Making a Difference 


On a bright, early morning beside a secluded Tibetan temple, a melancholy and masculine monk sits by the nearby stream running through the forest. He takes a long sigh, lost in thought as his fingers graze the cold, crisp liquid flowing firmly yet delicately toward its unknown destination into the darkened shrubs. Where does it go so diligently, the monk wonders? Does this stream have a purpose? Is it flowing for no reason at all, blind by its own narcissistic perspective unaware of its own motivation? How determined it must be --- rushing day in and day out, no matter the weather, circumstances, or obstacles in its way. Whether it have a purpose or not, the stream is certainly more worthy than him, he believes. Oh, it would seem he’s not alone anymore. A faint rustle in the back weeds alerts all the wildlife to an emerging presence. He turns his head slightly, aware of a familiar companion strolling ever so conspicuously to his hiding spot, crunching leaves and tiny sticks beneath his woolen sandals. 

Ashin: Hey, stranger. 

Antoine, thick accent: Ciao, Bellissima.  

Ashin, eyebrows raised: Italian, huh? A bit early for the Renaissance, don’t you think? Didn’t know you were on your period piece.  

Antoine, laying on the accent further: Sei la Lizzie per il mio Paulo (*delicately grazing his heart*). 

Ashin, blushing: Omg, well you treat me the same as he did that poor girl — so that’s pretty accurate. 

Antoine: Perhaps in the first half of the film, sure; but I’d be honored to sing for all of Rome by your side, ingenue, hand-in-hand. 

Ashin: Yeah, and I’d be honored to cut your mic and own the stage with my Italian celeb bestie. Hey, now! Hey, nooowwww! 

Antoine: Fine by me. You’d be marvelous. 

Ashin: And you’d be running your ass out the country while I own Europe as a superstar!

Antoine: You’re already a superstar. 

Ashin: …

Antoine: …

Ashin: …OMG, why aren’t you fighting back? I don’t like this; is this how it’s gonna be now? I don’t even know how to do this. 

Antoine: You don’t know how to do lots of things, Ashin. I’ve seen your high school report card. How do you get a D minus in Sex Ed? You couldn’t even get into community college. Fuck. 

Ashin: O M G, Antoine. That idiot teacher knew nothing about the beauty and majesty of sexual intercourse —- I had to correct her with visual aids and the bitch got mad. Someone had to teach the class the right way. If not moi, then whom? I would have gone to college, but the monastery called me spiritually at 25 when I was drunk half naked in the cornfield at 4am with my Elixir, Devoted, and True deluxe tri-novel set. Jesus, you know I don’t like to talk about my academics — especially postsecondary education. STFU and leave me alone. *buries head in arms, sinking down to the dirty mud* 

Antoine, light smile forming: Are we… back to normal now, mademoiselle? 

Ashin: I… you… I… *sigh*… stfu (light smile). 

Antoine: You know how I knew you were mine? How you were… “the one,” as it were?

Ashin: Omg I can’t handle the romantic side of you right now ew stop yes tell me everything now all ears lolz.

Antoine: When I ran into you on movie night. I don’t think that was a coincidence, do you? 

Ashin: Omg The Proposal with Sandy B and Ryan Rumptious? I totes remember that shit; it was a coincidence, Antoine. Nothing more, nothing less. Don’t tell me your ass believes in that psychic mumbo-jumbo bullshit. They just want to steal your money, Antoine. Your grandma wants to visit you ooooo spooky spooky what’s your debit card.

Antoine: Omg you’re a monk, Ashin. It’s your job to believe in it.

Ashin: STFU Antoine. I can be a spiritualist and a realist too! Why are you saying I can’t? You keep trying to limit who I can be and how high my wings can soar. This is why I require this space from you; I can’t be caged in like this, it’s suffocating as hell. I’m a remarkable monk and down to Earth as well. You should be too; you could learn a thing or two from me. Especially about coincidences---

Antoine: Fair enough. How about the second time I ran into you? At the same time. Fuck. 

Ashin: OMG for Horrible Bosses 2? Jason B is totes me; he’s just like an average joe, you know? An average guy. So relatable. That’s why America loves him. He just---

Antoine: Still think that was a coincidence? 

Ashin: Of course, the odds of that are…erm…um… totally calcuabl---… uh… 

Antoine: *lowering eyebrows of victory*

Ashin: Omg ok some shit is creepy you’re right. Still not believing it. Stop invading my space. This is my me time. 

Antoine: Perhaps you could see things in a new light? One of science… and one of faith. Maybe the two are working hand-in-hand all along. 

Ashin: And maybe you are annoying as all fucking hell. Go away. 

Antoine: What’s really going on? You’ve been sitting alone in distant contemplation here all morn’. You know what they say about contemplation? It’s a quiet rumination of life’s mysteries storming in the eyes.

Ashin: Fucking poet here all of a sudden. Ugh. Emily Dickinson with a capital D. 
Antoine: You’ve even missed breakfast [image: 🥞][image: 🍳][image: 🧇]! Glancing at your belly, I’d hardly believe you’ve missed a picnic in decades. 

Ashin: Oh… my… God. You are fatter than me Antoine. The sperm whales, specifically, have welcomed you as one of their own, and that’s why we can’t go near the ocean anymore.  

Antoine: We digress. We’re avoiding the main topic and fooling around. 

Ashin: The milkshakes? 

Antoine: Why have you been out here all morning mulling about in seclusion and feeling sorry for yourself? 

Ashin: Honestly, I’m… um… *hides panic* trying to better my meditation abilities. I actually listen to Instructor Chen’s lectures about how to ground yourself spiritually, and I for one take his advice seriously. You should too. It’s important to listen, Antoine. There’s no better way to connect with nature, spirit, and your guides than to…

Antoine: WTF? You don’t meditate. You’ve said yourself it’s a waste of---

Ashin: Omg that was before; the old me, the past me, the unenlightened me-- I love meditation now! It’s everything. It’s life. God, people can change Antoine. 

Antoine: …but you’ve never meditated, ever! You said yourself, “If I wanted to fucking go to sleep, I fucking would – I don’t do halfway bullshit gypsy crap when I could be grindin’ makin’ the cash money notha day a notha dolla always be pimpin’ always on the hustle---.” 

Ashin: Shut up.

Anotine: Kind of weird for a monk to say---

Ashin: Omg, I’m original Antoine! I can’t be put in a box, like you. And how dare you quote my own words to my face like this? Why don’t you think I’m allowed to grow and evolve? I’m not chained to my opinion that I’ve had all my life until this morning, am I? Jesus, you’re so selfish and arrogant. You need to let me spread my wings and stop hindering my spirit like you always have. 

Antoine: That was yesterda—nevermind; how is it going? 

Ashin: Great, actually! Phenomenal. Top-notch… *hiding tears* I’ve bee—I’ve been… um… visualizing myself as a seahorse, swimming the depths of the Indian Ocean. Ye-yes, that’s it! A valiant explorer, tethered to nothing but the boundless will of my own dreams and endless call of my daring ventures. 

Antoine: A seahorse? Why? So you can actually get pregnant? 

Ashin: Omg, pregnancy is beautiful for all 56 genders and you shouldn’t joke about it… but, yes, I was in fact about to enter paternity. That’s none of your business, Antoine. I’d expect you to treat a single mother like this.  

Antoine: How was it? 

Ashin: It was actually pretty cold down there, but seeing the whole ocean was mesmerizing. I really felt like I was there. I was a pelican diving into the great deep. I really was! I got to see manta rays beneath the blue waves; I even thought about building a summer home there! 

Antoine: A summer home in the ocea--? You said you were a seahorse, now a pelican? 

Ashin: It’s my dream. I CAN DO WHATEVER THE---

Antoine: Omg, you weren’t meditating at all, were you? 

Ashin: …

Antoine: What are you really doing out here? 

Ashin: I’ve just been… I’ve been… thinking about Jon Snow! That’s it, yeah! You know, from Lord of the Rings or whatever the geekshit? Wouldn’t mind me a piece of that precipitation… brrrr, it’s getting quite cold and hot at the same time! 

Antoine: We really are into HIGH fantasy today, aren’t we? 

Ashin: Khaleesi ain’t the only dragon tamer around. 

Antoine: …

Ashin: …

Antoine: … 

Ashin: … 

Antoine: … 

Ashin: Very much in the realm of possibility.

Antoine: Whose REALM do you live in? 

Ashin: My agent know’s Kit’s agent; we could be texting in no time if I wanted to. 

Antoine: You don’t have an agent. 

Ashin: Stfu. 

Antoine: … 

Ashin: I can also get Viggo on speed dial… *looks up actor on iPhone* OMG I remember the movie with all the grasshoppers that was terrifying I hate bugs so much but I kind of get off on it when one gets in the house and we have to fight.  

Antoine: Why are you feeling sorry for yourself? The truth. 

Ashin, massive tears forming, turns his head away to break eye contact: 

(light harp melody strums in the distance, birds chip beneath the nearby fountain)

Well, I suppose someone has to. 

Antoine gives a simultaneous glance of condescending graceful candor, and firm compassion— a piercing duality only he can master. Ashin cannot resist this fatal impenetrable method, and he knows it. We’ll let you decide who that second ‘he’ is referring to, but either way, you’re correct. 

Ashin: Ugh, fine. I’ve just been thinking about *mumbles* my place on the world. 

Antoine: Your place in the world? 

Ashin: Omg so embarrassing pretend I didn’t say anything stop. 

Antoine: You already said it. 

Ashin: Omg, fine, YES! *face meshed with crying* Why am I even here? What have I truly done to make an impact on mankind and the world at large? Am I even necessary? There’s a billion monks here; why do I matter? 

Antoine: These are quite immense, heavy, intense questions to place on yourself, sir. You’re just one wom—- one man. 

Ashin: I know, but fuck, Antoine! We’re monks, for goodness sake! The seemingly enlightened, most spiritually aware beings on the planet that are supposed to have all the answers to the universe. We’ve lived a billion lifetimes; oldest souls in the books! We turn water into wine and no-girls into show-girls. I should be teaching crowds of people how to live a prominent life, and I can’t even realize what my own is worth. 

Antoine: What are you getting at with all this? 

Ashin: I just want to be a good person, to make a real difference. Is that so fucking terrible? Fine, you’re right. I’m terrible. Thanks. You win. 

Antoine offers a light smile, placing his hand on his shoulder. Ashin brushes it roughly away, wiping away the touched area as if a leper spread his/her disease. 

Ashin: Brother John has worked food distribution in India, Brother Richard helped the homeless in Shanghai, Brother Tim has saved elephants from ivory thieves, Brother Zachary taught the Mongolian immigrants English; hell, the list goes on of everyone’s accomplishments! 

*A hummingbird glides past the pink leaves of the nearby bushel as a breeze glides through the delicate river’s gentle flow. * 

And here I am just thinking about all this. 

Antoine: Maybe you’re trying too hard. Perhaps being a good person isn’t a competition. Maybe—-

Toadette: He—hey guys. 

Ashin: Oh, fuck me! Now’s the fucking time. Jesus Christ.

Antoine holds back forming vomit, as he unfortunately did have breakfast. 

Toadette: So…erm… there’s this talent show coming up the churches are doing for us kids, an—and *getting nervous* I’ve been working really hard on my violin. Grandma won’t answer my calls. She keeps blocking all my Instas and Finstas too. All the other moms and dads will be there. I was wondering, maybe, if you guys could possibly— I don’t know, come and watch …

Antoine: Are you fucking serious right now? 

Toadette: I’m sorry, I just—- it was stupid, I know—- 

Antoine: What the fuck is wrong with you? Get out of here right now. I’m actually gonna get sick. 

Ashin: Can you not see I’m hurting right now? You are the most selfish little monster I’ve ever—- 

Antoine: Just leave— LEAVE! 

Toadette, facepalming: I’m sorry. I just wanted you two to be there, it would mean everything to me—- I’ve been practicing so hard. 

Antoine: Omg I’ve heard you play and my fingers physically began to claw my ears out. 

Ashin: What song are you even doing? You suck at all of the—-

Toadette, mumbling through nervous shaking: Ke-keep your head u-pp by Andy G—

Antoine scoffs. 

Ashin: Omfg. Honey, I’m Good. It’s Fine by Me if you do leave. Do not come back. 

Antoine: We. said. LEAVE. 

Toadette stumbles away, tripping over her violin bow stick and dirtying her diaper with muddy leaf stains. She can’t stop herself from bawling while her tiny brown shoes dart away as fast as she can, pigtails gnashing her cheeks through tears. 

Antoine: Jesus. Don’t let it bother you. 

Ashin: I never do. *sigh* Where were we? Before that obnoxious interruption… oh, goodness, I just really, truly want to be a good person in this world. I actually want to make a real, vital difference and make an impact. I want to make someone happy, if I could even make one person smile. *eyes water with hope* I don’t know, I just want to know I was here. Didn’t K-Chenoweth sing a song about that? OMG Queen. 

Antoine: I, for one, think you’ve done much more than you think. Hell, look at us! We’re fathers now. FATHERS! And we’re doing a bang-up job if I dare say so myself. 

Ashin: True, but I’ve thrown her off the highest monastery cliff three times in the past month. I told her we were going for picnics. 

Antoine: Child Protective Services and the ambulance keeps bringing her back, right? That’s something.

Ashin: I guess you’re right. They always do. 

Antoine: Hell, if you ask moi, we all place too much existential pressure on ourselves! And this is coming from the wisest monk in our brotherhood. 

Ashin, whispers: Omg, spare me. 

Antoine: Life should be fun—nay, an adventure. It shouldn’t be about who donated the most to charity, who has the best life, the best job, who was the most selfless, ugh. It should be the little things… *takes a long moment of silence, letting out a light smile* the little things that could make one little one very, very happy. 

Ashin: *smiles* 

Antoine, leaning in after a deep, long sigh: Ashin, should we go to Toadette’s talent show? 

Ashin: It’s not exactly saving the world, but it is making one little girl very happy, I suppose…

Antoine smiles. 

Ashin: You know, maybe we just sho—- 

Toadette perks up in hope behind the tree she’d hidden beneath. She’s been secretly listening this whole time. What? They might actually come this time. She cannot believe it. For once, she might not be the forgotten “orphan” with no guardians coming to the talent shows. She might fit in for once! She might actually belon—- 

Antoine/Ashin: HAHHAHAHAHAHA! 

The two cannot help but burst into uproarious laughter, mimicking throwing up gestures and suicide wrist-slicing motions at the mere concept of attending the event. Toadette sinks back down beneath the trunk and nearby bushes. Even Toadette rolls her eyes at her own stupidity. What a welcome relief! The two needed this levity more than ever. 

Ashin: God, can you imagine? 

Antoine: No—I just—omg no. 

Antoine, barely able to talk through faint remaining giggles: Fuck, I don’t know man. (*wipes tears of joy away*) Maybe we could recycle more. 

The sun shimmers giving a burst of light on the stream, bringing the masculine monk’s attention back to the flowing water once again. He’s learned a lot from this conversation; something not uncommon after an encounter with Antoine. Hell, that man sure knows how to turn Ashin’s perspective around. Something is different about that stream now, Ashin believes. Life isn’t about making the biggest impact on the world at large, but making the smallest difference to one person that truly needs it. They may not write about it in the papers nor sing the praises from the mountaintops for crowds to cheer in adoration, but perhaps it’s not about that. Perhaps the tiniest spark can move mountains… more than any stream ever could. 

Ashin: Recycling it is. Give that violin away.  

Antoine: Lol no down the garbage disposal lol. 

Ashin: LMFAO. Do it the night of the show. 




The End 
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