
 
There once was a city where every neighborhood was perfect and every street exceptionally 
safe. All the houses were the same size and shape as if by decree, and all shrubs squarely 
trimmed with exactitude. And from the outside, the citizens lived perfectly perfect lives.  
 
For Martin, coming home from school every day was the worst, for his mother was always 
waiting like a sentinel at the window. As he trudged up the steps, the front door, brown like 
every other door on the block, would swing open, his mother swooping to down plant a kiss on 
his cheek. She’d kneel to unlace his shoes, pulling them off his feet and carefully placing them 
in the rack to make certain that no crumble of dirt got near the gleaming formica floor. Then 
backpack to a hook, coat neatly on the rack, snack served - healthy of course: five carrot sticks 
and a dab of ranch with a cold glass of milk.  
 
And the questions would begin. “Your school day, how was it Martin?” she would ask. “And the 
other boys - you didn’t let them play tag with you again, did you? You know how dangerous that 
is. You could get a skinned knee, then an infection, perhaps lose a limb. I couldn’t take it if 
something happened to you.” He would always answer to the best of his ability, because really, 
he did love his mother- truly he did - but, all he wanted to do were those very things she 
expressly forbade him to do. He wanted to do fast things, dangerous things, upside down things 
- he wasn’t sure why, since he hadn’t ever tried them, but it just seemed right. 
 
These questions would often continue on at dinner time as well. It was “pass the salt,” and “eat 
your green beans” and “did you remember to button your jacket today? I can’t have you 
catching a cold,” and so on and so forth. She would ask and ask and he would nod and smile 
and kick lightly at his chair, just enough to feel the the thump but not so hard that she could 
hear. He knew she meant well enough, but it was maddening. 
 
Until one day he could take the stifling silence no longer and kicked back his chair from the 
dinner table, the wood scraping violently along the polished plastic tile. He relished the 
discordant noise unexpectedly, and scooted back even harder. His mother, mid-bite, dropped 
her soup spoon, splashing butternut squash liquid over the table. “Martin,” she exclaimed, but 
he was already gone; running down the perfect hallway and up the perfect stairs to his perfect 
room.  
 
Panting, he slammed the door behind him, leaned against it to catch his breath and took stock 
of his bedroom. Except, this was no bedroom anymore. Where his dresser once stood was 
thickly shadowed clump of trees, where his train set had lain now sprouted a stack of mossy 
boulders larger than a house. And the whole vast landscape had a not so mild downward 
incline, as if somehow he was on a mountain. That couldn’t be, he thought, turning around to 
re-open his door - but there was no door. Only a damp and dripping stump, and behind that a 
dark dark cave. Some boys would have been nervous, but he was overjoyed - here was danger 
and adventure and all of the things! 
 



One step, two, Martin made his way into the wilderness. 


