
1 
 

 



2 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This ebook is copyright material and must not be copied, reproduced, 
transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly performed or used in 
anyway except as specifically permitted in writing by the publishers , as 

allowed under the terms and conditions under which it was purchased or as 
strictly permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorized distribution or 

use of this text may be direct infringement of the author’s and publisher’s 
rights and those responsible will be liable in law accordingly. 

Copyright © Kashif Nasir 2022 
http://www.mumblingsofkashif.wordpress.com  

http://www.theparhako.blogspot.com 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

http://www.mumblingsofkashif.wordpress.com/


3 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Also by Kashif Nasir 
Lost 

A floating Lie 
A Night of decree 

The drive 
A Fairy Tale 

  



4 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Dedication 
 
 

For  
 

A 
  



5 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

Praise for the  
Nunc Scio quid sit amor 

 
  



6 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



7 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
In the end, all my stories were lies. I recall at least one of my 

stories had the term ‘Lie’ in its title.  
 
The bar was shrouded in darkness. Two lone bulbs at the 

counter tried to fight off the dark. Their light illuminated us.  
 
Sitting in that bar with that strangely exquisite girl. I had a 

curious idea of lying to her, all my life I had been writing lies how 
about telling them instead.  

 
"But these paintings are lovely, they make me sad" she leaned 

over the paintings and put her hand over her breast. "Why did you 
stop painting?" 

 
I rotated the glass and watched the last few sips circling the 

bottom, then I gulped it down. The drink passed through my throat 
down my esophagus leaving a trail of warmth. The last few drops 
went straight to my head. The whole room started to spin.  
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"You want to know, I will tell you" I leaned over and stared into 
her brown doe eyes "for a kiss".  

 
She looked away into the distance than at the back of the bar. 

A few people sat, drowning their sorrows in the drink but no one 
paid us any attention. "Not here," she said.  

 
We retired to her apartment. After drinking the half bottle of 

whisky that she had produced; when we were comfortable under the 
sheets she asked "so tell me why you stopped painting?" 

 
I tried very hard to focus on the paintings in the corner but they 

kept spinning. I tried harder and was finally able to focus on one, a 
painting of seven hills. It spoke to me and I felt that I must have had 
a fleeting romance with art in past. 

 
"Oh dear I loved art you won't find a man that loved art more 

than me. I loved art so much that I lived solely for art. Nothing could 
drive me away from art, neither cold nor hunger nor poverty. I 
painted in the morning in the evening and at night. When the world 
slept I was painting, when it woke up, I was painting still. My art 
devoured me. I neither slept nor ate. I kept painting until I was spent 
then I fell at the feet of my canvas. In the morning I woke up and 
started again" 

 
Then I fell quiet. 
 
 With the touch of her soft fingers, she turned my face towards 

her. "Then what happened, did someone break your heart" her crisp 
voice broke the silence.  

 
"Oh! much worse than that" Said I. 
 
"But what could be worse than heartbreak?" she said. 
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I answered this with a sardonic smile.  
 
For a long time, I stared in the darkness gathering my thoughts. 
 
"There was a competition" I finally said. "The greatest mankind 

has ever seen. The king of Rome summoned the artists great and 
small. They came from lands far away. From the east came the 
mystic Sufis where they rode the elephants and fashioned strange 
symbols. From the west came the hedonists that painted nude 
women and crafted life-like figures in marble. From the north came 
the north men that hunted the mammoths and slept with wolves. 
They made fearsome statues from stone and ice. From the south 
came the heartless necromancers that added the blood of their 
beloved in the paint to immortalize their art. Artists great and small 
came hundred in all to the paint the King of Rome." 

 
"Among them was a local artist named Michael. Michael was a 

man of talent. His popularity was only matched by the jealousy he 
caused his rivals. The other artists copied him, envied him, and hated 
him. The common folk loved Michael. He was adored by the softer 
gender. There wasn't a woman in Rome that Michael hadn't painted 
nude. But the women confessed that Michael hadn't touched them. 
That he painted and drank, but touched them not. 

 
The men found this curious. Around this time, a jilted lover 

Safilo that had seen her fiancé's nude painting spread a rumor that 
Michael was homosexual and practiced sodomy with his pupils. The 
rumor spread like wildfire.  

 
The public was outraged; the rumor caused the women great 

sorrow. Realizing that they had been turned down by the greatest 
artist of their time the women stopped visiting Michael. All the work 
Michael was getting stopped. His grant was withheld and the church 
removed the statues made by Michael. 
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Curiously this didn't seem to affect Michael. The pupils that still 
visited their teacher said that Michael had enough to spend and fed 
them daily. The common folks were confused. What could be the 
source of Michael's wealth? The men argued that Michael had saved 
little money that he will run out. But as weeks went by and there 
seemed no end to Michael's wealth, more rumors started to spread. 
Michael was a sorcerer; Michael worshiped the devil; Michael had 
candles made from the fat of unbaptized babies; Michael held black 
mass. Michael was cursed with an unquenchable sexual appetite; 
Michael had the strength of a hundred men and Michael was 
immortal. Most of these rumors were spread by Michael's rivals that 
loved him not.  
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As the day of the competition neared the celebrations started. 

The streets of Rome had never seen such celebration. Colorful lamps 
illuminated the streets, banners decorated the walls. Parades passed 
the streets. Color and noise from dawn to dusk all across Rome. But 
all this ceased when the day of competition arrived. A silence fell 
over the city. The bars and streets were deserted. The parades 
stopped.  

 
On the day of the competition, the colosseum was filled four 

times over. Men women, thieves, beggars, princes and princesses, 
masters and slaves, politicians and priests every single person in the 
city was present in the colosseum. People fought over seats. Brawls 
broke out, guards were called, finally the king arrived and everyone 
settled down. A hush fell over the colosseum. 

 
It was a large colosseum. The seats started from the bottom 

their height increased as they went up. It was designed so the 
spectators had a bird' eye-view of the arena below. The arena was a 
large circular ground covered in sand.  
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A hundred artists made their way into the arena and took their 
positions in front of their canvases, in the end arrived Michael. The 
public hadn't seen Michael since the accusation of homosexuality. 
Michael had kept to himself. Now that they had seen Michael, that 
seemed, healthier than ever before it further confirmed their 
suspicions. Fights broke out in spectators, the haters and lovers of 
Michael collided, guards arrived; men were arrested. An 
announcement was made to still the crowd.  

 
Then the king gave the order. The competition was to last 

seven days to honor the roman god Solar Invictus. At the end of the 
seventh day, the winner will be declared. The winner will be awarded 
his weight in gold and an opportunity to decorate the palace and 
chapel.  

 
The artists started their work, first sketching the king's profile 

with charcoal all except Michael. Michael threw paint on canvas then 
kept dragging the brush. This made no sense to the onlookers.  

 
Some said that Michael was painting satanic symbols others 

said that he had gone insane, others argued that it was a new 
technique that Michael had invented.  

 
That first night was one of the coldest in Rome. In the morning 

twenty artists were arrested. The necromancers had added blood 
into their paint. This blood clotted in the night, in the morning the 
artists were caught. The charge against them was sorcery. The high 
priest was called after a much-heated debate. It was decided that the 
necromancers will hang.  

 
The first day ended with twenty heads hanging from the wall of 

the colosseum. Eighty artists were left.  
 
The king envied Michael's popularity he had heard a lot about 

Michael and now he wanted to see Michael's extraordinary talent 



13 
 

but so far Michael was disappointing. He painted strange shapes that 
bore no resemblance to King. 

 
The second day started, the eighty artists took their positions in 

front of the canvases. Now, sketching the bone structure. Instead of 
sketching bones, Michael again started to play with the brush. That 
day the twenty hedonists fainted they lacked the stamina to stand 
for so long. Sixty artists were left.  

 
The third day started all the artists started to sketch the 

muscles and fill in bits of details, now the portraits had started to 
take shape all except Michael's; it made no sense.  

 
On the fourth day, a fight started among the artists. The Sufis 

from the east started arguing among themselves. The argument 
escalated into a heated debate and then it came to blows. Three 
artists were injured. The argument was that it was prohibited to 
paint humans, it said in the holy book. Furthermore, it was 
prohibited to serve a king that considered himself a god. 

 
The Sufis then asked the king if they could be allowed to leave 

for their country. This the king allowed, but on their way, unknown 
assassins fell on the Sufis killing them all.  

 
The fifth day started with forty artists. The rumor was that the 

king himself had given the order for the killing of Sufis for their 
refusal to kneel before the king.  

 
The fifth day was uneventful. The artists tried very hard to 

finish as much as work possible.  
 
On the sixth day, the king came down to see the portraits. He 

was much pleased by most of the work then he came across Michael, 
the king tried very hard to make sense of what Michael was painting 
but it made no sense. The king frowned and left.  



14 
 

 
Finally, the seventh day came. The last day started with much 

action. The artists worked fast to finish the portraits. Much illegal 
betting took place in the stands as common folks betted on their 
favorites. Oblivious to all this hustle was Michael. Michael sat in front 
of his canvas looking uninterested. 
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As the evening fell the artists stopped their work. The finishers 

chatted among themselves commenting on each other's work. 
Michael sat aloof. 

 
Then the king arrived a wave of liveliness went through the 

crowd. There was a feeling that something big was about to happen. 
Then the king asked the artists if they had finished the work? All, 
except Michael answered in affirmative.  

 
"What about you commoner?" The king addressed Michael. 
 
"I need more time your Grace" 
 
"You have had seven days, for seven days I have watched you 

make a mockery of my order. You will finish or you will hang" Said 
the King.  

 
Curiously Michael didn't seem to be daunted. It was as if he had 

anticipated this. 
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"As per your desire, your grace," Michael said then walked 
towards his canvas and turned it upside down. A deafening roar went 
through the crowd that seemed to go on and on forever. The noise 
shook the foundations of the colosseum. The king had to order thrice 
for the common folks to settle down but they would not heed. 
Finally, the guards shot arrows into the crowd the commoners 
settled down.  

 
"What is all this ruckus, let me see what insolence he has 

painted?" The King said. 
 
The portrait was turned towards the king. When the king saw 

Michael's painting his face fell and blood came into his eyes. 
 
The king stood up trembling with fury. "How dare you… you 

insolent commoner… I will have your head for this" This and many 
filthy words came from the king's tongue.  

 
Beside the King, The young princess Allaya sobbed in her 

handkerchief. Princess Allaya's beauty was known in lands near and 
far. Proposals for her marriage came from beyond the seven seas. 
But the princess had turned them all down. Now the princess 
sobbed, her delicate fingers drenched with tears.  

 
"Arrest this man and hang him" the king ordered.  
 
Hearing the King's order, the princess came to her senses. An 

anguished scream escaped the princess's lips "no" the princess 
screamed. Forgetting herself she ran taking the stairs two at a time. 
The helm of her dress trailing after her. Rome watched in silence. 

 
Down in the arena where once the gladiators had fought and 

fell, Michael waited for her with open arms. The two lovers collided 
showering each other with kisses. "They will kill you, Michael," the 
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princess said breaking off a kiss. Michael kissed the tears from her 
eyes and nodded.  

 
The guards were already moving towards Michael. The crowd 

held its breath. Michael faced the king and fell to his knees. "Let me 
hang your Grace, not because I am lazy but because I a commoner 
dared to love your daughter." The king bristled then spat. 

 
 Michael turned to the crowd. "Do you hear me Rome, when 

you craved my body it was she who kept my heart pure? When you 
wanted me to die of hunger it was she who kept me alive qui amat, 
tamen hercle si esurit, nullum esurit' (He that’s in love for sure, even 
if he is hungry, isn’t hungry at all)" 

 
Then the guards came, after much difficulty, they separated the 

two lovers. Michael was beaten with iron rods then thrown into the 
dungeon. The princess was sent back to the castle. 

 
The competition ended no winners were declared.  
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Water and sup were refused to Michael. Three nights and three 

days Michael suffered in the dank dark cell. Until he lost all sense of 
time. Only the image of the princess kept him alive.  

 
On the fourth day, the door of the dungeon opened. Michael 

didn't move he had no energy. A hooded man entered and spoke to 
Michael for a long time but Michael was delirious with fever and 
heard him not.  

 
In the ale-houses and brothels, the common folk gossiped. 

Michael was dead, said a man. No, he was alive, said another. A 
woman claimed that she had seen Michael and the princess on the 
king's road. 

 
Back and forth the rumors went. The princess was with a child, 

claimed a woman. No, the princess had been given vinegar to drink, 
the child has been washed away, answered the other.  

 
But nobody knew for sure. The castle was locked and no one 

was allowed to enter or leave.  
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On the seventh day, Michael felt the warmth of the sun on his 
face and the air in his hair. When he opened his eyes there was 
nothing but sand around him for miles and miles. Michael tried to 
stand up but he was weighed down by the paintings that the guards 
had tied to his back. In his pocket, Michael found the king's decree. It 
read. 

  
The commoner Michael son of Isaiah is found guilty of high 

treason. The punishment for which is capital. However, the king is 
just and kind, in celebration of the king's beloved daughter Princess 
Allaya’s wedding with his loyal general Marcus the King has 
pardoned the commoner's crime. 

The commoner is given his life, on the condition that he must 
never return to Rome again.  

If found violating the terms of this agreement the commoner's 
life will be forfeited. 

Under it, Michael found his signature.  
 
He wanted to read the rest but the power had gone out of him. 

For days he laid in the desert. Michael made no effort to save 
himself. Michael traced the face of Allaya in the sand and when the 
wind blew it away he traced again. 

  
Michael had no illusions about King's kindness. He was called 

the head hunter in seven kingdoms. The princess had sacrificed her 
life for him. Marcus was a brute everyone knew that. Knowing that 
she was in the custody of Marcus made Michael's blood boil. Michael 
vowed that he will go back to Rome to save the princess or die in his 
quest.  

 
A week later when all hope had ceased a caravan passed 

through the desert. They found Michael fighting a cactus, calling it 
filthy names. Sensing that the man was mad, they took him into their 
caravan hoping that after a few days he will be able to take care of 
the animals. 
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I found the girl weeping on my shoulder. I didn't stop her. I felt 

for Michael too. I always felt for my characters. 
 
It was dawn when she finally fell asleep. A weak glow had 

illuminated the sky. I took one last look at the beautiful creature 
under the sheets. Then I walked through the door and closed it 
behind me.  
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The next morning when I woke up he was gone. He had taken 

the bottle of whiskey but everything else seemed in order.  
 
"What a strange fellow," I thought. Michael had become real in 

my imagination I wanted to know what had happened to him. To 
forget this crazy idea, I started cleaning my room. I made the bed 
and cleaned the floor. Then a thought came to me, the liar had 
spoken all night but hadn't told me why he stopped painting.  

 
I went to the paintings in the corner. Last night in the dark, they 

were difficult to understand. Now in the daylight, I could see them 
more clearly. They seemed old. I could see the brush strokes. 

 
 The first one was a painting of a river overlooking seven hills. It 

seemed almost alive. Like the river was in motion and the hills 
breathing. I had to take a step back to stop vertigo.  

 
The second was of a child exceedingly handsome. The fourth 

was painted scenery; the colors were of an old wound, that was the 
one that had made me sad. I was still staring at it when my attention 
was diverted to the painting behind it. With much difficulty, I was 
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able to drag it out. I was just dragging it out when a parchment fell 
from the top of it. 

 
It was an old leather parchment. I was about to read it when 

my attention was caught by the painting. She was the most beautiful 
girl I had ever seen. Her lips were plump and full. Her nose was so 
straight it seemed crocked. Her skin was white like marble. And her 
hair, her hair was caught in the crown. A crown? Thought I.  

 
It was gold crown-shaped in branches, little leaves and flowers 

covered the branches. 
 
I took a step back and with trembling fingers opened the 

parchment.  
 

The end. 
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