[bookmark: _GoBack]Once Upon a time...
In the land of Preshti-mughun, where the sun and heated stones have a long meet. Suddenly, the fiery dust fade and wet soil clog to the feet of passers-by undeterred. People walking in unseemly order with faces soaked with rain drops, yet you could dimly see joy and a positive gait as they raced to meet in small groups for the festival of Apolotima. It was the very first rain in the year. And it was usually a joyous and spontaneous celebration.
Fathers, mothers and children, young maidens with breasts as firm as walls and young men in all their natural endowments. It was customary for the rain to kiss bare skins, as they held hand-in-hand; singing, clapping and jumping. It was a mark of new beginnings, progress and of course an happily-ever-after for the young maidens, who find their crushes and one true love in their realest forms. Also, unsettled discourses amongst the people were resolved there at the sound of the summoning gong. New couples form by an agreement signed by sighting, whispers, smiles, nods and a 'legal sanction' by the parents at the 'huts of love', where the union will be consummated.
It is was an elaborate worship of a deity. Each one bows in turns to the One great stone of ages whistling, dancing, clapping and singing; whose name was left unnamed but supposedly known by their ruler and King. They allure unrestrained praises to the unknown for sending them rain. And pray for a new season, peace, more food, wine and more children; which was a sign of strength, virtue and even wisdom. They lived without the complexities of an elite community. A 'new elite', I do rather say, as 'communal' is noble.
At the same hour, a thousand miles away, sits a cosmopolitan city, 'Rock-Duke Town', known for its commerce. You could see fuming pipes of industries plague the air, a sea of heads, fleets of cars trail the sophisticated roads as the traffic lights gave silent orders. Against the decorum were drivers who disregarded the time and patience of other road users.
The people had ambitious faces and selfish focus, a determined gait as they walked and ran off the streets, some waiting for the day's business in their stores, those in luxury cars with a damn-the-world look as they wade dirty water on those who were on the walk-lane in careless speed and abandon. 
It is a battle place for societal relevance than humane living. Justice often cave in at the bourgeoisie and yes, the worship here is Mammon not communal love. 
The rain kept pounding on everyone and on everything in it's space- the earth, in torrents of vertical outpour as though it would rain a day only. Just as the night lay with the twilight giving birth to the day. It was 6:30 a.m on a beautiful Monday morning... 
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