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   Where the shapes came from, nobody knew, but Nicholas, 

unlike the others, found them interesting.  The villagers 
acknowledge that the shapes had come into existence and 
they admitted with frivolity that no one knew how, but 
that was all.  

  In this sequestered community time was sacrosanct, 
and the time it took to acknowledge such a thing as those 
ridiculous shapes or circles or whatever they were, was 

altogether too much time wasted.  Work needed to be done.  
The economy, as it was common to say, wasn’t going to 
survive on its own.  People needed things as well as 
stuff.  For instance they needed food and shelter because 
one cannot survive without food or shelter.  They needed 
tables and chairs to sit upon while eating.  They needed 
clothes, hats and gloves because without garments one 
would become cold.  They needed purses for carrying, 
umbrellas for protection, wind chimes as art, jewelry for 
status and paint for fences and walls.  They needed 

watches for telling time, rugs for cleaning soles, balls 
to throw and score with, magazines and television for 
witnessing the world, phones for sharing information 
and money; they needed money to get all these things and 
acquire some more stuff so the economy could continue 
surviving. 

 Typically Nicholaus drove to work but the day after 
the circles were discovered Nicholas walked to work and 
walked poorly, tripping over most curbs.  He bumped into a 



hand full of people and poles, two baby carriages and a 
dog.  While at work, he worked poorly because he was 
thinking about the circles.  That night at the dinner 
table he did not participate in the family’s discussions 
related to movie stars, and bikinis and hairstyles and 
the latest fashions.  In fact, throughout the evening’s 
conversation, Nicholas heard but did not register a 
single word.  Before the circles presence he would have 
enthusiastically conversed over which actors were the 

best and which were the worst.  What famous people were 
to be most envied and what swimwear would be both, “hot” 
but also acceptable to wear once winter was over.  On 
that night however, he heard nothing and said nothing 
and only thought about the circles.  His mind had been 
burgeoning with inquietude.  

  His priorities had shifted, which inspired those 
around him to embrace mercurial moods based on the fact 
that time, his time and consequently theirs had been 

abused.  It seemed that pedagogue, professor Time, had a 
voice that wasn’t quite as loud to Nicholas as it had been 
previously.  

 Nicholaus had exhaustedly ignored his alarm clock 
due to late nights lying awake thinking about shapes.  
Carpool stations and appointments were ignored due to 
perpetual thoughts bubbling around circles.  But he 
couldn’t help himself.   Those circles, those strange, 
those obliquely wonderful patterns filled his brain with 

thoughts other than schedule. 

 The week continued in the same fashion.  Nicholas 
walked poorly, talked poorly, worked poorly, listened 
poorly and behaved as badly in the role of father and 
husband as anyone in the village had ever witnessed.  So 



his boss fired him and his wife kicked him out of the 
house, but Nicholas hardly even noticed.  The circles, 
always the circles were running round his mind.  He went 
to the park and sat under the blue sky of day.  Night fell 
and there he stayed on the same bench and slept and 
dreamt about the circles.   

     The next morning he rose with the sun and without 
thinking about breakfast, his work or his family he 
began walking east and ascended the great hill.  At the 

highest point he sat with a perfect view of the circles 
carved into the crops below.  There he stayed and stared.  
Time unwitnessed, passed.  The sky, always clear and 
always blue, faded into a starry night, and still he sat.  
The next day was the same and the day after that.  He did 
not eat.  He did not drink.  He did not sleep.  He only 
stared.   

     On the fourth day as the sun rose, the ever present 
blue sky cracked.  It fractured as if the atmosphere was 

nothing more that the shell of an egg, waiting all this 
time to hatch.  The crack, thin at first, seemed to rise up 
off the horizon paralleling the circles on the ground.  
Nicholas, though frightened, did not move.  He sat and he 
stared.  Somewhere in the back of his mind he expected to 
hear or see a ruckus arising from the town.  He expected 
panic, an uproar, something, anything, but there was 
nothing.  It seemed he was the only one to notice the 
cracking sky.   

     As it split wider and wider Nicholas witnessed 
bubbling colors of red, yellow, orange and green 
percolating from a place forever hidden behind the 
forever constant clear blue.  The sky pulled further and 
further away, giving space for gushing brilliance.  



     As the curtain of blue drew back further and 
further, Nicholas’s mind opened wider and wider.  His 
clothes deteriorated and fell from his body.  Still he 
pondered not noticing or caring about his nudity.  His 
mind flowed with lucid thought never experienced before.  
Things became clear to him.  People, animals, water, 
earth, all seemed to make one harmonious song that he, 
for the first time in his life could hear.  The song, if it 
was a song, was clean, clear and inviting, and he felt 

grateful for the invitation.  He rejoiced and smiled and 
continued staring and as he did, he felt lighter and 
stronger.  Then humility, as he had never known it before 
trickled down his cheeks and as those tears fell, he rose; 
a misfit among mortals. 

    


