Flora and Fauna
Short fiction by Ben Rebach


On any other day the room would have been awash with light, but today was different.  The plant lights were unplugged and the shades were drawn.  Only the dimmest light dripped in from around the shades.  Davis Land did not have any trouble seeing his surroundings, however, for he had been quietly sitting in his easy chair for a little over for hours.  His pale eyes slowly traced over the gray leaves that were embracing him.  Every plant in the room had a name, every plant in the room spoke to him.  He knew them all like lovers; what they liked, what they didn't like, and why they did what they did.  Each plant was close to his heart, whether it was months old or decades old.


There was the sound of a key in the front door lock.  Davis looked over as the door swung open and the midday sun came crashing into the room.  Involuntarily he jerked back in the leather recliner as each plant exploded into color and threw the sunlight back into the air.


Lisa was silent, taking a moment to figure out what was odd about the room.  She noted the closed shades.


"Davis, are you alright?"

Davis had always found her English accent arousing, and the note of concern in her voice trebled that effect.  Despite the slight headache the bright light had caused him, Davis found himself smiling.  He opened his eyes a little to let them adjust to the new light.  He had taken great care in selecting an arranging the plants in the house, and the room had become an artwork of greens, whites, yellows oranges and reds.  He traced over them one last time before his eyes fell upon Lisa.  She was slim and athletic, and at six feet she was a full inch taller than him.  Her face was a blend of confusion and concern that heightened his arousal even further.   He found everything about her ravishing; she was his goddess and his muse.  His smile grew even wider as he thought about this and he pushed himself up out of his chair.

"I'm perfect."  He stated as he came over to her.  "Why don't you turn on the lights and I'll open the shades?"  He pecked her on the cheek and then looked deeply into her cinnamon eyes.

"I had a wonderful idea today."  He said.

**********

For his eleventh birthday, Davis' parents got him a kitten.  She was a beautiful calico and Davis named her speckles.  She had a litter box and that he cleaned every night before he went to bed.  There were three bowls on the kitchen floor, one for food, one for water, and one for cream.  He changed these each night after he changed the litter box.  Speckles would sleep with him at night and follow him around during the day.  Davis would scratch her and give her scraps of his meals.  Every Friday night she got tuna fish for dinner, instead of the regular dried cat food.  He loved her with a passion he had never felt for anything before and he spent all of his spare time playing with her.

Four months after his birthday he took her out into the woods to an old rock he had found.  He then tied her to the rock with her chest facing upwards.  He did a remarkably good job of this; Speckles only managed to scratch him once.  He then took out the old pocketknife he had found in the garage and began to dissect her.

**********

Lisa rolled over and rested her head on Davis' bare chest.  "This is so wonderful."

Davis looked down he chest at her.  "Thanks.  I enjoyed it, too."

She giggled.  "I'm serious.  I've always wanted to go hiking on Mount Tannis.  I've heard the view from the top is breathtaking.  The trees are supposed to be gorgeous this time of year, too."

Davis laid his head back on the pillow and ran his fingers through her kinky chestnut hair.  "Two more days.  It's not that long."

"Oh, but I want to go now."  Lisa giggled again as she sat up, leaned forward, and softly placed a kiss on his lips.  "I love you so much."  She then go up and went off to the shower.  Davis watched her go.  She was lithe, tan, perfect. He sighed as she stepped into the shower and out of his view.

**********

Davis' parents were shocked to hear that Speckles had disappeared.  After a month of posting signs and searching fruitlessly for her they bought Davis a Tabby cat named Herman.  They were glad to see that Davis took to Herman as quickly as he had taken to Speckles.  Herman never quite returned affection the way Speckles had, but Davis lavished just as much attention on him.  There was a passion he felt for other living things, knowing that these things depended on him and loved him was beyond bliss. Davis bought matchbox cars and rubber balls for Herman to play with, and once again he began to spend all of his time with his cat.

Shortly after his twelfth birthday, Davis woke up early and brought Herman to a special place in the woods.  Once he was there, he took a hatchet and chopped of Herman's left rear leg.  He found the unearthly yowl strangely interesting, almost beautiful.  Herman was going mad, scratching and clawing at the forest floor, trying desperately to get his footing, trying to run.  Davis brought the hatchet down on the other rear leg and watched for a few minutes.  Then he cut of the third, then the last.  He sat and watched Herman until long after the sun had set, long after Herman had died.

**********

The drive to Mount Tannis was every bit as spectacular as anticipated.  The thin strip of road twisted and wound around the contours of the mountain, through the thick canopy of deciduous trees that wrapped the drive in lush shades of green.  Neither Lisa nor Davis spoke.  They were both captivated by the scenery outside the warm hum of the car.  The trees pushed their boughs out over the road and an occasional leaf would drop from the branches and pinwheel down to the black asphalt.  Sunlight broke through the veil of trees, leaving bright pillars of light in the effervescent mists that permeated the mountainside.  Davis was so enraptured he could barely keep his eyes on the road. The vibrant greens of the trees and underbrush kept pulling his eyes away.

All to soon they arrived at the campground.  There were cabins built from large logs and tents in the distance.  Once past the parking lot, only a few traces of modern society were visible.  Davis liked it this way.  Lisa stretched and took a deep breath of the fresh mountain air as Davis went to check in.  She watched him enter the main building and then turned to view the forest.  She took another deep breath and savored the moist air that filled her lungs, making her feel warm and alive.  She was in heaven, standing in the pure glory of nature, about to spent the next week in the wondrous mountains with the man she loved.

**********

Herman was never found, and Davis' parents did their best to help him recover from the loss.  The family moved shortly after Davis' fourteenth birthday.  When he first saw his new house, there was a black Labrador Retriever on a chain in the front yard.  The dog was named Champ, and within six weeks he would sit, shake hands, roll over, and play dead.  In six months, Champ could fetch the paper and catch a Frisbee.  In a year, Davis took Champ to a spot he had found in the woods behind his new house and buried him alive.  He arrived home early the next morning and informed his frantic parents that he had spent the night out trying to find Champ.

**********

Davis watched as Lisa massaged her feet.  She was sitting on a fallen log, bending over to rub the arches of her feet.  Her hair fell about her shoulders, bobbing slowly as she rubbed.  Her hands were thin and strong.  His eyes moved from her hands up her forearms, noting the rhythmic working of the muscles, then the sway of her hair against the check, then moving down her back to the jeans pulled tight against the curve of her buttocks.  Coming full circle, his eyes again fell upon her hands as she worked her fingers against her sore feet.  He wanted to get up, grab her, and make love to her right there.  She had put her boot back on and was smiling at him when he snapped out of her spell.

"Are you ready?"  She asked.   Her voice was so sweet he wanted to cry.

"Of course."  He said, beaming back at her, "There's not much further to go."  He offered her his hand.  She took it and they continued up the path.

**********

Davis' parents decided that another pet would not be a good idea, and so, for his sixteenth birthday, he received a bonsai tree.  He fell in love with it.  He watered it, trimmed it, and gave it plant food.  He took out dozens of books from the library to learn techniques for taking care of bonsai.  Under his care, the tree thrived.

**********

Around three o'clock they reached an opening in the trail and found themselves at the peak.  On one side the mountain fell away and on the other side it sloped back into the valley.  Before them more mountains stretched into the distance.  They rose up from the valley and pressed towards the sky, trees and bare rocks twisting up to the heavens.  For a moment they tried to take it all in.

"Lisa, be very quiet and slowly look to my left." Davis whispered.  She turned and looked over his shoulder.  A few yards down the slope a pair of does was grazing in the underbrush.

Lisa wrapped her arm around his waist.  "That is so beautiful."  One of the does looked over at the pair for a second and then went back to her meal.  Lisa sighed.  "That's what I love about you.  I never would have noticed them."  He turned his head towards her and she kissed him passionately.  "Thank you." She said as they parted.

"The pleasure was all mine." He said before he kissed her again.

**********

By the time Davis was twenty-five he had saved enough money to open up a nursery on the outskirts of La Jolla.  By the time he was thirty he was living comfortably managing over thirty-three nurseries and floral shops up and down the West Coast.  Shortly before his thirty-second birthday he met Lisa in an airport bar at LAX.  She had two days rest before forty hours of straight flying and she spent both of them with Davis.  He quickly fell in love with the beautiful English pilot, and in a year she was living with him outside of Seattle.  Six months later he decided to take her to a special place in the mountains.

**********

"It sure is a long way down."  Davis said, peering over the edge.  Lisa slowly looked over the precipice.

"Wow.  It sure is."

Davis contemplated her as she stared into the abyss.  She was so beautiful, so incredibly, unbelievably perfect.  He didn't think he could live without her.

She jerked forwards as his palm slammed between her shoulder blades and her arms did a quick pinwheel.  Then she was falling.  It seemed to Davis that her scream echoed through the mountains forever.  He loved the sound, and he wondered if he would be able to hear the sound of her hitting the rocks far below.  He knew he would love that sound even more.

**********

Three weeks found Davis sitting in his darkened living room.  The shades were drawn again and the lights were unplugged.  Plants hung their leaves limply all around him.  In the light they would all be sickly shades of yellow and brown.  They had not been watered in a month, and most were beyond saving.  Soon they would all be dead.  Davis would not get up to water them, nor would he get up to eat.  He now only sat in his chair, watching the door that would not open.
