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When life is gray and sober, and the time keeps on ticking, what remains is just repetition.
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“The music will reveal the vibration of souls, and with each drop of blood that paints life, there will be a canvas for each.”
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THERE WAS A LOUD BANGING on his door. As the splinters move through the air toward his body, frozen by fear, he loses balance and falls to the ground.

The floor was dusty; seems that nobody had lived in there for a long time. With the tatami mats placed in the middle of the room, the dust particles started to move frenetically in the air as he fell.

The door crushes down, and twelve police officers enter the room. They look at each corner of the place and leave, not even noticing the man on the floor, covering his legs with a tatami mat.

They leave stepping on the broken door, leaving marks of dust on its wooden carcass.

Smiling, the guy on the floor gets up and places the mat on a coffee table. He got away this time.

The reflux of time got him enough adrenaline for the full day. His name was forgotten, as were many of the names in this city. Nobody remembered faces, features, or words.

It was the city of the damned ones.

The man gets up and starts to clean his clothes. He was patting his pants and shirt for dust and splinters and shaking his boots to make the rest of the dirt outside. 

His face was stuck on smiling, but inside his brain, he was truly unhappy in this world of gray.

The buildings were gray; the sky was gray; the clothes were gray; the people were gray; every single thing in the wilderness of the machines was like cement.

He pushes the remaining tatami rugs with his feet, making them paint straight lines on the dusty floor. Lines that were starting to form patterns, patterns that made sense once you realized the whole image. An image of sadness is carved on the body of the happy being.

Dragging his feet and pushed from the back by the wind coming from where a door was standing a few moments ago, the man goes into the kitchen and opens a rusty old fridge.

Inside, gray foods of different textures were revealed by an opaque light.

He examines the different recipients and various sizes of things that should never be opened or mixed. Instead of a place to eat, it looked more like a chemistry lab.

The man takes a swing at the insides of the fridge and then falls once again.

The universe was still. Nothing was breathing anymore. A loud banging sound was creating ripples in time and space. The giant that was standing in the back of the dimension looking through his spying glass was now contemptuous. 

He turns a gray clepsydra, letting the sand fall once more.
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THE SOUND OF THE STREET was making the sky echo its mood. Everything was gray.

A pigeon was flying above the masses of dizzy people, making his wings clap, leaving trails of gray feathers just like an airplane's trails.

The interior of the building appears as clear as we were there, together in this lovely gray abode with dusty ceilings and murky water in the sink.

A man was sitting on the floor, hidden under a tatami mat, watching how his door was falling and lots of splinters coming toward him. He is scared for his life as dozens of people dressed in gray appear.

They were police officers, as he could figure out from their badges and weapons, but the main reason was the fear they emanated toward him.

All twelve look around the room, but there is nothing to be found. They leave the abode as they come, stepping on the door, and leaving marks of dust on it.

The man on the ground smiles and gets up, putting the tatami rug he was holding to hide him in sight on the coffee table, and a déjà vu sensation hits him.

His smile turned into a maniacal laugh, and his inner fears went wilder and wilder as the gray surroundings captivated his attention once more, just like a venus fly trap.

He pushes with his legs the tatami rugs that were remaining on the floor, making ugly and distorted lines on the dust. 

His head hurts, not knowing why, but he was expecting straight lines and patterns with images to be formed. Instead, he received the disappointed look of a thousand crippled lines.

The man rages and kicks the tatami mats, making them fly towards a window, breaking it, and leaving a trail of dust in the air. It felt like gray snow.

An echo of sounds and banging of guns was resounding from outside through the broken window.

The air coming from the place where his door used to be pushed him towards the kitchen, the air then exiting through the window of the main room, recycling itself, from the start point to the end. A dusty ouroboros.

He goes into the kitchen and sees the rusty fridge. Inside, a series of gray foods were sitting in different compartments, and many looked more like diseases rather than something eatable.

The man chooses a pack of unknown origins, with nothing written on it as nobody remembered anything in this place, no words, no faces, no features, no names.

He opens the pack and starts to drink it. He is leaving nothing behind except a rotting corpse.

The universe was still. Nothing was breathing anymore. A loud banging sound was creating ripples in time and space. The giant that was standing in the back of the dimension looking through his spying glass was now contemplated. 

He turns a gray clepsydra, letting the sand fall once more.
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THERE WAS A TIME WHEN the parks were full, and the streets were filled with cars. When the colors could be differentiated, the nature of words meant something.

There was a time when pigeons flew in the sky, letting small feathers trail behind them just like an airplane.

The streets were filled now with crimes and injustices. Everyone killed for their needs, and the needs were becoming less than essentials and more of a fade.

If you could recall the beginning of your life, how would that be? Were you gray? Or did the world make you like that? Did we ever know what meaning words have, or did we just assume like we’ve been told?

The gray buildings were arranged in rows after rows of different-looking cement blocks. Each with its diverse tones of gray graffiti, broken windows, and pieces of fallen concrete.

The crowning jewel, a ten-story high block, was looking above each of them in the middle, ruling the unruled. 

A man was sitting behind his door, scared for his life, as splinters came towards him, making him freeze and fall on the ground, just under a tatami mat.

The door fell aggressively, and his mind became numb. Twelve police officers enter and search the room, unable to see the man sitting still on the floor. They couldn’t see him at all. 

The floor was clean, as it had been dusted recently. They leave the room stepping on the broken door, leaving no trails behind.

He raises and smiles, putting the tatami mat that hides him on the coffee table—a déjà vu.

The man starts to pat his clothes in order to clean them, but only splinters come this time. For some reason, he also expected dust.

He tried to hit something with his legs, but there was nothing on the floor. 

A breeze of air comes from where his door was standing before, pushing him from the back and rushing the man towards the kitchen.

The man goes towards a rusted fridge. He tries to open it, but as he barely manages to do so, the content is revealed to be empty.

There is nothing inside the fridge, nothing at all, except grayness. Everything is gray, the empty compartments, the back of the fridge, the lightbulb, the empty freezer, and the rusted door that was formed of multiple shades of gray.

He closes the fridge and goes back into his main room, examining the window and looking towards the boulevard.

People were fighting at gunpoint; cars were hitting everything that they could manage to stop into. And the gray buildings erected everywhere you would look dominated the background.

He moves toward his broken door and puts it back up; the hinges were broken, so he only put it there for décor.

The man left the apartment and started to go down the gray stairs—step after step, from the tenth floor towards the ground. The gray setting was mesmerizing.

He continued
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