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Rain began to fall in fat, heavy, lollipop drops as Appalachian Hamix stepped from the porch. Just a few, wayward raindrops that wandered too far from the flock, tripping and falling onto chimney stones and ashen trees, broken sidewalks and fading road markers. A quiet rain fell, just the pat-pat-pat’s of drops hopscotching down the streets, and Appalachian Hamix stood in the rain, letting the drops wet his hair and run down his shirt. Alone, the writer walked slowly away from the house, followed by the skipping steps of rain.


The Emperor of Roads watched this curious wanderer in his kingdom, his empire of elms and green-in-rain lawns. The Emperor sat in a small chair, his ever-looking eye following the young writer

as he faded into the growing mists, a jungle of falling rain swallowing him up as he walked away. The Emperor gently outstretched a fist and squeezed the little image of the writer in his balled hand. He closed one eye and gently wrapped his fingers around the image, until his hand blocked Appalachian’s form. When he looked again, though, the writer had disappeared.


Under the screening shade of a porch the Emperor of Roads watched the rain drip quickly off the leaves of green trees and wet the grass below. Prickly spines of grass ringed his kingdom, and around that a river ran down the street, encircling his castle domain.


The river—the ocean, and then the Emperor remembered floating in the ocean, clinging to his life-vest as the oily water lit on fire and—Lifetimes ago, for an Emperor as powerful as he. A mere blip. Nothing more, and the Emperor sighed as the rain continued to fall above him. Taking up his umbrella, he wandered outside to the edge of his river, and kicked off a small boat down the river, watching it slowly sail. It’s crooked body bounced and spun under the booming drops of rain, and his boat—a rescue boat, wandering in from the coast, pulling his limp and ragged body ashore, chilled to the bone, and his—


The little boat on the river jammed into the mud gathering on the side of the river, but the Emperor of Roads, a giant among men, bent down and with a single nudge of his index finger shifted the

entire river back as the astonished citizens watched, twittering nervously from the river-side reeds. The boat continued on, floating down the empire, sliding around a bend in the river as the rain slowed down. Past the towering spires of grass, the sweeping plains, the gentle wave of the ocean as the rescue boat gently rocked, a wet blanket covering his cold and lonely shoulders—


At a window, a curious man stared out, his blunt face pressed against the glass, his eyes focused past the elms into the distance, down the river. The Emperor of Roads knew the fear he inspired in his people, but that was only a result of his terrible power—forgetting. The man peered out with dark eyes, and seemed intent stopping the rain with his glare alone, until a gentle woman’s face appeared above his, hovering, the lips wordlessly moving. The Emperor heard only the soft clacking of rain on roof tiles as the man and woman retreated, and the curtains of the house soundlessly slid shut, the man disappearing from the Emperor’s view—forgotten.


The rain intensified, and the sun began to fade, but the little vessel sailed on, spinning like a compass needle in its journey, out to the edge of the Emperor’s domain, his unprotected borders, where

the elms grew tall and the grass short. Sweeping steppes of gravel and sand gave way to towering mountains of hand-stacked stone, and the rain chipped slowly away at tender rocks. The Emperor walked like a giant along side his boat, his strides clearing the way of impediments, spreading the river out with his mighty bare hand. The land parted like soft sheets of silk before the hand, pushing.


Waterfall ahead—then the boat ran aground, slamming against a giant rock that stood immersed in the river, and the Emperor of Roads looked up, the rain slapping childishly against his forehead.


Rain began to fall in fat, heavy, lollipop drops as Appalachian Hamix stepped from the porch. Just a few, wayward raindrops that wandered too far from the flock, tripping and falling onto chimney stones and ashen trees, broken sidewalks and fading road markers. A quiet rain fell, just the pat-pat-pat’s of drops hopscotching down the streets, and Appalachian Hamix stood in the rain, letting the drops wet his hair and run down his shirt. Alone, the writer walked slowly away from the house, followed by the skipping steps of rain.


Simon Adreus watched the writer walk away and then shut the door quietly. Guilt crept up his veins, wandering from his toes in icy footsteps up to his heart, collecting like old frost in a freezer, until

he clutched his chest, scraping restlessly at the hollow chambers.


Heartless stranger. Retreating backs. Dark jackets. Fat rain. Where is he going? Why did he come? You know why. To confront. Confront with nothing, nothing but some eyes, saying, Look at you! Look at you now! You said you loved this girl, this precious girl, and she dies, and she dies, and she dies, and she dies, and what do you do but walk away, but you went to the funeral, yes, and this stranger was here. This pink-eyed, cherry-lipped stranger. Hopeless eyes, roughened, tumbled jewels. And so Neha died, and you move on, and then seal your past and then lumbering in comes this man, and a-knockin’-on-da-door, rappity tap tap of rain! Pull back curtains and suddenly he’s gone, just come long enough to

make you feel sad again, and now you sit and the window and watch him walk off, his wet hair, his wet hair, his wet hair. Yeah, you walk away. Don’t come back. Who are you, God? Walk away God. Walk away. Go away, past. That’s all in the past. Avoid clichés like the plague. Goodbye—past, little man, wet hair, tumbled jewels, walk—


And then Jennifer Howard put her hand gently on Simon’s shoulder as he sat, intensely staring at the strange man as he walked away, the rain slipping off his hair.


“Who was that?”


Heartless stranger. But he didn’t say a word. Just a reminder, a little memo on the calendar, and those tumbled jewels will—

“No one,” Simon said, turning. “Just a little reminder.”


“From who? From what?” she asked.


“I knew him, a long time ago. I guess, he just wanted to see me again.”


“Should I call—“


“No. No, it’s alright. It’s good to see him again.”

He got up, the curtains sliding shut, and he embraced her and warmed his heart against hers.


Rain began to fall in fat, heavy, lollipop drops as Appalachian Hamix stepped from the porch. Just a few, wayward raindrops that wandered too far from the flock, tripping and falling onto chimney stones and ashen trees, broken sidewalks and fading roadmarkers. A quiet rain fell, just the pat-pat-pat’s of drops hopscotching down the streets, and Appalachian Hamix stood in the rain, letting the drops wet his hair and run down his shirt. Alone, the writer walked slowly away from the house, followed by the skipping steps of rain.


He felt Simon Adreus’ eyes on his back, knowing that visiting the man had no purpose but pain. Why did he do it then? Who knows. He had known Neha for brief seconds, but Appalachian thought of her memory as unfinished business, and now he could bury her voice. Simon Adreus. What a strange name. Simon Adreus, the creaking porch steps, the fat rain drops, the old broken street, the supple grass, the creaking elms, the creaking rooftops, a slashing car, a ripple of water, a muddy puddle, a weary footstep, a wet sidewalk, the singing rain, the murmuring memories, the slippery sidewalk, footsteps in puddles, the old broken elms, the street.


He walked away from the house, away from Simon Adreus, away from Jennifer Howard, a plane accident in the Pacific, Neha Sheth with the pretty voice, a long trip on the ocean, Odysseus of the sea, a cold Arctic wind, a slippery memory.


He walked through the sheets of plump plum drops of sweet rain splashing on his face, through the ankle high grass that quivered with every raindrop, through the leaves bending down from the tall

elms, through the puddles of darkly muddy rain.


He walked towards a little spot where a tall elm grew, where the grass clumped at the base, where the rain ran down in little waterfalls from the sidewalk to the street underneath a red stop sign.


A yellow car went by. 


He stopped at the elm, leaning against it, his boot immersed in the stream of water running to a gutter. A small twig hit his boot, stopping as the crystal waters pooled quietly around it. He looked up and saw a red umbrella. Underneath it, a small boy cowered from the fat rain, a cast enveloping his left arm, a spider web of scars marking his outstretched right hand, guiding his little pretend boat. 


Appalachian recognized the boy as the first person to greet him onboard the cruise ship, before the plane back lost and engine and hurtled into the Atlantic ocean. The boy looked back at him.


Another yellow car went by.


“Do you recognize me?” Appalachian asked of him.


“Yes,” said the boy quietly.


“Who am I, then?”


“You’re the guy from the boat. The really hairy guy.”


Appalachian laughed, remembering that he came onboard the boat with his full beard intact, amazed that the boy’s memory managed to account for that.


“I have a good memory,” the boy said.


“You must,” Appalachian said.


“You were also at the funeral, for the airplane.”


“Yes,” Appalachian said.


“So was he,” the boy said, pointing at a blank, curtained window, where Simon Adreus lived, down the street.


“Yes.”


“Were you visiting him?” the boy asked.


“Kind of. Just saying hello,” the writer said.


“What’s your name?”

“Appalachian Hamix,” he said. “What about you?”


Under a red stop sign and a tall elm with bending branches—under the slowing rain of cherries and the clearing sky, Jonathan and Appalachian smiled at each other as the yellow car, stopped at the stop sign, gently cruised on.


“My name is Jonathan, and I am the Emperor of Roads.”


Appalachian nodded and moved his boot, letting the twig sail on past, down into the gutter, through the sewers, past whirling fans and stinking vats, sucked through passages and winding pipes, and finally emerging into the wide blue arms of the ocean. Then, as the rain slowed to a desperate trickle of drops, Appalachian and the Emperor of Roads walked away from each other until they were out of sight.

