The Gods of Monday

It was Monday and a stray note of jazz burned through the air.  Damion stepped onto the earth and breathed in, tripping out on a crisp mix of nitrogen, oxygen, argon, and carbon dioxide.  Flashing out an ivory white smile, he moved one foot in front of the other and began to walk, shuffling his feet to the tune.

It was true, he realized, still managing to keep the smile upon his face.


“Seasons greeting,” someone clad in scarlet shouted amid a metallic clatter.  Briefly Damion stopped to stare at the man with his collection plate and the infernal bell, ringing about in rapid succession. “Would you care to donate a bit for the needy?”


“The needy?” Damion asked, raising an eyebrow.


“Yeah, you know, the less fortunate. Those without a proper home, without a proper meal, that just need a bit of care from people like you to get by in these troubled times. Hey, wait, where are you going, mister? Don’t you want to spare a bit of change--“

The man’s voice drifted off to become a wisp of stray bells and jazz lost in the wind. Yet his words echoed within Damion’s mind. Needy. Troubled times. Change. 


He stopped, and flexed and breathed, examining with dark eyes a dark city, filled everywhere with people scuttling about from various hollows within the muck of concrete, glass, and plastic. Exhaling, he watched a family crossing a busy street, and Damion sighed.


It was far worse then had been thought. They were everywhere.  

