Collage of Dualism
-Piva None-
Sometimes I feel the past and the future are pressing against us so much; there is not time to live the present
-Julia Flyte, Brideshead Revisited-
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Nothing comes from busy nothingness
-Shakespeare /Jane Austen-
DEMOGRAPHIC OF ATLANTIS: The Beginning
Global warming at its height of temperature, the ice from the north and south poles melt gradually drowning the whole world except for a stretch of islands along the Equator. Survivors assembled themselves on those islands and a society was forged out of the sheer reliance the local community and the foreigners had on each other. Akin to all historical tales, the foreigners were hired to lend their expertise in the functioning of facilities and the governing of these islands which were known as Atlantis. Eventually, life imitated art; the story of the camel and the Arab found itself manifested in this incongruous quilted society. However, such a situation was inevitable, for when a courteous culture dabbles with the unforgivable reckless wild side of civilisation, it is clear it is too polite in its outraged resistance to dominate the sheer overbearingness of King Samsons believers. Hence, the simmering frustration on both sides would eventually blow off the tops of their pots and the fundamental lethal result would be the ungracious rebirth of Babylonian excessiveness in practicing the 7 deadly sins in all their possible forms that one cannot separate from their entanglements one without the other. Society being society beautifully dissipates the myth of Pandoras Box from its lingering existence. In the actual living reality, there is no hope. In everyone there is the inextricable yin and yang; each one their own worst enemies committing injustices against their own existence. People are definitely to ignorantly repeat cardinal sins because of the principles they hold on to and their reasoning of what they do or do not do, because to each one of them, it is their whole hearted belief that they are doing the right thing. What is the righteous path when the one person they hurt is their own self in the criticism of the outside world? Why are the 7 deadly sins deadly when they are part of what makes humans human? What is the value of human dignity if the selfs wants and desires are not satisfied?
The society of Atlantis may be the last surviving society thriving against the external forces overseeing their doomed existences, but they cannot unshackle the invisible fetters binding them to the dictated ascetics of living a contrived framework of unharmonious melody. Maudlin it is but its people made the best of the resources they, sometimes against their will, came in contact with, resulting in hilariously dark comedies to an ethnographer but to them were indeed a great need to survive the great emptiness they had to bear day in and day out. (Especially if their staple food was seafood, though it would be heavenly manna for doctors!)
People are not people without others around them. So, the other chink in the armour is the gracious unpleasantness of everyone seemingly knowing everyone; their vulturous desires to first peck at their dying victim and then hungrily devour the remains of the corpses laid bare.
What a society!
Case Study 1:
Mr. Magus and Ms. Curvilicious Councillors Rabbit-proof Fence
Why then 'tis none to you; for there is nothing either good or
bad, but thinking makes it so. To me it is a prison.
-Hamlet-
She would wear a black sexy number with a slit up to the top of her thigh. When she walks swaying her hips surreptitiously, a generous portion of flesh is revealed as instantly as it is concealed under the black smooth silkiness of her outfit. She glides towards him with eyes filled with an unknown hunger for him. His heart in its fragile state pounds against his chest, deafening his ears but not blinding his view of this tall dark voluptuous creature advancing towards him. His body tenses itself and is upright to attention as she stands over him. She smiles seductively at him, her eyes steady on him. His mouth is dry and he is overwhelmed with desire but he could not bring himself to move less the spell is broken. She slides in between his legs, parting them. Her knee gently grazes his inner thigh as she leans in on him, her hands on his shoulders gently caressing them to make him feel more relaxed. He closed his eyes as his senses were electrified as her hands moved to the back of his neck, down his chest, unbuttoning his shirt. He clasps her waist tightly and roughly pulls her closer to him. She chuckles and sexily straddles him. He is fired up inside. She kisses his forehead, then his cheek and nibbles at his ear. It was unbearable for him. He brushes his lips at her breasts. She whispers in his ear as she brushes her lips over it, I have been waiting for a moment like this for God knows how long. And he pulls her as they fall into bed together. The knight had his steed riding all night long and the maiden in distress collapsed from satisfaction more than from exhaustion in his arms under sheets found entangled at their feet under the blinding rays of the next mornings sun.
***
As he walked towards the counseling offices, he could not help hide a smile in memory of the experience the night before. He knew it was a one off activity but it still did not fail to fill his senses with a kick. It was a night to remember conjured partly from his day dreaming and partly from the spontaneity of the moment. The youngsters in rehab were not only a pretty picture in his eyes but their grudging Good morning greetings were music to his ears. The chaos in the office was a welcoming order for him that he bellowed a cheerful Good day to everyone and thanked those who inquired Why are you smiling so idiotically on this gloomy morning?
He approached the door which read :
Ms. Curvilicious
Councillor of Youthful Absurdities
He straightened his tie and ran his fingers through his hair to give himself the look he presumed she would like on him. The brief moment he stood there meddling with his tie from a mere reflection on the glass door, he could hear papers shuffling about and her speaking over the phone. Being a woman, she could do more things at once compared to a man. Last night was a testament to that!
He cleared his throat with such defiant confidence and knocked over-enthusiastically.
Come in!
As he entered the orderly cluttered tiny office of hers, he found her on the phone which was wedged between her shoulder and her neck whilst her hands were frantically sifting through a pile of papers. Her eyes unmistakably lit up and she motioned him with her overoccupied hands to come in. He shut the door silently behind him and took a seat in front of her. She hung up and heaved a sigh,
Grief! Why did you come now when I have tons of work to do?!
He was taken aback and was speechless before he said,
Well you could have not ask me to come in, raising his eyebrows.
Well I couldnt possibly send the person who knocked away without knowing who it was!
You could have just done this, as he gestured chasing someone away, instead of this, as he demonstrated the gesture of inviting someone in.
Well, how could I! You would think me rude!
Yes, especially after last night!! he raised his voice.
Shhhh!!! she frantically gestured him to lower his voice as she whispered hoarsely to him, Not so loud!! Walls have ears especially these ones, pointing towards the walls of her office as she continued, They are as thin as cardboards!! A brisk wind would be enough to bring them down! she nearly went off the subject in a tangent if Magus had not said,
Well, then what have you to say about yourself? he folded his hands across his chest.
What do you mean? she leaned back in her chair.
You cant just pretend last night didnt happen!
I know .but its hard she fiddled with her fingers.
What do you mean it is hard?
People will talk and I have a reputation to keep!
What reputation! he jest.
She glared at him and he bowed his head like a chided child.
Look, were both married .
My wife doesnt care
I have two children
Its only for fun
My husband .
Well he doesnt seem to be giving you much fun from the looks of things, he smiled mentally recalling her performance the steamy night before.
She gave him a look which could have devoured him in an instant.
Alright, he held up his hands giving in to her.
It was a one night thing, try to understand , but before she could continue the phone rang.
She sighed dismally looking at the phone, she held a finger gesturing him to give her a minute whilst she answered the persistent phone. He leaned back in his chair, clasped his hands together in his laps as he tilted his head looking at her admiringly.
Hello! she answered blushing despite herself in response to Maguss caressing gaze. Goosebumps irritably emerged at the unintentional bidding of raging female hormones. She almost missed the absurd news she received when she caught the word Rabbits on the other end,
What?! Rampant Rabbits, you say?! she almost slid off her chair because of her butterry melting composure.
Magus looked at her with his mouth wide open, daring himself if what he was hearing was right. She looked at him with a worried frown on her pretty flawlessly made up face. Her red-painted lips pursed in a straight line. All he could think of was to take her in his arms, sit her on the table, and kiss away the worry off her face. Before his imagination could pick up a roaring speed, he heard her say in a stern voice,
Right, I will get down to it, and hung the phone up.
She recomposed herself into her business-like manner indicating she was about to put this big cat out as she had a mission to accomplish. It reeled his mind with more mundane ideas of devouring her, but he managed to say,
Oh what rabbits?
Rampant ones. Apparently our rehab is infested with them. Some clever numb skulls have been breeding these creatures for their own amusements. From one addiction to another .
Huh? What addiction has caught on now that you are holding these creatures unjustly accountable for?
Rampantness!!! she flung her hands up in exasperation as she got up from her seat and paced the room,
I mean these kids are as it is trying to recover from their obsession with their alter-egos. And now they are faced with another addiction rabbits are prone to infect most people with sheer rampantness!!! she clucked frustratingly like a mother hen, pacing up and down whilst Magus watched her, head darting right to left and vice versa as though in a tennis match, trying to grasp her rapid spurt of words.
Suddenly, her office door opened quietly and in hopped a cute, cuddly, fur ball of a cotton-white rabbit. It hopped once, its mouth twitching and its ears trembling whilst its eyes filled with fear as the unfortunate creature observed the suddenly all-too-quiet but foreboding room with caution. It was as though they were trapped in that moment of inward dynamite explosion; a period when it is a vacuum where all the external energies are absorbed into the explosive and everything is at a stand-still as well as silent time freeze- before it is all shattered not an instant too soon in a deafening outward explosion. Unfortunately, oblivious Magus as usual was instantly captivated with the forbidden fruit (the story of his life, one would guess),
Hey little bunny, where did you come from? and leant forward to stroke it. Just then, a keen listener would have heard a surreptitiously click in the air somewhere. The dynamite was activated.
A shrill scream pierced Maguss ears, almost toppling him ungraciously from his chair. He recovered his seating just in time and was rubbing his ears raw red when he saw the indescribable fury (incomparable to the wrath of hell because he was not yet dead; the worst possible hell to be in was the one he was living now!) written all over his Curviliciouss face. His fragile heart beat vigourously against his rib cage, and cold sweat broke out all over his body. Meanwhile, Curviliciouss eyes were as wide as her tea cups saucer, and the corners of her mouth were twitching slightly. She was on the verge to explode into verbal hysterics. Magus shut his eyes tight and almost crouched under the table if he had not been such a giant in height, not including the diameter of his pot belly!
GET IT OUT OF HERE!!! she bellowed in a Fi Fie Foe manner. Magus shot up from his chair and, like a bull in the china shop, instantly begun chasing the now clearly frightened bunny all over the room in order to catch it. It somehow found its way to Curviliciouss feet who swiftly picked the fur ball up, opened her office door and flung it out.
Im sure there is something against ill-treating animals in the recent declaration of animals rights! Magus humoured but clamped his mouth shut when he saw her back stiffened.
Shutting the door behind her, she was breathing heavily that Magus almost thought she was hyperventilating. Dusting her hands together, she stomped to her desk and plopped into her chair. She picked up the pen and began tapping it on the desk impatiently. She was silent for what seemed like a century to Magus. When she finally spoke, it was in absolute seriousness and conviction,
I need your help to solve this blitthering rabbit problem.
Well, there is our rabbit control team. Get them and they will sort this blithering rabbits out, he humoured her.
Stop patronizing me, Magus! We all know how useless these rabbit control fellas are. They were no good the last time we got them to work for us. We managed to lose our 10kg carrot we were saving for the annual vegetable fair. Eventually, we had to poison these rabbits and throw them corpses into the sea!!!
Yes, he recalled that incident. It was a disastorous moment for the rabbits but a triumphant one for all Atlanteans for eventually the vegetable fare managed to go on as planned and everyone had their fair share of vegetables for the next few months. It may have affected the doctors businesses badly as they thrived on the serious cases of the digestive tract, but as long as everyone stroked their inner self, congratulating themselves on their luck of getting what they want, who cares about doctors. So, they have been rabbit free since then ..until now.
If we managed to exterminate all the rabbits the last time, then how are we infested with them again? Magus contemplated aloud.
It must be those darn kids!! she had her hands on her hips now, tapping her feet clearly vexed by this case.
One of them must have managed to smuggle a pair .a pair is enough to breed a colony of health hazardous bunnies!
Alright, calm down my dear .I am sure with my brilliance and your fastidious nature we will be able to come up with a rabbit proof idea, Magus consoled her, adding under his breath Hopefully one which does not require any bunny-life threatening methodologies!
Oh would you? she suddenly switched her demeanor to a 180 degree, imploring him with such delicacy that his heart melted with devotion towards her and how his senses were electrified when she added coyly, I will repay you in kind I promise.
***
They deliberated all night and brainstormed all day. The nights were long and steamy, while the days were unbearably filled with sexual tension between them. The sheer fact of being in close approximations of physique almost touching yet untouchable due to restraints against conspicuous office romances (in this case not just a mere office romance but a full-blown reluctant thrilling extramarital affair!) tightened the winding sheets between them to an extreme tautness you could cut with a knife! So when night fell on them, they fell into each others arms with such passionate abandonment that all rabbit proof devices planned and brainstormed earlier in the day were deliberately thrown out of the hotel window to start anew again the next day.
The facts of their lives were simple yet complicated. She had two children with a man she could stay away from for months, sleeping in separate bedrooms with her children. It is understandable although how unfathomable it may seem based on two points of view.
To a local ethnographer, it is understood a practical arranged marriage rarely consummates the much needed passionate, long-lasting flame between two strangers who refer to each other as husband and wife overnight, naturally especially when children come along innocently demanding the mothers time and energy. The father dutifully smothers himself with his work because he firmly and obsequiously believes in the mans responsibility to provide a comfortable life for his family but most importantly to own materialism to embody the shameless inflation of his ego. Children, on the other hand, are there to define both parents achievements. The children are tags to not only to sterialise their parents matrimonial bliss but also are catalysts for the two to remain together regardless their differences, hence both parents blinding themselves to the missing piece in their lives till it is too late when their obligatory bundles of joy leave home. Both parents are then left to their own devices to relearn the stranger they married and has transformed over the years which seemed to have lapsed their memories. The fear which grips both parents would be the very wedge driving them apart if not for the gracious presence of friends and daily mundane chores. These two reluctant companions will resign to an uncertain life together because of the fatigue life has beset upon them. The crust of the matter is they have each other and they are selfishly contented with that because although everyone dies alone, no one wants to spend their last years of their lives in singular solitariness. No individual is that greatly independent. There must be someone who must know one is dead. At any rate, the compunction of abandonment at the advance years of ones life would be an ordeal; aging couples might as well poison each other and get life over and done with.
In Curvys case, however, the missing piece was the fiery passion which enriches the knowledge of one spouse of the other; knowledge which channels itself at a touch of the finger to tentalise the senses of the other of a secret only they both share and know of each other. Flattery is a must, for if one does not look upon their companion in the same yearning hunger as when the first time their eyes met the marital bed will lay made but never unmade for the inhabitants have been led astray ensnared within the thorns of roses of another bed. It is not him, not her, not them - but it is just as it is. Therefore, it is only natural mother sleeps with children and father on his own. Yet, at the same time there is a foreboding possibility either one will be flattered easily by a third party; indeed two is nothing but three is a company. Wilde is intolerably as wise as his personality.
To a foreign ethnographer, unfortunately, their deductions would naturally be expected out of sheer ignorance and detached detachment revealing lightly if marital bliss is not consummated in the same bed therefore there is definitely something amidst and a marriage is not a happy one. This would culminate in each spouse easily cunningly led astray by sheer flattery especially the female species who purr at every stroke received. If this is the case, divorce papers should be signed to release them of their imprisonment which is not even their doing. No one can be coerced into marriage out of their own free will. This is where foreign onlookers reveal their estrangement from the local customs and way of life; this is where their foreignness has never been so glaring. Societys cultural antics are not something locals can divorce from freely even if they are presented with a deserving opportunity to step up from their familiar grounds to prove themselves worthy of all they have worked so hard for; an enviable opportunity which no one can blame them for receiving but which they will be too humble to accept or too afraid to think themselves above the rest to go against their familiar landscape.
And Curvy was a consenting victim to her societys stringent writings on the wall. Additionally, her growing children fore warns her of her responsibilities as a mother and a wife. Her husband was willing to look after her although she was working to define herself an independent woman when in fact she was shackled to the fetters of a wife contracted under traditional marriages. This situation created a conflict within her. She was struggling to surface herself an individual living on her terms but she was also trapped in a marriage where she finds herself obeisance towards her role as a married woman respecting her husband as the man of the house. She wanted to be heard and she was. Nonetheless, it was frustrating to have an understanding husband who at the same time did not understand his wifes vain need for constant attention to herself for in his insensitive eyes looms the rhetoric: arent they married to one another and have children whom they both love dearly? Is there inevitably more to this? His contentment towards her devotion to him blinded him to her needs as a woman and an individual. They were both thrown into this thing called marriage together before they could figure out what it was they were getting themselves into emotionally although theoretically it all seemed practicably easy. At any rate, it was all a futile battle of wits because they were married and should make do with what they have. However, it did not stop her from yearning for something more to give her the confidence and the knowledge that she was a successful individual besides the traditional role playing mother and wife. And she found it in besotted Magus.
Magus on the other hand, was a foreign man who loved women of any shape and size as long as they complemented his masculinity. In Curvy, he found not only an alluring beauty but also a woman with depth and substance. She completed him in a way his wife could not his wife who was more of a best friend to him these days, who filled him with juicy and meaty gossips, who just did not feed his ego like she did the first time he laid eyes on her.
***
Rabbit proof fence, he suddenly shouted in the midst of illicit tangles of sweaty sheets.
Huh?! she propped herself up on the bed.
Yes! That is what we should put up!
Oh really?!
Yes, I have an idea of how to go round this .he began to get into the technical aspects of this sudden idea.
She glared at him but Magus, being Magus, was caught in the oblivion of his stream of thoughts which even her luscious naked body under sheets were insufficient a distraction to her surprised disappointment. She sighed and gave in to his wicked incantation of building a rabbit proof fence. She had to admit grudgingly that it was actually quite a brilliant idea. For once, their nightly deliberations did bear fruition and it was about time too. Her neglected children and her trusting husband have been nagging at the back of her mind ever since her rendezvousing with Magus liquefied itself into her daily routine. In other words, she could not do away without her daily Magus dose for it gave her the profound confidence she has been seeking for all this while. However, it culminated into repercussions with her husband for he made her skin crawl just at the sight of him and her imbecilic children filled her with a dreadful self-contemptuous guilt that she takes it out on her maid and over-indulges them to her husbands displeasure. Ultimately, she knew deep down the end of this tangible figment of a utopian escapade of hers was hovering about but when it was going to pounce on her she was not sure but she knew it was not the cup of bitterness she wanted to taste. Unfortunately, she had to for the sake of her family.
Mene, Mene.
***
It was actually simpler materialized than it was calculated to be. With the help of the resentful but mercenary rabbit exterminators, picket fence-like structures were jammed firmly into the ground compounding the rehab centre. It was in just the nick of time because at every nook and cranny was a distinct sign of the fur-balls presence; a mere fluffy white fur on the ground, or the lingering echo of the sight of what presumably seemed like a bunnys tail every time one turned around nudged instinctively by a slight tingling of the nerve alerting the synapses a bunny was present. Some inhabitants have suffered severe nightmares of rampant rabbits coupling and multiplying shamelessly, waking the former up in a state of needing the constant supply of medication to calm their hormone levels down to the required level. Their alter egos now have not only an additional euphoria but also one of which the inhabitants envy them for. The mounting frustration due to this conjures a state of emergency amidst the rehab centre. So, the proposal of putting up the fence could not have come at a better timing. The only problem now was to get the rabbits out of the rehabs compound onto the other side of the fence.
Carrots and all kinds of green leafy vegetation were scattered strategically all over the compound for a whole month with everyone on site working round to clock to ensure the rabbits picked the bait which will then lure these diseased creatures onto the other side of the fence. The number of rabbits declined almost drastically, leaving one or two odd cases of rampantness by the end of the month.
During this duration of a month, Magus and Curvilicious affair stymied due to not only the ungodly hours shifts they had to take but also a morality attack on the latter. She was experiencing difficulties in answering questions her husband has been asking a lot lately. Her distraction and her non-committal interaction with all those around her especially with her children were disgracefully steering her off course the original navigation of her life, away from what was important to her. So, instead of giving her a hard time about it, her husband decided to take her against her will for a trip to Far Away island. Magus did not look upon this favourably for he feared he was to lose her to falling in love with her husband, if not all over again, then for the first time.
***
The fortnight before their trip, Curvilicious received the unfortunate good news she was being promoted to Assistant Project Manager of the rehab centre. She was overwhelmed with elation. Bursting with exuberance and pride, she rang to inform Magus as he was the first person who came into her head, but as soon as she spoke to him, its ramification was an echoing depth of hollowness in her ulcerous stomach. A sharp rush of guilt flooded her refined morale and inflated her capillaries with warm blood of sainthood. She suddenly ended the conversation abruptly excusing herself lamely on account of a truck load of work she had to trawl through before the next days strings of redundant meetings after meetings of nothingness. Magus glanced at his phone in disbelief as though it had snapped at his ear like a crocodile.
The situation remained unchanged for the next two weeks. Maguss spirits were dwindling down the drain whilst Curvilicious was riding high on cloud nine where her career was of undesired concerned to all her loved ones but her. The ludicrous elation of the promotion which had over-brimmed her senses tilted the balance she had managed to retain all throughout her career at the rehab. Not only was her office staff neglected but so were her patients who subliminally resigned to a constant catatonic state for they could not seem to get their schizophrenic state, if not in order, then at least into a manageable chaotic one. Apparently, the further you climb up the scale of your career the more staccato you are from the people you have worked so closely with and whose work you have been involved in that you were once it. Eventually, the essence of the job inevitably eludes you and all you are left is only with a framework of functions but not the internal workings of it. To have an idea of a procedure is not the same as working it.
***
Youre working too hard, her husband blurted out as soon as she got out of the shower in their hotel room in Far Away land.
He was facing the window overlooking a scenic picture of nature at its height of natural beauty. There was a vast lake of deep blue landscaping the lush green hills, winking sparkles under the piercing sunlight amidst its calm exterior. The sun could be seen struggling with its seemingly golden rays against the thick, grey barriers of the wispy darkling clouds which were trying their best to forcefully tuck in the rays so as to not offensively illuminate a bleak scene in empathy towards the inhabitants of their scene. The struggle between light and grey culminated into a melancholic weather despite the surreptitious beauty winking mischievously at all corners of the scene; one is not sure which was the victim and which was the victimizer.
She had the bath robe thrown on carelessly over her wet self. She was drying her drenched hair but stopped mid-way when her husband spoke. She slowly gave her hair a last dry and walked towards the dressing table. She sat herself carefully down on the chair in front of the mirror. She looked at her reflection for a long time till all that was left was her and herself whilst everything else, including her husband liquefied into nothing but shadows in the background. She tried to reconnect with herself. She looked for the woman she really was and she suddenly felt alone trapped with the guilt she had entrapped herself with within the deep fragile fortress of her being. The recent events at work played in her mind and the feelings she felt were things she knew she had to feel regardless how much she refused to accept. These subliminal feelings emerged from nowhere or somewhere within she was unaware of, and she was forced to allow them to overwhelm her whilst she waited for them to pass. She cupped her face. Her hands moved on their own, stroking under her chin and then her throat, finally massaging the base of her neck. Her body suddenly felt limp, as though she had been swimming several laps across the lake. Her heart wrenched in agony but she could not cry. Her husband had come up behind her unknowingly. He put his hand on his dear wifes shoulder. She sucked her breath in as he took his seat next to her. She slowly turned to face him but could not meet his eyes.
You need to slow down before you lose sight of the important things in your life, he said to her softly.
But it is my job, I thought you understood . she started hoarsely.
Yes, but not if it is making you detached from what is familiar to you. The girls yearn for your attention and are in need of their mother as they are growing up rapidly as days go by. They are confused as to how to be with you because one minute youre over-indulging them, and then snapping at them the next they are on egg-shells where youre concerned, he held her hand, and they shouldnt be youre their mother.
She bit her lip and held her head with her other hand. She could not bear looking at him.
And we dont talk anymore, he added softly but the injured tone was distinct which made her turn to him sharply with frightened eyes.
We do we just dont have anything to talk about, she attempted weakly.
Thats because every evening, youre back too late and too exhausted to talk its all written on your face so I dont push it for I dont want you thinking me inconsiderate, he sighed and touched her face, gently coaxing her to look at him. When she did, her lips trembled and her eyes welled up with tears.
The fact is, my dear wife, I miss you, he held her face tenderly with both his hands, I love you, and drew himself closer to her, who spoke shakily and barely audibly,
But you never show it
Because, I regretfully have to admit this, were married and I think its understood we love each other, he sighed as he stroked her wet hair clear off her forehead,
I love you, and youre the one I want to go home to everyday. I apologise if I dont say or show it often but I take us and our love for granted since we are married. And yes, the little things you may change in your looks, he said this tactfully with reference to her latest hair crisis where straightening it frightened him his wife was getting her attentions from somewhere else and he feared the Greek unfamiliarness in her will crudely infiltrate their so-far-non-eventful marriage bliss, does scare me a little for I may not recognize the woman I married, the woman whom I fall in love with more and more each day, he stroked her wet cheeks. She was embraced in the halo of his confession of his love and she felt at home once again. She put her arms around him, and he held her tightly. Tears fell shamelessly down her cheek as her mind reeled with thoughts of her sexy nights with Magus which now filled her with a sickening thud in the pit of her stomach. As she laid in her husbands arms with renewed love and replenished security, Curvy knew what had to be done. It was going to be a bumpy ride but she was prepared to face the consequences.
***
She lay quietly in bed that night. Her head reeled retrospectively. She had stroked her husbands face with genuine affection, tears streaming as though they had been held in too long in a reservoir bursting with a threshold which years of suppression supplied more than sufficient for a womans need to express salty reprieve. Although his heartfelt confession was heart wrenching, she was shamefully sickened by its sentimentality especially since it emasculated the masculinity of his gender, the only thing bearable she could tolerate in him. And here he was, dropping his guard and handing over the reins to her. If once she could not care for him, now she just found him repugnant.
As he hugged her tightly with his arms clasping her like they would never let her go when he had found her again, she inched gently from his hold so as to not wake him. She wanted to breathe freely without having him physically restricting even her reflexive actions. As it was she did everything with a conscience he had hold of. The last thing she wanted was him latching unto her tangibly. She turned to her side and curled into a prawn. She wept for herself, her children, her husband, and for the lust she harbored for Magus, but mainly for the farce marriage had turned out the be: a glorious ceremony uniting two people embarking on the journey to save, if not specific, then just the human race from extinction.
***
Familiarity settles into the compliancy that things are as they have always been and are indefinitely predictable to unravel according to a known and expected sequence. This familiarity stems steeply from the culture one is born in and pampered with. It reflects like a mirror of who one is. One is too comfortable in the plush familiarity and is securely shackled to the fetters of culture, hence is sensitive to the slightest paradigm shift in their lives. The subtle changes in glances, tone of voice, and work schedules are the culminative result of a prolonged suffering in suppressing feelings; whiffs of smoking discontent torrid against the backdrop of comfort and familiarity.
These sudden changes began to flare as rapidly as wild fire amidst the anarchy of dented egos in the bedroom and a used-to-be orderly household. Only then, one is shaken out of the reverie one has been drunk with.
***
He did not understand what she was on about her work, her freedom, her right to her life apart from just being a mother and a wife. Why now? Why the constant need for attention? What does she mean she is an independent woman? Isnt she allowed to work even though married with children and her sole purpose should be just that? She is my wife and the mother of our children, why does she need to work? I can provide for her plenteously. Doesnt she know Im risking my face in they eyes of our society and our families in allowing her to work? No, not just my face, but my name too! Has she forgotten in marrying me she has agreed to wear my name? The name says it all! She is mine and has to arrange her life around me. What would people think? Im incapable of controlling my wife and keeping my household in order? Why doesnt she allow me to be the man Im supposed to be, to run my duties and my responsibilities as I should as a man of the house? Why cant she just give me that when I have withstood all of her strong willed decisions: going away for weeks for work purposes, employing a maid to cook meals and look after children, dressing in drabs when at home when she could at least make herself up for me once a while? Where is the respect at least for my presence as the man of the household? I did not ask for this marriage as much as she. I had lost my footing as a man of my own listening to my parents advice and plea to marry one of their choice. At least grant me credit for such a sacrifice upon my manhood. No! I will not be treated as a door mat! She will have to look at me as a woman should, but I will have to take measures less forceful than what is necessary. I will have to play the pathetic victim. Fire can only be doused with water.
***
Union in the word is not the reality it intends to conceptualise. He may view her as a responsibility to uphold his name but how did marriage give him the right to own her? A name is merely a name, it does not alter the fact she is still a red-blooded female with needs and desires, although it took a foreigner (Yes, a white man who saw the cracks and took advantage to mend but in mending he created a new woman and dominated as the better man) to revive her feminine senses. Sometimes, familiarity blinds one to the real nature of things and people.
***
They had not succumbed to the expected clichι of the drama or the novel of their life: to make mad love to one another in utter abandonment for lost time and space between them. Instead, they laid in each others arms in silence to allow their love to find its way seeping through their pores and bloodstream so that every movement, word, glance, smile and gesture reassured them of their love for another. Eventually, they fell asleep next to one another, heads touching.
She watched her husband and sighed. True. She had married him partly because she liked him enough to consider a life with him even if only after a few brief dates commencing their introduction to each other by their families, and also partly to respect the love and expectations of her family for her to marry since her age was on the verge of an expiring as a brides. And after a couple of years with him, she felt secured with him as her husband for he had all the virtues and prospects a good husband was supposed to possess, and now as a doting father. With him life was .comfortable with a touch of grimace - secured and the real thing. However, apart from the difficulty he had coping with his work and her climb up the ladder of her profession, there was something missing in him which she yearned for.
Excitement. It is such a word which she would not even have thought of a vocabulary in the context of marriage or in any other firmly established relationship. She missed out on all the tricks of love and fun. Her strict concentration on her studies and on being the very epitome of a good girl stole from her the youth of love - or was it suppressed only to be awakened with the reality of a stable marriage bed and the realisation of it in her vicarious experiences extracted from conversations she has with acquaintances and the shocking surprise she should receive such attentions from another man with relish as a cat licking cream of its paws. Yes. She lapped it all up with such a vigorous hunger that her ego was inflated and now she was just insatiable.
***
The more Magus tried to see Curvy, the more difficult it was. The spell cast upon her staff was iron clad for they were firm in talking to him randomly about mundane issues of rabbits drowning off shore and near-to-extinction-turtles laying their soft shelled eggs which unfortunately cooked themselves hard-boiled amidst the scorching particles of sand. He would go away with his tail between his legs and his bored wife is left with the brunt of a bear with a sore-head. A tough cookie as she was, to get his mind off this heartbreak, his wife would fill him in on the neighbours and their daily happenings to which he could only react punctuating certain points with the right expressions without actually understanding the content of her stories. Frustrated and exasperated, his wife still will stand by her man needless to say whatever his faults are. He was her husband and that is who she has chosen to be with; her mistake so she will live with it (or him).
***
Curvy felt her heart break whenever she saw her staff turn Magus away but she knew deep down this was the right thing to do for her own well-being. She cannot be distracted due to her strengths because sometimes, the more powerful one is, one has to be more humble to get the people one is working with and the people who simply loves one for existing. She knew the frailty of humans was that they fell, and they got up again. So, she will get over Magus whether she liked it or not because that is what the nature of the human heart and feelings are like. She was naοve or blind for at the back of her mind, discontent was knocking on her to let it in and return her the right to live as she saw fit especially if she knew the secret to juggling duplicity.
Her daily walks round the rehab site would automatically take her to the rabbit-proof fence. Not only did it put the rabbits out, but it was the beginning of the end of her rampant relationship with Magus. At this thought, she smiled wistfully and walked on into her known oblivion. Suddenly, the thread was twitched as it struck her in a bolt of shock out of the comma she was ensconced in at that particular instant. She whirled round in the direction of the fence. She frowned. Just because the fence put out unwanted temptation, she was secured in this knowledge that she was blind to what was taking place under her nose.
Only a few days ago, she was walking to the car park with her hand shading her delicate eyes from the glare of the setting sun. She had glanced in careless languor in the direction of the football field drinking in the remains of the day at work against the rosy hued sky . There was something out of place in that picture like the Mona Lisa which she could not put a finger to mainly out of mental fatigue. Now, looking back she realized what it was: Rabbits hopping about on the field!!
If the rabbits were kept at bay on the other side of the fence, then the only way they could have got onto the premises was if some smart Alec inmate smuggled the furballs in. She saw the significance in the insignificance of the episode. While walking the fence of propriety, she would still be able to carry on with her rendezvous with Magus. As long as scandal was absent to the naked eye of an average onlooker, then everything else was pure conjecture on the part of the gossipmongers who would still spin a yarn out of merely an exchange of greetings. She sighed with content and walked on, almost skipping.
As she left the fence, little did she know its import cast a net further than just what she opined she had astutely perceived. It was also the fence which knew the distinction between being within a society and knowing its rules without actually being aware of them, and being on the onset viewing this rot logically but detached from the very ties that bound the locals to their niche. It is a fence of a great divide invisible to the very society it is contains.
Case Study 2:
The Solitary Reaper
But where was little Pearl? If still alive, she must now have been in the flush and bloom of early womanhood. None knew nor never learned, with the fullness of perfect certainty- whether her wild, rich nature had been subdued, and made capable of a womans gentle happiness.
(Hawthorne, N. The Scarlet Letter: XXIV Conclusion)
Her head throbbed with her silent screams. She screamed and screamed. Neither her body nor her mouth moved. Panic bundled itself in her throat, almost asphyxiating her. Her nerves willed her adamant hand to reach out to her parents as she stood watching them helplessly from the naturally muddy banks of the crystal clear pond. The unwillingness of her limbs riveted her to her present spot, forcing her to a dismal attentiveness to the serene scene across the pond. An indelible scene, a scene which will haunt her for the rest of her life regardless of how ordinary and natural it may have seemed to the forest, or to the nosy onlookers who conveniently were hidden amidst the sublimity of their green niche. The fine hairs at the back of her neck and along her chubby toddler arms tingled with the static sensitiveness of being scrutinized under the eyes of what ever whatever life there was lurking in the forest; their voices, their presence only she, little Pearl, could feel. Their gentle echoes float surreally to her on a zephyr which kisses her cheeks with such refreshing lightness, gradually suffusing her whole existence into a shroud of regeneration. Her acceptance of their welcoming embrace bears Pearl the gift of hearing mangled whispers in her head with such clarity that she once wondered if there were more than one of her in her head or in her frame for that matter. Her senses sharpened; a slight tremor in the ground would instantly jar her to stealth alertness. Hester understandably misconstrued this as her daughters isolated restlessness as a result of the unnatural life Pearl was inevitable to lead as a compunction for her parents sin; not only the living embodiment of their sin but also their singular atonement of what they could have been. Pearl suffers this, for the child pays for the sin of her parents.
Her parents. Across the pond, they were a hallowed pair amidst the deceiving colours of the forest. Although young, or just her imposing analysis of a mature mind on a childhood scene she could not decide- she remembered feelings of jealousy searing through her like poison in her veins.
Her childhood bubble was pricked. It had always been her mother and her, but now, probably to do with her reflection in the pond which treacherously reflected flecks of the man her mother was with, there will always be a third presence in their degenerated life together. Their heads almost touching, the aureole encasing them held Pearl back with invisible fetters. Although how much her curiosity needled her uncomfortably, Pearl could not bring herself to break the spell they hand bound her in. She screamed inwardly. She longed unbearably to be part of that scene, the serene love which her parents shared for one another. She wanted to be loved by them both, more so by her mother than him. Jealousy and yearning mixed itself into a concoction clogging her heart and mind. In her frustrated retaliation, she began to hum to herself a very familiar verse of blankness which silenced the forest and the voices in her head to a standstill. The leaves on the trees trembled in their fragility and her veins throbbed with a foreboding for her to stop her humming. Her feelings of unrest were lullabyed to a non-existing pulse in her temples and her wrists. She felt herself enervated channelling her childish viciousness into incantations she hypnotically believed in; verses, summoning anticipated malevolence, she instinctively knew were of a power beyond her infantile maturity. Pearls eyelids drooped though her mind was awakened with renewed zeal at this momentous discovery. In her catatonic state, voices of far-off ages filled her senses, infusing them unconsciously with unknown knowledge which will guide her in her trials and tribulations as she advances in her maturity older than her age.
Pearl! Pearl! - the insistent alarm blared through her active mind, jolting her out of her stupor comma and her body animated itself whilst her mind unwound to the speed her limbs required. Without thinking, she whirled round to the point of the voice projection. It was her mother, glowing, beckoning her to be part of their seemingly ecclesiastical sinful reunion. Pearl smiled, tilted her head, and took in the two people in a deep optimistic breath. Suddenly, as she gently exhaled, all went pitch black.
Her pulse quickened but she did not flinch. In fact, she was surprisingly well-composed. She held her hands out without expecting to be guided but she instinctively knew it was the right thing to do.
Without any warning, she found herself face to face with the dying frail figure of her father. He was clasping her hands whilst her mother and a few others looked on. She felt scrutinized, which made her skin crawl under the eyes of the law-makers. The grating upon her skin was unbearable. Looking into her fathers eyes she finally understood the pain and the heartache he had to endure as a punishment to love a love so unnatural. The translucent paleness of his skin revealed more of him than just mere maps of veins. Beneath his ecclesiastical veneer was a mere man who wanted to be loved by the very child who was his own; whose mother was his life and death literally as well as metaphorically - as the clichι would have it. Her features softened as she leaned towards her fathers face. Sufficiently loud for all those round him to witness, but genuinely his dying wish, he pleaded his daughter to kiss him like she did during all those surreptitious times in the eerie lush green forest. Much to his surprised relief, she kissed him gently on the lips. The cloud enshrouding him all this while was lifted or vapourised by the hallow-like illumination which replaced it. A pure glow of innocence broke through his prism frame, acknowledging his atonement for his past guilt and the atonal gift which the illicit affair bore. His brave public confession observed him forgiven by the very constitution which drove him to commit the unjustly claimed cardinal sin. Nonetheless, the mortal law-makers blindly failed to see, or intentionally overlooked, that the rejection of the most natural of human instincts is a crime in itself to an individual within such a strict religious-governed society. Fatalism was and still is played around with manifesting itself into a thin air construct convincing the masses of its existence only if belief is strong. Otherwise, it is all baseless human conviction of heaven, hell, and earth. However, to believe in the latter would leave one with nothing to hold onto in times of despair. When nothing can be done, nothing is believed into something. A regrettable flaw one has to live by for one is blind to the workings of a society one lives in. Detaching oneself to rationalize it all is conceived as blasphemous madness; unnaturally questioned about and dangerously different in as much as witchcraft was then.
Witchcraft. Witch. Her mother was deemed rightfully accused for being one. Now, as Pearl kissed her father and he shone in such disgraceful hallowed grace, all those present had no choice but to grudgingly bow their heads out of spiteful respect for he has been pardoned paradoxically. He exhaled his last breath with an unmistakable small smile of content tugging uncontrollably at the sides of his mouth as he slowly shut out the sight of the vampiric world. Pearl stood paralysed at her fathers side. Her mother beckoned her, pressuring a hand on Pearls shoulder, to leave but Pearl adamantly did not. She could still feel her fathers almost cold lips against hers, lingering with echoes of his odious propensity. He was a caitiff, she suddenly realized. He was too much of a man, just as he was as less of one.
Confusion was rife in her. Why. Her father conveniently confessed his sin. He should befittingly be given another chance at life. Or is it that he only confessed because he knew he was going to die and no further mortal action could inflict pain on and in him. Was he de facto selfish, inevitably abandoning the only woman he had claimed to love furtively deeply and his supposedly bundle of joy to the pack of wolves. And then, just when the latter was ready to accept him resignedly as her father, he dies on the only legitimate kiss she was willing to impart on his lifeless lips. Was there truth then in the strafe of circulating hearsays? Was she the devils child? Pearls face chiseled into a cold look, agonising her mother like a freezing hand over her heart. When Pearl finally stoically glanced at her mother, her gaze naturally fell on her mothers glorious embroidered letter; a life enduring-stigma. It dawned upon Pearl, without her understanding it, young as she was, she was her mothers only saving grace to remain rationally on the onset of the manmade rot called society.
A shrill whistle rang through the air as the colours of the scene grew painfully bright into hues of yellow mangled with orange. A black raven flew across her uncertain sight. As the waves of colours gracefully glazed the background, a black dot suddenly emerged out of nowhere, straight ahead. She squinted earnestly for a better look. The sinister dot gradually grew into a foreboding blob. Her heart raced and her breath quickened to a wheeze, squeezing the entire lung capacity she possessed to replenish the lack of oxygen received. Finally when she could make out a black hooded figure, she was numbed with fear to her toes and fingertips. Her mind ceased unwarningly to think whilst her eyes were glued to this hooded figure which loomed up close. It clearly held something behind its back. Deafening silence fell at a very high frequency hurting her ears. With a swift movement, the figure whipped out a glistening scythe, suspending it in the air before bringing it down in one swift movement unto her.
***
She heard herself scream. She bolted upright in bed, trembling and weeping. She rocked herself back and forth, arms hugging and squeezing herself to cease trembling uncontrollably. She bit her quivering lips with such vehement intensity that they bled. The overwhelming taste of salt and iron strangely comforted her and her convulsing frame gradually calmed to a mere quivering steadiness. She brushed off the frightened tears overflowing down her face and her nose tip. Hiccupping silently, she was suddenly hit by a warmth emanating from the left side of the bed. She turned slowly, sniffling. There he was. Breathing steadily, her husband slept soundly the only sound of silence which fills the empty spaces within her and the walls of their home comfortably and securely-with his legs wrapped round a bolster and duvet thrown carelessly aside, revealing sickening white skin of blue tinge and lax elasticity, stretched across soft muscled thighs and strong calves, a result of a much coerced daily jogging routine. She cringed as her eyes took in the shameful revelation, and reached over to pull the duvet to cover it up but stopped short as she caught a glimpse of his revolting manhood: soft, crinkly, and flaccid, hidden modestly beneath the kind bolster.
There was a time when it was the only initiator insidiously sparking the adventure and the busy meaningfulness of their singular union together. It was the sole exaltation she hungered for, as she naively believed it gave her the control she needed to annihilate what her parents had been robbed of. Fixated on this self proclaimed prerogative, Pearl was blinded by not only love itself but also the paralyzing fear of losing it which gripped her steadfastly; culminating in her losing sight of actually loving, inasmuch as she contrived their every synchronized move to the very last second of the day. Being young and tautly hormonally strung apparently provided her advantageously with the leverage to anchor him to his commitment to her. In their proleptic wonder, prurient curiosity would sneak up upon him in languor, coiling itself in pleasurable rapture encircling his erogenous landscape of perfect bumps and flawless crevices traced artfully with half-moons and tongue-tips pacing his orgasmic impatience to the point of supplication which she viscerally relishes. His youthful satyriasis was, de facto, in all ignorance to the masculine nature her ultimate aim in fettering him vicariously ?? to their matrimonial bliss. He, on the other hand, fell limp into her palm for she stroked his ego to a rod stiff confidence and mesmerized him in a haze of wanting, longing and yearning in her every stir of the ladle and every last squeeze of tightly wound washed clothes. Every wasted minute viscerally convulsed her, spiralling her into thinking they were to be divided in idleness; activities were manifestations of their blissful couplehood to her, for without them, they were both nothing individually. Their togetherness was the only clear objective which meant anything to her. She did everything in her power to ensure this was the one thing which would never end even if it meant his dependency on her. There was method to her maddening omnipotence in seizing the navigation of the natural order of things; not only in her marriage but also in those around her. As soon as the fluidity in their sweltering rhythmic sway became too much of an excruciating pain of dryness and prickliness, she resorted to what was once delusively, for the sake of ecclesiasticism, ruled taboo, and which later insidiously dissipated into swirling vapours of myths enshrouding an orderly chaotic society in the New World beneath its omniscient veil. The elusiveness of taboos to the point of myths enticed Pearl down the road less trodden. The oppressiveness of societys omnipresent laws of nature was Pearls password into that loathsome society. Inasmuch as she cultivated the rigid ideals a woman should adhere to, she harboured a wrath of fury and opposition against society for the loss she had to endure as well as for the pain inflicted upon her mother for merely being human, a woman, just because she fell short by the standards designed by those who were unable to accept human nature as it is, instead imposed manipulated propensities into appurtenances to give their society an identity of some sort.
Hence, because she was and is still living in an ever changing society, whatever was taboo then Pearl observed each part of an emerging as a diet of those living in the present. She was astute to catch on that. Her move to the New World presented her with the oyster she was born for. And as soon as she stepped foot on its soil, the bar of restrictions collapsed entitling her the freedom to adopt what she was comfortable with. Religion was not one of it, of course, because of a vilified past she could not treacherously let go. It was also then she began to realize her special abilities which made up her mind to delve deeper into them and allowed her instincts to direct her in developing these talents of hers, for they seem to guide her in either achieving her aims and desires, or instinctively, on an impulse, to react against anything at odds with her will. It is this ability of hers which slyly provided her with the creativity to conjure up incantations in her head using the resources available around her. In this case, nature was her most loyal conspirator, scheming and conspiring to furtively entrap victims unawares in their web of deceit. The cosmos, in all its mysticism, joined forces with her at her callous bidding summoning entities to detour in their journeys to satisfy the thirst of emptiness with sweet nothingness. One of them was her husband who was vicariously obeisance to her contrived coaxing. Contrived in the sense that it was pertinent he should be by her side day in and day out, it was life and death to know his every move and his every word. Her dreams evoked in her a paranoia which hissed and uncoiled its way into her veins, snaking out of her pores and twining itself against her frame, tightening its hold till she was breathless with perplexity. The fear of losing her husband and the repeat of history squeezed her larynx. Goggling inwardly whilst maintaining a placid exterior, Pearl took meticulous care of his schedule and his precious well-being, spiritual as well as physical, to the point of him compelling to her every whim and fancy. As soon as he raised his voice a little, more so out of irritation than out of anger, he would be instantly attacked by his conscience of what she does for him and the love she harbours for him, indubitably over-brimming her blessed heart, humbles him to be as an ideal husband should to her.
He, a medicine man and another alternate force contributing to her eclectic collection of taboo elements, had his own enemies to put up arms against when they first met, the very essence which drew her to him. Working with the natives and learning their ways of life temporarily gave him the licence to trustily tread on unfamiliar grounds. However, as soon as he began to reveal his rapid advanced progress in healing smallpox using a fusion of both modern and traditional methods, they naturally nudged him out. Imposing his ideas unto them without immersing himself amidst the layers of their cultures tradition and customs rendered him untactful and an imperialist intruder, threatening the loss of their inheritance; the loss of their identity. So, he reluctantly abandoned this obsession, but not without finding himself another: immortality.
Both naturally embarked on this journey together. The search for long life was not to be misconstrued with the quest for everlasting youth, because despite their desire to embrace all that life could offer, Pearl and her husband realized the futility of youth; the sheer impulsiveness, the tiresome driven ambitions, and the vexatious discontent with life. So, though they did want to age gracefully, yet they also wanted to experience a vast fabric of quilted experiences. And life seemed necessarily too short they concluded, therefore they spent themselves overturning every stone of possibility and every particle of chance. Every minute of the day, every turn of the season, Pearl and her husband spent all their waking as well as sleeping hours in the 17th century, experimenting with the use of herbs, drugs, and all that were recommended in and out of the alchemy paradigm. They travelled far and wide to exotic lands, braving the raging seas and the scorching panels of fanned sunrays blanketed by bloated clouds threatening to explode into thunderous torrents in a matter of seconds. Time seemed to fly by them at a snap of their fingers whilst their never-ending travels progressed further into the space of time. Pearl would peer at herself into whatever piece of glass she could find aboard ships, just to ensure she did not misinterpret laugh lines for inelastic skin. She did not wish to wrinkle just yet prior to the knowledge she had extra time tagged to her life so that death would not claim her before she was too physically spent for life.
From the New World, down to the Caribbean and from there to the British Isles, where slavery thrived as the oppressors wrong and the proud mans contumely. Both husband and wife matter-of-factly witnessed the loss of mind and, out of moral obligation, emphatised with the submission of the body to physical pain and torture. This led them into the realm of voodoo and witch-doctors in Africa. It was an exciting if not a frightening eye-opener to both Pearl and her husband. They had only each other to rely on and, although they have always been so, they have never clung to one another with such vicious vigour as they did then. The very Puritan barriers which dictated women inferior in position to men were summoned to dissipate into thin air, a dissenting voice under ordinary circumstances in a Puritan society, but they were not in the presence of either and both, unaware, regarded each other as the others soul mate. The bond between them strengthened, for they were blind to anyone else and oblivious to their surroundings. In an unfamiliar place far from home, estranged from civilization, none would want to stray from what is familiar. Vulnerable in their foreignness, Pearl and her husband survived the local customs and traditions with a studied air, sufficient for them to ultimately gain what they desired. They then decided to move on, with great difficulty, to the Middle-East.
In Persia, the quest for the elixir of life was at its height. Alchemy was the most highly pursued, if not the most lucrative, of professions. Women especially, as it was in France, were always arduously seeking naturalistic methods in the preservation of physiognomic beauty. Pearl and her husband took advantage of this situation. They forged relationships with the appropriate connections, stole surreptitiously bits and pieces of spells as well as alchemy methods rendered useful, and attempted to insidiously revolutionise the idea of beauty in that the naturalistic methods are not the only alternative to preserving the one face God has given them. This gradually culminated into a surge of hostility between the two symbiotic parties, catalyzing the rescinding of the eye of the storm from the sempiternal society where stringent rules and regulations defined its constituents to the very core.
Their coerced removal had them leave not in vain but with a profound discovery which slyly provided them with a satisfactory end to their high and low relentless futile search, or so it seemed to these two inseparable lovebirds. Little did they know in their self-proclaimed omniscient state; ignorance seemed the middle name for most imperialist citizens, that to play with the residing powers is an intrusive insult to the natural order. The price of immortality was the dreary emptiness of living. So it has been in daily adventures, where looking forward to an event regardless of how ridiculously minuscule it is it is still lends one the significance to live. However, when old age visits and the very cells in ones body ooze with aged substance, the soul will be overwhelmed with the fatigued will of living due to the frustratingly reduced speed in reflexes. All it wants is to rest and be irresponsibly done with what it is so used to day in day out, and when the time arrives to sleep the sleep that knows no awakening the soul kisses a smile on the physique as a sweet sorrowful parting gift as it leaves to be recycled into another frail mortals frame. It is this dark horse which Pearl and her husband would be haunted with later on in their centuries of advanced years, an unculculated compunction of youths reckless vigour in the pursuit of a Faustian ideology, for their surroundings evolved gradually but faster than they could blink their eyes - or was it their minds were over-filled with information slowing down their absorption process that registering the present proved a feat for their delicate thought centre. Regardless of the reasoning, one thing was for sure: that their aging process was delayed, hence their features remained youthful as long as the conjured spell cast dictated it to be. Despite the relationships they forged with their looks, their mind frames refused to conceptualise the shift in mindsets and it was beyond their grasp to live within the trappings of the societies they threw themselves enthusiastically into but not without detachment; they drew a line between themselves and the locals for their arrogant Anglo-Saxon-ness stiffly regarded bowing to another as blasphemous humility. Apart from the constituents of the societies, this unfortunate situation created an agitating gorge of isolation which, sadly, even the other could not compensate for. Alas, it was all a recipe for disaster, bubbling in a cauldron toiling double trouble.
***
Modestly concealing the sole rude rudiment in narrowing the gorge between them: that is much better, she thought as she managed a small smile of affection, simultaneously tapping the duvet in place. Her husband stirred in his picture of a crumpled piece of paper. She caressed his face gently, tracing the lines of the prominent ripples of folds of skin under his eyes and his forehead which had creased slightly. Brushing the hair off his forehead, she kissed him lightly. Her husband lay sleeping soundly with his legs wrapped round a bolster, obviously oblivious to his wifes whimpering, which has been his constant loyal companion for the centuries they have been married, especially ever since she dully lost interest in the very art, which had grown rusty over the centuries. It was customarily held responsible in securing the selfish expected and desired bliss of their marriage bed. A twinge of hurt pricked her nostalgic reminiscence as she watched her husbands non-responsive frame, which used to be sensitive to her touch. The twinge irritated the wound raw, accelerating the hurt into anger at her husbands insensitiveness. She threw the covers with vexatious vehemence and got out of bed in her bare nakedness tautology, and the sharp artificial cool breeze bit into her skin to the bones briefly. She cringed at the raspiness of her skin as they it crinkled when she moved. It did not matter the amount of moisturizer used, for none of them could oil the friction of her wrinkled weathered skin. She threw on her nightgown and groped in the dark for the bedroom door. She felt for the switch to light up the lobby and the stairway leading downstairs. Her stiff back mercilessly cracked under the bone dry dehydration, a result of their powerful air conditioning to contrive an English coolness. Having misplaced her glasses, this human bat decided to make use of her night vision gained from a cats eye along with other bits and pieces which meant nothing once they dissipated into thin air and fine particles from a boiling cauldron. She tightened the knot of her nightgown as she egg-shelled her way down the steps, for at her age and situation, a minor accident would indeed inflame itself into a bonfire.
She switched on the light in the kitchen, blinking as the flourescent light flickered to life in its artificial brightness. She put the kettle on and sat herself at the table. Rubbing her tired eyes, she cupped her face in her worn hands and gazed into nothingness as her mind reeled into a spiral of random pictures of past and present. Her main focus was on the dreams which have been recurring on a regular basis for the past two years. She realized death was warning her of the consequences of her selfish actions. Life has its expiry date like everything else on earth. Even if kept or maintained in every possible way envisioned, regardless how diligently, an expiry date is still an expiry date. Any longer than that, all there is left is but a spoilt form which is of no use to current consumers a tragic waste which could have been salvaged in recycling into a new life. The time spent on saving the life one had, should have been lived a point Pearl missed and will not pick up on till she finds it manifested in another. Instead, Pearl was even more driven to push her husband and herself to live life to the fullest by scheming a stricter exercise regime and a busier schedule, when sheer moderation would blissfully suffice. Panic had set in as her Room 101 loomed up close. She felt her space intruded and threatened. All the more she should retaliate with vigour and impose herself with such extremity in her husbands eyes to seemingly ensure him she is always by his side. In truth, insecurity has attacked the very root of herself shaking her sturdy confidence only to shatter it to smithereens, apparent in her elaborate but clumsy make up, and poor modern dress sense.
This made her stick out like a sore thumb but does get her husbands attention, disapproving attention which however he mistakenly does not point out but instead allows it to be. Though his false faηade leads Pearl down the garden path, yet it fulfills her aim. Sadly, his true self frustratingly desires another to his annoyance and her constant self-denial.
The kettle screamed its whistle almost exploding its lid and her thoughts. She jumped from her chair and switched the stove off. Glancing at the time, she decided not to make herself her cup of tea. It was time for their jog that morning. A wave of fatigue grabbed at her out of the blue. She was about to submit to it when persistence swerved down and pecked at her submission. Jerking out of it in sheer repulsiveness, more out of disbelief at how she could abandon even if it was for a second all the hard work she had put in to contrive the life she had envisioned since she could remember with her loved one, she squared her shoulders and stuck out her chin in contempt to the air in which she manifested the invisible masses who were waiting for her to fail. Up the stairs she marched with cricks and cracks which she could not make up her mind were from her or from the stairs.
Upon entering her room, she found her husband wrapped comfortably in the duvet. She gazed at him in loving linger. Despite her irritation moments ago, she could not help but feel her heart brim with tenderness and gratitude towards this apparently faithful husband. All this while, they have danced the tango of life with as much a space in between as a handkerchief could not even escape. It had to be admitted even by her, the close proximity between them did not give him a chance to even glance at another a cold hand passed over her heart and she was resolute to keep her leash round him tighter, not that she was in danger of losing him. Attacked by a sudden act of self-consciousness, Pearl ran her hands over her face, her long dry fingers fingering each and every contour of the dried up landscape. As soon as her fingers came together under her chin, she rushed to the full length mirror in their bathroom. She shut the door to avoid embarrassment although her husband was fast asleep. A proud seemingly effortless good looking woman would never openly declare her vanity, not even to the one whom she latches on her every dependence of existence. Taking in a deep breath, she looked at herself straight into the mirror and dared the inner voice to stop her intuition from guiding her. She disrobed herself and let the robe slide off her to the floor in a heap. She stared at the person in the mirror. Peeping out bravely from the windows into her soul, Pearl was resolute to observe with cats eye detail what her husband saw and what was hinted at in the eyes of society.
She began from the head. The result of centuries of traveling to various landscapes sculptured into contours of layers can be read from the artistic impression embedded in her complexion. This work of art under brush strokes of weather beaten colours were brought to life amidst intricate fine foldings of skin pulled and tucked under the chin, struggling between the two opposing forces of for and against gravity. Her lips were reluctantly thinned to a line of seemingly perfection, erasing the only bodily curve she possessed in her upper lip. Laugh lines mingled with those of time, graciously sunk the eyes into their natural hollowness to cruelly illuminate the brightness of aging maturity and the glaringness of the passing of time. Similarly, the lids were suitably scrunched up into hoods which mercifully shut out the hypnotic magnetism the eyes intentionally bewitch everyone with at regular approximate intervals. The inner workings of the throat, larynx, and voice box exhausts the shield to the every ends of its tether, visible in its papery thin texture pulled to ripples under the chin and at the base of the neck as the nerves branch out to the collar bone. Pearl fingered the collar bone with her head tilted slightly, her eyes never once wandering away from the mirror. Her fixed stare traveled to the most crucial part of her femininity. The pair of them was limp and lifeless besides being at a considerable distance from one another. Her dry and shriveled skin had never been so apparent as it was now protecting the fruits of her womanhood. Dried dates. Sweet dried dates according to her husband even without tasting as she forbade it. They repulsed her and humiliated her. Now staring into the mirror at them, she could feel their mockery and contempt towards her in their sagging weight against her, adding the pounds on to her burden of her existence as a woman to her husband. She felt the urgency to cover them to stop their vicious taunting and laughter. She hugged herself and felt the salted streams down her face to the corners of her mouth seeping in onto her tongue. Sobbing soundlessly, she turned her back to the satirical mirror and picked up the robe. Without turning, she pulled the robe tightly over her and knotted it. Found her way shakily to the sink and turned the faucet. As the cold water gushed out, she stared into the white basin. What did her husband see in her to make him want only her and no one else? Is it too good to be true that he should be pure in his love and lust for her as his wife? Such questions should never be asked because why should these things not exist and be relished. When questions are asked, the need to have answers to them arises regardless the forms they come in.
***
He heard the water run. He was not asleep. Her sobs have been on the rise of late and it did not matter if he was there to comfort her because it was never sufficient. To an onlooker, he may seem insensitive and heartless especially after all these centuries of being together through the cruel familiar and the strange unfamiliar. She was his constant as well as true companion who gave in to his needs unasked, unsought. Her generosity was astounding on the surface but deep down he understood her so well to know it was all to fill the selfish void in her which has expanded in its vastness ever since the Migration to this island. The emergence of nothingness outside this stretch of islands has settled his unsettled restlessness but agitated hers further. If prodded deeper, it can be easily unraveled.
***
Both Pearl and her husband have managed thus far to keep a detached distance from the locals of a community they professionally dabbled with, secured by the temporariness of their footings. At the back of their minds always lay the option of another atmosphere filled with other exotic scents and seductive scenes. It never occurred to them they would be in the situation they found themselves presently in. The unexpectedness of the turn of time and tide was something Pearl and her husband had not anticipated. Their single mindedness limited their scope in scheme of events revolving their lives. Heads in the sands of time, they resisted the pull of collectiveness, preferring to preserve the little privacy they could salvage exasperatedly. It eluded them they were cutting off their noses to spite others. In a small community, regardless they mingled or not, they would still infiltrate the topics of conversations spurted amongst locals and non-locals alike, for it is not unusual in every community its members thrived on gossips to fill the busy nothingness of their lives. As a result, this ostensibly preemptory couples aloofness naturally provided a patronizing exterior to the locals culminating into the latters xenophobia towards the former. This alienisation threatened the couple, more so her than him for they have managed to entrap themselves in a snare of their own making. Out of desperate self-conceit and vain self-preservation, Pearl resisted the ebb and the flow of the local tide which she found repugnant. From an excruciating past and a domineering present along with a frightening future, Pearl shrunk at the slightest possibility of subservience to the prejudices of a foreign society, which would indubitably, in her minds eye, require her to strip stark naked her self only to be judged and discarded as a living embodiment of a stigma in society. However, not a year scarcely passes by without Pearl gaping inwardly with chasm at the looming fear of submission as she finds herself irresistibly flirting with the customs and the way of life. Despite the fact her husband and her managed to create a plasmatic membrane between the local environment and theirs, the longer they remained on the other side the stronger the osmotic force is on their part. The more they have used up all she could think up familiar to them, the more they are left with nothing increasing the space in between to be filled up with somewhat to keep them both busy with, and so, the unfamiliar is presented to them to be familiar with. The insurmountable barrier they had constructed eroded inevitably in time reluctantly relenting to the enticing of the foreign. Obviously, they were afraid of the horror they would be confronted with just as Kurtz did amidst the alluring dark fortress of the Congo. Mesmerised, simultaneously aware of the other, they were enshrouded in a subliminal bliss, but as soon as Pearl realized they could not find their way out of what was once strange and unheard of in their civilized society, she was lost deeming it in resignation familiar to her, whilst at the same time disdainfully mourning the loss of an inch of herself at each step taken in the name of saving herself but only ending up with her dancing to the tune of the ronggeng. As for her husband, the force of the unknown was provocative, for he was always obliged to linger a step behind her in preserving his delicate self. Centuries of mobility and overwhelming experiences have regretfully enriched him profusely to the extent of fatigue living. This fatigue had waned his resistence towards external forces infiltrating his contrivances of superiority stemming from his ancestors who traveled the seas far and wide exploring as well as claiming the right to omniscience in the name of religion. The leverage this provided has found itself at the bottom of the wheel of recent for the tide has turned. Resistance was not only on Pearls and his part but also amongst the locals, who despite their courteous gestures and sweet words, the loss of grace in their body language and the edginess in their tone of voice was both framed within distrust and firm nationalism despite the tolerated cracks within their society.
The crux of the matter lay in their crucial years of development as individuals amidst a monoethnic society, which for centuries have lived comfortably secured with the conceited knowledge their singularity and universality were of high moral grounds and extenuating superiority. As a de facto, impertinence towards anything other than the high culture suffuses their well-being, clamping up their hearts and their minds, stiffening their inbred uprightness and rigid virtue into an unshakeable infallible pride. Cumulatively, their rickety backs would crack under the burden of humility for incumbency out of pertinence to conceive the other to live life to the full of experiences encountered was a gross injustice to their ordinariness. The locals, on the other hand, were more flexible in their views despite the various ethnic groups colouring their ocean wide canvas with different customs and traditions. In fact, it was almost necessary as well as incessant amongst them to naturally mutually infiltrate and absorb one anothers beliefs systems along with their ways of living that it never occurred to them to decide on the origin of mannerisms and behavioural standards till some fanatic narrow minded imbecile stands up to selfishly rock the boat just so their worthless miniscule life would amount to something more than the satisfaction of just existing in a society which accepts one as one is. Nonetheless, it was deemed socially effective for those differences to be set aside to concentrate on the bigger picture which lay in the universal needs and desires of everyone. The only concern was to see the day through without offending anyones feelings. Their silent awareness were framed in maturity for they conceived the need to raise feelers and to adopt appropriate designs in behaviour as well as in manner and speech when in public, with reference too to the company one was keeping at that particular moment. However, when one was alone in the privacy of ones establishment, it was only right to let out the gut with a sigh of relief. The breadth of their open mindedness laid in the acceptance of their dualism, of discreet privacy and of genuine public courtesies. To a typical monoethnic constituent, this was fiercely unheard of and so, unacceptable. Their tendencies were navigated artlessly in the direction of selfish individualism, which demanded the continual need of privacy limiting conversations to the mundane inquiries of weather conditions, as Austen ironically makes sense out of the sensibility of her observation on her fellow countrymens etiquette: if you have nothing say, stick to talking about the weather.
Her husband squirmed and stretched, but instantly wished he had not when he felt a sickening pull in his back. It was a jarring revelatory occurrence which gradually transcended into a natural daily event every morning, but one which he could never get accustomed to its regularity. Immersed in self-deception, he indubitably missed being his young vibrant, pain-free self. Pain-free here was as in the physiques form in perfect imperfection where it healed, although with inescapable permanent scars, on its own at a satisfactory speed. However, the indelible compunction of his youthful actions in delaying the natural aging process and simultaneously prolonging his life contract painfully manifested itself in the body naturally vacillating amidst rustiness in the joints due to progressive depletion of synovial fluid excretion. Initially, it was understandably bearable for not only did he willingly dance to the tune he played, but he also briefly resigned to this natural process he maturely conceived as the sole purpose of mortal life. In time, the laborious activities which were once effortless were increasingly assuming the true worth of their load on his withering frame. Using his varied omniscience in the medical field, he relied on every strand of escapade possibility his vain delving in and out of boundaries gave him access to in order to achieve the utopian state of physical comfort so as to endure the wrath his youthful whim had incurred upon him. Failure after failure presented itself to him with a pride which gradually turned into a fear of resentment for he accepted it with a gracious comprehension eventually, and ceased all effort of dissenting against what was a process which had to take place religiously despite the vilified objections it raised in the subjects who were oblivious to the fortune, favourable or adverse, in store for them. Sadly, however, human nature dictates blindness to the fulfillment experiences fortune supplies, especially mean ones. It subdues the inclination towards both the further optimistic opportunities good fortune brings with it and the mere flashes of luck misfortune ironically hides beneath its layers of wrath. It all lies in the individuals independence in deciding what they will with what they have at hand, either taking for advantage with rejection the present good will out of humility and moral high ground, or accepting and relishing in the blessed copiousness received without question.
Questions were occasionally in cases such as aforementioned mere insensible devils advocates which evoked ripples on a susceptible calm exterior due to a shaken interior which up till then was in blissful oblivion. Nonetheless, a mind and character of advanced maturity would see through the insensibilities and opine it senseless to react in any way to these questions for they were, and will remain, mere questions less they are the right ones, only then would they render themselves rightful to an answer of some kind. A famished man never questions where his food comes from or if he deserves it but that his stomach is full and he can survive another day.
Self-contentment is an art rarely learnt and disgracefully forgotten and he knew of only one person who could almost conquer its lessons in their entirety with astonishingly steadfastness impossible for any external forces to successfully unshackle. It was this person who has of recent increasingly infiltrated his mind in panels of rays streaming through the cracks of his mind and heart boarded up in hopeless resignation to the prescription of the aging phase of his life. As the cracks chipped away widening the panels merging them together into an epiphanic light, he felt in him revive the fire in the his blood, first a reluctant spark but which progressed into now an inevitable perfect blue flame of invisible intense heat burning him inch by inch. As the figure took a clearer form amidst the halo of light in his mind, he felt his pulse quickened and the coolness of the air conditioning evaporating rapidly. A feverish desire overwhelmed his body and he felt a very familiar throb which had been absent for a substantial period of time believed to be for a man of his advanced years. He usually chose to ignore it because sensibility invaded his needful fantasies and scolded him to practical reasoning. Unfortunately, for a week now this has not done its dutiful duty which he relied on heavily. The hunger for a satisfactory outlet inflamed a sore in him which would not heal, and it ashamed him. It ashamed him that a person like him who prided in practical reasoning conjuring restraints against all situations susceptible in ridiculing him in all his propriety as a gentleman of his advanced years, should fall short by his own standards and a victim of his manhood which he had no control of despite the over-zealous feminine persistence otherwise. Control lay in the inaction of the bodys reflex function when responding to the chemical reaction induced by the catalyst embodied in the female form. Flattering as it is for one to respond to the chosen partner, but it is at the same time unavoidable to be driven by a digressing force. Clichι as it sounds, the body does have its own mind as its function is engineered by the tedious and meticulous chemical reactions flowing through the capillaries, veins and arteries. The basic building blocks are the basis of most humans downfall. It is just as much blameless as it is fallible for men to be as they are and women to exist in their constant state of sultry seductiveness. As these thoughts triggered electric alertness within his narrow mental capacity, he entertained his thoughts further, resigned to his present state of affairs for he had to have an understanding before relenting with ease to the strong current of this desirous deceit.
For a few good long years, both literally as well as crudely metaphoric with reference to the matter at hand, it has been staring at him in his face but he could only reflect upon it in depth inwardly, for to address such a thorough analysis on a very personal physical condition would be deemed, ironically, too pornographic for his wifes delicate frame of mind despite her perverse intentions and the methods called upon to execute them. Knowing her too well, this was something which would leave her in a catatonic state, in which her brief speechlessness, even if it was for a minute, was something he would welcome warmly for her lengthy chatter was mainly redundant and pointless, or just a mere merry-go-round of words, where only a phrase or a sentence meant anything at all. This tickled his nerves to the point of irritation, but all he could bring himself to do was to respectfully scratch at it. However, he did not realize till later that the sore would burn and he would have to salt it to heal it, biting into his lip as he feels its stings. Livid with attention, his mind squinted in concentration recalling and reviewing the repressed thoughts which to him were a discovery which well-groomed civilized minds would shy from in cringing embarrassment. Or probably not in all its absurdity.
Playing it in his mind as he would in vaudeville theatre, he addressed the absent audience:
(with his hands outstretched in vaudevillian manner) Ladies and Gentlemen, introducing (his thumbs pointing to himself) me. Welcome to the thoughts and concern of me. (twirling his staff and pacing the stage) I am here to entertain you with (he stops and leans on his staff) the reasonable illogic of the construct of man and woman. (straightens himself) Why illogical you ask? Well, my dear audience, it is so because the formation of either being stems from one and the same action: (he plants the staff in front him, leans on it and peers at the audience piercingly) the merging of both the sperm and the ovum into one other biological structure. (Straightening his back, which in his mind was youthfully supple) And so what are we presented then with? (With one hand on the staff and the other spread in vaudevillian manner, he raises he eyebrows) The melting of both DNA and hormones into an undefined concoction, wherein lies the possibility of conjuring a singular form. (He brings both his hands together on the staff which is now positioned in front of him) Ladies and gentlemen, the union of both cells character composites renders the meticulous stereotyping criteria assigned respectively for man and woman redundant, for isnt it risible when in fact the human species is actually a singular combination of two distinct cells carrying a variable of character quirks and idiosyncrasies? (he straightened himself and twirled the staff as he paced again with an amusing look in his eyes) It is inevitable for distinct biological differences to emerge assigning a form to the category of either male or female, but, my dear ladies and gentlemen, there is no such thing as a typical male character or a female one. To apply such nonsensical sense is sheer subjective prejudicial human nature. In other words, folks, we have falsely attached expectations unfairly on both sexes. (He stopped and looked around at the silenced crowd, and smiled behind the painted one) Here is something for you to ponder on.
Men and women are born each with equal tendencies to seduce and be seduced. Men are naturally aroused by each and every movement of a womans (of any age depends on their taste in form and ideology) be it from the sheer licking of her lips to her tucking her hair behind her ears, right down to her hands merely brushing the fabric against her skin, a whiff of the outline of her figure which would generate an intrigue widening the scope for creative imagination of the female form. The sliding of tongue and the artful movement of hands on the waist mischievously tentalise the males senses into probing their fantasies further to what may lie hidden beneath those clothing, or how would it taste like to accept the enticing enchantment the tongue offers, as would a frog flick its tongue to capture a fly to devour or a snake flick its forked one entrancing its victim whilst slowly wrapping itself round it into a tight coil that its victim is paralysed with fear as well as physically into submitting itself to the snakes whims and desires. Ah, my dear audience, some men would enjoy the show his mind explores but (he raises his eyebrows as his eyes widen and holds up a finger) some would want to live it vicariously. Either way, the fact of the matter remains, the strength of arousal is awaken in the rhythmic movement of the body, the subtler it is, the more dangerous it is to the man it is directed at. (He pauses for dramatic conjecture before solemnly continuing) However, it is critical if all these are framed within a character of such liveliness and liberal actions, more so if she is oblivious of the torture she inflicts on her observers, be it male or female. Her burst of energy and her depth of compassion in her love for others more than herself excuse her reluctantly in the eyes of her female counterparts although she does leave them contemptuously in frustration to exasperatedly find faults in matters which she is the least concern with. As for the men, her smile and her willingness to spend time to listen to them, to discuss intellectually and to tease them on all matters as well as to freely flirt without promising anything in return keep them on the lookout for her presence, for she brightens their day and encourages meaning in existing as who they are as men, or more importantly as individuals existing in their own rights. Her seductive insecurity masked under the veil of demure humility guides her into gestures which may seem awkward to her but to us, they are stimulating and infuriating. A man is never sure to send her away or to sweep her in his arms because her open and playful nature does not guarantee a promise her body language and her words tend to suggest, and it is even more confusing if both tend to contradict one another! (He flings his hands in dramatic exaggeration of exasperation whilst rolling his eyes, before he pauses, heaving a sigh). A woman most of the time refuses to acknowledge her body. She sees herself and her body as two separate entity, for she is never comfortable with the body she is in despite how confident she may be inwardly. The slight bulge in her tummy seems a potbelly, the less than firm but not too soft underarm flesh is but excess fatty tissues with nowhere else to go, the wobbly thighs and drear are embarrassingly huge mountains, the handful breasts are but puny rosebuds and the folds of skin due to skin elasticity around her chin and neck are to her double chins blurring the jawline as she tilts her head to a side or when she has her chin pulled in against her neck hyperbolic to an observer but to her who is a idealist of perfection, the slight inconsistencies to her vision of her body and of how she imagines the mass to see her is not without a touch of impossible reality. Yet, she strives for it in order to not so much to impress the opposite sex but more of the fairer sex, to instill if not a little jealousy but envy amongst them. She single-handedly will create the need for gossip, if not amongst the real mob but in her head would play the words she would like to hear said out of spiteful glee uncomplimentary masking the jealousy of her possessing whatever it is the other fairer sex was without. Yet, she manages to expertly execute the epitome of a confident woman collected in an exemplary composure of grace and elegance. And this is the insufferable modern woman whose open mindedness shrinks to the narrowness of intimidating men with their assets obtained out of blood and sweat in striving for a perfection which is a result of the oppression of woman where men is concerned, as a feminist would view it. However, take it from the point of view of a man, for women enslave us in their oppressed state with their insatiable seduction and their rejection of what we have held steadfast of: our reigning power in the realm of patriarchy because in the name of chivalry we have bowed to their matriarchy.
Anyhow! (He suddenly snaps out of his reverie and waves his hands about in the air, brushing aside the issue in sheer insignificance) I digress!
(He taps his chin with his gloved hand) Where were we? Ah! (He gestures his hand with a finger out signaling the success of his recollection) yes! What our dear women do not realize is that sensuality manifests itself in their assets unawares and they cannot escape from the instincts which navigate their bodies movements. Some are more sensitive to them than others, growing accustom to these instincts and relishing in their every guidance in exploring in appreciation with familiarity the grounds that are theirs to do what they will with, confident or not. Gestures of insecurity can be the most seductive for they are never expected to attract any attention and when they do, it is out of sheer surprise as well as disappointment, for not all the time does body language relay the true intentions behind them and so the attentions received are at times repulsively unsought or dejectedly misconstrued but rarely welcomingly appropriate. (He pressed his lips into a thin line) You see, (he sighs) a womans body language holds layers of meanings, but men presumptuously take them as merely part of a seductive game which can be taken or left without the slightest indication to address the action, but most of the time the former, that the women themselves are taken aback when rejected before even advancing any further to clarify their sway. (He looks forlornly into the distance absently) A woman is oblivious of the intrusive feelings they reverberate in a man because to them it is elusive that their habitual behaviour could mean anything more than just actions framing the inner self. (He clears his throat and his eyes sparkle whilst he continued in a mocking tone) As it is clearly explored in a woman, her self and her body are two separate entities, a similar situation with a man. He may not want to but his body is drawn to a womans wiles and ego caressing physical actions. The more she plucks at the strings of his ego, the more his body is in obeisance of her mesmerizing calls, which can be animated as an invisible serpent-like vapour of a hand stretched smoothly from wrist to a graceful backward arc by long delicate fingers which beckon at him in loving languor to play the game despite his moral high ground. My dear gentleman, here is something we choose to ignore in our blindness towards a decent and civilized living: what one may dislike may be the very thing one enjoys, especially once one loses it due to ones constant obstinate declines and reluctance. (He takes off his hat and pretends to dust it)
Dear Listener, I hear you how are men and women equal then it is not clear in your presentation. (He rubs his hands together) Their equality lies in their binary opposites. A womans silhouette itself spells out seductive sensuality but she needs to say what she intends to do with it. A mans words is pregnant with intention but they have to be accompanied and followed up by body language. Men and women cannot be blamed for what is innate in them, like the multiethnic society one plunges into out of no choice, apart from between perishing at the hands of natures outrage and living on anothers land for the sake of survival.
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