The orange, bumpy surface was hot. In fact, it was scorching hot. Somewhere deep within the purple planet, a mechanical voice echoed “Mission number sixty-four: Reviving Zewruger. Mazry, commonly known as the Great Gardener, you may board the pod, programmed to fly to Earth. ” The voice reverberated through the purple, slimey crowd gathered around the pod.

An enthusiastic cheer. Then, a tall, thin being with long and dangly limbs advanced towards the pod. She got stopped in her tracks by a similar-looking being dressed in shiny clothes adorned with glistening accessories holding a wand. It tapped Mazry on the left shoulder, the right shoulder and finally Mazry’s head. All this time, Mazry repeated the voice in her head: To plant and collect as many purple flowers as possible, so that the flowers could cool Zewruger, which was severely affected by global warming.

Mazry looked back, seeing throngs of purple beings, awaiting the take-off. She gestured to the crowd in a unique language belonging to the Zewrugerians, signalling a goodbye. She put on her rectangular helmet and got onto the capsule-like flying pod. 

I’ll make it. Mazry thought.

“Hey Grandpa, have you noticed that we got a new neighbour recently?” A 19 year old boy, sitting on the sofa, who had a head of curly, golden brown hair asked curiously. An elderly man sitting beside him responded, “No, I haven’t had the time recently, yet. But do go ahead and introduce yourself to our lovely neighbour, I heard that she’s a lady your age! Don’t make a fool of yourself, though, with your frequent coughs and sneezes.”, with a twinkle in his eye. “Yeah, because you’re always so busy with being the amazing biologist Charles Darwin, I bet.” The teenager retorted sarcastically. The elderly man let out a hearty laugh, responding with “And you're the amazing biologist Charles Darwin’s grandson, Jonathan!”

Jonathan rolled his eyes, tired of his grandfather’s daily antics, yet excited at the prospect of having a new playmate.  Jonathan made his way out of his front door and knocked on the new neighbour’s door. It was then that he registered how the entire door handle had been decorated with purple thumbprints.

Jonathan couldn't contain his excitement. After being homeschooled for forever, I finally get a chance to make a friend? And I'm not even the slightest bit sick today! He quickly smoothed his crumpled cargo pants and looked down as he smoothed his hair, or rather, tried to. He held his breath in anticipation.

And… the door finally opened.

He looked back up, with a smile plastered on his face. His smile froze. He was not sure what he was expecting. 

A girl in a dress? 

A girl wearing baggy T-shirts? 

A girl in office attire, even? 

But whatever it was, it was most certainly not this. The girl was wearing long, purple rain boots that extended all the way over her knees. She paired it off with a purple sweater, a purple corduroy overall and a purple blouse underneath. She was even wearing gardening gloves, with purple tips. To top it off, she even had a purple hat with a purple mask, matched with purple sunglasses. Head to toe, she was purple. 

“Hi! I’m Jonathan! Nice to meet you!” Jonathan stretched out his hand, wanting to give her a handshake.

To his surprise, the girl looked and stared at his hand for a long period of time, as if it was her first time being in contact with a human. 

“Hey… so I’m your new neighbour! We live directly opposite one another!” Jonathan continued, trying to break the awkward silence that was stealthily devouring their potential friendship.

She still didn’t respond. 

“Do you mind if I take a look around your house?” Jonathan craned his neck and tiptoed, trying to take a peek inside her house but soon realised that it was logically impossible. It was only then that he realised that the girl was at least half a head taller than he was. The girl stood still, unmoving.

“Or if it's inconvenient for you… I’ll just come around another day! See you!” Jonathan quickly excused himself from the nervous encounter with the girl. 

Something was strange, but he just couldn't put his finger on it. Despite all that, he still had a glimmer of hope, that they could become friends.

For the next few days, Jonathan visited the girl again consistently, hoping that they could have a conversation, or at the very least, get to know her name. He persisted and went everyday without fail, once in the morning, once in the evening. He only visited on days where he was not bedridden, or sick in any way. Those days were few but he still tried his best to be consistent.

… 

As more time passed, they got closer from Jonathan’s point of view, with his persistent efforts. Mazry did not speak, but she started trusting him, that he meant her no harm. She let down her guard and became less cautious towards him. She even gestured to invite him and let him view her garden-like apartment. 

“Wow! Everything here is purple! It sure is your favourite colour!” He exclaimed softly, close to a whisper. It was the embodiment of purple heaven.

He turned around and was even more astonished. There was hardly any furniture in there. Her apartment was fully filled with purple flowers. There were Lavender flowers, Lilac flowers, Verbena flowers, Clematis flowers, Bellflowers and many more of each and every species. It was a beautiful sight to behold! Jonathan held his breath, as if a single breath could disrupt or damage the beauty of her apartment.

“If grandpa was here, he would love it!” Jonathan unknowingly said it aloud.

He went around her apartment, marvelling at the amazing collection of flowers she had.

It was then that she decided to let him in on her little secret. She could converse with humans by touching hands, which was why she did not want to shake hands with him on the first day. 

Much to his bewilderment, she reached out and touched his hand, with her purple glove still covering her fingers. 

Hi. I’m Mazry. Nice to meet you.

Jonathan was so shocked that his mouth formed an “O” shape. They started conversing, not verbally, but through touch and successfully established a relationship without verbal conversation. Mazry introduced herself and her hobby-- gardening, but not where she was from or her objectives. She did not trust him enough just yet.

So we’re friends now?

She nodded her head, seemingly smiling at him.

Great! Since you enjoy gardening, I’ll come over and help you plant flowers! I’ll call my grandpa along too! He’s a biologist!

That day, he called his grandfather over and they planted flowers together. His grandfather was more than overjoyed to know that his grandson had finally gotten a friend, and for the opportunity to boast the knowledge he had to a pair of ears other than his grandson’s. 

Now, all was going good and well until Mazry accidentally pricked her finger due to the thorn on the stem. When Jonathan saw the purple splotch on her glove, he immediately ran towards Mazry and took out her glove. All he saw was a blur of purple before he blacked out. 

His grandfather immediately rushed over eagerly when he saw purple blood, his eyes glistening with excitement. His grandfather took over from there and dabbed Mazry’s hand, or rather finger-like projections that resembled slime more than anything else, with a piece of tissue. After the blood stopped flowing out, his grandfather pocketed the piece of tissue stained with purple blood in a ziplock bag. Assuring Mazry that he would take care of Jonathan back at home, the grandfather bid farewell and took off at the speed that one would not reckon he was capable of, given his age. He transported Jonathan back to their apartment using Jonathan’s wheelchair.

Jonathan found himself lying on his sofa in the living room when he came to. His grandfather was standing before the dining table, moving around and muttering incoherently to himself. It was a normal habit of his grandfather’s, yet Jonathan felt that something was off. 

His grandfather excitedly took out a huge, thick book, and dusted it ever so slightly. Even though it was more than dusty. It was tattered, beat-up, yet Jonathan would describe it as having an alluring aura. If he were to be dramatic, he would even say it came from the 18th century.Cures for all diseases: Mythical creatures” was engraved as its title in big cursive letters. He sneezed. It earned him the attention of his grandfather. “Have you not been taking those immune pills I specially curated for you?” His grandfather questioned him. 

He tried to hold it back but sneezed again. 

His grandfather shook his head and sighed. He continued, “Anyway, I was looking through this book that my researcher gave me the other day. As you know, I’ve been trying to find the most suitable medicine for you because you were born with a naturally weak immune system and you fall sick almost every other day-”

“No I don’t.” 

“Yes you do. Now listen. I found out that there is a type of mythical creature that may be able to boost your immune system permanently, so you’ll be able to lead a normal life! But the problem is…” His grandfather rambled on and on, like a true biologist, explaining how it works in great depth. 

Upon seeing Jonathan’s puzzled expression, he simplified it and explained it to Jonathan in simple terms, “Their purple blood contains chemicals that can boost your immune system, and because it is so rare, two out three people who have tried to obtain it have failed. But I’ve got it Jon, I’ve got it! You’ll be better in no time... ”

He whipped out the piece of tissue carefully stored in the ziplock bag. His grandfather waved it around exhilaratingly, having looked for a cure for his grandson’s weak immunity for nineteen years. And to think he got it so easily! 

Charles Darwin spent a few days in his laboratory, which was right beside Jonathan’s personal ward, extracting the purple blood off from the tissue and modifying it such that it could be injected directly into Jonathan’s bloodstream. Jonathan’s personal ward was made by Charles himself when Jonathan was younger, to lessen the frequency of hospital visits and the hospital fees needed to stay in hospitals. Jonathan laid on his bed obediently, already used to injections, from having been injected so many times throughout his nineteen years of life. Charles injected a small amount of purple blood, using a surgical syringe, into his blood.

The purple blood seemed to do wonders for Jonathan instantly. Jonathan felt blood coursing through his veins, filling him with an immeasurable amount of strength he has never felt, ever, in his life. His grandfather took some biological tests and got the results.

His immune system improved by leaps and bounds. An additional benefit was that he got fitter and stronger as well. It was the best condition he has ever been in!

If such a small amount could do such wonders, then copious amounts would suffice to permanently bestow him with good health for the rest of his life! I have to do it!

Charles prepared a few syringes to draw blood and tucked it into his pocket. He also prepared a cloth, soaked in chloroform, and held it in his hand. With his hand behind his back, his grandfather once again visited Mazry, with his intention masked behind a smile. Mazry, being familiar with him, let him in without any hesitation. She even seemed to behave in a friendly manner. Waiting for the perfect moment, he pulled down her purple mask and held the cloth against her face. He held his breath in anticipation. Soon, her body went limp and she collapsed onto the floor. Charles got hold of her and immediately started work, not wasting any time. He filled up his syringes with purple fluid from her body and exited her apartment as soon as he was done with the deed. 

It was out of desperation. Pride? Ambition? He was not a heartless monster so he decided to get just enough blood, that would fulfill his goal and not harm Mazry.

Entering the ward, where Jonathan was still rediscovering himself, or rather exploring his newfound abilities, he commanded Jonathan to lie down on the bed once again. He injected all four syringes of blood into Jonathan’s body, without stopping to think if it would be too much. In his mind, there is never “too much”, it has always been “ lack of”. After the injection, he made his way to the laboratory to collect the test kits, to see if it helped Jonathan.

A few minutes later, upon stepping into the ward, Charles Darwin immediately noticed that something was amiss. It was like World War 2 had broken out. Pure pandemonium. There were things strewn all over. Bottles of medicine were knocked over, dying the whitetiles iodine brown. The white sheets were thrown to the far end of the room, at the corner, and stained with a mixture of red and purple unidentified solution. Jonathan was spotted hiding under a table, in the shadows, shivering and talking to himself. Sensing that there was someone in the room other than himself, Jonathan whipped his head around and scanned the room. His eyes landed on Charles Darwin. Jonathan’s eyes were a ghastly shade of purple. Every single blood vessel in his eyes had been broken, staining his pupils dark purple. He bared his teeth, which were now shaped like fangs, and hissed. 

Having lost his humanity, Jonathan was a maniac. 

The grandfather turned his back towards Jonathan, or what was left of him. To think that this was the product of love? No, the clock was ticking. Should I try to save him? But there’s nothing that I can do to undo my mistakes. Or maybe if I… A commotion behind him stopped his thoughts.

In that split second, the alienated side of Jonathan made his way towards the operating table and grabbed the knife swiftly. He advanced towards Charles stealthily and prepared to stab him with a flick of his wrist. Even in this moment, and even as purple blood coursed through his veins, he struggled and fought to regain control of his consciousness. Why?  Because he could recognise his grandfather, the one who loved and doted on him dearly. 


That realisation dawned on Jonathan. But it was all too late. It was impossible to stop the knife’s momentum now. Jonathan could only try to swerve the knife such that it did not harm his grandfather. He steeled his might and strengthened his will.

A distorted groan. Followed by a moan. 

Charles whipped around quickly just in time to see Jonathan collapse onto the cold, glassy white tiles of the ward. The body that had turned purple was human no longer, yet Jonathan had kept his humanity up till the end.

The grandfather’s gaze fell upon the purple blood spewed, staining the tiles purple such that the grandfather knew he would never be able to wash it off. The very blood he had wished to stockpile on, the blood that should have given his grandson life. 



