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First and foremost, always try to appear quite dumb to people. It’s never good to immediately try to show one’s complexities and knowledge to people right away, nor soon after. This I’ve become. People call me dumb all the time. Then they always add: “There is something very strange about Merry.”

My cousin calls me Elusive Merry. I told him that because elusive starts with an “E” not an “M” like my name. He laughed and said: “It’s not like you to want to follow such a rule.” 

It was not until recently that I began to drive excessively. Gordon, my friend from the West Indies, accompanies me every once in a while. I’ve driven through almost half of this large complex continent I call home only to arrive in dust swirling ramps of unknown territory to be encountered by snakes. Gordon had jumped at the sight as they were writhing all slimy and tinted green on the windshield. It happened two months ago in New Mexico. They were water snakes but frightening all the same. As of now, my car has positioned itself among ashy black pools of oil in the yard of the large white abandoned mansion across from my parents’ home. I am sitting amongst a brand new array of job applications. Goldenrod, salmon, white, minty green splashed upon the carpet sounding like dry leaves when the wind hit them through the open window.

My last job made me realize that my boss was a failure. He incited neither incentive nor productivity, nor did he attempt to create a rambunctious atmosphere for all to feel frenzied and work hard. The job lasted two weeks upon which I met two very enchanting people: Shanky and Owen. Shanky frightened me during our first meeting, and rightly so, as his body was covered with violent welts. When I had asked what they were he snapped that it was none of my business, but did I read much? I was confounded whereupon I answered: No. Would I like to borrow the book Treacherous Fish by Stewart Engelman?

He then smiled his response and, to my slight discomfort, placed his hand upon my shoulder. Then Owen appeared on the scene, sporting a pince-nez, and a black jumpsuit of quite characteristic flair.

“Why hello young chums,” Owen triumphed with flair.

“Meet Merry, a likeable and cognitive individual,” said Shanky, smiling as he grabbed Owen to come closer. The better to interact, I guessed.

Owen smiled widely and held out a hand. I took it and shook strongly, pushing up my glasses.

I noted that Owen’s beanie was one that I had seen in the open market just the other day that I had thought of buying. I thought of mentioning it, but decided against it, as he was only just a stranger.

“A battle!” he cried out, throwing both arms in the air in a flamboyant gesture. “A battle of wit, my newfound friend! A battle of the senses! A battle of the cerebral cortex!”

He stared, while Shanky continued to smile at me. Moving my head back in a coarse unfeeling gesture, I looked at the upper wall to consider for a minute. They could be talking about a drug, but I thought twice before saying it out loud. I looked at both of them, switching glances between the two.

I followed them out to the shiny drenched streets, where we walked for quite a long while, discussing implications of all sorts.

Gordon had woken me up at the break of dawn with an overly exaggerated Jamaican accent. His thoughts were of a conniving descent. He was hoping to take me back to a time when a man had tried to sell me a brochure regarding anti-feminism on the streets of Seattle. The man had followed me for five blocks screaming wildly and waving brochures.

“There are women here......” I had replied, fearful.

I had walked briskly while Gordon suppressed laughter and tried to give the man a quarter. But the man refused and had obviously singled me out as prime target number one. His goals: Harass and convert against own gender.

“So, you’re divorced?” she asked politely. Her feet shuffled faster beneath her.

I woke up and gasped. Then I sat up, startled and disoriented. 

“A Sir Shanky of Wendleton came by, left this scroll,” said Gordon, throwing a rolled white paper onto her bed. 

Picking it up, I read:

To a beautiful, serene individual, Merry:

Come, come child to the wonders that await you at Carnival Twelve. Your friends Sir Shanky of Wendleton, and Master Owen of Oggleton, await you with steaming goblets of beverages.

To this wonderful news I leapt up to get dressed in hopes of meeting them before the festivities ended.

Upon arriving, I had some difficulty finding my two friends in the crowd. I tried not to smile. I wanted to appear angry so that the crowd would move for me quickly. Childhood advice that I had heard often from mother. 

“Anger gets results, especially amongst strangers!” she would say, smiling. “Anger is a virtue!”

I found the tent at Carnival Twelve, amidst the hills. I trudged forward as a cool breeze blew over me.
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Their depressed faces look like the kind you find in poor areas of town. They look run down, weary. They must ask themselves if it’s worth going on, worth proving what is really there, or if it better to just leave and start somewhere else. The question is: Do you revive an already dead spirit in an old town, or do you pack up the car and split?

That was a question Hardy had a difficult time answering. She looked around at her family and those sad-looking, puke green plates they ate their scrambled eggs on. She felt exactly that, sick.

You’ve got to snap out of it!

She went to school with kids that looked clean. Unweathered and with hollow looks in their clear eyes. The daughter of her heart doctor was in her fifth period English class. Her teacher was a bald man of no distinction, though he liked to believe he was. Bald men had that tendency, she thought. Sort of a “bald man’s complex,” of sorts.

Her heart doctor was a kind man. Without his help, she would surely feel as though she were a helpless and sickly soul. He was thin and tan and soft-looking. He had clear blue eyes and a small nose. A fragile leathery neck and smooth shiny lips.

Hardy liked to believe herself a strong person, not so much because she was small physically and wished to prove contrary to what meets the eye, but because society so embedded the idea of a strong heart, and she, of course, had a fragile one. That fact about her life saddened her greatly.

She was forced to oblige with consequences and circumstances of which we, if there was a choice in the matter, would not wish on our worst enemy. 

“So be it.” 

She sighed heavily.

Where are our choices? Choices that we supposedly have, but in actuality, that is a lie. In government, we succumb to the idea that we have choices, but not so. So, in life, too.



“This is my house,” said her mother. “The house of the Lord—is what I like to call it.” She cackled. That distinct cackling laughter that slammed Hardy back to her childhood. 



Today was the first day of school – and to Hardy: “The first day of the rest of my life.” 

She always put herself in this mind frame because she was afraid of getting too depressed. Everything depressed her, even the trees could look sad if she willed it. If she could will nature to be depressed, she must have the ability to turn that same will into positivity.  

School was a bore. She hated every minute of it. She did all her work and worked very hard at it. She made sure she knew just enough to get by. She hated the idea that she was wasting her time. If I’m here I’m going to get something out of it. By God, she thought.

Her best friend, Moon, was always on time. Never late. Unlike Hardy, who zipped into class at least five minutes late. She was known as “the slow one.” Moon was very well off and concerned about her chances of getting admitted to a “distinguished” and “intellectual” university. She used those exact words and wasn’t shy about letting others know about her goals. Pre-med, perhaps, or a writer. Hardy scoffed at her. She wished Moon had more sense. 

“You always seem so melancholy,” Moon said to her one day, as she meticulously applied lipstick.

“Just because I like it when the weather is gray? I just don’t like being hot. The sun...makes you hot,” she replied.

“Oh, Hardy, the sun makes things happy! The trees glow! Everything glows!”

A close, yet elusive classmate of Hardy’s, Mike Wang, had dreams of being a thespian. There were days when he wore all black and strode the streets with a feather in his beret, bowing to ladies and acting for by-standers.

“This ain’t the wharf! For Christ’s sake, get out of those ridiculous clothes!” his father would yell, smoking a cigar. “That kid belongs in an asylum!”

“Oh, leave him be,” Hardy said, defending him.

“You are as annoying as a mime!” he shouted.

Mike ignored them. Mike will be Mike, thought Hardy. He was a tad obsessed. To be an artist, or to dabble in an artistic field, so to speak, one had to be obsessed on some level
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