The Ending of Nowhere
As many tales do, this starts with Once Upon a Time and will end with…well your Happily Ever After, of course.

Once upon a time there was a girl named Dorothy. She was fifteen and at the time of this tale wore red and white plaid overalls. And staring at the ceiling of her room, she dreamed. Two years had passed since her adventure to the Land of Oz, the union with her new found friends, and the death of The Wicked Witch of the West, but she still felt empty. Now don’t take it the wrong way, her adventure meant more to her than anyone would ever know, but it wasn’t what she was looking for. She rested her head back on her pillow and was about to shut her eyes when suddenly a red light appeared from the crack beneath the closet door. Dorothy got up to investigate. Opening it she discovered the source- her ruby slippers. There was someplace she still had yet to go to. She tapped her toes three times and said, “Somewhere over the rainbow. Somewhere over the rainbow. Somewhere over the rainbow.” A flash of light, a blast of stars, and Dorothy ended…in nowhere. 

She woke up in an instant. It was 3:43 am, and the shouting had already begun. “Yup.” Wendy thought, “It’s that time again.” Her father’s supposed affair had brought about arguments every night for the past month. She glanced at her sleeping brothers in their beds. She envied them. She wanted sleep and the sound of silence- not broken dishes, fists in walls, and late-night yelling that settled nothing. Wendy heard the front door slam shut – her mother, like usual, had had enough and needed to leave for a couple hours, barely making it back before the sunrise. Wendy needed to leave, to get away. Her eyes began to fill with tears. “Yup,” she thought, “It’s that time again.” However, instead of looking at the clock in her room, she turned to her window to catch an owl taking off into the night from a quick rest on her garage roof. “You’re so lucky,” she whispered out loud, “If only I could –.” She stopped, laughed, and smiled. Opening up to the window, she recalled what Peter Pan had once told her about flying. “Say, that’s it! You think of a wonderful thought.” She knew immediately what to think of. Out the window, into the sky, and Wendy ended…in nowhere.
Dinner was done; the clock struck 7:00pm, and the boat was rocking. Milo did one last check of the one-man submarine he was about to get into. It baffled him what he was about to do. He was about to search the seas for a city that supposedly was destroyed years ago. He was about to set off by himself (this being the first time since leaving for college) all because of what he read in a simple book. Ladies and gentlemen, Milo was about to…adventure. He got the idea a little over two years ago when a co-worker of his was diagnosed with cancer and died shortly after. It took something that shocking for Milo to open his eyes. “My God,” he thought, “I’m an accountant. I stare at numbers all day, work from nine to five, and every room in my house in the suburbs is white. The rest of the world could be a lie because I have never been off the east coast of the US. Jesus Milo! What are you doing with yourself?” So he picked up a book that interested him, one of far off places that only the brave-of-heart could reach, and he took a chance. He stepped into the submarine, switched the controls on, and was released to the water. “I don’t really want to be miserable.” He thought. The propellers turned, the submarine sped forward, and Milo ended…in nowhere.
Nowhere. Nowhere is a place. It was Dorothy’s ‘Somewhere Over the Rainbow,’ Wendy’s ‘Never-Never Land,’ and Milo’s ‘City of Atlantis.’ It’s a land of solitude, or, if need be, inclusion. It’s an empire of dreams and desires- where the impossible can surely happen. It’s a city of adventure, and a time of chance. It’s a place of pure tranquility- a place of peace of mind. Nowhere. Nowhere is a place. Its beginning…is the first step you take on your journey. And its end? Well your Happily Ever After of course.

