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Mark awoke to the sound of the world rupturing. 

Light and dark twisted in a spiral, eating away at one another in a constant war and he blinked, cowering beneath his sheets. Sleep was rapidly fleeing his body and he struggled to stand only to find his flesh paralyzed before the pulsating phantasm. Highlighted within the shadow wracked radiance swam the familiar sight of his bedroom: the same bedroom that he had occupied for the last 25 years. All his life. The night light winked on and off and his computer crackled and sparked while the thick drapes guarding the window flew, fluttered and flowed in the entropy of the scene. The carpet was glowing and the white walls of his room glimmered a blue that no moon had ever known.

He tried again to rise but couldn’t. His mouth was stuck half way open, and from this he emitted a squeak that was lost in the shaking from the force that had invaded his quiet corner of suburbia. Sweat flowed down his forehead, down his arms, and the sheets felt impossibly tight, a prison that he couldn’t escape, a Gordian knot that wouldn’t come undone. The squeak grew into a low moan and he was trapped before the force. Tears leaked down his paralyzed face, pooling in the depths of his eyes so that the raging force became a blur.


“It is time.”


The words pulsed from nowhere and everywhere at once, vibrating in the air, in every cell and atom of his body, and he cried wordlessly.

The force answered, a cacophony raging behind each tear drop.


“There is no time … none, no time, only a single moment. And that moment is now.”


He struggled to shake his head, to resist, but the force wouldn’t allow that. There was a sudden flow of emotions and he was alone beneath a canopy of lights, dancing in a sea of ebony so deep that no single soul could hope to exist amidst its glory. Yet, he was there, and at last he screamed outwards, disturbing all the universe.

The blankets flew off of his body as he sat up in his bed, breathing so heavily that his chest trembled. He sat there, shaking, watching the nightlight blink on and off, illuming the white walls of his room. His room. He was safe, he was in his house. It had been madness. He had to get out of there. Leaping on top of the thick carpet, he stood and walked. His knees cracked irritably as he began to shuffle towards the bathroom. Flicking the switch, he made the lights on. His reflection glared at him in the mirror, with eyes red and panicked beneath a furrowed brow. His hair was a mess, black bristles standing on end. His hair was a mess, he was a mess. He reached towards the rust worn faucet handle and pulled on it to allow a dim creak and a flow of icy water to gush out. He plunged his hand into the flow of water and leaned forward, splashing his face. Mark looked up to see his face, red and wet, and he knelt downward, his hands clasped tightly about the ring of the sink, so tightly that his hand hurt.

He glanced up again at the mirror. A face stared back at him. Set beneath a long flowing white beard burned two eyes that seemed to crackle with lightning. He blinked, feeling dizzy, and his head sank downwards. 


He cried there for a while before standing straight again. He reached cautiously towards the mirror and pressed on the tarnished surface. It clicked and swung open to reveal the medicine cabinet. From this Mark removed his bottles. Paroxetine, Xanax, Fluoexetine. He spat into the sink once, pausing a moment to watch the foamy spittle flow against the water before removing the correct dosage and downing it, complimenting it with a cup of water left from the night before.


Numbly he looked back at his room and listened to the creaking. The house was settling. It had been doing that a lot lately. He put the pills back in the cabinet and stumbled back into his room, towards the still drapes. These he plucked open to reveal a land cloaked in sleep. Orange lights, jack-o-lanterns, and skeletons stared back up at him from his neighbor’s yards. All living things had vanished. Sighing, he stumbled to his bed. 


“Madness,” he said to the empty house,” It’s only madness.”


There was no answer.

* * *


He remembered. He remembered her hair, her eyes, her smell. He remembered it all.


Pandora. All gifted. 


Her laughter had been rich, her smile, her promise, perhaps the greatest of all women…perhaps of all mankind. He had liked her as he watched from afar. Pride, longing: He had felt all this and more as he gazed down upon her. Yet, they needed a test. And one had been set. And Pandora, as mankind, choose less wisely then she may have. Yet, it was her choice to make.

Time passed. A sea of bodies, of faces, of cities. He remembered them all—each and everyone ere the sea of fire, before the dominion of first Aries and then Hades. The panic, the swet, the screams…he stirred and groaned. It was so hard, so hard…yet...If he concentrated hard enough, he could make out their care worn grins. There really were a lot of grins, with some frowns intermixed as well. Trendy clothes decorated their human bodies, made for any and all seasons. He could remember those clothes, and those smiles, but most of all, he could remember their eyes as they had observed the world all about: Perhaps it was the eyes that kept him awake at night.


The promise and pain floated across his shell and even though the flashing lights were vacant, he could feel their force everywhere, telling him the truth. He shut his eyes. Outside the skeletons and ghosts shrieked in a sund wind, and the burning light in the eyes of the jack-o-lanterns flickered and flashed and faded until the dawn.

* * *


Mark walked along the street, rubbing his head as he went. There, nestled in the jungle of skyscrapers was a pulsating throng of humanity. Seeing them, he smiled back and met their eyes. Dully they stared back. 

There he saw an old gentleman, probably a World War II veteran. He had a hand missing. The slick stump was limp at his side as he walked, leaning heavily upon a cane clutched in his remaining hand. Mark waved in greeting, but there was no answer.


People were so unfriendly these days.


And over there, Mark saw a young mother pushing a baby carriage along, glancing about her as she walked. It could be dangerous in the city sometimes. Mark started to raise his hand in greeting, but then stopped, as she sped by.


He was almost to the place he had always resided before it all happened. His feet crunched downward with each step as he walked along the neatly paved street, rubbing his head as he walked. No one looked up at him, except these dead soulless eyes, and the morning continued on. 


He sighed as he began to pass the sea. White waves rolled against the rocky shoreline continuously, quietly eroding away the land as it had always done. Mark raised his free hand to shield his eyes so he could scan the sky and was astonished to see no sea gulls twisting above in the blue above. The blue of the sea was empty; the blue of the sky was empty.


He clutched his hand to his head even tighter and moved to depart. Sliding forward he was astonished to find a wall of water blocking his path. Cursing, he let both hands drop.


Yet hot embers still lay wrinkled across the remains of the city, glistening against the molten wreckage of the sky scrapers. The people were all gone, only dusty outlines forged of soot marked their passing. Not too far away from where Mark stood an overturned car was impounded against the ground, its tires sending hopeless plumes of smoke into the thickly clouded sky. 


For Mark, it was a sky, dark and mysterious-- terrible in its wonder and tragedy. He looked upward and trembled at clouds so thick that blue would never be seen again nestled in between the heavens and the earth.

“Zeus, it is time. They are gone. We are waiting. End this facade.”


Mark shook his head, desperate in denial, but Poseidon still stood above him, waves rolling casually off his shoulders to splash against the fires below. He opened his mouth and spoke. Light and dark cascaded all about, in a desperate struggle to reach their master. He lifted his hand and they became one. Poseidon nodded as everything froze.


“We gave them so much, our best gifts,” Zeus said only once, moving towards Posidian, his footsteps quietly shaking the universe as he walked. 


Poseidon only shrugged and replied, “The tide rises, the tide falls. This is the way of things.” Zeus nodded, but he was remembering other things. He was remembering their smiles. He was remembering her smile. Pandora had been a beautiful woman, and he had left her hope.


Together, the two Gods left the flaming wreckage of earth, intent on reaching happier climates.


