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Hit or miss


	 

	Inspiration

	sleets through the universe,

	photons of creativity

	hit random minds.

	Sometimes 

	they explode,

	unfold,

	become.
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	...Or maybe God
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The promise


	 

	People wondered what he was doing. They came - walking their dogs or their children - and always he would be sitting there. He never talked to anyone - and no one ever talked to him. He sat, every day, on the beach, touching the stones, maybe picking them up or turning them around. A bit further down each day but only by inches. He never took one home. If he had a home. They didn't know. He was old, they knew that. He's face was all wrinkled and deeply tanned. He wore old clothes, things that had probably never been in fashion at any time and now worn to a sheen. 

	Then one day someone spoke to him. She was maybe 6. A small girl with curly hair and curious eyes. 'What are you doing?' she asked. 'What do you do with the stones?' He slowly turned to look at her. 'I appreciate' he said quietly, almost in a whisper. 'I look at all the stones, notice the colour, feel how smooth they are.' He took another one and caressed it gently. 'Why?' she said. 'Aren't they pretty?' he asked. They were. 'And look, they're all different' he pointed at a few of them. 'All different'. Still, she didn't understand. He turned to her again, 'I promised God that I would look at his creation and truly appreciate' he said. 'And these stones are all beautiful'. He paused. 'I have looked at trees, too. They're even more different. Only, that was a long time ago'. He looked to the sea. 'Maybe I'll watch the waves one day'. 'Are the waves different too?' she asked. He smiled for the first time in ... ages probably. 'Yes' he said. 'All different'. And the girl laughed happily and ran off. 

	He sat still for a while, the surprise of hearing his own voice settling slowly. He had promised God all those years ago. Promised that at least he, if no one else, would appreciate creation, take the care to notice, the time to wonder. And he went on, turning the stones, seeing that they were all different, all beautiful.

	 

	 

	




	

Face in the mirror


	 

	There was another wrinkle. She was sure of that. Yet another one. She leaned closer to the mirror. All these fine lines in the face, all these…. memories. There were so many. Faces are like geography she thought. Landscapes formed under stress. Valleys and mountains from ages past. She took another look at the new line. It was at the eye. A fine line linking up with others. There was a whole fan now, stretching from the corner of the eye and far towards the hairline. She tried to get used to them. They were ok. Sort of. But like other old calendars not everything marked down was worth remembering. Some things you would rather forget. Some you had forgotten. Some... at least with this one it had to be due to smiling. Not like the wrinkles on the forehead. Those deep lines of worry. Worries of a lifetime she thought. More than one rather. 

	She had been born with wrinkles. Fine traces like markers of where they would be deepened in later years. It had been long years. Some good, some rather bad. For better for worse, the priest had said. No truer words. He had been ok, though. Nice. Considerate. Not that he didn't drink, but so did all men. At least all she knew. But he hadn't beaten her. She had never had to hide, to explain, like her mother had. He shouted. He hit the wall. And then he fell asleep. She had cursed alcohol but thanked the Lord that her man had not taken it worse. How long had he been gone now? 14, 16 years? Something like that. Had she missed him? No. Life was quieter without the brawls. Had she missed company? Not really either. You reach this point in life where quiet becomes desirable and very soon a habit. 

	She looked at the wrinkle again. Where had it come from? Smiles supposedly, but did she smile that much? She did now, thinking about it. Memories came fluttering in again. She read her face almost like a diary. She remembered the other times she had sat there looking at her face, trying to understand, trying to get to know herself. There wasn't all that much time for it. So she used the mirror. Sat there staring in the fading light, when lines get sharper and shadows deeper. Could she read them all? Yes. She could. She could touch every line and almost drag out memories like threads of images. There was the scar, too. This time she really smiled. He had been only two and quite a little rascal. Had hit her with his toy cow. Not on purpose, mind. He had been a good kid. Bit like his dad but brighter. She had had all those hopes for him. In vain. He never became the doctor or the teacher. Pox had taken him at nine. That, too, was a long time ago. God giveth and God taketh. 

	She looked again. When did she get those hard lines between the eyes? Had she been that angry? Again lines unravelled into pictures in the air. Yes. She had. She had been angry when they came to close the shop. When she was told she couldn't stay, when they read out the debts of her husband just after the funeral. Yes, she had been angry enough to make hard, unforgiving lines in her face. And she had stood in the street with her few belongings and they had dared sent her a cart to take it away. As if there was anything to go on a cart. They had taken it all. The shop, the stock, the furniture, everything. And the priest had come over to read to her and say a prayer. She looked at the mirror again. The dare of it. It had taken all to not spit him in the face. How dare he say prayers when he didn't say nothing in the courtroom. What use is mercy when it is too late? Words was it. Just words. Empty words. And then she had left. Found another town and a room and had started all over again. First the laundry. Then darning. Then a bit of moonshine on the side. And it had worked. Again. She knew her recipes all right.The laundry lady. She smiled again. They called her the laundry lady. Lady. Hah. But as long as they kept coming, lady it was. And maybe now it was time to make the bottles smaller and the brew a bit more spicy. Maybe it was time for remedies. And the women would come. And the men. But never at the same time and always looking like they had never been there or had just sort of fallen in through the door with the wind. And they would get the medicine and life would be a little easier and the families stay a little bit smaller. Yes, it would be time. She took another long look at her face and bid it a gentle goodnight.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	




	

The traveller


	 

	It was a dark and windy night. Well, actually it wasn't. It was warm, balmy and with a faint scent of flowers and flatulent cows in the air. Stars hung in the sky and a thin moon lit up the landscape. It was as quiet as nights are when insects stir, ducks quack in their sleep and you can hear the occasional poacher do his duty in the distance. 

	He was lying low. Very low, in fact. Lying in a ditch to be precise. He was asleep and not the least disturbed by the mouse investigating his boots trying to take a nibble but rather in danger of losing a tooth. He had walked pretty far; his home village was miles behind him after days on the road. He had been a quiet man from a quiet place where nothing much happened, and then - all of a sudden - he had happened. Just like that. Just one bright morning. He had started off doing what he always did. Wake up the kids and the missus, feed the cows, milk the cows, look out over the plains for signs of rain… all the usual things. And then it had hit him. That tomorrow he would do exactly the same, and next week and next year and 10 years from now and 40 and … then he had panicked. And so - instead of walking back into the kitchen he had walked down the road just to see what was at the other end, trying to make today different from yesterday. And he had walked on and the road kept going. And he had met people and talked to people and some had been scared and some had been cheering him on. He had no idea where he was going, but he soon found that it didn't really matter very much. He didn't need shelter and he actually got food just for the asking. 

	He had been walking for some days now, and what he didn't know - lying there in the ditch sleeping soundly - was that some people were starting to worry. Worry because - what he didn't know either - was that he was leaving a trail behind him. A trail of change. A very, very unwelcome trail, for some. Those some being mostly people at the manor houses and the village leaders. At first he had been sort of a joke. Then a bit of amusement in the wait for the fair. Then a stir. And now, a worry. 

	The worried ones weren't really sure what to put the finger on, and they spent quite some time wondering what to do. But they were getting increasingly concerned, because when he had passed through a village, things had changed. Or rather - people. They talked. No problem there. They continued to talk - not so good. And then - they started asking questions. That's trouble. Real trouble. In village after village people started asking themselves, if today really had to be like yesterday, and if tomorrow might just be different from today. And they put down their tools and thought about things. And to their amazement, they found that they could actually think. Big thoughts. Get ideas. And some people started changing the tools. And some started changing their ways. And then - some people started changing themselves. 

	And he lay there in the ditch. Totally unaware of the consequences of his travel. And - unfortunately - totally unaware of the 3 people silently creeping up on him, sent and paid by the villages leaders and the baron to make sure that he would visit no more villages, stir no more, leave no more changes behind. Too late, though, for the word of him had already spread far and wide, and changes were imminent with or without him. And maybe - when he was no more - the changes would be even bigger - no longer bound to one man but free for all to imagine.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	




	

Creative struggles


	 

	It was one of those days. He had been trying to get it right for hours, but it just wouldn't click. He knew he would have to come up with something for the evening oracle but he felt all empty. Maybe he took it too seriously, but he really did want to make it useful, even though his older colleagues laughed a bit. Relax son, they said, and keep a short list of the good ones. No one remember for long anyway and especially the priests don't last long, so don't worry. A little recycling never hurt anyone. But he didn't like the idea. It was like cheating, he thought. He tried hard to make an effort. Maybe something with animals? Remember to feed the cat. Nah, no punch. Don't tread on turtles. Hmm, better, but not really good enough. Maybe if you put in a little threat. Don't tread on turtles or you will be struck by lightning. Yeah. Better. Only there were no turtles around as far as he knew, and he was supposed to know everything. Chickens then? Hedgehogs? It still lacked a certain something. How about being nice to someone else? Only he had done quite a few of those already. He pondered for a while. All this smiting and fighting the infidels stuff was old hat. Besides there were no enemies left, they had all been killed and some eaten long ago. That was, after all, the reason why he had attempted a new approach when he took over the valley. Trying 'don't hit your wife' and stuff like that. Took them some time to get used to, that's for sure. It also seemed like the oracle really wasn't used to anything getting through either. Never seen anyone so scared before. Ok, maybe some of those now extinct enemies, but anyway… what a show. 
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