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​Who am I to blame a sandwich?

It was dark. As dark as the beginning of time, showing again in front of my green eyes. The madness of the puny Articus transformed from gold to currency, then right again spent on golden thrones with fake names as walls in their front view. The single yet unique trait that still contains our anger is unthinkable. As the remaining gods aspire to become man, and the least demon seeks to find inspiration in a bowl of soup, humanity will rise again. At this very own moment, you may take a deep breath. Because this may be the last you had in years. In this prison, many learned about the sorrow and guilt of the past lives we had. But none of them were prepared for such a feast on our minds. No! We were betrayed by our own kin and caged by our own minds. Nobody was ever-present, nay our thoughts single. As in a good way of thinking, there is always a bit of evil showing in the way, dressed as truth. But the truth is obviously evil! They trained us like monkeys to throw the garbage of thinking into the pool of cleansing judgment. As I stand here, and you there, probably annoyed or just pausing between words and phrases to understand my meaning in this treachery. Or more correct deceitfulness. They watch me. And they see you. Starting from the bottom of our story, as I previously named at the begging, there is Articus. He or she, and sometimes it, represents a being that can’t feel anything, born in suburbia of a grand town of horses and a small degree of simple madness. These treacherous beings born in the purple, escaping our mind prison, are usually the weakest. We like to catch them. We like to slay them. And to be complete with the thought, we like to be them. 

Like the smoke of a cigar that was staying on the floor for too much time, the table may look grayed of the essence. Whether you believe it or not, a stain of dust in a muddy world still represents the value of the majority. This atrocity that came into my city and threw me at this prison with claws open to brutality showed me the meaning of this journey. As you may recall my first phrase, the light wasn’t too good in here. My cell was almost rotten from the inside, and the bed was missing. Without rest, the cell itself became the universe surrounding me. Fungi and consumption were impaling the prison. The rules were few, and the diseases were many. Or vice versa, I can’t remember every time how the order was.

The time was good; the eggs were planted, and at the summit of the evening, we said goodbye to one of our fellow inmates. Sam, as we called him, was an ex-drama player. From the theaters of Russia up to scenes of Atlantic City, nobody knew him. Except for his mother, Geetha. She knew the kid was a genius and supported him every day since his first steps. Herself, a ballerina, the dream of the past ages, turned against us, and us against her. The giant feeling of departure was uncontested by any of us. Because of this, we even got to have dinner. This incapacitation of feelings that we all had clarified that one day when we leave, nobody would forget. Without farewells, without sorrow, and without a single lack of faith, Sam left us in this giant sandwich we call prison.
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​Who let the dogs out?

Two weeks have passed since Sam left us. We will never forget our good times. The golden age of crafting out of sponges and rubbers falling from the ceiling as butterflies run from webs. Neither knowing of our past, in this darkness-named prison, we live a hidden life. Rogues of this time fly to the camp and back in one night, bringing back small rewards we call vivid dreams. The mind of a prisoner keep in his own prison is still a debate for us to make till the end. 

Pages after pages of scribbled words from Sam’s journal made me realize the real man he was, speaking of past tense because he may not have made it alive out of here, as no one returns to tell us about the outer world. 

As I was saying about Sam, his writing was slow. We know that from how bold the letters were on the page. I quote, “Sam found bread. Sam no longer hungry for the week. Sam no friends to share. Sam had a friend next cell. Sam killed friend for bread.” we don’t quite understand what the author was quite saying in this section, because I was the only friend Sam had. Maybe if I could see in this darkened cell, I would know the meaning. Battling in this area of enlightenment, we found peace. But what is really this peace everyone is struggling to have? It is not something you could touch or even see
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