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His Recurring Dream
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He ran his fingers lovingly through her hair, again and again. His fingers deftly, expertly twisted the strands into braids. Something about this seemed familiar, too familiar.

He awoke with a start and slowly extricated is fingers from the twisted grass. It was as he feared. His hands were grass-stained again. He just could not go to school with grass-stained hands, not again. The other boys would make too much fun of him. 

Let’s see. He knew where a certain weed grew, one that would make him sick if he ate it. Sick enough to not have to go to school, but not too sick.

The other boys in his school always taunted him when he came to school with grass-stained hands. 

Once, long ago, he had foolishly thought that if he told them why his hands were grass-stained, they would all relate to him and they would quit taunting him. 

So he told them his dream of running his fingers through a young woman’s hair. But that had made things even worse. As soon as they found out he had dreamed of a woman, they had laughed all the harder. 

Everyone knew there were no women left. The last one had died 400 years ago. And to dream of a woman was just foolish. And to admit you’d dreamed of one, even more foolish.

Luckily, the scientists could foresee the end of womankind and had saved their eggs. Now, when a man was ready to be a father, he would go to the hospital and the baby would be born in-vitro. 

But every child born was male. No females were ever born.

His father quickly assessed the situation. He had seen the grass-stained hands. He knew the stories about his son’s dreams. He too knew where that certain weed grew. 

He shook his head. He may not have understood his son, but he understood humiliation. So, he called the school and excused his son. 

Then he left for work. He knew the weed would only make his son sick for a few hours.
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A Swim
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Feeling noticeably better, the son got up and went for a walk. His meanderings took him to the lake, as they often did. It was midwinter, but there was no ice on the lake yet. At least not as far as the eye could see. 

He raced into the clear blue water. The water was cold, but exhilarating. He swam in the lake pretty much all year round. It didn’t take long until his kicks and the strokes of his arms got his blood flowing enough that he didn’t notice the cold. He felt energized and swam further and further from shore. 

A winter wind whipped across the lake now, causing thin ice to form around his wrists each time they entered the water. That made him smile. The ice tingled, just enough to make him want it to happen more. So, he swam on and on. 

Eventually, he encountered small floes of ice. These became chunks that he had to push out of his way. Yet he swam on and on.

Then he encountered a wall of ice. He considered clambering out onto it, but looking up, he saw a young woman and her dog. 

He dove under the water and swam back toward shore as fast as he could; certain that if he swam fast enough he could drive the illusion from his mind; certain that if he dove far enough his illusion wouldn’t see him.

The rest of the school year was uneventful. No more grass-stained hands, but that may have been because the grass had died for the winter.
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Now it was summer and school was over. Come fall, it would start again as it did every year. At 30; he was still in school. He would be in school until he found a job. And the only job he would probably ever find would be the one his father would vacate when he was ready to retire. 

He supposed keeping boys in school until they had a job kept them out of trouble. And most boys would not have a job until they were 40 or older.

But, now it was summer. It was time for him to travel the country side, doing whatever odd jobs were available during the day (helping people with groceries or helping them prepare their home for the next winter). 

In the evening, he would stand on a street corner, juggling and telling stories until someone would take him in for the night. It was usually a father of young children. 

His job would be to tell the children stories, and perhaps fix them breakfast in the morning.

Thus he travelled from town to town, collecting as much money as he could to help his father get by during the next winter.

He enjoyed meeting new people, seeing new places, and making up stories to tell, none of which ever included women. 

He had travelled like this for several summers and each time he tried to go to different towns.

When he wasn’t telling stories, he listened to the stories of others. This year he was hearing stories that there might be a way to the other side of the lake. It was over treacherous mountains. And nobody knew for sure if it actually led to the other side of the lake. In fact, no one even knew if there was another side to the lake.

It was still early in the summer, so he decided to try this path and see where it led. Nowhere was where. He hadn’t even walked a full day, when the path petered out. Well, they said the path went over the mountains, so he continued heading up. 

He continued for several days, eating the fruit and edible leaves he found growing along the way. He was saving his provisions until he needed them. 

Eventually, he climbed high enough that he encountered snow, even though it was mid-summer. He hadn’t prepared for this. 

Like most of his people, he had thicker skin that wasn’t affected much by cold. But, if it stayed cold for several days, he might start to succumb to it. 

He hurried across the snow as quickly as he could, steering clear of the larger animal tracks he saw from time to time.
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His Trek Continues
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One day he slid into a crevice that took him five days to climb out of. Every once in a while, he would find an unoccupied cave to spend the night in. But mostly he travelled both day and night. 

There was still snow as far as his eye could see. He was about ready to give up and head back, when his foot punched through the snow and he found himself sliding down the face of a cliff. 

He really wasn’t looking forward to another five-day climb out of here.

The cliff face didn’t end. He kept sliding down. He tried digging in his hands and feet to stop his descent, but if it slowed him down, it wasn’t noticeable. 

At length, the snow and ice ended, but not his descent. Now he was sliding painfully across gravel and bits of shale. 

He was heading right towards a cave. Inside the cave, the gravel gave way to mud, which made him slide even faster. 

Suddenly, there was a gap in the mud, and he found himself being swallowed by it. He took a deep breath and closed his eyes tight. When he couldn’t hold his breath any longer, he shook his head to dislodge as much mud as possible and opened his mouth hoping for air and not mud.

Well, he got a little mud, but mostly it was air. 

He wiped as much mud as he could from his eyes and opened them. Only
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