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The sky grew dark overhead as the moons appeared, larger and more yellow than before. Their faces glared down but their eyes did never meet his. In the east the mountains rose tall and swallowed the golden orb of day. Serpentine rivers of scarlet flooded across the land, as ever more he trudged. The path would be deep and wide and his journey would be long.

“What moons are these I follow? What draws me to their cause? As much as I repel them, I feel them drag me forth.”

Clustered orbs of light, they rained upon the land, their yellow glow hypnotic, as one they showed the path.

Before his eyes a nomad, a vagabond in rags.

“What trail is this I follow? It takes me ever on. Shed some light, oh wretched one, some light beyond these moons.”

The wretched one did speak to him and cast his arm and pointing.

“The moons do drag you forth, you say? Then step out from their beam. If not then they shall take you on, to yonder hills and more.”

“They lead against my will, yet I slave to their commandments. I fear to step beyond the beam when so strong a force does summon.”

The wretched one did eye him and passed within the beam. At once he passed beyond, then raised his arms in ire.

In a moment though his face did change and ghostly white it came. He fell to knees before him and let the stranger pass.

“Go further on,” he whimpered, “Go far beyond the hills. I see now who ye be, he who fronts me in the night. Stay within the beam, the moons shall guide you on.”

He cowered and he cringed and he let the stranger pass.

“But where is it that I be led, by orbs that glow at night, that suck me to their bosom, that light this foreign path? Oh wretched one do tell me. It seems you know so much. Some wisdom has flushed through you, for I saw it as it passed. I shall travel to yon mountains. The moons shall guide me there. But say whatever lies beyond, that ever calls me there.

“Beyond them lies an ocean

A place of ever calm

A place that’s seen in fables

A place that knows no harm

Beyond there lies an Angel

Majestic, from above

An Angel of your calling

Within the Sea of Love”

And in time he came upon the fabled Sea of Love. Before him there she lay, her ceaseless waters spreading, spreading far and wide, and as far as the eye could see. Beyond her far horizon, and high above the sea, he saw three mountaintops, the peaks of which did shimmer; the bases could not be seen. The sky did beat him down, the rays did draw his moisture, the salt did sting his eyes.

The hill on which he stood, would lead him down a path, a path that would take him, to the wondrous Sea of Love. Peaceful, the waters lay before, and the light did bounce and flash, as mirrors to his eyes.

“What is this place to which I come?” but not one within him spake. Just the same, one did know, ‘twas the one that drove him on. The place before him spread and the light became diffused. It was e’er the place that he had sought, and now that he did know it, in time would know it well.

Down the rocky path he trudged, along its way he moved, coming ever closer, unto the Sea of Love. The waters lay still before him, and as the ocean scent did grow, the hills behind him rose, and soon, lapping at his feet, he felt the calming waters of the fabled Sea of Love.

He looked far to the north and saw the soulless towers of the dreaded Hungry Fat. Like the distant mountains, just the tops could be seen, and as one they shimmered, as one they sparkled, in the glowing golden haze. From the Sea of Love itself, there came to him no sound. And with the Sea so silent, his eyes did follow mermaids, gliding gently through the brine.

Not a sound did come upon his ears, nor was there a need. Such was the very harmony that marked the Sea of Love, the junction point of good and bad, the place of full accord.

He felt the spirit rise within him, the one that drove him forth. A sign would come upon him, from the sea or from the north. He cast his robe aside, and as he passed into the brine, the cool and calming waters lapped about in rhyme, while in the farthest distance, the mountaintops did shine. He turned and faced the hill, the one that brought him here, saw its scrubby growth and stunted weeds as waters washed his fear. He saw the ones that life had lost, alone upon the shore. Their eyes did show their passive way; their bodies taught their lore.

A mermaid passed him by, yet she was not a fish.

He looked, there was no tail, just a pair of gliding legs.

She smiled as she passed and he felt the glow within,

a thing of timeless beauty, the majestic Golden Angel.

He watched her as she bathed, then watched her glide away.

She moved away in silence; not a splash, nor a ripple, she did simply glide away.

In the instant she was gone, and he turned his head to find her, he saw her on the shore, then took for deeper water.

The love moved deep within him, the sea encased him more,

and he spied a pair of lovers, now entwined upon a bar.

A mess of tangled limbs, the sea would pull them down.

“How many have been lost?” he asked, but garnered no reply. The pair sank low before him, their eyes so full of joy.

A laughing tangled mess, they sank in naked splendour,

drowned beneath the waters, within the Sea of Love. 

He moved his eyes less eastward and caught the sandy shore. The obscure ones did see him and moved to his domain. Yet time was strangely absent as he left them to their calling, as onward more he strode, ever drawn to the Golden Angel.

The Sea of Love possessed her, and she could not resist. In moon or star or cosmic world she had never known such peace, and nought could ever tear her back, away from the Sea of Love. She would never leave it here, and instantly he knew. Her beauty was his calling and she must own the sign. When all the rest did tarnish, she grew more ever strong. Her glowing skin did call him and cascading hair did gleam.

Within his-selves he fought, till one did rise above. ‘Twas the one that drove him forth. On command the others fell.

“Oh strange and vital creature, from what world do you descend?”

Her eyes did glance him widely. She replied to him in time, but till then no word was spake.

Northward on the shore, and then into the brine, she took his hand and led him, and in the Sea of Love embraced him.

Looking south, he saw the lovers, and had seen the last descend, but the fear of fate did grasp him; it rattled at his heart.

She dragged him on a sandbar. Her limbs did now entwine him. He felt her warming nature flood full throughout his being.

“Tis a quest on which I come, and might a Golden Angel help? Mine is not to drown in this Sea of Love before.”

And the Golden Angel spake.

“Mine is not to drown you, yet the sea would have it so. I drag you on this bar so no tide can pull us down. How can you be helped? My burden is to answer. For mine is of the ocean, and mine is of the sand. Mine is of the rays above, and mine is of the land. Mine is of a peace that lasts, a peace that’s nought but love. I would harm no other soul nor bring it cruel release. Let me show you of it now. Let me show you of this peace.”

Droplets fell like honey; her silken skin did glisten.

Those who lurked within him were summoned to his call. As one they stood before him where they confessed their shame and gall.

He asked her for a sign, but in its stead, she fleshed him thrice.

‘Twas after that he spoke to her and held her on the bar.

“Golden Angel, give a sign, for it is wrong that you withhold it. My journey is forever, I fear, and should you not divulge it, I’ll know not of its meaning, nor of a way to find it.”

And again the Angel spake.

“I am not the one to
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