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“You know nerves,” Temper confided. ‘I think I found my attachment.” Nerves nodded ambitiously.


He said, “Well, that’s a praise. You’ve been looking for a long time.”


“Yea, but,” he whispered as he looked around. “It’s a plug.” Nerves jumped. 


“How’s that gonna work? How will you travel? Plugs consume dead vegetation by sticking into the ground. We spheres roll around gobbling up trash.”


Temper insisted, “We’ve already tried a light connection.”


“How’d that work?” Nerves asked as he rolled back and forth. “when you split your connection with Bright the wires were all messed up. I know there was damage. Only Niles could have fixed it and made you right again.” Temper started dribbling.


“My wires are fine!” He blurted. “I just told you that I thought it would work.” Now he shouted, “Niles doesn’t care about any of us.” Nerves started rolling in a circle.


“Don’t say that. What if he’s listening?”


“He may have invented me,” Temper barked, “But, he’s not listening to me.” Nerves watched as Temper angrily hurried away.
Nerves Observes


I cannot believe what Temper just told me. How’s that going to work for him, a sphere and a plug, together? My internal wires are hot. I guess the whole thing really worked me up. I rolled on near a park. There was trash strewn everywhere, paper wrappers, newspapers, Styrofoam, and other discards. There were spheres everywhere doing cleanup. Paper goods sucked right into their round bodies and pulverized. I rolled along a wall and stopped. I watched as plugs, spheres, grinders and such passed by. Then, I saw them. 

“Oh holy Niles,” I lamented. I immediately glanced around. I felt I had been too loud. But, no one had heard me. It was a Plug connected to a Sea Rope. Sea Ropes filter invading oil out of the ocean. When they relieve themselves, it’s a smelly droplet of black tar that evaporates in the sun. A Plug needs no water and its relief is a mist that makes everyone gag before it vanishes in the sky. I watched as they passed. They didn’t look as though they were in a rush to get anywhere. They couldn’t be. And, as they moved along, it was a roll and bump. I shook my head. That would definitely be too much for me. My thoughts made me ashamed. I was being critical. They seemed to be content. If anyone caught me and confronted me, I would squeal in denial.

I began to roll and mumbled, “Issues is a Plug. Maybe he can help me make sense of all this.”


Twenty minutes later, I called out, “Issues, are you home?” There was silence from the box. “Come on Issues, I’ll forget everything you owe me. But, I need you to answer me.” I nearly gave up when he bounced around the corner.


“Nerves, I don’t owe you. You owe me,” Issues attacked.


“Okay, okay,” I said, “doesn’t matter right now.” Issues looked like he had other things on his mind. He always did.

“Well,” he said, “what do you want?” I wasted no time.


“Alternative connections,” I pitched.

He asked, “What about them?”


“You’ve been around. What do you think of those relationships?”


“Makes me no difference,” Issues admitted. He stood on his flat end and rubbed his four appendages together. I wanted more.


“But, do you think it’s healthy?”


Insight said, “I’m not Insight. Did you ask him?” 


“No,” I said. “I hadn’t thought about him. I only began to think about this two hours ago.”


“Oh!” Issues whispered. He tilted my way. “Do I know them?” I threw out a hint.


“One is a plug, the other is a sphere.”


“Temper looks weird with a plug,” Issues stated. “However, I’m sure I looked funny with them because I was with a Battery Grinder.” I must have looked startled.


“Yea, I’m not sure how we would have connected either,” he said. I rolled back and forth.


I reminded, “I thought you were happy with your life.” He seemed amused. 


“Living can be lonely. I never said I wasn’t looking for someone.” I wasn’t sure what I expected Issues to say. I felt nervous. I continued tight circles, and changed the subject.


“Do you think Niles would be mad?”


“Niles?” He said surprised. “I’m not positive that he invented us.” I didn’t understand how he could say that with a straight face. But, I guessed he was serious. “What’s there to be mad about?”


“Well, the alternative connections, that I have seen, don’t seem natural. I’m not really opposed. They just look difficult,” I reasoned. “So, I am wondering what the creator thinks of this.”


“What would it matter?” Issues asked. “It seems that he left us to our own devices.”


“I would like to know his answer. So many things seem in chaos. What ever happened to harmony?” I blurted. 


“If there is a Niles, what do you expect him to do?”


“I don’t know,” I admitted. “I just feel like he has an answer for me.” Issues watched me in silence.


He asked, “Why are you circling me?” I wished he hadn’t noticed.


“I need to find trash,” I lied. “My energy is low. Thanks, I’ll see you Issues.” I calmed some as I rolled away.

Issues on the spot


I watched that fool, Nerves, roll away. She always gets so shook up about the smallest of things. Who’s got time to go looking for Niles? What would be the point? How would it improve my well-being? I cleared the dead brush around my box in two rounds. When I finished, I settled and looked around. The ground seemed to get hot. I even got dizzy. Suddenly, it peaked. I screamed, “Ouch!” My appendages were red hot. Then I heard the laughter. I knew.


I yelled, “Really Prank!” There he was, ten feet behind a building.


His response was, “I knew I had you when you backed up. You backed right up over that wire. I couldn’t resist.”

