seed. And gode took his creations and put

theminto the paradise of pleasure, to rape it, and to destroy it. And he com
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nanded them saying: G one tree of paradise thou shalt eat, and of the one
and only. And in what day soever thou destroy the creatures of the earth, thou
shalt die the death. And the firnanent shall close off the soil of the earth and
the silt of the stream And they were so coomanded. And gode hi nsel f upon
the two bl essed gave gifts: To Adase he gave the Strength to nake hunbl e
the creatures of the earth; To Ae he gave the Msion to see swftly the
attack of the creatures of the earth. But gode saw the weakness of the crea-
tures of the earth, and to give themfight against the Srength and the M sion,
gode created the Hunger. And into the Paradise gode so placed the Hinger.
And to the Hiunger gode said: You shall strike the creations upon the earth.
And you shall nake themwant. And so the Hiunger was rel eased unto the par -
adi se.

And Adeere and Ade ate of the fruit the tree had borne. The creations
of the gode above wandered underneath the firmanent. And all was good. But
the Hunger sought out the creations. And the Hunger unto them descended,
and upon Adame and Ave descended the Hunger so. And Adasre and Ave
the Hunger did not see. Al the creatures of the earth were struck by the
Hinger. And into Eden they did cone. G the fruit of the only tree did Adose
and Ae eat, and the nany creatures upon the tree descended. The tree did
its fruit create under the light called Day, and its fruit did the droves of crea-
tures eat. The tree itself did bend under the burden of the creatures of the
earth, and its branches did touch the ground. Al of the creatures still did eat,
and the Huinger was not yet satisfied. And the Hiunger did crave nore. The

creatures the fruit of the tree did devour, and no nore of the fruit could the
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tree itself create. The Hunger did tire of the snall creatures, and fromthe
creatures did the Huinger exit. But of Adeee and Ae the Hunger did not tire,
and the Hiunger inside of themdid stay. Both Adese and Ae still ate of the
fruit, and the other creatures, wth the Hinger havi ng been subdued so, did so
| eave into the earth under the firnanment.

The tree of Eden fromthe day had been exhausted, and its fruit exhaust -
ed nearly so. But the Nght had not cone, and the Hinger awake was still so.
Adsee and Ae soon of the last fruit did eat, and having so done, both behel d
the last of the fruit of the tree. And Adeee to Ae did say: The last of the
frut | havee Adinny reachit is. But wiich of us shall of it eat? The Hinger
does have us inits grasp. And Ae did say unto Adeee: G the fruit shall |
eat. | shall eat its sustenance, and the Hiunger fromne shall be driven. But
Adaere, havi ng been nade insane by the Hunger, ordered unto Ave: Speaketh
not of the fruit. Qly of it shall | eat. But Ae, the Hinger havi ng conquered
her mind, did grab the fruit fromthe broken bough. And the tree did give the
last of its fruit to the creature called wonan. Adage was not freed fromthe
Hunger, and for the fruit did he grab. Adsee reached to AZe out for the fruit,
but wthit in her grasp Ae, wth the M sion having been so given to, did swftly
wthdraw Adaee, the Srength havi ng been given unto himby gode, so qui ck-
ly grasped the bare arm of AZe, and fromher grasp he did pry the fruit so.
Ade was grasped by the insanity of the Hunger, and she did one of the broken
boughs of the tree so swftly grab. And wth her tool of Eden so tightly in
hand, Ae did attack the Adese bearing fruit. And into his chest did the

bough of Eden so snmoothly plunge. Adase did convul se so, and with his chest
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havi ng been so pierced, Adsee did so die. Wth the body of Adsee having
been to the ground plunged by the hand of the death, Ae did for the fruit so
grasp. The fruit of the tree did she so swftly pluck fromthe hand of the
Adaee, having been so gripped by the death. And into the fruit did she so
bite. de, having uttered the words of power, had decreed the punishnent if
one of those in his inage had eaten of sonething not fromhis tree of paradi se.
Ade, having eaten of the fruit being plucked fromthe Adsee, did so swftly
die the death. And those created in the i nage of gode had so died. And gode
saw all the things that he had nade becone, and they were very good. And
the evening and norni ng were the sixth day.

And gode so watched the creatures of the earth, and the life in the
waters so flourish and prosper, and so see the tree in paradise die the death
fromthe creatures of his inage. And gode forever destroyed the boughs of
Eden. So the heavens and the earth were finished, and all the furniture of
them And on the seventh day gode ended his work which he had nade: and
he rested on the seventh day fromall his work which he had done. And he
bl essed the seventh day, and sanctified it. And wth his work being so fini shed,

gode rest ed.
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Synbol i smof Genesis in Eden

The title Genesis in Een is trying to say how soci ety creates sonething
new in the paradise that the true God has created for us, a Gd who changes
wth every religion. In this short story based around the first two chapters of
Genesis of the bible, the creator is called “gode”. This “gode”, despite its obvi -
ous parallel, is society in general. In the story, “gode” creates a world and al |
the creatures in it, as society today creates a world based around its own val -
ues and traditions. Adsee and Ae represent children in our society, brought
up and indoctrinated wth the values of their own parents. The paradise that
“gode” creates is the utopia of nodern society, and in it “gode” plants the one
tree, again representing the tree of knowedge. This tree, however, is the only
tree fromwhich the children of the world can eat from This is caused by “the
Hunger”, which is the tendency of our society to force feed know edge into our
youngsters and others that are foreign to society, the creatures of the earth.
The tree, however, is open for Adasre and AZe to do anything that they want
wth. The eventual death of both of themis show ng that inside, hunan bei ngs,
no natter how peaceful or kind that they are created or nolded, wll kill to get
sonething that they are dependent on, in this case, know edge. *“The death”
that “gode” has decreed for AZe is the response to our ‘educated society to a
killer; society conmonly decides to destroy the killer in the sane act that the
person had done. Dpes this nake us killers also? And after all of the action of
the day, “gode”, society, “rested’, stayed content wth itself and its creation,
ignorant to the actions of its “children”. And society still sees all that it has
done, and it sees it as being good, and it continues to further attenpt to
change the inherent nature of hunans, but as the story tries to say, it wll ulti-
nately fal.
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REALI TY I N A BOX

And the alarms clanging bells awoke Jimdance at 7:30. Ji mwoke up,
sat upright, and stretched exactly as he had been taught to do so nmany tines
bef ore.

He looked around, a nost frantically until he found it: the day's script.
He picked up the | eaves of paper, relieved, caressing their presence. He | ooked
up at the top.

“Life Sories” it sad in bold underlines. Uderneath it, Jimread to find
his first instructions. “Scene 1-The Day Begins. Setting: a bedroomwth |ight
yellowwalls. There is a bed in the center of the roomupon which Jimis peace-
fully sleeping. There is a closet door leading to the snal|l claoset, which contai ns
the folowng ared shirt, green shirt, blue shirt, plaid shorts, black pants, tan
pants. The alarmclock on the floor beside the bed rings at exactly 7:30 AV
ringing loudly. Jimwakes up and stretches nornal Iy, and then searches around
for the day's script, wiich he finds on the nightstand in the corner. After pre-
tending to read the instructions, Jimthen stands up and nakes the bed.”

Lpon reading this, Jimstood up and nade hi s bed.

“Next, Jimwal ks over to the closet, yawning.”

Jimstarted for the closet door, and upon his way there, he suddenly
yawned, apparently for no reason.

“Acting casually, Jimpicks out the red shirt and plaid shorts and pro-
ceeds to get dressed.”

Jim | ooked up, opened the closet door, and |ooked around for what to
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wear. Not surprisingly, he eventual |y decided on the red shirt and plaid shorts.

“Then, after finishing, Jimnotices that he hasn't taken his shower. He
begins to mitter to hinself.

“Jim | haven't taken ny shower yet. Drats.”

Jiml ooked down, noticing that he was still dry, and said, “I haven't taken
ny shower yet. Drats.”

Back to the script, Jimlooked to find his next instructions.

“Jimwal ks to the bat hroom proceedi ng out the door and down the hall -
way. CGanera 2 follows in front of him Jimenters the bathroomand proceeds
to take a shower wth his clothes still on, not noticing that he hasn't undressed.
Light the Laughter sign.”

Jimwal ked out of his bedroomand to the bathroom just as the script
had described it. He proceeded to take his shower, still dressed. Suddenly,
fromapparent|y nowhere, a roaring sound of |aughter enanated.

“Jimthen descends the stairs down into the famly kitchen. Inside are
Nancy and Little Joe.

“Jim od norning Mm”

Jimsaid, “God norning Mom”

“Nancy: Wiat are you doing up so late? You shoul d ve been up at 7!”

Jims nother Nancy, |ooking anay fromthe sink that she was working at,
exclained a tad sharply, “Wat are you doing up so late? You shoul d ve been
upa 7”

“Jm Sorry. M aarmclock didn't wake up until 7:30.”

Jimsaid pleadingly, “Sorry. M alarmclock didn't wake up until 7:30.”
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“Nancy: VeIl eat your breakfast before it gets too cold.”

Jims nother said reproachingly, “Véll eat your breakfast before it gets
too cold.”

JimIl ooked back down at his script to see what to do next.

“Jimwal ks over to the table and sits down in his chair in front of a bow
of cereal. Jimthen picks up his spoon and proceeds to take a bite. Before the
spoon reaches his face, however, Jimyawns and falls asleep. He falls face for-
vard into his bow of cereal .

“Nancy:  Jim”

Jimthen sat down at the table in front of his cereal. As soon as he start -
ed to eat, he suddenly got very tired. Jimcouldn't keep his eyes open, and he
fell suddenly asleep. Faling slowy forward, his face eventually landed in the
filled cereal bow infront of him

Jims nother then exclained out |oud, “Jim”

h the countertop, the television showed a picture of peopl e watching
reality, the reality wth all of its scripts and caneras. The audience, free from
such binding chains, laughed loudly while watching their entertai nnent. Qe of
the people in the television audience reached to the armmest on his chair,
grabbed his renote control, pointed it at the screen, and turned the silly enter -

tai ning buffoonery of reality off.
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Petals of Magnolia
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PETALS OF MAGNOLI A

The | eaves of nagnolia swayed sensuously in the enbraci ng breezes.
The fresh green grasses caressed the aged trunk, reaching for the succul ent
colors, praising the white clouds above. The bees kissed the nagnolia s beauty,
the sun warned its naked skin.

“Wat is the price to remake a consci ousness?”

The nagnol i a coul d not answer.

“What nust | give?”

Aleaf nunbl ed a soft fluttering.

Hs fingers nervously jittered around, anxious, waiting.

The beauty of the first nmagnolia had drawn another close. Hs feet apa-
thetically flattened the groping hands of the grass, his hands brushing off the
weak bees fromtheir waving paths, his bul k disturbing the curves of the kissing
breeze. The nagnolia had intoxicated his consci ousness, he could only desire
to possess the beauty high above in the white and purple petals of the nmagno-
lia, to pick them to steal them Wth his brutish hand he woul d subdue the
nagnol i a. Approachi ng he heard the soft nurnurings.

“Wat nust be sacrificed to remold a mnd?”

“Isn't the day beautiful? | want to encase it, tocageit, totaeit. It wll
be mne.”

“The mind needs to go before another can be made. 1’ve nade so nany
mstakes. Wiat would a nan give to create a mnd?”

“Wat would a man give to capture beauty?”
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“Hs soul .”

“Hs mind.”

Abird gently warbled a bittersweet thene in the distance. The tune pen-
etrated the world, seducing even the wnds wth its sour strains.

“Beauty cannot be possessed.”

“But | would give all to have control of this one day, this one tree.”

“Love is ruinous. As the drugs of infatuation intoxicate your soul, they
domnate, they control, they destroy. Free yourself now Wat would a nman
give to renake his mnd?’

“Not his love.”

“Exactly his love. Wthout passion, nan is a hunan, capabl e of thought
and of feeling. Lust of anything destroys the soul. Avoid it. Throwit away.
Wiat would a nan give to renol d his soul ?”

“To hold one flower forever, inside of a glass to see during the gl oomand
the joy. Just one flower for tine inmortal. Wat is the cost?

“Your mind. Invading your own spirit it wll nanipulate you and destroy
you, crush your consciousness. Al that is clear wll beconme nmurky as the
clouds above in the sky. There is no cure. Wat would a nan give to renake
hi s consci ousness?”

“One flower of the nagnolia.”

“Bvery mistake | have done, every lost day, lost hour, it all conpounds.
Do you know panic? Do you know fear? |If you know true love, you do. Al of
the lost tine...what would a nan do to recreate his consci ousness?’

“What harmw || one flower do? e petal ?”
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“You don't know what it wll do. It starts there. Soon you'll want the
whole world inside of a glass, sealed, sterile. Youll want beauty every day of
your existence, you'll need it, crave it. Don't start. Qe it has invaded, it wll
never escape. Wat wll a man do to renake his consci ousness?”

“Oe petal will not nake a difference. (ne petal can al ways be di scard-

“But howlarge a petal. Wiat would a nan give to rework his mnd?”

An insect buzzed around the tree, perching on it for a second, lifting up,
setting down. Innocent. Free.

“Don"t you understand? You nustn't start! You nustn't eradicate your
mnd. You nustn't be forced to rework your soul .”

“Qe petal. Oy one petal .”

“There’s no way to fix it! Your life wll be subservient to lovel You wll
give your deference to a flower! Aflower!”

“Oe petal wll not nake a difference. Beauty is the joy of life, its
vibrance. It surrounds both ne and you, and yet you want to escape it? You
cannot escape. You are a serf bound to the petals of nagnolia, just |ike ne.
Qre sight, one scent, and it nust be yours, one petal. Qe petal.”

“Qe petal is what | took. It only takes one petal to destroy a soul.
Wiat is the cost of reworking a soul ?”

“Que petal .”

Acloud indifferently passed over the face of the sun, its gentle frills cast -
ing snall waves of shadow onto the shore of green. For an instant the sun was

hi dden, but once agai n shone, bel ching its nessage towards the Geation.
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A fly landed on the man’s hand, a hand caressed by the |oving grass.
Quickly the man shook it off, driving it anay fromhis msery. Gntly it |anded
on the nagnol i a.

“Voul d you gi ve ne your petal ?”

“No one can have minel You can't escape the intoxication. Al of the
wongs, al of the hates, al of the jealousy, al of the envies are gnats wen
conpared to its power. Kngs are subject to it, weak nen are prone to it.
Rches are vassals to it, paupers are sacrifices toit. To one leaf. Wat is the
mnd for reworking the cost?’

“Wiat | could do wth one petal. Wth it, Nature’s blessings would be
mne. | could travel beyond these confines. | could do anything in the graces
of the magnolia. |Its beauty could entice ne, enbrace ne, envelop ne. Wth
beauty, | could never be sad, never feel pain. Nowhere would be barred from
ny path. Al wth one petal .”

“I took one wth the same convictions as you. And here | amnow Qe
you have the petal, all you wll want is a whole flower. Then a branch, then the
tree. This nagnolia has a strong root. You can't nove it. And then you' Il see
all of the wasted hours worshipping one petal. Al of the forgetful ness because
of one floner. Al of the |ost hopes because of one tree. And then you won't
change. You can't free your soul fromthe corruption of love. And you |l be
here. Trying to change your soul. But you can't. The price is too dear. Al
because of one petal.”

“Wat price is so dear for | ove?

And the sky was the bluest that had ever been, a blue lighter than the
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soner reflection of the sea, a blue darker than the innocence of a newborn's
eyes. The white snoky clouds lazily anbled across their backdrop, the sun
lighting their way.

“Your mind.”

“For one petal ?”

The beetles gently craw ed al ong the ground, the thunpings of their feet
barely waking the sleeping earth, the brushing of their shells hardy disturbing
the caring grasses.

Aleaf fluttered suddenly. The bees still flew the clouds still passed. The
sun still showered | ove upon the basking earth. The nagnolia still bl ooned.

Al as the grasses indifferently drank their fill of his bl ood.

And the man reached up and pl ucked a petal of magnoli a.
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And So On
and So On
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AND SO ON AND SO ON

| was jarred awake by the percussion of a nail gun. M father was bent
over sonething and driving it into the floor. Wth each shot | was nade awake
even nore. He was growing so loud | could hear himeven over the racket of
the caps. It was hardly even day, not tine for ne to wake, and here he was
giving ne ny wake up call too soon.

He soon finished. He kicked whatever it was he was hiding, naking sure
that it was firnhy in place. Rushing aside angrily, he revealed a silver box on a
pedestal. He turned towards nme, flayed his arns out dranmatically in a
grotesque pride, and screaned in a voice as gruff as ny grandfather’s ol d stub-
He

“This is the fate of a godl ess nan!”

And then he stanpeded out wth the grace of a teak bureau falling. The
door to ny room slamed shut. The deadbolt being once again |ocked from
the outside made a click as loud as the explosions before in ny mind. But |
wasn't fully anwake yet so | really didn't care. It was nuch too early in the
norning so | fell back asl eep.

The alarm clock buzzed at its usual tine. | slowy got out of ny bed,
went to the closet. That day, | wondered what | was going to nake ny state-
nent wth. Should | go for the waking up notif or the yuppie prep nentality. |
eventual ly pulled out a pair of shorts and a button down shirt, forgoing the tie
in favor of a set of black socks. It was nuch too cold out to wear a tie.

Besi des, the school was always warminside no rmatter what season it was.
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Then | slipped on ny shoes and started to prepare ny books for the new day.

| renenbered that | didn't need ny history book today-we were having
alecture. In gathering ny books, | took special care to |eave that |arge one at
hone. DO dn't have to carry it around or anything today. | |ooked around to find
ny pen and pencil. They had been on ny working desk. | went over to where
ny working desk used to be, but it wasn't there anynore. Inits place was this
silver box on an iron pedestal. onfused | wal ked over to the bureau and pul | ed
out the drawer of spare pens, and got one which | threwinto ny bag. | slung
the bag over ny shoul der and grabbed a brush that had been laying on the
floor. | looked around to find a mirror, but it had been in ny working desk
which was no longer here. For lack of a better inprovisation, | stared into the
silvered surface of this new adornnent in ny roomwhile fixing ny hair.

| put the hairbrush back on the floor and decided to start off for the day.
| wal ked over to the door, but upon turning the knob, | realized that the door
wouldn't open. In an obvious nanifestation of nasculine rage | banged at the
door whi ch mght have gotten stuck wth all of the cold weather that we’ d been
having the past fewdays. The door just howed in pain. It didn't open. Then I
renenbered that father had deadbolted it again. Vénderful. | would have to
use the wndows again. Sonetines father did manage to confuse ne. It was
this little gane that we seened to al ways be playing, seeing who could be the
nost confused. Wsually | won, which always nmade ne proud. This tine,
though, | knew what to do. | didn't like using the wndows, however. BEvery
tine | junped out | always nanaged to knock sone part of ny right leg on the

pear tree. That always hurt for a few hours afterwards. Last tine | junped, |
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voned that | would cut it off. Wthout a right leg, | wouldn't have to worry
about getting it caught on the tree anynore. | wsh | had done that earlier,
though. 1'd have to cut off ny legnowin ny room | didvt feel |ike naking a
ness, though, so|'d have to do it carefully.

| didi't feel like having a restricted range of notion for the day, so |
decided that | could | eave ny books at hone. | left themon the fl oor and went
over to ny nightstand and took out ny pocketknife. An old brown Swnss Arny
knife, bent from sone accident or another. Actually, it wasn't mne, but ny
grandfather’s. The dull long bl ade had been rusty at one tine, but | ground all
of it off sonowit was just a shade of grine. | took out the | ong bl ade and pro-
ceeded to slice off ny right leg. It was easy to get through the skin and nus-
cle (it was actually quite juicy, like a nice New York sirloin), but cutting the
bone was a harder process. It took a few mnutes of chopping to break the
bone. Wen the bone finally broke, ny severed leg plopped to the floor. |
picked it up and hopped over to the corner. | stood it up there, naking sure
that it wouldn't get hurt so | could put it back on when | came hone from
school. | then tied the hole for ny right leg in ny shorts together so | woul dn't
be going around hitting ny bone on anything. MNow | wouldn't cut ny leg on
the tree, and | coul d get goi ng.

Unfortunately for ne, when | hopped over, the w ndows weren't there
anynore. For the first tine, | noticed that the roomwas an eerie grey, and it
was past sunrise now | wasn't too pleased wth the prospect of |osing ny wn-
dows; | had done all of that work for nothing. So, being a logical person, | pro-

ceeded to search for them | renenbered being in the closet already today, so
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they couldn't have been in the closet. | got down on all three of ny linbs and
| ooked underneath the bed, since sonetines wndows fall off inthe night if you
knock themthe wong way. But they weren't there. MNow | renenbered where
they were. | had put themin the center drawer of ny working desk for safe-
keeping, right next to ny pens and pencils. | didn't want themfreezing shut
again during the night. | always hated it when that happened to them It would
be hard for ne to put themback up now since | couldn’'t find ny working desk.
And | knew that the wndows were definitely not in that box that ny father had
bol ted to the floor.

Ayway, it was dark inthe room so | decided to turn on the lights. Wen
| flipped the light swtch, nothing happened. Aha! | thought. This tine ny
father had cut off the electricity as well. H was getting better and better.
Not having anything better to do, | went back to sit on ny bed. Just as soon
as | got there, | noticed anitchinny rignt foot. | hopped over to ny leg, took
the shoe off, and scratched ny foot. Now that the itch was gone, | coul d
resune ny inportant business.

And what was that business? W, | had to get to school on that day,
one way or another. | couldn't possibly miss the history lecture. | did mss one
lecture once, and | actually understood the lectures for the rest of the week.
That wasn’'t supposed to happen. The nore that | understood, the worse |
woul d do on the examnations. | had to nake sure that | would be in the lecture
to be thoroughly confused. But now how could | get out of ny room There
was no exits of inportance, but perhaps | could slide nyself under the door. |

could doit apiece at atine and put nysel f back together on the other side.
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| hopped over and grabbed ny leg and tried to shove it under the door.
Whfortunately ny leg was too big | would have to cut it into little slices. A
the thought of that, ny right big toe twtched. Even ny foot knew that it
woul dn't be as confortable as junping out the wndow But | decided to think
this over. The only problemwas that | would have to | eave a hand behind. To
get ny head through the door, I'd have to slice it too. And to slice it | would
need ny hand to hold the knife. And I'mright handed, so |I'd have to | eave ny
rignt hand intact to slice. But when | got onto the other side, I woul d need ny
right hand to glue ne back together, since I can't do anything wth ny left
hand. | might be able to do it, but it would be very frustrating anyway to go
through an entire day wthout ny right hand. So | scrapped that idea and con-
tinued thinki ng.

It looked |ike that would be the only way out, and since that wasn't goi ng
to work there was no way out. And screaming woul dn't help ny position any;
father would just stand there and laugh and nake snall talk wth the door.
Actually, maybe that was a way. Perhaps | coul d persuade the door to let ne
out, or at least talk ny father into letting ne out.

| sat there for what seened |ike days talking to the door. | toldit ny sit-
uation, but it didnt care. It sadthat it was just adoor. It couldn't disobey its
naster. | tried to convince it that ny father would be pleased if it let ne out.
But the door was persistent. It saidthat if it let ne out, it mght get puni shed
again. It nmight have to go back to being the front door. And | couldn't ask it
to do that. To have to be out there in this cold weather, that was just cruel

and unusual punishnent. M father wouldn't even | et a door do that.
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Inthe end | just had wasted that hour and a half. The door was no cl oser
to opening, and | had just nade ny throat dry and ny stonach grow. | nade
one |last attenpt, but again the door refused to budge. So | told the bureau to
try and talk the door into opening. It said that it would do the best it could,
but not to hope for any breakthrough. | couldn't believe the stubbornness of
doors these days. After everything | had done for that door, it wouldn't do a
single thing for ne. 1'd have to nake sure that | got a newdoor if | ever got
out of there. Qe wthout one of those conpl exes.

By this tine | was hungry, since | hadn't eaten breakfast yet. But | didn't
have anything to eat, so | decided to go back to sleep. | took ny left shoe and
sock off. M right legdidn't really care at this point. | checked on ny | eg one
nore tine, naking sure that it wasn't going to topple over (the pain of that
woul d probably wake ne up), and | went over to ny bed and |ay down, shutting
ny eyes. | just revelled in the silence for a while. Nothing was naki ng sound,
except for ny breathing. It was one of those quiet tines when you can even
hear you own heart beat resounding in the room That hadn’t happened to ne
insuch along vhile.

About an hour passed. M mind passed into a state of dornancy, forget-
ting that 1 was hungry, but ny body was constantly awake. Tossing and turn-
ing. | just coudnt get ny rigt leg coniortable. | figured that if | got up and
put it inthe other corner it would be a lot nore confiortable, right next to the
heater. But that was too nuch like work, and | just wanted to fall asleep. S0
ny body just kept thrashing. Just about when | finally found that spot where

everything is just so confortable and finally the body rel axes, the silence was
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suddenl y br oken.

There was a low rustling sound in ny room

| stopped turning about. The rustling continued. | knew it couldn't be
ne. And it couldnt be ny leg, since | could see it wasn't noving. But the
rustling continued. It sounded |ike soneone on a snal | sofa, crunching around,
trying to get confiortable wthout falling off. Then, after alittle bit, it stopped.
S | closed ny mind again and tried to fall asleep. But the noise cane back. |
just waited. Mybe it would go anay again. And it did. Nothing inportant hap-
pened.

Fnally, ny body found that confortable position when ny left foot had
finally gone over ny head and gripped the wall wth ny toes. M mnd once
again slipped into the darkness, forgetting ny hunger, but it didn't get far when
| heard a noaning. The noaning echoed in the silence of ny room It wasn't
ne. | knewit wasn't ny leg. | whispered over to ny nightstand and asked it if
the door had groaned again. M nightstand didn’t know what that noani ng was
either. Then | heard the nwan again. | sat up briskly, looking for another per-
son that obviously had to be in ny room But there was no one there. 1 just
sat up agai nst the headboard, determined to try and find it when it happened
again. And then there cane anot her noan.

It cane fromthe foot of ny bed Rght where ny father had put that
thing.

| got out of the bed and hobbl ed over to that thing. | looked at it. The
box was very elaborate. The surface was hard to see in the dark, but wth the

soft glow that always acconpanies darkness | could discern the surface. It
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| ooked like a netal baas relief. The silver stuck out of the sides of the contain-
er. It was all one long scene that wapped around the box. It was a line of peo-
pl e, sone wearing togas, sone wearing ski jackets, sone wearing nothing at all,
narching. O top of themwas a |arge box that |ooked like a coffin. It nust be
a funeral procession. The top was just as conplicated as the sides. There was
alargerelief of aburning pine tree onit, wthanaple leaf hiding the fire. Qily
the snoke could be seen. And this apparently heavy netal top was |atched
tightly to the box. The bottomside of the box was welded to an iron stand
that rose the box to about chest height off of the floor.

The noaning cane again. It seened like it was coming frominside of the
box. Qurious, | asked the door what it thought was in the box. It said that it
had no idea. Just leave it to doors. They have no inagination. | figured that
the only way to find out would be to open the box. The latch was very tight,
but | was able to undo it. Wen | did, there was the sound of a seal breaking,
just as if | was opening a jar of ny grandnother’s ol d preservatives. A reeking
odor enmanated fromthis box. It snelled alnost like an air freshener. | slowy
opened the lid toits full extension.

Stting inside was the shrivelled body of ny uncle who had died just a
week ago, narinated in a light citrus sauce that snelled delicious. | thought it
was rather fitting—y uncle |loved oranges. The dried body of ny uncle was
culed up, anost inafetal position. | just stared at him He | ooked so differ -
ent. Perhaps | should have cried at the funeral. But the past was the past, so |
| at ched the box and went back to sl eep.

| got back in the bed when | heard a nuffled scream That was probabl y
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fromny uncle. | know how he nust feel, cranped in that snall box. So | decid-
ed to nake himfeel confortable. | took one of the pillows fromny bed and
opened the box. ©M uncle' s dehydrated body had shifted since | sawit last. |
figured it just nust be the convection currents fromthe citrus sauce, so | let it
slide for now | took the pillow and stuffed it underneath its head. | figured
that it nust be a lot nore confortabl e now and woul d be quiet, so | went back
over to return to ny nap. M dead uncle cooperated this tine and didn't nake
any noise. | fell intoadeepsleep. | dreaned of a great feast.

| awoke to the wet sline of citrus sauce all over ny face. A least |
wasn't hungry anynore. | tried to yawn, but | noticed sonethi ng hangi ng out
of ny nouth. It was ny dead uncle’s foot. The top to the box was open, and
beside ne on the floor was a pile of small bones.

| bel ched and reached down and, for lack of anything better, used his |eg
bone as a toothpick since | didn't have a toothbrush wth ne. But | was still
thirsty. So | went over to the box and slurped up as nuch of the citrus juice as
| could, just as a parched dog would vigorously lap the water fromhis bow. |
was satisfied. Nowl was ready for a good day of work.

M father cane back, dressed in his bathrobe. He unbolted the door and
turned on the electricity to ny room He opened the door, turned on the
lights. He looked down at the bones on the floor, and then | ooked at ny face,
still covered inthe putridjuices. He put his hand on ny back.

“God work, son.”

He helped ne put ny leg back on, and then we went off to school, and I

didn't even miss ny history lecture. | cane hone that day thoroughly confused

565



and extrenel y happy.
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The air was cold in Forest dty. The wnd was gnaw ng through all of our
thin coats; no one had expected it to be that cold that day. And | just sat
there staring at the box. It wasn't very ornate, very plain. FHbergass. Gey.
Just like the sky. Nbo different. And there was sadness and death all around
ne. Enveloping ne and wel comng ne. Death always wel cones the living into
its reach.

Amnd the cries and the tears, the flowers thrown onto it and the head-
stones around it, they lowered himinto the ground. Encased in a nass pro-
duced fiberglass box. And | renenbered it well and still do.

| have pictures, yes, | have pictures. Lots of pictures. Hctures sone-
tines in ny hand, sonetines in the chests of nenory. C ne and grandpa
when we were young, hunting in the wooded backl ands of Pennsyl vani a.
Wnchester in hand, firing the old twenty-twos, wists aching after a full day
fromthe recoil, thunibs calloused fromloading cartridge after cartridge in the
side year after year, watching the enpty shells fall on the warming covering of
dried leaves. O souls just as enpty as the used bullets after killing an ani nal
for the sake of the sport, but later glad wen at grandn@ s kitchen it becane a
wonderful stew the funes intoxicating the taste buds. A long tine ago, it
wasn't just sport. It was a gift for the whole famly. Long before | was there,
Mner’'s MIls was a suburb. And behind the house, there was not those mles
upon mles of nore and nore houses and paved roads, but expanses of trees

and beds of dried |eaves. Back when deer would neander into the backyard,
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nibbling at the snall garden so lovingly tended by those ol d cal |l oused hands,
grinding the white chalky fertilizer into the soil to nake sone snal | seeds that
can even roll through the snall skin folds of hands and get stuck in the sweat
too small even to be poppyseeds in grandna’s world famous nut rolls (or at
least for a block) and dirtied fingers pushing themgently into the ground to fall
asl eep again and perhaps wake if so lucky and be picked caringly by those ol d
hands, al though then they weren't that old. And those young hands coul d hunt
right behind the house when the stairs didn't groan fromtheir decades of bur -
den. R ght behind the house was a better source of food then the narket that
nonopol i zed the downtown. And the rails didn't go by there yet to scare all of
themaway. But there’s no woods there nomw Qnly nore bl ocks of houses, and
the rotting frane of the old steel mll that never quite nade it and the rusting
rails that led toit. None of those trees are left. Qly snall lots of cultured
green. iy pictures, and nenories. O tines out there wth the Wnchester.

| have lots of nenories, yes, | have lots of pictures. The o d school pic-
tures of wen in first grade they still had you holding a chair in that nice but -
ton-down shirt, little bow tie and vest that daddy nade ne wear, being the
polite little angel. | sat there in front of a paper counterfeit of a tacky powder
bl ue sky wth cottonbal | clouds and smled like a drunken mne. And later on |
took themhone in a nice white paper envelope. | couldn’t open them that was
a sacrilege that required a beating on the backside. And ny father would be
the one to open them (when he cane hone after doing what fathers do) and
just adore themuntil they turned white in the darkness of his wallet. And then

he would try to nake ne laugh. Sonetines he was funny, but nost tines |
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hunored himas he hunored ne until the sun woul d set over the horizon, over
the ganes of airplane and a father swnging a little three-year-old until dizzi -
ness and that little three-year-old flat world wouldn't be still anynore. And |
laughed. And | loved him | hunored hi mbecause | |1oved him There’s nothing
else to love when you're fivee. ily your parents. Not her...she wasn't there
until ages later. But at that tine, not her. She wasn't in those pictures. She
wasn't in those three-year-ol d dreans.

| still have lots of nenories. @ grandpa and sitting in the forest, the
Wnchester, safety on, sitting across ny lap, eating cold cut sandw ches and
drinking soup that grandma had nmade for us, the sun shining down through the
| eafy tree-tops, the wnd gracing our smles. And we talked, we tal ked about
the things that interested a young lad, about the future, about her. And we
tal ked about what we woul d shoot next, what we would be getting in our stew
And how the snell would run out of the kitchen and about the house. And
about how we hope the gane warden woul dn’t catch us hunting w thout our
licenses again. Howwe tal ked under those trees in that wooded back-pl ai n.

And when we got back to grandna, she was always eager to nake our
dinner. After we skinned and cleaned what we had caught, there was the big
kettle ready, the neat broth already nade. She knew we woul d al ways have
sonething. Not necessarily fromne, the young lad | was who couldn’t aim but
fromgrandpa. Al of the years that he had spent behind the gun spoke; he
was an artist at work. Nb, not an artist...nore of a naster. A naster crafts-
man. And | was his apprentice. Al for a stew And grandma was the naster

craftsnan for the stew She was the cook, we were the butchers bringi ng
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hone the neat. |If grandpa was an artist, grandma was a kind of god. FEvery
grandma has their own special recipe for everything. Perhaps it’s just their
touch. BEverything that a grandnother nakes nust by definition taste better.
She would sit at the table, the chairs not yet groaning fromthe trials of the
decades, sawng the raw neat into snmall chunks ready to be cooked to tender -
ness. And the extras, all of those extras that today peopl e woul dn’t even think
to touch, they all went in that large kettle of boiling water until after hours of
churning out cane that golden broth that tasted so good. But those tines
were nany and every tine just as powerful, snelling the aroma of the freshly
cooked aninals, tasting the delicious venison which we had brought, fresher
than anything in the stores. Nothing could conpare. V¢ had such tines,
grandma, grandpa, and ne. | have |ots of nenories.

But, it’s funny. Menories seemto be always there, but not there at the
sane tine. Renenbering themis kind of like watching noodles boil in a pot.
They kind of just circle around and around, aging like a fine wne, softening,
sonetines even losing sone of their sting. And then, wthout even the slight -
est hello, the pot boils over vioently and all of themcone to the surface. It’s
not easy to stop the boiling pot wthout taking it anay fromthe heat. And it’s
even harder to clean up the spill. Mnories have that funny sort of quality

about them Soon, it would happen again. This tinge, ny pot expl oded.
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It was late, the stars out, the next late-night novie on the networks.
There was a light rain that hardly pattered on the roofbeans. Hilf-asleep, |
vaguel y watched the pictures gently nasquerading across the fl uorescent
screen. \Vditing. For nothing. As the colors blurred, ny eyelids heavily fell
down, and | drifted into a sea of inky night. Not asleep, mind you, but nore of
arest. Ashort nap. M parents had been off to a gathering that night, sone-
where fairly distant. The phones had been silent, their ringers di sconnected for
ny parent’s privacy, as well as their brilliant idea to let ne rest confiortably
wthout the need to worry. Al had been set perfectly in Neverland. No wor -
ries. Nocare. Just alate night novie

The answering nachine suddenly blared to life wth a squawki ng voi ce
bei ng gently recorded. The voi ced seened stressed, tenuous, al nost terrified.
| recalled this only in passing, for | was still in the bl ackness, unaware of what
this intruder into ny persona relaxation coud have to say. Ignoring it, | tried
torest. | heard the final beep of the nachine, going back into its hibernation
before recording the next victim And all was not well. Slence has a strange
way of creeping into your mind, darkness has the uncanny ability to nake you
think. And since | was nowin both, thoughts raced through ny snmal |l m nd.

It was that voice. The terror init, the sadness, the shock. | couldnt help
but wonder what it had to say. | didn't get the words down; in ny slunber it
sounded |ike a nessage would cone through a Quija board, slow and bl urred.
But 1 could hear that strange feeling in the voice. But the night was so inviting.
| wanted to rest nore than ever, to get rid of the specter of that |anenter

speaking to atape. | sat back inthe reclining chair, pillow behind ny head, fan

573



on to counter the humdity of the outside air, confiortable as ever | had been.
But | was not. | tossed and fidgeted to a nore confortabl e position, which very
soon led to cringing into another, neandering into another. And wth ever toss
and turn sone kind of id kept ne wde anake. That sublimnal know edge that
sonet hi ng, sonewhere, is not at peace. It was that voice. | slowy opened ny
| eaded eyelids, knowng that until | found out what it had said | would not fall
asl eep.

| groggily rose fromny confiortable recline into the cotton rug, the fibers
tickling ny feet. But | did not laugh. There was sonething in the atnosphere
that kept ne fromlaughing. Sonething not right. | wal ked down the dark hall -
way, all the tine in the back of ny mnd one of those recurring nightnares of
ny younger days playing over and over setting off the warning bells, a giant
drill bit comng after ne, turning and whining, the end was so sharp, and it
pushed ne back to the end, the lights going out and out, the noise rising, and
as | throwny hands back over ny face it all starts all over again and there | am
at the end of the hallway wth a whine froma drill bit back in the distance, run-
ning down it again. The answering nachine was in a roomat the end of the
hal Iway, and the drill bit doesn't recur right now at least it hadn't yet. | turned
stealthily into the room being sure to have a path well lighted so | coul d nake
sure there was no one there in the dark. And there it was. The blinking Iight on
the nachine, waiting for soneone to beckon it tolife. That red light isits nat -
ing cal, its cry for attention. The nachine was |onely now hol ding sonet hi ng
that | didn't want to hear.

Anost trenbling, | pressed that button. That voi ce was hi deous even in
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the rew nding, hearing the nessage backwards at hi gh speeds. Annoyi ng, espe-
cially to someone who wants to sleep. And then it started, in that shaking
voice. A nman's voice wth just enough enotion to nake flowers wlt. In a
tenmpo which was chilling enough to nake tine abruptly stop in its anblings and
pay condol ences. And the nmachi ne delivered its nessage.

“Mrk...this is your brother. Dad's dead. |If you can, please give ne a
adl.”

And then the dial tone. The red light went out, its mission conpl et ed.

G all nessages to be delivered by that nmachi ne, there have been nany:
the nechanic calling to say the car’s fixed, the instrunent teacher calling to
reschedu e a lesson, an old friend calling to say hi, arelative caling to wsh a
happy birthday, a parent calling to give holiday blessings. But this nessage
was one that never should have been given by it. Things like that aren't to be
told to a machine—they carry rmuch nore inportance. Mre enotion, nore
gravity. Notices like those nust be given in person;, a nachine is not consal -
ing, no matter how hypnotizing the red light is. The red light now was only
steady. No nore blinking. The nessenger had given his nessage, and now
nust conmt ritual suicide.

Ad so | chided nyself in that half-asleep state for not hearing the
phone. For leaving it off. W woul d have ever guessed that sonethi ng woul d
happen to grandpa? That nan who was so strong, so stoic behind that
Wnchester, so hunorous when picking the tonatoes he had planted, so full of
strength after eating his stew? And everything, all of those nenories, al of

those pictures, erupted. They were precious now | hoarded them goi ng over
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every nenory | had inside of ne to not forget, deciding to wite them down
and keep themwth the pictures. | would create a portrait of this strong nan, |
would create himimmortal. But right then | could not. Gandpa was dead.

Ad inthe dark | cried

A one.

nfiorted only by the steady red light of the nachine, staring, chiding.

And | wasn't wel coned into the inky night any |onger, for ny eyes were
too wet to close.

M parents didn't cone hone that night. They left ne in the dark, al one,
crying. How could they have known? But where were they? | knew that |
wasn't going to let ny father find out his father was dead fromthat nachine.
So i nhunan, wthout soneone there to confort him | was old enough to
understand death; it was so real and so grave. For the first tine | understood
how cal | ous death is to nen, and howit can't be endured wthout that confort -
ing spirit. | was going to give that to ny father. | would call himto ease the
bl ow

Bt wait. | was going to nore out of fear, out of panic. | had no one
around ne. | could now hear all of the noises of the house which nen never
hear: the refrigerator was gently creaking away, every tine | stepped on a
board it would squeal in pain, the hiss of the draughts, the fans were choppi ng
up the still air. Al of it becane soloud. Ad | coudn't shut it out. It sounded
as if a swarmof bees, their stingers ready, were swarming and couldn't be
snoked out. That humthat was always there but had no source was | ouder

then the organ blasting at church. And | didn't knowwhere it was coming from
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It was the voice of Gd. Qmng for ne too. CGmng for ne. | had to find ny
father. | couldnt beinthis house alone wth ny nenories. | had to call him

Listening intently for signs of another person in the dark house, quickly

gl ancing around the corners and down the stairs. | hastily picked up the receiv-
er. The nonotonous dial tone greeted ne. | reached for the buttons, but then
| didn't know where to call. They were gone, not |eaving a nunber or nane.

They never did. Nothing ever happened in our little household in the mddl e of
nowhere. | never needed to call them but when | did, | didn't know where.

| set the handset back on the hook tenuously, vacillating whether to call
sone of ny parents’ friends to find if they were there or to leave it go. But it
was two in the norning after | had stopped crying enough to be afraid enough
tocall, and no one woul d appreciate that.

It was only right that they should knownow | could |et themcone hone
and find out wth the press of a button, but wouldn't that nake ne just as
inhuman? |'mnot going to let an answering nachine tell themthat kind of
news. They hated nachi nes anyway. No one ever calls in person anynore. But
| wasn't even able to tell himin person. Axd it was his own father. | didn't
know where they could possibly be. Heavens knows that wherever both of
themwere were, they were having fun. It wouldn't be right to take that plea-
sure anay fromthem would it? But it was his father. H had a right to know
H had to be here. He shoul d ve been here to get the call. | shouldn't have to
be the one totell him It’s al his faut. He should have been hone tonight. He
abandoned ne. | didn't do anything. Wat did | do wong? |'mtrying to call

themnow God, I'mtrying to call them why do you punish ne? They re the
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ones who aren't here. They're the ones that should atone, not ne. It’s done.
H's dead. M grandfather is dead.

A deep breath brought sanity back to ne. There was no use to cry any
nore. | couldn't find them and | didn't knowwhere to start. In a fal se sense of
security, | knewthat the tears were to be over now everything was to be as it
was. BEverything that had happened that day, everything that nade ne who |
amwas no nore. M soul was only filled wth surprise and exhaustion fromthe
mudsl i des of enotion that had been wenched out by a blinking light on an
answering nachine. M mnd that had once been focused now took on a base
formof an existence driven by the essence of sadness and the purity of fear.
Wiere to find ny parents was just as unanswerabl e as where ny grandfat her
was now H's not wth his Wnchester anynore. Wiere can | get ny veal stew
now? Al of those days fishing by the creek. H always took ny fish off of the
hook for ne. V& never kept the small ones. Ve let themgo back to have a
chance to catch their breaths and grow Ve kept the big ones, however. They
were so tasty. After that fight to bring themin, there was no way that we' d
let them get away fromus. And then grandma woul d cook them for us.
Broiled, doused in butter and chol esterol. Gandmnother. | know where she is,
alone. No nore dinners; who's she going to cook for now? In that house, star-
inga hisleftovers. Aone. Just likene. Inthe dark. Just like grandpa

| knocked the phone off of its confortable bed and rushed over to the
chair inthe dark, crying, afraid. | did't need any tine; | aready mssed those
ventures into the woods, | already mssed that |augh, weeding in the garden. |

could never get those back. As | sobbed alone the plaintive cry of the phone
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vwept wth ne, pleading to be put back intoits sepulcher. | cried, knowng that I

coul d never be as coniortabl e agai n.

It seens that so long ago things were lost. Not lost, but rather ms-
placed in the collage called a three-year-old's nenory. Back in kindergarten |
used to nake collages. V¢ got those big scissors that could hardly cut paper
and |l eafed through nagazines to find anything that |ooked renotely interest-
ing. The aesthetic senses of young children are so well devel oped. Wat is |ost
over the years is sonething that can never cone back. Renenber those won-
derful tines spent naking collages on the school |unch bags. Ve never brought
anything to eat—preschool was just too short and why would we want to | eave
the conforting warmh of nother’'s arns for nore than four hours anyway?
And we spent half of it innaptine. hce | nade the nost colorful collage in the
entire class. It was hard to find all of those pictures in the nagazi nes we had
there. It’s amazing to look at things you nade back when. Sonetines you
coul d even consider it art.

Wiy is it that when you're in an enpty house noi se takes on a whol e new
sense of annoyance? FBvery little bang, every little creak is so loud and pur -
poseful. And that’s all it takes to get your mind running. The refrigerator
going on. Mist be a burglar. The answering nachine running again. Rew nd.

Record Rewnd It'’satruck pulinginsilently. They re going to rob the house.
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They know I’'mthe only one in the house. Dd | lock the doors? | hope that all
of the wndows are closed and locked. | can't check now That woul d just |et
them know that 1'’m scared. They know that everyone else is out. And how
could ny parents be out and leave ne all alone to be the only one to know
about grandpa, wthout even know ng where they are. They didn't even tell ne
why they were going, just that it was a gathering. A gathering. That coul d be
anything. Hell, they could ve gone to a political rally in \Venezuela. Then it hap-
pened. A crash downstairs, the |oudest banging |’ve ever heard. | ran into ny
room and grabbed the bat that sits right by ny door even today. Everyone
needs their security bat for those tines alone in the house. That's it. Wk
silently down those stairs. Mke sure that they can't hear you. Turn on al the
lights, fast. Andit’s sosilent. H'sinthat roomthere. (heck the door. Don't
turn your back. And hold that bat high over your head. Get ready to swng it,
good and hard. Get ready to knock themout. They're comng. Mve slowy
now slowy. The tense atnosphere is only as strong as the dark. Al the lights.
The closet. | threw open the door to the closet. Runmage around in it. Poke
the bat init and ruffle the | oose jackets. Mike sure no one’s there. kay. No
one inthe closet. But part of the basenent’s still dark. Got to get out to turn
on the lights. Turn on al of the lights. Mke sure that | can see everything
everywhere. That's it. Got to be quiet nonm There all the lights turned on.
I’ve got themnow Were is hee. CGan't be anywhere where |’ ve already been.
But rmaybe they coul d be nmuch faster then ne. Mybe they are al ready behi nd
ne. Mve slowy to the corner. | turned fast around it—ho one there. (heck

the door. Sill locked. There's no one here. Rlax for a second. No one here.
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I’malone. Nbo one trying to break into the house. @ and turn on the outside
lights, fast. Keep your head low Gn't let themsee that you re downstairs.
Nope. Not there. Garage still closed. Driveway enpty.

| Iooked around to try and see what nade ne cone down here. | renem
bered the crash. It was so loud. | scanned the floor—what could it be? N,
clock's still on the val. Looks like everything's still on the shelves. Hctures
still hanging. | wal ked over to the other half of the room Thereit is. Apile of
books that had been stacked haphazardly on the top shelf had just fallen onto
the tiles. But it had nade such a racket. Ch well. QGiess | have to put them
back now | got down on ny hands and knees |ike a servant and began to sift
theminto piles. | was going to put themback right this tine. | wasn't going to
be a victimto gravity any longer. | had to nake sure that for the duration,
nothing like that would scare ne any longer. And then, picking them up, |
thought about him Gandpa was dead. | dropped the book in ny hand and
started to cry. | fell over onto the raggy carpet and thought of us sitting
around watching bad mniseries on TV. Hw nany sacks of that special chew
ing tobacco nust still be left in the closet. | don't think that grandna woul d
have any use for it.

Ater afewmnutes of tears, | regained control of ny senses. In front of
ny face was the book | had dropped. | just stared at it. It’s one of those |
haven't seen in years. |t was vol une seven of one of those wonderful cartoon
encycl opedi as that you can buy in supernarkets. | renenber when | got those.
| was three years old. FEvery nonth they cane out wth two new vol unes. The

Peanuts encyclopedia. | think one volune was bout two bucks. | never had a
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real encycl opedia before, and this was the world for a snall child Bvery week I
sat down in grandpa’s leather chair and read every single one of those vol unes
voraciously. You know being engulfed by the soft cushioning of the chair,
pul ling that wooden bar that nade you fly backwards and nade this footrest fly
out of the font of the chair, that was the first place | ever |earned about Mrse
code, that chair was where the tel ephone was invented again and again and
again, were Charlie Brown dressed up like Ben Fanklin discovered electricity
every tine you opened vol une six, where Snhoopy in a space suit could hop on
the noon. Days where the Wight Brothers could fly like birds and bicycles
popped to life once again. Inside of those encycl opedias was another world
where | could lounge leisurely in dreans of Schroeder and Vdodstock. | al ways
smled and laughed. Sone of those cartoons in there were so funny. And
grandma woul d sonetines watch ne and |augh too. This grandma didn't coul d
deer soup, but she was always there. This grandma could always be found in
that one green tweed chair. That chair was nolded to her so perfectly; | can
still see her init this day. This grandna was even nore cuddly than ny not her,
and that was hard to acconplish. And she had a poodle. That black poodl e
was always around. Qd and tired, but always around and wlling to play wth
such a snall kid who had the vivacity of a newborn calf trying to walk for the
first tine. This grandma would watch Knight R der while holding you on your
lap. This grandna who gave ne a rosary nade out of olive trees, blessed by
the pope, ny grandfather’s rosary, this grandna who taught ne how to pray.
This grandma could teach you how to crochet. And it was over there in that

sane chair where | nmade ny first chain. | was so happy. | used sone of the
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ol dest thread, a spool that was still wooden how old nust that one be, that I
could find in her aging sewng box and the finest crocheting needl e that she
had. | learned that one notion, and | was suddenly so powerful. | sat there for
hours just crocheting one long chain. | used the whole spool of thread, and
when | was done | had one |ong chai n. Wat a wonderful acconplishnent for a
young little kid. And grandna smled so broadly and gave ne the biggest hug
that she ever could have. She was so proud. M sister crocheted clothes for
her teddy bears, and ny grandnother afghans and |ace tablecloths, but | had
nade a chain. Ad | didit wonderfully tight. BEvery loop was so minute that
you could hardly see through it. | took that chain and wapped it around sone-
thing I had found in ny grandfather’s workroom a latch for a screen door. |
still have that chain sonewhere. |It’s probably in that drawer of things that
were so inportant that | never got around to throwng themin the garbage.
Things like that |ast wooden spool of thread that | found in ny nother’s sew ng
box, |ike those thin plastic records that we got in Sunday school, like the script
of the first play | ever had a part in, like ny ol d collection of snall col ored-g ass
jugs (especially the ones that still have those snall corks in them, like the first
chain | ever crocheted. | wsh | could renentber howto crochet now |’ ve for-
gotten, and there’s no one left to teach ne how The chair is enpty now The
house is so enpty. But it still has its pul se, coming fromsonewhere unknown.

| closed the old encyclopedia and put it back on the bookshelf, right in
the correct spot. Between five and seven. | went back to the floor. There was
only one book left in the pile. That’s the one that nust’ve nade that |oud

sound. The large red atlas. That one was bought for ne by grandma so | ong
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ago. She bought it along wth an atlas of the Lhited Sates, and an encycl ope-
dic dictionary. Se thought it would be so wonderful to contribute to our edu-
cation. It was so neat as a little kid to look at those naps. The nountai ns
were inpressi ve—how coul d anyone get themto stand off of a flat page like
that? Far away lands and places becane so real. And it was so big and so
close that it nade the best possible hiding place that a little kid could ever
have. It was great to press leaves and flowers. PRutting an innocent daisy in
there before ironing was a very common practice in those days. The binding
had broken long before fromall of the special papers that | stuffed in there
when | was so young. That Geat Wrld Alas had a large part in ny young life,
not to nention all of the dreans and history assignnents it took care of. Inside
of that atlas | coud goto China, | couldfindwereBeijing really was, | could go
to the bottomof the sea. There were pictures init of al of the planets and
even a noon nap—this was a big atlas. Qe | had planed such amazi ng
adventures: | would travel to the Pyramds of Egypt, | would one day drive up
to Aaska and see all of those amazing pictures for nyself, it would only take
|l ess then two weeks by car who cares if | sped and | could be there so fast and
planned ny around the world tour to Paris Rone Athens Qynpia where did
Jesus really live and see the ancient |ands of Suner and Troy where A exander
died and the Geat V| in China and the samurai of Japan such things to see all
inan atlas that not only taught ne geography but inagi nation dreans hopi ng.

| picked it up, ready to slide it back into its coffin, when out fell a bunch
of old papers, sone yellowed, sone torn. | reached down and |eafed through

them Qd National Geographic maps, a roadway map of New York, an ol d
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m neographed nap of India, and there was then a piece of nenory. A snall
brown paper bag. | picked it up, dropping everything else | had in ny hands and
inny mnd tolook at it. It was ny collage that | had nade back in pre-school .
The best in the class. Howold nust this be now? Thirteen years? Fourteen? |
just looked at the pictures onit. The things that were inportant to a snall kid.
Apicture of an old car wth flanes painted on the side of it took center spot. |
renenber | loved cars. Huad that Mtchbox collection wth everything in it.
Kept ne occupied for hours, flipping up the hood on the chocol ate brown
Beetle, pretending to fix the engine. And ny prize car: a pink Gadillac.  Just
like Hvis had. | even put the decals on this one; | paid nineteen dollars for it.
Ad it even had a license plate, the snall hood ornanent. Not quite as vivid a
color as the collage, though. A picture of a diver in a black wet-suit wth a
bright yellow bordered facenask. A blue sea. A bright orange tropical fish.
Ad the glue still held on al of them N collage still held together; good o d
Bner still coud smle onny bag Thirteen years and hol di ng.

Bt it was too old, just as | was. Back then, | was different. Running
around at the recess, picking off the flowers of the honeysuckle. Sealing the
little glass vials that were so pretty. Wiy? Because he did. Rtchie. | had for-
gotten about him He was always getting into trouble. He seened to be the
perfect enbodi nent of Pan. Never doing anything hideous, just doing little
things every now and then to perfectly annoy the teachers. To a little five-
year-old, that was so funny. So | triedtobejust like him 1 even caled himny
friend A | had no other friends there in that Hly of Hlies, that private

preschool on the hill. BEvery nonth we were wal king down to the glen to eat
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picnics; where’s it gone to now? Sone Asian nosquito has killed all of the
hentocks nomw Rtchie always was getting into trouble, and as a five year ol d
wo had no better sense, | followed him | never ate the carrot raisin salad. |
didn't quite enjoy the alfalfa. And | renenber the one day Rtchie and | pushed
it too far. M nother had to cone to pick ne up. | don't even renenber what
| had done. And, yelling and slapping ne in the back of the head, we wal ked
out of the office. She tripped and broke her ankle. Al because of ne. If | had
never been there she’d never’ve broke her ankle. If | had never followed
Rtchie. Al because of ne.

| threwny old collage back into the atlas. | slanmmed it shut and pronpt -
ly returned it back into its nausoleum back to the bottom shelf. Back into
dust and nenory. | stealthily nade sure that all of the w ndows were | ocked
and doors were shut tightly. | shut off all of the lights and ran back up the
stairs, vowng to sleep. To shut out all the sounds and nenories. To calm

down in an enpty house.

Have you ever seen the coal fields of Pennsylvania? You can see them
better in the wnter. If you look in the rigt place, you can see the coal. It’'s
still there, waiting for soneone to cone along and rape it. In the wnter, when
you see a nountain of white freshly fallen snow wait until you get to the other

side. Witing for you wll be a cavity set into the nountai nside, a grotesque
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neckl ace stretched out for nother earth. Sonething that she had to work
thousands of years to get. And in Pennsyl vani a she brags and just shows it off.
Wien you see sonething that bl ack agai nst sonething that white, it’s as if Gd
had final |y shown you true beauty. Vditing for you to do sonething wthit.
Gandpa used to work in the coal mnes. Back during the Depression. It
was tough work then. Every day throw on a pair of clothes. @ off to the
mnes and pick up the hat and the pick and get ready to work. HRding dow in
the bucket attached to that w nch was one of the worst part; how nany nen
died vhen the wnches didn't work right. Tales of the nen that died in that
wnch, the notor just let go and they plunged down that access shaft all the
way to the bottomhitting it wth a thud. The sharp sting of the bells had to be
heard over the drills for the wnch. The same wnch that constantly went up
and down, if not carrying coal carrying the nen. And once you got down there,
after that long ride in that swnging bucket wth four other nen, that’s when
the true working day started. It wasn't easy to breathe down there. The coal
dust just hang in the air like the fog after a short rain. In that darkness the
drilling teans were constantly pounding away. The loud roar of their drills
reverberated through the earth. There is never anything so deafening as the
sound of those teans; no natter wherever you were in the mne you knew
where they were. Down two shafts. To the right. BEventually you coul dn’'t hear
them anynore. They becane just part of the background, but this humwas a
vail. But like anything inlife that happens so nuch, it is easily forgotten. And
that wasn't the worst. In those dark mnes the water constantly welled up.

Pools of it were everywhere. It turned the coal dust into a slick nud that caked
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onto your body. Vélk out at the end of the day entonbed in a bl ack crust that
had to be washed out. Miscles sore fromworking all day, sonetines sw ngi ng
a pickaxe splitting the large chunks into snaller ones or sonetines arns sore
from pushi ng around, noving, taking cormand over one of the large drills that
wasn't quite ready to be taned, wheezing wth lungs covered in that black
dust, shoveling coal into carts to be hauled back up to the surface. Hoping
that wnch wouldn't break again stories they were only stories none of it ever
happened. Putting up wth all of it. And then go back to the house and feed,
listen to, play wth, occupy five kids.

It wasn't easy back then. And for what? To get food on the table, to
give thema better life. Hinting and fishing, that brought food. MNot just a
sport. Aso brought food. Brought in better food then could ever be found at
the narket. But sonetines there was better. Aways went to the narket and
brought in a hamat least once every two nonths. That was a delicacy for
them even if it wasn't one of the fancier ones. You didn't need to get those
snoked ones, the regular ones could do. The snell of hamand cloves is one of
the few unforgettable snells that they could always renenber. doves and
ham have a tendency to roamthroughout the house and get stuck in the snall
cracks and linger like the snoke of a good cigar. And you didn't just eat the
neat. Al of the grizzle went too. And the bone, well that was just perfect for
naki ng soups and stews. FEverything went. Anything that they didn't eat, the
beagle ate. Everyone got fed. Hans were feasts back then, and they were so
much tastier. Sonething was |ost when everything got better in the future;

the hans were fuller, less fat, snoked wth the finest woods, but sonehow it
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wasn't the sane. They were still tasty on the outside, but they just didn't have
that sane special aroma that you only had once a year when the humdity was
just right. Huns were never like that again. And al of the hard work went for
sonething else. Hamwasn't a delicacy. BEveryone can eat pork in the nodern
era, not like back thenn. Nce and packed in circuar little plastic casings, like
coffins for the dead Peprocessed dry artificially colored flavored preserved
neats in colored cellophane packaging. MNothing is quite as natural as it was
then anynore. Not even as fresh as that day old food at the nmarket. Tines
certainly aren't like what they were then. Wen you had to sweat for your

nmoney.

| still couldn't fall asleep. There were too nany nenories. It’s funny how
a house can be so loud in silence, the nenories welling up and erupting into
reality. | was just sitting there again, and | still couldnt fall asleep. Too nany
nenories. | just listened to themin the dark, letting themcapture ne just as
they captured ne once before. Lying there, | thought | heard soneone crying.

This grandpa wasn't like the other one. Chicago had been his stonping
grounds, a foreman in the steel mlls. This grandpa owned a snall house on a
bl ock, the kind where there are less then six feet of |awn before the next house
started. BEven though there was not a lot of it, this grandpa al ways nowed the

lawn every nonth. Taking out that old gas powered |awnower, all netal.
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Pour sone gas into its snall tank. Check the spark plug. Gab onto the draw
string and hold on tight. Aways started on the first try. This grandpa was a
naster at starting the lawnower. He wasn't around | ong enough to teach ne
howto practice that magic. O that twentieth pull, | wsh he had. This grandpa
nay not have been rich, but he was respectable. He knew of the world and of
the people init, knewwhat was right and wong. He didn't need any noney to
keep a good famly. He could put food on the table, even if there were no
woods to hunt at. Qould get noney for his only daughter’s bus fare. DOdn't
ever have enough to buy a TV, but he coul d al ways go and use the nei ghbor’s,
but who needed those snal | pi ctures when you coul d get everything just as wel

over the radio? And he could even send his daughter to college. She woul d
have nore chances then he ever had. But he knew that you didn't have to be
rich to be respectable. He paid his debts and owned his own house. No nort -
gages. And he even had a car. Hs wfe never learned to drive, but she didn't
need to. That’'s why there were buses. This house was snall and didn't have
any garage, that was in the alley dow the street. It was anazi ng how he coul d
get that big green Mlibu into that garage. Diving in reverse was a necessity in
Chicago. And there was a tine when you didn't even need to drive wth your
headlights on at night. There was a tine when all of the streetlights were on al |
of the tine. You didn't need to |l ock your doors. And there was no such thing
as greenhouse gases. Tine's youth fostered blissful ignorance and innocence.
But tine has a ridiculous way of getting the best of you, and this grandpa
wasn't a forenan forever. Neighborhoods went bad, and it wasn't safe for two

old people to live there anynore. They noved out and cane over to us. Wat
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a large change it nust’ve been to cone to New Jersey from Chicago. To be
surrounded by trees and wthout the humof the city. A place wth no buses
and a larger lawn. Were you had to drive wth your headlights on at night
where there were no streetlights save one coughing fluorescent |ight hangi ng
hi gh above the streetcorner. Were the roads were no longer straight. Were
the church looked like an office building and had never known any real bells
But he brought wth hima lifetine of know edge and a desire for naking great
things as cheaply as possible. He renenbered that noney was no indicator of
greatness. He also brought wth himan insatiable desire for peanut butter. H
used to sit down by the old table that they brought wth them from Chi cago
wth a flat dull knife, scooping peanut butter into his nouth. Sonetines he
used crackers, but he always ate fromthe jar. Wlo needs plates and bow s
when peanut butter already has a bow of its own? Just |ike peas wth honey, it
stayed on your knife. And he never changed knives. Aways the sane knife
was used for the peanut butter, the jam the creamcheese, whatever suited his
fancy. | can't renenber how many jars this grandnother had to throw awnay
because he couldn't even use a fresh knife. | think she’d nuch rather wash a
knife than have to buy a newtin of peanut butter.

This grandpa loved to work wth his hands. He built everything that we
own. Take a quarter of the yard out for a garden. The largest garden in the
nei ghbor hood. Wy? Wl|, he always used to work out there when he coul d,
pulling out the old corn, pushing the rotor tiller in the spring, weedi ng, planting.
There has never been anyone since who can raise eggplant in New Jersey |ike

him And there were always the dreans. Ve were going to have an orchard in
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the back. Peaches, pluns, apples, pears, we were going to have themall fresh.
V¢ never woul d have to buy themagain; we' d have themfor ourselves. But it
was too wet back there. Long before anyone had ever thought that was goi ng
to be an orchard, it was a swanp. Athick place filled wth the stench of sick-
ness and death. The trees never quite nade it. Ch they grew for a while,
sprouting up, reaching their green hands towards the light. But not after |ong
they all turned black and didn't even have nany | eaves on themanynore. V¢
never got any fruit fromall of that hard work that this grandpa did, digging
deep holes, using a crowbar to get out rocks larger then his own head, noney
spent fertilizing. It would have all been worth it since fresh fruit coudn't be
found out in this place. There was nothing like the narket in Chicago. And we
never got any fresh fruit. Except for that one year. Ten years after that day,
one tree that we thought was dead that hadn't had | eaves on it in so |ong, that
year there were leaves on it and one pear grew The only pear it ever nade.
Ad it was succulent and sweet. But we had it ten years too late. He never
saw the one delicious fresh fruit of his labor. But this grandpa didn't just plant
orchards. Mybe if we had really tried, we woul d have sprayed those trees each
year. Those gypsy noths al ways destroyed them That’s probably what killed
them But insecticide was too expensive. Hs years of not being so rich had
taught him how to nmake things hinself, although time has shown that he
couldn't nake good insecticide. But other things, oh yes. Hamers, wenches,
he had themall fromhis experience as a forenan, and probably even as sone
other jobs that we never even found out. He built his own workbench out of

old wood and parts. Three drawers. And painted wth extra paint frompainting
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the house. The nost unusual light green that you d ever see. The hammers
were so heavy that whenever the drawer cane out, if you were strong enough
topull it out, the boards creaked as it slid past the steel plated wooden run-
ners. And did those drawers ever |ean down. You coul d even swear that sone-
tines they were just going to fall right out on your feet. You didn't need any
weights to lift, just go to that honenade workbench and pull the drawers in
and out. This grandpa was al ways doi ng sonething wth his hands. Hs crown-
ing achi evenent was the fence around the house. M nother’s dog needed
either to stay in the house or to have a fence to let himroamaround. Hrst
step, plant trees around the whole yard. It’s hard to believe now but there was
a tine when we could still see our neighbors across the street; nowthere is a
wall of pine trees in the way. And what woul d be a respect abl e house w thout a
si dewal k? Every respectabl e house needed one. He even nade the concrete
hinsel f. Found his ow sand, put in his oan rocks and |inestone. He knew how
to do everything hinself. If sonething ever broke, he was right there. And
then one year he built the fence. Spare steel rods were the spokes, wel ded
solid into capping pieces of iron. Sunk into the ground wth his own honenade
recipe for concrete that had been mxed in a used steel drum That fence was
never going to be able to be knocked down. And that wasn't all that he put in
it. For afence of just spare steel rods didn't have any type of grandeur to it.
You see, sonetines being useful wasn't just enough. This grandpa, from being
a foreman, knew howto work steel. He was able to bend scrap netal into the
nost intricate ornanents, topping off the whole fence. Wth his hands, he

could weave steel into lace wth as nuch skill as this grandnother could cro-
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chet afghans. Wsing spare steel wheel rins becane a work of art, what was
once junk was now beautiful. And then there were the gates. Gites eight feet
high, trinrmed wth spokes and ornanents that put the rest of the fence to
shane. Qd wooden wagon wheel s nade the center interesting, |ooking |ike
novae of wood and steel. And on the outside of the posts were those street -
lanps that never have been lit. Sreetlanps that never really had lights in
them but steel pinecones that had been handpainted wth care. And that
wasn't just it. nthe outside of the gates, a hanging sign was placed. Qi out
of wood wth the jigsaw the shape drawn by hand and painted. Had the famly
nane on it so everyone coul d know who had created this castle. And, driven in
wth nails, was the lucky horseshoe that woul d bl ess everyone who entered.
But wth all of these gates, we could close off our house fromthe outside if we
wanted, to be isolated in our own little Ganelot. This grandfather knew how to
build fences. Not cheap fences, real fences. Fences wth grandeur. And one
day he’ d teach ne how

Stting on the back porch one day, sunny, hot. Mist have been the sum
ner. Hs face was still covered in the last day’s stubble. And he brought out a
hamer and nails. Two boards sat on the sidewal k, ones that he had cut
already. He asked ne what | wanted to nake. | said that | wanted to nake an
airplane. | renenber just not too long before ny sister said she wanted to
nmake a bookcase. And | knew that would work, because anything she did
worked. M grandfather wearing that unique smle took ne into his lap and
hel ped ne put the two boards across one another. Then he held the nail in

between them and put a hammer in ny hand. He took ny hand, and with his
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hel p, we pounded the nail together. And we did it again. And again. And this
grandpa | aughed and gave ne a big hug, scratching ny cheek wth his stubble.
Soon the nail was all the way through both of those thick boards. And then we
turned it over, and grandpa guided ny hand and harmer to bend the end of
the nail over into the board again, so no sharp point would be there to hurt ne.
And then we put in another nail. And this grandpa |aughed and hel ped ne
again, keeping an eye on ny sister. She already had done this before. Not |ike
ne. She already knew  Just needed soneone there to kiss those stubbed
thunbs. Life was great. And then he sent ne out beyond the garden to throw
around ny airplane. It never really flewwell onits omn, it just fell quickly tothe
ground. Bt wth a little help, it coud fly beautifully. It flew above the vhite
clouds and noved to capture the stars beyond. For nmany nonths, what sone-
tines seens |ike years, we were together. That airplane has been relegated to
protecting the back of the garage now but in ny mind it can still fly higher
than anyt hi ng el se.

But | heard crying in the house. It cane fromdownstairs, by his chair,
where he used to keep the cigars that he never snoked anynore. | was com ng
back from one of ny preschool classes, carrying the collage that | had nade
that day. It was one of those paper bag collages, filled wth bright colors. | had
been lucky that day to get to the nagazines of the bright tropical fish first. |
wanted to show it to grandna and grandpa; grandpa was sick and coul d use
sone cheering up. | nade sure that | was the first one in the door to surprise
them Wen | ran in wth the happiness that only a three-year-ol d can have to

say hi to grandma, she didn't say anything to ne. She didn't even | ook up at
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ne and smle. M grandpa was on the sofabed, asleep | thought, grandma just
| eaning over him holding on his hand, crying. | didn't understand. G andpa was
just asleep. But grandna didn't say a word to ne. Gandpa didn't either. | was
annoyed that she woul dn’t even give ne a hug.

The last tine | sawthis grandpa he was in a nice bed, though it seened a
little nore like a box. It looked like it was very confiortable. He didn't nove
anynore. And he was wearing a suit that | knew he never wore anything like it
before. Lots of people were in this snall room | didn't know where it was. |
even knew | ess about the people there. nly brief glinpses of faces never seen
again. | got acardthere. It had a picture of the Mrgin Mry onit. It was ny
first card, now!l could start a collection. Everyone in the roomwas so sad. |
didn't understand wry. | sat down in a chair in the front, thinking how | ucky I
was to get a front row seat. About hal fway through |I understood. | realized
what had happened. | sat back in ny seat, sad. | took out his rosary that had
been given to ne not long before and prayed for him praying those sinple
three-year-old prayers that ny grandna had taught ne, hoping the pope’s
blessing on the rosary mght help alittle. Ad | felt sorry for this grandna sit -
ting right next to ne, who was still crying. And ny nother in the chair next to
ne criedalso. But | couldnt. | don't know why.

(nhce agai n, the house was silent.
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| walked into ny roomand just |ooked around. | saw ny collection of
cards sitting on a shelf. Hwnany were there now? Four, at last count. Soon
I’d be getting another one. 1'd have the largest collection in ny school. In
sone sadistic way | was proud. But at the sane tine, | was disheartened. |
wondered if everyone kept a collection of cards like | did | went over to ny
bed and lay down to try to sleep; if | coudnt sleep in the chair, perhaps I
would be able to sleep in here. Perhaps | could | ose ny nenory in the confort
of adow pillowand coniorter. But | really wasn't that confiorted.

| just stared at ny room walls covered in pictures so that | could hardy
even see the beige paint anynore. | never really knew why | surrounded nysel f
wth these pictures and posters and placards. Fctures of Iewd nythol ogi cal
scenes, pictures that once | drewlong ago when | still thought | could draw pic-
tures drawn by ny sister who could always draw but never thought that she
could. Posters of good sayings, bad comc strip characters. Qd nagazi ne
cutouts. ertificates of achievenent. | was still surrounded by the furniture,
furniture that ny grandfather had nade for ne, after he nade the fence, nade
wth his own hands. You could even sonetines see the ring caused by over -
haommering. It’s really anazing to see what he could do with wood. Wat once
he nade wth his hands, | filled wth ny own hands. Amd the mles of cabling
and el ectronics there were old pads of paper, diaries witten in only once, old
addresses of friends I'd never gotten around to witing, pictures of places I’'ve
been. And then there was that special place. n a small shelf, hidden behind
all of the snall ceramc dogs that | collected in ny younger days, behind ny

prized pink Gadillac. This place was her shrine. Yes, there were many others,
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comng and going on the outskirts of nenory, but there was none that | ever
felt so strongly about as her.

There is a msty boundary between | ove and obsession. |If you | ove sone-
one too nuch, wthout proper care it can easily turn into sonethi ng worse, the
obsession. You can easily know when that happens. Wen sonething starts to
rule your life, when your mind no longer has any say in what it thinks, when
there is this preoccupation that takes control over your actions, your thoughts,
your hopes, your dreans. Wen obsession takes over your dreans, you hust
be careful. Sever it then, before it gets worse. Sever it in any way that you
can. Wio needs pl agues when there are obsessi ons.

(bsessions can be about anything; love, death, life, hate. FEveryone is
vulnerable. |If you have one and you can still live a nornal life wthit, then you
are better than nost. You have the key to existence. Hease share it wth
everyone el se.

Al love seens to start wth being drawn to the unusual. | don't know
what it was that was so strange about this one. Perhaps it was that she had
that strange beauty, alnost etherial, otherworldly. It’'s very rare that you ever
find that kind of beauty in anyone. It probably only happens once, and then
never again. No one is ever quite as beautiful as that one, no one el se has that
special aura. Love starts out in the subconscious, churning and boiling as you
work.  You never know about it until one day, it's finished rising and then you
take it out of the oven. And that day is even not always a day. Sonetines
you can get ataste of it if the cook iswlling. Andthenthey start feedingit to

you gradually. They hope to get you addicted so then you need nore and

598



She was just so anazing that first tine | realized that she was even
there. That face, that voice. There was sonething different. But perhaps it
was fear that kept ne away. And when you are kept away, that’s when you
start to need it, crave it. You need that feeling every day of your life, every
second that you live. That’'s when the obsession starts. That’'s when you con-
stantly are anare of what she’s doing, of what she’s thinking, of what she's
wearing, of what she’s hopingg QO at least you think you are. Soon you
becone separated fromthe reality of it al. Wen that soneone starts invadi ng
your dreans, you're in trouble. Soon it takes over and rules what you are,
directs everything you do, hoping to get sone snall sort of attention. And you
don't want anything to change. You want to stay just like that, not noving or
evol ving, just hoping and w shing. Wthout hope, who is a nan?

| could picture her face wthout a picture. | was beyond the need for pho-
tographs. The mnd can create a better picture than any nan-nade instru-
nent. Nothing quite approaches the reality of nenory. Perhaps | surrounded
nysel f wth pictures to forget, so when | looked at the walls | could see sone-
thing nan-nade and not give ny mnd a chance to put anything there. | coul d
escape fromit. But obsessionis too strong. nce you think you have it out of
your head, soneone hides it in a back roomwhere it just waits to spring out
again. You can't even hear any banging on the door; obsession just breaks it
down and ravages you once agai n.

Ad so | had created a shrine to her. No, it wasn't started on that first

day | realized that | even felt slightly attracted to her. That day sitting in the
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Hne Ec class, that first day that | had ever really | ooked at her face. And she
smled. But, young as | was, | knewthat it was just childish. No one coul d ever
like ne. And so the thought that had held ne for the slightest instant had van-
ished. But, somewhere in the closets of ny mind, it stayed, asleep. It just
waited and gained strength, waiting until the closet door would open once
again. And each day, each tine | saw her face, it wuld try to open the door
again. But | wasn't ready for that door to be fully opened. Anxd | shut it again.
But, one day, sonething opened the door wdely. She thanked ne. Qut of all
of the people |I’'ve ever done anything for, she was the only one who had ever
sent ne a thank you letter back. Drawn by her own hand. Wth a real nes-
sage. | was no longer an abstraction, and she wasn't either. V& were real peo-
pe

Have you ever tried to conprehend the concept of another person? | sat
there for hours just trying to think of another mind that had every single
thought, flash of nenory, enotion, that | had every second of the day. Wiat
nust it be like to even think what one other person is thinking for the slightest
nonent of one day? Unithinkable. Inpossible to even begin to understand that
there are others that have all the thoughts that you do. And there are nore
and nore of them Bllions of people all around, al having the sane thoughts
and feelings every single nonent of the day. And you can't even begin to
guess what one other person is thinking.

Sonehow the little things becane anplified as that feeling fought to get
out of the closet. The nost insignificant things suddenly took on the I|argest

neaning. |If the color of her shirt was the color of mine, or if she had passed
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ne in a hallway where she nornally didn't walk, obviously it was evidence of
sone sort of connection between us. W knew exactly what each ot her
thought. Red is today’'s color. Gt to walk in front of the library. And the
worst thing was the looks. Any type of sideways glance was suddenly a flirt.
And if you ve ever thought about how nmany people are actually |ooking at you
for any mnute of any day, then you know that everyone seens to be gl anci ng
at you all the tinee. And al of this served to open the door wder. Soon, |
couldn't close it anynore. It was out, and it wouldn't go back. So | started ny
shrine. Init was ny three only pictures | ever had of her; one of her dressed as
atiger of all things and in bad focus, one of her face partially bl ocked by anoth-
er head of hair (can you believe it? She drank Det ke), one of her painting a
w ndow cut out froma yell owed newspaper. And there was al so that thank you
note. Years old, it still isthere. And fromtine totine | wuldread it over and
over, searching for sone hi dden nessage.

But on the outside, | couldn't show a single sign of this. No one would
ever know that | had fallen in love wth soneone. M, |onging after soneone
like a large val king hornone. | couldn't believe that | had nyself fallen victimto
love. But, if anyone else knew oh the runors that would fly. And | couldn't
alowthat to happen. But, above all, | had to keep it fromny parents. If they
had found out, oh the enbarrassnent to ne woul d be unbearabl e. They woul d
gve ne the inevitable oh that’s so cute why don't you ask her out take her to
that nice place that we were once. And | would be tutored in the crafts of |ove.
But | didn't want that. Like elephants, parents never forget. They woul d

always renenber and bring it up at holidays, talk about it tothe relatives. No, |
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swore to nyself that ny parents would never find out. | was pretty good at
keeping it a secret too. Apparently no one knew And | even was able to keep
it fromher. But you only can keep a secret for so long before you can tell it to
soneone el se. Just like strong acid, you can only hold it for a short tine before
it starts to burn. And obsession was out of the closet now (bsession nade
netry., Brenif | did't want to, | had to try.

About two and a half years later fromthen, | had one of the happi est
days of ny life. Perhaps it was because | might be able to get rid of ny obses-
sion. That was one of the few days | laughed. That norning, the norning of
the day before lunbus Day, | felt that |I could acconplish anything in the
world. | cane into the school wth a smle and a joke and wearing a nice bl ue
silk shirt. | was happy for one day in the world. | could nake anyone |augh, |
could nake anything happen. But it wasn't true. Perhaps | had repl aced her
wth ny dceam | stayed behind to nake sure that we were the only ones in
the hall, perhaps because of ny enbarrassnent at being ruled by ny obses-
sion. | asked her if she was free for supper. She couldn’'t just say no. | guess
that was what she had been trying to say for the past two and a half years. |
figured out that perhaps | had ruined her life for all of that tine. But at least |
was free fromny obsession. | could just hope that it wouldn't return, and now
that | knew the difference between a dreamand reality, | could fight it now |
finally would be able to free nyself fromthis ball and chain. But | missed that
feeling. | nowonly had a nenory. Perhaps it would return if she was al ways
around, but | could now separate nyself fromher wthout any trouble. That

was when | put the pictures all over ny room | could eventry to lose her in ny
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nenory. But | missed that tine that | had, even if it was only a dream That
was one of the last days that | wore ny silk shirts. That was one of the |ast
days | |aughed.

It took ne a vhile, but | eventually laughed again. It wasn't all that bad
after all. But inthe springtinge, when | heard her |augh again and saw her face,
once again it tried to cone out of the closet. But |I'’mstronger now | can keep
it shut. Until the night cones. Every night before | fall asleep, ny eyes fall on
that snall shrine that | haven't had the strength to disnantle yet, and | think. |
hope. And | dream about what | could have had, what | had mssed, and how
one day | mght be able to actually find her again, if not her, then her in sone-
one else. Aways before | dream | dream ny own waki ng dream once agai n.
But now !l can shut the door when | want. | can allow nyself a taste and can
stop nysel f fromgoing on. | can only eat just one.

But when |ife nakes you just another desperate soul, |acking anything to
ever nake anyone notice you, it's common know edge that you' |l be alone for
the rest of your life. You cane into this world wth the love of a nother, but
even that doesn't last. You'll live through it alone, and you'|ll leave it aone. N
one Wll be there. It’'s these thoughts that | guess caused ne to fall in love
Love is selfish. And like a barnacle, | just grabbed on and bonded to the first
thing that cane ny way. But what | had done was wong. There was no justifi -
cation for what | did to her. | can only renenber now how | wecked her life
and cry. For her. For nyself, for what | have becone.

M nmenory had finally been cleared of her for the night. | no |onger

needed guidance in that natter. | closed ny eyes and tried to fall asleep.
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This grandnother was not |like the other one. This grandnother taught
ne howto crochet, but that wasn't all. | always felt closer to this grandnot h-
er, perhaps because she was always around. For the first nine years of ny life |
was privileged enough to know her. She wasn't just this grandnother, she was
asant. She never raised her voice to anyone. If | ever did anything wong, she
just mldy scolded ne in her nornal voice. Nothing ever upset her except for
the dog. She would yell at the dog.

This bl ack poodl e went a | ong ways back for her. In Chicago, one night in
the wnter, she heard a whining outside. $She put her jacket on and in her
orange-yel | ow flowered dress went outside to see what was going on. In the
cold, she could see her breath naking snall hurricanes in the night air. She
wal ked down to the railroad tracks, and there in the white snowbank she saw
the black poodl e, linping slowy and whining. She brought it back to her house
and raised it back to health, licensed it. She never knew who its real owner
was; it didnt have acollar onit. But that pood e stayed wth her. That pood e
was her conpani on, kept her conpany when she was al one in the house. Wen
she crocheted, there he'd be right beside her, sitting down and just |etting her
know that he was there. A long tine ago he used to be outside in a doghouse
that this grandfather had nade. There was a link fence surrounding it, right

outside of the enclosed rear porch that this grandfather had nade for us so
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long ago. MNow we just use that porch for storage, and that doghouse is a
nenory. Not too long after this grandfather had died right in that house | ook-
ing at that enclosed porch that he had nade wth his own hands, we took the
doghouse down and that black poodl e stayed inside of the house wth this
grandnother. This black poodl e that had been wth her since her days in
Chi cago was going to be her conpani on now And he caused her a | oad of trou-
bles too. Se would wal k himevery day, even in the wnters. Qe of these w n-
ters while she was wal king the poodl e, she fell victimto the ice that seens to
fall only where you don't need it, literally. | renenber seeing ny grandnother
wearing a cast, walking around the downstairs slowy. She got so sick, maybe
just because she couldn't walk around. But she didn't blane the dog. That
poodl e was so wonderful to her, about as kind as a dog could be. Never was
really trained, didn't need it. You could see how nuch he loved her in his eyes.
Wienever he di d sonet hing wong, however, such as the tine that he knocked
down sone ceramcs fromny grandnother’s shelf, that was the only tine that
she ever spoke sharply. That poodl e knew though, and he nade sure to | eave
that shelf alone. After seventeen years of living together, however, the poodl e
started to have problens. The eternal eneny of all nortals, tine, had begun to
destroy him He becane sick and couldn’'t even control hinself anynore. The
vet and ny nother decided that it woul d be nost humane to put himto sl eep,
that is, kill him To let himexpire by hinself would be too painful, oh yes, we
had to kill him That day, | stayed hone wth ny grandmother. V& played
cards. | tried to help her be happy, but she couldn't. Qd Midjust didn't seem

to be the thing. Later on, | could hear her crying. | cried too. Qe of ny play-
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nates was gone, but it was nowhere near as neaningful as it was for her. She
had | ost a conpani on, a remnder of her husband who hel ped bring himback to
health. | still have his old colar in a draver, just waiting for another dog wo ||
need it. But ny parents won't ever get another dog. They never |iked the poo-
dle when it nade such a ness of the carpet before it died. They seened |ike
they alnost hated it. But | loved Bootsie until the last days.

ne of the greatest things | renenber about this grandnother was the
snells. There were so nany wonderful snells that you could never really get
from any other grandnother. That snell of the honenade sauerkraut. She
used to nake it wth ny grandmother. Al of the cabbage that we had pl ant ed
during the year in the garden was ready, and that was when we dragged out
the large ceramic pot. M grandfather and sonetines nother and | sat there,
slicing the cabbage into snall strips and putting theminto the pot. Then it was
grandn@’ s job to renenber the recipe that had never been witten down and
nake the sauerkraut. Ater it was all done cane the hard job, putting it all into
jars. There were so nany jars of sauerkraut, but it was guaranteed that all of
themwoul d eventual |y go. She always cooked ki el basa. There was al ways t hat
secret touch that only a grandnother can have, and that no one el se can ever
have, that nade it so delicious. Fvying the onions and the sauerkraut and
putting themonto the bun in such a way with the nustard that no one el se can
possibly do the sane. And the snell was intense. The snell of neat, fried
onion, and the sauerkraut. And there was al so the soup afterwards. Take the
juice, put in sone vegetables, ketchup, and other things that have since been

lost to history, and barley. Heat it up, and then you have sone of the best
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soup that there ever was. M nother knows the recipe, but it never turns out
the sane as her barley soup. MNot as thick. There nust’ve been that secret
special sonething that this grandnother never told anyone else. There is
al ways sonet hi ng beyond the reci pe that nakes food so special, that tine that
it is aways cooked, that tine required for the snell to seep into the nost hid-
den places of the house. That is what nade her so special. | can wal k around
the house today, and perhaps open a drawer that has never been opened for
years, and inside | can still snell her honenade bread and cookies, that snel | of
sauerkraut that |’ve never snelt in the house since then.

This grandnother |oved soap operas. | can renenber being alone wth
her, sonetinmes when ny nother had to go out to work during the day. She
would always invite ne dowistairs to watch TV wth her. | was down there
every day that | could be, | didn't like to be alone yet. And every day we
wat ched the sane things, although | didn't exactly go down for the TV, | went
down to be wth her. It always was confiortable to be around her. | aways felt
so safe and so welconed by her. | would sit down on one side of her worn
bl ack | eather footrest and she would sit in that green uphol stered arnthair wth
that poodl e on the other side, and together we would watch the soap operas.
There were so nany that we watched together, and | can still renenber those
theme songs and humthemin ny heart. But | never renenbered what any of
themwere about. They were so lost on a little kid. Al of those affairs and
such. BEven if they were any. | just sat there as ny grandnother watched the
prograns, | colored or read ny comcs. After the shows were off, however, we

still had tine that we needed to kill before ny nother cane back hone. There
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was not anything left on the television anynore, nothing good anyway. The
gane shows didn't cone on for two hours. And grandna couldn’t color. So we
woul d often go out and sit on the swngs that this grandfather had nade from
oldiron pipes and wood. Wiile we sat out there watching the butterflies and
hunmm ngbi rds travel around the forest of flowers that ny father and grandfa-
ther had planted in the yard so | ong ago, she would sing to ne an old Folish |ul -
laby. And | would fall asleep anong the songs of the birds and the calls of the
insects, ny head on her lap. | didnit need the pillows or the blankets. Al |
needed was to hear that Polish [ullaby and | was asl eep.

| still renener that day that she had to go to the hospital. | didn't real -
|y understand why she had to leave the house. M nother had tried to take
care of this grandnother by herself, but she just got worst and worse. Soon
even the nurse that was there during the days wasn't able to help her. S0 she
had to go the hospital. But | renenber ny nother was all sad that she was
there. | told her that | wanted to see ny grandnother, this grandnother. M
nother took ne to the hospital one day. Wy is it that hospitals have this spe-
cial snell about themthat is never found anywhere else? That |ifeless odor is
sonething that is hard to duplicate. Perhaps it’s because there is so nuch pain
in a hospital, the msery of an entire group of people concentrated into one
building But they wouldn't let ne go in. They said that | was too young. It
ddn't nake a difference that | was her grandson, they said. They wouldn't |et
ne go in to see her, into the hospital itself. So ny nother took ne into the
store to find sonething to keep ne occupied. Wy is it that they sell games in

hospitals to keep the kids occupied? As if they didnt already nake enough
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noney off of the patients in themand cause enough pain to the kids by refus-
ing to let them see the people they love so dearly, they now have to take
advantage of themas well? | got a pad of paper and a pencil. | sat down in the
lobby filled wth |eather uphol stered sofas and arnthairs that were perneated
wth that hospital snell and began to draw | just renenber sitting there for

vwhat seened like hours; it was the first tine | had even tried to draw a comc
strip. And the paper was so unusual. It even had a strange hospital aura about

it. 1've never seen another pad of paper like it. Paper itself has an odor. If

you' ve ever snelled a piece of paper, you can definitely identify one from
another. It’s not only the paper, but also where it’s been and who's had it. You
can snell the different inks of the pens and pencils used on it, you can al nost

even snel | the type of handwiting onit. Paper has its ow odor, and |’ ve never

found another paper wth the snell like that one. By this tine everyone had
left the hospital, giving it an eerie silence. The only things | eft were the clicking
of the nachi nes and soneone whistling sonewhere off in the distance. Then
ny nother cane out of an elevator and cane over to ne. Cone on, she said,

I”mgoing to sneak you in. There’s no one |ooking. She took ne by the hand
and qui ckly rushed back into the el evator. V¢ went sonmewhere into the depths
of the building, into this room There was one other ol d person there, but she
was asleep. And there was ny grandnother, lying on one of those hospital

beds. She had sonething that |ooked |ike the plastic tubes | used to connect

punps to ny fish tank underneath her nose, and her arns were all black and
blue fromthe IV6. | sat there and she talked to ne, very quietly and slowy.

renenber her saying that she loved ne very nuch, and | renenber crying. |
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took her hand and kissed it and gave her a hug. She was so weak. She poi nted
over to the bulletin board that was in front of there. Hanging on it were all of
the cards that | had drawn for her. | drew every card wth ny own hand and
colored it. BEvery tine | thought that if | could just give her one nore card she
woul d get better. There were so nany cards hanging on that board. And then
she thanked ne. | gave her a kiss. Her cheek was still warm She died not
soon after.

| walked in fromschool, ny nother had just taken ne hone. | was wal k-
ing up the stairs; ny nother always went ahead of ne. She had to open the
house. M father was there waiting. | never heard anything that he said to her
before | got there and sawthem | heard what he said that tine, in a whisper,
anost as if he tried to hide it fromne. Your nother’s dead. That grandnoth-
er that had taught ne howto pray the rosary was gone. |’d never watch those
soap operas again. |'d never be able to sit down and have soneone who truly
enjoyed playing Od Mid and Vér and tick-tack-toe. A of those decks of cards
that inhabited the bottom cabi net woul d never be used again. Were would I
ever get soneone to sit on the swng wth ne on those warm sunmer days
when everyone el se was anay? Wo would sing that Polish [ullaby to ne now?
Al of themwere in ny nenory only. iy a nenory. | would never hear her
singing again, never snell her barley soup. That recipe for honenade bread
that took days to prepare, that was never going to be nade again. Al of it was
gone in such a short tine.

Just like the last tine | sawthis grandfather, this grandnother too was in

asmall roomfilled wth people. There were peopl e who | never even knew peo-
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ple who | never saw before inny life. Yet they still were comng over and com
forting ny crying nother. It was all so strange. And I’ d never see these peopl e
again inny life. This ting, | didnt need tine to understand what had hap-
pened. | had learned fromexperience. | had understood before this day. | sat
back, crying, and then | realized that | didn't have that rosary that she had
given ne so long ago that | had prayed on for ny grandfather so nany tines.
M nother then gave ne another. It was ny grandnother’s special rosary.
Slver. Her nost val ued possession. Hw nany tines had her fingers gone over
those beads, how many prayers were said on those beads, how work were they.
And they now sat in ny hands as | prayed for her soul. They had been passed
on to her only child now the one who had given themto ne that night to pray.
| didn't understand, only sat there for hours as | watched peopl e kneel by the
coffin, for now | knew the nanme for what that conmiortable bed really was.
After everyone had left, before ny nother spent her last nonents, | said a
final rosary for this grandnother kneeling by the casket. After | had finished,
after the hand-rest was getting danp fromny tears, | |eaned over and gave ny
grandnother a kiss on the cheek. | had to say goodbye to this |ady who had
put ne to sleep so nmany tines. She |ooked even better than she did that day
inthe hospital before | had given her the final kiss that she woul d renenier. |
brought ny face down, and quickly let ny |ips touch her face. She was so col d,
like an ice cube.

M col lection grew by one nore card that day.

Years later, | went through the old collection of records that this grand-

nother kept and listened to. Mny classical ones, nany old ones. Qes filled
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w th pol kas and accordion nusic. | enjoyed themso nuch when she was alive,
and | still enjoy themnow But that wasn't the nost special one. | found a
very ol d record of Polish Qristnas nusic, the cover tattered, yellowed, torn. |
put it on. Then, after ten mnutes | started to cry al over again. There, on the
record was the lullaby. And once again | could hear ny grandnother singing to
ne, the hummi ngbirds flying in the background.

I'n the house her voice rose up, nuffl ed, singing ne to sleep again.

Vi

| finaly fell asleep that night. | was able to forget everything that had
happened during the day and all of the nenories that | had renenbered agai n.
| knew that | should be up to tell ny father what had happened (no answering
nachi ne coul d ever console), but | couldn't keep ny eyes open to wait for him
any longer. That night, | didn't dream

The next day | woke up early. Qitside, the ground was still noist from
the light rain that had ceased during the night. The sun was now peeki ng over
the tops of the auburn leaves and the tenperature was just mld. It seened
like it would be one of the nicest days of this fall. | wke up early because |
didn't sleep that well, perhaps it was because | had such a troubling night. |
looked over at ny clock. It was 7:30. | felt like | had a hangover. Al of ny
nuscles were sore. | sat on the edge of ny bed and thought. M parents

woul d be honme now | renenbered what had happened | ast night the answer -
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ing nachine all of the nenories falling books drill bit her grandna grandpa di ed.
| had totell him | didnt even think that he knewyet. They got hone so | ate,
they probably didn't check for any nessages.

| stood up to fast. | got a headache. 1’'d have to take a Tylenol later on.
| wal ked over, opened ny door, and felt the shaggy yarn of the rug underneath
ny foot. There was no drill there this norning. The light by ny father’s chair
was on, | could see it. He was up, because no one ever turns on that |ight
except for him M father is usually up very early in the norning, planting or
weedi ng or running or doing various exercises. And when he didn't feel |ike any
exertion, he would read a book. But today he wasn't doing anything. He was
sitting in his old rocking chair, just rocking back and forth, his hands folded in
his lap. Hs glasses were folded, |ying |enses doan on the nightstand. He just
stared straight ahead, rocking. | wondered if he knew | walked over to him
He didn't even turn his head to look at ne. | waited a snall second, and then in
ny slurred norni ng voi ce told hi mwhat had happened.

“Dad, grandpa died |ast night.”

“I knowson. Uhcle Gris called this norning.”

| didn't say anything else. He just kept on rocking. There was no ot her
noises in the house that norning. Then, he turned and |ooked at ne. He
notioned ne to come over to him As old as | was, he took ne onto his |ap,
and sat there hugging ne and rocking ne like he did so long ago. V¢ said
nothing el se. Together, silently, we waited for everyone el se to wake up to tell
t hem t he news.

M nother was the next one to wake up. She was surprised;, | never
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woke up this early inthe norning on ny own. She wal ked slowy over to us.

“What ?”

M father told her. And then she sat down and cried. M father shooed
ne off of his lap and he went over to her. She stood up and enbraced them
They stood there, ny nother crying, ny father looking off into God knows
where wth bl ank eyes.

Later that norning, everyone was quiet. There was no |aughter in our
house like was usual for nornings. W all got into the car and drove into

Pennsyl vania, waiting to do what we all had to do.

| didn't really know how grandpa had died, no one really had told ne. |
found out later fromny father. Gandpa had been in the hospital before that
year, colon cancer. GCancer is one of those strange di seases. BEveryone can get
it, and everyone wll eventually get it. Fortunately, sone people just die of
something el se before it ever takes over their lives. It seens that we live our
lives just like we drive, rushing fromstop light to stop light, not realizing that
no natter howfast we go, we still can't beat the final red light. And eventually
everyone is caught behind the light. Wen it turns green, we try to go as fast
as we can to nake sure that we can get the next green one, but it never works.
W always get the red one. W& always try to avoid the red light, but always in

the mddle of nowhere it’'ll be there. And in the mdd e of nowhere, there' s
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al ways soneone who tries to run the red. And there’s never anyone there to
catch them UWhless it’s you. Then the cop decides to cone around. It’'s all so
absurd. Kind of like howwe try tolive. V¢ always try to be one step ahead of
death, but it never works. HRght in the mddle of nowhere, when everything
seens to be working well, that’s when it cones for you. Soneone had tried to
race wth ny grandfather as well. Wiy do we try to save those peopl e, when it
probably won't really nake a difference? Being in the hospital nade hi mnore
sick than he woul d ve been otherwi se. He cane back and ny grandnot her had
to take care of himso nuch. He couldn't even get up the stairs to go into his
bed anynore. Ve brought his bed downstairs so that he could sleep init. He
didnt enjoy sleeping in those other beds. It was so hard to take care of himfor
ny grandnot her, but she put her whole soul into it. Qnce again, perhaps sone
sort of obsession was revived. Al of her last energy was spent trying to help
him Here was a chance for her to help the nan who had kept her alive all of
those fifty-nine years of their narriage.

| renenber the tine | saw him before he went into the hospital. Qur
entire famly got together and went for what sone of us thought mght be the
last nmass that we could have wth him W all gathered together one Sunday
norning and went to the church. M grandnother was driven there by ny
father, but ny grandfather wanted to walk to the church one last tine. M sis-
ter and | stayed behind to walk wth himthere, to nake sure that nothing went
wong. It seened to be such the wong reason to be wth him He went down
the steps that sang the labors of his life so slowy. It seened al nost anazi ng

that he could wal k now considering where he was going to. He wal ked sl ower
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then ny nother, but he didn't need any help. H was still so strong in his
weakness. V@ passed his old garden. The snall garden that he had planted so
long ago and that he does every single year. He couldn't really plant when he
was so old now ny father and | planted it every single year. It still |ooked
weeded and healthy. Gandpa |loved to take care of his garden. He loved to
get the fresh vegetabl es and hel p grandna cook them Hs garden was his joy.
He had started ny father on it helping himso long ago, and now | was the one
who helped ny father. Rght past the garden used to be the iron fenced in
enclosure for the dog. Their dog was so noisy. It was great for protecting the
house. No one woul d even dare to get past that dog. But it got sick, and the
SPCA took it away one day. That was the last dog that ny grandfather ever
had. The beagl e had bel onged to ny uncle, not him M grandnother had been
afraid of that dog, and that was enough to keep ny grandfather fromgetting
anot her one.

n the way to that church ny grandfather just seened so different. Ve
taked alot onthat trip. He talked of the old days. @G the friends that sone-
how got |ost during the years. He renenbered when where all of these houses
were was a forest. He used to be able to go back behind his house and hunt
for deer and squirrels. And the train tracks ran on the other side of the stream
taking the coal away fromthe nines out into the rest of the entire nation. He
settled out here because he would be anay fromthe rest of the city, he woul d
be isolated. In the suburb. VeI, Mner’s MIIs definitely had cone a |ong way
since then. He renenered where all of the ol d pubs were, where he coul d still

get a cheap drink. He told us of the Irish church, and how the services there
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were not as good as his own. And on the way he said goodbye to all of his old
friends. They didn't even know that he was going into surgery. That was the
worst part, seeing ny grandfather saying goodbye as if sonehow he knew t hat
he woul d never be coning back there again.

Wien we wal ked into the church where ny grandnother and grandf at her
had renewed their wedding vows so nany tines, we put himright into the seat
in front of us that we had saved for him Qur famly was all there, al of ny
cousi ns, uncles, aunts, everyone. It was probably the first tine | had ever seen
our entire famly, not just our close famly, but all of themfromForest Gty who
had travel led an hour just to be there for him W& filled about hal f of the wood-
en pews in that church. And the service was wonderful. Longer than the ones
in New Jersey, but still not too long. Just long enough. The priest spoke in a
slowdraw, seeming |ike he had sonething better to do. The altar servers were
old, just like the church, and their white sneakers seened ol der then them The
song | eader was comnmon. BEverything seened so right. And then after all of
that we all went back into the house to spend the day with ny grandfather.
W didn't do nmuch nore then what we nornally do, drink the strong coffee
laced wth chickory and talk about trivialities, giving ny grandnot her even nore
things to clean up. FEveryone was there to confort him not saying goodbye
openly. Perhaps they only did that in their mnds by being there. Perhaps that
was the way that they said goodbye. But like all of the other tines, it was
grandna, ny father, nother, sister, and I who had to clean up. V¢ |left grandpa
who had | ooked so good that day, sitting in his chair watching the TV, his snal |

spittoon nearby. He lived through the operation.
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It seened like for once God was answering our prayers. He was getting
better, he was looking so good. V¢ went in alot to just be wth himand be
wth ny grandnother and to give her a day’'s break. She had so nuch work to
do nowthat he coud hardly nove. She was tired, but it was all fine until that
day when the ringers were off in ny house. It wasn't the operation that did
himin, it wasn't the cold. It was those coal mines where he had worked, where
he had sweated, where he had earned enough to keep the famly alive. To help
give ny father life. He started coughing, and he couldn't catch his breath
again. He died because he couldn't catch his breath again. Al of that coal dust
seventy years ago had finally caught up to him He died fast.

A the hospital ny uncle was the person who had to close ny grandfa-
ther’s eyes.

M uncl e asked ne along wth the other grandsons to be pal | bearers.

Nothing quiets a roomquite like a dead body. Qice again, | was in a
snall roomwth a dead body. M grandmother was sitting off on the side,
whi npering. The shock nust’ve been great for her. After fifty-nine years of
living wth soneone, they were finally dead. It was way too nuch for her, espe-
cialy after having taken care of himfor so long. Beside her was the entire fam
ily. M father, Wcle Gris, Uhcle Mrty, Ucle Jack, Uhcle Henry, and Aunt

Joyce. There's always that one person in the famly that you never know and
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that never stays in contact wth the famly. For us, that was Aunt Joyce. M
father’s only sister. | had never even heard her nane nentioned before this
day. After everything was over, | never heard it again. And then there was
always the famly. Those people who cone fromso far away that you never
hear about them and have never seen them even at Christnas, but yet sone-
how they still know who you are, and know everythi ng about your life, what you
do, who you like, how nuch you grewin the past year. Then cones the even-
tual | haven't seen you since you were snall enough to be held in ny arns.
And they expect ne to renenber them | can hardly even renenber the face
of ny first grade teacher, wo | spent a lot nore tine wth, than them But
there was no talking in the roomwth ny grandfather init. That woul d be sac-
rilege. The only sounds in that roomwere the noses honking and the whi nper -
ings of the cries of the old ladies that could still renener when he was a little
boy.

| sat by ny grandnother, hol ding her hand. Wenever | cane around, she
smled. Perhaps, nore accurately, she forced a smle. But naybe a forced
smle is better than nothing at all. | held her hand and just smled at her, letting
her know that soneone is still around for her. And when | wasn't there, sone-
one else was there. Qe of ny father’s brothers or one of the other grandsons.
In that red, diniy lit room soneone was always there to keep her conpany.
And the flowers were enornous. |’ve never seen so nmany flowers in ny life.
There were large bouquets of flowers fromeveryone and then sone. The red
muns were everywhere. There was a very large one from grandna, the one

fromhis sons, the one that Aunt Joyce had bought and placed there, the one
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that was fromall of the grandchildren. And then there was the nost touchi ng
one of all. A wvhite heart wth red flowers on it in a cross. The ribbon said
Godbye Geat Gandpa. A least one of the great-grandchildren mght be ol d
enough to remenber hi m soneday.

And then there was his body. It seens that the artwork had been even
better than the last ones | could renember. He |ooked ten years younger.
There was a red color in his cheeks that hadn't been there since years ago.
Ad his suit was so neat and perfectly fit. Hs hands were peacefully fol ded, his
eyes shut, his nmouth closed in a line. Everyone renarked at how good he
| ooked. Soneone had done a wonderful job. He should be in a nuseum

And in the other room everyone snoked and renewed acquai ntances.
Tal ki ng about everything except what was inportant. It was a very nice night,
dry and not too cold. Quside the world was silent. Qutside the world didn't
care. Inside were two dead people, one silent and one a noaning shell. The
snoke rose in frail wsps up to the stars that still shone brightly.

And ny col | ection grew by one nore card.

The real pain never came until afterwards. The next norning was to be
the funeral. Early in the norning, all of the nal e grandchildren, the designated
pal | bearers for their grandfather, including ne, had to go back to the funeral

hone. M father had to go as well. Al of his brothers were there, as well as
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his sister. It was their tine to say their last good-byes. Ater al of the grand-
children said their prayer for his soul, we al went into a back roomto | eave the
others in peace. (ne by one | saw themwal k out of the funeral hone and wal k
to their cars. And then it cane tine for ny grandnother to say her goodbye.
A wailing went up throughout the funeral home that could chill even the
warnest heart. It alnost sounded |ike a bl oodcurd ing screamthat continued
for hours. And then it subsided into the loudest crying and wailing that | had
ever heard. For the first tine that day, | cried. Ater five mnutes she was bet -
ter. She felt that now she was done. She was led out, |eaning on ny nother’s
armfor support. She was so broken up that she could hardly walk. Qe of the
dead had now | eft the hone.

Wen she was gone, we went back in. Ve first had to take all of the
flowers anay fromthe casket. Potted plants, bouquets, all of themwent away.
VW put themin the back room their own wake, readied to be put into the
garbage. And then we had to choose which ones would go with the body.
Wii ch ones were the prettiest, which ones would fit into the extra roomin the
hearse. Qut cane a nice arrangenent; red carnations in a wcker basket. The
snal| white heart wth the red crosses. After we chose them the undertaker
cane back wth the Allen wench. They stuck it into the top of the casket, and
screwed. And they lowered his previously raised head into the casket. They
closed the top. And then they screwed shut the bolts. They put in the carry-
ing beans. And now we had to carry the casket out to the hearse. S x of us,
three on each side. Vel king together. | was to be in the back right side. The

bar was so cold. And the casket was light. It wasn't netal. Back when grand-
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pa was born, they had wood. Nowit was fiberglass. But it didnt nake any dif -
ference. It was not anything fancy, grey and sonber. And the fiberglass was
light. Gandpa had never wei ghed nuch anyway. W carefully carried the cas-
ket out of the door and slid it into the hearse. The undertaker then distributed
the nunbers for our cars, snall plastic pylons wth nagnets that woul d stick
themto the hood. Ve then got into ny cousin's car to drive to the church.

It was the sane church where years before, on their fiftieth, ny grand-
not her and grandfather had renewed their wedding vows. It was the sane
church where a few nonths before, before ny grandfather went into the hospi -
tal, our entire famly had gathered for a last nass wth him It was the sane
church where now once again, our entire famly had now gathered for a final
nass wth him Ve got out of ny cousin's car and hel ped the undertaker carry
the casket up the cold slate steps. The body did not slide inside. And it was
still solight. V& brought it into the church and placed it onto a rolling platform
like you see in a hospital. The undertaker rolled it up to the front of the
church. M grandnother was still nmoaning in the front of the church. Sonber,
all dressed in black, ny cousins and | went to the front of the church and sat in
the wooden pews. The priest placed a cloth wth a red cross bordered in gol d
over the casket, blessed it wth holy water. The wonen were still noani ng and
crying in the background. And the mass went on. Just like any other nass,
except now we heard a sernon that seened al nost rehearsed, like a nad lib for
the person’s nane wth ny grandfather’s nane stuck in it. And we had the
readi ngs, and the blessings, and the communion, and then we carried the

hearse back out to the car. It was a long ride up to Forest Aty where he was
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to be buried beside his nother.

ne hour, in a car wth ny cousins. Trapped inside of an ol d Mrcedes-
Benz. The radio was tuned to Froggy 101. Funny how you renenber such
things. W& didn't talk about nuch. About the jobs that they all had, when
they were going to be back in town next, about football games. About what
there would be for the breakfast. Wy is it that when soneone dies you have
to give a breakfast? | guess that if you drag anyone for an hour listening to
country nusic in an old car along a highway followng a hearse, you ve got to
give themsonething. But the ride was so silent. It seened |ike there was no
thought that grandpa was dead. It was just another job that we had to go to.
SO we just passed the trees and billboards and got passed by the sems and
inpatient notorists in denial.

Wen we got to the graveyard in Forest Aty, that ancestral buria ground
of ny famly, it was cold outside. The wnd was blowng, chilling everyone to
the bone. And ny grandnother, still noaning, was crying. And we carried the
casket over to the hole in the ground. There was a short cerenony on that
cold wndy day; no one expected it to be that frigid and no one apparently
wanted to stand around that long. It was as if Gd had tried to personify the
feeling that we all had that day. And then we |owered himinto the ground, the
roses thrown atop the casket. And everyone was there to bury him | noticed
ny father’s eyes tearing. He didn't say a word, his face just as stony as the
ground he stood on. M father had al ways been cl ose to his nother and fat her,
and that cold norning was the only tine in ny life that |’ve ever seen himcry.

Afiter the service was over, everyone migrated back into their cars to get out
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of the cold and go to the diner. | didn't leave yet, hovever. | had to wait for
ny parents. M father wasn't ready to leave yet. M grandnother stayed
behind for alittle wile also, talking softly to that body in the ground. She then
wal ked over to her nother’s grave, just feet anay. She laid a rose down up
agai nst the headstone and stared at it for awhile. She |ooked cold, sad, sick,
and alone now A one, despite all of us around. She said a prayer. And then,
wth her thick Pennsyl vani a accent, she | eaned down to the ground and said the
only thing | could hear to her nother:

Take good care of him

She went back over to where her husband had been buried. She |eaned
down and threw her last flower on the casket. For one instant, she stopped
whi npering and she | eaned down and said the last words that | heard her say
that day to him

Don't worry, Joseph. 1’11 be there soon.
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