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The man wakes. Pitter-patter rain over head. He rubs his eyes. Scoots a little 
further under the tarp. He hadn’t wanted to put it up but… better safe than 
sorry. He closes his eyes. Willing himself back to sleep. Too late. Every little 
sound woke him nowadays. The rain gets more intense. 

The tarp sags under the water. The man sits. Grabs a corner. Just in case. He 
would regret not sleeping in the morning. They would regret sleeping if the cave 
collapsed. It wasn’t much, a faded blue rag with more holes than the two of them 
had fingers. It kept them warm.

He rummages through his pack. He finds what he’s looking for. He makes a 
funnel from the tarp. Begins filling his canteen. 

Fresh water was rare. Clean water was rare. This could barely be considered 
either. It was drinkable. He glances over at the quivering figure next to him. 
Hopefully the fool would sleep the night. He knew that was unlikely but still. It 
had been a long time since either of them had slept a whole night. 

Bottle full. He returns it to the pack. He shivers in the damp. Clutches his 
jacket closer. He can’t see through hole. He didn’t need to. It all looks the same. 
Rocks. Trees. Snow. Lots of Snow. 

He had memories of cougars. But never seen one. Who knew if they were 
still around. If they were he’d never seen it. If they were to be eaten, he didn’t 
know how to stop it. The man quivers again.

Poor fool. Get to the Rockies they said. The Rockies are the only safe place 
they said. There was snow they never said. Lots of snow. The man made it. Two 
weeks. That’s all they had. It was a long way. 3100 miles. He had barely made it. 
Bicycle. Named it George. But George was dead. All that was left was a bicycle. 
The Fool quivered again.

It was cold here. Colder than he had ever known. The Fool knew though. 
Midas says. It was a game. Midas says dig. Midas says sleep. Midas says live. 
Midas says. The man says it’s raining.

Six a.m. the sun rises. The rain stops. The man sits and stares around him. 
Snow like always but less. The rain washes some away. 

He struggles to the mouth of their cave. Always more snow. Always cold. 
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Yesterday’s path looks weary. Beaten about by the rain. He finds the nearest 
tree. Urinates. Yellow snow. It freezes like every morning. 

Midas says find.
The man looks over his shoulder. A head emerges from their cave.
Midas says spot.
He nods in acknowledgement. The King emerges. He comes close to the man. 

Urinates. They share the same snow. The man stays. He knows not to move.
Midas say pack.
He goes back to their cave and pulls at the tarp. It comes and the cave 

collapses. There’s no energy for profanity. He begins to dig. He finds George’s 
handle. The bike tugs free from the snow. Their bags attached. 

Midas says walk.
The man had given up. Where were they walking. Only Midas knows. 

George does not work in the snow. But the man cannot leave him behind. Again. 
The snow crunches as Midas leaves. The man has no choice. Follow the King.

It’s another day of walking. Another day of George getting stuck. Another 
day following the fool. Midas doesn’t say stop. Midas doesn’t say drink. Midas 
doesn’t say anything.

The man wonders when he ate last. Midas doesn’t know. He remembered 
Tampa. No snow in Tampa. No trees in Tampa. Not like these anyway. And 
food. Lots of food in Tampa. Not like this anyway.

Midas says stop.
The man doesn’t hear. George keeps rolling through the snow. George 

attacks Midas. Midas screams.
Midas says ouch.
The man stops. George bit Midas. He could see where. Red on white. Blood 

on Snow. It was pretty.
Midas says stop.
The man obeys. There’s bandage in the pack. He removes it and stops. The 

King catches his eye. The man kneels. 
Midas says heal. 
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Wrapping a leg is easy. Too easy now. He was never a doctor. Funny word: 
doctor. Should mean healer, never did. There were no doctors now. The man 
could heal though. 

Midas says look.
The man follows the finger. Just more snow. The man picks up George. 

George pushes through the snow again. Like a snow plow. Remember snow 
plows. The man didn’t. Tampa didn’t need snow plows.

Midas says look.
The fool hasn’t moved. The man looks again. Just snow. He turns.
Midas says look.
The man continues.
Midas says anger.
The man stops. He could hear the running steps. He closes his eyes.
His head explodes. George falls. So does the man. The pain is no more than it 

ever is. Pain. Snow. Pain snow. Day. Night. Day. Night. Always pain. Always 
snow.

The man looks from the ground to see the King. Balled fists.
Midas says look.
The man looks. A hole. No many holes. No tracks. The man smiles. Midas 

always says so.


