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Billy’s mother had just recently died.  

While Billy was eating that morning, she stopped moving.  She rolled over and lay perfectly still.  Billy thought nothing of it and the next time he looked in her direction she was gone.  There was an initial shock as Billy thought he should remember something having been there, but while the memory was extremely fuzzy and difficult to focus on, his hunger was immediate and his food easily directed his full attention.  As he ate, what was left of the memory eased itself from his mind and vanished.


When there was no more food left, he decided he would wander around out side for a while.  He left the shade of his house and drifted through his garden which consisted of a few very tall green plants.  He didn’t know their names but thought them very beautiful.  He liked to sleep sometimes on the ground between the garden and his home.  He had made a small nitch there with his body and it was quite comfortable.  

Billy figured he had only been awake for a few hours, and for lack of anything better to do at this time of day, he decided he would wander some more.  He drifted to the left side of his garden.  Seeing nothing there of any interest, he drifted to the right, past his house, past his garden which he admired so much and past a patch of brightly colored rocks on the ground.  And then he felt his head smack into something hard and smooth and he couldn’t move any further.  

More in shock than in pain, he moved back a bit, confused.  Gingerly, as to not injure his head again, he moved forward and once again placed his lips against this odd wall.  Turning around he began to move in the opposite direction, pondering this strange phenomenon that he had just encountered.  Why couldn’t he move any further?  Did more limitations on his freedom exist else where that he was not aware of?  With the realization that there were new, unexplainable oddities in his life, the existence of a god began to formulate in his mind.  Was there a purpose to his life?  Was he a part of some greater unseen mystery?  What other wonders existed that he didn’t know of?  

Where was he going?  

His house was on his left.  He noticed how pretty his garden looked behind it.  There were beautifully colored rocks on the ground…

What had he just been doing?  

Billy tried for a moment, as much as his will would allow, to remember, but he couldn’t.  Once again his memory had left him and he could not recall the things which he had just been wondering about, moments before.  Well… couldn’t have mattered that much anyway, he thought. 

He decided to sit where he was and stare at his house.  The ground was quite comfortable here.  He liked to watch the way his plants swayed gently above his house, back and forth.  

After a while Billy detected an odor around him.  Getting up off the ground, he began moving towards the smell.  Then, inches from his house he saw it.  Food!  He dove towards the gigantic morsel and quickly ate it up.  Billy realized he was hungry!  Looking up he saw more of the delicious flakes floating above him.  

Some of the flakes floated down past him to the ground.  

Swimming up over his house, the bright light from the top of his bowl shimmering off his golden scales, Billy ate where the food always gathered in abundance, where it always seemed to appear from and where it was easier for him to breathe anyway.

