The Maze

He woke up.  His only strands of hair were draped messily over his brow and his head, tendrils clinging on to his delicate soul.  Eyes peered drearily at the outside world as they tried to shad him from reality.  As the bitter facts struck him at full force his face cringed and tears of innocent crystal broke loose from his eyes.

“Congratulations, Mrs. Turner.  You have a baby boy.”

Far away he could hear happiness of another world, floating into his ears as if Satan was trying to serenade a passing angel.  Futilely his hands shifted to block himself from the blinding rays of his unwelcoming atmosphere, only to fall gently on the bed, denied of a mortal’s strength.

Antoehr phrase drifted into his mind.  This time it spoke with a voice that was suffocated, whispers that were old but weak.

“Welcome to your maze, my child.”

He did not understand what they were talking about.  And as he wailed himself into sleep that night all he could remember was the bright, sinister surroundings, and a voice that foretold everything he did not understand.

(This is the maze, Adrian)

Slowly he packed up all his books, and with a school-boy’s impatience stuffed it into his bulging haversack.  And as the bell’s shrill laugh resonated throguh the hallway he knew that it was just a matter of time before he took another step.

(Remember, Adrian.  Remember the rules of the maze)

The pen flew to life, writing a mathematical formula memorised by heart.  Quietly, sadly relating the life of a schoolboy simultaneously, interspersed by melancholic “=”s and “+”s.

(Adrian, you studied extremely hard for this test.  That was the 5173rd step you made in this maze.  Go on, keep on tyring, you will find the exit to this maze someday)

The pen stopped.  Abruptly.  Empty eyes gazed at a question whose answer he could not find.

(Adrian, what happened?  Why did you stop?  Go on, don’t stop until you find the exit of the maze)

Slowly, hesitantly, his view drifted from his paper to another beside him.  As soon as the beads of sweat formed on the back of his hand, his eyes darted back, guilty, and full of self-reprimand.

(Adrian.  Remember the rules of the game)

We can’t return, we can only look, behind from where we came…

As soon as the last five minutes drifted into history the Teacher came around to collect the papers with a stern gaze.

And Adrian, sole competitor in the maze, handed up a test paper that was completed, right up to the last question, with a tainted but firm hand.

Tap-tap-tap.  Slurp.

Tap-tap-tap.  Slurp.

He gazed melancholically at the empty coffee cup, and was surprised at how the time flew by.

(Adrian, its four in the morning.  Keep up the pace)

Weary hands propped on the table to cup his head on a fragile stand.  The rhythmic tic-tic-tic of the devilish face, hanging on the barren wall, jeered and marvelled at how a mortal could imprison his soul and force slavery upon his own body.

(What a poor soul.)

(Adrian.  Don’t care about him.  You only rest when you find a way out of this maze)

(Ha, ha, ha.  When you find a way out of this maze you will be extremely disappointed.  What makes you think that you have –greener pastures—out of this maze?)

(Adrian. Everybody has his door, his opening out of this maze.  It is up to you to find it.  And we need to find it.  Now.  It is stressful inside this maze, but nothing can be worse than now)

(What makes you think that this is a maze?  This “maze” was always meant to have doors.  All around, you see.  It just depends on what a mortal wants in the world to provide himself with the specific key to the door he wants to open.)

(Adrian.  Can’t you see he is stating my point once again? You will find your door soon)

(YOU, my poor mortal, have been roaming about aimlessly for all you pitiful life, and you have not tested a single door yet.  I can tell you, mortal, whenever I talk about pity I refer to people like – YOU.)

(Adrian.  Don’t talk to him.  He is talking rubbish)

(Rubbish you will be, ignorant fool, count your steps, mark my words, you will --)

He stood up.  Furious eyes told the tale of an individual who was going to snap.  And as he approached the face of Satan,  the ticking noise bore memory to the clockwork advancement of his life.

(Adrian.  Go on, kill it)

His fist clenched into a shivering punch.  As the devil fell from its perch and shattered into a million hateful pieces upon the marble floor, another heavenly laugh resonated through the room.

His hand trembled like a willow on a windy day.  His mind registered past memories, as he lay on his bed, no strength to resist the lure of Hades’ seduction.

Pictures flooded before him.

(Looking at another person’s test paper during an examination.)

(Drinking coffee, rushing work at four in the morning.)

(Shimmering glassy pieces scattered over the scarred patterned floor.)

He sighed.  Before he knew it his eyes were drenched with the polluted tears of humanity.

(What is the door that I longed for all my life?  Where is it?  What did I want to be?  Where is the exit to my maze?  Why am I even here?  Why does my maze even exist?)

Again the phrase floated back to him.

We can’t return, we can only look, behind from where we came…

And as he shivered involuntarily, he heard death beckoning gently.  All at once he mustered all the strength that he had to whisper to that familiar voice.

(Adrian.)

(You did not listen to me, did you?)

(Now I am here to take you away.)

(Do not fret.)

(Everybody reaches a door, even if he did not manage to find one during his life.)

(For you, your last door is death.)

(Lie down.  Do not regret, for there is no use now.  Go through your door, but quietly, for I fear you may disturb other souls walking through their doors at this moment.  Slowly now, slowly…)

The cold sweat on the back of his hand stopped forming.  His head twitched a little, arms took the final struggle towards life.  And finally, the last sigh drifted out like a gentle wind.

Adrian Turner, age 61, passed away.

His maze disappeared, carrying the body with it.

And beyond it was a kaleidoscope of flowers, as far as you and I can see.

~The End~
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