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Symmetry of Fire

It is inevitable that I turn to someone with a strong happenstance. Someone who has found my circular motion in the ocean. Perhaps happening instead of happy, searching instead of reaching.

I keep these pages on my body. Folding new ones into the old ones knowing they will lead me closer to what I want. They must be in order; I take them out so often – putting them back wherever they will go.

I do nothing but read thoughts, strangely reading my own thoughts while reading the thoughts that are barely in possession of their own minds. Which then creates more pages. I spend time finding the differences, trying to understand their significance.

I am trying to tell myself something. Every bent of my brain causes a headache because so much must follow even if I am tired of searching. By reading quickly I remain in what is purely a place. And not inside one word with a breath, a torch – seeing searching shadows and suffocation.

I know what is waiting for them all. The true place all people go. They will go to their minds.

I am here because she has moved. The air is thin with her threat and thick with her thoughtful madness.

I question all the movement: the windy mores, the cerebration of trees, and her dream that must be the sky. And most of all I question the ratiocination in my head … for her influence, so apparent in the nod of a beak.

Like the flying fingers of black birds. I sat down once and watched a woman read until I was turning the pages of her book faster and faster.

I have gone through my mind until it seems broken. If you dug in the ground, you would find my teeth. I have seen and heard things that can't be ignored. It is true that I search. And I frequently feel that I am putting my head back together when it is unnecessary. The mind is not actually that way.

But I know of eleven people living in these mountains. I must go through their thoughts. And search with fire through the trees, with water through the air, with hunger through the animals, with sunlight through the plants, with cracks through the ground, with blood through the people – using my machine, the resting place of a woman.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A man was nudged awake and became aware of the empty room. He wondered in the silence. In the dark his blanket looked like the mountains he dreaded, the mountains created by a woman trying to escape. The ones that loomed outside his window. He tried to stop his mind from making connections by rolling off the bed and welcoming the floor. Even letting his head hit a little harder.

Monotony stumbled outside. Fully clothed for days now. He opened his shed leaning against his house and took out a pickax. The cold metal was alarming on his skin. He walked to a place where he could hear a deep humming. It wasn't as loud as he knew it could be.

His first swing of the pickax was always angriest. All of the trails on the mountain were his frustration. When he weakened the earth, when it broke around him, his skinned warmed in the solace.

Labor was his only rest. He stopped suddenly, waking out of a nightmare. He had seen unspeakable things. While held in a vow of rusted silence, he looked directly at the sun.

Thirst and then his memories touched his throat.

At a time when he did not know the danger, but felt the fear of idle thoughts and inactivity. A time when he was not allowed to rest when he was tired. A time when pain became associated with dangerous thinking as his parents pulled back the hand he was not allowed to fear.

Monotony tasted the food from long ago and different each time – fruit that fell from his ribs. Memories came to him. There was no need to search them out or mentally move at all. Feelings came like lightening, only reaching her ears after a slow count.

He spent so much time with his father, following one impulse after another. They lived in an unplanned world, more suited for a child.

When his father was gone the sun was always gone. Brilliant in an earthly way, the sun noticed his father and became distracted.

Monotony had often followed his father in just the same way. His father lived in a world of distracted measurements and absorbed light. At the end of the day, his father would place his warm jacket on Monotony's shoulders, unintentionally measuring the son distracted by the father.

That jacket held sunlight into the night. His father often slept inside cold days. It was warm from resting in the cool air. It had a smell that Monotony knew was good, because he knew his father was good. Especially on the days in the crisp leaves.

They could have used many words, but instead, they laughed at the fish that followed them in a circle, flicking the surface and mimicking their movement. As long as they continued to laugh at the nervous birds, glancing and dancing; then time could continue to be funny.

His mother talked, measuring the measuring, until her voice returned to her cup. She faced the fears. So that no one else had to face them. He began to think that she did not face all of the fears, only said she did, so that no one else would look. He wanted it to be that way.

It was through his mother, he had first noticed the influence of that face far beneath them. His mother remained conscious of her so that no one else would go too close. In their house of doom, he knew that his mother would always go first.

Both of his parents had become less, so that Monotony would remain safe. But then he loved them, so his own extended empathy hurt with the effort of reaching for them. They could teach him nothing, except how to remain safe. And so he learned their simple ways … to bring them to life if they ever hesitated.

He remembered his parents cleaning. His father opened the window to let the water splash inside. His mother took it out again. Wind was lithe on the water as light cleaned the edges of his father’s large frame. His mother moved his father aside, so that the light might reach her face.

A light that was seized and defaced. Her face covered in rays of blood. Taken from those it understood and forced to light so many dark ways. She had felt the warmth, while he felt the drip passing through a hole in his mind to make little cold mountains in the surface of a memory.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Men, cold and emanating, moved long before the morning was fed to the stray hours. It was too early for the hunger that was felt. They had slept near gun metal and felt it mostly on their faces where their blankets had ceased.

He didn't like the blurry lamps that morning. And still the poorly hidden sleep was feeling under the cold. It all wanted to yawn, but couldn't. It all wanted to stop, but wouldn't. Only he was afraid. His nerves tightened around his stomach, snapping, until there was only one.

The others knew the future, they knew what was going to happen. Their guns would remain guns; that is what would happen.

They stepped outside and took the stature of trees which took the stature of men and hesitated. And then their boots attacked the weariness of the eastern sun. They refused to recognize nature. Their path made it unclear which nature had succumbed.

When they came to the door they seemed like men again, that might knock.

He looked at the house. Inhabiting that house was someone that must understand. She was taught by the same suffering. She must know. He was just a boy, but he felt less alone.

The handful of men felt the lines in the closing palm and continued forward. They saw only a house that had become unbearable; a house that would be strong in the morning according to the night that would make them weak. They had come to make decisions for the house that couldn't. They had come for its fall, learned over and over again.

They broke down the door and found the woman that forgets. In the space, they almost reached the walls. She was brought lower to the center of the house. The beam at her back made it difficult to look up. The air was heated with hurry in the room that would be forgotten.

He hadn't done anything and yet. Guilt was around him and yet. He burned … it touched him, grabbed him with a third hand that could not see. As if the woman reached through the men and saw him.

They held the woman. They were in the flames that were failing, rolling with the wounded sounds. And somehow, they were not involved.

After it was done, her voice continued. One of the men approached her through the noise. It was such a loud noise, it made no sense; it made them angry. They wanted to hurt someone, they expected the man to hurt her; but he only closed the mouth by holding the face.

They paused a moment, as if waiting for the consequence … the little arms around their neck.

Hours before, they had looked at his mother in preparation for what had to be done. She was the last woman among them; lacking in a doorway with a face not broad enough to comfort them. They saw her look back. She was suggestive, clothed in everything now forgotten.

With lips of glass for all those he knew and had known.

And then a woman appeared on his trail.

Being there at her conception darkened her skin, hiding it from him. Burnt into the tree line, he had watched the sun have its way with her over the years. Looking passed the shadows of things he couldn't tell, his vision approached with more memories.

Near the babbling confession of falling water, she dove. There was no sky, mountains, or earth … just water passing through her hollow hands.

Rays like reasons had brought her so far so softly. He knew that the rays that lightly touched her skin began as screams.

Her hand became perched over her eyes. He saw her burnt face and worried that she could see him and feel his heat.

He had no name. It made it difficult to speak.

She was his choice, like so few things in his life. This made her special to him no matter how much he had been taught to reject the invisible.

Lucidity had also chosen. Each time she saw him she went to that secret place of granite in her mind, bringing new information. She always placed flowers for the part of him that was dead, hoping they would be withered by the time she returned. She also placed the way he put his hand through his wandering heavy hair. She had long since decided she liked him. And to encourage him, she showed her softest sadness.

He could only feel his lust like a fire holding light for the violence so long ago. He could feel his boots sinking in the snow one snowflake at a time. It had been eleven days since he had seen her. His boots shined with sweat.

Eleven days to eleven seconds. She moved closer, elevated eleven times and concealed from the world. Without a thought, they met.

She took off her coat to coming cold. This late in the day they were unlikely people in the mountains. Unseen, she took off his shirt as if it were her own. At some point there was snow in his hair that inevitably fell to touch her naked body and melt. Their coats were beneath them and their two distinct scents traveled up and around their limbs. Their will unfolded unformed and unhurried; unearthed and unguarded.

Completely undone, they rested glistening and listening. The cold in its simple nature spoke of their simple act, relating where each of them had been touched in yet another breath. And still in a simple world, they were cold. They shivered as she left him in damp clothing, knowing that it was okay to feel warm instead of saying goodbye.

The fear in Monotony was larger now, but so was everything.

Alone again, he put his head so far back the sky lost all its meaning. If it was warmer he would have slept peacefully right there at his feet. But it was not, so he would have to move soon. He didn't like being forced to move, even by the cold. He remained steadfast when the images of frozen corpses invaded his mind. He was used to it. But lately they had been sharpened. If they became too sharp he would need the flask he carried. This time, it seemed enough to simply do nothing and let the images fade. If he had hurried home right then, then the images would have forced their way into his house. When he did gradually move, the images were not quite gone. He had been taught to trust his instincts to find his way home. He had known these mountains for thirty-seven years. But in the snow he wavered. He had been taught never to think of the way home, because then she would alter it. He thought of the danger that threatened Lucidity. He could feel her stand up in his mind, giving body to his fears. He rarely used the flask. So instead of a smooth pull, it splashed over his lips and teeth and under his tongue. He put it away. He couldn't depend on anything if he was to survive.

The snow continued to warm under the absent sun and covered everything he knew. It seemed to shift faster than he was willing to move. Only when it would be too dark to see anything would he be able to trust the cold unchanging winter landscape. He almost missed a long strip of solid earth. He knelt on the rocks that were harder than his knees and tried to recognize anything around him. Not even the snow had its phantom glow anymore, the night was assuming possession. He had to get very close and look hard to see even the shape of rocks.

Then one rock, slightly distinguished in size, reminded him of another rock. He moved toward it and let his hands crawl over it. He kept his wide open eyes lifted up and forward. It was the remembered rock. He let a jagged point cut into his hand and fingers. It pointed towards his house. He cut into the snow again. In his haste he slipped then tripped. His body broke through the hardened snow. The surface of the snow was now ice, dry and edged. His burning fingers could feel the smooth places where the snow had tried to melt. He experienced a few calm moments and noticed the heat from his ears was incredibly close. Frenetic snowflakes cut his weeping senses. The sky was just above Monotony. His mother had told him to never trust the sky. She had said the stars were not for him.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lucidity returned home to a daughter.

The girl gave Lucidity a picture she had drawn in pen. It wasn't art a mother could love. It was two identical faces that could be folded in half to make the lines bolder, an overly careful demon. This felt like Lucidity's fault. She had mentioned some letters, but refused to tell her what they stood for, and now they simply stood.

Condemning her daughter was not capriciously done. She had seen the thoughts, the torment. Thoughts her daughter didn’t want.

She had a notion she kept vague, that a life known completely would reveal the reason, the origin of the hush. But she was afraid to find herself as the origin of her daughter.

At that moment she only wondered when her daughter would go to bed. She didn't want to ruin how Monotony was in her mind.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The stars were not for him. He seized balance and began to oppose the cold with nothing but the heat from his body. He no longer needed to think as much. He followed the flat snow fitted over what might be his trails. He knew their width. And each time the shadows blocked his path he drank from his flask. Settling into walking an unsettling night. Reconciled in his search for less shadows.

Monotony arrived at a house with the morning. Without a night of sleep he couldn't hope to be timid. He attacked the door believing that people would understand everything just by seeing him. He had his shoulder and leg against the door while his fist pounded close to his face. His thigh had a short in it from fatigue. This convinced him that the house was inhabited. There was movement detached from himself; he did not question this.

Lucidity opened the door. He looked at her in horror. It had been her all along. She had guided him to Lucidity. To show him that she knew.

He was aware of Lucidity kneeling down by him and her hand was placed on his cheek and forehead. She went back inside for a moment. Then returned and something heavy was placed over his shoulders. That was all he wanted. She turned him around and led him back into the warmth. She held him now as he walked. He trusted her to find a good spot for them to sit.

When she brought him to his house he was not surprised. They entered and Lucidity let go of him for a moment to close the door, he fell onto his bed, feeling that he had been pushed.

She had wanted him to be the one to invite her into his home. But now her curiosity saw the lost civilization.

She was about to go into the other rooms, but then hesitated. She noticed that Monotony was missing his pointer finger. It made her afraid of the missing rooms.

In the end she could not … and simply left.

She thought of the mountains. She had lived in them all her life. It was strange, but for a long time she thought she could feel the city when her senses converged in a cloudy moment. Until much later, she found out that the city was not in the direction she thought, but behind her.

If the mountains had any secrets, Monotony was one of them. Like the shadows on the edifice, Monotony seemed to stand just in the mountain, in the shadow flush. There were many things she wanted to know. Things beginning to curl around him as questions she would ask.

His house was a small one at the bottom of things. It was a dwelling of slow mountain thought, stupid and strong. There were others just like it nearby. Lucidity had often disturbed the empty animals.

That night, Lucidity returned to her daughter, Mayday.

Cold had been trapped somewhere in the walls.

Mayday sat on the floor by an open window. Mayday had not left through the window when she could have. She had broken the window to escape – only to get caught up in putting the window back together like a puzzle. On moving closer, Lucidity found Mayday crying over the sharper pieces. In her forehead, she found the cold.

After they had bandaged her hands and cleaned the blood that scraped the floor they both sat with blank stares. Exhaustion made it easier for Lucidity to think nothing at all. In her eyes, but not in her mind, hung the tall black wool curtains standing next to the window.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Monotony woke up wondering why the hell. He rolled out of bed and noticed the skin of his cheek seemed layered and heavier than normal, while the other three were fine. With cracked eyes he looked around before going to the kitchen.

Noisy spoon scraping echoed on the crooked walls as he ate out of a can. He was thinking that she should have let him inside. This fluctuated between a question and a conviction.

He finished eating and stood up as his same effortless self, a frame depending on the picture. His few thoughts were separate and revolving with the spoon sounding a circle. The thoughts could not hurt him as they clattered in the sink.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Yet another face felt its way through the sheet; sliding away to reveal eyes that were deeper than their shadows. A blank ceiling acted as the demarcation keeping the upset from returning to life. He shaped his mouth with his fingers. Much of his face remained. As he lay suspended in a dark space.

He took a step, into the morning, as if it were the first step from Eden. Without the need of purpose, he toiled, at what, he did not know. And then that night when the ground was different he heard a scream from the north. His shovel weighed nothing as he took it with him. He approached from the dark. Light and its many limbs came from a house. He suspected a child when he saw the front door was left open and the light, too steady. Stepping inside, he touched the walls as he passed into the interior.

He held his shovel of wood and metal aloft through the empty house. His passage was a silent one. Over scattered floors and existing plastic. He found a gaping mouth. Something large had been pulled from it, opening the teeth outward. Fingers and toes curled from behind. Mutilations had grasped for the mortal areas. She did not exist this way in life. Silence and the rooms and the mouth were all empty. He found the child. An exaggerated face telling him no one was here. He disturbed the child. In this new position, the child told him something else. Furrow lifted the child. The little mouth that would have grown, came to his ear. And when he lifted the woman, blood poured out. Furrow hastened to the soil outside his window and placed them near the surface. He pushed the still warm soil over them. He went back to his room but could not turn on the light because it would blind them. And so he waited until the morning.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mayday woke up in the second story window. Gravity was visible on the horizon in the form of surrounding mountains – standing and bleeding out. Mayday saw this display of gravity from the window of a heavy house. Red alighted her face. She believed her own mountain already dead.

Gravity was native to the mountains. A simple gray color that was heavier than the others. The color of falling. Featherless wind broke against the window. It lifted the locks and sent the girl downstairs. She thought, if only gravity and I had feathers.

She ran through the hallways quickly because hallways did not exist.

Her hair reached the ground behind her. It was lifeless hair that pulled on her eyes. She thought about cutting it one day. But as a possession it would be hard to give up. Her hair was hers and she was careful not to lose herself.

Walls would soon be experimental and dangerous because of the curiosity in fire. It was unbalanced and made her unwell. Her mother did not allow fire in the house. But Mayday had four matches. So Mayday had made her own using one of them. She did not know why she was drawn to fire. She used her mother's old books to begin the most complicated orange in the empty fireplace. She could see the places it had already licked and it was so terribly biased. She stood over the dying flame, eyes burning almost as much. She used her hand to push the embers closer together to balance what she could. And was burned unevenly. She let the fire burn her other hand and continued with an empty mind. Her folded form peered into the heat. The room was in the midst of battle. She was fighting to control the light provoked by shadow. Her gaze was rushing water when she finally became satisfied.

She rested and studied her hands. They were burned and the burns coaxed her with heated breath. They wanted her to move, to clean.

She gathered into the empty room. She brought the ladder in and slowly climbed it to scrub the ceiling. The smell of vinegar became trapped in the room and in her throat. Her mother had removed the bleach from the house. She cleaned some parts of the room more thoroughly than others. Her burns became bright. She cleaned this room every day. She was exact. She knew the shape of madness and the dimensions of the mind. A faint vibration from her throat gave her a clear sense of the house. Especially its locks, on the seven windows and three outer doors. They were worn and weak, but still stronger than her.

When she was finished she sat and explored where her mother could be. The unknown was always larger and had many more lines than the known. She sat and felt it all, never rushing, always meticulous. Exact but not cold or distant. She felt every line.

The pain between her hands was a reminder of how balanced she was. Pain spread over her injuries again and again like layers of life. She again had the desire to move. Her insides leaped up without her body. She had somehow ignored the impulse. But now she had the acute sense that her insides were confused. Once she did move it was futile. Her insides were rebelling. She ran upstairs to escape. She fell crying. She dug her fingers into her ankles and tried to claw a way out.

Then she remembered the spider. Hurrying, she found it was still on the windowsill. Relieved, she listened to music. The air was empty enough for it. She found glass, water, and cold. The sip of water seeped inside. Rain was not far off. Untouched clouds badly bloomed in the corners of the windows. If she shuddered then things would disperse. If she spoke then everything would be lost, the window would shatter and she would lose the perfectly composed reflection. She desired music without a tongue. It should look out the windows and note the tones of gray. She imagined the instruments that were taken out of cold cases, permitted to breathe visibly on the wrists. Then without getting warm, placed back in their cases. The rain came now and made her cold. She did not do things. So the things would beg. They slipped in the mud for her and bathed in the drops. Things danced and let the water hide them in the sky. They became a goddess and a cloud so she didn't have to. Here now with no one home she put her head against the glass. It burned cold, with the complexity of warmth. Whatever might happen, at least she was having.

She returned to the spider. It was crawling along the ceiling. She had to make sure she didn't lose the spider. Right now it was just a dot. If lost, the dot would become a hole. It stopped on the ceiling and so she rested nearby.

She sat on a small white couch that mocked the surrounding colors. She liked to sit there and look at her home from a distant color. Perfectly still, she passed as one piece. But underneath, the other part, the interesting part of herself, illuminated a path for her to take. She closed her eyes and laid on the couch. It offered an amount of warmth that was exquisite. The warmth expelled the desire to scratch through the windows.

The small child accumulated gravity and fell asleep on that couch with her hair over her as a blanket. The great mane of sickly hair almost extinguished the little face peeking out to softly breath. Her hair line was aggressive and did not allow for an optimistic forehead. Only pessimistic eyebrows and night light eyes.

Those eyes woke to a sound not of a silent house's making. She got on her week legs and ran to hide. The farther she traveled the further she moved away from the light that was now almost gone from behind her vision. Her night gown tried to reason with her body with gentle pressure. But now she imagined an intruder in the house who was ignorant of all the subtle laws of meaning in place. This intruder would not know that the front door needed to be opened softly so it wouldn't bang. Would not know which mirrors were solid and which were fragile. Would not know reason, only told in her mother's voice. Not knowing this house made the intruder as cold as outside. She ripped her nightgown and could hear the intruder on the stairs.

Her barefoot stepped on something and then she felt a spider climbing up her leg. She knocked it off before it could poison her. Stepping backward, she bumped into the wall and her neck became sensitive to spider legs. There was no escape.

Closer this way coming up to this floor booming the intruder this way assuming.  
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