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The Albatross

Often, to pass the time on board, the crew
will catch an albatross, one of those big birds
which nonchalantly chaperone a ship

across the bitter fathoms of the sea.

Tied to the deck, this sovereign of space,

as if embarrassed by its clumsiness,

pitiable lets its great white wings

drag at its sides like a pair of unshipped oars.

How weak and awkward, even comical
this traveller but lately so adroit --

one deckhand sticks a pipestem in its beak,
another mocks the cripple that once flew!

The Poet is like this monarch of the clouds
riding the storm above the marksman's range;
exiled on the ground, hooted and jeered,

he cannot walk because of his great wings.

-- Charles Baudelaire
(1821-1867)
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AndRetuswore,

Swore on hisidol of the Spear god
Thathe had seen the great white beast
Flying overhead,

With feathers of silver metal
Andavoice ofan elephant.

They had laughed athis dream,
Sayinghe was noseer,

Until Matummake the Blind
Said his vision was true.

Matummake said he knew it was a true vision
Because he had once spokento

Ornakka, the high preistess,

Now long dead,

Who had said she was told of the white devils
Which controlled the greatbird,

Fromher grandmother.

Retu now raised his spear

Andspoke endlessly about the great rewards
The white beast would bring
Tothoseinthevillage who believed.

He spoke of the great gifts

He had seenin his vision,

And heimagined the greatlands
The white bird could bear them to.

And he prayed to the gods
Thathis vision would be realin his lifetime
Sohecould partakeinits bounty.

Poetry

And he was answered, swiftly.
Butthe rewardsforbelief were death
And enslavement.

Ashamed of his vision,

He chucked his spear at the ghostbird,
Butitdid notbleed norcryin pain.
Itmerely loomed above Retu

Like a cliff of smoothest stone.

Thenwithascream, the bird flew,
Carrying Retu’s childrenalong
Toaplacebeyond hisvision,
Beyond his help.

Retu criedfor three hundred days
Andthree hundred nights

Until his eyes were as useless

As his vision, and the spearat his side.
Then, he retired with Matummake the Seer
Tothe cave of the Old and Blind,

Where noman lives.
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THROUGH THE WINDOW

((»; o -‘)f]'(‘u gqa.

Onthe tour-bus, Jewish boys
stare out through the fragile windows
atthe Arab boys opposite.

Inthe Hebron of the Intifada,
those Arab boys hurlstonesatthe bullet-proof windows
which tint their enemies faces.

They ambushed my unclein Gaza

Lastyear. Shothiminthe back of the head.
Hedied. Doctors transplanted his heart
Tosavethelife ofan Arab.

As our bus pullsaway, | msurprised
by ayoungArab boy just outside my window
who raisesan open hand to me as a sign of peace.

I return his gesture, my heartfull of hope,
but!| mafraid he couldn tseeme
through the shading of the plexiglass.

Poetry

NADIA

BB lach

Her name heardinthe streets
awhisper,aplea

whistling through the trees,
Nadiashda.

Abreezeblows, its message felt.
Inresponse, impatientblades cut theair
--andyetitseems outof order

the green, hunched, back bent
preparingto bestirred

Groundswells. Footsteps:
thud or pitter patter?

cracked earth, forced smile
blood-tearsatitssides

asitchants Nadiashda.
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DELIBERATIONS BLEsSED BE My CHILDREN
gnmﬁae?% SQ'B&naw CuiﬁdWCB utler
Teeteringon the brink Westandenclosedinascantcircle like Shakespeare’s witches,

Peering over the edge aswestrike mechanically, insilence, at the crippled pigeon.

Frozen with doubt

Gluedtotheledge. Sharp pieces of gravel plummetone by oneinto theintruder,
Shalll dive, do | dare piercingits body; blood stainsits down.

Step overtheline? Thebirdflutters spasmodically, desperately.

Plunge into the abyss

Leave life behind Itstaresat me withablack glassy eye.
Indecision grips me Ifeelitsfear, hear the screams trappedinits head.

holds me fast

Stepaway, shecries Don’tlookatme! Idon’tseeyou. | can’tstop.

leap now, leave your past They’'re makingme!...More stones, More stones!
Woavering, tottering

Ilose my resolve Thebell rings.

my feetslip on gravel Welineupfromshortesttotallestbehind the black marble column.

my foothold dissolves Aswemarchfromtheplaygroundlimpulsively pickapretty white
She has killed me, | cry lily for my teacher.

my fate has been spun
Indecision sdecided me
My lifeis done.
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S.0.S

His suitis pressed, tie... straight.

He's cute. Justask him.

He tradesimportantstories of voiceless matters
and remembers none.

He hob Nobs with high society.

He’s astute. Justask him.

His shoesshine, car...sleek.

He walks with wondrous women’s waists.

He’s truth. Justask him.

He squashesan Antbeneath hisfoot.
Hedidn'thearits roar.
Hewouldn’t hearits roar.

His stareis bold, smile...wry.

He’s sure. Justask him.

His pathis strewn with faces that would like
to be met.

His name is known throughoutthe land.
He’s demure. Justask him.

His voice is smooth, manner...cool.

He drinks with devils and divine.

He’s pure. Justask him.

He lifts abroken shell from off the beach.
| hear the sea!

| hear the sea!

Butwhatdoes he see?

Whatdoes he see!

Poetry

NIGHTMARE

11
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Adesperate heat

lashes my heart,

spilling scarletstains

slicing cracked

parchmentskin.

| cannot, will not,

cry outinthenight,
ithurtstoomuch

toscream.

Legs pumping, smashing bare feet
to moist earth,

chestheaving, glistening muscle,
pounding thrum-thrum-thrum, but
am | running away,

orrunningto,

arms spread wide to welcome

it?

| cannotknow the obvious answer.

How canlbe what
cannotbe? All that
canbe? Canll

be!

Questions, cumbersome ropes
twistingabout my
slender neck, |
cannot

will

not

cryoutin

the

night.
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THE DEPRESSING SEARCH FoR REALITY

(({J uduﬁé?,i/g At

Dance andfrolicin the misty valley known as

Nirvana.

Screamand runfromthe blue prophet called knowledge.
Then lift the fuzzy hems of the strange garment.

Callout to the powerful god who residesina

penthouse office somewherein Seattle.

Search the bottoms of your briefcases for lost bits

of your life, somehow misplaced.

Who will turn over the tape of time when this side is finished?
Notme;lam preoccupiedinwriting self referential sentences.
Letthe deityin the clouds tend to his own music

Thisis my turn to transcend.

PhotosjoelHaber

Poetry

THAT PERFECT NIGHT

@ ua:y?é‘fuﬁu @ telon

There hestood,

Simply cryinginto his hands,
Into that perfect night

For writing poems about
Loveandtheloss ofinnocence.

Andthefreezing wind howled
Likeabanshee
Wailing for some lost lover,
Inunison to his racking sobs,
Asitembraced hisform,
Shudderingfrom pain and grief.

Atadistance they stood,

Holding back their comfortingarms,
Knowing that he must do thisact
Ofangerandrelief.

Andso hecried

Over theloss of father and grandfather
Into that perfect night

Tobecome human, to become a man.
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The budding flowers and fragrant grass hid
Aplasticbag with the corpse of her kid.

from Good Readers and Good Writers

Literature is invention. Fiction is fiction. To call
a story true is an insult to both art and truth. Every great
writer is a great deceiver, but so is that arch-cheat Nature.
Nature always deceives. From the simple deception of
propagation to the prodigiously sophisticated illusion of
protective colors in butterflies or birds, there is in Nature
a marvelous system of spells and wiles. The writer of
fiction only follows Nature's lead.

.. .There are three points of view from which a
writer can be considered: he may be considered as a
storyteller, as a teacher, and as an enchanter. A major
writer combines these three -- storyteller, teacher, enchanter
-- but it is the enchanter in him that predominates and
makes him a major writer.

-- Vladimir Nabokov
(1899-1977)
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SMILING JOHN
j‘(‘o waad ﬁ{até

The lawns were wet from yesterday s soakingand my feet were already
shriveled from the dew and stagnant water seeping through my tennis shoes. | don t
understand how the sun could have shined so brightly that | had to squint even while |
woresun glasses, and still | had to wear a flannel shirtbuttoned to the neck; l used to
keep my collar propped up for extra warmth. At this time last month | unsnaked garden
hoses, naked except for a pair of old cut-offs and my shoes. Within an hour, children
from the building would run outand play in the sprinklers screaming and laughing and
sometimes they were crying although | couldn ttell what from. This month they never
ventured outside even though the sun dared them to. They knew it lied to them, kids
know, and it would take more than a brightly painted sun to fool them.

I never took notice of this myself; |, the groundskeeper, who spent most of my
time outdoors. | kept watering the flowers that refused to grow and grass that grew in
fear of some demon below it. | never really noticed how fast the grass sprouted because
the cutters came every Monday to cutitdown, but heard them complaining to each
other thatthe lawn had become completely wild. On my third week of work one of them
approached me, cute thing, and she asked me why | had to water so much. The grass
doesn tneedit. Shedidn tsay this directly but used cunning. She joked, Areyou
drowning the evil grass? This was my summer job | answered back. Whether the
damned grass needed water or not | was paid from 6:30 till 3:30 every day, forty hours
aweek, to soak the lawns and pick up trash. Besides, the grass was probably seaweed
--reroute the Atlantic onto the fields, and still, the grass would thrive. Still, | never
noticed summer sdisappearance.

Iwasn tina position to. My job depended on the killing heat of the sun to insure
my position as a necessary part of the maintenance team of my apartment complex. Not
much ofateamreally. It s me and Raoul; he s Argentinean. The man patrols behind a
vacuum cleanerall day, buthe s talented; he feigns hard labor perfectly.

I took my first couple of days instruction from him. He said to make sure | was
always under the boss noseand|would have an easy time. So longas he knew where
you were he didn tbother you. Tobe frank, my job wasn tthe type toallow me to be
on top of things atall times. | was skeptical on how it would be possible to look busy
all the time while I watered lawns. Raoulinsisted that | should never become invisible,
ever. Don tdiveinto the bushesand cop a few winks he advised me. lignored him
outrightand did justthat. Foralmosthalfthe day | disappeared, and pursued my dearest
interest. At midday | reappeared and rotated the sprinklers.

| finished and began walking off to take lunch when Mr. Solomon the
superintendent, my boss, came after me. Where was | slacking off? Where was | all day?
Why wasn tlworking? | pointed to the lawns and demonstrated how well soaked they
were by pressing my footinto the ground and letting a small puddle formin the
depression. Heaccused me of slackingand began onatirade. Idon tknow how he did
itbut he convinced me that | was doinga terrible job. | feared he might fire me. | was
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infuriated, | was doing an amazing job. The lawns looked beautiful; half were soaked,
drinking the water oflife, and the other half was well on its way. | wentto college; | know
how to water lawns. | watched Mr. Solomon reenter the apartment complex and cursed
him. After lunch I stood onthe fields, miserable, and watched the children play in the
sprinklers all day.

The following day | complained to Raoul and he told me to take it easy. Just
water the lawns, and stay in sight. | resigned myself to do this, and stood on the main
lawn the entire day in full view of Mr. Solomon s office. | did nothing the whole day except
rotate the sprinklers round once, and watch them. | kept waiting for Mr. Solomon to
come outand berate me again but he never came. The following day was the same. And
so was the next. | realized | would be leftalone to water the hedges in peace so long
as | remainedin full view.

When Mr. Solomon didn tappear, | relaxed; maybe one day soon | could start
catching napsin the hedges again. Butjustas | was letting the water run onto the ground
and daydreamingabout long afternoon dozes Mr. Solomon snuck up behind me, quiet
asaterrorist,and spatatirade into my ear. The kids were quick to surround me, gleeful
atmy misfortune. Why aren tyou doing your job? Do you think | pay you to slack off?
I thought, you Bastard! | ve been standingin front of your window all day! Ifigured the
man is crazy, evil. | wanted toignore him but the bastard was just the type to fire me.
Evenworse, the children were already coming up with sing-song rhymes to celebrate my
humiliation. Theyall shared the same look of cruel contempt reserved for other children
whom they decided, using some harsh Darwinian criterion, unfit to join their games. Mr.
Solomon walked off, and the children, finally bored with me, returned to the sprinklers
to play.

That s how my first month went. My friends, the fools, envied me. | played along
--oh, I enjoy, | enjoy the fantastic life, but secretly | hated my fate. | was haunted by
anxieties, vague yet fierce.

The next month, this month, July, | came up with a plan. Break the sprinklers,
then fix them. | spenthours on my knees in the mud tinkering with metal valves and
hoses. | createdapreciseand elaborate system where the streams would overlap atjust
the perfectamounts. On the third day | felt comfortable and pleased with myself -- the
sprinkler system of Southgate apartments had been transformed into a work of art;
DaVinci, Rembrandt, could have done no better. Mr. Solomon appeared behind me
yelling, anyway. I smiledlikea hyenaandsaid, | mglad to be back, and thought, | m
going to murder you. My eyesburned. I musthave frightened him because he grew
angrier and angrier and finally stormed off. | can be really expressive with my face
sometimes.

Mr.Solomon didn tbother me again for quite a while. | did my job. | wasn t
worried; it was my second month here and | felt secure that | could banish Mr. Solomon
again, ifneed be. But something kept botheringme. Then | realized that the sprinklers
were missing the children. No matter how much | wandered around and occupied myself
witharcsand water pressure | couldn tget them out of my mind. It was pretty cold
outside and the sprinklers were liable to be as enjoyable as electrocuting yourself. Still,
Iknew they would come soonand everything would be normal again. But we had been




18 Kol Literary Journal

hitwith an early fall; the heat never came and neither did the children. SoonIforgotabout
the heatand began to wonder why was | watering the grass if there were no children.
They wereasimportantas anythingelse. If the children didn t need the sprinklers then
neither did the grass. The thought hitmeallatonce early in the morning when a few
people had gone to work. | stopped hauling out the hose and stared ata puddle in the
grass and just wondered.

Suddenly asifin response to my thoughts, the puddle beneath me brightened
and diffuseditselfinto a rainbow and then seemed to collect itselfagain into a bright white
flash oflight. It hitme fullin the face dizzying me from the rush of heat.

Heat! | looked up ready to blind myself with an authentic summer sun -- ready
todisprove the necessity for children. A huge metallic cylinder floated lazilya 100 feet
upabove me. Abeercan. Ahotair balloonin the shape ofabeer can. | couldn t make
out the label because it greedily concentratedall the sun had to offer turningitinto ahuge
reflector -- shootingits light back in every direction. | looked around, and the entire field
was dappled by bright cylinders of light that shoot off like flash bulbs every time they hit
apuddle. Therewere puddles everywhere, my puddles, and the puddles engendered
many flashes -- | could feel the strength of the heated air as the balloon floated over my
lawns. | hollered at the balloon with all my body. | wanted to saluteit. | wanted to
prostrate myselfto the damn thing. The balloonand | were co-conspirators; we would
bring summer back despite its treachery. | waved my hatfrantically over my head and
howled. If that thingwere amoon, | would have been its wollf.

I waved powerfully, exulting, until the balloon passed over my building and out
of sight. The brightcylinders of light persisted for afew moments more; then we were
abruptly cut off as they too fell behind the building. Cold air streams sinewed inaround
me; they seemed angry at their former banishment. I felt them through my shirt, through
my skin, and felt them lodge in my chest. My body registered the shock of betrayal before
my brain had had a chance. | jammed my hat on with the peak on low; only the ground
was visible. | dropped the sprinkler to run back to the valve and twisted it with violence.
I circled the building hoping to catch a glimpse of the balloon; would | manage to push
out the cold? But the balloon had disappeared.

I'started jogging briskly to the other side of the building when | caught someone
waving at me out of the corner of my eye. He was on the ground floor and sitting behind
some shrubbery thatlined his patio. He kept waving urgently. | came over to him, and
as|came through the shrubs | saw aman in a wheelchair plastered with fluorescent
purple decals declaiming various surfer mottoes. He asked me ifitwould be a problem
to take outhis trash. | quickly said noitwouldn t. The cripple looked tired out. He hadn t
shavedin three days atleast. His pony tail hung half out of its elastic. He wore a stained
undershirtand tatoos snarled at me from under the edge of his sleeves. | suspected he
didn tsmell much differentfrom the trash. | asked himif he saw the balloon overhead.
Must have missed it, he said. He didn tlook too concerned.

| went over to the dumpster and threw out his trash and then started trekking
back to the main lawn. Again he beckoned me over. | went to him, and he asked me
to help push him over the elevated threshold to his apartment. | did so and planned to
leave when he commented on my blue lips. Would | like something to warm myself? He
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wheeled over to his kitchen and came out with two glasses and a bottle of Canadian
whiskey in his lap.

Meanwhile | had seated myselfin the small living room, and felt my tools, my
wrench and my Swiss Army knife, rubbing up against my thigh. | pulled them outand
placed them on the table. The carpet had tire marks all overit. Understandable |
suppose, but there was a triangular impression rightin the center of the floor. | took
a closer look and recognized the
distinct markings ofaniron. Directly
aboveithunganimmobile ceiling fan
covered with blackened balls of dust.
Theentire ceiling had blackened dust
on the stucco. He mustsmoke a few
packs a day. He putthe glasses and
the bottle on the table. He casually
remarked that his name was John.
Sorry there s no mixer. ran out
during the night. | had coffeein mind
when he offered me adrink. | asked
ifit was a bit early in the day for this.
He assured me thatit was still late
| nightfor him. He would be going to
bed soon. These were nightcaps so
to speak. | told him to make me a
small one, and | watched him pour me
threefingersinto a water glass. Then
he leaned back into his chair and
toasted to my warming up. | drank
quickly -- something about him made
me want to drink quickly and move
out. Ifeltaflushrisingin my face as
| putt down my glass. John gave mea
tired smile and nodded.

Clearly you re aman who en-
joys tofuck. Don tlook surprised or
llustration: Daniel Senteyl  ©ffended now. | don t have the

strength this late in the evening to

argue,andits not my main pointanyway. Just know thatthere are no secretsin

apartment buildings, every little detail magnifies to obscene proportions, you especially,

waving your hosesallday in front of everyone. So yousee, | really know quite a bitabout

you; your sitting here confirms my beliefs. i know that wantto tell you aboutlast night,
brother, about myself, because as of now there s no one else left here.

Despite my obvious condition as a man unable to perform his most basic

function the ladies still find me very attractive. It salways been thatway andalittle thing

likeawheelchair won tever change thatfact. Solast night when my girls Corineand].).
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stopped over with a bottle of homemade Italian wine it looked as if it were going to be
another typical night. Have you ever seen.].? Legs thatstartand never end | swear-.
Corine sasweetheart-- shits chocolate and cums honey; don tlet her expression fool
you.

We had a few glasses togetherand as usual they started actinga little wet in
the attic. They started gettingall affectionate and kissing me, saying how cute | was.
Alwaysatrip. Then the glass door slides open, the one you pushed me through, brother,
and Mike strutsonin.

Mike saman heading South -- or so he would like you to believe. The truth
is, he s never been South nor does he have any idea of what the Southiis like. | can tell
you, brother, there are events in life where every detail will be as clear fifty years from
now as they are today. When the Bulls hauled me into the pen time slowed enough so
thatl could take a sketch pad and draw every hard line my eye came to contact with. | 1|
never forgetanything, nothing. When lask Mike a simple question of what type of cell
he wasinlexpectadefiniteanswer. No, he s never been South. Don tlet hisactfool
you. He dnever last more than a couple of days. He wouldn t even make a good wife;
too thick necked and stupid. There sno place for him down South, except maybe down
underit.

I knew what he wanted as soon as he came in. Maybe he wanted to prove he
couldn tmakeitdown South. Everything you wanted to know about him could be read
ataglance. That swhy].].and Corine wanted to have nothing to do with him. Aman
that easy to know isn tworth knowing -- speaking bothiin the practical and biblical senses
ifyou know what| mdriving at brother. | see you do.

However, Mike is amanwho has helped me out when there was no one else,
and as you can see by my situation |l am a man whose needs are plentiful, and | appreciate
what Mike has done for me. When he came in, | smiled, and told him to make himself
comfortable. Thenlike anass | gave himadrink, just like | offered you, and told him to
have afew. Now I don tmind drinking, as you cansee, but | forgot that Mike is one
quarter Indian. Infact, you can treally see any Red blood in him atall -- except when
hedrinks. Seems heinherited his grandfather sintolerance for goodrye.

You cansee where the evening s heading -- two chicks hitting ona cripple while
the Indians are getting ready to go onaraiding party. Still, when the whole thing did blow
up the scene was so pathetic thati have to laugh.

I had forgotten about Mike, quite naturally, as Corine and |.]. were really
occupyingall my concentration. It samazing whatbeing crippled can do forawoman s
inhibition or the erasure thereof. Maybe deep down their justafraid of getting knocked
up or some other such inconvenience. No such threat from me, and before | can say

Let swheelintomyroom, they vealready gotten themselves into all these outrageous
positions on my chair. Like| ve said before brother, the state youseemeinisamere
technicality, | llalways bea man appealing directly to the hidden part ofawoman.

| msitting there with my hands full when | hear this loud thumping noise across
fromme. llook up, and there s Mike in his glory stomping the floor. Thatdidn tbother
me too much as we re on the groundfloor, but when he looked up | knew | was in for
arough time of it. | saw that he really had no idea who he was, and that Indian blood
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inhimwas trying to tellhim. He keptsaying, |have to hurtmyself. | have to hurtmyself,
over and overagain. Then he started to hit himself over the head with beer bottles.

Of course, the women were completely out of it. Mike was doing his best to
make sure everyone was having a real pleasant evening. Atfirstllet him run his course.
Ifigured itwould be the best thing to do under the circumstances, butinstead of cooling
down he gothotter. He tooka cigarette, putit out on his forehead, began howlingand
runningaround the room. J.J. toreinto the bedroom and Corine, well, | haven tseen
her yet. | tried calming him, shouted at him. He looked at me and | don t know what
he saw -- wasn t me, that ssure, He attacked with such a scream | was sure that bastard
Solomon would hear from the boiler room he hides in all the time.

| just remember being kicked on the floor and Mike yelling some back-assed
Indian gibberish. He keptkicking and yelling; limbs were flying everywhere. Then hejust
spunaroundand ran out. Meand|.]. satand listened to the Bull s sirens coming closer.
Seems our neighbor alerted an entire division because two minutes later we were
overrun by them. Of course they asked me the basic questions -- the first one being who
was my assailant. Didn tsayaword. No,| m not going to make the Bull slife any easier.
I mnever going to send abrother down South. They put me inan ambulance, patched
me up, and that was the end of it.

J.J. stayed with me the entire time. One minute she s wetting her pants like
athreeyear oldand the nextshe smy mother stroking my hair telling me it salright, it s
alright. I should have senther home right there. Instead | lether keep strokingme and
then she startedinonmeaboutlove. Did | love her! Now brother, you can suck, fuck,
and good luck butdon ttalk to me aboutlove; | told her so much. Well, she saw herself
tothedoorinahurry. I thought, finally, it has come toan end.

The door didn thave time to stop rattling before someone s knockingand
hollering my name. | could tell by the voice and accent thatit was that nig-nog Solomon.
lopenthe door: what s goingon? he screamed. Always bringingin trouble. Always having
parties. Always making noise.

Brother, lknow my rights, lord knows | ve had them read to me enough times,
and | know that nig-nog had no right to talk to me the way he did. | just stared at him
all cooland gave him one of those looks. Do you know. .. No, | can tell by your face
you know what | m talking about.

He went on his way without much more trouble. That s how you have to do
deal with the man -- do nothing and he can do nothing to you. Besides, ho knows that
the entire building knows his business in the boiler room. We have a sort of amutual
agreement.

Youwould think, that sitthen,no more. Am|rightbrother? Seems as though
they planned the perfect end though, right when | had no more strength anywhere in
what s left of my body. Two faces show up at the patio door, the one you helped me
through, and | recognized them --].J.and Corine s little girls. | told them to come in; they
slidthe door openand started yelling | had a ripped spinal cord. John has a ripped spinal
cord! Nah nah n nah nah! John has aripped spinal cord! | swear it hurtmore than the
accidentitself. Everythingl thoughtlhad builtup around me lay at those kids feet. Look
aroundbrother. Lookatthe shit. | carryitaroundin bags. Thisis whatit sall about.
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| mjustacripple --aninsect to be tortured by children. Like | was a goddamn spider
they caught or something. They plucked off my legs. They plucked off my biggest leg
ofall. Now | mjust whatyou see. A drunkinawheelchair ready to pass out, or on if
the case may be.

Up until a point | used to have an incredible daydream, last month really, it
included yourselfbrother. | was one of your plants out in the flower beds -- a special
breed -- the Smiling John -- every day you would water me, feed me, and then on day
near the end of the season | would be ready to harvest. Only instead of you pulling me
up | would pull myself out and walk from the ground a free man. Brother, this year |
stopped seeing myselfas the seedand recognized the weed thatlam. There s only one
way | mleaving the eartha free man now.

Youlookabit surprised; maybe you haven tbeen shown your job description
yet--although| msurprised you haven tfigureditoutby now. | msure thatwhenyou
spotaweedyoudon thesitate toripitout. Ifyou haven tseen one today then either
you returningablind eye or else you don thave one to turn. What do you think --all
you had to do was stand outside all day and actlike a life-guard filling a pool, and watch
kids play? The kidsaren tkidsanymore. | ve been down South too. Theyaren tcoming
outsideanymore. Did you notice that? Because they can t,and neither can you, brother,
now that you see where your real job has to be done, do it. Look outside, it s raining,
your jobisfinished there. Take the razorin the bathroom, and we Il make it look like
asuicide together. Ifyou walk you ve put the blade in yourself regardless. Don tsay
anything justyet, think. Have another drinkif you like.

I sat thereina state of panic, and foramoment| couldn tdecideifit was from
this suicidal womanizer across from me, or that | had forgotten to shut off the sprinklers,
and Mr. Solomon was sure to have my head. | quickly tried to shrug off the sprinkler
dilemma, ashamed of my pettiness. Still, | felt paralyzed with the knowledge that they
were spraying their water uselessly.

I began to shiftin my seat getting ready to say something, hoping that these
movements would dislodge my tongue. John stared at me with a growing intensity, his
eyesbecoming clearerand sharper until it seemed all traces of the whiskey had left him.
He kept growing livelier rightin front of me, a medieval artist would have painted his
portrait with a gold halo around him, and yet he wanted me to slice him down. It was
too much and | began to say so when an urgent tapping at the patio door interrupted
my first word.

Johnletoutashortbark to whoever it was to go away. There was another
series of hurried knocks at the door -- they sounded juvenile -- and | had a terrible
premonition as to whose they were. The door slid open jerkily and two little wet heads
peakedinaroundthe curtain. Instantly | knew they were).]. and Corine slittle girls. They
began chanting: You have aripped spine. Youhavearipped spine. | started towards them
and they let outlittle shrieks and ran off. | didn tdare lookatJohn straightin the eyes;
there was no telling what horror | would have seen on his face. Maybe enough pain to
getme to kill him. Instead, | gave a quick nod in his general direction and chased after
thelittle girls.

Coldairand water slapped my face, wakingme up ina sense, | hadn tnoticed
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how numb | had become. | felt freed and instantly hated myselffor running out of there;
I knew this pursuit was justa pretext. | spotted the girls rounding the side of the building
and began running after them. | had no idea what I would do to them if | caught them.
Maybe all | wanted to do was to scare them into not bothering John anymore. | heard
themshrieking and figured either they were genuinely scared of me or they had runinto
one of my sprinklers. Not thatit would make much difference now -- the rain was coming
down pretty hard.

I turnedthe cornerand saw the object of their shrieks. Mr. Solomon was yelling
atthemas they ran farther away from the building. ltseemed they had trampled a couple
of flower arrangements. | was about to ask him to help me catch the kids when I realized
why he was outherein thefirst place. He turned and began to twist shut the water valve
with aforce | knew was meantfor my neck. | began to back away slowly, carefully, but
notsoon enough as he spotted me justas | was about to disappear around the corner,
looking the guiltiest, and | knew | had caught him full in the middle of a vicious daydream.

While staring at me his face contorted several times and the rain water running
offitlooked red. Before he could startyelling | blurted out that John was trying to kill
himself. Itdidn tlook like he heard; his visage became fiercer and darker as the rain fell
harder. | repeated my statement againand waited. Mr. Solomon turned around sharply
andbegan striding offalong to another part of the building. | followed behind him, unable
to do much else knowing that | was at his will. He stopped atanother water valve and
began twistingitshut. lalmost exploded from the nervous energy inside me, and |
realized that part of it was because | could no longer picture myself twisting those shut
off valves; | hadn t the power to shutanythinganymore. | told him that | could doiit, and
he keptonignoring me. Then|told him that|had to go, and he turned around smiling
atme savagely. | reached into my pockets for the wrench necessary to close the valve
properly, and discovered that | had lostit. No, | remembered thatihad placeditand
my Swiss Army knife on John skitchen table. Withoutsayingaword | walked away from
Mr.Solomon to John sapartmentnow completely unsure of my next move.

Halfway over there | stopped myselfbecause | couldn tthinkanymore. | needed
to speak to someone who could maybe help me piece together this pathetic mess. |
wanted to speak to someone who was familiar with the apartment and knew how it
worked. | decided to track down Raoul and consult him: ifanyone, he would at least have
some vague notions. | found him on the third floor methodically dusting fire hose boxes
that were already spotless. Without hesitation | began to tell him the story quickly. For
ten minutes | rambled; many of the connections seemed confused and grotesque
characters paraded in and out of my mind with little or no stage direction. He listened
to me calmly from behind his vacuum cleaner, nodding every so often. I finished my piece
by asking him what to do about my job and John. He told me to take it easy.

With thatlast word from Raoul | went with little choice back to John. | went
outside to his patio door, knocked and almost walked away as soon as | rapped on the
glass door. I heard some movementinside, and decided to keep waiting. Thedrapes
were drawn and no matter how much | squinted they wouldn tletme seein. | stood
therefor two or three minutes before | slid the patio door open, letting the escaping hot
air send confused shivers through my body, and walked in.
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Johnlay on the floor, rightin the center, covered with blood froma cut, cuts,
from | couldn ttell--there was blood, and a woman, slumped over him coveredin more
blood. | looked at the table where my knife and wrench should have been and | only
spotted the wrench. |felt somethingrisinginme. | heard sirens outside growing louder.
I heard John s voice in my head; | looked at his mouth butit wasn tmovingatall. I scanned
for the knife but couldn tspotit. | began to lift the woman s body, and she letouta
scream, and | screamed too, much louder.

She stared at me, crazy eyed, not with a questioning look, but with a savage
declaration that | recognized with a shock that made me freeze. Her gaze didn tfalter
during the rest of the events that followed: There was hard knocking at the door.
Paramedics! | heard men shout. The door flew openand black coated men rushedin
pushing me from side to side until | was held still by one of them. They took the woman,
her eyes still wide on me, to another corner of the room; the rest of them tended to
John. They began applying compresses, checked his signs, and stuck a needle into him.
Nothing happened for seconds, and then his eyes flung open wide and locked onto me
like he had been staringat me all this time.

The whole room followed John s gaze to where | stood blinking furiously back
athim. He cleared his throat, and it sounded like he was gargling blood. He stopped
trying to speak, collected himselfand with all his strength stuck his hands out to me. He
held a blade, my Swiss Army knife, in his lefthand, and then pointed it to himself. Then
he died.

The police came in shortly after. They and the attending paramedics paraded
into the bathroom for a conference. After aboutaminute a pair of officers emerged and
strode directly over to me and one put a pair of handcuffs on my wrists. Did | havea
statement? | looked at my fragmented reflection on the cuffs and said nothing. | hadn t
time to figure out what had happened to me but one fact was as plain as the stares trained

on me -- | was heading South.
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A RATHER FisHY STORY--KOSHER STYLE

I hate Gefilte fish. No, Imeanit, | really do. | d rather eat spinach, veal, almost
anything - including the tuna casserole my sister made which even Mamma wouldn teat
to save her feelings, and which, by the way, the dogate,and he don tlook too good -
rather than eat Gefilte fish. As you canimagine, this would mean a pretty strong dislike
to Gefilte fish. Snails, lobster, crab, now that s good food. Of course, | wouldn tknow,
being Jewish and all, but| ve heard that those foods taste real good and looks, why | drool
justatthesight, speciallyifthey refresh. Butfish -- the very thought upsets my already
upsetstomach (I snuck a piece of that casserole, and in all fairness | have to side with the
dog).

Now, like all boys, when winter comes, mittens on, | sneak out to play. Like
all boys | have snowball fights and like most boys, (more than once) | ve tasted alittle
snow. Now that s food. Then|come home and -- when my little sister rats on me --
| getyelledat. And what do they offer me, instead? Gefilte fish. Gofigure. For twelve
years | ve been trying to understand my parents and | mstill stumped. | mean, Gefilte
fish! Now, | m noangel, but what, | ask you, did | do to deserve gefilte fish? You d think
Iwas a terrorist or somethin, or at the least a bandit like Jesse James or Billy the Kid,
nota pudgy, squat | 3-year-old with mousy brown hair and braces. Now for those of
you who re sharp you might ve noticed that| m |3 and beforelsaid| d beentryin to
figger out my parents for 12 years. Well, the truth is the first year was peachy. My parents
and | gotalong great. Any time | cried they were there. The formulagotallittle boring,
butatleastit was tasty. Then they started in with solid food -- by the end of the year,
| swear it, they were force-feeding me gefilte fish. | have real painful memories of their

high-chair hijinks and to this day wake up ina cold sweat just thinking aboutit. Brrr.
Gefilte fish, what could | do? Lucky I was clever. | d pretend to drop the fork 1 was holdin
byaccident or, when Mamafed me, | d knock the fork out of her hand. | did everything
-- | made faces, funny noises, | even threatened (by sign language, of course) not to talk
foranother year (which in those days was a threat causeall parents were tryingto show
off how smart their babies were) -- butit was useless.

Sonow I nolonger even bother to fightit. | sitbackand swallow my misery,
deliveredinjelly-filled jars three times a day. And | realize that my parents areas cold-
blooded as the fish they feed me.
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LEssons FrRoM THE ASHES
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That earth is drenched with the blood of six million souls, that land filled with
villains, with inhumane culprits. Suchwas the reaction of virtually everyone within the Jewish
community with whom | had discussed my plans of spending the summer in Berlin. Iwould
never setfoot on thatsoil, never purchase a productfrom them. You don tunderstand the
implication of your action.

The comments would not end; the criticism grew more and more bitter. The
mental baggage with which | set sail far outweighed the two suitcases which accompanied
me. The guiltinvoked by the authors of these conversations almost served to prevent me
from boarding the train at London s Victoria Station which would ultimately bringme to
Berlin.

Weeks prior | had tried to psychologically prepare myself. Yetall | could think of
were the human fumes which escaped from the chimneys of Auschwitz, knowing thatevery
time | would glance atop a German roof thatis exactly whatmy mind s eye would see. |
attempted enacting conversations which would not begin with, Whatdid your father do
during the war ... how many lives did he ruin ... how many souls did he kill? Trying
desperately toimagine myselfon the busy streets of Berlin, all | could see were the SS pointing
agunatalittle child who had hisarms raised pointedly toward the heavens. Don tshoot
| cried. He was already dead. Every streetsign was a fascist slogan; every scream announced
aJewish death. | was toying with flames that would set me afire, metamorphosing me not
intoavictim, buta culprit, my hands stained with blood; my body clothed inan unbreakable
bondage. | was guilty and knew my accuser. Six million pure souls stared at me with their
bony hands pointingat my naked flesh. A familiar face gazed at me with utter incomprehension.
Every scene, every image, every sentence | ever read describing German bestial inhumanity
now ran uncontrollably through my mind. The angels of death pointing to the gas chambers;
theabuse, the rape, the torture...naked bodies piled on top of each other, limbs scattered
as though parts of useless toys. What was | doing? Where was | going? The memories. The
pain. The gas chambers releasing vapors of venom. The bodies. The souls. They were right,
how could | forsake the others? Unprepared, | boarded the train. | was heading toward the
devil sinner sanctum.

* kX
1942 - His gaze was mesmerizing. He lay there. Was he dead? His body seemed so shrivelled,
every bone protruding from his naked flesh. Yet his eyes. His clear blue eyes stared ahead
unblinkingly.

The rows of coarse wood lined the walls of the huge, inescapable shack. One long
plank on top of another. The human beds lay without stirring. There were perhaps two
hundred of them. Maybe more. [t was midnight. The barking of the German shepherds could
be heard all night. The dogs would not stop screaming. The molding wood had long ago
stopped creaking under these weightless bodies. The ghosts had long ceased moving. The
fields were flowerless; only the gray puddles lay as a testament to the bones of the burned
human flesh. At times orders would be heard, shots fired. Soon, new lines for selection would
beformed. The fires were ready. The doors would shut. Humanity was dying.

It was almost fifty years later as | turned the corner on Kurfurstendam. The new
Jewish Community Center was rebuilt from the ashes of the glorious synagogue which had
oncestood there. As | entered the library, three thick volumes attracted my attention. Each
onewas simply entitled Yizkor - The Memory. My hands sweptacross the pages of these
voluminous books. Name after name. Soul after soul. Body after body. Millions gone, their
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memories only recalled on these uncountable pages.

Andhestared. He stared so intently, his eyes expressing everything that he himself
could not. The scars on his body told stories no words would ever be able to describe. The
eyes suddenly met mine, beckoning for me to come closer. | shook my head wildly,and heard
aforeignvoice escape fromwithinme. Welive in differenttimes, |pleaded. We must
move on. We can no longer hide behind the shadows of the Holocaust. Europeis reuniting.
The German economy isintimidating the world. We mustlearn to live with them. We must.

Comecloser, thealmostinaudible voice of death mutteredtome. Doyou see
what they have done to our people? Do you know how many of us march daily to our deaths?
How could you come back here? How could you?

Butwe must move on. We cannotlive in history, |nervously replied. The
economy of Israel depends on Germany. We cannotisolate ourselves.

His eyes grew moist. Thelook of death had suddenly disappeared. Israel, the man
said, almostunbelievably. Youmeanthereisastate?

Fromtheashes of the Holocaust the state was born, |hurriedlyanswered.

Andnow you return to Germany? He asked meangrily.

| closed the book, attempting to shut him out of my mind. Yet he would notleave.

He kepton talking. | walked silently under the oak trees along the Unter Den Linden. As |
approached the Brandenburg Gate, | heard the voices of thousands of Nazi soldiers. Death
tothe Jews, and Tomorrow the World, they joyously sang. Pictures of Hitler were
everywhere. There were thousands of them. Perhaps millions. | had no escape. They were
heading right toward me. | tried to move, and could not. Their guns were drawn. The singing
grew louderandlouder, until it totally enveloped me. They were everywhere. yet their faces
were those ofangels. Suddenly, | was no longer afraid. They probably justneeda cause,
I thought to myself. They werealljusta few feetaway. And then it happened. Their faces
suddenly changedinto those of demons, their rifles drawn. They were ready tofire. There
was no escape. Then | saw his face. He looked exactly like the pictures | had seen of him
thousands of times. Without thinking, | approached him.

Why have you done this tous? lasked him. Whatcan possibly justify shattering
millions of lives?

Hissilencestruckme. |donotworryaboutlives, he quicklyanswered. |worry
about the Fatherland.

But Germany used to be identified with the foremost philosophers, educators,
scholars. People the world over respected the Germans for their genius. Post-war Germany
isnow eternally to be identified with death, destruction, and the holocaust. You have
destroyed every positive image of your Fatherland.

His sinister smile worried me. His voice was filled with confidence as he replied.
These fifty years have meant nothing. As the world concentrated on Communism,
European political unification, and nuclear disarmament, we rebuilt the world superpower.
His infamous black moustache moistened, as raising his voice he screamed, We will show
the world who really is the eternal, universal leader. As we regain what s rightfully ours, the

world will watch withamazement. Our constituencies will be far greater, our armies far
stronger, our technology far more advanced. If we cannot take the world through weapons,
we will capture it with the strength of the German mark.

I would notdraw back. Silently we stared at each other. There were so many
questions | wanted to pose to this embodiment of evil. Yet none came forth. His malignant
eyekeptstaringatmy Jew-covered head. He whispered something to the soldier at his side.

The Fuhrer wants to know how you survived, came the murderer s question.

Ineverforget who lam, came my reply. Suddenly, | heard amurmur of voices

behind me. They were all chanting something which | could not understand. The Nazi
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emperor turned white. His words dripped like venom, but none of the soldiers could hear
him. He wiped the sweat off his face over and over with the red handkerchief one of the
soldiers had given him. And his voice produced no sound. No one heard him.

The voices behind me grew louder. | wasn tafraid. The Nazisoldiers began
retreating, their banners no longerin theair. The man | took for dead when | closed that

Yizkor book now stood beside me. His bony fingers suddenly shoved me forward. Show
those bastards wearestillalive, he screamedatme. Tell them that they could notkill
us...Donotrunfrom them...demonstrate the strength that we have asa nation. The sounds
behind me grew evenlouder. | tried to pull back; to run from the crowds of the Nazi soldiers.
Theman | took for dead had afirmhold onme. Doitforallofus, he whisperedinmy ear.

Never allow them to repeat their tragedies...teach them who weare, hescreamed over
and over.

Will thatbring you back? lasked, my voice breaking.
No, butitwill allow you to go forward, came hisanswer.

The Nazi voices grew silent. The sounds behind me were deafening. | turned
around. The Reichstag was burning. Pandemonium was breaking loose, but the loudest
sounds came from behind a door which | feared to open. The sounds were driving me mad.
| turned the handle. Millions of naked Jews stood under the showers, soap and towel in hand.
Theyall stood ready.

The dead man was awaiting me.

I screamed, yet like ina bad nightmare, no sound escaped my lips. | pointed over
and over at the gas chambers. Finally, with allmy energy | yelled. Getoutofthere. Theyare
going to kill you.

They do nothear you, the old man told me.
Buthow, how do | tell them that they are aboutto die? Ipleaded.
Youshould have spoken to themlongago.

I watched desperately as he joined the othersin the showers. The door was shut.
No longer were the voices screaming.

| found myselfin front of the Reichstag. Several thousand people stood with me,
candles burning. Millions of young Germans have never seena Jew, the familiar voice
repeated. We must teach them who weare...notallowing anyone to misrepresent us.

I looked up into the withered face of the man who had become a part of me.

In the background, | could hear the faint sounds of the neo-Nazi gangs, with their
fascist slogans. Dressed in SS uniforms, they handed out pamphlets, calling for the death of
the Jew.

ljoined the thousands screaming.
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WAITING FOR THE BiG ONE
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The twomenstood on the dock overlooking the quickly darkeninglake. Theyboth
wore old blue dungarees and held a pail of ice by their sides. One grasped two fishing rods
in his other hand. Anoldfishing boat floated near the dock, justunder them.

It sgettin pretty dark, the man with the rods said.
Yep, the otheranswered.
Youstill think we should head out? the firstone asked.

His friend turned to him and then back towards the lake. Whatdo you think?

Both menlooked upwards at the ominous clouds slowly covering the blue sky.
Thick black shadows gathered at the far end of the lake and a distant thunder rolled over
the outlying mountains.

I think we can manage a few quick bites. Rain s supposed to hold offfor another
couple hours, the man with the rods said.
A couple hours, huh? the second man asked skeptically.

Ain tnevergonnagetthe bigone justhangin outallday. C mon. Themanwith
the rods put down the bucketand began to prepare the boat.

Idon tknow, man, hisfriend complained. It sstarting tolook pretty black out
there. How boutwe justhangoutforabit, to see what Il happen.

The midday sky had approached the darkness of dusk; the remaining gray clouds
turned black as the men watched and more thunder rolled in the distance.

ljustfeltadrop, thesecondmansaid. | mleaving. Heturnedtoleave,andas
he did, the storm began.
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RUMINATIONS OF AN EX-BOYFRIEND
oR: THE NicaT Gop CALLED

@ﬂﬂﬂyﬂ LOALS

Soit s Thursday nightand all of your friends have gone to see their girlfriends.
Butnotyou. You have had bad experiences with the opposite sex (truly opposite) and
decide to "stay in" (as if that were some fate worse than hell). Youdon twantto brave
the cold because, after all,itis January. You don tneedthe pretension, the caked faces,
the fake smiles, and the sub-zero gusts on the tip of your numb nose. You want to simply
cozy uponyour cold tile floor, by the uncontrollable (because they re controlled by the
university) heater. You have a desire to be smarter than your peers, soyou ve become
avoracious reader. Soyou slipinto some comfy P] sand peruse your book collection.
..Hmm, Ezra Pound s Poetry from Prison--too esoteric; The World s Finest Literature-
-too eclectic; How boutWebster s Thesaurus--too wordy!! What to do, Whatto do?!
Nothing to read. Youlet outafeigned sigh of exasperation (it was too exaggerated to
be real) and drop your head to the ground; asif you re theworld s brightestreaderand
are disappointed because you have been jilted by the lack of worthy writings.

So you choose an alternate course--you write your English Lit term paper. You
plop your posterior on your chair and commence the pondering. What to do, whatto
do?! Such brilliant talent just waiting to write, and a lack of worthy topics--as if you ve
beenjilted. Jerked back into reality by the loud clanging of your phone (it can tbe for
me), you exclaim, "Thank the lord.. . divineintervention."

Hello?
Neil, hi, it s Rebecca.

The Rebecca that you went out (as opposed to "stay in") with? The one with
the super-white teeth, and the bigbright pupils (she d always wanted to be a teacher).
The one who you wanted more than anythingin the world to KNOW, but yet respected
her decision to wait. And then she discontinued your relationship after three months-
-right out of the deep blue.

...Yes, thatRebecca. How the hell are you Neil?

Uh. . fine. What s up? Why do you sound so gloomy (definite portent).

Well, she said, | kinda need a shoulder to cry on.

(you think: that s not exactly where | had in mind). Well that s what| m here for.
Neil, ...oh Neil, | feel so ashamed.

Why--you answer, fearing you know all too well what she llanswer.

Oh, | don tknow.ljustfeelit.

(well, | m beginning to feelit myself Bitch, now you gonna fess up or what?) Would you
like to talk aboutit?

Well, uh, well.. .Oh Neil l had SEX.

And mixed with the sounds of her tears dropping, is a thunderous "Thump," as your heart
dropsinto your stomach.

What, you say, (genuine exasperation)--You had sex!?

Oh Neil. | barely knew the guy, and now he won teven talk to me.
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Youask her to hold while you go to the sink to vomit--luckily, your heartis nowinits
proper place once again.
Listen Rebecca, you shout, clearly indicating your pissedness, | don tknow why you called
mebut|, for one, don twantto hear your fucking bullshit. | m notin the mood to depress
myself. You know how much it would hurt me--Goodbye!!
Youslam down the phone thinking, | guess | m not the greatest ex-boyfriend that ever
lived.

End of Episode

Somuchfor divine intervention. You sit down again in your chair and attempt
toapply yourself to your Litassignment. But, naturally, your mind is crazy glued to the
Rebeccaincident. You were polite and considerateand what did it get you? Well,you
didlearn alotabout self-love. And what did this new guy get--his name was Mike. He
wentoutwith her for one week and pilfered her carnal worth. Where, oh where, is
Justice?

Now, the nightis totally wasted. You can tthink, can tfunction,and can barely
hold your hand steady to light that damned cigarrette. You decide to go to sleep.
Actually, nota particularly difficult decision because you realize that when you sleep
there will be nojilted lovers, no pilfered purities, and most of all No Mike. Youremove
your pajamas (depression always resulted in "sleep naked" night), and as you are about
to close your eyes something hits you like two thousand pounds of rectangular cement
blocks. Wait. Wait. Waitjust one second. Sleep toavoid pain. You ve heard thatidea
before. Wait. | know. It sfrom English Lit class. Yes, youvociferate mostjoyously, | ve
gotmy topic.

Now you leap out of bed, and excitedly runaround your room until you stop
to make sure your dooris locked. Afterall, what would your friends think if they saw
you dancing naked alone ona Thursday night? Anyway that s notimportant, because
you ve gotanidea for your paper.

End of Episode

Here syouridea, you re talking to yourself because you re really excited. | Il
start with what happened tonightand tie itin with Shakespeare s sonnetaboutdreams.
The teacher probably won taccept thelong preface, butl Il try to convince her. After
all, that i swhat the sonnet means to me and that s what the assignmentisall about. That s
all you say to yourselffor the time being.

Youreach for youranthology to find the appropriate sonnetand flip through
the pages. Waitaminute...What s goingon? You vereadall of Shakespeare ssonnets
andyou haven tfound whatyou were hopingto. This can tbe happening. Wasitall just
adream (the sonnetyou were thinking of)? You starttalking to yourself, this time out
ofanervous panic. Where is that damned sonnet? | could have sworn thatwereada
sonnet thatimplied the safety and temporary comforts of dreams as opposed to the rude
reality of consciousness.

Theninaflashyouareinspired onceagain. Thisisyourlasthope. Maybe, just
maybe, itis by one of the other § 5. You return to the monotonous turning of pages,
butarerewardedalmostinstantly,as before your eyes appears Sidney s sonnet#39. You
read the first two beautiful words. "Come Sleep.” Oh Sidney, | love you. Thereisagod!!!

End of Episode
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How Do You RELINQUISH A DREAM??
Eﬁ q:\?f?ﬂe,&aif

How do you relinquisha dream? Multiple visions dance behind my eyes. My
headswells. LetmedoALL. Then, reality balls up its fists and hits me squarely in the
ego. | mustrelinquish. | have no other option.

My directions are infinite, while my timeis finite. | mete out precious minutes
ploddingalong each path, ever aware of my sluggish progress. At this pace, | will notreach
any goal. | am spread too thin. | must concentrate my efforts.

But, how do | choose which goal to abandon when | cherish them all? Willl
calmly unclench my fistand let one quietly slipaway? No. | will fight bitterly as life strips
me of my aspirations. | will fight like a baby in a candy store, grabbing and devouring
everything in sight, clumsily eluding parents for as long as possible.

If they catch me, then they will see a furtive animal replace the clumsy child.
They will try to reason with me. Giveitup. Afterall, how many butterflies canyou
chase!? Then, | will craftily hand over the bulk of a dream, while retaining its essence
safely cached away. Later, when no one is looking, | will take itoutand build itup once
more.

How could | bear to part with an ambition? Upon seeinga fresh work of fiction,
aninnovative theorem, arevolutionary invention, | would inevitably think, itcould have
been mine. |wouldcry over spilt milk until the room stank.

Perhaps, as | inspect my ambitions, some will proveillusory. Maybe, | will
recognize thata path leads nowhere. Why should | cry over spilt water, since it would
only wash away my soul s turmoil and evaporate?

Unfortunately, all my aims seem palpable. Sometimes, | canalmost taste them.
Each vision hums a special song within me, together formina sonorous dirge to lament
the imminentapproach of Reason.

| wish that | could steal Hermes winged slippers and race down all my paths
straight to their destinations. Instead, the swift tread of a criminal will have to suffice.

Who knows? Perhaps, | shall elude Reason for along time.






