The Caterpillar's Chronicle

Tite land dic not bea when it Ceaned to fight.
Jt levned where it would hend.
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that Builets so slowly no-one thinks to sk when it stewted. “The gruownd felt it foust. 9t aluonys
does. Weight woived and stayed. Gnother weight answered it. Vieither wished to move, and

They wete not enemies at the beginning. ey wete not friends either. Thiey wete simply
close—too-dlose ot ilence to setle hetween ther. Dot pressed against one anathet untf
they loat thein edges. FHands stayed idle too long. Waiting has a way of demanding
something to- hold.

V¥ jetal was (ifted, notto stk hu to-anchot the memet

Waiting makes people nestless.

Vhen the dlash came, it did not announce ttself. It did not cuy out ot fall from the sky. It
cae like heat. The kind. that sinks downsomud, that stays longs afte the day has passed. Thie
fields took it in without asking what it was for. Stones kept it quietly. Blood fed the soil
without being named as such.



Late, when people walked thete again, they said the ground felt wwum heneath theix feet. s if
the eanth had not yet decided what to-do with what it had heen given. s f it were still
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“Two figuees wete placed hetween the sides, not as bidges, hut as weight. Votds were chosen

with cee. Cines wete stuightened. TOhat had once been loud Ceaned how to-le ffat. They
called it unity hecause the land needed something to nest heneath, and that wotud was dose

enough.

Roots netwuned to theve wotk. Tater nesumed its pace. Tamne folded the moment and set it
aside whete it would not trip anyone moving too-quickly to look down. “From a distance, it
(ooked (ke frealing. Lip close, it looked (ke containment.

Costs do not vanish when no one names them.

They ecwun frowo to- stand. qictly.

Not fan from whete the ground was pressed flat, a woom wemained prepaned. Svenything
stayged whete it belonged. Svey suwiface kept cean enough not to ask questions. <The pattens



continued hecause stopping would have meant admitting who no-longer (it inside them. Glhsence
was measwied with cane, as i precision could keep it fuom spreading.

Odevsagel.

Elsewhere, hands stayed busy. Votk hecame a place to hide. Steam vose. Tools wete (ifted.
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epes stayed down. Creation nepeated itself, not to- mend what had hroken, hut to keep it from
Some places lewned to use noise as wumot. Songs began hefote the last one ended. Cups {illed
hefote they wete empty. Paughter wodved in groups, not hecause joy was plentiful, hut hecause
aftewomd—a space that felt touched, a guin that lingered without a body. Vlothing was taken.
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Time, however, was not as fotgiving.

Jt tightened aound those whose steps wete counted. Lists guew longer. Routes memoiged
themselves. Late hecame a thueat. Gllmost became wotse. Fowvand motion felt safer than
stilliness, even when no-one could say whete fouwoaud led.



Not all at once. Vot leanly.

Wawunth spread out until it could no longer he gathered. SHabits lingered aften thein neason
left. €1 woom lewuned how to-hold quiet without expecting etwmn. Vothing vanished. Something
The land noticed.

Much laten—o pethaps ewdier than anyone wealiged—a child entered the place without
heing told it was  place at . “The world apened hecause it was looked at. Distance bent.
Color listened. Comers soffened. Nothing wamned her what mattered yet, so- eveujthing did.

Clnother presence stayed falf  step hehind. Viot guiding. Vot pulling. Pust dose encugg to-
keep the ground whete it was meant to-be. Tite land vemembers that moment differently each
time it is told.

Glhove it all, the Crown remained.

Jt die not stay standing because it wished to. It stayed hecause it had to. Loss gathered
heneath nesponsihility until cane havdened into-command. VOhat could not he saved was
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asked fo it ot not.



Centainty became mote valuable than tuth. Shape matteted mote than accwnacy. Semeene had
to-be found so-the otder couldd vemain intact. VOhethen the sewuch was right ot wiong stopped

heing the question.

Thte hunt began quietlly.

Thtrough all of this, the Caterpille watched.

Mot from above.

Mot fom outside.

Close enougfhto fee the heat ise from the ground. Close enough tofnow when helief avived

duessed as advice. UW0hen ity becare o vestuaint, hen seeing too much began to-slow the
step.

SHe dicd not intewene.

He el does.

Some stoties are not meant to-be coveected. Thiey wre meant to he nemembered. That is why this
one i tod nea fielight, whete detaits shifthut the shape stays. Sach telling presses ancther

[ootprint into- ground that will not keep it long.

Thte land continuies, not because it is stable, but because it is seen.

The mist nemains.
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