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MELOPEPON (1.2) 
Today the Mule does her groceries. Saddle-bags on her back, she passes the computer to the left side. Her lime-stone shines blindingly below the morning sun. The trot down the path to ground-level will take an hour. Melopepon clops over irregular limestone pavement that spreads out like pudgy fingers of corral, and she passes tall white sand-tower-karsts that point to pierce the sky. Bright clouds expand endlessly over PML, moving and morphing as quickly as a timelapse. The White Court appeases the Mule and intimidates the Lipid.
The Mule waits at a lonely bus stop where the rocky mountains end and the salt flats begin. She kicks at lines of white sand that connect into thousands of natural polygons across the desert. The bus runs over the erosion of its own desire-path. The mule braces for air-conditioning; she prefers the heat and its silence. She sits across a large bat. It looks like it’s chewing on something until she realizes it’s its nocturnal reflex of echolocation. She wonders about her image in the bat’s mind: a graph of several horizontal planes, or a spiky ball confused by her thousands of individual hairs, or her being transposed onto sheet music, or in the grooves of a vinyl record. But, when the bat leaves for its stop, she notices it really was chewing on something: strawberry-kiwi gum.
Later Melopepon returns up the mountain with her groceries. She stops to look at her computer wallpaper. It is a pen and watercolor Blake of a nude woman under black drapery. She looks to a mule grazing on grass, a large-eyed owl that glares straight-forward, and a type of reptile peeking behind a rock. Then the Mule passes the computer to her left.
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