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A piece of writing inspired by Pablo Neruda’s ‘Fable of the mermaid’

She went in completely naked. To the disappointment of those present, her nudity took the form of targeted ignorance rather than being in any way related to her apparel or wardrobe. In order to consider her as naked in the classical sense, one would have to, in equal measure, consider clothing to be an appendage rather than the human equivalent of a chocolate bar wrapper. In her case in particular this would take the form of her having knitted, helmet like hair. A torso with skin that would have been red, three inches thick and held the pattern of oversized quad-sided scales. Hands lined with a layer of hairy fuzz, devoid of fingers yet not of thumbs. Legs of a deep charcoal shade with a coarse texture and helpful pouches between the skin and the flesh, and feet lacking in toes but having instead a single hardened surface where normally they would be, and with strengthened padding on the underside to aid motion across jagged ground. 
Of course a sane person would just have concluded instead that she was in fact fully clothed in cold weather gear and hadn't , through some horrific incident, become melded to her outfit.

She came, as all in the town did, from the shadow of the mountain. The mountain that rendered her naked. The mountain of which she knew nothing more than the name and the purpose of. The mountain was named, Yellow Stump. Despite it being neither yellow nor a stump, and its purpose, as is the purpose of all mountains when rendered through that, oh so infallible filter that is the human conception, was to be climbed. Other than that she knew nothing. She was standing more or less at its base, she would eventually stand at it’s summit, everything in between would remain a snow covered mystery to her. At least that’s how the process seemed to be going.
She had walked into ‘The Stumps Foot’, a pub that shared a quality with almost every other business in the town, it relied on the mountain. 

There were nine other patrons, all of whom she immediately felt a spark of jealousy for when she realised the dryness in her mouth. She found her focus pulled to this feeling as she walked to the flag adorned bar. Two miles of breathing air so thick with snow it made her question whether breathing was the appropriate term. She found herself thirsty. There was potential there, potential for her to question this newly uncovered anatomical annoyance, but she didn't. That was the end of it. She was focussed, she would remain focussed.

“Here for the mountain then?”
The voice came from in front of her, but she was far too focussed on being focussed to notice immediately. It was the expectant, friendly look of the speaker that finally did drag her attention back to the immediate.
“O-oh, yes.” She answered. Not knowing what to say, she said little. Though from the look of the elderly woman behind the bar, she surmised that more was expected. “I’m...” She hesitated, becoming all too suddenly aware of how baffled she must have looked. Something about this strangers sympathetic, almost pitying expression, like she was offering milk to a lost kitten.
She rallied herself, she was not lost. “I’m going to climb it.” She declared, hoping the statement sounded as certain when spoken as it did in her head. Rushing to assert herself she quickly added “All the way to the top!”
That sounded wrong. Like a child claiming they would jump to the moon. An infantile mixture of delusion and ignorance which, while certainly being present in her thoughts, she did not want present in her speech. 
The older woman’s face betrayed not even a hint of mockery however. Her well practiced smile having had time to settle beneath her unashamed and prominent laugh lines. It ever so slowly sank in that there was no pity in her look, no demeaning worry or arrogant superiority. This woman was being nothing but friendly.
“The top?” The woman asked, still with friendliness, but now also with what sounded like interest mixed in. “You’re an ambitious one, I must say.” She began to chuckle. “Most folks give up when they get to the lake, though I say you’re not really climbing until you’re off the ‘tourist paths’.”

The episode of saying nothing while not knowing what to say resumed. Was this encouragement? Was she being encouraged? Encouraged to risk her life climbing a giant rock for no reason other than being able to feel like she had climbed a giant rock. She liked this woman.

“Well,” She went on, putting a bottle of water on the bar. “In that case I’d recommend you get a move on. Not many hours of daylight left and the guide stations a fair walk.” She pushed the bottle slightly closer for emphasis. “Waters free, though you better buy a proper drink and tell me what you think of the view when you come back down.”
The woman gave another friendly, encouraging laugh, and turned away to tend to other patrons, and in doing so left the hopeful mountain climber stunned.

With nervous hands she took the bottle and headed back to the door. A lapse in the thick clouds allowed a rare, golden lit view beyond the snow as she stood looking out.
For the first time she saw it, her eyes wide with certain hope.
For the first time she saw the mountain.
And towards it she walked. Walked towards hope. Walked towards life.
