
Mermaids



All the fishes in the sea, 
Swimming together, 
Swimming along in flashes of light.
Soaring in the sky, was a lonely kite.

Envious,

Of all the fishes in the sea,
Swimming together,
Swimming along in flashes of light.



The End



The beat goes on.

Silence.

There was not a single sound to be heard in miles. He could not stop shaking as he troughed 
through the debris.

The world had screamed and then it died.

Slowly but surely, he began to hear something familiar. All was quiet except for this soft, 
tenacious rhythm that was so close to him that for a moment it enveloped him and made him 
calm. But the sound grew louder; like a symphonic crescendo, it went from a small harmless 
trickling to a thunderous overture. It was so loud it made his head hurt. He felt like he was 
trapped in a cocoon with nothing but the sound and himself, the omnipresent thumping slowly 
melting the core of his conscious mind away. He covered his ears but it didn't work. He tried 
whistling, then shouting, but he could not hear himself amidst all the loud noise.

He had a feeling that he knew what the sound was. There was a terrifying menace to it. He 
knew that if he kept on hearing the sound, he would eventually realize what it was and the 
truth would destroy him. He even tried to pull his ears out sideways but that didn’t work 
either.

And that’s how he first realized that his heart was beating way too loudly for his mind.
The world was dead. But he was still alive. There was nothing left except for a dead world and 
a life that was washed away.

This was the end.
 
 



The Beginning



The Music Within

He sat alone in the coin laundry with his knees drawn up so it nearly touched his chin. Staring 
intently at the washing machine in front, it was as if he found the answer to the universe in the 
forceful spiral of soiled clothing and underwear. The other people in the coin laundry avoided 
looking at him. Most people are contented; they have no interest, or in fact, desire to find out 
what exactly is the answer to the universe.

The washing machine churned its load to a roaring beat, overshadowing his existence and those 
of the other people in the coin laundry. He felt like he was spinning along with its robotic rhythm.

We are all machines and we could go on spinning forever. 

The thought made him so strangely at ease that he didn’t even notice when a Mermaid came into 
the shop and took a seat beside him.

“What did you hear? ”, she asked.

“A river that doesn’t end.”

The Mermaid held his hand. There was something cooling to her touch.

“What about you? ”, he asked, “What did you hear?”

“…the champions, my friend,” she said, the words gently grazing his ears like a soft, summer 
breeze. 

She moved her hand away, leaving a single white pearl in the middle of his palm. It was smooth 
and rounded; he stared at its milky, ghostly aura and suddenly felt an unbearable fatigue that 
was like a monster that caught up with him from behind. 

And then the tears flowed. 



The River gushed purposefully into the Ocean. The Ocean flowed towards the horizon as if it was 
rushing into the Sun. Every morning the Ocean lovingly reflected the warmth of the Sun as it 
rose, and as it set, the Sun sprinkled bits and pieces of broken stars back into the Ocean. 

What was born will eventually die. What was lost will soon be returned. 

This is the beginning. 


