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He faltered. The weight of the white marble column on his back bore into the area 

between his shoulder blades, seeming intent on melding with his spine. A good thing, 
perhaps. He never did have the best posture and was in awe of the way that the All Body 
carried himself.  

Oh- the All Body! How he loved the All Body! He lived only for the All Body. 
His faceted eyes were crimson and shone like two ripe pommes, his chiseled face- so 
perfect, oh! And his carthagenous muscle, unique among humans- no, he should not refer 
to the All Body as human. No, no, no. That was his name. Human. 

Everyone was Human. But not the All Body. Never, never! 
He froze. Suddenly scared of being late, he resolved to worship the All Body 

later, during the allotted time set aside for such an activity by their Lord- Oh! And what a 
wonderful Lord he was! But he shoved those thoughts aside and hastily hoisted the pillar 
higher on his back so as not to let it drag on the floor. 

Which it did. Quite loud, in fact. Marble on tile was not the most pleasing sound 
either, but that was completely lost on him, once again entranced by the All Body’s glory. 

Behind him, also oblivious to the noise, followed Human, slightly taller and of a 
stockier build than Human, so his pillar hovered a few inches above the floor, 
occasionally kissing the tiles with a clumsy “clunk!”. 

A third human- also Human- followed behind the two Humans, carrying an ornate 
vase and having a much easier time of multitasking his mental worship of the All Body 
than the first two. 

The vase had two large golden handles and repeating designs of geometric swirls 
coalescing back and forth along its rim. The rim in question was large enough to allow 
Human (any one of them) to squeeze into. Its most remarking feature was the 
embellishment on its front face of two large rubies of iridescent crimson- completely 
worthless if not for the uncanny resemblance to the All Body’s eyes. 

The procession continued with humans carrying all sorts of things one might 
expect to see at a holy ritual.Next came Human, the only human with green eyes. After 
him, Human. And then, Human. About two thousand humans altogether. 

Today was a special day for the All Body. He was going to be wed. Whatever that 
meant. Human didn’t know. 

As they reached the end of the tiled pathway, they passed more marble columns 
of ionic design before they reached a staircase. The steps were long and shallow. So 
much so that the need for a staircase at this juncture was almost redundant and they were 
walking more than climbing. But they couldn’t refuse the All Body when he asked for 
stairs to be built leading to the altar on which he would be wed, a spot which, ironically, 
was on relatively flat ground. 

Human, the one leading the procession, column almost entirely integrated with his 
back now, could see the All Body ahead, facing them, waiting patiently in the center of 
Utopia, a city named after himself. 

Utopia came to be- they all came to be- when the All Body decided thus. He 
birthed humanity, though not human himself, and with each consecutive creation his 
smile grew. More love towards us, the humans thought. But when Human was born 



yesterday, the All Body announced that there would be a day of celebration and set 
Human to organize the event. 

This included building the “stairs” that they had just walked up, collecting 
offerings of food such as grapes, bread, cheese and various meats, and having the entire 
population of Utopia clear their schedules for the next day to attend the ceremony, which 
they were all ecstatic to do. 

The two thousand humans each bowed before Utopia as they found a place to sit 
in makeshift wooden bleachers positioned in a semi-circle behind the All Body. He 
wanted to be the first to behold his new wife. The first two humans in the procession set 
up the pillars on either side of the low stone altar, the first dropping dead, vertebrae 
crushed and nerve fibers mingling with organs like spaghetti and meatballs.  

The All Body took no notice, instead, selecting the surviving member of the pair 
and telling him to sit in the vase placed right in front of the altar by the third human, who 
also bowed and left for the stands behind the All Body where the rest of humanity 
patiently fantasized. 

As the shadow of twilight fell upon them, the ceremony begun. Utopia stood on 
the altar, which was short enough to be dubbed a stepping stool and mumbled some 
words that didn’t quite reach humanity behind him. A short bark of laughter followed and 
he plunged his hand into his body. 

Humanity gasped and was torn. Alarmed to see the All Body injured, but also too 
loyal to displease him by leaving their seats, they sat there, immobile, patient, but fidgety. 

Utopia grasped something in his chest, just below where the humans had hearts, 
and pulled out a rib, the wound healing so quickly that the skin clutched at his hand as if 
begging to return a precious possession. 

He held the rib up for all to see and clasped it with both hands, cleaving it down 
into the vase into the skull of Human, who was sitting there contently until but a moment 
ago. He was enjoying the view since he was tall enough for his eyes to peek over the rim 
of the vase at the receding light in the sky. The light had receded entirely now. All was 
dark. 

The vase quickly filled with his blood and mixed with the organic material in the 
rib of the All Body, coagulating almost immediately into more lumps of flesh and bone 
that spilled down his head and neck over his body, transforming him. Human’s body was 
no more. In it’s place was something similar, but altogether more foreign, almost alien. 

It rose from the vase, covered by the silhouette of the All Body, humanity craning 
their necks for a better glance, curiosity always besting loyalty. 

Utopia, happier than he’d ever been, embraced it, called it “her” and “she”, 
further piquing the curiosity of the humans. The All Body turned slightly, revealing the 
upper body of She. She had two peculiar, sizable mounds emerging from it’s chest and a 
sleeker complexion from the rest of humanity. Gone was Human, in his place was She. 

The All Body held She with one hand and turned fully, presenting his new bride 
to his servants of the last one hundred years. Then, he raised his free hand and casually 
swiped horizontally, obliterating humanity in one fell swoop. They were no longer 
needed, they thought as they saw death meet them.  

He had She. 
 
	


