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‘I simply do not see the practicality of jumping off a mountain.”

As usual, my words went unnoticed and ignored.
“How could this ever be of use to humanity?”

I admit the view from the top of the mountain was spectacular. I was completely out of breath and
feeling a little light headed. Nevertheless, the sheer beauty of being so much closer to the clouds and yet
with my feet firmly on the ground begged for poetry.

She and the old man were always speaking of scientific inquiry, their version of alchemy. It just wasn’t

clear how this specific experiment would be of any value.
I was at the top of the mountain with my Mistress and the old lunatic she referred to as Maestro.

At a summit some distance away, I could see that creepy man, the one who always dressed in black
watching us. He was never far where ever my Mistress went. His cape flayed in the wind and his

shoulder-length hair undulated like a castle’s flag.
“Look,” my Mistress had said in her usual strange humor, “I have a personal weathercock.”
“Hee hee,” the old man giggled. “Weathercock!”

It was an odd combination. He had eyes that spoke of madness, a weathered face that evoked the passage

of many decades, and he giggled like a small boy amused by the sight of his own wiggling toes.

Of course, I did not understand. The words were simple enough, but even after a few years with her,

there was a huge cultural divide. At least that's what she called it.

She tucked her hair behind her ear, a gesture that mystified me because she had cut her hair so very
short that you could barely run your fingers through it. I think it was phantom hair — like phantom limb

syndrome.

“A weathercock is an instrument used to measure wind direction,” she told me. “Typically they are built

as architectural ornaments, a type of functional sculpture, and placed at the highest point of a structure.”

It seemed to me that the world my Mistress had come from was full of strange contradictions and

senseless traditions, but also obsessed with incredibly odd and useless things they called science.

“Mistress, why would you need to construct an instrument to tell which way the wind blows? Is it not

obvious?”

The old lunatic chuckled and when I looked at him a small smile was visible, peeking through the wild
mat of facial hair. Tight, thin lips just rosy enough to be noticed surrounded by his almost translucent

skin and silver mane.
“It’s complicated,” she said.

This is something else she did a lot. I suspect it meant she did not know how to explain it. There was

no point in asking further questions about it.
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“T am experiencing emptiness,” the old lunatic said.

He meant he was hungry. He was always hungry and had come up with a variety of ways to express it.
This amused him. Sometimes, though, his language transcended common sense and because he refused

to explain himself, he'd suffer until someone heard the cries from his angry belly.

One time he came upon me and spoke in this way:

The pulp of the flesh.

Lo, sweet droplets from heaven.

The tears of angels.

Apparently he meant to say he was thirsty and required something to drink. Simply, he wanted wine,

but his verse was impenetrable to me. I do not know what a heaven is or these angels he often speaks of!

It was a little unclear whether they came from the same place or not, but at least they seemed to have a
better time of it understanding each other. I tried not to think much about it and busied myself setting

up our picnic.

As I lay down a blanket, the old lunatic was dickering with one of his strange contraptions. I am not
entirely sure that I am capable of explaining what it looked like, and do it justice as such, but I do recall

their conversation. My Mistress says it is because I am eidetic.

The contraption had a concave carapace with straps, and from its sides long articulated sticks extended

a full man’s length like naked ribs. The old man was covering it in fabric as I set up our lunch.

Setting a lunch for the old man was always a challenge as he expected a certain aesthetic in colors,
textures and composition. Knowing I'd be serving him, I chose a dizzying array of edible flowers, fruits,

cheeses, biscuits and breads, and tinned meats.
The meats were for the Mistress; he always refused to eat them.
“My lips will never touch flesh,” he'd say.

I asked my Mistress why his celibacy should dictate he not consume tinned foods, but she laughed so
hard she lost the train of thought and never explained it.

“It is formidable silk, made all the more extraordinary by an application of silicone fabric to reinforce

the seams,” he was telling her.

“T'1l take your word for it,” she said. “But if not, I promise you I will defy the known laws of the universe

and come back to haunt you! You, Maestro, shall sleep no more.”

“No, cara mia, there is no need for you to murder sleep nor will you end in spirit form,” he said. “You

will fly!”

They were obsessed with flying, though to my mind it was peculiar they'd wish to emulate insects going

about their business. The old man said he regretted that the suppression also meant a lack of
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imagination in a large portion of the population. He did sound saddened by this suppression. I offered

him some wine, as this always lifted his humor.

“TI'm certain I will fly,” she said and laughed. “Will I land ever so gently or disrupt the rock formation at

the bottom by imprinting my face into it?”

“It is structurally sound!” he said. He sounded angry.

She looked at me and said, “I'm probably gonna die.”

“We are all destined to die, Mistress,” I said.

She grunted something I did not understand. She did that a lot.
“How many times have I told you not to call me that?”

“T have not chronicled it, madam, but if you wish,” I said.

Her hand went up and I knew she wanted my silence.

“If I die,” she said, “maybe you should dedicate your life to chronicling my adventures here. Make a

career as a scribe. You'll make a killing and be independently wealthy.”

She was obsessed with “making a living”. Apparently where she came from people unable or unwilling
to “make a living” were left to die hungry and destitute, wandering the streets, in some form of socially-

induced dementia.

I was excited and jumped up, only to find myself short of breath, and landed back on my knees. It took

me a moment to force air back into my lungs.

“T have already started it, madam!” I told her. “With your permission...”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever!”

She said that a lot. It was a dismissive colloquialism.

“Help me undress,” she said.

Unsure what she meant, I stood before her awaiting further instructions.

“Get this dress off me,” she said.

I came upon her and whispered, “Mistress, there is a gentleman present. It is entirely improper.”

“I'm pretty sure he has seen naked women before,” she said and smiled. “I, however, am fully clothed
beneath the dress.”

Relieved, I unbuttoned her gown and carefully removed it. To my horror, she was wearing what she

referred to as a body suit. It was blood red and it was scandalous! It certainly left nothing to modesty.

Of course, I had dressed her. In fact, I personally picked her gown for this outing — stupidly thinking
they meant a picnic when they said it would be a picnic. Then again, no polite person would combine a

picnic with suicide.
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I began to carefully unlace her bodice, angry at myself for picking one of her fancy gowns for this day.
The flowing green fabric with the lace inserts at the side accentuated her figure in a very complimentary

way. The furry collar would keep her warm as we climbed to the top of the mountain,

When I helped her dress, she had already slipped the gown over her head and I did not notice the
bodysuit as I'd laced her up. Perhaps this was all for the better as I'd already been mortified by her
choices. It ruined my entire morning that she insisted on wearing sailing short boots under that exquisite

gown. I could not fight her. She would not listen.

I gasped in horror. The old lunatic leered, but I am not sure it was lewd so much as it was a careful study
of her aesthetic value against the blue sky. He recognized the sensual but I believe he was immune to its

charms.

She got on the ground and squirmed under the contraption, she knelt and lifted it. The old man began
to strap her in. I watched in dismay as he handled her and the straps in ways he shouldn’t have. It was

taboo in decent society. It pained me to witness this.
“Mistress, please, I must prevail upon you,” I pleaded.

She smirked and gave us a thumbs-up. She lowered the goggles resting on her head and placed them

over her eyes. She let out a terrifying scream and took a running start as she jumped off the edge of the

cliff.
I could not watch and covered my eyes, unable to make another sound of protest.
The old man’s giggle was no indication of how it went. (Did I mention he was a known lunatic?)

Instead, I held on to my journals and fantasized about reading the Chronicles to a small group of Nobles
at Court. Their giant wigs bopping as they listened to the exciting tales. Then I would bow and they'd
rise and applaud. And they'd cheer. I could hear squeals of joy.

That's when I realized what I was hearing was my Mistress, making a pass around the mountain top,

squealing in absolute delight.

I sat back down and watched her glide through the air effortlessly. Not like a fallen leaf, but with a
determined direction. It was unlike anything I'd ever seen. Even butterflies lacked the grace of what I

was witnessing.

From across the canyon, on a bullhorn, the man in black spoke, “Oh, I have slipped the surly bonds of

earth and danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings.”

The old man was jumping and clapping and laughing out loud. He kept saying words I did not

understand, “Si vola! E vola come il vento!”
He was very pleased. He was elated even as the man in black kept speaking through his bullhorn.

Then the old man dropped to his knees, his head bowed, when the man in black said, “I've trod the high

untrespassed sanctity of space, put out my hand, and touched the face of god.”
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I ran to him, thinking he was weak—just an ailment of advanced age. I took his hand and he squeezed
it.
“Flies like the wind,” he said to me, “Touching the face of god.”

He watched as my Mistress flew past us in a spiral and began her descent. Tears were streaming down

his face, and disappearing inside his beard.

I did not understand it then, but there was a heartbreaking beauty to it that overwhelmed me with

emotion and I too began to weep. That is when I began to write about her adventures: amidst tears of
Joy.
These are the Chronicles as I recorded them for posterity. My name is not important because this is not

my StOI‘Y.

Her name is Ashleigh and she came from another world called Brooklyn...




