The Game

Enter into this new reality and begin anew as mortal. It is the contrast of an ultimate force that creates and destroys constantly, never ending. Yet that is to be discovered along the timeline. The borders between the hypothetical and predictable diminish, opening into a foreign realm meant for exploration. Go through, and become human, then begin. The only rule is to make it to the end. There are no winners or losers, it’s simply the game. There is no sense in cheating, as the result will end the same for everyone, but you are allowed some fun, so do as you please. Just know you will start like any other participant.

You begin on your back, limbs contorted into a minuscule frame, with eyes barely open to your surroundings. Not quite able to move independently yet, however, you find the strength to turn about in the simple space provided. Flipped into a fetal, pathetic position, little legs and fragile fingers can be tucked away into the body for warmth. Soft flesh that squishes into the folds of itself, leaving a subtle lump of a form on any surface you reside on. So small, full of energy, yet barely anything.  Simply a soft, vulnerable, exposed being. To stay like this is to be a soft glow among stardust, nurtured in a never-ending void. However, this is not how this fate is set. You must push on. 

You begin to grow larger. Your plump stiffens and contorts into your growing skeleton. Your belly rubs rough against the surface before, thickening like leather. Your kneecaps burn, being dragged along as your palms callus. The crown of your head is leaned back as your eyes meet the heavens, lit bright with starlight. It can only be hoped that light does not fade too suddenly. No matter, you must push on. 

Teeter-totter, stumble, sway, and fall. Get up. There is no time for delay, you must learn this. Push up, and use the ground as leverage. Yes, up, get up. One foot slides forward first, then the other steps up next. Keep going, you are pacing yourself well. Stand tall now, arms out if needed, and go. That’s it, you got it. Now walk, hop, skip, dash, sashay, keep going! By any means necessary, don’t stop. You can never stop.

You move with such swiftness now, strong limbs thick with new muscle. The arms sway rhythmically with each stride, quick paced. Your journeying through quite well, yet be warned. This swagger you’ve obtained will fade. Your limbs will become more heavy with time, weighted from less elasticity than muscle. Your strides become more cautious, slowed with care. You will have matured in due time, whether it be to your liking or not. 

Decisions can lead to a raise or a fall. You play your part, clinging to ladders that dangle above where you once began. Hand over hand, the handles become slicker and the steps steeper. But climb, it’s the only way out, right? What is there to escape? What lies below the last landing? What climbs after you? Something’s coming to you. Don’t look down, it’ll be there for a while. You must focus—look towards the stars for guidance. Focus on the fading speckle of light. Never look down. What lies below may stay at bay, for now. We can never be certain. The climb continues. Split flesh, once soft and moldable, now stretched and scarred. Chapped palms littered with calluses stink of rusted nickel. Shoulders and haunches are sore from the constant movement. Don’t look down, the body will record the progress made. Browned freckles on the forehead and neck. Wrinkles of leathered flesh begin to surface. Hands become curved from the handles. You can’t stop. Crackling knees can be bent further. Sore hips can be rotated. Move. Keep your crown up, always. 

The golden years are upon you, how majestic. What a long way to have come from such a gentle babe. You find yourself on a landing. Rest. There are no tricks, that’s not how this goes. So rest a moment, catch your breath that escapes quicker now. Do you notice that? Dear being, you are close. It is time to gather yourself and prepare to meet the end. Understandably frightening. The finale nears close, yet you still desire to continue? Yet you are exhausted. Poor, ignorant being. The mind is a confusing tool to use in reality, where everything is final.

The borders of your reality distort as the grains of time begin to decrease. Necrosis of the brain or heart. Sometimes liver. You find yourself in the fetal position once again. You wail out, unable to understand. Shortness of breath dries the orifices of your face. Your eyes burns from lack of tears as your tear ducts are empty. Every fluid feels drained. Your body is littered with discolored freckles and wrinkles. Your skin is split with scars from the journey. To imagine, the young babe you once were, now turned into a limp, dried sack. No muscle to behold, no glint of light to be preserved. Yet, you cannot journey back. Only the beyond can behold what may become of you. Gentle babe, you will be alright. 

Without fail, every participant meets their end, through natural occurrences or their own hand. Your ending is unique as you find yourself here, at your finale. You’ve come a long way and may be allowed more knowledge of what’s to come. Maybe you have an idea. Dear being, what do you believe in on the other side? You may imagine a comfort or a fear. Maybe nothing at all. The Game is almost done, but there is still time to recall memories. Living in regret or discomfort is usually the standard experience, yet the hope of happiness is prominent. Achievements are meaningless at this stage, but it is nice when they contribute to the quality of your life lived.

You can look back now. The thing that was always there, far in the back of your mind, yet so close. Mortality. It is beautiful, silk-like. It flows around the body and presses into the spine, paralyzing its victim. It slides into the windpipe, closing around inflated lungs. The chest heaves as the heart grows heavy, quickening in panic. What little blood flows, stills. The body is heavy, breaking apart. It tears through your limbs. Each bone and each vein snaps. It’s alright, relax. You will not feel much more soon. To feel is to live. Embrace the emptiness. You’re ascending. No more pain, the end is here. Fall into the void. Relinquish your mind and let go. The border opens once again.

