Shrine

In the shrine of democracy, three wise men gathered. They didn’t have long white beards, nor did their eye glow with arcane wisdom. Their noses weren’t long, none wore glasses, nor did they have crooked laughs. They didn’t discuss elephants or how to open doors. They merely met and gathered.

The shrine was dusty and empty, save for the wise men. One of the wise men pulled forth a sand clock from his pocket. He set upon the grimy floor, and listened hard. The sound of tiny grains steadily trembled downwards, and the wise man began to shake in time to the beet.


The second wise man pulled forth a quill, ink, and a paper. He knelt downwards, and began to move the quill from ink to paper. There was a steady scratching sound as his tool tumbled back and forth.


With a wooden voice, the last wise man asked,” What are you two doing?”


“Watching my life drain away. Its all any of us can truly do. It’s what we are made for. Life is fleeting. Death is eternal. It must be wonderful, right? Otherwise why would we have it?” the first answered, spasaming as the last few grains of sand hit downwards hard.


“And you?”


“Writing out my history. Only the past is important. It is what guides us always; it is where everything comes from.”


The third took forth only one object from his pocket. And he began to type...”What are you doing,” they ask. And they are still asking. Long ago the last grains fell, and the last notes of history were made as the ink ran out, yet the pounding of keys presses downwards, again and again still leaping onwards. He thinks of answering. Then he continues to type.


“We should stop him from typing,” they say at last, eyeing him without mercy. Hard and bitter, their hands reach out, claw like, to rake towards him. He laughs, and a wall of text flows between they and he. The shrine of democracy is growing, and becoming clean. And a light is rising within its frame, the light of all the universe. He types on, and they claw at the text. The history is gone, time is gone. He types, and the world is ready. He types, and the future is now.
