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Myra never moved now. Her alabaster face held a permanent look of dawning bewilderment. Anthracite eyes, so dark, so ultimately still, seemed focused on something lost beyond the desert horizon. Obsidian hair flowed in frozen waves about her head and shoulders. She had one opaline hand gently uplifted, as if in a vague gesture of farewell. Or was it a tentative greeting?
This uncertainty rankled Derek Ryan, perversely reminded him of ocean paintings portraying the sun in them. Was the sun in such pictures rising or setting? Not knowing the locale meant not knowing the answer. This had always disturbed Derek, annoyed him with its unavoidable inconclusiveness, even as the nature of Myra’s hesitant gesture did now.
It was all a matter of viewpoint, he supposed. Like modern art, the observer saw what they chose to see, even if often it wasn’t there.
Perhaps, it’s neither, Derek thought, as he gazed upon her still form. Maybe, it’s a simple benediction.
There were those who regularly prayed to her--from a safe distance. No doubt, they believed her a saint. Such devotees consisted mostly of older, Hispanic women. Still, others did pay some reverence, if to lesser degrees. Did this mean those people were more cynical, less capable of faith? Derek didn’t know.
Nevertheless, the majority of the townsfolk just shunned Myra entirely. They assiduously averted their gaze, and their path, to give where she stood a wide berth, as if she were a leper, something unclean, hazardous.
This last was true. Crossing that circle of fading paint sprayed on the cracked pavement by the town’s one resident cop invited an unknown penalty, the most indefinite of fates. Things just vanished if they came too close to Myra. Where they subsequently went, if anywhere, nobody knew.
Not only did this forge a primordial awe, fire up primitive fears, and yes, even mold a crude veneration in the unrefined townsfolk, but also it cast a constant state of universal trepidation over them, engendered a powerful disquiet. To live within the immediate purview, in such cozy proximity, to what might just be a god, was never easy.
Myra seemed impervious to all this. Alone in the dusty center of the town’s main square, the suffused pink of the new dawn’s first feeble glow brushed her. The rosy light painted her complexion with a false blush of ruddy health.
The unnatural or alien part of all this was Myra would still be standing there when the last dying rays of the carmine sunset touched her. She would remain there all night, so silent, so unmoving, in the dark coldness, a stark silhouette beneath austere stars. For all Derek knew, she might stay there forever, with not so much as the single flicker of an eyelid to prove she still lived.
“Myra,” Derek sobbed, as he turned away from his untouchable love. He was incapable of coping with seeing her so very, so exceptionally alone. He seriously doubted if she even knew he was there, or if she did, that she cared. She was…elsewhere, or was…something else. The phrase “beyond mere mortal ken,” struck him as all too appropriate.
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