
Yet Still You Climb

Author’s Note:
	For Emanating_Auras, birdzilla, passeridae.



Dedicated to two fellow authors whose encouragement has bolstered my experiments in form, and one who this story made me think of.

Seven Prayers to Seven Archons was published circa Inazuma. Were I to rewrite it now, this would be my thesis statement for Dendro.





You are in a dark room. It is cold.

What will you do now?

> sleepy

I don’t know how to “sleepy”.

> look

You are in a dark room. The ceiling is low and the furniture is cosy.

You are in your box. There is a fireplace nearby. There is an empty chair.

There is a doorway to the north. There is a doorway to the east.

> empty?

I don’t know how to “empty?”.

> wheres granny

I don’t know how to “wheres granny”.

It is cold.

> chair

Do you want to look at the chair?

> look chair

Next to the fireplace is a wooden armchair with a nice tall back. It has a thick beige cushion and a matching footrest. There is an end table to one side. There is a mug on the end table.

> look granny

You do not see Granny here.

> talk

You call out. No response.

It is cold.

> where is she

I do not know how to “where is she”.

> look mug

Granny’s mug sits on the end table. You cannot see inside it from here.

> tell about fireplace

Do you want to look at the fireplace?

> look atthe fireplace

I don’t know what “atthe fireplace” is.

> look fireplace

The fireplace is dark. You cannot see it properly from here.

> go closer to fireplace

To go closer to the fireplace, you must leave the warmth of your box, paltry as it is.

> leave box

It is cold. Are you sure?

> leave box

It is cold. Are you sure? (“YES”/“NO”)

> yes pleas

You climb out of the box. There is a cold draft. You shiver.

You can see the fireplace from here.

> look

There is a fireplace nearby. There is a small square box. There is an empty chair.

There is a doorway to the north. There is a doorway to the east.

> look fireplace

The fireplace is dark. The charcoal has long since burned out. The last embers fight a losing battle against the cold draft.

> look mug

Granny’s mug sits on the end table. You cannot see inside it from here.

It is cold.

> climb table

The end table is very small and barely has room for the mug. You may knock the mug over if you climb there.

> no

I don’t understand.

> do not break granys mug

I don’t know what “not break granys mug” is.

> bad

I don’t know how to “bad”. You don’t know how to “bad”. You do not “bad”.

> climb chair

You climb onto the seat of the chair. It has a nice tall back and two wooden arms. You are slightly below the end table.

There is a cold draft. You shiver.

> climb chair bar

I don’t know what “chair bar” is.

The chair has a nice tall back and two wooden arms.

> climb arms chair the chair arm two woodn arms

You climb onto a chair arm. You are slightly above the end table.

> look mug

There is a little tea left in the mug.

> grany always finish tea

I don’t know how to “grany always finish tea”.

> she is awake

I don’t know how to “she is awake”.

> check bed

You do not see a bed.

> east bedroom check bed look bed

You enter the bedroom to the east. There is a bed and a side table. There is a wardrobe. There is a door to the west.

You look at the bed. It is nearly made. Nobody has slept in it yet.

> went out today

You remember now. She went out this morning. She shut the windows and lit the fire and made sure you had lots of food.

> i love her

Yes.

> she should be back

She is not back yet.

> but she should be back

I don’t know how to “but she should be back”.

> look for granny

You don’t see her.

There is a cold draft. You shiver.

> go outside

The window is closed and bolted. This is to keep the snow out. There is a door to the west.

> i know theres a door

I don’t understand.

> i

You are not carrying anything.

> west north north

You enter the room to the west. There is a fireplace, a small square box, an armchair, and an end table.

You enter the room to the north. There is a big table, twice as tall as you, and cushions around it. There is a kitchen area. There is a small genkan without any shoes there.

There is a door to the north, but it is locked. There are windows to the north, but they are closed. This is to keep the snow out. There is a doorway to the south.

> go windowsill open window

You leap to the windowsill nearest to the front door. You push the window open. A few snowflakes drift in. One lands on your forehead.

There is a strong cold draft. You shiver.

> north

You leave the house via the window.

There is snow underfoot. There are trees in all directions. It is still snowing a little. It is very cold. You shiver.

> look for granny

It is dark. It has been snowing all day. It is hard to see footsteps. The air is dry and the house smells more strongly of her than the path does.

> listen

You listen carefully.

…

Birds flutter twixt trees.

Foxes’ tails brush through the snow.

You don’t hear humans.

> climb roof

You go to the roof of the house.

> look for granny

You still can’t see her.

> listen

You listen carefully.

…

Wind dusts snow from boughs.

The brook, half-frozen, burbles.

You don’t hear humans.

> look city

The city is somewhere to the southeast. But the moon is totally obscured this night, and the surroundings are pitch black without even a speck of light.

> where is she

You do not know where Granny is. You cannot see anyone from here.

It is very cold. You shiver.

> climb higher

You are already on top of the roof.

> where higher than roof??

Far to the north, hidden by the trees, you remember there is a mountain. Nearby, there are trees.

> there is a tall tree

Where?

> south of here

I believe you.

> go south

You move to the edge of the roof. The tiles are old but do not wobble underfoot. They are good tiles.

> off roof

I don’t know how to “off roof”.

> leave roof! silly

You return to the ground outside Granny’s house.

> south

You are in the woods. There are trees to the west, east, and south. Granny’s house is to the north.

It is very cold. You shiver.

> go to the tall tree

I don’t know how to go there.

> i will tell

Alright.

How do we go to the tall tree?

> south

A little to the south, then.

> south south over the brook

But how will you cross the brook?

> climb the big stone and then jump across careful steps

And once you’ve crossed?

> south south to the maple the crooked maple the maple with the big knot

The maple is crooked yet grand. Even in the dark, its dignity is clear for all to see.

What now?

> then west west to the road where the carts go by

The road is quiet this time of night. There are cart tracks through the snow. The road goes northwest and southeast.

> south one two three times then finally the big tree finally

Finally, you reach the big tree. It is exactly where you remember it.

> look tree

It is a tall, tall tree. You cannot even see just how high it goes, because of all the branches blocking your view.

It is very cold. You shiver.

> cold

It will be colder still, if you climb.

> is granny okay

You do not know.

> climb tree

This will be a journey of many steps.

You use a smaller tree nearby, a young cedar, to cross to the first branch of the big tree.

> look

You are on the first branch of a tall, tall tree.

Above you there are many branches. Below you is the ground.

> climb tree

The next branch is but a leap from here. You spring up, landing easily. But it is thin. So you must be careful where you place your paws.

> careful

You are careful in your movements.

> climb

You follow the branch out higher, then jump back towards the trunk, finding yourself a higher bough.

Up here, there is no shelter from the wind. Cold air blows. You shiver.

> closer to trunk

The wind is a little less, pressed against the sturdy trunk of the tree. But it is still cold.

> look

The tree’s roots are far below. Above you, twice as far, is the tree’s crown, dusted with snow.

> look for granny

You still cannot see her. I’m sorry.

> up

You begin your climb anew. You clamber and hop, slowly working your way up.

The wind does not abate. It is very cold indeed. You shiver.

> up

You are still shivering. It makes it hard to be sure of your footing.

> careful

Yes. Caution is best.

> up

You’re still sure?

> up climb tree up look granny

I understand.

Staying moving helps to keep the worst of the chill at bay, but still, it is no easy feat. Everything feels a little more difficult. You will need all your energy.

> ate well today

You ate well today. You often have, ever since Granny offered you a home.

> did granny eat well

Granny went out this morning. She shut the windows and lit the fire and made sure you had lots of food.

> i love her

Yes.

> climb

You clamber and hop, one bough at a time. The individual branches are not so important. What’s important is the direction you’re going.

> up

Up you go, one branch at a time.

It is very cold. You shiver.

> up

It is very cold. Your legs shake. Your tail is going numb.

> up

It is very cold. Yet still you climb.

Granny once told you a story about a boy she once knew. The boy wanted to marry the fisherman’s daughter.

> i like Grannys stories

You like Granny’s stories. Many times have you fallen asleep before the fire, warm and safe in your box, listening to her tell them.

The fisherman’s daughter did not want to marry him at first, because she had never fallen in love before but she dearly wanted to. The boy suggested that if they both tried, they might fall in love with one another.

> climb

The tree’s roots are far below. Above you, half as far, is the tree’s crown, dusted with snow.

You remember only pieces of the story. Perhaps you were asleep for some parts, warm and safe in your box.

You remember that there were many uncertainties and trials. The boy tried in many ways to win the heart of the fisherman’s daughter. The fisherman’s daughter tried very hard to see if her heart could be won.

> difficult

The climb is arduous. You will need all your energy.

> no. the story

I understand. The boy and the fisherman’s daughter faced very different challenges, both in their own ways. In meeting the challenges, in their successes and failures, they grew.

> grow grow grow

They grew as people. They grew as a tree grows. They grew as a town grows. They grew as a life grows.

> climb

You climb.

The boy and the fisherman’s daughter did not fall in love, in the end. Granny says there was a time that they thought they had fallen in love, and then afterwards, a time where they thought otherwise.

> happy ending

Yes, Granny said that, didn’t she? They might not have gotten what they’d set out to find, but they were very happy they’d tried.

> climb

The branches are smaller and denser here. No difficult leaps, just careful manoeuvring. You are tired, but your footfalls are sure, and your gaze is on the path ahead.

> climb

Close, now.

> climb!

As you near the crown of the tree, the clouds recede, and you see the moon.

> big

It is big.

> pale, like snow

It is pale like snow.

The crown of the tree is ahead, dusted with snow, and the snow, too, is pale.

> like the moon

The snow is pale like the moon.

> climb

You reach the crown of the tree, dusted with snow.

You have done it. Here you are, friend; here you stand.

From here, your view is unobstructed.

> look

You are on the crown of a tall, tall tree, dusted with snow. You can no longer see any clouds.

Below you there are snow-covered trees in every direction. To the north is a mountain. To the northeast is the moon. To the southeast there are shapes. There is ocean to the west and east.

> look at moon

The moon is big and pale like the snow, but so much brighter. There are patterns on it, like koi leaving ripples in a pond.

The night is cloudless, now; there is nothing between it and you.

> feel moon

The moon is beautiful, isn’t it?

You reach out but it is too far away.

> reach

You reach further, but the moon is still too far away. Even if you climbed another four trees, it would still be too far away.

> so far!

Perhaps another night.

> look south

To the southeast, past the trees, there are shapes. Buildings, with rooftops like Granny’s house. But they are so very big, if you can see them from here. And so many of them.

> count the buildings

One, two, three, four, five, six, another, another, another, another, another, another, so many, so many, so many, more than you can count, more than you can count, more than anyone can count.

> is that the city

I don’t know how to “is that the city”.

> city??

To the southeast, past the trees, there are shapes. Buildings, with rooftops like Granny’s house. But they are so very big. That is why you can see them from here. And there are so many of them.

> look city

The city is so big. It is bigger than the whole world. There are more buildings than there are grains of rice in a bowl.

> look people

You imagine there are people in the city, but from this distance they are as snowflakes to you.

> people

You’ve heard so many stories from Granny about the ordinary and extraordinary lives that people live. People like Granny, but so many of them.

> how many people?

In the city live many people, according to Granny. More than you can count. More than there are buildings. More than there are grains of rice in a bowl.

Suddenly there is a light, rising from the city.

> light?

There is a speck of light, rising from the city. Up, up, up!

> up up up!

You can’t go up from here.

> look at the light

The little light is bigger than a snowflake. It is the size of a soybean. It is beside the city and it is going up, past the buildings; up, up, up, without stopping.

> like a tree grows up up up

Or like a kitten climbs a tree.

> look at the light

Up and up goes the light. Its little trail of light reflects against the water.

You have a feeling that, if you wait a little longer, maybe you will see something.

> wait

You are on the crown of a tall, tall tree, dusted with snow. You watch a light rise above the city.

Suddenly, it bursts into bloom. It becomes a thousand lights, all different colours, all going different ways, this and that.

> I

Go on.

> I love it

The fireworks ignite something in your heart, and you watch, entranced. The blackness of night withdraws from the dazzling show of lights, and you see the city in all its glory.

> The people

In the city live many people, more than you can count.

> They see this too?

They are seeing the same fireworks you are seeing.

You are seeing the same fireworks they are seeing.

Different pairs of eyes, united in this moment.

Reds and golds and aquamarines bloom, covering the sky like a miniature cosmos.

> So many people!

Yes.

> So many stories

Yes.

> I like Granny’s stories

So you have said. Many times have you fallen asleep before the fire, warm and safe in your box, listening to Granny’s stories.

> Can

I don’t understand.

> Can I touch them?

Touch what?

> The stories!!

In the city live many people, more than you can count. The stories of the people are so many, more than there are grains of rice in a bowl

> More than if Every Grain Of Rice was a bowl??

You may very well be right.

> I want to touch the stories. I want to hear and see and feel and touch

They’re so close now. Like the moon, they’re out of arm’s reach…

> But they’re closer than the moon

Yes. Maybe you really could reach them, if you try.

> I

You?

The lights in the sky blossom into new shapes and colours.

> I…

Go on.

> I want to reach and touch

The stories are so close now. Like the moon, they’re out of arm’s reach… but maybe you could really reach them. They’re so close now.

> I want to be part of those stories.

They are such wonderful stories. You are already part of Granny’s. But there are so many more stories out there. More than many, more than if grains of rice were bowls. You want to be part of those stories.

> A thousand rays of shimmering lights

The fireworks?

> Oh, I meant the stories!

A lovely metaphor. How fast we grow.

> Can I be part of those stories?

I cannot tell you.

> Why not?

Because the answer depends on you. If you want to be part of those stories, if you want to intertwine your fate with the human world and its stories… that is what you mean, yes?

> Yes.

You want this?

> Oh, I really do.

Even knowing that the joys come with sorrows, that the warmest of summer days cycles with the dark of winter?

> I want it. If I can savour the joys maybe I can savour the sorrows too?

You understand, then. And knowing that it will be hard, knowing that it will be delicious and blissful, yet strange and confusing… knowing this, still, you want this so much.

> So much. Please.

It is cold. You are no longer shivering.

The fireworks dance and flicker. They will fade, and the memory will lose a little colour…

> I will treasure it even if it fades

Yes. I believe you.

> And I will make new memories from all the other stories I touch.

It seems you already understand. Becoming is not a moment: it is ongoing, it is a way of being.

> I’ll try my best.

Yes, you will, won’t you? You have climbed so far.

> How do I become part of those stories?

That is for you to discover.

> But I can, right? It’s possible?

That is not for me to answer. Only one person can, now.

> Me?

Yes. You.

> I think I can do it.

Go on.

> I just… put my mind to it, and try, right? Experience all the stories I can.

A thousand rays of shimmering lights.

> And I make sure not to forget why I’m doing it. Touching all the stories. Becoming is not a moment, it’s… what were your words again?

Not my words. Yours. In truth, the poetry has always been yours.

It went like this: Becoming is ongoing. Becoming is a way of being.

> Yes that’s it! A way of being. Becoming is not getting to the tree. Becoming is looking from the tree and then saying, I’ll go here next. And then you try to go there, and wherever the story takes you, you look around and you say, maybe I want to see that! Or you meet someone and you want to see where they go and you follow them a bit. It’s not staying in one place it’s not rereading one story it’s not a moment it’s all of the moments and how you have to choose where to go next each time.

See what I mean about the poetry?

> Um… no?

That is alright.

Look:

You are on the crown of a tall, tall tree, dusted with snow. The city is to the southeast, full of buildings, more buildings than there are grains of rice in a bowl. Perhaps Granny is there somewhere.

> So I guess… 

Many times have you fallen asleep before the fire, warm and safe in your box, listening to her tell them.

> I’ll try my best

The boy and the fisherman’s daughter tried their best, and even if they did not go where they expected to go, they grew. In the trying, they grew.

> That’s my answer

That’s your answer.

It is cold. You are no longer shivering. The fireworks have faded but their light lingers, casting colours upon the rooftops below.

> All those stories…

A thousand rays of shimmering lights.

> …I can become part of them.

Yes.

Assuredly, yes.

And so here you are, friend; here you stand.

What will you do now?

> 




