Max Stokols

Letters From the Earth Essay

The Gift Giver


Many years ago, before the tiny buds of the largest trees of today had even begun to sprout, an angel by the name of Reiner was visiting the Earth. He had heard many tales of the strange land from his friends in heaven, and wanted to see how much of it was true. He had heard that the humans who inhabited the land were cruel and illogical, and worshipped a god of their own creation, expecting it to solve all their problems while they did nothing. 


So far Reiner had found no such human, or any life at all for that matter. The desert was flayed before him, continuing in all directions so that he could not even see the mountains on the horizon. Unacquainted with his temporary human form, he had not eaten for three days, and was beginning to wonder why he could only crawl forward on his knees and elbows across the blazing wasteland. 

Finally, Reiner spotted a tiny blip on the horizon. There was some slight movement around it, and a small halo of dust rising into the scorched white sky. Reiner became excited to finally see some living thing on the planet, and hurried towards the blip. He was halfway there before his fragile body finally succumbed and he collapsed.


Reiner awoke inside the blip, a small tent belonging to some Bedouin wanderers. Reiner was wrapped in many sheets and had strips of cloth stretched around his head. He felt slightly refreshed, and his skin was no longer covered in blood. A Bedouin man walked into the tent. “Ah! You are finally awake! What were you doing, naked in the middle of the Negev?”

Reiner spoke, but it hurt his throat. “I am a wonderer, much like yourself. I often wander the desert in this fashion, but today I collapsed for some reason. Thank you for retrieving me, though.”


“You wander nude in the desert often? Then you surely must be a stronger man than I! Either that or very stupid! But you still sound terrible, please, rest some more. Do not talk for now.”


Reiner thanked him, and went back to sleep. A few hours later he awoke, feeling better than ever. The Bedouin man returned and invited him to dinner, where they had a feast waiting for him. “I forgot to ask,” Reiner said, “What is your name?”


“My name is Munir,” the man said, “And I am the leader of this tribe. And you?”

“My name is Reiner, and I am very impressed with your kindness to a stranger.”

Munir laughed. “With the state you were in, there was no way I couldn’t help you! What were you doing in such a position anyway?”


Reiner refused to answer that question, though. “Is there anything you want? I need to repay you somehow.”

At first Munir refused, but Reiner insisted. “Well, I suppose I would like another Camel. One of my camels had been carrying a double load, so just one more would be perfect.”


“A camel, then. You will receive it soon,” Reiner said.


“How soon? We’ll be leaving in two days further North, will you be able to find us?”


“Don’t worry,” Reiner said ominously. “I will be able to find you.” 


The next day, Reiner bid Munir and his tribe farewell, and went a ways back into the desert before shedding his flesh and rising back to the angelic realm. Once at home, he told all his friends about the feast and the kind Munir, and how well he was received on Earth. No one believed him, but Reiner didn’t much care. He just wanted to repay Munir with the promised camel. 


Reiner filled out the “Wish Fulfillment 2B” form in triplicate,  kept one copy, and sent the other two to God. The second form was sent through two different checkpoints, opened and closed again with scotch tape, cut in half because it was too wide, and stamped 6 times. It made it as far as the desk of God’s great and powerful secretary, Abigail, where it was stuck to a piece of junk mail and placed, along with an offer for cheaper car insurance, in the Holiest of Holies Paper Shredder. 

The third copy lay stagnant in a filing cabinet for several years before being found and sent first class to the office of God, where it sat under the foot of his desk for three weeks before he finally found and signed it. Reiner, who had not yet forgotten his promise to Munir, was put in charge of the camel’s delivery.


Reiner, with his nonexistent understanding of mortal time, did not realize that over 2,000 years had passed since that day, and went to Earth without anticipating just how hard he would have to search for his host. He remembered how strange the Bedouins found his nudity, so he dressed as he had seen Munir dress. He glanced over the Earth and found a desert as large as the first he found, and mistook it the Negev. It was, however, San Antonio Texas.

Reiner descended to the Earth once more, with the camel at his side. He remembered Munir saying that he was heading north, so Reiner started to move in that direction. The desert had changed significantly, but Reiner thought that it was because he had landed in a slightly different spot. He hoped that he wasn’t already too far North. Finally, he reached the city of San Antonio. It didn’t start as a blip on the horizon, though, it rose from the ground like a firecracker, a mountain of metal shooting from the ground and blocking out the sun. Reiner approached it curiously. Would he get an even larger feast from this tribe? Would they know how to find Munir?

Reiner walked down the black sticky carpet, and humans riding giant beetles peered at him and his camel. No one stopped for him.


He finally made it to the giant metal tents and started asking about Munir and the Bedouins. No one was dressed like he was—with a head covering, a large bushy beard and a robe. They wore tight fitting clothes and nothing on their heads, even though the desert sun beat down on their necks. Reiner was unperturbed by their stares, he knew nothing they did could hurt him. But for the first time on Earth, he felt like someone might try. It was then that a large hand grasped him on the shoulder.


“Hey, what’s with the Camel?”


Reiner blinked, the sun was reflecting off the man’s badge and into Reiner’s eyes. “It’s a gift, I’m looking for a man named Munir,” he said in perfect English. 


“A gift, huh? Do you have a livestock permit?”


“Oh, a permit! Right here!” Reiner pulled out the first copy of the “Wish Fulfillment 2B” and handed it to the man. He read it and chuckled. 


“Boy, I’d like to ask you a few questions down at the station. Get in the car.” The man pointed at his beetle, with the back door ajar. 

“What about my camel?” Reiner asked. As he spoke another larger beetle of the same colors ran up to the camel. Two men got out and began to tie ropes to it. Reiner cringed.


“Don’t worry about your camel, we’ve got it handled. Now get in the god damn car.” Reiner was still confused, so the man grabbed his arm and twisted it behind him, then shoved him into the beetle. Its innards were hard and leathery, with its bones forming a large mesh screen between Reiner and the man. The man kicked the back of the beast’s throat, and they began to move.


Reiner was sitting in a musty room, with a cold dark sun shining irritatingly overhead. There was a large mirror on the wall. Reiner saw that his face was bruised from where the man hit him. His robe was torn from when another man cut it open and frisked him.


Two men slammed the door open and then slammed it shut again behind them. They were both tall and muscular, one had a mustache and the other was bald. They sat down at the opposite side of the table. “What’s your name?” they asked.


“Reiner,” he said. He wasn’t afraid, but he was starting to become angry.


“What are you doing here?”


“You brought me here.”


One of the men reached across the table and cupped him in the ear. “Don’t act stupid. What the hell are you doing here, and why did you have that camel?”

“It was a gift, for a man named Munir. He was very kind to me, and to repay him I got him a camel. Maybe if you were a bit kinder to strangers, I would get you something, too. But instead you throw me in a box, steal my camel, hit me,”


“Where are you from?” the bald man interrupted. “Why are you dressed like that?”


“I’m from the Negev desert,” Reiner answered. It was partially true, that’s where he got the clothes.


“Where’s that? Negev, sounds like something from Saudi Arabia or something.”


Reiner was disheartened. “You mean it’s not near here?”


The two men stared at him incredulously. “Are you fucking with us?” Reiner was taken aback. “Listen up you little shit, you tell us right now what was wrong with that camel! Was it infected with some kind of disease? Did you feed it a bomb, gonna blow up the promenade?”


“It was just a gift for a friend, there was nothing wrong with it.”


“Then how come it died?”


Reiner blinked. “It… you killed it?”


“No, it was dead as soon as we opened the van doors, just lying there on the ground. Now how come it died? We think you gave it AIDS or SARS or some shit, you were trying to lead it into a public park and infect all the civilians you could before blowing yourself up!” 

Reiner was still staring at the table. “Why would I want to hurt anyone?”


The man with the mustache grabbed Reiner by the shoulders and shook him as hard as he could. “Give us a straight answer you god damn Sand Nigger!”


Reiner looked up at the mustached man, his fat and sweaty face a few inches from his own. With one swift motion, Reiner knocked both of the men onto the floor, stood up, and walked towards the exit. Before he had his hand on the doorknob, he was shot in the back twelve times. Reiner’s body fell to the floor. But Reiner didn’t. He turned around, looking apathetically at his dead body on the ground, and at the two men who were trembling in shock.


“Never mind,” Reiner said, and ascended through the ceiling and back to heaven.

