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White Rainbow 
The last person alive in the universe cried silently to the bleak blackness.  It was cold and hollow, yet only as hollow as her heart.  She looked upward, and the world stared back.

Near by, the bar band let loose another stray cord of erratic guitar cords that rushed forth with all the energy and vigor of unbridled youth, only to die feebly, moments latter, in morbid silence.  She felt tears start to coalesce in her eyes.  Her perfume flowed out as she watched the guitar man putting away his instrument.  Looking downward for a moment, into her deep dark mug, all the stars and all the possibilities that could ever be twinkled mindlessly within the liquor, for her alone.  She sipped upon it, and the stars exploded within her with the grace of grass dancers twirling to the sound of drums.  Within the liquid she could see her reflection staring with eyes of pure blue.  The liquid gleamed with beach blonde hair shimmering erratically in place, and a torn and tarnished soul reaching.  Always reaching.

She looked up, and he was still there.  Raising a silk adorned sleeve, she waved shyly, and the bar, the hotel, the continent, the world, the cosmos, the song shuddered.   He looked at her and waved back.


The freaky bitch was staring at him again.  Damn.  He had business that needed to be attended to.  Well, fun before business, he supposed to himself, as he eyed her up.  Her long legs in that short skirt made him raise his hand and offer a cold smile.  


Business had changed for the evening.


As he waved, he smiled, and ice melted in her heart.  As their eyes met, the voices of angels exploded in song, raging faster and faster through her blood.  Their song must have bubbled over into her eyes, because he was walking towards her now.


And her heart was beating, and she knew.  She knew.  This she knew.


Breathless, she breathed and heard the man speak.


“Hi,” he said as he shoved his left hand into his side pocket.  The rubber was still there.  Always good to be prepared.  Sitting down adjacent from her, he sized her up, letting his eyes rape her body.  Not bad.  This was the reason he was in the business.  He knew he was a lousy guitar player, and that his band, No Where Men Crying, was doomed to mediocrity, but there was always a good drink to be had, and most nights, a good screw.

“Hi,” she returned, and he grinned.


“Your drinks almost empty.  Let me buy you another.”


“Okay.”


“Freddy.  Get the girl here some more of that shit you gave her before.  And get me some too.”


Her glass was empty.  Lonely ice cubes knelt in silent prayer at the bottom of a plastic world.  Her eyes were red and blurry from too much drink, but at least he was there.  She remembered the sound of the rifts before they died, how they had flashed and floated in the void between everything and nothing for so long, only such a short time before.  She asked him about his music, about his calling, his life, and listened, spirit raised to hear all.


“Music.  Oh, yeah, right.  That’s the best thing in the world.  I have this vision, you see.  Oh, the rest of No Where Men Crying are good and all, but hey, I’m the one that thought up most of the lyrics, and wrote most of the songs.  It’s really a new type of music, and I’m really excited to see where it all goes,” he said, and she nodded.  He raised his glass and tossed some hard alcohol down his mouth.  Man, that had sounded good.  She was so into it.  

“Mikey!  That was some show tonight,” an annoying nasally voice called to him.  He looked over, to see Lee, the drummer.  


“Uh, yeah,” Mike said, while motioning with his eye for Lee to get lost so he could commence with the festivities for the evening.  


“Listen, I was thinking that next time in the third song, instead of your—“


“Uh, right.  Nice.  Nice.  Listen, I’m kind of busy right now, if you know what I mean.” 



Lee’s eyes fell across her gorgeous body and he nodded numbly. “If you say so, maybe later--,” he tried to say.


“Right.  Later.  Ok?”


“Ok.”


Confusion flared, burning across the arctic ice.  Everywhere penguins fled into the oceans, to swim besides polar bears and sea lions alike.  Still the artic fire flared brighter and hotter, taking the shape of a ring of chaos.  The black bodies of penguins bled into the white polar bears and grey sea lions and the blue of the water and the red of the sky.  And there was a voice.


“Why did you send him away?  What about your music?”


“Baby, music’s more then lyrics.  Music’s about life.  About experience.  Right now, baby, you’re helping me with my music.”


“I am?” she asked.


“Yeah,” he said.  She was so totally believing every word of it!


She blinked, and took another sip.


The mammoth was in its prime.  Though cold wind ripped about its long wooly form, it pounded forward eagerly across the tundra, leaving huge footprints crushed into the snow.  The great herd was near and the mammoth could hear them bellowing across the country side.  Near were the others.  The mammoth could remember its brothers and sisters, the time they had spent hunting for the faintest green and growth, of the time he had scared away the long toothed one.  They had been pleased that day, pleased for their lives.  The mammoth rushed forward, powerful, and strong, bellowing out in answer.

And there came forth the sound of ice cracking, and a great blue chill rushed upwards to swallow the mammoth for all history.


“Your right,” she said, floating in the wisdom of his words.

“Damn right.  Hey, it’s a nice night.  Lets go for a walk, hey?” his voice sloshed down her throat, burning ice, freezing fire, quiet thunder booming so silently she shook.  The glass clinked as she set it down, and he stood, towering above her.  Grabbing his guitar case in one hand, and her arm with the other, they started out.  The hotel lobby was silent save for an old man sleeping in the lounge area. Beyond the hotel a crisp darkness highlighted with the lights of the city beckoned the couple onwards.  

The world’s fastest sloth was staring into the hungry face of a great cat.  The felines lean back arced like the start of some sinusoidal wave while its huge maw opened wide to display yellow-white teeth. The sun screamed at the two of them, its heat making their fur feel like an inferno.  The sloth stopped scratching its thick coat of fur as the cat approached, and with super sloth speed, it moved towards the tree a few feet away.  The grass spread beneath the sloth’s feet as the tree whizzed nearer and nearer. 


From behind came a roar, but the green was so close.  Chewing dully on the air, the sloth leaned forward.


It was near.


And the cat lunged, and the dynamo of sloths fled forward.


And it happened. 


“Hey, Martha.  What’s happening?” Mike called out to a tiny woman in to much makeup.  The pale face turned to look at the two of them, Mike with his guitar and a girl.  And she lowered her head.


“Nothing.”

“Do you wanna join us, Martha,” he said, caressing the blonde casually.


“No thanks.  I’m not into that sort of thing,” Martha said, and she was turning away, her leather boots making a sharp ringing sound as they cracked downwards upon the concrete. 


“Who’s she?” the blonde in his arms asked.



“No one.  Just this girl I know, you know.  Don’t worry about it.  She’s nothing. Tonight . . .  tonight is all about you, babe,” he told her, laughing, his face covered in shadows despite the huge moon hanging above their heads, and the cities skyline winking at them.


Martha went home and turned on the TV.  That bastard.  After all they had been through together, how could he have done that to her?  How could the bastard actually think she’d do that?  She was angry, and watched a sad TV that cowered before her wrath, whimpering out infomercials to abate her rage. 


“You can change your life.  Today!  It’s true.  I used to be on anti-depressants, and anti-psychotics, and so many pills that I didn’t know what I was doing.  But then I found the product.  And the product changed my life.  It can change your life to.” She watched the infomercial, and was mesmerized by the product.  The phone crept into her hand somehow, and after a frantic series of button stabbing, she was connected and to receive the product.


Days passed, and she grew listless.  Mike was out somewhere, probably tired of the blonde by now, and onto someone else.  Her job was petty and meaningless.  It was all worthless, really.  What was one to do but cry, and cry?  The path of her tears made it hard to keep the makeup on her face.


And then the product came, and, upon seeing it, her face lit up.  Holding the product, she realized that this was the most important moment of her life.  And she used the product.  Days went by, and work eventually stopped calling for her to come in.  It was okay.  She didn’t care.  She had a new idea.  A vision.  Of life, as it should be.  She presented it to the world, and the world answered with wonder and smiles.  Soon the presents and visitors began to pour into her apartment, and she had to get a larger place.  She moved into a mansion, and thousands of people scrambled daily to get near her, to know her vision.  And she smiled, the product held in her hand.  When four years had come, somebody decided to nominate her for president, and soon, everyone was doing it.  A new fad.  So she was the president, and she used her idea, her vision, on politics.  The republicans and the democrats stopped in mid battle to put away their cannons, rockets, and slogans, and to shake hands, to work peacefully to help the world.  The nations around the world took note and stopped bickering, and universal brotherhood was declared.  All the world religions watched, with pride and jealousy, and she was a saint and enlightened and all were happy.

The world spun madly round and round, in the blackness of space, encased in a golden age that would last a thousand years, and, hundreds of years later, when she finally died of old age, her dying words were for the product to be buried with her, and for Mike.  


No one knew who Mike was.


 “Baby, someday, me and the band, we are going to be huge.  Just wait!” he told her, as he rubbed the small of her back.  As he rubbed her back, he wondered if he should do her in the hotel room or in the alley.  He’d never had sex in the alley, but then again, he had paid a bit for the hotel room.  Deciding on the hotel room, he wrapped his arm around her, and like a puppet, steered her into motion back from where they came.

Together, they stumbled forwards, towards the lights of the lobby, where the old man was still sleeping. A slow trail of spittle was spreading down from the old man’s lips, to darken his gray beard.  Every now and then, he would stir in his sleep, his arms flaying desperately.


“Old geezers really worked up,” Mike said. “Come on.  My rooms this way.” And he led her down a corridor with wide brown carpets and soft yellow lights.


The tunnels were everywhere.  Turn once, and a wall would slam into your face.  Turn twice and you’d be free to see more tunnels.  After a while, one wall would bleed into another, and all doors seem open and shut in equal proportions.  It is lonely in the tunnels.  Every now and then, amidst the maze, the lost stumble into other lost souls, and then they shake hands.  And sometimes, just sometimes, if the lost are really lucky, they can find a window to look outward, beyond the maze.  And what wonders the wanderer can see through the window: white rainbows and pulsars calling them back to the start of dreams, fluffy skies and lightening and life.  Finding windows, the lost sometimes fail to move further.  But there is always more to see, more tunnels to traverse.  To bad that feet get tired, legs burn with cramps, and there are so few handrails built into the walls of the tunnel.  Still, one has to admit the tunnels have this going for them.  There sure are a lot of doors.


He pushed open a door, to reveal a cramped room dominated by a small dingy bed and a dresser with a 12 inch TV.  The walls looked green, but it was hard to tell with only the light from the hallway to illuminate the darkness.  He pushed her into the room, and then, stepping into the shadows, he shut the door on them both, and, with a gentle franticness, his hand reached for her.

Their lips met and comets careened through the heavens, flaring a soft blue trail of dust in their wake.  He kissed her hard, and shoved her back against the wall, his hands exploring her being with a cold liquid grace.  She sighed and they kissed and somewhere, in another dark room, a group of powerful men met.


“The time is nigh,” one of the most powerful men said, his voice frozen with wisps of fear.


“No, it can’t be,” one of the others proclaimed.


“Gentlemen, the beginning of the end is upon us. Prepare.”


Always come prepared, Mike said to himself.  Now where the fuck had his goddamn condom gone?  Fucking rubber.  All well, what was the big deal anyways, he figured, as he led her towards the bed in the shadows, deeper into the darkness.


“We have all taken a sacred vow to prevent this, but now that the end days are upon us, it is no longer a time for vows. It is a time for action! Know this, our foe will stop at nothing, so nor should we.  From this point forward, your lives, all of your lives, mean nothing.  Our goal is everything.  Go forth, and save the future, knowing that you are the last, best hope.” As the words died into silence, he could smell sweat.

She sighed, and he held her, tired and content, for the moment.  The world seemed peaceful, and calm.  The next day he’d be at a different club with a different girl, but for now, it was alright.  As he held her, he knew No Where Men Crying was going to be huge.  He ran one hand over her naked stomach, loving the soft flow of her skin.  She sighed, and he smiled. 


When she woke up, he was gone.  Where his guitar case had rested the night before, he’d left a note.  She walked over to it, hugging the blankets around her body as she moved in the chilly hotel room.  


Baby, we ain’t trying, we ain’t crying, but for you we ain’t no knowing men, we be but no where men crying, baby, oh baby, oh.


As she read the lyrics, she stretched and sighed.  After dressing, she slipped the note into her pocket, thinking of the night, and smiling to herself.  Moving to open the door to lead her back into the hallway and from there, back into the world, she couldn’t help but shiver.  No one was there, yet, for a second she thought something had moved in the shadows.  Shivering, she threw open the door and light exploded into her face.

She began to walk, and could swear that she heard something whiz past her head.  Twirling around, she saw two kids running to the pool in their swim gear.  They were giggling.  She wondered for a moment if they were giggling at her, and then, breathing in and out, she continued onwards.


It was a full week before she learned of her pregnancy.  All week her agitation grew until she wondered if she was losing her mind.  She read the note he left a lot during that first week, and by the time nine months would pass, the note would be deeply creased, the very shape of a brutalized, dissected paper crane.  It was a long, lonely stretch of days that formed the time leading up to the child’s birth.


Labor hurt like hell fire, and made her head pound, her body burn, and oh, there was blood.  But she survived.  And the kid did have a cute smile.  A bit like Adam’s, though, he had eyes that seemed to belong in a black birds skull.  He watched her that first day with his black bird eyes, and she couldn’t help but shiver with her love.  


As she grew old, he grew up.  He grew little by little, at first playing with toy soldiers and then with video game armies.  He was a good kid, a perfect angel.  He was always nice to his mother, and though he didn’t listen much, well, he really knew what was best.  And his mother listened and shivered more and more as those black bird eyes grew aged.


It was many years later that the great rebellion began, when the noble people thrust aside the evil villainy of the president, and they choice there new leader.  A leader with dark eyes, and a wicked laugh, a leader who remembered his mother and kept her locked away to keep her safe.  Country by country fell to his might, and he shook his hands at the sky some nights, strangling comets in his grip, until a group of powerful men united and brought his end. 


And a time machine.  They freed her and sent her back.


Or maybe they didn’t.  Maybe none of this ever happened.  Maybe she said no, or they did something more productive with their evening.  Maybe they did write a good song.  Or, maybe, just maybe they never met.  Or maybe this is just a story, just a fiction.  Maybe this author is just a tale to be told, and this line here, yes, this very line you are reading, this proud, wanabe-oh-so-noble-line, this line that sings and swings with starlight and all that’s wrong and right, maybe this line, too is a story. Maybe your thoughts are little tails wagging their tales and you are given a chance to tell your story every single second, and maybe you want this line to be a traditional ending, and maybe this ending is cheep, and maybe it is cliché, and maybe its not, and maybe everything has already been done, and maybe there aren’t really time machines, or great rebellions, or such as sex, or love, or music, or products too buy and messages to sell, maybe, just maybe, we are all people, and maybe, there is no true end to a sentence like this, except, of course, there is always an end, but its meaning, if there is any, is, after all, what you make of it  . . . .
