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Hands grow old.  They wrinkle and shrivel up so their veins 

are pronounced and their bones jut out every which way.  The 

skin becomes translucent and eventually these hands begin to 

lose motion.  The joints creak with every movement and they 

cramp up, eventually growing limp.  They die.  The hands are 

buried.  They sit in the cold dirt.  Cold themselves after many 

a year losing circulation.  The hands sit and wait, slowly 

disintegrating and feeding the soil.  The nutrients allowing 

flowers to grow.  These flowers begin as small green sprouts 

that fight their way through rough dirt in order to thrive in 

the sunlight that covers the field in which they live.  These 

flowers grow, bud, bloom, wane, sleep for the winter, grow, bud,

bloom, wane, sleep for the winter, grow, bud bloom…and then 

another pair of hands takes them carefully from their resting 

place, thanking the earth for its beauty.  These flowers are 

taken to a quaint home nearby and placed in a new glass resting 

place.  With the new homemade nutrients that they receive they 

flourish, intensifying in color, but slowly, slowly, gracefully 

drooping, browning around the edges, their stalks curving under 

the newfound weight of their heads.  One petal drops, slowly 

waving back and forth, waxing the air with its dying beauty.  

Another falls.  And another.  Drip, drop like the first days of 

autumn, however, their previous neighbors still have buds that 

will bloom late.  As the gloom engulfs the last remaining 

2



Sterling Melcher/ Monty and Mercy/Page

petals, the hands return to carefully, respectfully, toss them 

out into the compost.  To be replaced with another group of 

flowers, maybe of a different style, number, or intensity.  

Slowly, the flowers lose their shape, waving and shrinking and 

deflating.  Carefully they shed all recognition of their 

previous lives and are taken to be disposed of by a great 

machine, which is also controlled by yet another set of hands.  

All these hands are connected to arms, to shoulders, to torsos, 

which split and connect to the neck and the legs, and finally, 

the head and the feet.  The head has many connections.  The 

nose, the ears, the mouth, hair, the eyes.  Noses are gross, all

through life, no matter what, except when they discover the 

scent of flowers.  Hair grows, gets cut, fights its way to the 

top again, and again, only to be cut down by the metal shears 

that are controlled by another set of hands.  Until, of course, 

the hair grows to a point where it decides that to continue 

growing into the air would just be a signal for birds to nest 

and raise their young within its tangles.  So, in order to 

deceive the low-flying creatures, the hair begins to grow 

downwards, protecting the head from the devils of nature.  Wind,

rain, hail, fog, sun.  Beginning with a glimmering blonde, 

darkening to a wood natured brunette, until the color finally 

starts to fade.  Some hairs to black, others to white, creating 

a speckled pepper upon the scalp, eventually all resting at a 

          



semi-translucent white, frail and brittle, acting more as low-

hovering clouds than protection.  Hair begins to fall, catching 

in the nose and the ears, making most things harder than they 

need to be.  The mouth, surrounded by the hair still able to 

grow properly.  It wasn’t always so crowded.  The mouth begins 

as a means of nourishment, occasionally creating the most 

raucous sounds, incoherent words being formed, practiced, said, 

stated, asked, the development of speech.  Talking constantly 

over the years, learning, teaching, until most of the speech has

been exhausted, allowing the mouth to take extended breaks 

because there is no more need to say everything that one is 

thinking.  Eventually, the mouth moves only once or twice a day 

in order only to say what one needs to survive.  Food, sleep, 

exercise, sleep.  Finally, the eyes.  Seeing.  They see 

everything.  Happiness.  Sadness.  War.  Poverty.  Destruction.  

Animals.  Plants.  Changes.  Mostly changes.  Helping the brain 

adapt to the changes that they see.  However, to see an eye.  

What a beauty.  Every color that they can be.  Occasionally 

combining colors, green within brown, blue within green, brown 

within blue, one eye green and the other blue, the occasional 

yellow, red, black.  Each line that creates the surrounding 

color.  Entrancing.  And then, the deep, the color deprived 

pupil, enmeshing and capturing every image it pleases, creating 

a montage of images within the mind, most of them to be 
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forgotten, or at least stored in the sub-conscious place to 

occasionally be brushed over for nostalgic purposes.  The most 

prominent ones ever-looming, jumping in sight at the most 

inopportune times, causing stress, joy, terror.  However much 

the pupil seems to draw everything that is good out of the world

with its never-ending darkness, swirling and swirling into the 

depths of the conscious, to the sub-conscious, to the 

unconscious, it deceives, for the pupil wants the light, needs 

the light, lusts for the light.  Contracting and expanding in 

order to accommodate for how much light truly wants to enter the

treacherous darkness.  Secretly it’s envious of all except the 

silence of space, dreaming of the day that it is able to shine 

like the sun, creating an aura of warmth around it, but never to

reach that day.  Quietly waiting, opening, closing, opening, 

closing, allowing light to have its way with it.  To look at the

eyes of one that you love.  Ecstasy.  To use those same eyes and

gaze at the hands that you are about to take into your own.  

Reaching, your own hands coming into view, the four 

interlocking, your heartbeat racing, pounding in the ears, the 

nose panting, the mouth slightly open, inviting in the air that 

your lungs seem to be deprived of, the arms strong, yet limp at 

the touch of their hands, the torso shaking with the pumping of 

blood somehow not reaching the legs, the knees buckling, forcing

the feet to maintain a stable foundation in fear of the body 

          



tumbling down to the ground in a heap of flesh and bones that 

seems to have been sucked of their light, the pupil.  It expands

in order to bask in the glow of what light is not present.  This

is one of those images that will never be gone.  Paramount in 

the looming pyramid of thoughts trying to be graced by the touch

of thought.  To be grasped by its hands. 

#

Monty did not like his hands.  They were over-sized and 

bulky for his scrawny arms.  Both seemed to be shrinking by the 

day.  It's not like he ever had strong arms, able to lift other 

people over his head, but they were never as weak as they were 

then.  The skin beginning to wrinkle and contort around the 

bones as if his hands were decreasing in size, finally realizing

that they had been out of proportion but never bothered to 

correct themselves as if to say, “Sorry.  We always thought you 

were going to make up for the extra slack.  Looks like we 

overestimated your abilities.  We'll back down now.”  But no, 

they were still over-sized, but now even uglier than before.  To

be mocked by his hands.  This was a new low that Monty had 

reached.  Not even able to keep himself from noticing and being 

self-conscious about his flaws.--Damn this old age.  Never 

giving me a moments rest, time to catch up with it, accept it.  

Always changing me when I've finally accepted something I hated.

Persistent little bugger--.
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Monty looked in the mirror, still in his underwear.  He 

never really liked to stand around in his underwear, but he had 

nothing better to do at this time of day.  For some reason, 

recently, he had more and more trouble sleeping.  Walking in the

middle of the night, walking around his lonely home only to 

return to his bed in a futile attempt to rest.  Occasionally, 

thinking a change of atmosphere would help, he would lie across 

the couch, fighting with blankets that snag on everything, 

eventually using more than one in order to cover his entire 

body.  This never worked.  The couch was split into two cushions

and the awkward depression in the middle was placed at the small

of his back which was the place that needed the most support, 

especially at his age.  The television eventually flashed, 

buzzing with the incoherent noise, only there to distract him 

from the fact that he would never get to sleep.  The pupil 

didn't even change for lack of want for the harsh light emitted 

from the wall.  

--The day will come soon enough--he thought.

But it didn't.  One o'clock in the morning was farther away 

from sunrise than he would have liked to believe, especially in 

the winter.  It seemed as if, even though he woke up at the same

time every night, light was farther and farther away.  However, 

he had gained a certain affinity with the darkness over the past

few weeks, occasionally stretching the darkness over the dawn as

          



he began his daily routines.  There were even days when he acted

like the clouds before a great storm, stopping the joyous light 

from reaching the ground that he walked on.  On those days he 

would travel and spread the darkness, his friend, and infect all

those that he crossed paths with.  Most people did not enjoy 

those days.  His common victims were able to recognize when when

those days were by the scowl that he wore.  The coffee-shop 

workers would fight over who had to take his order, one had even

scheduled his breaks to avoid him altogether in the mornings, 

neighbors would close their windows on the account that he would

play his music excruciatingly loud, and policemen on their 

normal routes would cross the street, sometimes not even at a 

crosswalk in order to evade his foul mood.  

There was one neighbor that was not like the others.  Mercy,

a curious person who, instead of trying to block out the sound 

from above, drilled holes in her ceiling in order to hear the 

music more clearly.  This may have been due to the fact that she

was partially deaf in one ear, or the fact that she lacked a 

proper radio in her room.  The antenna of her old hi-fi went out

a long time ago and was replaced by crumpled-up tin foil, 

sketchily put together by the young child across the hall who 

had gotten to an age where he thought that he could fix 

everything.  The radio received the news, a classical station, 

and an odd channel that wasn't picked up by any other radio in 
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the building, but played nonstop songs from Broadway musicals 

ranging from Rogers and Hammerstein's Oklahoma to Dunkan Sheik's

new hit musical Spring Awakening.  Mercy would occasionally see 

Monty at the coffee shop, arguing with whoever was unfortunate 

enough to be taking his order.  She would go around back to 

visit her grandson who worked there.  He would always have a 

coffee in hand for her at the back entrance as he took his 

smoking break.  He was only seventeen, but his mother didn't 

have much control over him.  He wasn't particularly a bad child,

he just didn't care much for his health.

“You know, those things will kill you,” she said.

He retorted, “You'll kill me with all your nagging.  Here's 

your coffee ma.”

“Now stop calling me that.  I am not your mother.  Your 

mother wouldn't like it if I told her you've got these nasty 

habits.”

“She knows I smoke.”

“I'm not talking about that.  I'm talking about about the 

disrespect you show behind her back.  It's not right for a child

to be so disrespectful.”

“I'm gonna be eighteen in three months.  It won't matter 

after that.”

“Once you surpass your mother in age, then you can 

disrespect her.  Until then, you're still a child.”

          



“Whatever nanna,” he put out his cigarette.  “I gotta get 

back to my shift.  I hope that old man's gone by now.”

“Now, be nice to him.  He's had a long life.”  They kissed 

on both cheeks and he disappeared through the back door.  Mercy 

never liked the back of buildings.  They always brought out 

thoughts of poverty with the billowing smoke from the stacks on 

the roof, bringing out the guilt that she had for not giving 

enough to charity.  However, these moments of gloom passed by 

her fairly quickly.  Every morning after coffee she took her 

morning walk through the park.  Sitting on a bench always 

brought around so much tranquility and peace, being able to 

watch the trees, the birds, the squirrels, the roller-bladers, 

the joggers, the couples walking along the path eventually to 

lie down in the soft grass, caressing the earth with their 

bodies as they position themselves next to their partners.  That

is what she missed the most.  The ability to love without a 

thought of whether you were to die the next day or be sent to 

the hospital due to the unseen events of a stroke or any other 

natural sign that the body was running out of steam.  

But what Mercy loved most about the bench was that by 

looking at the people who inhabited the park, she could draw 

memories of her life before her, able to contemplate about her 

existence and whether or not she had led a good life.  Overall, 

no matter what she thought about, her childhood in her quiet 

10



Sterling Melcher/ Monty and Mercy/Page

hometown, leaving to discover the world of the city, the poverty

and destruction that she heard about on the news, or a kiss, she

always came to the same conclusion.  She was content.  She was 

still alive at the age of eighty-five and she still had the 

ability to think and wonder about other people's lives, one of 

her favorite pass-times.  She never let anything overcome her 

ability to lead a contented life.

#

It was one of those days, as exemplified by the scene at the

coffee shop earlier.  As Mercy waled down the street she noticed

a pair of policemen crossing the street fairly quickly.  She 

looked across the street and saw a man with a large overcoat and

a beanie sulking out of an ally.  “Must be another one of those 

drug dealers,” she thought.  But the police passed the man 

fairly quickly and as she continued down the street, still 

looking at the odd man, she bumped into someone walking the 

other way.

“Oh,” she said in shock.  “I'm sorry.  I didn't see you 

there.”

“You should really watch where you're going Mercy.  Our 

bodies can't handle these collisions anymore.”  It was Monty.  

How could she have forgotten?  He had the nastiest scowl on, 

making his face elongate and cause the bags under his eyes to 

exude the darkness of his cloud.  However, Mercy never seemed to

          



become affected by his foul moods.  Too many times had she 

looked into his eyes and seen that his pupils expanded everytime

he gazed upon her.  Never had she noticed, however, that his 

eyes had a peculiar color.  From the darkness of his pupils came

a dark brown that lightened and intertwined with a surrounding 

green.  Always she had glanced at his eyes and caught a hazel 

color, but never before had she discovered the complexities that

surrounded his sight.  The cloud passed.  The moment ended.  

They both walked their separate ways. 

Monty never understood her.  Whenever he was in a foul mood,

she was always smiling.  When he was in a decent mood, she was 

always smiling.  Always smiling.  But not an ear to ear smile 

that covered her face and exuded a certain sense of nervousness,

but rather a closed lipped smile where the edges of her lips 

barely turned upwards, almost as if there was a distinct angle 

where the ends of her lips began.  Occasionally it would 

increase in size and spread, depending on the situation.  Only 

once had he ever seen her where her mouth didn't portray 

happiness, but that was a long time ago, a time he would rather 

forget had existed.  Where had that memory come from?  So long 

it had been since he'd thought of that night.  He thought that 

that night would have loomed over his head, but rarely had he 

even remembered that it was not a dream, for so dreamlike it had

felt.  This was a brief ray o pure sunlight within his day.  He 
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did not let it affect him though, because today was going 

particularly horribly.  The darkness and he were battling.  

Monty was becoming bored with its presence.  Previously, he had 

enjoyed its company, but recently it was overstaying its 

welcome.  Usually around six o'clock, when Monty usually sat 

down to read a long book that he would probably never reach the 

end of, the darkness loomed there, wanting to play, to go 

terrorize more teenagers at the coffee shop with complex orders 

or go complain about a watch at the jewelers that has been 

broken for twenty-five years, but Monty was bored at this point.

He was glad that spring was approaching because the darkness 

wouldn't be around as much when he woke up in the middle of the 

night.  Friends are good to have around, but when they start to 

be too overbearing, that's when it's time to rethink whether or 

not the friendship is worth maintaining.  That is what the 

relationship had become for Monty.  A distraction.

Well, it was about the time of night and Monty sat down to 

read one of his favorite books.  He had read the first three 

hundred pages over four times but never got past page three-

hundred-one.  The Count of Monte Cristo.  He was determined, 

however, to go beyond what he'd done before.  All the previous 

times he had read up till page three-hundred and then stopped, 

putting the book down because he didn't have the patience to 

finish the next nine-hundred-forty-six pages.  So he would move 

          



onto another, shorter book, usually science fiction, and return 

after a few months to the beautiful French love story.  He had a

new strategy.  He would begin on page three-hundred-one.  He 

would defy the odds and return to the story as if he had never 

left it, remembering along the way the names of the characters, 

the little details, the journey through which the plot was 

formed.  So he sat in his large, comfortable recliner, 

positioning himself in order to stay afloat among the cushions 

while maintaining a comfortable relaxed position where his neck 

would not ache after reading and his arms would be able to rest 

on the arm rests, not wearing them out.  Monty settled himself 

and opened to the desired page, but out of the corner of his eye

he saw it.  The darkness.  He slammed the book closed and shut 

the shades.--Much Better--.  He slowly walked back to his chair,

taking time to make sure that nothing happened to disturb him a 

second time.  Opening the book again, a great gust of wind 

barreled through the window, smashing the panes against the 

wall, cracking the glass and whishing and flapping the shades 

around, almost taking out a nearby lamp.  Infuriated, Monty 

rushed over to the window, leaning out yelled--I don't want you 

anymore!  You are no longer welcome!--

“Stop yelling Monty.”

“I'm not talking to you!  This is between me and it!  This 

is none of your business!”  He shut the window, latched it and 
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walked over to his dresser.  Side by side he waddled the dresser

over to the window and placed it in front so it wouldn't open 

ever again.  He planned to keep this window closed for the rest 

of his life, figuring that that wouldn't be long.  Flustered and

not wanting to continue with his reading, he went into the 

kitchen to make his dinner.  Nothing looked appealing.  He had 

the deep sense that he had lost something very close to his 

heart.  His chest felt empty and his head felt sorrowful, but 

then he remembered that he still had a steak in the freezer.  He

took it out, defrosted it in the microwave and placed it on the 

grill out on the balcony.  His over-sized hands fit the steak 

perfectly so he was able to only use one hand while he grabbed a

beer from the fridge.  

Standing there, gazing at the smoke streaming toward the 

night sky, creating a weak strand of light climbing up towards 

the heavens, he sipped his beer, following the strand until the 

night air engulfed it and then spewed it back out to disperse 

into the atmosphere.  He lifted the top of the grill.  Smoke 

exuded from the small cracks before it was completely open, then

exploded into a singular billow, chasing the small strand, until

it too was conquered by the darkness.--Fair game, fair game old 

friend.  You cannot cannot extinguish the flame that begins the 

strand.  The strand begins here with me.  It exits through a 

tiny hole atop the grill, slowly, as not to make a mistake.  It 

          



travels, expands, wonders about the world about it, looking and 

taking in what it sees, continuing to travel, then, as the sky 

begins to surround it, darkness drawing near, it slenders 

itself, continuing to travel, completing itself within a 

moment...the darkness breaches its defenses...it is engulfed, 

chewed, swallowed, digested, and exerted into the infinite 

darkness of space, forever to nourish the flowers of the sky--he

looked at the steak--And you, the reason for it all, the cause 

of all this madness.  Yes.  I said madness.  Without your need 

to eat, the smoke would never have to go through the horrors of 

its journey.  Never have to experience the gift of freedom, only

to have it be taken away.  Without even the pleasantry of 

knowing that its end would come so suddenly.  How dare you do 

that to an innocent human being!--.  Monty's eyes began to grow.

First the eyelids opened wide, wider than they had been in a 

long time.  Then the pupil.  The darkness expanded, entrapping 

and drawing the color from his eyes.  Black and white, edge to 

edge.  Each side pushing on the other causing tension that would

form mountains.

The grill, turning in the air, first looked like a rocket, 

then like the crown upon a fiery head.  The steak began to 

detach from the iron that was previously finishing the 

transformation from an unappealing mess to a delightful meal.  

Twirling.  The steak forward, the grill backward.  As they 
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continued to fall a green object began to follow.  Slowly, the 

amber liquid from the green bottle drizzled out of the opening, 

combining with the steak.  If this were his normal preparations 

for a meal Monty would be expecting a delicacy that night.  But 

at the same time, Mercy, one floor below would not be so 

surprised to find a fiery ball of outdoor appliances digging 

their way through the air with the sole intention of cratering 

in the earth below and causing the dead tree outside her window 

to burst into flame.  When this happened, however, subsequent to

a surprised facial guffaw, a small smirk with an increased curl 

of the left side of her lips spread across her face.  

The fire department happened to be around the corner, 

rescuing a cat from a tree, so the burning tree was seen right 

away.  Mercy's apartment sustained only minor smoke damage and 

Monty's balcony was fixed right up with some caution tape.  

Police and firemen continued to flow up and down the stairs 

outside Mercy's door.  Footsteps could be heard exploring the 

kitchen, the balcony, the living room, the old recliner that 

creaked right above her couch was moved a tad, and Mercy was at 

the door, cracked just a smidge, so that she could see the faces

of the men interrogating Monty.  A young man with a soft face 

was the first.  He opened the door very politely, closing it 

carefully as not to disturb the neighbors, and began to ascend 

          



the steps.  About halfway up, the footsteps stopped and she 

could hear faintly through the wall, “Are you Mr.----?”

“Get off my stairway!”  A crash could be seen and heard from

the doorway as something that used to resemble a vase in the 

shape of an elephant was thrown against the door.  The baby-

faced police-boy continued to back away, out the door, all the 

time covering his face in fear of something remotely sharp 

ruining his pale complexion.  A few minutes later, a much 

larger, more rounded, and regular looking man with a beard and a

captain's cap barged through the door with baby-face following, 

not even bothering to close the door.  This time, with more 

confidence and less consideration for his surroundings, he 

slammed the door behind him, barging up the stairs, slyly 

imitating his superior.  A slight ruckus ensued, some words 

yelled involving calming down and not resisting.  Nothing Mercy 

was particularly interested in.  She wanted to see what was 

happening.  Slowly, and quietly, as not to reveal her presence, 

she creeped up the stairs and lightly touched the door.  It gave

way and allowed her to peer into the apartment.  She could see 

Monty sitting in his recliner, surrounded by the two policemen.

:You cannot, under any circumstances, throw your live grill 

over the side of you balcony.  Do you understand?”
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--These prick cops.  What do they care if this building 

burns down.  It's just one less crime ridden area of town for 

them to care about--.

“Do you understand?”  Monty grunted and nodded.  “We'll be 

checking up on you.”

Monty could see the flourish of clothes through the crack in

his door as Mercy rushed away from the door.  The policemen made

it to the door as Mercy rounded the corner into her apartment.  

She stood with her back to the door, panting, as if she had run 

home out of fear that someone was following her, but then she 

remembered that it was not illegal to eavesdrop on a 

conversation, just rude, and so she calmed down and the small 

smile returned to her face.  She continued to listen to the 

hallway with the footsteps reaching the door, and she heard the 

silent click of the door as baby-faced man politely closed the 

door.

#

Buying one's first home.  Such a pivotal point in the loves 

of a married couple.  Hours upon hours of looking at house after

house.  One house in this part of town, two in the other 

direction, one in a town nearby, realizing that the town nearby 

is infested with crime and looking again in the original area.  

One house has the perfect porch, an outside pool, a two car 

garage, but only two bedrooms.  What if they want to have more 

          



children?  Maybe even a guest room for the in-laws?  So they 

move to another house.  No outdoor pool, but this time there are

three bedrooms and a decent porch.  But then they look in the 

catalog and it is listed s having two and a half bathrooms.  How

can you have half a bathroom?  Combine the toilet with the 

bathtub?  Then they take another look and see that one of the 

bathrooms only has half of the plumbing installed.  Toilets 

work, but they'll have to shower with buckets.  Perfect.  House 

after house, mess after mess, project after project.  So the 

couple moves onto apartments.  They just moved from an 

apartment, but at least they know that they'll have running 

water in every faucet.  They look.  Everything looks the same.  

Three story buildings, occasionally the more quaint two story 

buildings, with doors that face the outside.  Limited amounts of

windows.  Two bedrooms, maybe a third that happens to have 

previously been a laundry room that the past tenants transformed

into a bedroom by rolling a stolen hotel cot into the corner.  

The occasional stain or burn in the carpet due to chemicals that

were cooking as a raid of a home-operated amphetamines lab 

frightened the tenant and caused then to crash everything 

against the floor in a desperate effort to destroy all evidence 

even though in their minds they know that their sentence to five

or more years in prison is imminent.  So they scrap that plan 

and return to the houses.  Maybe a duplex.  They occasionally 
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come in two stories, side by side to accommodate for larger 

families.  So they search.  There is always a street that a city

has dedicated as duplex central.  They stand at the end of the 

road and look, not able to see the end of the row of duplexes, 

they just seem to go on forever.  They walk and stop at the 

closest one.  It is a deep purple, symmetrical, almost looking  

like an upside-don face with the doors as the eyes and the 

windows arching from the top as the mouth.  Odd.  They meet the 

home-buyers guide inside and they begin the tour.  The fake 

smile, the over-accentuated hand and arm gestures, the conniving

little grin that appears on the face of the guide when they have

the customers eating out of their hands.  “Now, your neighbors 

are a quiet family who we'll go over and meet in a few minutes.”

At that point a large object crashes against the wall, causing 

the couple to back up and hug each other in fear.  The 

surprising amount of dust clears and through their watery eyes 

and excessive coughing, the couple sees a fairly large 

sledgehammer protruding from the wall.  The wood is splintered, 

having given way to allow the hammer passage from one room to 

the other.  Slowly, the hammer jerks downwards and disappears 

through the wall with a swift movement and reappears a few feet 

to the left.  The continuous noise of metal against wood, the 

wood losing the battle due to lack of structure, drives the 

couple from the home followed by the flustered house guide.  

          



During the subsequent police investigation it turns out that the

would-be neighbors were a very quiet family.  In fact, they were

too quiet.  The parents were uninterested in each other, 

realizing that they only married each other out of boredom and 

the children never talked because they were going through their 

adolescent years and hated their parents because when they were 

younger, five and seven, their parents would not take them to 

Disneyland.  This lack of family comradeship resulted in one 

final effort by the father to create a forced family event.  One

day he returned from the hardware store with four large 

sledgehammers, walked through the door and called the family 

into the kitchen.  These were the first words spoken in the 

house for the past three days, so everyone wanted to know what 

all the commotion was.  They all sat at the kitchen table 

staring at the gift that was presented before them.  “I do not 

like this house.  I never liked it.  Even when we were looking 

at it I always pictured buying the other half and tearing it 

down piece by piece so that we could build a new one here 

because I like the location.  That is the only reason I agreed 

to buying it with your mother.  Convenience.  Now that I have 

realized that we will never have enough money to do what should 

have been done in the first place, and since our family seems to

be on auto-pilot, slowly spinning towards the middle of a 

seemingly invisible abyss, I figured we might as well have fun 
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before we get swallowed up by the looming darkness that awaits 

us at the end of these poor sorrowful lives.  No one in this 

house is happy and neither is this house.  In fact, I talked to 

it the other day while I was mowing our half of the lawn, 

deciding whether or not to mow the other half just so there 

isn't an awkward line distinctly separating the house into two 

halves, and it agreed with me.  The life of a duplex is 

depressing.  One half usually empty and unkempt while the other 

half is too tidy for its own good and crowded with meaningless 

objects.  So it told me that it would rather be torn down with 

the final goal of fixing a failed family than to continue 

wondering if it will ever be completely full at one point, or 

completely empty with the knowledge that it will never be used 

again except by roaming college parties.”  So, in a flurry of 

wood, metal, and smiles, the duplex slowly became a purple, 

gray, and content pile of rubble in the middle of a group of 

envious neighbors.  This family now lives in a tent where the 

rubble used to be, four doors down from the duplex that is 

occupied by the new-home-owning couple that were originally 

surprised by the arrival of a sledgehammer through the wall of 

the previously depressed duplex.

Mercy was retelling this story for the upteenth time giving 

extravagant hand gestures with her hands, which were graceful 

and fragile at first look, maybe a little small in comparison 

          



with her arms which were also graceful, but with a long and 

lanky feel to them.  Her new neighbors, Montgomery and his wife 

Charlotte were sitting across the porch from her, enthralled in 

the story of their arrival to the neighborhood and curious 

whether or not the tent family would continue their conquest to 

free the duplex of the world from depression, or be content with

their newfound connections.

Montgomery and Charlotte had just moved into the other side 

of the duplex not more than a week before.  This was the first 

time that this duplex had been full since the first days that it

was built.  It exuded a certain confidence that gave warmth to 

the people inhabiting it.  In the low sun that swims through the

streets near the end of the day, glancing off the windows, 

swarming the bodies of those who happen to be outside enjoying 

its presence, creating an aura of low reds and oranges mixed 

with calm yellows around everything, creating an environment 

that cleanses the soul at the end of stressful days with the 

occasional accompaniment of a shivering glass of iced tea.  

Joseph, Mary's husband walked onto the porch returning from a 

normal day at his normal accounting job.

“Oh, Joseph, nice of you to join s.  I was just telling 

Montgomery and Charlotte here about our odd experience searching

for a house.”
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“Please, it's Monty.  We've been here long enough now.  

There's no need for formalities.”

“My apologies.  It seems that they had looked at another 

duplex just the other day and met a similar family.  Speaking of

the tent-family, we're having them over for dinner next 

Wednesday.”

“Sounds great.  I'll be inside.”  Very sheepishly, Joseph 

nodded to them and stepped inside the door, quickly turning 

around to grab a glass of iced tea and disappeared into the 

house without another word.

“I'm sure he just had a busy day at work.  Maybe he'll be 

more talkative over dinner.  He doesn't really like the sun 

anyways, fair skinned and all.”  The three of them continued to 

converse, learning about each other, where they grew up, how 

they met, what brought them to this neighborhood, normal small-

talk between new acquaintances that would inevitably be spending

a fair amount of time together.

This duplex was an odd duplex, and not just because it had 

inhabitants on both sides.  The construction crews involved with

this portion of the street felt that each duplex should have a 

unique feature so that neighbors, not just in the same building,

would be able to go over to each others houses and become 

jealous that their house did not contain  certain aspect that 

allowed for an easier and more connected lifestyle.  This caused

          



competition within the neighborhood which the lead architect 

thought was an essential part of social interaction.  Of course,

this would be twisted in the future murders that would take 

place due to jealous rages and excessive boasting, and the 

architect would be sentenced to death for crime against 

humanity.  This particular duplex had a communal dining room.  

This forced both sides of the duplex to eat dinner together 

every night, reinforcing bonds between the two couples and 

allowing them to experience new forms of cuisine.  The couples 

planned to switch off every night who would cook the dinner.  

Tonight was tenderloin beef with a mustard and Worcester sauce 

rub, twice baked potatoes with Wisconsin cheddar cheese, sour 

cream, chives, bacon, asparagus with olive oil, herbs, parmesan 

cheese, and prosciutto, all cooked by Mercy to celebrate the one

week anniversary of their new neighbors.  Joseph, quite frankly,

was a terrible cook.  He managed to burn leftover chicken in a 

microwave.  Mercy hardly ever even allowed him in the kitchen or

near the appliances that could harm the meal.  Joseph had his 

own room.  Mercy only saw the room once, and that was when it 

was empty and being shown to them by the flustered real-estate 

guide.  The job of the accountant is not the most exciting one. 

Joseph had his room, forbidden to the outside world, his own 

paradise, a place where he could forget numbers and reason and 

delve into the unknown arts of his imagination.  However, he 

26



Sterling Melcher/ Monty and Mercy/Page

never showed anyone what he created.  Sometimes he would emerge,

covered in charcoal from fingers to elbows, ruining one of his 

best white shirts as he would wipe his hands on his chest.  This

sort of behavior is what bothered Mercy.  How could she deem the

casualty of a birthday present a necessity if she couldn't view 

what it died for?  But, Mercy never asked questions.  Better to 

leave it alone.

Mercy excused herself from the porch, taking the empty 

pitcher of iced tea on her way to prepare the dinner.  Monty and

Charlotte sat on the porch in the swinging double chair that 

they had brought from their apartment.  Monty raised his arm, 

placing it gently on Charlotte's shoulders in order to create a 

headrest for her in the absence of one due to complications 

during transit.  His other hand found hers, both slightly 

oversized for their body structure, and she nuzzled her head 

into the awkward space between his chest and his arm.

“What a view.  I've never seen so many colorful duplexes, or

for that matter, so many duplexes in my life.”

“Yes.  I'm glad we found one for so cheap.  Apparently the 

price dropped due to the tent-family in fear of more people 

following their example, but I rather like the open space that 

it creates.  It's rather pleasing.  I'm excited to meet them 

next week.”

          



“That'll be an adventure.  I wonder how much they talk now 

that that they only have a ten-by-ten space to live in.  Not 

much privacy.  Of course, that's when you know that a family is 

functioning correctly, when they don't have secrets.  You don't 

keep secrets from me, do you?” 

Appalled, Charlotte gasped and sat up.  “Of course not! Ugh.

I can't believe that you would even think that of me.”  She 

playfully slapped him on the shoulder and they laughed together,

returning to their cuddle.  However, what Monty did not notice, 

of course, why would he, is that Charlotte's wrist went slightly

limp at the end of her slap, not maintaining the true nature of 

playful fighting.

Joseph was late for dinner.  When Mercy called him he was 

still in his room and when he emerged he went straight for the 

bathroom.  Paint all over his hands.  Monty, Charlotte, and 

Mercy sat quietly, sipping on sparkling water awaiting his 

arrival.  There's a point in every day when, no matter how much 

one needs to learn about another person, there as been too much 

talking for one day.  To learn their whole life stories before 

Mercy knew them less than a month would be cause for extreme 

boredom in future events.  So, they all sat contentedly, since 

Monty wasn't in a particularly talkative mood either.  Always, 

at about seven o'clock, Monty started to shut down.  Social 

events didn't seem appealing, mindless small-talk hurt his head,
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and the only thing he wanted to do was read or canoodle with his

wife.  Usually he read his book.  Joseph finally emerged, dawned

in a luscious red flannel shirt, khaki pants, and brown loafers.

He, for some odd reason, thought that tonight he would show off 

his best shirt.  He usually saved it until he had gotten to know

the attendants of events better, but he had an odd gut feeling 

that these people could be trusted.

“Oh my.  I didn't know their being here for a week was such 

a huge deal to you honey.  Ha.  This is quite a rare occasion.  

The last time I saw him wear this shirt was at the party at his 

job when he received an award for best client satisfactory 

score.  Well, dig in everybody.”  The table was set family style

with the steak in the middle.  Joseph reached directly for that 

one plate, being careful and watching to make sure his shirt 

didn't come in contact with anything out of the corner of his 

eye, but with the determination of finding the best steak.  His 

oafish hands grasped the plate, looking as if the plate would 

fall because his hands were too big to get a good grip, but it 

did not.  He prodded each steak carefully with his fork, 

searching for the one that exuded the least amount of juices.  

He found it and clumsily transferred it from plate to plate, 

carefully returning the steak plate to the middle to the table. 

Joseph's hands were large and oafish, and so was his body.  His 

arms were strong, large in circumference and extremely hairy,   

          



and his hands and arms were in proportion to one another, making

him a particularly hefty man.  Overall, he took up most of the 

room at the table, but did not overwhelm a room with his 

presence.  His shy nature made people see him smaller than he 

actually was, allowing him to hide in social situations, 

especially if he was around outgoing personalities.  

The dinner went fairly smoothly.   Limited amount of awkward

pauses where all that is heard is the clanging of forks and 

knives against plates, the sizzle of the candles reaching the 

bottom, the grotesque sound of teeth mashing food against teeth.

Many dinners after went fairly smoothly.  Occasionally one side 

would not be able to make the usual time, eating later or out on

vacation.  There was the occasional trip into town, dining at 

one of the fine establishments that specialize in the unique 

aspect of the couples' duplex.   

 Monty was getting very accustomed to his new home.  The 

slenderness of his half fit his and charlotte's body structures 

perfectly.  They were able to pass each other in the hallway 

with just enough room to walk side-by-side without hitting the 

walls, but not so much room that when they walked separately 

through the same hallway they felt lost within the vastness of 

it.  Also, Joseph and Mercy did not care if he traveled through 

their half as well, as long as he did not enter Joseph's room, 

however, he couldn't remember which room that was.  This didn't 
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bother him because he rarely entered their half, and only to 

borrow ingredients for dinner.  Monty was lucky enough to have a

job where he could stay at home.  He composed.  Music, plays, 

novels, poems, essays.  Anything that interested him at that 

particular moment.  He wandered the house, the neighborhood, 

downtown, the public parks, occasionally reaching the 

countryside, taking notes on a pad of paper, documenting the 

relationships between people, between man and nature, creatures 

and nature, nature and artificial life, anything that showed how

the world functions.  He started more projects than he finished.

Scattered around his living room was paper after paper, notebook

after notebook.  Some containing words, others notes, the 

occasional picture sketched out and unfinished.  There was a 

select pile on top of the piano against the wall that contained 

all of his completed works.  Always in a gloriously perfect pile

contrasting against the drastic mass that cluttered the floor.  

An even more select group, framed above the pile on the piano, 

were the letters of recognition congratulating him on a 

successful publication of his work.  It's not as if his work 

wasn't good, it's mostly that he was too lazy to send his 

projects off that he didn't have many published pieces.  He had 

actually won a state-wide award for his play about a starving 

artist couple who murder for profit, investigating the desperate

nature of poverty within morally stable individuals.  Charlotte 

          



did not mind the mess, much.  She occasionally made Monty 

organize the piles by subject or style, but that was mainly to 

help him take his mind off the idea that he was having an 

artistic block.  This benefited both equally.  Pencils were 

strewed across the room everywhere.  Wooden pencils with 

depressions in them due to Monty's nervous habit of gnawing at 

anything in his hand.  Mechanical pencils, some broken in the 

frustration of boredom, whichever mood he was in.  Pens lined a 

desk designated for finished products.  On that table now were 

two stacks of paper.  One containing pencil copies of poems, and

the other saved for their ink clones.  Thankfully, the pencils 

did not contain lead.  That would not bode well for Charlotte 

and Monty.

One day, Monty was the only person in the content duplex.  

He was wandering the house, moving from half to half, checking 

to see if it truly was identical on both sides.  It was.  

Everything except for the furnishing was the same.  He went 

outside to sit on the porch.  Notepad in hand, he began to jot 

down ideas for a novel.  Developing characters, creating 

artificial relationships, deciding whether or not there should 

be a massive turn of events within the last ten pages leaving 

the reader thirsty for a sequel, thinking about whether this 

book would have a sequel, if it would maintain the same 

characters, whether or not the first one would sell or not, what
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style they would be, and then ultimately scratching the idea and

creating a new set of characters, taking the process slower as 

not to get too far ahead of himself.  Basking in the sun, 

contemplating the universe and its vast expanse of empty yet 

not-so-empty space, he had sudden urge to eat a peanut butter 

and jelly sandwich.  He raised himself onto his feet, slowly but

purposefully gliding inside and toward his fridge.  He took out 

a loaf of his white bread, taking two pieces from it, slowly 

depleting its supply.  He opened the cupboard to find the half-

full jar of peanut butter accompanied by a completely depleted 

jar of jelly; Charlotte must have made another pie.  This did 

not stop him from enjoying his childhood favorite. With 

determination he glided through the dining room, through the 

other proportionally sized hallways and into the kitchen of 

Mercy and Joseph.  He found a newly opened jar of grape jelly, a

perfect complement to his afternoon snack.  Spreading the jam 

over the bread with graceful strokes, making sure that every 

corner was able to experience the luscious flavor of the 

precious grapes that sacrificed themselves for the enjoyment of 

thousands of hungry people.  Happily, Monty applied the separate

pieces of bread together and munched into his prize with such 

ferocity that he almost had none left after the first bite.  

Savoring the last of the sandwich he aimlessly wandered around, 

bumping into walls and doors, making loud noises as he bounded 

          



around in lighthearted manner.  Suddenly, a thought jumped into 

his head, a small, quiet melody with a powerful bass that made 

his heart flitter as he thought about it.  He remembered that 

his new notebook was by his bedside in a plastic bag that he had

gotten just the other day.  He raced through the door leading to

his room.  He opened the door.  

Monty's pupil raced.  Expand, contract, expand, contract, 

continuing for what seemed like hours, never quite able to adapt

to the expanse and variations of light attacking its epicenter. 

Monty had never seen such an expanse of art within one room.  

Even his mountains of paper were depreciated in value to what 

stood before him, although, what stood before him did not stand 

still.  Circling the room was a thin cloud of dust being emitted

from the walls.  On the walls were the most intricate and 

disturbing images Monty had ever seen.  To the left was a large 

eye, deprived of all color, containing no pupil or surrounding 

ring.  In it's place was a massive tangle of webs and vines, 

twisting and turning until they combined to create a majestic 

serpent, the snake wrapped around the hand.  The hand bulging 

from the blood being displaced and forced into the sections not 

entrapped by the serpent, never to escape its captor.  To its 

right, the giant eye forever gazed upon a horrific telling of 

the battle at Gettysburg.  Disfigured faces littering the earth,

contorting the image into a spiral of never-ending turmoil.  
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Limbs and appendages scattered, canons tearing the torso from 

the legs, the head from the body.  Above the field of terror 

were two strong and decisive hands stretched to shadow with 

darkness.  Strings were tied to the fingers, dropping into the 

mess of paint, controlling the respective sides, dooming both to

destruction.  And finally, an image which Monty could only gaze 

upon shortly without cringing in excruciating pain.  The outline

surrounded the image with an elegant woodworking depicting a 

tangle of branches, drawing the viewer towards the center, 

however, this border was deceptive.  There was nothing elegant 

in the eyes of Monty about to focus of this travesty.  Looming 

over a valley, a giant, grotesque creature carried an innocent 

within its arms.  The creature had no skin, bleeding profusely 

and falling apart, piece by piece.  His eyes were drooping, one 

farther than the other, both without color, and the mouth 

yelling in anger.  But, in the midst of all the pain and 

suffering was what drove Monty from the room.  The hands were 

the only part of the creature not racing away from the bones.  

Within the delicately created, ogreish hands was the body of an 

innocent.  The skin smooth and soft, pale in the dusk of the 

painting.  The hands, able to grasp only the smallest of 

objects, only those things that morph and adapt to many sizes of

hands.  However, when one doesn't have a head to complement the 

body, to complete the natural order of life, only madness 

          



ensues, darkness, the degradation of nature.  What once would be

as beautiful as a summer shine in the midst of a cold winter 

night now completed the darkness and utter atrocity of what lay 

to Monty's back.

The door slammed shut with the force of thunder, shaking the

house, disturbing the peace that flowed through the afternoon.  

Never again.  The horror that would forever loom, no matter how 

much Monty tried to push the sights to the pack of his mind, he 

would never be able to shake the dark and disturbing presence.  

Monty did not leave his room until everybody returned for 

dinner.  That night was silent.  Not even the sound of the 

silverware penetrated the cloud that surrounded his head.  Ba 

bump, ba bump.  Ba bump, ba bump.  His heartbeat was the only 

thing keeping him connected to reality.  His head swirled, 

dipped, swung, heaved, and finally came to halt as he locked 

eyes with Joseph from across the table.--How could  someone have

the heart to depict such gruesome images?  How can someone 

so...normal be so...troubled?--.  And just then the cloud 

lifted.  Monty no longer felt fear or terror, but rather he felt

pity and sympathy.  He wanted to know. He wanted to know 

something fierce why Joseph felt obligated to create madness.  

He would not pass a judging glance until he discovered the ugly 

truth.  Dinner ended and the two couples said their goodnights, 

leaving in silence.
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“He entered my room.”

“What are you talking about?  How could you tell?”

“There was peanut butter on the handle.”

“I'm sure he was just mistaken.  He probably closed the door

immediately.  Don't think anything of it.”

“You didn't see the guilt in his face at the dinner table?  

He went straight in.”

“Why are you so scared about people seeing your work?  You 

hate your job.  Why not sell some of your work?”

“It's not for sale!  It's my private study.  I don't even 

want you to see it.”

“And I respect that so I've stayed away.  Go to sleep 

honey.”

In a small whisper, barely perceptible to the human ear, “He

entered my room.”  The duplex shut down for the night.

Mercy watched Monty for the next few days.  She wanted to 

see if Monty showed any sign of guilt.  Studying his eyes, 

looking to see if they avoided anything, if he tensed up when he

saw her or Joseph, trying to avoid directly talking about the 

room, but she asking questions that skirted around the issue.  

She liked doing this with people.  She liked to study them, 

discover their weaknesses, strengths, how much they lie and what

they lie about, what they cared about and what they pretended to

care about in order to appease the people around them.  She 

          



thought of people as clocks.  In order to find out what makes 

them tick, one has to take them apart piece by piece, but one 

has to remember the order in which things are placed, because if

one tries to retrace their steps or put them back together 

correctly and forgets or misplaces a piece the entire clock 

stops working and doesn't make sense anymore.  Therefore, it 

takes time to carefully discover every wonder of the clock and 

place the pieces in the right order.  Only then will one be able

to discover what drives that one person.  And, like clocks, 

every person is put together in their own unique way.  Some are 

made of gold, others silver, others plastic.  Some contain a 

hundred intricate gears that fit precisely in line to create the

perfect second and others are digital, a compact version of the 

gear, simplifying the process and allowing for a greater 

variation in size, but not as graceful as the tick, tick, tick 

of brass against brass.  Mercy did not find any sense of guilt 

within Marty, in fact, she seemed to sense that he was taking 

greater interest in their affairs, asking more and more 

questions about Joseph's job, why Mercy didn't have a job, where

thy lived before they moved to the duplex, and whether or not 

they wanted children.  The latter question came up more than 

once, but worded differently every time.  She wondered why he 

was so interested in this subject and even danced around with 

questions but never found out a solid reason for his inquiries. 
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So, she concluded that Monty and Charlotte were going to have a 

child and became very excited. She had always wanted one of her 

own, in fact she was pregnant at one point but had a miscarriage

two months in.  She began to think about their baby, wondering 

if it would look more like Monty or Charlotte, the different 

clothes she would bye for the baby shower, what its name would 

be, how she would take care of it while Monty and Charlotte were

out for a weekend.  She would get caught up in these fantasies 

and then snap back to reality when she started to smell the 

casserole burning in the oven.  Slowly, she began to release 

those thoughts, noticing that Charlotte's stomach was not 

expanding, at least not from the effects of a child.  The 

casseroles began to be cooked properly, the long days dreaming 

turned into long days worrying about other things such as taxes 

and the electric bill.  The summer seemed to suck money out of 

her wallet like a vacuum.  And finally, the thought joined the 

countless others that the eye never would see and disappeared 

forever.

For some reason, Mercy was in a casserole mood.  Every night

that she was supposed to cook it was a new casserole.  The group

was getting quite bored of these dinners and Monty even offered 

to cook one of her nights which she accepted because she was 

very tired from her trip to the dentist.  However, one night it 

was only her and Monty.  She thought a casserole would be a tad 

          



excessive for just two people, so she planned to make salmon.  

Salmon was a good two person meal because it didn't take a very 

long time to cook.  They ate, had a civil talk about the recent 

opening of the grocery store near their home and then finished. 

Mercy cleared the plates and went into th kitchen.

“I need to talk to you about something.”  Startled, Mercy 

turned around to find Monty standing in the proportional 

hallway, half of his face covered by shadow, the other half with

the light from the kitchen.

“You scared me Monty.  Don't do that.”  She chuckled 

slightly and returned to the dishes.  Slowly, a sickly feeling 

started to rise from the pit of her stomach.  “ You were 

saying?”

“i wanted to know why Joseph is so secretive with that room 

of his.  What does he have to hide?”

Mercy set down the dishes she was working on.  She slowly 

turned around, making sure that her eyes did not meet Monty's 

until the last second.  “To tell you the truth, I don't know.  

He's forbidden me from even going near the door.  He sweats even

when he sees me brush by it on my way up the stairs.  He tries 

to hide it, but I can tell he never wants me to enter that 

room.”

“I don't blame him.”
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“So you did sneak in there.  He was right.  I thought he was

being overly paranoid.”

“I wasn't doing any sneaking.  I was just confused on which 

side of the house I was on.  I regret now not paying attention 

to my surroundings, but now that I've seen its horrors I cant 

keep them buried.  I feel as if they have been pounding my brain

since I saw them.  You have to see for yourself.  He's your 

husband.  He shouldn't be hiding anything from you.”

“I can't.  I can't just betray him like that.  Plus, by the 

way you're treating it I think it would be better if I kept my 

distance.”

“You can't stay naïve forever.  Eventually you'll stumble 

into that room, whether by accident or out of curiosity, and 

you'll realize what I'm telling you tonight is essential for you

to understand.  You have to break down the barriers in order to 

discover what your life consists of.  If you never break the 

rules you'll never be able to discover you're true nature.”

“Who do you think you are, coming in here and jeopardizing 

my relationship with my husband?  He is a good man.  So he has 

mysterious aspects, but that doesn't give you the right to 

investigate his life.”

“Just take a look.”  They stood there, just staring at each 

other.  The duplex shivered from the tension.  Like a dog before

an earthquake, the building could tell that its depression and 

          



feeling of emptiness was inevitable.  Mercy finally broke the 

silence, storming past Monty towards the door.  The hall 

extended as she walked through it, the door traveling farther 

and farther away the closer she got to it.  Suddenly, the door 

snapped into place, right in front of her eyes.  Her pupil 

expanded at the sudden arrival of the foreign object before her.

Mercy had never actually gazed upon the door like this, noting 

the intricate designs that the grain of the wood created.  

Around and around it swirled, connecting to another swirl, 

everything connected through the randomness of nature.  The 

grain seemed to swirl and twist at a particular spot on the door

creating five slender figures atop one rather hefty figure.  

Mercy raised her slightly undersized hand and placed it upon 

that one portion of the door.  With the lightest touch, the door

gave way and revealed the hazy scene of horror.  Mercy fell to 

her knees, weeping from the sight of the most prominent image; 

the innocent.  She understood, she knew the catalyst that 

sparked Joseph's recent change, the necessity for him to move, 

the extended self-exile that he was creating, why he stayed up 

at night not being able to sleep.  Monty slowly, respectfully 

walked over and kneeled down next to her, carefully shutting the

door, saving the pupil from the harsh light, not too quickly 

though, as not to surprise Mercy as she sat in shock.  
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“Do you have any knowledge of why he would create these 

horrific images?  Any at all?  Ever since I saw them I've been 

haunted by their presence, but I promised that I wouldn't pass 

judgement until I knew all the facts.  What troubles him so?”

“I didn't know it would trouble him that much,” she 

muttered, quickly drawing breath after realizing that she hadn't

taken a breath in the past minute.

“What troubles him so?”  Now Monty was right in front of 

her, slightly shaking her to grasp her attention.  His oversized

hands comforted her as they lovingly grasped her shoulders.

“It makes sense now.  I always thought I would be more 

affected than he would.”

“What troubles him so!?”  Monty was yelling at this point, 

trying to drag Mercy back from the edges of insanity with his 

voice.  His voice had a guiding tone to it providing the urge to

follow it, trust it, need it, fear it.  Mercy's eyes widened, 

her mouth following suit.  She started to crawl backwards in 

terror.

“You brought this upon me.  You forced me to look.  I could 

have lived my entire life without knowing of his darkness.”  

Monty firmly, almost fatherly, in a strict way, grasped her 

again, trying to stop her uncontrollable shaking, but inevitably

failing.

          



“Yes you could have, but would you rathe live your life in a

haze of unnatural lies or would you like to live your life 

knowing everything, all things horrible, but being content with 

the knowledge that you have the power to control your own live? 

Stop following his rules and start following your natural 

instinct.  Embrace what nature has gifted you with, the ability 

to feel what is best for you.”  At that point, both minds were 

completely blank.  A white, vicious rage tore into both of their

eyes, blocking the subsequent image from their minds forever.  

#

Silence is an odd thing.  Silence is not a natural thing.  

Silence is man made, a word to describe something that most 

people despise.  True silence, the complete lack of sound, can 

only occur in a pure vacuum, but humans cannot live in a vacuum,

therefore human beings cannot experience true silence.  The mind

wouldn't allow it anyways.  The mind is always moving, thinking,

planning, adopting, and it is always creating mental noise.  

Everybody talks to themselves, otherwise humans would go insane.

Even if one were to live inside an airtight, sound-proof room 

and not move as not to make noise brushing against the walls and

floor, the body would make noise so that the mind would not go 

insane.  Blood pumping, starting at the heart, weaving its way 

through the series of veins on its way to the head.  The blood 

pumps and pumps, around the ears, throughout the scalp, creating
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a rhythm that the mind dances to, keeping the mind from going 

mad due to lack of companionship.  That is what people call 

silence, the lack of companionship, for without other people to 

anchor oneself in reality, one's mind creates a reality of its 

own, creates companions of its own, but they do not serve the 

same function because they are just separate portions of the 

same consciousness, type characters such as from Everyman.  The 

are archetypal sections of one's own mind, creating only sub-

human slices of oneself.  Human beings have created the word 

silence, like many words, in order to label something that they 

wish they could experience, but never will because it does not 

exist where humans thrive.

#

Monty started down the stairs, his oversized hands grasping 

the railing for support, but not completely relying on its 

flawed design.  Any minute it could rip from the wall and cause 

him to tumble, crashing to the floor in a loud heap of pain.  

That would probably be the end of his walking.  He would have to

move out of his second story apartment and into a retirement 

home.  He would hate it.  He hated large group situations.  He 

continued down the stairs.  Monty had a fairly loud walk.  

Clunk, clunk, clinking from step to step, his feet crushing the 

grain n the wood, causing the previously miniature canyons to 

crumble and fill the space.  Even when he walked down the street

          



his footsteps seemed to echo through the alleyways, creating 

rhythms that would flow through his head, marching around, 

matching his heartbeat, inadvertently making him move his feet 

in different intervals, creating off-beats that drove his mind. 

He finally reached the bottom of the stairs.  He started 

clunking toward the door on his way to get some milk for his 

cereal the next morning, but the door to his right suddenly drew

his attention away from his Raisin Bran.  There was a slight 

shimmer to the wood that he had never seen before, attracting 

his eye, intriguing him to place his hand upon the cold, hard 

surface, but when he laid his hand on the rough grain he was 

shocked to discover that it was fairly warm, spreading the 

warmth up his arm, through his torso, filling his body to the 

brim with a giddy sense of comfort.  He drew his hand away in 

irrational fear bringing chills to replace the feeling of 

contentment.  He knocked, on, off, on, off, the heat that caused

him excessive joy.  The door opened, transferring the entrancing

shimmer to the owner of the door.  Mercy.  Monty had never seen 

her in such a light, dancing around the room while she was 

really just standing still, quietly staring at him.  Monty had 

never come to Mercy's apartment, nor her to his.  This was a 

surprise to both parties, both just standing across the 

threshold from each other, staring, quietly breathing, panting, 
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staring, motionless, effortlessly standing, relaxed, tense, 

staring.  

“Do you--'Can I'--want to--'Come in'?”  Their words combined

creating an answer to both questions.  Slowly, they moved toward

the petit living room.  Two chairs.  One body in one chair and 

the other in the second chair.  They were not normally facing 

each other, but both parties found it necessary to turn their 

chairs, facing each other directly.  When one looks at something

for an extended period of time their perception starts to 

change.  Monty and Mercy began by viewing each other in the 

normal.  Their dimensions.  X, Y, Z.  Noses protruded from the 

head along with other appendages, and the wall was behind each 

of them, about three feet in the distance, a symmetrical 

balance.  The window was slightly cracked.  The darkness stayed 

where it was, but in through the minuscule gap between glass and

wood a soft breeze emerged through the entryway.  It twirled, 

twisted, threw itself towards the sky, slowly laying itself 

backwards then going into a dive, it brought itself out, 

glancing left, banking right, swirling around the sea of air 

that was its personal playground.  Wherever it wanted to travel 

it arrived there with its own personal style.  The breeze curled

around Mercy's hair, bending the thin strands to its will.  Just

like the night that Monty and the late Charlotte left the sorry 

duplex.  The slight curl that only occurred in a time of great 

          



emotional stress.  Many minutes had passed.  Their faces became 

flat, each appendage molding into the outline.  The wall moved, 

as if gliding to meet with the face to support its sudden lack 

of substance.  No more distinctions between normal and the lack 

of a dimension.  Paper.  Both bodies were as thin as paper.  The

only prominent objects at this point were the only things to 

maintain their color.  All colors, two colors, no color.  The 

never-ending back expanded, capturing everything.  Taking the 

greed of a thousand kings, like David on his rooftop, stealing 

away the world, melting everything into one enigma, forging it 

into the everlasting darkness that drew the normal away and 

created the normal.  Nowhere to see, no need to see, only the 

need to love.  They sat there, entrapped in the enigma of 

darkness.  Time did not matter.  Time did not determine whether 

or not they existed, it only catalogued their existence.  Time 

could flow in whichever way it wanted, leaving the normal and 

entering into another normal, returning to the normal as if it 

had never left.  Even here though, silence did not exist.  There

was one heartbeat, a steady drum counting and counting and 

counting, bumping, maintaining the normal within its rests.  A 

small speck of dust.  The pupil retracted.  Monty and Mercy were

not startled, in fact, they did not even move.  The pupil was 

trying to hide from the excessive color now breaching the 

barrier.  Everything.  Everything in the world continued.  Every
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color, every object, every sound.  Floating.  Just floating 

there.  Two entities entwined in the normal.  No physical 

bodies, but the knowledge that they existed.  That was all that 

mattered, that they existed there, in that moment, together, 

knowing no matter where they were they were there.  No words 

were spoken.  Monty stood up and went back to his apartment.  

Mercy went to bed.  An understanding.  

 Mercy awoke the following morning as she had always done.  

She began her daily routines, and as she passed through her 

living room she saw the two chairs that had been forced to stare

at each other all night.  She began to slide them back into 

place, but then she realized that she liked this positioning 

much more than the previous because she now felt that the 

furniture would not get bored.  Previously the furniture was 

facing away from each other, only being able to converse 

awkwardly out of the corners of their pillows, but now they were

able to say all that they pleased due to the newfound 

delightfulness of being forced to look at each other all day 

long.  They had so much to share.  After this Mercy;s living 

room glowed more with the warmth of friendship than it had in 

the past.  As if furniture had called up to their musical friend

above, the stereo in Monty's room began to play a delightful 

tune which graciously slipped through the holes in the floor to 

converse with Mercy's furniture.  The lights glimmered and the 

          



pillows shivered slightly as the breeze joined in on the 

exciting new atmosphere that had appeared within the room.  The 

music would occasionally be muted by the steps of Monty as he 

traversed across his own living room, his eyes set upon the 

cabinet that held his daily morning nourishment.

Monty opened the cabinet, placing the half-full box of 

Raisin Bran on the counter.  He strafed to the fridge, following

the music, and opened it to realize that he had not gone out to 

get the milk that was needed to complete this morning.  For a 

moment he ran on default, beginning to raise his temper, 

inviting the dark cloud to hover, but then he realized that he 

had slept all night without waking.  There was no dark cloud 

anymore to infect people with his foulness.  There was no more 

arguing with the boy at the coffee shop.  He planned to go down 

there right then and have a civilized conversation with one of 

them.  He left his apartment.  He didn't need the milk, he 

didn't want the milk, he didn't care about the milk, he didn't 

even remember the milk.  He wanted a conversation.  A person to 

talk to about...well...anything.  Different types of coffee, 

where they came from, how to brew it, where to buy it, how hot 

it gets, how cold dry ice is, what a Kelvin represents, how it's

used in Physics, why a black hole is formed, whether or not the 

sun will supernova or implode, whether there was a difference, 

how either outcome would be horrible, but at least the black 
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hole would take longer since time is relative when space is 

being bent, whether or not there is another reality on the other

side of the event horizon and if humanity would be better off 

just forcing the sun to implode with a million nuclear 

explosions carefully placed around the core, how a flower 

pollinates.  So many things that he had wondered that never were

released by the steel cage of his mind.  Always so reserved, so 

non-communicable.  He whistled.  The sun was shining.  The roses

were blooming in the gardens surrounding the park.  The birds 

and the bees and the butterfly wings were buzzing an flapping 

and gliding through the luscious air.  Monty didn't go directly 

to the coffee shop.  He wandered for an hour.  Walking, singing,

dancing, gliding, walking.  Finally, he arrived at his 

destination.  With a grin that spanned the width of his face he 

opened the door with a vigorous tug, swinging it wide open on 

its hinges.  The boy working behind the counter had a look of 

extreme confusion that turned into a nervous fear.  Never before

had people in the shop seen a full-fledged smile on Monty's 

face.  The most that curled upwards was a small smirk on the 

days he was feeling particularly crafty.  Monty sauntered to the

counter, beaming at everyone with a confidence that infected 

everyone.  He seemed to shine in the dim-lit shop, messing with 

scientifically tested ambiance.  The boy behind the counter 

didn't know what to do, so he just stood there with his mouth 

          



gaping at the oddity that was gliding towards him, creating a 

mysterious tension.  He wanted to run away never to return, but 

the aura that surrounded this previously vile man was addictive.

He never wanted the sight to leave his mind.  His pupil quickly 

closed, consciously placing the image at the top of the pyramid.

They stood there looking at each other.  Waiting.

“Hi.  My name is Monty.”  The boy again looked confused.

“I know you Monty.  You come in here every day.  You yelled 

at me the other day for not making your coffee the perfect shade

of dark brown.”

“I did?  I'm sorry about that.  Let me make it up to you.  

Would you join me for a cup of coffee?”  Confusion.  The boy 

looked around to see if anyone was seeing what he saw.  He 

stared.  Monty waited.

“Sure, why not.  I'll take an early break.  What would you 

like?  Any particular shade?”  Monty chuckled.  The boy 

chuckled.

“No particular shade.  Give me your best.”

“One cup of the best coming up.  I'll meet you over at that 

table by the window.”  Monty whistled.  The boy made his coffee.

The boy, careful as not to spill the scalding coffee, sat down 

across the table from Monty.  “Here you go.”  Monty, with a 

smile on his face, blew a cool breeze over the cup, immediately 
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making the heat bearable.  “So, what did you want to talk 

about?”

“I don't know.  What do you normally talk about?”

“Come on old man.  I don't have much time on my break.”

“Time?  What do you care about time?  You have plenty of it.

I on the other hand am running out of time, no matter how much I

tell it to leave.”

“You don't look that bad.  You don't have cancer, do you?”

“Cancer or no cancer, I'm nearing the end of my natural life

and I don't know if I would want to go on artificially.  Too 

many variables.”

“Too many variables?  You don't have to do anything.  No 

worrying about preparing food, rent, even going to the 

bathroom.”

“Exactly.  What kind of existence is that?  There's no more 

life worth living when you can't do anything for yourself.”

“What about the people that care for you?  Won't they want 

you around anymore?”

“First of all, very few people care for me anymore.  I'm 

trying to change that, but there's always going to be that last 

day.  No point in delaying the inevitable when here's a chance 

to hurt people more.”

          



“What if during those final days after your expected 

departure science fixes everything that you though was wrong 

with your life?”

“What if?  That's the trouble with life.  You never know 

what consequences follow your actions, and sometimes it's better

just to leave things be in order to maintain a balance in your 

world.  That's all we strive for anyways, isn't it?  A balance. 

A sense of security with our lives.  Someone who works too hard 

never has any fun and someone who doesn't work enough never gets

anything done.”

“Yes, but will four never forgive yourself for not doing all

that you could do to make your life better?”

“My life is my life.  There is no going back and doing re-

dos.  What's done is done and I have to live with all my 

skeletons.  I can try and justify everything in my head, but 

that would just be lying to myself.  Plus, I won't know my life 

from the earth when I'm dead.  I wont have to worry about 

anything.  I just will be.  Everyone will be someday.”  Monty 

drained his coffee.  The boy stared at the table.  “Go back to 

work kid.  I'll be in here everyday.  Just come find me.”  The 

boy got up with a look of confusion and contentment on his face.

“Jim.  The name's Jim.  I'll be looking for you.”  He stuck 

out his hand.  It was completely proportional to his body.  No 
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knuckle was too big or finger too long.  Monty grasped it with 

his oversized hand.  The boy left.  Monty left.

Monty would return to the coffee shop every day.  New 

subjects arose ranging from spoons to the atom bomb.  Many times

the conversations spread over too much time causing Jim to be 

late on his return back to work, but his employer did not care 

much, as long as it didn't cause large disruptions.  There were 

the occasional days where Jim wouldn't be able to talk due to a 

mass increase in coffee drinkers that day, but this did not 

affect Monty in the least.  His life had changed drastically.  

No more clouds, no more sadness, more sleep, no more wandering 

without purpose to discover nothing at the end of the walk.  Now

he would wander aimlessly and discover a multitude of things by 

the end.  Answers to questions, realizations about a certain 

subject, beautiful flowers.  One morning, while conversing with 

Jim over the laws of reflection, out of the corner of his eye, 

Monty caught a familiar shimmer.  Mercy passed the window, 

smiling, and obliviously passed by without noticing him.  Monty 

frowned.  Jim frowned.

“Is something wrong Monty?”  Jim looked legitimately 

concerned.

“No, nothing.  I just glanced across a bad memory.  

Continue.”  Monty smiled.  Jim talked.

          



Mercy turned around in the middle of the sidewalk.  She had 

the funny feeling that she had dropped something on the ground a

few paces back.  She searched, not actually wanting to retrace 

her steps, didn't recognize anything and continued on her way.  

She frowned slightly as she continued, bothered by the thought 

of losing something valuable, but then she came upon the edge of

the park.  That thought that within a large area of land 

composed of concrete and industrial materials there was always a

portion that maintained natural beauty amazed her.  Only a few 

blocks away from her artificially beautiful apartment was the 

naturally beautiful world of the park.  One of her favorite 

aspects was the fact that all evidence of civilization seemed to

disappear.  The frightful roar of mechanical horses was deafened

by the chirp of a blue-jay.  The crackle of electricity was 

dampened by the breeze brushing the grass.  The view of grey, 

depressing lodgings was blocked by the air full of green.  The 

shouts of anger, frustration, and depression were covered by the

smooth glass covering over the small pond.  Even the man-made 

structures, benches, walkways, lights, water fountains were 

created with a façade to hide them from their artificial nature.

Her bench was always in the same place.  Empty, waiting, 

wanting.  They had bonded over the years.  Whenever Mercy sat 

down, she said hello and talked to the bench.  There was even a 

depression signifying her favorite position.  Centered so she 
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could feel in balance with the world.  Not too close to either 

side, not favoring one arm over the other by leaning on the arm-

rest, surrounding herself equally.  Once she was settled she 

would gaze, never with a distinct purpose, but rather with an 

indifferent wandering.  Her pupil had discovered a default 

position where it could stay impartial to everything, allowing 

no prejudices to enter its sight.  Squirrels would cross the 

grass, bees would doplar on their way to the flowers, the 

occasional leaf would glide across the panoramic view of hers.  

Her small hands would rest on the bench, gripping the bench 

slightly out of habit.  After a while her hands would intertwine

and rest in her lap, releasing the built-up tension and allowing

her body to release.  Everything would go numb and she would 

sink into the earth, slowly passing through the moist soil until

she would appear above the park.  She would then watch herself, 

studying her aging body, its every wrinkle.  She would ponder 

about her genetic make-up, what people noticed the most about 

her.  Was it her hair, her hands, her legs?  --Certainly not my 

breasts-- she thought.  At her age, even though she was not 

particularly well-endowed, they were not as sought after.  She 

thought men her age had passed that phase of life, the shallow 

search fro the woman with the perfect body.  What nonsense that 

was.  She would sit atop the park, sitting on the bench for 

          



hours, until the day had revealed all the knowledge it was 

willing to depart with.  She walked back home.

When Mercy arrived at her front door she was shocked to find

it ajar.  This had never happened to her before, but she did not

panic.  She walked right in and found Monty in her kitchen.

“What are you doing here Monty?  I thought I locked my 

door.”

“You did.  It wasn't that hard to get in.  These locks are 

very fragile, but also very easy to reassemble.”  She stared at 

him.  “I made dinner.  Would you like to sit down?”

“Oh, how gentlemanly of you.  Offering me my own seat.”  She

was very flustered at this point.  “Sorry.  That was 

inappropriate of me.  I would actually love to have dinner with 

you this evening.”  Monty smiled.  They sat down at the table. 

Off in the distance a whale sprayed water through the hole 

in its head, the abrasively calm sea water scattered, traveling 

through the air towards the shore.  It started to fall, smoothly

rejoining its brothers in the never-ending surge of the beach.  

Rising in power, covering more and more ground, almost reaching 

the cool grass.  Slowly and surely breaking away the decent 

sized rocks, then being driven back, only to repeat the process 

over and over again, never to succeed.  The whale continued to 

emerge, breath, dive, swim, eat, emerge, breath, dive, swim, 

disrupt a simple sailing boat, almost tipping it over, 
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frightening the owners that would eventually tell the story over

and over at large social events until they found a new story to 

drown people's ears with.  Monty loved the sight of the whale, 

feeling that it brought tranquility to the lovely dinner he had 

prepared.  This was the first time he had cooked dinner for 

Mercy in a very long time.  Many years had passed since the last

one and he was not going to make a catastrophe out of this one. 

Seagulls flew by, eyeing the fish on their plates in envy.  They

turned green, circling the table, the sun glancing off their 

oily feathers casting an aqua glow that surrounded the table 

with the peaceful nature of the rolling waters misting their 

faces, naturally salting the fish that Monty had coincidentally 

forgotten to salt during preparation.  Everything was calm.  

They ate the fish, quietly dissecting the meat from the bones, 

looking at each other, to their plates, Monty looked at Mercy, 

he glanced down for his next bite just as she looked up from 

hers, she thought she would have caught his eyes but barely 

missed them and looked down in slight despair, he looked up 

realizing that she had been looking at him but he could see that

she was invested in her meal, or at least pretending to be, he 

looked down, they both looked at their plates, afraid to look up

in fear that they would not be looking at each other, until 

finally they both looked up and caught each others eyes.  Their 

pupils expanded, wishing that more light would flow through 

          



their threshold.  They both smiled contentedly and went back to 

worrying about not ingesting too many bones because it was hard 

on the esophagus.  Underwater the whale's pupil expanded to the 

size of Monty's head after viewing an especially delicious group

of plankton.  Mercy felt an affinity with the whale, swimming 

around inside her head, eating creature smaller than she was, 

sharing dinner with a long-lost friend.  There were two whales, 

both devouring the tiny creatures smaller than their hairs, 

enjoing the company of their companion without the need to 

converse.  Then a foghorn sounded as the whales emerged for 

fresh air.  

“How's Joseph?”

“Joseph died a few years back.  He had a heart attack as he 

was finishing his twelfth room.  We had been separated much 

longer though.”

“I'm sorry to hear that.”

“What about Charlotte?”

“She's a whore.”

“What?!  That's a rude thing to say, even if she left you.”

“No, she actually became a whore.  A prostitute.  A lady of 

the night.  At least, she was.  She retired with a fairly large 

sum of money and married her pimp.  It was an odd wedding.  I 

was the best man.  He didn't have many friends.”

“Why would you agree to do that?”
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“We were still friends, and he was a nice guy.  Quite the 

smooth talker.  Anyway, we were never really in love.”

“You two seemed to be in love back at the duplex.”

“We thought we were, but then we both realized that we 

married each other out of convenience, the lack of proper 

competition.  Neither of us were ambitious people when it came 

to relationships.”

“Well, at least you both were in agreement.”  The whales 

began their trek back to deep waters as the water began to rise 

faster, increasing its efforts towards whole-beach domination.  

Monty and Mercy sat and ate, feeling the cool sea-breeze as it 

danced around their table.  They both finished and looked out 

toward the sea as the sun set beyond the horizon.  Blue to 

yellow to orange to red to purple, the glorious colors of 

another day ending, the soft light kissing the earth as it 

continues its endless journey around the globe.  As the sun 

disappeared behind the watery veil the wall reappeared, slowly, 

so that it would not completely destroy the beauty that was just

witnessed.  They turned their heads back to their empty plates 

and then up at each other again, both smiling.  The hum of the 

air conditioning filled the room, quietly vibrating everything 

within its grasp.  Everything moved with a graceful veracity, 

the water in their cups jumping and splashing, laughing with 

their neighbors on the table, the forks jiving with the knives 

          



and napkins, the left-over food racing around the rim of the 

plate, the air intermingling with everything, joining all 

together in a jubilant dance that beat both hearts faster and 

faster, blood pumping and pumping, coursing through the bodies, 

flowing from one side of the body to the other, beating and 

beating, one beside the other, both in sync with the other, one 

and together.

“I love you.”
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Flowers.  So many flowers on the earth.  Every country, 

every new form of soil, its unique attributes and nutrients grow

their own unique flowers.  Even the same breed grows differently

from one location to the next.  A violet may thrive in one soil 

and die in the next and be a different shade in yet another.  

From one yard to the next, changing and changing.  But, every 

flower is beautiful in its own way.  There are some flowers that

that grow along with weeds and are despised because they 

compromise the plants that the gardener cherishes, however, when

the gardener goes to pick the flowers, to rid the garden of its 

invasive nature, they look and reach down with their rough 

hands, but stop just before they finish their deed.  They see 

for an instant its hidden beauty, see that it was not trying to 

destroy, but that it was born with the need to expand.  The 

gardener eventually picks it, tossing it along with the dead, 

despised, and the unwanted to slowly wilt.  Roses, tulips, 

poppies, dandelions, daisies, orchids, lillies, marigold, the 

          



many flavors that feed the eyes.  Always complemented by the 

different shades of green surrounding their bases, protecting 

the petals and making sure they do not fall away.  This of 

course is inevitable because eventually the petals overload the 

base and are forced to make way for the new, young buds.  Each 

petal giving life to the flower, carrying water and nutrients, 

basking in the sun and entrapping its rays in its depths, using 

the energy that the universe intended for it to take.  The life 

of a petal is much like a human's.  It begins as an idea, a 

thought, and is formed within the plant.  It grows and forms 

itself until it emerges from inside the protective green, taking

in all that it can as it continues to grow.It learns, it works 

to increase in size and for the benefit of its neighbors.  It 

lives in a community, all working together, enjoying life, 

surviving through the glorious sunny days and the rough, vicious

rains.  They all thrive together.  It deals with the loss of a 

neighbor, a friend, making up for what work the other petal did,

until, slowly, it feels the imminent death of the stalk bearing 

down on the remaining petals.  It comes to an end.  Slowly, 

gracefully, without a care...content...it releases itself from 

the base, flowing through the air in every direction, crazy.  

For a moment it feels the sensation of fear.  What had it done? 

Why did it so carelessly separate itself from the life it loved 

so much, from its comrades who stuck with him through thick and 
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thin?  But then the thought disappears into the air so quickly 

that it forgets that it ever thought such thoughts.  It 

delicately touches the ground, gracing the earth with its 

presence, immediately joining with its final resting place.  It 

may continue to travel, passing with the winds through other 

gardens, past other petals, but it will always know that it 

belongs to the earth, tot he soil, there to help other petals 

thrive and enjoy the ecstatic experience of life.  To have a 

garden full of petals, each belonging to their own community 

atop a flower, and for each flower to be different.  Not just 

being unique within the same breed, but to have a garden that 

contained one of every breed of flower to ever exist on this 

earth.  To walk through the rows, naturally determined by each 

flower to allow the gardener to all its beauties.  The garden 

would expand past the horizon in every direction.  A house in 

the middle, built by the hands of the gardener, rough to the 

touch but soft to the feel, kind, caring, beautifully crafted.  

The gardener would exit his house every day to tend to the 

flowers, loving and protecting every last petal, everything that

came naturally with the beauteous creations of his eternal 

mother.  Walking and walking, taking in everything that 

surrounded him.  Within the garden time did not matter.  Day 

happened when the gardener awoke and night happened when he had 

finished all he needed to do that day.  When the flowers needed 

          



water it rained, and each flower lived within its own required 

temperate region.  Everything thrived within the garden.  

Nothing ever died.  Forever and ever this garden will exist for 

anyone who wants to be its gardener.  Pure beauty.  The flower 

is not just a form of beauty only to be viewed and then 

discarded from sight.  Flowers stay forever, their colors, 

graceful curves, luscious scents.  They also represent the 

loving touch of the majestic mother earth.  Her will is set upon

her children and in return she graces the eyes of human beings 

with the wonders of nature.  There are guidelines.  Where man 

drives away nature to build his artificial habitat nature does 

not grow by the hand of the great mother, but if the men want to

see her glories then they have to work to maintain it, care for 

it, show that they are not trying to disgrace their great 

benefactor.  She forgives though, and allows man to spread its 

own form of wonders.  Flowers flow and spread across the land.

#

    No clouds obscured the sight of anybody in the city.  The 

ground crawled with the ecstatic rays of sunshine that swirled 

and jumped around the feet of pedestrians, pets, car wheels, 

bicycles, tricycles, unicycles, red-flyer wagons.  The constant 

buzz of happiness emanating from the ground vibrated the air 

causing everything to move with the rhythm of the world.  The 

wind decreased from its usual tango to an elegant waltz with the
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inhabitants of the city, not wanting to disturb the casual 

intoxicating atmosphere.  Walking, walking, walking, walking, it

was contagious.  Busy workmen ran to their cars in the morning, 

but the sun's rays caught their feet, rooting them to the 

ground, and they walked.  They passed by their cars, passed by 

the bus stop, and walked.  They walked to work, walked to lunch,

walked home again.  Nobody wanted to drive, everybody wanted to 

bask in the warmth that was the Universe's natural happiness.  

Flowers bloomed masking the the wretched concrete with their 

wondrous beauty.  Hands rested in hands of different sizes, 

shapes, strengths.  Hands caressed flowers as they slowly, 

carefully lifted them from their resting place to a vase on the 

kitchen table.  Mercy's hand folded itself over Monty's, 

nuzzling her fingers within the gaps that separated his overly 

long, bony fingers.  Their palms rested upon each other, the 

outer rims touching, allowing a gap to form in the middle where 

they kept a ray of sunlight for themselves that danced and 

twirled within their grasp.  They would occasionally allow their

air to mingle with the ray that grew ecstatic at the sight of a 

new friend.  Their skin, wrinkled and old yet strong and 

vibrant, molding with their bones, melded together to create a 

singular hand, proportional to both people.  Not too big, not 

too small, not too old, not too young, not too warm, not too 

cold.  Their hands rested in an ever-lasting touch, sitting and 

          



waiting.  Not waiting for anything particular, just waiting.  

Waiting till the day that they would have to part, but never 

thinking of that day, or even wanting it, but that is all they 

could wait for contentedly.  They new that even after their 

hands no longer flowed within life, they would grasp each other 

in the never-ending space.  Never growing old, staying together,

fueling the world.

Their hands stayed still as their eyes moved across the 

beautiful landscape.  Their escape from civilization within the 

city, no longer Mercy's bench, but their bench.  They sat there 

watching the world pass them by as it always had, but now 

without a care.  They did not care that the park would not be 

there in a thousand years, that the Earth would eventually cease

to nourish life.  They only cared that they were there, right 

then, in that moment where a blue-jay swooped across the sky, 

landing in a tree where it fed its young with the morning catch,

where the small pond sat still as glass only to be disturbed by 

a duck landing among its lilies, where a dag ran across the 

grass towards a small green ball that it would take to its owner

only for it to return to the other side of the field, where a 

couple walked across the grass, hand in hand, sitting down upon 

the soft Earth to lie for hours in the warm sun, leaving at the 

first signs of hunger. 
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Dusk approached and they continued to sit there, entrapped 

within the escape from concrete.  They had not talked all day, 

they did not need to.  They just sat and watched, waited, sat.  

To an onlooker it might have looked as If the world was waiting 

for them, because even though the sun had now set, Mercy and 

Monty could still be seen sitting on that bench.  They exuded a 

light that filled the park with the warmth of their souls.  

Midnight joggers became confused as they entered the odd 

paradise, but eventually decided to alter their routine, staying

within the happy place of nature.  Morning came and many people 

had set themselves beside the bench that Mercy and Monty 

occupied.  A couple sat cross-legged in front of them, staring. 

At first they had wondered whether or not they were dead, but 

when they discovered that their breaths were not only being 

taken, but they were also in sync with each other.  Inhale, 

exhale, inhale, exhale, like a slow dance in six-eight.  The 

couple sat, entranced by the content stares that covered Monty 

and Mercy's faces.  Many joggers passed by, realizing that they 

did not actually have to exercise, their bodies could handle 

resting.  It was a new concept to them, but they sat, circling 

the bench, experiencing for the first time the joys of not 

moving, just melding with the ground.  They all rooted 

themselves.  Dogs, squirrels, birds.  Eventually, many of them 

moved to not seem as if they were worshiping the two on the 

          



bench.  They all spread out, enjoying the soft glow of the new 

warmth slowly crawling across the landscape to further relax the

inhabitants of the park.  A not-so-busy-anymore working man 

crossed through the park.  He breathed in the fresh air of the 

hidden paradise and then suddenly tripped.  He fell, papers 

flying everywhere, catching in the breeze and escaping from the 

leather cage, his pens scattering, catching themselves in the 

ground and burrowing to create a colony of business worms, 

armored against the harmful effects of the soil.  He suddenly 

remembered why he used to be so busy and panicked, thinking that

he would lose his job because he was not performing as he used 

to.  Frantically trying to reclaim his lost possessions, trying 

not to disturb the people scattered across the park that never 

even noticed his troubles, he stuffed the remains of his papers 

into his wilting leather case.  One paper was stuck under the 

foot of an old man.  He went to grab it, but when his hand was 

barely touching the rough killer of parks, a soft, oversized 

hand rested upon his forearm.  The working man looked up, gazing

upon a face obscured by the bright star that rested upon his 

head.

“You don't need this.”

“Yes I do.  It's very important for my work.”

“And what is your work?”

“Accounting for a law firm downtown.”
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“Do you like your job?”

“It's a job.  A man needs to work.”

“Does he?”

“Of course! How else do we survive?”

“By doing what we love to do and being rewarded for it.  Do 

you like accounting?”

“I've grown to enjoy it.  The routine is relaxing.”

“What did you major in at college?”

“Economics with a minor in Art History.”

“Art History!  I always loved those classes.  Now, why did 

you do that?”

“My father was a painter and I always wanted to paint, but I

was never any good, but I've always enjoyed looking at art.”

“Just looking?”

“I also write essays on the effects of Renaissance art on 

Modern art.” 

“And why don't you do that for a living.”

“There's no money to be made.  Plus, I never finish my 

essays.  I always stop near the end.

“Sit.”  He sat.  “Do you think anyone here cares whether or 

not you get your job done, that you count numbers correctly?”

“My clients care.”

“Do you think anyone here cares?”  The working man looked 

around.  The grass grew with people.  Old, young, poor, rich.  

          



They all looked so content, not caring that the world was going 

on without them, or rather they were going on without the world.

He looked back.  “The world will always have accountants.  Some 

of them love their jobs and consequently are able to do the 

jobof five accountants that hate their jobs.  These people will 

take care of your clients.  You do not have to.  Why spend your 

time wasting away in discontent.  Everyone wastes away.  I am 

wasting away at this very moment, but I am enjoying it.  I say, 

'Take me O World to your bosom!  Lay me down with the cold Earth

to plant the seeds of future generations that will cherish the 

corn that I grow!'  I love corn, especially in the summer.  To 

waste away is inevitable of every person, it's what makes us 

human, the ability to know we will not always have these bodies.

We may have many bodies over the centuries, each wasting away 

with time, but if we do not embrace our lives with a happy tune 

and do what we were made to do as individuals then we are 

destroying our human nature.  For why was the universe created, 

with its vast expanses, why was this planet created to house 

trillions of creatures that are all unique in their own aspect. 

Why not create one creature that lived forever, did everything 

by itself, created a civilization, multiple, conquer all, only 

to be lonely?  Everyone wastes away, but it's what one does to 

stay an individual and make the world a better place for 

everybody to live that matters.  Not numbers, not clients, not 
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your miserable job, but you.  You matter.”  The working man 

dropped his tattered briefcase and it disappeared, 

disintegrating and blowing away in the wind that wished and 

washed it away, carrying its remaining particles out of the 

paradise, across the street, winding in and out of the buildings

that man so vainly made to reach the stars.  In through the 

small window of a lonely law firm, finally resting on the desk 

of the other accountant as he thought, “Excellent, he didn't 

show today so I'll get all his clients.  Oh how I do love my 

job.”  The working man walked to an open patch of grass and laid

down, staring at the clouds as they passed.  A rabbit, a pirate 

ship, a whale.  The working man was transported back to the hill

in the backyard of his childhood house among the blackberry 

bushes and the tire swing by the river, relaxing with the 

neighbor girl as their hands touched, hearts fleeting, they 

clasped and relaxed again.

   Many people now sat in the park.  Some talked, others 

left to reestablish their lives, many just sat and stared at the

beauty of the hidden paradise.  Midday approached and the city 

stopped for lunch.  The park expanded, spanning miles and miles,

buildings disappeared, hills formed, everybody came.  In every 

direction the meadow never ended.  The pupil expanded to bathe 

and rejoice in the new light that filled the once bleak 

landscape.  Pure joy.  Everyone sat, the meadow buzzed with the 

          



sound of conversation and not the shallow small-talk associated 

with the meeting of a new person.  Everyone already knew each 

other and nobody hated.  People conversed for hours about life, 

the universe, and everything.  Song erupted to the left of 

Monty, spreading and effecting all in sight.  The swaying of 

bodies mirrored the wind and moved to the rhythm.  Laughter 

filled the air, intoxicating.  Where no bodies rested, where 

grass was exposed to this ecstasy, it grew with a winding 

determination to reach the sky.  Slowly, like the opening of the

eyes of a babe after its first night of solid sleep as the sn 

graces its soft face with the touch of comfort, buds rose from 

the ground, surrounding everyone with the beginning of spring.  

Petal by petal, each flower opened to release their love.  As if

the Earth exploded, spraying its happy nectar upon everything, 

the meadow shone with a light brighter than the sun, but 

unharmful to the sight.  A small being on Mars saw this and 

rejoiced at the sight of a new star.  Every flower different, 

each containing its own unique attribute; every flower to grow 

in the history of the universe.  Love.

“Are you hungry?”

“Yes.  Would you make us a nice salad tonight?”

“Indeed.”

Mercy and Monty lifted themselves from the bench, leaving 

the city to its newfound glory, slowly crossing the hills as 
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they receded back into the park.  They reached their stoop as it

returned to its hard concrete form.  

That night they dined on the Mediterranean.  Mercy had a 

thing for the ocean.  She lovd the waves and how they never 

ceased in their efforts to conquer the land.  The smooth summer 

salad with feta cheese, kalamata olives, radishes, butter 

lettuce, ham, turkey, balsamic vinaigrette, sparkled on their 

plates as the warm sun and the sea breeze collided around their 

table encasing them in a bubble of calm.  The seagulls flew by, 

gliding among the sails of the boats out to catch the last 

glimpses of the sun of that wonderful day, to say, “I saw the 

light of that day, and it was beautiful.  I was one of the lucky

ones,” as their grandchildren rolled their eyes in boredom.

“So I was walking down to the store a few weeks ago to get 

some milk when I found two tickets on the ground for a 

performance of Spring Awakening tomorrow night.  Would you be 

interested?”

“The Wedekind or the Sheik?”

“I believe it's the Wedekind one.  It's at the old theatre, 

and they don't have the sound system to handle the Sheik.”

“I would love to go.”  The sun disappeared behind the 

expanding sea and they returned to their separate apartments.

The following night Mercy was in her bedroom preparing when 

she heard footsteps descending the stairs.  She did not like t 

          



be late so she hurried to insert her earrings, almost splicing 

her earlobe after catching the hoop with her fingernail.  She 

joyously glided to the door.  She had not expected to fit into 

her dress from many years ago, but was delighted to find out 

that as people grow old they usually shrink instead of expand.  

How she wished that she could expand a little bit to regain her 

youthful strength, but at the same time she was content with her

petit structure at her age.  Vigorously, she opened the door in 

excitement to find a very surprised looking Monty in the process

of raising his fist to knock.  For a few awkward seconds Monty 

continued to stare at her with a wide eyed look as if in terror,

but it quickly melted into a warm smile and they exited the 

building.  Monty's arm over Mercy's shoulder, her head nuzzled 

against his chest, they walked down the street towards the 

theatre.  It was only three blocks away, but the sidewalks had 

become more crowded over the past few days.  As they walked they

were surrounded by smiles and grins and eyes that glowed in the 

moonlight.  Everybody was happy and enjoying their new-found 

hobby, nighttime walks around the city.  They made their way 

through the crowd, anxious to reach the theatre, but in nor 

hurry because they were enjoying the atmosphere of the sidewalk.

A few yards ahead Monty could see two policemen crossing the 

street.  He thought nothing of it and continued to walk at his 

normal pace with Mercy at his side.  As they continued their 
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trek forward the two policemen approached them.  Monty stopped 

and Mercy looked at him and then at the policemen and also 

stopped.  She apparently was not paying any attention to what 

was happening.  The two policemen stopped.

“Monty, old friend.”  They approached him and placed an arm 

around him.  “Any grills flying off your balcony of late?”  They

chuckled.  It was Captain Asshole and his side-kick baby-face 

man.  Monty was not enjoying this encounter so he said nothing. 

“We saw you from across the way and just wanted to come over to 

say thank you.  The city has never before been crime-free.”  

Monty was confused.

“I didn't do anything.”

“Oh, you've done more than you know.  We'll be seeing you 

around.”  They disappeared through the crowd.

“What was that about?”

“I don't know.  Let's go.”  They resumed their walking pose 

and continued on their journey through the masses.  The 

policemen did not reappear in either of their thoughts as they 

sat down in the theatre to watch the performance.  Both Monty 

and Mercy were theatre enthusiasts, having performed in their 

youth, so they were highly critical when it came to acting.  

Neither of them liked the casting for Wendla, of course, that 

was a hard role to play.  Most played her too young.  She had to

be represented as a very mature youth who had at the same time 

          



been sheltered for most of her life.  A difficult middle ground 

to establish.  But Monty was particularly impressed  with the 

actor playing Melchior.  He had always thought that Melchior was

the most complex character in the show, so when somebody played 

him well Monty was especially pleased.  Tonight Monty was 

especially pleased.  Unlike Wendla, Melchior was highly informed

and unsheltered in the matters of sex, but he had no experience,

only information from hat he read, resulting in a inadequacy of 

maturity that leads to his poor choices and then his final 

understanding of the consequences of his actions.  

Intermission came around and Monty made his way to the 

bathroom.  He had had too much to drink before the performance. 

He stood there at the sink, looking into the mirror, tracing his

wrinkles with his eyes.  The farther he went the more and more 

depressed he got.  He would not last much longer and he knew 

that.  The lights flickered to signal the end of intermission 

and Monty returned to the sink.  He cupped his hand beneath the 

cold, shimmering water flowing from the faucet.  He raised his 

hands and splashed his face, allowing the cool liquid to smother

his head, smoothing out all the wrinkles and fixing all the 

scars.  “Monty!  Dinner is ready!  Get cleaned up and say good 

night to James!”  Monty dropped his sword, bowing to James who 

bowed back as they had seen in The Three Musketeers.  He picked 

up the hose, washing away the dirt that caked his body after the
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long hours in the sun adventuring with his friends.  Monty went 

inside to have a lovely dinner with his family.  

#

Water in the summertime for children is like a bone for a 

dog.  Throughout the long days of adventuring and fantasizing 

within the untracked wilderness water is the refreshment and 

friend of the young journeyman.  Reestablishing their strength 

and endurance and naturally cooling the bodies so as not to 

overheat during the long days.

They drink it, they spit it, they swim in it, they tread it,

they wash with it, they jump over it, they fish in it, they walk

through it, around it, on it, they splash it, they swirl it, 

they flush it, they put goldfish and crawdads and minnows in it,

they feed it to their dogs, they cook with it, boil things in 

it, they ford it, create volcanoes in the sand, they build 

cities where the streets are made of water thinking that it's a 

genius idea never conceived, until they learn about Venice, 

Italy.  Water is the net that catches them when they fall across

the expanses of their travels.  As they climb trees and fall, 

the moist earth beneath them gives way so that their limbs stay 

in tact for the next challenge.  The great mother, always 

looking out for her young, is not always able to prevent the 

pains of adventure, but even after an arm snaps under the strain

of a fall, the young return to their journeys as soon as 

          



possible, never wanting to miss out on any discoveries of secret

hide-aways or the thrill of the chase of the wild and majestic 

monster bird that roams and pillages the forrest.  Along with 

the help that water gives the little explorers it catalogues 

their every movement.  The pupil of the world.  As the young 

cross the shores, it watches the effects they have on their 

surroundings, the grass swaying and moving out of the way, 

animals clearing their path, the dirt being released and 

relocated from its place on the ground as their feet scrape the 

Earth, the water itself parting to allow them passage to the 

land that lies in its grasp, the world at their mercy.  The 

water that goes through them keeps a portion of them, forever 

knowing where it has been.   The water flows through rivers, 

passing trees, children, animals, washing over the rocks below. 

Slowly turning them to dust as they lay there, unable to fend 

for themselves.  One river joins with another, exchanging water,

then departing again not to see each other again until they 

reach the ocean where the water that was separated from its 

original river reunites with its long-lost friends, only to be 

absorbed by the sky and returned to their childhood memories.  

Keeping with it the memories of every person it passed through, 

every child it saved from a fall, every person to look into the 

mirror stillness of a morning pond, viewing into the deep blue 
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truth of the natural world and then returning to their normal 

lives.  Forever flowing.

#

Monty and his faithful marauder brethren trekked through the

overgrown brush behind their houses.  James, Taylor, Carl, and 

D.  The five friends were the kings of the neighborhood, 

controlling the social flow and protecting them from the evils 

of the outer world.  They lived within this perfect bubble where

they were free to roam.  Their parents had set boundaries, but 

the brethren saw these more as checkpoints, places where they 

could establish peace.  If something from the outside world was 

chasing them, once they crossed the boundary they would be safe 

and could rest.  They were on their way to the fort, its name 

originating from their favorite movie, watched so many times the

tape was stretching and close to destruction.  The Temple of 

Doom.  Each of them had their own rooms, decorated to their 

desire.  No electricity, all light came from candles and torches

they fashioned from the wilderness, but they were rarely allowed

out to the Temple after dark so they were not used much.  The 

five trees that formed what they called The Pentagon was the 

headquarters for their adventures with each room running off 

through doorways on the walls.  Tarp protected the fortress from

a soggy defeat from the rain and insulation found in a nearby 

junk-yard kept it cool in the summer and warm in the winter.  A 

          



perfect hide-away.  The five comrades reached the marking tree. 

This tree contained the carvings of all their names signifying 

the creation of the pact.  It also showed them that they were 

close.  Walking over fallen trees, cutting down grass on their 

way through, they finally reached the Black Gate, aptly named 

for its color and size.  They all voted at a previous date to 

make the Temple more intimidating.  D's house had previously 

been remodeled and his fence was taken down.  One day they all 

dragged the fence into the forrest, painted it black, broke 

boards in intimidating places and attached spikes.  No one 

ventured near the Black Gate.  Not that any of the parents 

wanted to venture into the overgrown mess behind their houses, 

but if they were to walk into the land  of the lost they would 

immediately turn at the sight of this most dominating structure.

As if all the demons in hell had spit upon the wood to create a 

black coating that acted as a black hole, pulling all light into

it with the intention of entrapping it all within a small box.  

At least, this is what they wanted it to be.  In reality, all 

the adults were taller than the fence and it was only 

intimidating to the squirrels that wanted to run across the top,

but could not due to the threat of painful impalement, but the 

five journeymen were satisfied.  The Gate creaked from the rust 

that had built up on the hinges and they entered the courtyard. 

This surrounded the Pentagon and contained all the practice 
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weapons they had made from fallen branches.  The Gate closed and

latched and they made their way into the Pentagon.  Rules were 

that in order to enter the Pentagon they had to go through their

respective rooms first and then into their specified seat within

the chamber.  No one could enter another person's room without 

the strict permission of that individual.  Privacy was 

important.  Once inside the chamber the five would hold their 

daily meeting about the previous day's events and what to do 

that day.  James, being the oldest, led each meeting.  Today was

a serious day.  There wasn't going to be any sitting around and 

eating bagels or practicing in the courtyard.  Today was what 

they practiced for.  Today they were going after a prize that 

would glorify their names in the forrest and crown them kings 

among their fellow men.  Everyone had felt the tension of the 

situation on their way through the brush.  Their stomachs 

cringed in the way they always did when their mothers called 

their names and they knew they were not going to adventure for a

few days.  Like those few moments of stress before the relief 

that comes after a horrible situation is resolved.  However, the

tension would stay for a while, at least until their task was 

done.  James began.

“I call this meeting within the Pentagon within the Temple 

of Doom among the Brethren of the Forrest into session.  Today 

is a monumentifical day.”

          



“What does that mean?” Taylor asked.

“It's like...a mountain.  Very big.”

“Oh.  Okay.”

“As I was saying, today we are going to attempt a major feat

as none the forrest dwellers have ever seen.”

“Feet as in foot or feet as in length?” D questioned.

“Feat as in achievement.”

“Oh.  Okay.”

“Everyone here knows...”

“Or would it be feet as in chicken feet?  You know, the 

small bits of food you throw about that they eat,” Monty 

pondered.

“That's chicken feed, not feet,” Carl corrected.

“Oh.  Okay.”

“As I was saying.  Everyone here knows about the beast that 

roams this region and steals all our berries.”  Everybody leaned

in.  James took a moment to look at each of his companions.  He 

looked into their eyes and saw their pupils as they steadily 

expanded, almost to the point where the darkness escaped from 

its cage and overtook their eyes, but the black intensity was 

contained and his chums stayed civilized, yet overly excited.  

Their legs could not stay still.  Such anxious young people.  

Never wanting to wait for an end result.  Always wanting to get 

the prize without the work.  How impracticable.  How 
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inappropriate.  They want to speed through life until they're 

old enough to do grown-up things, but then when they reach that 

age they'll want to go back to the time when the forrest was a 

giant to be conquered, not an obstacle to modernization.  James 

raised himself to his full height, taller than all the others, 

yet still a small being.  The sunlight breached the sacred 

barrier of the Temple and made his face glow with a triumphant 

shine making him resemble Alexander the Great when he conquered 

what would soon be the majestic city of Alexandria.  “We will 

not sacrifice our delicious snacks to this beast any longer.  

All we have worked for is to protect this Temple, and now we 

will vanquish the foe who walks these woods.”

“What's a foe?”

“Well, I heard it in a movie.  I think it means turkey.”  

The group cheered at the sound of the animal's name.  “Grab your

pitchforks and spears.  Today we stray from our bed-wetting 

youth towards manhood.  For victory!”

“For Victory!”  The Temple resonated with the cry of 

excitement.  The boys leapt from their chairs, running in 

circles around the interior of the Pentagon.  Hoorahs and Whoops

and Hachaas and Ayayas and Haoos filled the air, vibrated 

through the walls and travelled to the surrounding civilization.

Windows shook, dogs barked and retreated to their comfort beds, 

buildings were shifted on their foundations.  For a moment the 

          



neighborhood was in panic, but then the dust settled from the 

whirlwinds that arose and everyone went back to their normal 

business.  The five young warriors retreated to their comfort 

rooms as they prepared for the encroaching battle.  Each boy had

a special suit of armor resembling their favorite warriors.  

James dawned the dress of an Apache warrior.  A simple armor 

more for intimidation than protection.  He wore a loin cloth 

made from a fur rug he found on the side of the road and he 

painted his body with red, black, and white paint.  Taylor wore 

his father's army fatigues.  These were ten sizes too large for 

him, but he had rolled them up to provide more protection and 

increase mobility.  Carl wore a stetson, cowboy boots and 

leather chaps he had received for his birthday.  D wore a 

makeshift suit of chainmail made out of soda tabs he had 

carefully put together to resemble the dwarfs from the Lord of 

the Rings.

Monty had always been intrigued by the culture surrounding 

the Japanese Samurai.  The slight curve to their blades and the 

intricate design of their armor.  He had made his own suit 

resembling the Samurai armor out of wood bark and grass, 

carefully weaving it together in a cross-hatch pattern so it 

would not fall apart as he ran around the forrest.  All other 

days the boys had only worn their armor to show to the others 
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and to scare the neighbors, but now they would be tested to see 

if they could withstand the troubles of combat.

Each boy emerged from their respective comforts as they 

stepped toward the center of the Pentagon.  They all looked to 

one another in pure ecstasy and placed their hands in the 

middle.  They all recited the oath in one voice.

“To the end of time we band of warriors shall protect these 

lands and surrender to no man or beast until all has fallen to 

the ground.  To Victory!”

The rivers of time ceased to flow as the trees whispered to 

each other about the ensuing event.  The water prepared itself 

to help protect the young adventurers and the forrest darkened 

as the sun began to retreat into the safety of the mountains for

it did not want to be harmed in the battle, but it had an 

obligation to help the young boys find their way through the 

already shadowed forrest, so it returned to its position in the 

sky and signaled to the chronic waters to continue their journey

through the fabric of the universe and the perceptions of 

reality.  The small hands, smooth and pure, of the five 

explorers flew towards the sun in a flurry of feathers and wind 

as they ran out of the Pentagon and continued on past the safety

of the Temple, winding through paths forged by the years of 

preparation for this day.  Many times their feet had tread the 

soft Earth and broken twigs and bent grass to their will, all so

          



it would be easier to arrive at the final moment of forrestial 

domination.  The crew tromped, breathing heavily, eyes glossed 

with the intensity of the moment, leaves breezing away from 

their path in terror as they left a wake behind their train of 

warriors.

The sound of small feet slapping the ground ceased as the 

train slowed to a halt among the brush.  One.  Two.  Three.  

Four.  Four.  Four.  Four.  Only Four.  The group could not 

continue with only four members, but the task was too great to 

risk taking time to search for their falen brother.  The leader 

motioned ahead and they gallupmhed through the wall of branches 

and disappeared into the dark.  

Light shimmered and reflected off the slowly swaying stream 

as the water nonchalantly walked among the rock bed to join 

their brethren at the bottom of the slope.  Monty placed his 

right foot in front of his left so that the back of his heel 

barely scraped the toenails of his other foot.  He then 

proceeded to place his left foot upon a rock that emerged from 

the shining liquid and then jumped to the other side of the 

stream.  

“Skip a stone and catch a bee,

Don't sting; across from me,

A swallow hurried up a tree,

Don't slip, you'll drop the key.”
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A frog, young and agile, dropped at the apex of his leap and 

landed on the rock that Monty was about to jump upon.  To avoid 

squishing the poor creature, in mid-flight, he turned and fell 

among the rocks and water and lay there, feeling the water flow 

through the holes within his armor, breaching its safety, but 

instead of harming him it caressed his skin and seeped into his 

veins.  His hand brushed the side of his leg and he winced at 

the touch of unexposed flesh to tender exposed flesh.  He lay 

still, not wanting to disturb the bleeding tissue in hope that 

the cool liquid would wash the pain away and Mother Earth would 

close the wound with a moist kiss, hiding the horrors from the 

eyes of humanity.  However, the pain did not subside and there 

was no kiss to protect his side, so Monty lay among the swaying 

water, saving his energy to accelerate the healing process as he

enjoyed the music of the forrest.  

Phhhhhhffffffffffffffffffffff

      glop         glop glop    glop          glopglopglop

ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff

whooooooooooooooooo           whoooooooooooooo      whoo

      glop         glop glop    glop          glopglopglop

ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff

  ha ta ta ta ha ta ta ta ha ta ta ta ha ta ta ta ha ta ta ta 

whooooooooooooooooo           whoooooooooooooo      whoo

      glop         glop glop    glop          glopglopglop

          



ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff

            e              e  E i A a i E e 

  we  E e     E e  u  e  E                   Ee ueeeeeeeeeeeeeee

  ha ta ta ta ha ta ta ta ha ta ta ta ha ta ta ta ha ta ta ta

whooooooooooooooooo           whoooooooooooooo      whoo

 glop         glop glop    glop          glopglopglop

ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff

eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee

  ta ta ta ta ta

whoooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo

glop glop glop glop glop glop glop

ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff

                                                          ah

                                                      ah ah 

                                                  ah ah ah

fffffffffffffffffffsssssssssssssssssssssssssssah ah ah ah ffffff

A calm and collected symphony raged in his hed as the forrest 

moved around him.  The trees sauntered from their resting places

and mingled among the bushes who were not too happy about this 

invasion of privacy, but passed it off as a case of insanity due

to the fact that the trees housed much larger animals among 
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their branches.  The water splashed and played among the grass 

as the flowers frolicked among the bed of rocks, cleaning their 

petals to increase the potency of the colors, as the light 

refracted through the water and bathed the rocks in a much 

needed bath of color because their dull nature caused no 

excitement and therefore they were gratefully delighted to 

receive the gift from their fellow forrestians.

Suddenly, a small whisper of a voice reached Monty through 

the now roaring river coursing through his head.  He sat up, 

perplexed, and searched the blurry forrest for the source of the

angelic stream of quickly vibrating wind-projected water.  The 

thin, wavy tone whisped below his chin and pulled him softly to 

his feet, carrying his weight as not to disturb his gash and 

distracting him from the pain.  His head followed the eccentric 

pattern left behind by the tone, weaving in and out, up and 

down, through and through, and out and about, as if to exit the 

area in which the tone carved its path would result in th 

destruction of its beauty, sending Monty spiraling toward the 

ground in a never-ending free-fall from his newly found high.  

The water beneath his feet pushed through the dirt and against 

his bare feet, caressing their calloused outsides in preparation

for the obstacle before Monty.  Never before had he ventured 

this far away from the Temple and his societal bubble of 

protection, but the thin thread of butterflies were beckoning 

          



him to follow them over the valley of jagged junk an garbage 

that touched the edge of his forrest and lay in his path.  

Without stopping Monty stepped above the ground waiting to tear 

apart his exposed soles, but beneath his feet the butterflies 

flew and carried him above the wreckage and destruction.  

Beneath him lay the waste of the people, the modern day 

fossilized footprint of one community of the human waste, but 

the music willed him to look straight ahead and focus on the 

final resting place of the sweet melody that filled the air and 

drove the butterflies to perform such a feat.  The flap flap of 

the wings tickled Monty's feet and made him smile exuberantly, 

casting streams of joyous light across the landscape that danced

and swirled among the brethren rays of sun, pleasing the great 

light and dampening its intensity to a calm burnt orange that 

gushed through the air and engulfed Monty within a bubble of 

swirling light.  Red to orange to green to purple to yellow to 

blue to a pure white that accentuated the expanse to which his 

pupil had expanded, allowing everything to enter his sight, 

bounce joyously within his head and escape.  The water from the 

wings of the liquidly-musical butterflies coiled and spurred 

around his body causing a solemn mist to expand around his 

essence and exude a low hum that vibrated and danced with the 

thin thread of melody that waved and swayed within the mass 

shaaaaa.
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Gracefully, as to imitate the previously inhabited stream, 

the shaaaaa cascaded off of Monty's shoulders and floated toward

s the Earth.  No more trash was in sight, but in its place was a

humble cave drenched in moss and as shiny as a starry night.  

Within the dark depths of the cavern came the sweet melody, 

resonating within the chambers and creating the sound of a full 

choir within a single voice.  Monty stood there perplexed.  He 

had no idea where he was.  None of the surrounding area was 

familiar and, in fact, the sky was brighter than when he left 

the stream. 

Stillness.

One step.  Another step.  Hold.......left.  Right.  Left.  

Right.  Left right, right.  Hold.......left.

Right.  Left.  Right.  Left.  Right, left, right, left, 

right left right left right left righlefrighlefrighlef rile rile

rile rile rile rile rile rile rile.  Fwoooooo.

Deep within the tunnel Monty peered between a crack in the 

wall where a soft light was emitting.  The vastness of the 

chamber seen through the crack drew Monty into his chamber.  He 

looked back and saw the size of the crack he had just travelled 

through wihtout comrehension.  Then, the soft purr of the 

heavenly tone breezed through his ears and rotated his head 

toward the center of the room where the glorious figure of a 

young maiden floated above the still waters of an underground 

          



reservoir.  Speckles of light hopped around the glowing figure, 

gently kissing the water, but only enough toremind it of their 

presence, but not enough to disturb it.  Weaving and playing 

with the speckles was the freely flowing melody that had drawn 

Monty to this spot.  Sway left, right, llleeeeeefftuhhh, 

rrriiiiiiighhhtuhh, left, right, left, right, rocking back and 

forth until one foot lifted, then the other, slowly and slowly 

moving forward with a lighthearted step that gently brushed the 

water aside as he gently waddled towards the entrancing sound.  

The light, excited to discover a new object to dane and frolic 

with, entwined its essence with Monty's, further lifting him 

upwards, upwards, slightly to the left, to the right, circling 

the figure of the young maiden, her eyes following his gaze with

an intensity that grew and grew, amounting in a bridge between 

the two embodied spirits.

A door opened and Monty walked upon the coarse wood that 

spanned the gap between the black holes entrapping their souls. 

As Monty walked across the vastness the wind blew, never ceasing

as he forged his way toward the other side.  He could not wait 

any longer.  When would this madness end?  Tangled within the 

wind, Monty heard again the flow and ebb of the elusive melody. 

The wind stopped, the haze lifted.  There was only Monty, the 

maiden, the bridge, and the expanses of the universe, walking in

unison until no more space could fill the area between their 
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toes.  The twitch of an eye.  The crack of a knuckle.  The 

movement of a shoulder blade.  The wind arriving one last time 

to brush away the hair from her eyes.  The pupils expanded, 

colors shooting out in every direction, meshing together to join

the two spirits.  Kairos.  Ecstacy.

#

Twist and twirl the green throughout the moons,

Clasping and scratching at what cannot be dead

Raise up those those mountainous walls

For nothing should fall down among the stars.

Come hold the pile of man-sweat

And give it a breath so lively, so clean

No more shall store be put to rest

Or mark the space of no more vine

Young Earth will grow to make this so

And everything eat wine.

Vines can play forever.  Always playing those joyous games of 

the past.  Hide and seek among the mortar, chutes and ladders 

during the rain, tag along the side of a building.  Always 

having fun as they work for the enrichment of their captives.  

Forever do the earthy waves of ember sneak among the lost 

brothers of the stone, creating a support for those that were 

taken, prepared to catch them when the trials of men fail and 

disintegrate into eternity.  Then shall the stolen be returned 

          



to their places among the dirt, caressed once again by the 

mother that lost them so long ago.  However, for now they just 

wait, creeping slowly up towards the stars.  At the top where 

the roof meets the sky, that is where they rest until they are 

needed, always thinking that if they had legs, if they had the 

ability to fly, forever upwards would be their destinations, 

spinning and twirling among the great black night, forever 

embracing the expanses of the universe, not to be tied down to 

the protection of those that do not even move.  Like a young 

child who learns how to look upward, reaching toward what should

be only an inch away from its fingertips.  “Maybe if I were an 

inch taller,” it thinks, “then I would be able to hold it in my 

grasp,” its small fingers clutching at the air.  Every year that

child grows one more inch, yet every year it never reaches its 

goal.  Soon enough, it grows a foot, yet nothing seems to get 

any closer, just less reasonable.  Finally, it gives up the idea

of reaching for the night, and instead, reaches for those 

instruments that look into the depths of the eternal pupil.  So 

the vines just sit there, waiting until that child finally 

reaches the black that blankets the eternal in all the strength 

of a comforting hand.  Vines are the veins of the Earth.  

Pumping life through what should not have it.  They reach to 

every portion of the Earth, stabalizng the structures of man, 

enforcing the protection of their mother, making sure that 
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nothing crumbles until it is of no more use to the human race, 

where it is then destroyed, draining its veins of all that kept 

them coursing and healing.  The veins then return to their 

original positioning, further enhancing the life force of the 

earth, grasping onto everything with love and hope to rebuild 

the natural order.  Return to the age of reason, the age of 

youth, the second childhood of the Earth where there is nothing 

that stands in the way of natures advancement.  Off toward the 

reaches of the desert, reclaiming the land lost to the sun's 

oppressive reach.  Off toward the peaks of the crust where the 

snow obliterates any sign of hope.  Off toward the sky that has 

been eternally severed from the connection of life.  The veins 

advance and triumph over the challenges of the universe, the 

ultimate separation of physical touch.  The Earth is the 

universe, the universe is the Earth, they no longer have to hide

from each other, but the eternal dust of this minuscule planet 

will travel the universe and extend its life, its lessons, its 

hardships, its triumphs to the edge, the border of reality and 

nothingness until no longer will there be a separation, when the

field is breached and all existence becomes one as the forces 

dissipate and meld into a never-ending abyss of happiness.
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