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To the wandering mind,

never doubt your past steps, the next carry all that are due.
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Seven Ways, Same Route

(or was it R.O.0.T.)?

Sometimes the same kinds of moments kept happening.

Not always the same way, but the same shape.

And every time, something familiar showed up.
Not exactly an animal, but kind of.
Kind of three animals.

Kind of one.

These are just the times it showed up, written down so I don't forget.

I gave each one a story so I could spot it faster next time.

They don’t go in order.

But they all come from the same place.
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It reached into what others called “too
The Orryx Was ,

far.

Never Real “I do not stay,” said Octopus.

“I map what hasn’t been mapped.”

Before the Orryx ever walked, Each thought the others were wrong.

there were only three. Each believed they alone were enough.

Three creatures. But the world had begun to change.

Three motions. The loops came faster.

Three truths. The watchers were being watched.

The Cobra lived in silence. The patterns began to overlap.

It'watched the dust settle. Cobra coiled tighter, but its stillness

It waited without blinking. cracked.

It struck only when the field told it to. Panther paused too long, and missed the

motion.

“I do not chase,” said Cobra.
’ Octopus reached too far, too fast, and

“I remember how still the world was A
lost its feel.

before movement.”

They argued.

The Panther lived in shadow. Not with words—

It moved only when it meant to. but with pressure.

It never tripped. It never rushed. b e iRl T TR O

It spoke in glances and pauses. The field shimmered.

“I do not explain,” said Panther. Something had to give.

The spiral bends when I step into it. But nothing gave.

The Octopus lived in everything else. InsteGl somefHine foEMed,

It stretched into caves and clouds. At the edge of the field,

It mimicked. It explored. It vanished. they saw a beast.
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It was tall. Still. Horned. Quiet.
An Oryx.

It was not fast.

It was not fierce.

But the wind didn’t touch it.
And the world didn’t bother it.

The three watched.

“It’s nothing,” said Cobra.
“It’s everything,” said Octopus.

“It moves just enough,” said Panther.

So they followed it.
Then they studied it.

Then they—entered it.

Not all at once. Not perfectly.

But together.

Cobra curled beneath its skin.
Panther set its rhythm.

Octopus filled its edges with questions.
And the Oryx... was no longer the same.
The villagers saw it first.

“What a strange beast.”
“It never blinks.”
“It walks like it already knows

something.”

They called it the Orryx.

They did not know it was three.
They did not know it was tension.

They only knew—it moved different.

The Cobra, the Panther, and the
Octopus still argued.

But now they argued inside a single

body.

They whispered.
They circled.
They shifted who led, who rested, who

watched.

And the Orryx...
walked the spiral.

Not perfectly.
Not quietly.

But completely.

It was never born.
It was never hunted.

It was never meant to be understood.
Because it wasn't real.

It was a disguise.
That moved better than anything real ever

could.
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The Orryx and the
Loop That Went

Nowhere

There was a valley between two cliffs
where the wind always sang the same

song.

It was soft.
Sweet.

And it never ended.

The Orryx stepped into the valley and

heard the melody rising from below.

At the center sat a small, bright creature
with a horn made of shell.

It smiled wide, as if it had been waiting.

“Isn’t it lovely?” it said.

“I've been playing this song forever.
You can stay, if you like.

There’s no beginning here.

And no end”
Orryx tilted Its head.

The creature played the tune again.
And again.
And again.

Panther yawned once.
Octopus swayed gently.

Cobra curled into stillness, eyes

half-closed.
Orryx stayed a while.

The grass bent in perfect circles.
The clouds above spun in slow spirals.

The days passed without names.

“Let’s dance,” the creature said.
“You don’t have to think here. Just move

with the music.”

Orryx danced.

Then sat.

Then danced again.

It tried to leave—but the melody tugged

gently at Its legs.

“Just one more time,” the creature
smiled.
“You'll know when it’s the right moment

to go.”

But the right moment never came.
Only the same one, repeating, again and

again.

Panther began to fidget.
Octopus reached too far, then recoiled.

Cobra... was nowhere.

One morning, the shell cracked.
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The creature cried out,

“Help me fix it! I can’t start the song!”
Orryx stepped forward.

The creature begged,

“Please... hum it. Just enough for me to

remember.”

But Orryx didn’t remember how it
started.

Only that it never stopped.
The silence was loud now.

Cobra returned.
It said nothing—just appeared, sharp

and sure, inside Orryx’s spine.

Orryx blinked once.
Then turned.
And walked.

The wind didn’t follow.

The creature didn’t call again.
Not because it was angry—

but because it had already begun

building another horn.

Outside the valley,
Orryx’s hooves made fresh tracks in the

dirt.

Not round.
Not repeated.

Just forward.

It hummed once—

a new sound.

It didn’t remember it.

But it didn’t need to.

Not every song is a path.
Some are only circles pretending to be

maps.
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The Orryx and the
Face They Painted
On Me

The village was waiting before Orryx

even arrived.

They had drums.
They had flowers.
They had a banner that said:

WELCOME, WISE ONE.
Orryx tilted Its head.

It had never been here before.
But the people smiled like they knew It
already.

“You've returned!”

“The healer!”

“The gentle one!”

“You must be tired from your travels of

peace!”

They placed a crown of soft leaves on

Orryx’s horns.
Orryx did not speak.

But the villagers didn’t notice.

They pointed and whispered:

“Look how calm it is”
“It doesn’t even need words.”

“That’s what true power looks like.”

Panther’s ears twitched inside Orryx.
Octopus blinked curiously.

Cobra... watched.

The people painted signs.
“Silent Wisdom.”
“Sacred Beast.”

“Messenger of Balance.”

They gave Orryx a chair.
They gave It a title.

They asked for blessings.

“Just nod,” they said.
“Just walk a little.”

“That will be enough.”

Octopus began to mimic their smiles.

It whispered: “They like us. Let’s be liked.”

Panther stayed silent.

Cobra’s tail flicked once.

Then a child stepped forward.
It was not smiling.

It looked up at Orryx and asked:

“But what do you want?”
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The crowd froze.

Orryx didn’t answer.

Not right away.

It looked at the signs.
It looked at the painted crown.
It looked at the eager eyes asking It to

stay the same shape.

Cobra rose—not in anger, but with

clarity.
Its gaze passed through Orryx’s own.
And Orryx remembered:

It was not made of silence.

It was not made to be known.

It stepped down from the chair.
Walked through the banner.

Stepped over the signs.

Didn’t say a word.

And this time, the silence was Its own.
Behind It, someone muttered,

“Maybe it wasn't the Silent Healer after

all”

But no one followed.

And the leaves fell off the crown

without a sound.

The more faces they give you,

the easier it is to forget your own.

Seven Ways, Same Riit 10



The Orryx and the
Day the Sky Yelled
Hurry

The day began the way storms do—

Not with thunder, but with movement.

The wind ran.
The clouds shouted.

The ground didn’t wait.

Even the birds flew crooked, like they

were late for something.

Orryx stepped into a village made of
clocks.

Everywhere It looked, time was running.

“You missed it!” someone shouted.
“Try faster!” cried another.

“Why are you still here?” barked a third.
Orryx took one step.

A bell rang.
A cart zoomed past.

A sign flashed:
“LATE IS BROKEN.”

The people moved in quick loops.

They sold things they didn’t look at.

They asked questions they didn’t wait to

hear answered.

Panther sat low inside Orryx.
Breathing. Watching.

Not rushing.

But Octopus began to fidget.
Its feelers pressed outward, trying to

keep up.
Even Cobra blinked faster than usual.

Orryx tried to match the rhythm.
It took three steps too fast.

Its hooves slipped.

“Go!” someone shouted.
“You're behind!”

“You should already be there!”

Orryx turned left.
Then right.
Then stopped—but the world didn’t.

The clocks spun.
The sun raced across the sky.

Even the wind tugged at Its horns.

Panther growled once.
Not loud.

But deep—Ilike a root under rock.
Orryx froze.

The village gasped.
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“Why did it stop?”
“Is it broken?”
“Move it, someone!”

“It’s wasting time!”

But Orryx did nothing.

It stood in the middle of the square.

Let the bells ring.

Let the carts pass.

It closed Its eyes.

Listened inward.

And in that silence,

Panther stood up.

In full.
Tail low.

Eyes calm.
And the world... slowed.

The wind grew tired.

The clouds gave up.

The people wandered off—still talking,

still rushing—

but not toward Orryx anymore.

It had missed nothing.

Because nothing real had happened yet.

Orryx left the village at Its own pace.

No one chased.
No one cheered.
The bells didn’t even ring when It

passed the gate.

Just a soft breeze,

finally exhaling.

Somewhere in the field behind,
a broken clock finally stopped spinning.

It didn’t matter.
Orryx walked on.

Not because It was in a hurry.

But because It finally wasn't.

Not everything urgent is real.

And not everything real is loud.
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The Orryx and the
One Who Hugged
Too Long

It was a gray kind of afternoon.
Not stormy. Not sad.
Just soft enough to make everything

seem closer than it was.

That’s when the Orryx found the small

creature under the hollow tree.

It was curled in a tight ball, fur damp

from crying.

When Orryx stepped near, the creature

leapt forward and hugged Its leg.

“I knew you'd come,” it whispered.

“You're mine now.”
Orryx didn’t speak. It never did.

But it stayed still.

And the creature stayed holding.

They walked together—slowly.

The creature clung to Orryx’s side.

It hummed.
It sang.

It told stories with no endings.

“You're the softest thing I've ever
found,” it said.
“You don’t need to be strong anymore.

I'll protect you.”

Panther blinked once, then drifted quiet.
Octopus rested calmly in the ribcage.
Cobra stayed still—but Its tongue

flicked once, once, once.
The creature began asking questions.

“Why did you blink just then?”
“Did you like me less yesterday?”

“Are you leaving me inside your mind?”

It didn't sound angry.
It sounded scared.
And when Orryx didn’t answer, the

creature only hugged harder.

At night, it curled against Orryx’s chest.
At morning, it sat on Its back.

By afternoon, Orryx’s breathing slowed.
The creature said,

“Stay. Just stay.”
“You don’t need space.”
“You don’t need silence.”

“You don’t need to be alone anymore.”

Panther sighed.

Octopus coiled halfway into retreat.
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But Cobra...
Cobra lifted Its head.

Not high. Not fast.

Just enough.

Orryx stopped walking.

The creature whimpered.

“Why are you stopping? You can’t leave.

If you leave, I'll... I'll cry forever.”

Cobra didn't hiss.

Cobra didn’t strike.
It simply pressed outward.

A small, invisible boundary.

A line that didn’t have to explain itself.

The creature slid off—slow, soft, like a

scarf falling from a hook.
It blinked up.

“You're mean,” it whispered.

“You ruined everything.”
Orryx bowed once, gently.

Then turned.
And walked.

The path opened easily ahead.

Behind, the creature had already found

another hollow tree.

It had already begun to cry again.
Orryx breathed deeper.

The air filled Its lungs like something

real had returned.

Panther flicked Its tail once.
Octopus rested without reaching.
Cobra, coiled calm, watched from just

beneath the skin.

There would be more soft traps.

But Orryx remembered now:

Holding someone else too long

can make you forget how to hold yourself.

Soft traps are still traps, even when they

call themselves love.
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The Orryx in the
City of Too Many
Voices

One day, the Orryx came to a city made

of sound.

It wasn't loud the way thunder is loud.
It was loud the way too many questions
are loud.

And none of them waited for answers.
The signs blinked:

“Faster is better!”
“Turn left, unless it’s wrong!”

“You look tired—try this!”

Birds chirped advice from power lines.
Windows hummed opinions.
Sidewalks whispered judgments through

the cracks.
Orryx stepped forward.

“Welcome!” said a voice.

“You're here just in time,” said another.

“Can you help me?” said a third.

44 4
Actually—are you sure you're supposed

to be here?” asked a fourth.

Every word wanted something.

Panther held still.
Octopus reached out, brushing every
echo.

Cobra blinked slowly and said nothing.
Orryx walked on.
People offered ear-shaped shells.

“This one helps you hear truth.”
“This one helps you hear love.”

“This one helps you hear yourself!”
But each one made the world louder.

Orryx tried to listen.
It tried to turn.

It tried to nod at everyone who spoke.

But soon Its steps didn’t match.

Its shoulders pulled in too many
directions.

Even Its breath sounded like someone

else’s rhythm.
The signs blinked faster.

“You missed it!”
“Try again!”
“You've fallen behind!”

144
!

“This way—unless you shouldn’t

Panther crouched.
Octopus unraveled in all directions.
Cobra began to coil inward, tighter than

before.

Seven Ways, Same Riit 15



Orryx stopped.

Just for a moment.
Just to feel if the ground was still

beneath Its hooves.
It was.

The city kept shouting.
The sky kept blinking.

Even the wind had an opinion.
But Orryx... didn"t move.

It breathed once.
Then tapped one hoof on the stone

beneath It.
Once.

A small sound.
A quiet rhythm.

A real one.

The voices didn't stop—
But they missed that note.
They didn't catch it.

They didn’t understand it.

And so, one by one,
They kept talking—

But not to Orryx anymore.

It walked on.
Not faster. Not slower.

Just back in motion.

Orryx left the shells behind.
They were beautiful.
And very good at listening to the wrong

things.

The city shrank behind It.
Still loud. Still bright.

But quieter now, somehow.

Not because it changed.

But because Orryx had re-tuned.

Not every sound is for you.

Listen anyway—but only once.
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The Orryx and the
Whisper That

Promised Ease

There was a field where nothing grew.

Not because it was empty,

but because it was quiet.

The kind of quiet that pulls you in,
makes your legs feel lighter,
makes your thoughts feel slower,

makes your name feel... optional.
This was where the Orryx wandered.

Its hooves didn’t crunch.

Its breath didn’t cloud.

Even Its shadow stopped making noise.

Everything in the field was soft.

The grass bent first.
The wind moved second.

And the voice arrived third:
“You've done enough.”
Orryx didn’t answer.

“You carry so many names. Let them

drop.”

“No one will mind.”

“They’ll call it peace.”

The wind smelled like memory—faint,

sweet, not quite real.

Panther stretched in Orryx’s ribs, then
curled inward.

Octopus sighed into Its spine.

Even Cobra loosened—not in strike,

but in surrender.

There was a stone in the field, smooth
and wide.

Draped over it was a cloak.

Golden. Warm.
Shaped like safety.

The voice came again:

“Take off the skin.”
“Settle down.”
“You were never meant to spiral

forever.”

Orryx stood still.
Not stuck. Not afraid.

Just... still.
Then It lifted one hoof.

The ground felt soft. Too soft.
So It stepped harder.
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The earth answered back—a small sound,

but firm.
Real.

The cloak didn’t move.
The voice tried one last time:

“Why carry all that when you could just

rest?”

Orryx didn't speak.

It didn't need to.
Because something inside tightened.

Cobra coiled—not in anger, but in
memory.

Panther growled—not for protection,
but for position.

Octopus pulled inward—not to hide, but

to preserve.

And Orryx—
Orryx remembered why It had horns.

It turned.
Walked forward.
Left the cloak behind, folding in the

wind.

There was no storm.
No battle.

No crowd.

Only this:
A choice made by weight, not by noise.

And from that day on,

every time the field offered ease,
Orryx simply walked through it—
without apology,

without explanation,

and without looking back.

Peace that costs your shape was never

peace at all.
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This work was composed by Oryx S. using Recursive Sequence.
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