Ashin’s Opening
(Part 1)

Noah: Wha? –Ashy? What are--? You’re in the Baham--? *deep smile forming, hiding his eyes under the shadow of the Appalachian moonlight* 
Ashin: OMG, I was just in the area! I forgot… you were coming here too. I should be more mindful of remembering things. 
Noah: Wha? That’s just… this is fuckin’ crazy man. You didn’t even update the Google Doc calendar. *smile fades, waves his crew of partiers to move on without him* …I always liked crazy. 
Drunk friend #1: Awww, wha? We were just gettin’ started bruda, come on!
Drunk friend #2: Yeah, what is—why—come with us Noah, we got danc—who’s that—you can’t make friends without the group that’s chea-- *hurls all over drunk friend #1*
Noah: I… said… go! I’ll be there in a minute. Hm, make it two or three. 
Ashin shys away from the light scuffle, glancing toward the Great Barrier Reef to avoid any confrontation. God, just what I need, Ashin thinks. Just a nice refreshing rinse in the ocean turned into a party crashing catastrophe. 
Noah: You guys, you’re embarrassing the No-ster. Come on, man. God, these guys man, I just… what are we gonna do with them? *he grabs a younger looking man and embraces him with a friendly, bro-styled classic noogie* 
Omg, the voice, the voice! Ashin thinks to himself. How does it manage to be so deep, so masculine, so flamboyant, so commanding, so delicate, and so enticing all without any effort put in! God, Ashin would melt right into the sand if he didn’t keep his feelings on guard at all times. “That’s what Noah does,” Ashin says out loud at quite a loud volume. He gasps, puts his hands over his mouth at the realization and quickly shifts the subject. Noah raises all the eyebrows, and is most certainly not shy about showing it. 
Ashin: I honestly can’t, either. I guess fate works its miracles one way or another, huh. You plan for a relaxing solo sabbatical to focus on yourself and wind up in a wonderful situation like this! 
Noah: …is, is Antoine here--? 
Ashin: *glances toward the sunrise, eyes glistening as the summer breeze glides past the delicate plants swaying near the water’s edge, birds rushing back and forth as the winter’s tide eases in and out, his eyes sparkling with rebellion and freedom meeting Noah’s as a pelican roars over the towering Amazon treetops’ early snowfall* …who? 
Noah: *sweating profusely, ten-gallon hat slightly falling down his head, a big grin forming fast with uncontrolled velocity, he pushes it back down and turns he his head away, hoping nothing was seen* I just… this is so crazy. I never would have expected this. 
Ashin: Expect the unexpected, sir. 
Noah: Hm, will do… but first… 
Ashin: *lets out a huge smile, quickly covering it with his left hand and swaying in a 180 fashion* *omg, so Noah. He not only matches the inside joke but applies it further to the situation so nonchalantly and effortlessly, as if their bond of shared knowledge—of, well everything! really… pop culture, TV, movies, TV, life, work, tv culture… was such a firm establishment that it needed no explanation* 
Noah: Seriously, Ashy. Be serious. Can you give me that for a second? *puppy dog eyes slowly peeking out beneath the ten-gallon hat* 
Ashin: I think I can handle that, yes. How did you grow more chest and beard hair within our 3-minute conversation? 
Noah: Where’s Antoine? You without him is like peanut butter without--*he pulls himself back before finishing, unable to hide the monstrous grin pushing through his freshly shaved chin and tanned lower face, reminiscing of another forbidden night deep in the Himalayan hot springs with double A—ha, Noah would often call them his batteries… just like caffeine, he couldn’t function without them some days* 
Ashin: I see you smiling, buckaroo. 
Noah: *gives a shameful *I’m guilty* submission* He leaps off the stallion so they can speak more clearly. 
Ashin: Honestly… he had to work. 
Noah: …but neither of you have ever had a job—
Ashin: …and I needed this, for me. Me. I’m not going to let you or anybody else make me feel bad about thinking, saying, or god forbid even acting on this self-care expedition. Why should I feel bad about that? All you do is make me feel bad, Antoine! It’s like you’ve been pulling all the strings on my misery since day one after the stork dropped me at the astronomy school. I’m sorry I can’t interpret every single constellation in the sky at first glance, Mom, and that I don’t have a perfect aerodynamic formula as to why they orbit the way they do, Dad, hell, maybe it doesn’t matter? Maybe I don’t want to be a scientist, an astrologer, or a graph chart thingymajigy analyzer, or an astronaut, sending SOS from this tiny box, and I lost all signal when I lifted off, now I’m stuck out here and the world forgot, can I please come down? Maybe I want to—maybe--
Noah: I’m not… Ashy, what are you— you need to calm down. Everything’s chill, broada. *he raises his margarita, spilling a bit onto his hairy legs and toes*  
Ashin: *having to look away or he’ll collapse with lust* oh…and you, Noah. What is your purpose in my life? Giving some ideal, perfect cowboy dreamboat fantasy that just toys with me on a daily basis. You make all my wildest dreams come true, for what, a weekend? …and then you’re gone. For months, months! I put the three dots there because you can’t start a sentence with capital And but that’s dumb I don’t see anything wrong with that. But the proper grammar style makes you feel above everybody else, and you feel more cultured and ambienced when you adhere to the rules. And I want to be cultured, I want to taste the world on my fingertips, and experience all that life has to offer outside of a space laboratory working 9-5 on charts I don’t want anything to do with. You get me addicted, jetlagged, and then have to pretend like its ok without you. Welcome to my life! Yeah, I know, if I had it all the time, I wouldn’t appreciate it, but then torture is the alternative? What am I asking for, I don’t know, like a phone call once or twice a week? If that? Is that too much to ask? I can’t just sit on the stupid rock meditating to something I don’t believe in hiding from Toadette asking for help on math when she knows I just like look at the answers and pretend I didn’t she is perfect at math she just is using it as an excuse to spend time with me which is even more disgusting I just--- I--- I want--- I… I want… 


***


Ashin: *slowly awakens, realizing all too well it wasn’t real. He sort of knew it was lucid, but that doesn’t mean it wasn’t cupid* Miss, miss! MISS. *Back to reality, Ashin thinks. I knew I couldn’t be happy for more than a few constructed, fake, blissful moments that slowly trail out of his faint memory it’s not spelled with an e because that is a Pokémon attack move* 
Flight Attendant Jody: *mustering up the largest, corporate-demanded grin she can* Sir, I’ve told you this at boarding, at takeoff, every hour on the hour we’ve been in the air, and now I will tell you again. You. cannot. switch. seats. The flight is fully booked and it is against policy to alter prearranged designations until we arrive at the destination. 
Ashin: Yeah, yeah, you’re gonna listen to me, now. K? If I sit by her any longer, I’m gonna throw up. Just letting you know. All over the aisle. No one’s getting any more beverages without a slip-and-slide palooza. 
Flight Attendant Jody: I’m going to have to ask you to control yourself. We are not that far away. Read a book, watch a show, meditate… something. 
Ashin: *glances at Toadette next to him fully absorbed into Raven’s Home on her bright pink iPhone* “I don’t understand how she even got on the plane,” he screams at full volume. I emptied her piggy bank and stole her passport just so this exact situation couldn’t occur. 
Toadette: I don’t really know either, nobody really stopped me I just kinda shuffled under everybody’s feet. Ha! That is so Raven, lolz. *removing a headphone, she nudges Ashin’s shoulder two times* She’s never gonna get the money back from that bird. Ernesto! 
Ashin: Shut up. 
Flight Attendant Jody: Do I need to call Child Services? Your treatment of her over the flight has just been—
Princess Peach: *removing her bright pink, rose-glossed sleep mask* I have them on speed dial; they don’t seem to care about her.
Antoine: Hi. *he shouts from several rows up* I don’t care about her the most. 
Princess Peach: Ha, I’m a close second believe it or not!
Ashin: You are so bad. 
Princess Peach: Did I really say that out loud? 
Ashin: You so did. I am here for it. *he makes sure Toadette hears the last sentence by turning off her headphone sound receiver* 
Flight Attendant Jody: I get it, but still—ah *she waves her hand away, moving onto the next flightgoer with her tray of sodas, napkins, and snacks* 
Toadette: *glancing at her new guardian, tugging at her pristine white elbow-length glove* Hey, Mom? 
Princess Peach: Absolutely f****** not. 
Toadette: Sorry, uh, madam princess? I’ll just be tanning and chilling in the hot tub watching my Mako Merms. You don’t have to watch me the whole time. You let your freak flag fly girlfriend *she snaps at least 12 times with each hand* --find yourself a fresh fervent hunk a fiery man f--
Princess Peach: I will solely be at the spa, thank you very much. God, I so needed this as well. I’m shocked I let Ashin convince me we should go to the Bahamas for half a week. I guess I got sick of saying no to the boisterous wailing that nearly shook down the castle walls. Speaking of which… 
Ashin: Fli-atten-Jod, fly-atten-Jod! *the crying has managed to increase velocity, acceleration, precision, and volume* 
Flight Attendant Jody: I have a whole plane who needs assistance as well. You cannot use me as your own personal servant for every little problem. What can I do this time? Not enough ice in the mojito, more headphones, a comfier pillow? What? 
Ashin: Why can’t I sit by my baby? My pudding-pie pumpkin. He’s my everything, my soulmate, my other half, the yin to my yang, the omg, Fli-atten-Jod, if you ever try out dating, look for someone just—
Antoine: I NEED A PIECE OF CAKE NOW. 
Flight Attendant Jody: Jody is fine, as I’ve said four ti—you were sitting by him, remember? …but then you got a FaceTime call on your cell phone from deep-voiced gentleman and screamed at the top of your lungs, “OMG he cannot see me like this I was supposed to come alone everything was fine and then all you people ruined everything and the one chance I get at my dreams of adventure and love I need privacy…” You threw a blanket over him *motioning to Antoine*
Antoine: Hi. 
Flight Attendant Jody: …which led to him balling his eyes out and threatening to end it all in the bathroom. All of the attendants had to hold him down from climbing over all the seats shouting, “Is this what you wanted? Is this it, Ashin? It’s over. I’m doing it. *kicking several old ladies in the back of the head and spilling a vision-impaired elderly gentleman’s entire fresh, boiling coffee over his legal documents* And you shouted, “Omg, why don’t you want me to be happy? You are so selfish, Antoine. Per usual! Why should I expect this spectacular opportunity to be any different? Silly me, I guess. We’re supposed to be a team, two halves of the same heart. Even though we’re two different girls, it’s ok. Time to celebrate, yeah. It’s the greatest moment of our lives; you are you, and I am I-- And he shouted, yeah. Yeah, you said it, Ashin. You said it. TWO halves. Two. Last I checked, I don’t recall 1/3 being a part of any equation.”
Bowser Jr: I’m confused. 
Ashin: Omg, he’s saying that you already have 3 on the bottom and then you get another one up top to go along with it. 
Toadette: *whispering to Peach* This is how I tricked him into getting the lunch money. 
Princess Peach: Was it a bad idea to let Bowser sleep next to me that one night? I can’t really recall with happened.
Antoine: I remember most of it. What hour are you confused about? 
Toadette: Omg, Zack is so hot, like I just, I… if he talks in the Australian accent again I’m just gonna lose it. If he has that merman tail again I’m going to lose it. Oh my god, if he swims with his shirt off again I am just gonna lose it. Omg, if he swims with his shirt off with the merman tail and talks in an Australian accent again I am just gonna lose it, omg if he—
Ashin: What did I do to deserve this? I’m the most humble and most selfless person on the planet, and this is what I am given. For not wanting math, for not wanting science, for wanting to…to live? Hell, I knew the most noble with get the darkest challenges, but wow. Wow. 
Toadette: *dropping her jaw at the iPhone screen* Oh… my… g--
Princess Peach: 5 am? *she shouts a few rows up* 
Antoine: Omg he was singing the ballad he wrote for you in a delicate whisper crying to himself I was totes making the bunny face.
Princess Peach: Ha, oh yeah. 
Antoine: And you woke up and shouted, WEAK! At least write me a rock song for f***’s sake and you motioned around like other people were watching saying “what even is this?” even though no one was there and he cried even harder and said he worked hard on it and it came from his heart and it’s hard for him to be vulnerable like this and you shouted WEAK, WEAK, WEEAAKKKK and he was about to jump out the window before I grabbed him and said I needed him and he said because of our friendship and I said no to pick up my dry-cleaning on Tuesdays. 
Elderly woman sitting next to Antoine gingerly removing an earphone: Excuse me, young man. I am trying to watch The Boy and the Heron, can you please keep it down just a tad? 
[bookmark: _Hlk153739588]Antoine: *eyeing her suspiciously, and moving his body slightly ajar from her so no parts of them touch*…are you single? I mean I’m still going to go for it either way. 
Elderly woman: I am a married woman of 53 years, young man! …so… ha… I’d have to give you the answer of… yes. *she smiles at her jest, casually shifting herself for a bit of lighthearted conversation* *what a shame some people are wholly absorbed in their own little worlds they can’t even take the time to get to know a stranger sitting next to them, she thinks. They must have thousands of secrets, new perspectives, and interesting outlooks that you would miss out on if you hadn’t taken the chance to get to know them*
Antoine: I haven’t had any cake AT ALL today and, let me tell you, it’s not gonna be pleasant for anyone if it continues this way. LOLS we’re totes in love now like Love Island in love can you bake cakes? 
Elderly woman: *she smiles* Huh? Oh sonny, I know a thing or two about desserts. I dated a famous pastry chef from Paris in my thirties. We travelled all around Europe crafting and selling dessert creations out of his mobile home. It never made much, but we were happy. That’s what matters. Muffins, cupcakes, cheesecake, tiramisu, crepes… it may take a bit longer at this old age, but I’m told with the right amount of love put into the ingredients and crafted in just the right manner, I’m sure you’ll love—
Antoine: If it takes longer than 1 minute I’ll scream. Like at the top of my lungs. Like I have needs that need to be met. Also you have to compete with Princess Peach over here and that’s kind of her like, thing. 
Elderly woman: Princess Peach is on this plane? *she glances back past a few bald heads barely seeing a bright, golden bejeweled crown shimmering above light, yellow hair* Holy f****ing shit. 
Antoine: Ha, it loses its allure after a while. 
Elderly woman: You… what? You know her? Like personally? The famous one? That rules the kingdom with the mushrooms? 
Antoine: Yeah, I won’t get into all the deets cause I’m bored and don’t care, but I basically rule the Mushroom Kingdom now. 
Princess Peach: No.
Antoine: She’s given me and my hunnykins, Ashin… *glancing back*
Ashin: *staring intently at Toadette* Just because I found what x equals doesn’t mean I know what I equal. 
Toadette: *blank stare at him for 4 seconds before returning to her program*
Antoine: …um, lots of power of the kingdom. We can tell the Toads where to trade goods, what apprentices/artisan crafts should be constructed, and even where to align our nation’s support with. 
Princess Peach: No… no… and no. 
Princess Daisy: I’m Daisy!
Princess Peach: Fuck. You’re coming too? 
Princess Daisy: I’ve been sitting next to you the whole time!
Princess Peach: Yeah, well, he’s making this up as he… goes… Mushu! 
Princess Daisy: I’m concerned with how crazy I’m gonna get on this va-ca. I’m ready to be unhinged, loose all control, and let myself lose for once in my life. Stop letting rules and order run my every move, ya know? Just have fun! *glances at her phone, seeing live footage of Sarasaland in shambles and all its citizens at war with one another shouting, “Not the children! Save the children!* 
Princess Peach: What’s going on over there? 
Princess Daisy: Aahhh *waving her hand away* nothin’.  
Princess Peach: You invited her, I’m assuming? 
Toadette: Yeah, I thought she’d be fun, lighten the mood a bit, add some dialogue… I… oh… he just got wet agai… oh my god… 
Princess Peach: *grabs Daisy’s phone and pulls it closer to her*
Princess Daisy: GIVE ME THAT. 
Elderly woman: Oh! Please quiet down back there. My ears can’t handle loud noise. 
Antoine: Ordering a princess?
Elderly woman: Oh, no… no, I just… I didn’t mean to, it’s… my hearing… 
Antoine: ORDERING A PRINCESS? 
Elderly woman: Oh! 
Princess Daisy: LET GO OF THE PHONE. 
Princess Peach: What is going on… let go of my arm, put your seatbelt back on! What on earth has gotten into you, Daisy? The kingdom?! It’s in shambles! 
*the two’s light skirmish transitions into an all-out wrestling match in the seats, bashing several people in the aisles and spilling a fresh mocha onto the floor while knocking a three-year-old’s DVD player to the other side of the plane* 
Three-year-old: Waaahhhhhhh!
Elderly woman: Oh! 
Princess Peach: Daisy, you’re a princess. As am I! There’s more expected of us than the average person; you know that, and just letting loose and having this ‘fun’ thing is a luxury that we cannot allow ourselves to be tempted with. Maybe at some times, sure, but they we get right back to the table and do the work that is expected of us. 
Toadette: Jody, can you reroute this mutha’ to Australia for me? I’m just… I’m convinced. 
Flight Attendant Jody: Why? *light smiles, oh my…* Ha, take a look at this. 
Toadette: *an hour into Twilight: New Moon* Ye-yep, this is also good… this is… 
Ashin: Ah, brilliant Jody. Now she’s distracted and won’t bother us all. That’s what I love about you Jod, so smart, so saavy, so… so, ah, so… Jody!
Flight Attendant Jody: Ha, you flatter me.  
Ashin: Now we can discuss me changing MY ****ING SEAT before I…
Antoine: I NEED A SLICE OF A CAKE. 
Princess Peach: Antoine! We’re almost there, please have some patience for goodness sake. *she stretches Daisy’s phone out of the woman’s reach, causing Daisy to lunge forward and bash Peach square in the face* I’m—oh, ow! Oh! I’m s-sure they have baking equipment at the resort, we are staying in the esteemed Captain’s s-ow!-suite; I can whip something—
Antoine: Too long. 
Elderly woman: *turns to look him in the eye*
Antoine, at full volume making full eye contact with her in return: TOO LONG. 
Elderly woman: Oh! 
Princess Daisy: Ha, I’d make you one, but ya know, as we discussed before *crashes into all the tray tables, Peach’s heel nabbing her in the torso*, NOT MY TERRITORY. *phone vibrates,* “Daisy! This is a disaster! We need reinforcements. Help, help! HELP! Anything? Our whole kingdom is falling to ruins before our eye---” leading Princess Daisy to wail at the top of her lungs with full tears, “SHUT… UP! I’M ON VACATION! IT’S THREE FUCKING SYLLABLES. Am I talking to the f***king Koopa Kid? You need a definition of the word?” 
Bowser Jr.: It’s just… *light sobs* hard some times with the big words. 
Princess Daisy: …sorry. 
Toadette: *glances up, shocked at the sudden emotion coming from her* 
Princess Peach: *getting full view of Daisy’s phone* Oh, no! Oh my. Oh my goodness, everybody calm down! This is absolute calamity, you let go of that fire hydrant. You stop trying to climb the tower. You have no right to be forming a militia without an approval from the monarchy and at least three Toads writing “go for it!” on some sort of parchment in crayon. What you all need to do is… 
Princess Daisy: *jaw fully dropped* This is my kingdom, Peach. MINE. Keep your stupid paws off the stupid little area in the stupid old game that I get to maybe, MAYBE, call my own. Is that too much to ask? 
Princess Peach: They need help. What is your prob—
Princess Daisy: My problem is you taking absolutely everything for yourself and bossing me around like I’m her… sorry… wha? who did she find now? 
Toadette: Why is he shy about showing his nipples? This is why he’s the only single one. 
Flight Attendant Jody: Ma’am, ma’am. Calm down. We are almost to our destination. *her skin begins to crawl, and she feels a faint, yet firm male body presence slowly bending into her backside while a lowered-raspy voice crawls into the crevices of her left ear… she feels two clammy, sweaty hands grasp her left and right shoulders with full force and an unyielding grip as tight spectacles dig into her neck. 
Antoine: I need cake. 
Ashin: I need a break from all of you psychopaths… I need… I need… Toadette, what is that?
Toadette: Ask before lunging at my phone, please. 
Ashin: You’re my daughter… 
Princess Peach: Um… 
Ashin: YOU LISTEN TO ME!
Elderly woman: Oh, oh! 
Ashin’s phone begins to vibrate, as a shirtless man riding on three horses at the same time skydives while the letters N-O-A-H stream across the top of the screen: HE’S CALLING AGAIN. EVERYBODY QUIET!!!!
Elderly woman: Jod—Jody… is there a doctor? 
Princess Daisy: Oh, that’s the one we’re meeting there? The one you always talk about. Interesting. 
Ashin: *full jaw dropped, highest pitch his voicebox has ever mustered in his entire existence* YOU’RE NOT MEETING HIM. I’M MEETING HIM. YOU AREN’T GOING ANYWHERE NEAR HIM. 
Princess Daisy: Calm the fuck down, dude. Everything’s chill. 
Princess Daisy’s phone: “Why! Why!? Anyone, please… they just invaded with their full-powered naval forces and all we have is the canoe* 
Princess Daisy: I’m hanging with my gal, this trip. My, PEACH. My bestie. 
Princess Daisy’s phone: “Oh, oh no! The canoe’s snapped in half!*
Princess Daisy: We’re gonna hang by the pool, eat sushi, drink margaritas, dance at the club, parasail, and watch some luaus. 
Ashin: *full tears* Why… why is she coming… 
Antoine: WHO FUCKING CARES, ASHIN!
Elderly woman: Oh! 
Ashin: Who… why… oh, what website are you on? 
Toadette: It’s not aznude.com, it’s… it’s… *sweating* an alphabet synonym lesson website. Just working on my language arts skills. 
Ashin: God, and I said I’d never go back and finish my major. Now I’m having second thoughts.
Toadette: You are so bad. And I am here for it. 
Ashin: Shut up. Move over. 
Flight Attendant Jody: No one has purchased Wi-Fi and calls are not possible on this aircraft. How is this happening. 
Elderly woman: *trying to get Antoine distracted from his intense hunger issues* This is my husband, Jeremy. We’ve been through… hell *she begins to tear up slightly, quickly hiding it away and pushing forward as she’s learned to do through the toughest of times* basically everything together since we were teenagers. Through thick, regular, and thin, this man has stood by my side through it all. 
Antoine: Even the French guy? 
Elderly woman: …yes… even… even that. *her tone gets somber*
Elderly man Jeremy: Hello there. 
Antoine: Oh… *offers a light smile, pulls it back out of shyness and glances at his sandals, the warm fabric makes his toes feel all tingly—a comfort he never takes for granted when the weight of the world becomes too fierce or the frosting loses its sugary pull* 
Elderly man Jeremy: Nice to meet you there, young man. How about a handshake? My grandpappy always told me no greater bond can be forged than a firm handshake with your fellow man. Builds character, builds trust, and builds a solid connection *he nods up and down, almost as if grasping to a way of life far gone in an inevitably evolving world, for better or for worse*
Antoine: *big smile, shy blushing* No. 
Elderly man Jeremy: Come on, come on, it’s alright. 
Antoine: *hiding in his lap, shifting his left leg entirely over his torso* No. 
Elderly man Jeremy: Aw, come on… let’s just… *hitting wife firmly in the nose with his elbow*
Elderly woman: Oh!
Elderly man Jeremy: *climbing on top of her, prying open each of Antoine’s fingers with all his strength*
Antoine: Ha, ha! Stop! 
Elderly man Jeremy: *entwining his fragile, worn fingers within each and every one of Antoine’s firm, pudgy ones, forming the common known handshake that dates back to the dawn of men* There we go, not so bad, is it?
Antoine: Now I’ve got germs. 
Elderly man Jeremy: I say… you’ve got companionship. 
Bowser Jr: Co-com…p…panon… *tears* Toadette, can you help me say the word righ--? 
Toadette: HOLY FUCKING shit they’re all in alphabetical order. I can just pick whoever I want. 
Princess Daisy: Companion… it means friend. Like you are to pinkie over here. I wish I could be like that. 
Bowser Jr: *full tears, looking up at her with wide-eyes*
Ashin: Let me pick. 
Toadette: I found the website.
Antoine: *full smile, lips hidden under his arms, looks out the window, then back at Elderly man Jeremy* Hey… um, are you single? I mean I’m still going to go for it either way.
Elderly man Jeremy: Young man, *making a quick glance at his wife between them, * I’ve been married for 53 years! So, to answer your question, man-to-man, I’d say… I’m not, but $20 is $20!
Elderly woman: Ha ha ha ha ha!
Antoine: Ha! Let’s go the bathroom then. 
Flight Attendant Jody: *walks by, giving Antoine a firm look of condescension raising an eyebrow at what is being concocted*
Antoine: We’re going to the bath-room. 
Ashin: Will you two shut up! We’ve just discovered the the smorgasbord of heaven and no one told me about this… I mean we’re learning. Education comes first in this household. 
Princess Peach: Actually I’m the guardia--
Princess Daisy’s phone: “They’ve taken the capitol! They’ve taken the capitol! Now they’re going for the small businesses. They—oh, oh my God, what are they doing to Chef Goomba? They’re ripping his hat apart; they don’t know he’s still under it!*
Princess Peach: Let him go now! 
Princess Daisy: Ahhhhhhh!!! *a piercing tone only an enraged 16-year-old girl could muster* 
Elderly woman: Oh, oh!
Princess Peach: Let me handle the situation! 
Princess Daisy: Leave my people alone. You do not own them! Everything is under control. 
Chef Goomba appears on the screen: Stop, stop, stop it, oh my god, my whole savings are in this busine… it’s all going down; they’re taking it all down… I’m still in the hat! I’m still in the hat! You can have the hat! You can have it--
Princess Peach: What’s going on here, Daisy? You always come to me for guidance. Why the sudden retaliation? 
Princess Daisy’s phone: “We need retaliation. Peach, please send in your best minutemen at once, there may still be time to save—”
Princess Daisy: *shuts phone off, puts it in her lap, takes a long, deep 10-second cleaning breath, finally letting out a light smile. Peach does the same, and the two hold hands* I’m sorry…I’ve just felt, I don’t know, kind of… trapped… that’s not the word, suffocated? Locked into a place I don’t want to be, yet forced to act as if I can handle it all without issue? 
Princess Peach: Oh, Daisy, I so know the feeling. It’s our duty to be a constant beacon of hope and light to those needing our guidance. 
Chef Goomba: I am still in the hat. 
Princess Peach: It can surely feel daunting… and alluring, the need to escape. The need to be free, see a different part of yourself, of only yourself, the… the… hm.
Princess Daisy: Looks like you do know what I’m talking about. Huh. 
Princess Peach’s phone: *rings*
Princess Daisy: *raises an eyebrow* Ha, it says Sarassland. Go ahead, fix it. You always know what to do. It’s ok. I’ll get the next one. 
Elderly woman: *glances back with furious eyes* After all that. 
Princess Peach: *looks at her phone for what seems like an eternity, and then suddenly, she declines the call* 
Princess Daisy: *fully shocked look* Wha-? What? Seriously? 
Princess Peach: I think someone needs my time a little bit more.
Chef Goomba: I am still wearing the chef suit. You can, you ca- YOU CAN have it. You can have it! I am still wearing it, let me tak—I am wearing the chef suit.  
Princess Daisy: *tears well up* *both ladies engage in a wonderful, much needed embrace*
The two analyze their friendship, silently, within the next few minutes. What parts of them are they each keeping hidden; what parts are merely for show? Maybe if they talked a bit more, it could be a bit easier to tell the difference between the two. 
*a huge boom rumbles from far below the clouds in the Earth, echoing throughout the entire sky turning the entire atmosphere a bright, crisp, eerie maroon* 
Toadette: I think that was coming from Sarassa—
Princess Daisy: Nope, no—nothing to see there *shielding the young girl’s eyes from the window* Oh, I think we’re almost there! Who’s ready for some ocean time? 
Princess Peach: Daisy, wait, I’m just—I’m so sorry. I’m your friend, and me putting so much emphasis on work has really gotten in the way of that. Things will be different when we return, I promise you. We’ll go out to lunch, no, dessert! Just dessert. We’ll take walks, head to the fountain, you name it. 
Princess Daisy: Thanks Peach, I appreciate it. And you’re right… things will be different. 
Princess Peach: *puzzled at the tone change* Why? 
Princess Daisy: …because I’m not going back.  
Princess Peach: *look of total shock, jaw dropped, tea cup set down on the tray table, and eyes fully open* *although Peach never thought she would hear those words, she can’t say this wasn’t becoming more and more of a serious possibility with Sarahsarahland’s decline… her best friend, leaving? Giving up her title, her kingdom? Could Peach handle being without Daisy, her best friend? Would they still be friends without the monarchy tying them together? Fuck, she never really planned on answering that question. It was always something pushed ahead, something to worry about later, something to wonder of and then get too sad to think of it further. Glancing at Daisy, Peach is well aware that this time isn’t like the others—for this time, her whole world may have a lot less flowers in it. 
Elderly man Jeremy: Want to know my wife’s name? You never asked. 
Elderly woman: Oh, it doesn’t matter. Don’t pressure him. 
Antoine: If I cared, I would have asked. Thank you though. *very concerned about his manners, as he ‘normally neglects them when he gets excited’ and ‘will have to wait for more cake until they improve’*
Elderly man Jeremy: Well, her parents are old-fashioned, so they just went a run-of-the-mill name, but it’s so special to me. 
Antoine: Omg, what is it? If it’ll make you stop talking. 
Elderly woman: Sharpay. 
Antoine: Ah, I don’t care. *he makes full eye contact with her for 5 seconds*
Elderly man Jeremy: Sha la la la… 
Elderly woman Sharpay: My, oh, my! *motioning to a wide-eyed Antoine, rubbing his cheek with her thumb and forefinger* looks like the boy too shy!
Antoine: *hides his fully-red face in both legs, propelling them up over his head* 
Elderly man Jeremy: Ain’t gonna…
Elderly woman Sharpay: kiss… 
Elderly man Jeremy: the girl… 
Antoine: *waiting a full 2 minutes for this part, throwing his arms in the air* Woah, wah! 
All three seatmates: Sha la la la la la my oh my! Ain’t it a shame too bad, you’re gonna… 
Antoine: *full tears forming* miss… the girl… *glances back at Ashin, his joyful, carefree smile from his two new best friends descending to a heavy frown* Hm. 
Elderly woman Sharpay: What is it dear? Is this about your friend? 
Antoine: Oh, we’re actually s**-lovers and more than friends. 
Elderly woman Sharpay: Be that as it may, something seems to be getting you down about that man. 
Antoine: Nah, its just—we used to be closer. Now, it… I don’t know. It’s like we… want different things, or something? I didn’t… know I could want… *he puts his hand over his mouth, afraid of what may come into his mind next*
Elderly woman Sharpay: That’s ok… people change, people grow. That’s life, I suppose. Sometimes things can’t stay the same, and why would you want them to? 
Elderly man Jeremy: Aye, she speaks wise words. 
Elderly woman Sharpay: Been there, done that; isn’t that what the kids say? 
Antoine: I say that to my one-night stands *he lets out an embarrassed smile, fading to a dark frown* Until I want it again. 
Elderly man Jeremy and elderly woman Sharpay in unison: Same!
*the three burst into uproarious laughter, filling the melancholy plane with a bit of tranquility, happiness, and hope* 
Elderly man Jeremy: Young man, I’m just going to give you one piece of advice. And guess what? It’s about cake. 
Antoine: *fully wide-eyed, starting at him with anticipation* You know about cake? 
Elderly man Jeremy: You know what? Chocolate frosting is delicious. 
Antoine: *glancing at elderly woman Sharpay for encouragement and back at elderly man Jeremy* He knows about the frosting. 
Elderly woman Sharpay: *light smiles, nodding*
Elderly man Jeremy: Chocolate frosting is scrumptious, delectable, luscious, from its deep, filling texture to its encompassing, alluring taste that not only challenges the senses, but, well, flourishes within the taste buds. 
Antoine: *light smiles* That’s right. 
Elderly man Jeremy: *takes a long, deep breath* …now, I’m not finished. 
Antoine: You’re not? 
Elderly man Jeremy: Two things can be true at the same time. Chocolate frosting is marvelous and it will always be there when you feel like returning back home… but that doesn’t mean there’s not vanilla, that doesn’t mean there’s not mint chocolate chip, that doesn’t mean there’s not red velvet, that doesn’t mean there’s not strawberry, that doesn’t mean there’s not lemon, carrot… do you get what I’m trying to say? 
Elderly woman Sharpay: *glances toward Antoine, afraid he may not be picking up on the metaphor… she finds herself shocked to hear his next words*
Antoine: *smiles at elderly man Jeremy, takes a long deep breath, and glances back at his husband* …but what if I don’t have anyone to try them with? 

Toadette: Ok, just…just… stop! We’ve already settled on this one, let’s just go through the scenes. We can watch the other ones later. 
Ashin: …how did I not know about this site? I’ve been watching entire movies to get to these parts. I could’ve saved myself all that time. 
Toadette: Eh, don’t worry about it. At least you know now. 
Ashin: What else have I missed out on? There could be so much. I can do graphs, math, charts, equations, formulas… is that all? 
Toadette: No, you can’t. Remember my homework assignment? 
Ashin: There could be a whole world and parts of myself I’ve never even thought about understanding. 
Toadette: …you…what’s wrong? Why do you look so serious? 
Flight Attendant Jody: Hey, chatterbox. You’re in luck, a seat just opened up in the front. You can follow me to switch. Let’s go.  
Ashin: I… I think I’m good here, actually. Sorry about all that. I want to spend some time with her. 
Toadette: …but I’m here… what? With me? Sorry, Jod, he gets weird when we leave the mountains. He’s never been gone this long. Why on Earth do you want to hang out with me? I don’t even have fak—erm, real homework to do. 
Ashin: *glances out the side window, losing himself for a few seconds in the puffy shadows of the morning fog*…because I don’t think I’ll be seeing you again. Or any of you guys. 
Toadette: …wha… what?
*Flight Attendant Jody rushes to the cockpit to meet the other attendants, quickly preparing the group for landing and giving all necessary verbal and visual instruction. Things have shifted a bit, on the plane, it seems. There’s not as much screaming, not as much yelling, not as much whining, not as much… joy, happiness, or excitement, at that. Everyone takes a long, deep look at their seatmate, wondering just how much in life they had taken for granted. Just because you’re sitting by the same person the entire flight, been friends with the same people, or even thought you knew each and every hope, dream, secret, wish of those you held dear, or even your own self that you sit with day in and day out, each and every second of each and every minute of every grueling day… perhaps you never even knew a thing about them, or you, at all. Or perhaps you did, but you were too afraid of seeing the answer. 


Unfortunately for Ashin, and well, everyone, this answer can’t be found in the back of Toadette’s textbook. 



*to be continued*



