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“Think of it!”

 

“What am I to think of Niran?” Khemkhaeng asked his brother with a puzzled look on his face.  

 

Continuing with voice trembling from frustrated despair, Niran replied, “Ancestors passed down untruths telling us it was useless and impossible, they were gone with the wind dusting the world. Those are the kinds of things which lead people and all living creatures and organisms into oblivion.”

 

 “Niran, what are you trying to tell me?”

 

“Look up, down, left and right.  Do you see anything amiss?  Does any particle of life seem out of place to you?  Look hard, very hard.”

 

Chagrined, for Niran wasn’t clearly expressing what he was trying to convey, “Another one of his guessing games, I suppose,” Khemkhaeng thought with distain.  He was tired of his twin brother’s guessing games.

 

“Well, did you look?  You’ve had plenty of time.”  Niran was quite the pest, nearly pushing Khemkhaeng to the point of wanting to walk away from his Siamese twin brother.  

 

Born in Siam in 1689 the two had been inseparable all of their young lives.  Although they had differences of opinion, often wanting to take a different road, the duo stayed together.  They were loyal brothers. 

 

Now at an age where they could clearly see and think things through, these brothers were brilliant far beyond anyone’s belief.  Niran was the questioning brother, always curious about something or another.  He posed the questions and curiosities no one else could see or imagine, while Khemkhaeng pondered things and when ready had logical answers to his brother’s quizzical questions.

 

Looking at his troubled brother, who was very close by, Khemkhaeng felt deep empathy for him.  He knew his brother was hurting and crying within for answers.  

 

Niran knew there were answers, yet most often he didn’t know how to find the answers and that’s where his brother came in.  The two were a demanding set of opposites, yet complimenting one another.  

 

Walking around the spherically shaped, brilliantly lit, work of perfection so large as to make them out of breath, neither brother knew if the object was art of a different form they had ever seen.  A golden colored flat plane surrounded the center diameter of the object, which was a circular dome of equally brilliant gold.

 

No one in even the largest gilded temple of Siam, Niran and Khemkhaeng’s home in Ayutthaya, could see this huge object.  Perhaps it was sent to harm the mystical beauty of the magnificent city, where there were golden domes, stone encrusted bridges and castles. 

 

The narrow streets were paved with pearls of white and rare, black pearls, serving as grout.  No animals were allowed to walk upon the streets with the exception of a special breed of cat.

 

***

The brilliance of Siam’s gold served as a beacon to all travelers, guiding them on their way to grandness.  

 

French people from all stations in society visited Siam when their grape harvests were over and the pruned vines lie resting dormant, in preparation for the hard work ahead:  Growing lush vines filled with huge clusters of myriad varieties of grapes, ready in time for the following season’s crop.  In the 17th century money was abundant for the French.  

 

People from other countries traveled to Siam to see the beauty they had heard of from people on their return trip to their respective homeland. Their treks were not burdensome for they were eager to see this city of gold they only heard about from voices unknown to them.

 

Siamese people wore garments so ornate they were in themselves a traveler’s story to take home on their return, many taking a garment home for display.  Most all travelers were from afar and sailed in vessels with many tall masts, and then traveled across land with crisp, yet warm, air to reach the destination they saw from a great distance.  

 

Khemkhaeng and Niran were kept away from the peering eyes of foreigners. The brothers weren’t bothered by their necessary avoidance of the travelers, for they knew no other way of life.  Frail in health, they were not aware of their precarious time on earth.  

 

Niran so consumed with curiosity, and Khemkhaeng always probing for answers to questions his brother put forth before him, they went as far as they could without crossing the invisible boundary they had been given. It was doubted by all in the castle and smaller castle-like dwellings within the kingdom the twins would ever lose their thirst for knowledge.

 

***

 

The brothers were different from all in Ayutthaya.

 

Their parents were aware they had brought forth, with the birth of Khemkhaeng and Niran, a most unusual vision for all of Siam.  

 

Thuanthong, their father, was amazed at the genes he passed on to his sons.  His wife, Karawek, the most special of three wives, was treated as higher than the highest royal ruler of all under the veil of Thailand and its bordering countries for she had given the country a namesake which would live on forever.  

 

The husband and wife were bowed to; people placed gifts at the gates of their castle.  They were humbled by the gestures of best wishes the people put forth toward them.  

 

Thuanthong and Karawek did not know strength of the powers their young sons possessed.  As they grew in age, the brothers never felt the brilliance with which they led their seemingly solitary lives, even though they saw more than all people.

 

Wizards from many countries, riding their magic carpets, descended upon Ayutthaya to find out how Khemkhaeng and Niran came about their visions and answers. The brothers had no answers for the wizards who were allowed one minute each with the brothers. All the twins could say was that they rarely questioned and they accepted all that was given to them.  

 

One could see enchanted carpets flying off into the direction from whence they came, disconcerted wizards were returning to their respective domains with no answers for their kings and queens.

 

***

 

There, in the vivid glow of gold they didn’t know whether the spherically shaped object was shades of gold or if the golden dome which spread her brilliance afar was playing her delightful games with them.   

 

Niran was the first to hear noise.  Khemkhaeng, who was deaf in one ear, had difficulty hearing certain tone ranges.  He could not hear what Niran heard within the huge center dome.

 

Frustrated, Niran stomped his left foot.  Khemkhaeng followed suit and stomped his right foot.  They began laughing.  Laughter to ease the heavy burden they knew lie ahead.  They had to find out what was inside this magnificent artistry only they could see, for it was in their secret gallery.

 

They felt the creation held a breath-taking answer, one they could not yet see.

 

In his excitement at his find: what he heard echo through the walls of the dome, Niran erred and shared what he heard with his best friend, Somehair. 

 

Standing on the smooth golden rings surrounding the dome, Niran whispered in Somehair’s ear, “I hear noises coming from beneath me, from around me.  I feel as though I am going to bump into something.  Something alive.”  

 

Somehair shook his head while lowering it to avoid looking into Niran’s eyes.  He didn’t want to tell Niran what he thought, but felt he should. “No!” he told Niran, “No, you must not seek answers any longer, for surely you and Khemkhaeng will have regrets.”

 

Niran laughed at his friend and told him he needed to believe in himself at least once.  

 

Making the excuse that it was time to prepare for the fitting of his new slippers, gown, and headpiece, Somehair hastily departed.  He didn’t like these times when he had to make changes in his clothing.  The changes came about as one’s station in life changed.  He told people he was soon to change from boyhood to manhood.  This new wardrobe would signify his manhood. 

 

Somehair didn’t feel like a man, for men no longer cared about much at all, they were serious, he felt like a young boy.  No one knew of the secret he held tightly in his heart.  His secret often reaped him great monetary rewards and accolades.

 

Feeling uplifted, he left his friend.  

 

Niran had no idea Somehair had seen much more than he would tell.  He was returning to tell the soothsayer of his find.  Somehair wanted to make a claim on the find and be hailed as the discoverer of the grandest form of art mankind had.  

Material gain was the only reason Somehair befriended anyone for he was a traitor to all.  He was not a child; he was a grown man who was born to look like an eternal child.  

 

***

 

Lingering at the huge object they found, the twins saw a soft, slow blinking aura coming from within the dome which was now pulsating.  It was not a fearful sight; in fact it was quite peaceful.  

 

The brothers knew this would be a night no one would find them.  They agreed they would not return until they uncovered the secret of the massive and peaceful object.  This marked the night of the last light from the heavens for many months forward.

 

Niran and Khemkhaeng patiently and quietly waited.  A small light shined though a fissure in a silently opening door.  Khemkhaeng became excited for it was then he could hear the noise that Niran tried so hard to explain.  

 

Peering from a distance the brothers watched as ever so slowly the door continued to be enveloped into the dome. 

 

They were beckoned into the dome.  Without trepidation they began their long walk across the circular plane of gold.  Finally reaching the opening of the huge dome, they were amazed at what they saw.

 

Stories handed down through the centuries told of a land that held many species of animals and plants, fish and water life of many kinds.  Yet, the brothers were looking at all they had learned was extinct.  All extinct creatures, flora and fauna were dwelling within the huge dome.  Plants, trees, and small animals living on, and in, rich soil served as food and shade for the larger Sylvisaurus and Heirosaurus, not to mention their winged counterparts, and the most famous single named dinosaurs.  The word dinosaur had conjured up a single animal, yet Khemkhaeng and Niran knew differently for before them they were seeing every extinct creature and plant on earth.  

 

They had found the lost city.  

 

Khemkhaeng provided names for all of the species they saw, although he had never in his life cast his eyes on them. Niran knew a place like this had to exist.  His brother, with his power of logic, had previously told Niran of the life, which was still alive, and he described it perfectly.

 

The water was gentle, abundant with Algae; Vanvoorstia Bennettiana, a form of seaweed, which was fodder for the many fishes swimming below.  The Triblobites, although bottom dwellers of the sea, could be seen.  They were amazed at the water creatures, large and small, swimming and living in peace beneath the azure blue sea.

 

Niran, whose name translated to “eternal”, was the eternal seeker and Khemkhaeng, whose name meant strong, led the way for he was the strongest of the two brothers, allowing Niran to search for the new and unusual.  
 

Tricolopes, a Neanderthal woman, who was quite beautiful and the forerunner of their mother, came forth and invited them to stay and travel the world with them.  The bewildered brothers looked at one another.  

 

Niran asked where the other creatures of each species were.  She explained they had aboard one of each species, and those had been cloned, were asexual.  She told them mankind would learn of this method many centuries from then.  

 

Khemkhaeng asked about their parents.  What would they do?  Tricolopes told them their parents were already aboard, awaiting their sons.  She told them this meant they would be a family staying alive and healthy forever.  Living in peace for all eternity.  

 

Animals could be heard speaking in their own tongues to one another.  They were co-existing peacefully.  They were in the purist of all environments.  

 

Across the forest of trees of various kinds, and beauty of all kinds, they saw their parents waving for their sons to come to them.  Feeling no fear, Niran and Khemkhaeng walked slowly toward their parents touching the plants foreign to their fingers, and talking to the animals strong and tall in stature and gentle in nature.  

 

A miracle began during the twin’s unhurried walk. They slowly separated in a sprinkling of glittering stars.  Niran and Khemkhaeng looked at one another and found they were individual beings, not co-joined as they had been. 

 

Indeed, they were in Shangri-la, Saturn of the Universe.

 

As the door to the dome was nearly closed, Somehair could be heard crying out, “This is my discovery!  My discovery!”  The oracle beside him laughed and said, “I think you have a great imagination man.  Go live a life of your own and try to do good for others, instead of taking from those you claim to befriend.    

 

In his wisdom, the oracle told the dejected Somehair, who was on his way back to his own small home of gold, “Bpit torng lang pra is what you will begin” 

 

Somehair turned around and began crying, for he knew the oracle said what he needed to hear all of his years.  “Doing good deeds without seeking attention is what you will begin.”

 

END

