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Introduction

e Carnivorous Pigeons and its 99 other short fictions is the 
product of a collaborative art project called 100 Days that took place 
over summer 2010.  ese fictions were inspired by the daily work of 
film maker John Timmons and several other artists in the project.

100 Days provides time and space for study.  In this case, the 
study of form, structure, and character.  In 2008 I studied poems, in 
2009, stories, and 2010 fictions.  But what is a fiction?  is book 
and its 100 stories provides just one answer from one writer.  In 
2009, I wrote 100 stories.  e 2009 summer provided opportunity 
to study that form, which requires certain criteria.  Any competent 
story will reveal these criteria, loose as they might be applied across 
the centuries and throughout the genre, in short stories, drama, film, 
and narrative poetry.  Odysseus, for example, leaves the coasts of 
Troy, survives several tests, and returns home.  It may be true that if 
Odysseus had chosen to remain on the beach and drink beer, some 
other story might have developed, but we don't live in that world.  A 
fiction, on the other hand, might not require that Odysseus survive 
Charybdis.  It might simply turn Odysseus into a mouse.

For example, the first fiction is this collection is called On 
Precision.  It follows the conversation of a He and She.  It may be 
that this fiction is about memory (don't all relationships develop 
their own sense of deep memory?).  But it is not meant as a story 
with a resolution, though some form of closure may come from the 
exchange, and it is this form of closure, some way of ending the 
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problem that the fiction treats, which may indeed be a problem of 
interpretation, that drove the writing.

A fiction is merely something untrue, unreal, or without 
actual quantity. It's the battle a general wanted to fight, the poem 
the poet wanted write, the child the parent wanted to have, the 
dream the dreamer went to bed foreseeing, the world the dictator 
believed he was building.  is untruth, or presumed untruth, might 
be revealed in a story, a poem, or in a philosophical paper.  is 
mode of writing provided the author with several opportunities to 
think about John Timmons’s videos.  is is significant as a viewer 
may interpret the experience of a film through a fiction.  e 100 
Days Project provided this opportunity.  Enjoy.

e 100 Days tradition continues. See onehundreddays.net for 
more.
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For Susan

what do I see when I see her
everything real and good and worthy
of time and space, the enrichment of blood,
everyday, something to sacrifice,
and the urge to do it, to give it all away
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On Precision

"at night--I remember--it was so cold, we didn't 
want to touch each other," she said.  "It was blue, cold, a night 
without constellations."

He said, "It was a long time ago."
She took this response to mean: He doesn't remember 

the night.  She took this to mean: In ten years, he won't 
remember me.

"You're referring to the walk," she said, "the walk we 
took, the walk we took through the snow from the station. 
Was it Rome, Hartford, was it that junction in New Mexico 
when we got lost later in the mountains and we almost froze?"

He persisted.  "It was a long time ago."  He watched 
her through the candle light.  He watched her watching him. 
He took her persistence to mean: She doesn't remember the 
night.  What is she, therefore, remembering?"

Both recalled many nights where things went without 
touch, when his fingers tapped a few times or did nothing but 
rest on the linens; when she turned off the light and all he 
heard was steady breathing; when he stood at the window, 
framing himself against the moon's blue light, which, they say, 
is the ocean insomniacs fall into.
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Neither of them remembered the precise night.  Maybe 
he'd been guessing.  But she wondered: would she remember 
his eyes by this night's candle light?  He wondered: would he 
remember her eyes, the way this candle flame, like two white 
knives, cut in her eyes?
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What I Saw

I wonder about my face.  It's something I've never 
observed.  

Lucy told me once, "But you have mirrors in your 
house."  I said, "You're crazy if you think what's in that mirror 
is flesh and bone?"

And so, I wonder about things I have yet to see in the 
round, width-blown vision of my own eyes, which has never 
really observed the sun but has (vision has) an enormous 
experience with light. I have yet to see China.  And the moon 
I simply can't resolve.

As a child I saw myself in corners or spaces of thinking. 
What mirrors framed could be stunning and disappointing. 
What do you see when the light goes on and you compare 
what's in the mirror to the nightbefore's concoction when you 
watched yourself walking through an alley, when you heard 
yourself speaking in Hungarian in another room, when you 
leapt from the rooftop to rooftop and at the edge of a friend's 
house at the bottom of the neighborhood and stretched 
yourself into the wind and flew into the clouds lit above in 
yellow by the moon?

I told Lucy: "I am a line and a circle."
Lucy said, "Stop smiling like that."
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I said, "I didn't know I was smiling."
Poor Lucy.
Yesterday I had shorter legs.  I stood as my mother had 

always wanted me too (or was it my father): with my back 
straight and my eyes unblinking in the blinking eyes of the 
enemy who wanted me but couldn't find the words to ask.  I 
pressed a point and was made Queen.  I measured myself by 
the marble statue of the Lonely Statesman rearing above a 
pool glittering with pennies and nickels.  His stone fist is 
impossible to discompose.  He once looked out onto a field 
where in the distance a country needed making and he would 
shape it and survive.  A small brown bird stands on his fist and 
now he stares into the window of a bakery.

Where I stand watching his reflection and the 
reflection of the bird--the fist in the air, the eyes an accretion 
of purpose (as purpose must have gravity) or terror, his old 
frock coat opened just enough to suggest the dimensions of 
greatness and the pathetic imagination of the sculptor--with a 
bag of bread.  In the corner of my eye, I see a tall woman.  I 
want to keep my eyes on the statue.  But she calls me, this 
image in this public mirror, this woman I've never seen, 
standing and watching.  I have to look.  For a moment, I 
imagine that she's a stranger or that she's returned from a trip 
that took years to complete because the ship was slow or the 
roads were poor, and that, in this mirror, as the others pass 
with their own bags, I'm seeing myself in actuality for the first 
time, which is, of course, impossible.
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Soon it clear'd up; the clouds began to fly,
e driving north refin'd the show'ry sky;
en to pursue our journey we began: 
– Ovid, e Metamorphosis, Book 6

Why I Went North

In 2015, he asked when had I learned the color yellow 
and the sound of chimes.   He called them "travel things."  

My father reached into the mountains and pulled a 
goat from a high, narrow place, as it was about to fall to the 
stones.  It hadn't yet experienced the art of slipping.  I asked 
him what he was making.  "Problems for you to solve," he said. 
"Everyone knows the last thing Brutus saw was the sky."

In 2017 it died in my arms.  I watched its bones grow 
in the garden, in the lawn, like mushrooms, in the thinning 
shapes of winter in the distance.  I asked my father where I 
should put the color and the sound, these "travel things you 
say you made?"

He said, "ose in the north dream of the south, and 
everyone knows the converse.  Your problem is that you didn't 
make the world and everything in the world--roads, clouds, 
the wind, especially the wind; I think you can guess why--
makes you envious that you didn't make it and that you'll 
never ever be first.  You can be many things, but you can never 
be my father."
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"I'll go north then," I said.
"Why north?" he said.
"Because east and west are blocked by water."
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Breaking Stasis

He said to himself that every day he would perform 
the same act.  Significantly, this act could not be a trivial or 
everyday one, such as drinking an inebriating liquid or 
showering at precisely the same time each day.  It would have 
to be some act that had significance, meaning beyond the act 
itself.

Immediately, the man sensed a problem with his 
decision, even during the performing of that act.  We should 
probe it.  One problem was the question of sameness, which is 
often confused with the concept of change.  Same, for 
example, is an adjective.  It can be used in this sense:

"Let's go to the same place we went to yesterday," he 
said.

"If we go to the same place as we did yesterday," his 
friend said, "I'll flood the injectors with gaseous Cryonetrium."

"But today," he said, "today, it's a different restaurant by 
virtue of this being a different day."

"Just because it's a different day, Captain, doesn't mean 
it's a different restaurant or that the food will improve."

He sought to verify his friend's notion.  He drove to 
the restaurant and found that the restaurant was, indeed, a 
different restaurant, as this day the sun was hidden behind 
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clouds, giving the restaurant a different profile on the street, 
where, on the curb, different people had parked different 
automobiles.

He phoned his friend, whose name was the same today 
as it was on Saturday and therefore doesn't require revealing. 
"It's a different restaurant.  e sun's behind the clouds.  And 
if you recall, yesterday there was a green car at the door.  Today, 
it's a red car."

"at doesn't mean anything, Bones."
"Yours is a problem of precision," he said to his friend. 

"Consider John Timmons’s short film entitled change1, which 
is strangely familiar to me even after all these years, or 
Carianne Garside's painting called at the same time2.  No leaf 
can ever be precisely the same as another leaf.   If I decide to 
place a leaf on a surface every day, the leaf will have subtle 
differences and the surface I lay it on will have a different 
accumulation of particulate matter.  Nor can I claim that I as 
the actor will be the same actor as that actor who began the 
action, as one day I may be rich, another day, poor.  When we 
claim that one man is the same man we mean this as an act of 
identification or complaint not as an act of intrinsic validity. 
What's more, if we perform the same action as the day before 
we are enacting or performing, rendering an approximation of 
an image we hold in our minds and attempting to confirm 
some subtle sense of historical phenomenology."

"Shoot me, Lieutenant, the Borg's crushing me to 
meal," his friend said, closing the line.

1 http://johntimmons.com/video/archives/18
2 http://cariannemackgarside.files.wordpress.com/2010/05/day41.jpg
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But even though he knew his friend was no longer on 
the line, he said into the phone, "Let's go back to the painting 
at the same time, Carianne Garside's painting, whose title 
mocks us with its fascinating irony.  Its circles form a 
counterpoint to the angularity of leaves and fingers."

How did the question of sameness and change come to 
him?  is doesn't matter.  Perhaps it might in a different 
fiction.  

We can, however, speculate that the concept of stasis 
played some role.  All about him, on his drive home, on his 
journeys to the market, as he straightened papers on the 
judge's desk, he witnessed the panorama of what his life had 
become.  is is when Timmons's film began to haunt him 
even though he hadn't seen it in years.  He heard the speaker's 
voice come to him on the wind.  When he woke in the 
morning, he heard the last echo of the voice trail out the 
window: It would have to . . . It would have to . . . and the song 
of the birds would rise to wave the words away.

And later, as his friend compared the present world to 
those claimed by science fiction programming, words such as 
ritual, great purpose, and systematically began to form as regular 
patterns in otherwise banal surfaces and phenomenon.  He saw 
the word purpose form in the regularities of brick walls.  He 
identified complex conventions in the heads of lettuce.  In the 
sound of running water, he heard the chanting of monks.  In 
recent election results, he formulated a new equation for 
calculating moribundity.  He began to long for states of 
changelessness or equilibrium or unchanging rhythmic 
repetition.  
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He ran to the cinema.  He sat in the flickering light of 
that lonely place and watched the film.  He watched it several 
times.  He watched it again and again and, after several more 
viewings, something stunned him, a realization, a recognition, 
a revelation: on the screen he was witnessing his own hand. 
He watched his own finger over and over press that leaf onto 
the surface, and that by some mysterious method, some 
confounding or weaving of time, the filmmaker had captured 
his daily ritual, an action he thought he'd kept secret.  

Still more terrifying, the image of the painting 
suddenly came to him, Carianne Garside's painting at the same 
time: those green and orange circles, wherein, with a brush, the 
artist had captured the repeated patterns of his daily 
movement through life.
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On Polygons

I met him in a place where the pigeons gather because 
of how, by 4PM or so, the reflection of the sun shines against 
the brick wall of the Federal Bank across the street, and 
pigeons, I assume enjoy the diminishing of the day.  From 
below our table we heard the ripple of flags in the breeze.  I 
was counting polygons in my head, sipping beer, considering 
their prevalence in the built environment, and wondering 
about the relationship between the crystal and the fruit, the 
screen and cloister cell.

"I wonder what Nana was thinking, staring at me from 
inside the rectangle?" Henry asked me, suddenly.  

I was a little surprised to hear that Henry had 
somehow guessed my own line of reasoning.  "Nana?" I asked.

"ere you are.  I admit it.  I admit wondering about it 
for significant periods," Henry said.

"You mean what Nana must have been thinking?"
"No," Henry said, "what she was thinking inside the 

rectangle."
"I see," I said.  
I watched the lines of pigeons on the cornice of the 

bank building.  eir numbers also weighed down the electric 
cables that suture the electric template of our lives.  I 
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concluded that curves could be the result of the sun, of time, of 
birds.  en my mind turned back to the nature of polygons 
and their prevalence and of Nana and, most significantly, 
Henry, who assumed just then the posture of a man with too 
many secrets to tell, which is the posture of one hundred 
pigeons forming a curve above the road.   
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Seeing and Listening

When the storm came, I thought of signs.  A red 
Budweiser memory speaking in almost unintelligible script, a 
women with long blonde hair and a knife in her pocket that 
took me back to the sounds of church and imagined images of 
ghosts, the powder smell of a man's shoulder in a crowded 
room (I must brush against it and hide from him because he 
will soon be murdered by time), a room that had never really 
been crowded but that I remember as empty and long, colored 
by the glow of candles in burgundy jars, and still echoing with 
the music of troubadours and heavy with the smell of ink and 
ivory and the repetitiveness of funeral smoke.  False poetry.

I waited for you in the rain.  For years, drifting years.  I 
waited for you in the pews on which the midnight attendees 
had left their bibles opened to pages I read one by one, re-
imagining their experience of homily and devotional horror. 
eir conversations were cluttered with sins trivial as toys, 
expressions of guilt they'd read about as children, of feeling 
about feeling and loss and gain; and in between breathing, in 
those prepositional pauses (but prepositional to what?), where 
listening is the accumulation of beats, I heard water, water 
dripping, drops falling one after another.  I listened harder. 
One second, one drop, another second, another drop, several 
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echoes, and the soft brushing of candle flames against the air, 
which is the sound of a sleeping house, then thunder that 
sounds like the cracking of stone.

I waited for you in the rain, like a forgotten film.  I 
listen.  I watch you penetrate an empty room.  Look behind 
you now.  It's possible I could be watching, breaking the logic 
of the order of things: successiveness, passage, syntax, endless 
doors, hierarchy, juxtaposition.  My life is pure speculation, an 
infinite circle of edited scripts. 
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On the ings We Sleep On

"When dreams finally descend," Lilly said, "we wake 
up."

"at's probably true," Henry said, laughing.
It was a hot day, a day that would require lots of water. 

I remember mountains a half-day's walk in the distance.  He 
said he was going there and that we would maybe see him 
again in two or three months.  We'd just let him off, an hour's 
ride out into the desert.

"I'll follow them north," he'd said.
We spoke little on the way.  Henry watched the flat 

land pass.  He watched the clouds.  When Lilly spoke, she 
whispered.  She whispered, "What do you think the cat's 
doing?  Do you think she's sleeping?"

I felt the road beneath the accelerator pedal, the 
staccato thrump, thrump, thrump of cattle guards, pebbles 
under the tires.

I whispered a response: "Probably sleeping."
Henry appeared at the house a few weeks before this 

drive.  He had a big pack and a weathered book in his hand. 
Over dinners we talked about French films and Mexico and, of 
course, dreams, which is Lilly's research.  We said that we 
should see each other more.  He took allergy pills and repaired 
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his sandals on the porch.  Small red ants walked on his hands 
while he restitched the straps and hammered on new rubber 
soles.  Lilly watched him work.  She watched the ants.  When 
he was ready to leave he told us so.  He asked would I drive 
him and drop him off in the desert near the mountains and 
that he knew exactly where.

"is is good.  is is the place," he said.  I eased off 
the accelerator and slowed to the shoulder.  Lilly, Henry, and I 
got out of the car.  I opened the trunk.  Henry pulled the pack 
out and put it on, smiling with the labor of it.  He said, 
"anks."  en he started off toward the mountains in the 
distance.  He stopped, turned and waved, and Lilly and I 
waved back.

We drove home without words.  Maybe Lilly was 
imagining the cat.  Lilly might've been wondering if cats 
dream when they sleep.  Do they watch themselves in their 
dreams, if they do dream?  But I suspect another possibility. 
Something in her might've been wishing she was Henry, a 
wish we might've shared on the drive home.  While the cat 
slept.
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at Conversation I Remember

I had a dream about lines, monkeys, the smell of 
baking cakes, a wall of frozen rodents, the smell of a room 
after sex, ozone in the air, two shoes on a wire under which the 
big trucks drive, swinging things, trees, buns and buns of trees, 
transparent leaves, elaborate colors, like those inside the colon 
or heart or ear.

Slow movement and jaggy lines, which are things from 
another work, which has yet to be spun out.

Lilly said it was all oh so much homespun and yarning. 
Anybody, she said, can make a random list and make it mean 
something to someone; it's all about odds making.  How many 
recipe poems have you read about grilled squirrel?

Dream something else, she said.  Dream a river with 
just as much flotsam as water and wait for that one face to rise 
to the oily surface and pluck it out, just the head and the 
suffocation-white face, and kiss it on the lips, which is what I 
had a dream about two weeks ago.  Just kidding.

I had a dream about different ecologies, I said.  I 
climbed to the top of a tree and saw a line of purple ants.  A 
big blue slug was curled on a frond and watching it with a 
lamp of dinner in its eyes was a thing that was both a chicken 
and a shark, which is about as real as I can get.  at's how I 
broke my arm.  I woke up a few moments on the floor.  I'd 
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fallen from the top bunk.  It wasn't the pain that woke me up.
I study the brain under the conditions of REM.  Still, 

sure, I watch you in your sleep, you sleeping just yesterday.  At 
lunch the other day a woman persisted in looking at you.  Her 
shirt was blue.  Sometimes she looked like she was about to 
come over, ask, do I know you, did we go to school together, 
are you my long lost brother?  But then she appeared to forget 
what had been on her mind.  She went back to her lunch, 
which was some sort of soup.  You didn't even notice.  More 
than three quarters of a day is pure solipsism. 

No, it wasn't the pain that woke me up, I said.  It was 
something else. 
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Imagining Scene

Let's imagine a scene.  is scene could easily be re-
imagined as a poem, a painting, a photograph, it could be 
puzzle piece in a larger framework, such as an epic, a novel, or 
a long film.

e weather is unsettled.  At random intervals the 
wind grabs at the trees and lets them go, leaving heavy tree 
branches to hang and the flowers in the window beds waiting 
for the sun to appear through the clouds and blind them.

ere is a significant and abstract relationship in this 
scene: inside and outside: one from two abstractions.  is 
relationship could easily develop into a theme.  is theme 
could describe sanity, madness, loneliness, an impulse to 
violence, for if inside and outside are manifest (as in the 
relationship between civil behavior and wildness, the natural 
world and the world of cities), then some border, some 
intervening or partitioning force has to be drawn.

We need devices.  Two people in this instance or four. 
A woman is on the inside, physically placed in an apartment, a 
house, a castle, a hut.  Why is she "inside?"  is might be 
obvious.  She comes home from work and closes the door. 
She's weary from shopping, travel, court, performing surgery; 
she's been visiting an elderly woman whose life weighs like 
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fragile eggs in her small white hands.  When the woman 
opens her hands, the young woman closes hers around them, 
and says, "Walk with me" or "Tell me what you did yesterday" 
or "Why won't you sit?"

Once home, she closes the door.  It's been a long day 
and the weather is unsettled and yet more days are coming, 
days she cannot count.  She takes a shower, dries, wraps herself 
in a comfortable robe and makes hot chocolate.  But even 
though the day is unsettled, it's hot, humid maybe, so she 
changes her mind about the chocolate and pours a cold glass 
of white wine, and when she sits on the couch with the wine 
and the robe, she remembers a time when she heard the door 
bell ring of the house where she grew up.  e memory is 
abrupt and its clarity is like an image in a mirror.  She 
remembers her mother saying, "Could you see who that is?" as 
her mother was on that side of the house furthest from the 
front door yet near enough to call out instructions and still be 
heard.  

e doorbell was insistent.  is is what she 
remembers.  e finger depressed the button to an insistent 
beat, short rings one after the other.  e finger pressed the 
button, let go, depressed again, then let off.  is action 
increased in rapidity.  Some jeopardy on the outside was 
approaching, some terrible monster, and so whoever rang the 
door bell did so with  repetition, saying, You will open, you will 
let me in; it's important.  is is what the woman remembers. 
As she approached (6 years old, eight years old?) the door, she 
felt that insistence.  e loudness of the buzzer, the numerous 
times the button had been depressed and was still being 
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depressed--this made her aware of the thickness of the door, 
the ominousness of the silhouette in the sidelight made by the 
person who wanted this door opened and opened quickly.  She 
remembered putting her hand to the door nob and turning, 
turning slowly.  She opened the door to a man whose identity 
is still a mystery.  is is what she remembers.  She remembers 
her mother approaching quickly, drying her hands with a 
dishtowel, saying, "Oh, it's you.  I forgot you were coming."

e wine is good and crisp.  e weather outside is 
unsettled.  e evening sun struggles grayly at the windows.  It 
strikes her as odd that she'd never inquired about the man 
who'd come to call that day, had never asked about the 
transaction that had followed, must've followed after her 
mother told her to go to the kitchen.  She remembers solid 
shapes, height and great width, a face that has no name and 
that neither smiled nor said hello, and as far as she can 
remember this memory is fresh, new to her, a new element of 
plot, but real.   e memory has come, a memory that has 
neither aftermath nor preposition.  It is merely a ringing, 
unutterable fear, and an opening.

She turns to the front door and assays the evening 
pressed at the illuminated sidelight.  She feels a brief impulse 
to go there and look outside.  en she notices the blinking 
red light on her message machine.
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Cloud In Versions

"I'm glad they put the trees here.  ey hold off the 
wind. Get me a beer."

"She said she waited almost an hour."
"I think we should leave."
"When she finally went to the door for the last time, he 

was gone."
"Did she see anything, a car, a truck, something red or 

tan?"
"e trees block the wind.  It's nice."
He waited for the cloud that had emerged behind the 

trees to turn into a dragon.  At the moment it was a dog, a big 
mountain dog, the kind that carries bourbon or Cognac to 
men with broken legs on ski trips.

"I think we should leave.  It's getting on.  Late, you 
know."

"I'd like another drink.  Just one more."
A Chihuahua, a small yappy thing that nips at your 

heels.  He remembered a friend had one.  He remembered 
looking down, the small dog looking up with the ceiling lamp 
in its eyes.

"I hope she keeps her doors locked."
"I don't know if it will involve money.  I don't think 
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she has it.  She regrets asking him."
A waiter with froth, red and white, a platter with fruit 

and cheese.  He turns above a table.  Lowers the beer, the wine, 
the cheese.  He smiles and turns away.

"I think it means we should take a new direction."
"I think we should leave.  It's getting late."
"Remember the Rembrandt?  It was the size of a wall. 

It was a wall of light, a wall of black, and, if I remember 
correctly, someone was coming alive."

"It's not late.  Look, the sun's behind that cloud.  Look 
how the wind shakes the trees."

"en she shouldn't have encouraged him.  She 
shouldn't have persisted.  She should've known he wouldn't let 
go.  Now he's never going to leave her alone."

"What direction?  Where could we possibly take it?"
"You mean come up with any excuse.  He's that kind."
"Tell the waiter to bring the check.  ere he is."
"She couldn't have known."
A dragon emerges.  With a snarl like a dog's, a 

mountain dog's, the kind that brings men Cognac before they 
die.  He wanted to tell her he'd hate to die that way, lost in the 
mountains, cold, bone cold, waiting for the dog to show with 
Cognac in a little neck barrel.

"Sell, sell, sell.  at's what I mean.  We have leverage 
now."  

"e wind's died down.  e trees have stopped 
moving.  It's lovely."

"A new direction for us."
"I'm just scared for her."
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is Certain Point in Space

e line "this point in space" in John Timmons's short 
film titled Perspective #23 reminds me of another by Robert 
Frost.

It goes: "Something there is that doesn't love a wall."
I don't know why, but let's trace the logic nevertheless.
is is the first line of Frost's famous poem, Mending 

Wall.  What's interesting about this line is the "placement" of 
the second and third words, which forms an inversion of 
syntactical expectation.  Grammatically, the line wants to read: 
"ere is something that doesn't love a wall."  But Frost "the 
poet" places "Something" before the pronoun and the verb, 
breaking what we call natural word order, introducing with 
this play on syntax the theme of ________.  But also 
disorder--as we don't know from the first line what 
"Something" means.  In reading poetry we can make a poem 
mean something by considering not just how a poet uses 
language, the dictive element in a poem, but the arrangement 
of those elements.  Hence, we can conclude that "placement," 
the thinking or action that goes into an object's positioning, 
carries with it the potential for meaning.

We could trace this thinking to a logical conclusion 

3http://johntimmons.com/video/archives/151  
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and claim that poetry is an earthquake.
But that's not difficult to understand.  What is 

somewhat more interesting is that points in space are strange 
little creatures.  A point in mathematics, for example, while 
indicated with a dot, is not a dot at all but a "place" in time. 
We know that time is intimately related to "space."  A line, 
likewise, is neither a line nor the outermost surface of the tip 
of a pencil.  A line, like a point, is a metaphor.  

We could follow this logic all the way to another claim 
and claim that nouns are always other nouns hidden.

Timmons’s camera follows a certain track of lines 
(which is another noun hidden).  Each of these lines or vectors 
stops at a point and then follows another line to another point 
or moment, completing its movement at a place called 35 
seconds.  is stop of time is defined by trees, a rail, a coffee 
cup, or by a composition of colors distant and nearby: green, 
gray, and deep blue.  But we would never tell an acquaintance 
when he asks "Where were you when the world stopped 
moving?" that we were "Watching green, watching gray, 
watching deep blue" as these phenomena are "out of 
demonstrable order."

He might inquire further: "What was green, what was 
gray, what was deep blue?"

And we would play with him, following a certain logic. 
We would say "earthquake" and walk away.

He might think to himself, as he watches the line of 
my travel into the phenomenon of perspective: "at speaker, 
though standing not two feet from me moments ago, was 
miles away.  He was both near and far; he's like a coffee cup, 
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whose surface is infinite."
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Two by two remains an equation
you could never solve.

On Quantification

"How much of life is quantifiable?" he asked, as a 
superstore sign (it must have been several tons in weight) bent 
at the neck and fell on him.

"Now this is something," said the unit commander. 
"is morning over coffee I never figured this would happen, 
could happen.  What're the chances?"

e mathematics of generations is significant.  At 
twenty, a man is twenty times the age of a newborn.  Ten years 
later, the ratio changes.  is is why figuring is difficult, said 
the man lost in the labyrinth.  He used to be a good counter, 
an excellent reader of myths.  He turned often to the sky 
looking for signs.

Even love can be quantified.  It's big, for example, 
expansive, mountain-like, river-like, or big as a quark, or small 
as a cherry tomato, which is made of millions of massive atoms 
moving.  

On the morning he died, the man ate several such 
fruits.  We can only imagine what he thought of them but we 
know he counted their number and that this number had some 
significance, minor or grand.  In the superstore, days before, he 

38



held their number in his hands, shook them for some reason, 
put the green box in the cart, and went to the meats just to 
dream.

When the crane came no one actually wanted to see 
what was underneath it.  Neither did anyone among the rescue 
crew and city departments know that the man had eaten eight 
cherry tomatoes.  Some of the men and women there thought 
that they would value their lives more, knowing that chance 
can take a body any day and any time.  Others didn't think this 
way.  ey were thinking about how to get the whole nasty 
business over with and cleaned up, not because they were 
crude or inhuman but because this accident brought 
something unbearable to them.

e unit commander knew that someone would have 
to make the call.  ey would have to find identification 
among the wreckage and wetness.  Family would need to be 
notified.  ere would be awkward pauses, perhaps tears.  Or 
maybe the man crushed here had no one close to him at all, he 
told himself, no one near enough to feel the size of the loss 
and the immense dimensions of memory.
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Listening

When I watch a green dot and am asked to listen for 
45 seconds, I have 45 seconds of silence.

In that silence I imagine traveling forward or away.
And in that silence comes a deck of characters: Wally, 

Geronimo, someone named Jean, who had just leapt out of a 
plane.

I also think of Karsai and his jurgas, Netanyahu and 
what he might know or not know, as Augustus might not have 
known the whereabouts of Ovid on any particular day and 
may not have cared.

I think of Hayward and what he must be thinking. 
Dreaming of silly tar balls, fish eyes glowing like tarnish in the 
brown, a poetic thought, maybe, a sunset, a single person 
standing against it watching the sun go down on the last beach 
of our time.

I think about my hands and how small they are and 
useless and how deep the sea is in places and how little I really 
know.

My wife, whose car I hear in the drive way, how this is 
a lonely sound.

And then the 45th second comes and the world crashes 
back, like a cat appearing suddenly and slipping across the 
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hardwood and smacking against the door, only to right 
himself.  Saunter off. 
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What the Filmmaker Saw

One day, a filmmaker read about how a particular 
Somali had become a captain and how, somewhere in the 
world, a group of soldiers took ownership of land they knew 
only from magazines.

He shook the paper.  He thought for a moment: is 
anything in here real?  e sun streamed into the room, like 
snow, like windblown snow, like one thousand switchblades 
opening, like a spray or dash of citrus in the eye.  In the 
opinion pages, a writer identified a terrorist on a train only to 
find a child eating an orange inside a box.

"I swear it was a terrorist.  But when I opened the box, 
I saw a child eating an orange.  e child said he hadn't eaten 
in five days and that he'd taken the fruit out of desperation, 
which was hard for me to believe.  I snatched that orange away 
from him and told him that in the eyes of the Lord thievery 
was worse than starvation."

e filmmaker, of course, didn't believe that the child 
had stolen the orange but that it had been given him by a 
woman with a red hat and white gloves.  She carried oranges 
in her purse, always had.

In the paper, he saw a photograph of a bird with 
enormous wingspan.  Its feathers and beak were slathered in 
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chocolate, like some nightmarish Easter treat.  A sheen of 
brown mucus covered its eyes.  e filmmaker wondered if the 
bird would go blind.  Did they make contact lenses for birds 
suffering oilspill?

He wondered if the woman with the red hat and white 
gloves loved films, westerns, actions, comedies, and was she 
watching the fence posts go by on the train and was she being 
chased by some mad lover who could never ever let her go? 
Perhaps he was seated just a few places down, hiding under a 
cowboy hat.  He had brass knuckles in a pocket because of a 
lack of imagination, a roll of mints in the other because he'd 
been bored. 

Over the span of a few seconds the filmmaker 
wondered if the paper was a repetition; if he held this paper 
against another, older paper would he be able to distinguish 
the two?  He wondered how he might test this idea.  He shook 
the paper.  He turned the page.  He pictured the woman in the 
red hat and white gloves stepping off the train; he watched the 
man in the cowboy hat step off the train, too.  In a window of 
the train he saw a child eating an orange.  e child watched 
the red hat disappear into the station.  e child watched the 
cowboy hat.  e child told himself he wanted a hat just like 
that one.  He told himself: someday I'll be on a train wearing a 
hat just like that one.  Maybe I'll be going to Chicago.  Maybe 
I'll be going somewhere else.
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I'll Talk to You

e woman with the red hat checked her phone.  A 
text message read: "I got your message."

She walked into the shadows.  She reached high for 
color.  She drew a branch down, plucked an orange then 
another orange and then another orange and put them into 
her purse, one by one.

I got your message.
e street lights passed to the beat of the road's surface, 

which was disfigured, rough but rhythmic.  She played the 
voice mail without taking her eyes from the road: ". . . I was 
kinda surprised . . . "  e green signs were drawn small, very 
small, to large, very large just as they slipped out of view of the 
wind shield.  Before rain came.

I was kinda surprised.
She reached into the shadows with her shears and 

snipped at a stem above a large thorn.  When she did so, when 
it fell, evening broke through the new gap and printed a flower 
on the gravel nearby.

"Whatever you want, I guess that'll be alright with 
me," he said.  "I'll talk to you." 

I'll talk to you.
I'll talk to you.
I'll talk to you.
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e phone slipped from the front to the seat gap, 
coming to rest beside the oranges wobbling there to the road's 
dispassionate rhythm.  e heated daylight passed across the 
dials, gleamed on the metal shifter, turned wood into chrome. 
She turned the brim down on her red hat for protection.  She 
followed the curve of the road into the morning sun.

"I got your message," she said.
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Gravity

When I was a child I imagined the distance between 
the roof of my house to the very place where the world curved 
out of view, which had to be imagined because the 
neighborhood houses squared out forever.

I don't remember the first time I climbed the roof.  It 
was a way of rising above it all: the streets, the other children 
in the neighborhood, the heat in the house, the life of the 
lower world.

It was a way of reaching up, also, of experimenting with 
flight, of getting up a little higher into the blueness of the tall 
sky, which had the width of all things round.

I would sit on the edge of the roof and watch the cars 
go by.  I would sit on the peek of the house and look up.

As a small child I'd make a loop at the end of a rope 
and throw it over a pipe extending out of the roof of the 
garage.  To reach the main house, I had to leap from the 
garage across a four foot span.  Without making a sound, as 
my parents forbade climbing the roof.

ere were stories of suicides.  Accidents.  Broken 
heads.  Ladders slipping.  Feet appearing into ceilings.  Loose 
meteoroids, like bats, clipping chimneys.  ere was the story 
of bones in the attic.  It went: some relative died; the body was 
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put into the attic; that's why the ceiling creaked at night.
Older, with a bigger wingspan, I climbed to the roof by 

pressing a palm to an exterior wall, the other to the adjacent 
neighbor's, jumped up and pressed the soles of the feet to 
those same walls and shimmied up then grabbed the roof 's 
edge and pulled. Urban climbing.  I'd visit friends by creeping 
roof to roof and slipping through a window.

Drivers on the street must've seen me the time I stood 
on the roof 's peek, a small boy on a house with a great thunder 
cloud coming.  I must've heard those cars.  Someone must 
have said puede caer and passed on.  Podría caer y morir.  O 
flotar.   Caída.  Me temo caer.  Miedo a los relámpagos más de 
la caída.  Maybe it was a woman in a red hat.  It's possible.
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Information

"I really liked the movie," the man said.
"I liked that it was about trees," the woman said.
"But it wasn't about trees," he said.  "It was about the 

end of the world."
"It was about trees," she said.
"It wasn't about trees.  at's like saying the day is 

about sun when everyone knows that days are more 
complicated than just the sun."

"In that film trees were falling everywhere.  You just 
didn't see them fall," she said.

"It's maddening that you say that.  You always say 
that," he said.

"You always say that every movie is about the end of 
the world.  Which means that you're either confused or 
viewing the same film over and over or think you're seeing the 
same film over and over.  For the life of me, I don't know what 
might be worse.  at's maddening."

"You always say that the movie is about trees.  No 
matter the movie.  Where are we by the way?"

"Untrue," she said.  "Last week we saw a movie about 
frogs.  I never said that movie was about trees."

"And yet the movie was filled with trees," he said.  "If I 
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said that something was about this or that, then this or that 
would have to be related in some fashion to the score or the 
story or the setting.  I could say that the wind moves the trees 
or that the trees are pissed off and that's why they're shaking. 
But it would make no sense."

"Just because the wind is moving the trees doesn't 
mean that the trees are not also angry," she said.  "If the trees 
somehow know that their fellows are being killed off by 
butternut blight, then I would assume they have a right to be 
angry."

"at makes no sense," he said.  "e wind isn't even 
blowing."

"Because it would be nonsense," she said.  "But the 
movie we saw was about trees.  ey were falling throughout. 
You just didn't see them.  It was too fast, too subtle.  You had 
to pay attention.  Like reading Saint Augustine or Le Petit 
Prince in Japanese.  ere's a certain art to the identification 
and meaning of trees, a sort of dendrological scansion, a 
picking through the confusion of color, scene, and dialogue.  I 
assure you that if you watched that same film at double the 
speed you'd conclude with me."

"Look at her.  See how she looks at us.  Or him. 
What's he saying, by the way?  In any event, if I said that that 
cloud looked like a switchblade and when you looked up to see 
what I see and the switchblade had turned into a cow, then 
how could you agree with me.  It's the same with how you read 
a film."

"A film isn't a cloud.  at's your first mistake.  You 
just aren't the subtle kind.  It's true.  ere's nothing subtle 
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about you.  It's unfortunate but true.  e art of dendrological 
scansion eludes you." 
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So Much Inside

At a particular conference--there were so many for the 
Professor--he asked this question of two men, one young, the 
other older, standing at the bar.  He asked them: "Where are 
your thoughts?"

e older man attributed the question to too much 
drink.  But as he observed the Professor closely, he noticed the 
contents of his glass was most likely water.  He asked the 
Professor, "Is that water in your glass?"

e younger man attributed the question to a lecture 
he'd attended on attempts to measure different observable 
weights of emotion on the brain, a cause taken up by 
colleagues in neuropsychology at his University.  Is fear, for 
example, more observable as a physical weight on the brain. 
Does a person who fears the dark weigh more when standing 
in a dimly lit room?  

e younger man asked the Professor.  "Are you 
referring to Dr. M's lecture on the weight of the brain?"

"Not at all," the Professor said.  "And, no, I'll probably 
have wine with dinner."

Flowers in purple and yellow bunches were arranged 
on the counter.  e Professor stroked the flowers with his 
fingers.  "No," he said, "I'm confounded by the whereabouts of 
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thoughts not their weight.  oughts about beauty, about pain, 
observations on soccer, contemplations of murder, or the 
internal voice calling out into the dark, the insideness versus 
outsideness of average or profound thoughts.  In our science 
and our casual observation, we shape our understanding of 
cognition with metaphor."

e older man took a sip of his drink and smiled at the 
Professor.  He wanted to ask the Professor if he were in a 
contemplative mood (perhaps he was missing his family or 
suffering some form of nostalgia) but refrained from asking as 
he thought such questions might be rude.  e younger man, 
while interested in the Professor's conclusions on the matter, 
had the sudden need to walk down to the river outside the 
conference hall, stand on the bridge there, and think about his 
wife.  He considered language he would need to excuse himself 
from the Professor so that he didn't appear disinterested or 
indifferent.

e Professor, however, had grown silent; he appeared 
consumed by his thoughts.  To both the older man and the 
younger man, he appeared to withdraw from them.  He had a 
round face and aggressive green eyes.  He had those eyes fixed 
on the flowers, which he stroked lightly with his fingers. 
Drifting, thought the older man and the younger man, inside 
or among or grasping something either common or 
uncommon, equations or love.

Just when the movement of the Professor's fingers in 
the flowers was about turn awkward, a young woman appeared 
out of a group of other conference attendees, a woman with 
brown hair and narrow shoulders.  She reminded the older 
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man, for some reason, of rabbits.  She approached the 
Professor and touched him lightly on the shoulder with a 
hand.  e Professor shook himself free from his internal drift 
and turned to her and smiled.  e young woman kissed the 
Professor on the cheek and showed him a box, a small box, 
which she opened for him.  She whispered something in the 
Professor's ear, which seemed to strike him as either fantastic 
or unbelievable, as he quickly leaned and spoke quietly into the 
young woman's ear.  en he put his arm around her shoulders 
and they departed the room, laughing together.

After a moment, the older man asked, "What do you 
suppose was in that box?  And who was that woman?"

When he turned for a response, he found that the 
younger man had disappeared. 
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ank You

e cinematic form is a wonder.  With this form an 
artist can make several events or activities appear to be 
happening at the same time.

Let's examine this notion.
Simultaneity is a perceived fact of every day life.  We 

can prove this by considering single events in space and time, 
such as the action of stopping at a red light.  Some significant 
aspects of this phenomenon are worthy of note.  Stopping at a 
red light assumes a red light.  It also assumes the existence of 
an actor who will be doing the stopping.  It doesn't necessarily 
involve the existence of other people in their cars.  In any 
event, we have the action of stopping an automobile at a red 
light.  Let's add a few time factors.  e light has gone from 
green to yellow to red, perhaps, which is a graphic image.  As it 
turns red, the driver applies pressure to the brake and stops, 
presumably before the light goes green.  Let's also assume that 
the driver approached an intersection several hundred yards 
away and hits the hundred yard mark just as the light goes red. 
e law of simultaneity would assert that the light turned red 
at the same time that the car hit the one hundred yard mark. 
is, therefore, is a simultaneous occurrence.  But it's not a 
very dramatic example.
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Let's write one (of course, by let's I mean Steve 
Ersinghaus as writer and Steve Ersinghaus as mind, which 
may or may not be simultaneous phenomena).   A more 
dramatic situation would call for a graduation ceremony where 
any number of people are moving through time simultaneously 
and in concert, each moving according to their own 
inclinations, and each restricted by or adhering to the rules of 
the ceremony.  ese rules involve a certain kind of dress, 
performance, spatial positioning, symbols, gesture, roles, 
sequences, and narrative in the form of the completion or 
"journey" home of rites of passage.

Within the space of the ceremony, which is a space of 
exclusion, simultaneity would imply a state of chaos, which 
would appear to be a paradox.   A closer look at the ceremony 
bears out the chaos of the simultaneous and its potential 
horror: in one case, a man contemplates the art of flowers and 
their similarity to a crushed and wrinkled paper napkin, which 
is a metaphor for a world outside the boundary of the 
ceremony thus in a space of exclusion.  In another case, a man 
is observing a fascinating collection of binary code flickering 
in the palm of his hand.  In another case, a woman is 
addressing an audience, thanking them for their attention, 
hard work, and dedication.   Case four may be described as the 
ambient audience, which is a part of the setting, the 
background for these three strange cases. 

ese three cases (two captured optically, the other 
captured aurally) may be simultaneous.  (Case four is a river, a 
container.)  ey may have no relation other than the fact that 
they're happening at the same moment but cannot be 
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experienced through the human senses as such, as one may 
crush and observe a napkin, turn to and identify a seated 
neighbor, and hear voices but not all three at once.  In film 
they are simultaneous and juxtaposed, edited into meaning; 
dare I say more real than reality.

e digital field, the metaphor of the flower, the 
utterance of thank you: what do they signal?  at some 
unknown end is coming: war, marriage, beaches silvered with 
the bodies of countless dead fish, a faulty circuit, a cellphone 
argument, disastrous inattention, a paused automobile, a red 
light.
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Morning in the Yellow

is morning I saw yellow in the bushes at the skirt of the 
house, an elimination of reds and blues, a distortion of green. 
It was a shallow color, speedy, and hours later I determined 
that it had been a coyote digging for mice or ground hogs or 
moles.

In the desert, I remember greens, greens that accrued into the 
distance seemingly forever outward where the margins of the 
senses are obscured and obfuscate and purple mountains rise 
like the shoulders of the dead.

I studied the ad Herennium, that great Rhetoric so heavy on 
Gaius's lap and grinned over by Valla, dreaming of that Cicero 
who, dead and buried, had never authored such a manual on 
theory, imitation and practice, on a mound of stones in the 
desert, syncopating to the larks and dragon flies, who, I've 
learned, can dart five seconds faster than time.

Orating into the wind.  Playing duration like a thick-stringed, 
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catgut harp.  I turned love into a poem and it became 
something else; it became a snake, a compass, a ten year 
destination after ten years of war written onto a yellow pad; 
upon reading, the reader will imagine the gray bottom of the 
empty sea, maybe shoe prints, a bag of oranges, red crabs 
scrambling like ants among the cat tails, combustibility inside 
the paper-dry leaf pile.  

If I could walk forever, I would; I'd plant thin wounds into the 
earth at every mile marker and look back, imagine returning to 
the place I started, where purple mountains rise above the 
wind-worn entablements and the larks and dragon flies print 
shadows outside gaps in the stones, which is how bees are 
made.

I will write you in reverse order, spell uoy backward, so 
everyone will remember.
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A Strange, Alternative Universe

e road ahead does indeed look like more than a bowl of 
morning cereal or something dead and furry you saw the other 
day on the shoulder or a red kite jerking against a cool blue 
sky.

It isn't the curves, the crazy angles of the cable wires, those few 
drops that run up the wind shield to disappear into the sky.  It 
isn't yesterday's argument that ended in the dark or crawled 
under the purring refrigerator to sleep, the dull thrum of tire 
rubber, the little click clicks of pebbles leaping at the 
undercarriage, the anonymous eyes that see you. 

You'd heard someone ask for ice cream; you'd heard someone 
ask about what moves through the forest at night, what 
doesn't.  And how do oranges taste under water?  You close 
your eyes; you try to imagine how the road might look outside 
your eyelids; you try to convince yourself that you know how 
to drive a straight line; you try to imagine what it must feel 
like to fly into the cool weather clouds you remember, the ones 
with their shredding edges that drifted over the mountains like 
whales.
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You imagine the boy behind you, sleeping maybe, thirsty, 
dreaming of those worlds he draws onto paper.  You don't 
know what will appear when you open your eyes; you don’t 
know how the world will change.  So you keep them shut, 
locked tight.  And hope you remember the way back.

is is what you wish for: that years later you might tell him. 
"at day we turned back. Do you remember it? I drove you 
home in the dark."  You might ask: "What did you see when 
you opened your eyes?"

60



Phone Call

(Scene I) He bought his wife a computer (Scene II) 
and took her to dinner, an expensive dinner that smelled of 
butter, wine, and capers.

She ate slowly.  He poured the wine.  Outside, the 
moon burned like an eyeball observing winter's January.  A 
wasp or a bee circled among the ceiling lights.  Two waiters 
got to task.  He watched as one of them climbed a ladder, was 
stung in the face, and crashed onto a table.

(Scene III) She gave him another ring, a cell phone, 
and a tie with red smiles.  (Scene IV) On the drive home they 
had the moonroof open, the windows.  ey saw a deer at the 
top of a hill.

"She'll be home next week," she said, the wind 
breaking against her hand.

"We'll have to suffer through hummus and that flat 
bread she likes--what's it called?"

"Pita," she said.
"Right.  Not bad but definitely not limed chicken.  is 

is a perfect night."
"It is," she said.  "But I do have a story.  A little story to 

tell."
"A little story to tell?"
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(Scene V) She was told to take out the trash.  It was a 
city in Argentina.  Her father said, "Watch out for the dogs. 
Go out and come right back in."

In those days they put trash into buckets and carried 
the buckets to the street.  She remembered the smell of 
cooking oil in the air.  Someone yelled in the apartment up the 
street.  Yelled from a window.  ere are dogs running in the 
streets.  ey wait for the moon.  ey run in packs.

She put the bucket into the street.  She heard barking. 
She heard cars.  She heard someone yell about the packs of 
dogs.  She looked high and saw a yellow moon through a thin 
linen of silver cloud.  Up the street she saw the small shapes of 
animals coming and coming fast.  She ran for the house and 
slammed the door shut.

(Scene VI) "My father said, 'ere's blood on your leg. 
Why do you have blood on your leg?'"

"It's amazing you weren't killed," he said.
"I never even felt the bite," she said.  "I didn't know I'd 

been bitten."

e End
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I was hoping it would work out

When she left, sure the sun was shining, sure the 
boxman in his truck had forgotten to brake at that dangerous 
intersection, sure the clouds had cleared two months ago over 
my mother's house which made her think there was an 
explosion and the astronauts' urine tank had cracked.

Yes, I'd heard rumors, rumors that she would return; 
that she couldn't stay away; I'd heard rumors on the molecules 
the wind brings in from the sea, where, if you listen closely, 
you can make out the whispers of sailors as they lean to their 
fellows and say, "I have a child who's nine years old.  私は海で
溺れのを恐れます."

e dogs always bark at inopportune times. 
Remember when we hid, that first kiss under the porch and 
Bengi crawled under and started his yapping, drawing the 
neighbors and the police?  e day we fell in love.

She departed.  She said, "at first day I left so long 
ago, I couldn't get you out of my mind.  When we were in 
Anchorage filming cracks in the earth, steam, and how the 
birds were drawn there, I remembered that other camera, the 
one behind the view finder or the eye nipple.  Your eye," she 
said, "I remembered how you stirred the soup, how you said, 
'e moon's never as full of light as you'd think' and so I was 
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impressed by your mysteries.'"
"Look," I said, "tomorrow's a new day.  And what I 

said, I didn't mean.  But I'll need reminding."
She said, "I was hoping it would work out."
"But it's morning," I said.  "Two days isn't enough."
"I have to be in Argentina in two days," she said.  "e 

cracks have appeared there too and the birds are coming.  It's 
just not what I thought it would be.  With you."

"en you think too much," I said.
And she laughed.
And I made coffee.  I took it into the sun, got 

comfortable, and wondered if I were a character and this were 
a drama, what would I write, how would I place things, and 
where would I start?  Would I make her larger than what she 
is or was; would the clouds be red or black; would I have her 
go to Argentina; would I call, buy a ticket, and be on a plane 
tomorrow?
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e Search for Meaning

Part 1

In John Timmons’s short film the search for meaning, 
part 1, a man initiates conflict in the narrative by responding 
to a woman's expression of boredom.  She claims that she 
wants to do "something new and exciting." He responds by 
saying "like driving around naked."  is is a film about 
revealing.

Conflict in the narrative is motivated not by the 
woman's boredom but by the man's joke (as we know jokes are 
the seed of many a drama).  He's surprised that the woman 
leaps to and agrees with his outlandish choice.  We have to 
assume that the man is taken back by the woman's agreement, 
that she would suddenly begin stripping, that she's now seated 
in the truck's cab  naked (and always will be) and exposed to 
the rain or to the sun and to the neighbors, like Henry, who 
has dashed through the rain or the sun to check his mail and 
observes the woman's white body entering the truck, catching 
how her body had glowed in the sun or shed the rain, although 
the rain in the film may be an indication of a "play with time" 
or a "play with emotion," such as vulnerability or an inner 
dramatization of the woman's state of being, or a "play with 
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season," such as spring.
In addition, we must assume that the man thought that 

driving naked was something unusual enough to provoke a 
sense of adventure or break an unusually lengthy period of 
equilibrium in the woman's life which has caused her to feel 
boredom.  We also must assume that he had thought that the 
woman would shed the suggestion like the rain.  Perhaps the 
audience will be left thinking: the man has learned something 
about this women.

States of being are significant in dramatic forms.  is 
is significant to the woman, who's state of being at the 
beginning of the film is "boredom."  e man's question is a 
catalyst, an  apocalyptic provocation.  She accepts the 
challenge of the question and the man is, therefore, moved 
into the state of being of "fear."  But what does he fear?

Does he fear being caught; does he fear being exposed; 
does he fear some strange law prohibiting public nakedness 
and thus public humiliation?  Does he fear what the woman 
will or has become?  Does he fear that he will be left behind, 
not physically on the street but left in some unknown or 
perilous condition or "state behind," as two people in a 
relationship, no matter the nature of that relationship, are 
always trying to "keep up" with one another, to enjoy synergy, 
to stay abreast psychically?   Does he fear that the woman will 
consider him a coward, which is a variation on the previous 
fear, if he doesn't join her in the escapade he himself sowed, 
which now weighs on him like a heavy stone?  Does he wish 
he'd kept his mouth shut; that he might have offered a more 
banal suggestion, such as rock climbing?  
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e prior list of fears are conditioned on the identify of 
the characters in the film, however.  e list of fears would 
change if the woman in the film was revealed as the man's 
mother or, better, grandmother or elderly aunt.  e 
intermittent or liminal state of being between is of course one 
of shock, a period in narrative where action is suspended and 
characters are provided time to collect themselves and begin to 
make sense of their new world.  (We might say that the 
liminal state is conveyed by the voice simulation or filter.)  As 
this is true, we must assume that the naked woman is not the 
man's mother or an elderly aunt as the liminal state might 
have come with a remonstration, such as "What the hell are 
you doing, Mom?" or "Aunt Jane, put on your pants?" not a 
reminder of the original intention.

Withal, we're left with a naked woman in the truck, 
drops of rain on the window and rain on a table, and Henry 
wondering what will happen next across the street (he will be 
waiting forever, unfortunately).  Most importantly, we are left 
with a choice: remain clothed or strip and drive.  What would 
you do?  How you respond will reveal your character.
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On Roundness

An interesting thing of late is the roundness of human 
perception--as a geography at the outermost surface of the eye. 
How things stare back at us. is deep space is filled with 
language--the language of things, sounds, colors, and other 
phenomena admitted into the mind.  Clouds, for example, 
which are always troublesome.  I write them as "cloud" or 
"cumulus."  I write them as "Look, a cloud," and my 
companion looks.  Her geography of perception is round, an 
historical circle, bounded by peripheral vision, an inheritance.

I can't say when I first became aware of walls.  When I could 
name them?  e first memory is an intriguing question. 
Some people relay an image but the narrative is questionable. 
e image comes with a name.  I remember seeing a dog in 
the hall, my companion might say, who's tall, leans into a 
room, and employs a welcoming courtesy.  We watch the sky 
when we drive; we feel the wind against our ears.

Formal viewing breaks the illusion of roundness.  We watch 
films in rectangles and as we observe the film the edges of the 
screen disappear and the mind plays tricks.  e contents of 
the screen grows out to the periphery, the world is forgotten, 
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and we go inside the film as my friend, Russo, did when he 
first saw Edward Allyn on stage and tells me and my 
companion how odd it was to imagine him as Faustus rather 
than as a father or brother.  

e pages of books are rectangles but the space sentences 
occupy is not.  is space is a mystery.  We write hypertext into 
polygons.  Our word processors are windows or doors and the 
windshields we study pretentiously evoke the surface of a 
pond.

My companion says, "Look at my eyes.  ey're as round as 
oranges.  Look at the clouds.  At night they become rain."

I say, "I once woke up and the sky was the color of blood 
oranges.  I knew it would be a long day.  at on this day, the 
rain would sound like the subtle friction of clouds against 
some elemental chemistry.  I said that clouds are troublesome 
and I meant it."

My companion says, "It's going to be a long year.  We should 
take to the streets.  We'll drive south.  We'll stop for gas only. 
We'll pretend to be on the run."

I say, "We'll drive with as little clothing as possible, too. We'll 
become characters in a film.  We'll watch the world through 
two windows."
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On Lacemaking

It is assumed that the last stitch in a rug somehow 
touches the first stitch as the final word in a sentence or poetic 
line reaches back into reading time and provokes meaning.  In 
film, the last image recalls the first.

In my room, for example, I have a leather pouch filled 
with coins: six, it may be true, old silver dollars mysteriously 
minted.  I don't, however, know where this room is any longer. 

I do know that each of those coins may contain four 
other circles and a triangle whose vertices are ABC.  ABC 
form the center points of three of the internal circles relative to 
the super circle that forms the coin, whose center is S'.  When 
I think of the coins, I consider the implications of symmetry, 
and when I think of the lacework of rugs, I think about the 
magic of sentences.   

It may be true that the penny I handed across twenty 
years ago has found its way back to me.  Or a forgotten face. 
Example: I met an old friend in Mexico City. Of all places on 
the intersection of 5 de Mayo and Bolivar.  

He called me by name and I stopped, thought about it, 
and said his name back and shook his hand.  He said, "What a 
wonder to see you here of all places."

I said, "Yes, it could have been Chicago."
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He said, "I was there just last week" and we laughed. 
We had coffee.  Five minutes into our conversation, I felt 
alarmed by his alienness.  I felt an ominous feeling of 
estrangement and displacement, as if I had suddenly come into 
contact with someone who might kill me at any moment. 
Every nostalgic word he uttered, every name he spoke, every 
incident he narrated made me shake.  I felt the need to run.

I flew home the next day.  I sat on the couch and 
considered the photographs I have on the walls, the 
northwestern wall behind which a river flows.  On the couch, I 
couldn't shake the fear that I had felt in that Mexico City cafe, 
seated with that stranger.   ese photographs, these faces and 
other artifacts in them, belonged to another man.  is other 
man had crept into the house behind me as I'd entered with 
my bags and leapt into the den without my noticing.  I felt the 
geography of fear.  I felt suddenly that the intruder was 
standing behind the couch and that he had a knife in his hand.

e feeling of intrusion was strong enough to make me 
turn.  But when I turned I saw nothing, no intruder, just vague 
outlines of things, triangles, rectangles, an empty kitchen.
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Love

When I fell in love, I felt an immense weight rise from 
my shoulders.  I told my thentobe wife this.  I told her, "When 
I fell in love with you I suddenly knew how to breathe and 
that all my time up to that moment I fell in love I had been 
suffocating.  I had been living without breath.  It was as if I'd 
been underwater, sucking for air.  Falling in love with you was 
like coming to the surface."

And so when Ben told me he had fallen in love with a 
woman who was not his wife and that he had begun seeing 
her, I asked him how his breathing was going.

"My breathing?" he said.  "My breathing's just fine.  I 
was late online with her this weekend, chatting on Facebook.  I 
kept telling my wife I had work and that I would be to bed 
soon and that she should just go ahead and go to bed, and then 
we chatted, chatted in secret."

"Did she go to bed?  Does she suspect that you're 
seeing someone else?"

"Of course, of course," Ben said in his unhesitating 
manner.  "But does she know for sure?  Does she wonder 
sometimes?  Does she imagine me staring out hotel windows? 
Does she imagine me opening the door and letting a lover in? 
Does she imagine what I might say, the kinds of words we 
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share together and online, what we feel when our hands . . . 
You understand.  It's very complicated."

"But how is your breathing?" I asked again.  "You say 
you're in love with another woman.  You chat with her.  You 
meet her at hotels.  Tell me, do you feel as if the air you're 
breathing is like something new, as if for years your lungs have 
done nothing but taken up space in your chest, and, suddenly, 
in love, a great and invisible bird has unclenched itself from 
your shoulders?"

"My breathing.  You ask about my breathing.  Alright, 
yes," Ben said.  "I feel like I'm breathing the air inside a 
freezer."
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e Photograph

Years ago, I found an important photograph of my 
father, a film maker who said his own father had been born 
and raised in the Netherlands.

Or was it Belgium?  e photograph had been taken 
before the war.  We know this because of the condition of the 
paper, which, perhaps, had been chewed around the edges by a 
mouse, ants, moths, or some other symbol of time.  In the 
photograph, my father is buried to his neck in a vacant lot. 
Imagine putting a watermelon down in a field and taking a 
picture of it from about ten or so yards away and from a fairly 
low field of view and you'll have a sense of the scene.

My father's head is small, like that watermelon.  From 
the look of the sky, the day may have been somewhat cloudy, 
though the browning black and white photograph makes it 
difficult to judge.  e angles of the shadows are a better way. 
Near my father's exposed head is a bird, an ominous crow or 
raven.  A dim but noticeable shadow points from the bird to 
my father's face, and from my father's head another shadow 
extends.  Of course, the second shadow is rounder than the 
shadow spearing out from the large crow.  e sun, therefore, 
while there may have been clouds in the sky, is positioned 
slightly to my father's left and behind the crow.
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What we don't know is whether the bird is 
approaching my father's head as there's nothing in the 
photograph that proves one way or the other.  e crow, 
however, is observing my father's helpless head with that taut 
and menacing expression of crows.

"It was a prank," my brother says.  "ey buried him in 
the ground because he wanted them to?"

"No," my sister says.  "It was punishment.  In those 
days, families buried children in the ground to their chins if 
they broke the rules."

I say, "But that's the photo of a man, not a child."  My 
sister smiles, sometimes laughs.  We would laugh at the photo. 
We would pass it hand to hand and then we'd hide it when my 
mother entered the room and lift other, less controversial 
photographs.

e expression on my father's face is interesting.  In 
one interpretation, my father looks like he's just bitten into a 
lemon or into a grapefruit and the hair on his head has been 
combed up and out in the aspect of a fern.  Another 
interpretation claims that my father is in terror of the crow. 
at the crow is moving closer and closer, stalking his 
unprotected head.  Prior to the photograph being taken, the 
crow had landed, intending to inspect the head.  My father, 
who's helplessly buried, knows that the crow will soon be 
plucking at his eyes with its hard black and hungry beak and 
so he's pinched his face, preparing for the inevitable attack by 
the bird. 

"It's obviously a prop," my brother says, "put there by 
his friends.  It's all staged.  ey buried him, stuffed up a good 
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toy of a crow, and then took the photograph."
My sister says, "Maybe, but look at the feathers.  I've 

observed crows.  at's a real crow.  Look closely behind the 
bird and you'll see it's footsteps.  It's coming for his eyes and 
ears."

I say, "It's impossible to tell.  We're too far away from 
the crow.  ose marks behind it could be anything.  It doesn't 
make any sense."

Regardless of interpretation, every time we found the 
photograph and passed it around, we'd end up laughing at it. 
My sister would laugh; my brother would follow with his own 
laughter, pinching an edge of the rather fragile photograph in 
his fingers.  I remember a night when we quickly hid the 
photograph and staunched our laughter when my mother 
called from the kitchen, asking, "What are you three laughing 
at?"  Maybe some anksgiving or Christmas.

It was years later when I summoned the courage to ask 
my mother about the photograph, as, after so many years, the 
photograph had been lost.

"e photo of Dad," I said.  "e one where he's buried 
in a vacant lot.  ere's a crow.  He's buried to his head.  I'm 
sure you've seen it."  

"I can't remember why we never asked her about it," 
my brother says.

"It does seem strange that we never did," my sister says, 
"absurd, even.  And now it's lost."

My mother said I must be crazy.  "Buried," she said. 
"What are you talking about?"

"He's buried to the neck.  I know it sounds crazy. 
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ere's a crow.  Dad's buried in the ground.  I'm sure you 
know it."

"I really don't know what picture you're talking about," 
my mother said.  "Something like that I'd remember, don't you 
think?"

"Could you just look?" I say.
My mother sounded confused, but in her voice I made 

out a hesitation, a hesitation that bespoke a knowingness or 
sudden recollection, and that she was thinking fast and had to 
express something that would either divert me away from the 
subject or mitigate the reality, immerse it in some other 
context that would turn the photograph into a 
misinterpretation or childhood figment, thus easily dismiss it 
as false.  I sensed that she was thinking through her options. 
She said, "I've never seen such a thing, but, sure, I'll look."

"Yes, just look," I said over the phone, which must've 
made the request even stranger.

"I think she knew we'd found it," my brother says.
My sister says, "I think she burned it, tore it up.  It's 

amazing.  You must have caught her off guard."
I regretted asking my mother to look for the such a 

photograph.
"I will," she said.  "I'll look for it."
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Cinema is Life

It is true that the great film maker Jen-Luc Godard 
said that "cinema is life."  e metaphor remains a mystery as 
it has been agreed for many centuries that works of art are not 
reality but a mimicry or representation.  Some critics argue 
that Godard's films are self-reflexive.  ey are his life broken 
open and he becomes the hero.

"It's a quibble," you say.  "We know that when Husserl 
wrote about inner time, this inner time had nothing to do with 
rocks.  Rocks are not alive but they are a side of reality we can 
taste, smell, and feel.  One definition of life is that life is a 
period of sense interpretation: we are, in a sense, alive when we 
smell and touch but not necessarily when we are reflective."

I don't understand what you intend by bringing rocks 
and Husserl into this picture or even the notion of smelling. 
Consider the photograph by Jessica Somer's called Beckoning 
Secrets from Unguarded Places4.  In this photograph, we have 
a candle, a small book, and a strangelooking measuring 
technology, neither of which we can feel, taste, or smell.  e 
photograph extends two dimensionally across the space of a 
computer screen, which is itself extending on your table, the 
table extending et cetera et cetera.  e photograph represents 

4 http://100daysphotographs.blogspot.com/2010/06/day-28-june-
18th-2010.html
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a three dimensional scene, which must be imagined.  We can 
imagine opening the small book.  We can imagine a time 
when that candle had been lit, as the wick is somewhat used.

"We can," you say, "also imagine the taste of limes.  We 
can argue that an actor in a film who is asked to taste a lime, 
tastes the lime, but instead of informing the audience what it 
tastes like instead lies to the audience and claims she tastes 
nothing."

Which would make Godard's argument ironic, as the 
title of a film might be 'cinema is life' when what is intended is 
the opposite.

You say, "In Godard's films we often watch scenes 
through a camera that follows the undramatic movements of 
characters, as if 'getting there' is as significant as 'the dramatic 
moment.'  Nana, for example, in Vivre sa vie, stands against a 
wall or smokes a cigarette or enters a room, sits, and waits. 
e camera is recording this fictional character's unedited 
presence.  Her life.  What matters is not that these things are 
recorded, but that they are edited to form the illusion of 
presence."

You're moving away from the initial logic.  Watch the 
clouds for a moment.  Look out the window.  We're 
approaching Belfast and soon we will be surrounded by the 
noise of urbanity.  We'll soon feel the ground under our feet. 
We have much to look forward to.  I will lose you in a crowd 
of people and feel a rush of loneliness, the kind of loneliness 
one feels as one scrapes butter across the surface of bread. 
(Everyone knows that the sound of a knife across the surface 
of toast is the sound of loneliness.)  You will appear out of the 
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Grand Opera House and I'll follow you to the Crown, where 
you will have secrets to speak of, items to anticipate, drinks to 
taste, and love to pursue.  Do you see the sky?  Can you taste 
the world to come, filled with limes and hymns?

"You evoke the absurd.  I have no use for the Crown. 
It's a lie," you say.

Just the other day, I saw you speaking to the King.  I 
saw you walk to the trash with a rat's tail in your fingers.  Your 
dog stopped and you stopped with it.  I saw you placing things 
on a table: a candle, a book, a measuring stick.  You turned the 
book on its axis.  You waited for the light to angle across the 
wood grain.  You thought about each word of a poem.  You 
pressed the silver record button.  While painting, a lady bug 
landed on the knuckle of your thumb.

"Stop it," you say.  "It's all a lie.  Now pass the lime. 
Let's watch the city unfold under us in the night where there's 
so much life going on.  e city is a dragon with moist scales. 
e city is the inside of a breathing whale."

I turn off the light.  I go to bed.  e lime burns a cut 
on my finger.  It is an undramatic air.  Can you see my figure in 
the dark?  Can you see the slices of lime on my cutting board?
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Father's Day

I remember being in Osaka in Honchu many years ago. 
We were standing at a street corner.  A small man approached 
us with a square of photographic paper.  He showed it to us.

e man said it was a photograph of his father, who 
had been lost in the heated vapors of August 9th.

He said, "My mother said he was an unlucky man.  She 
said he disappeared in a great burst of light."  He laughed. 
e man seemed not to believe what his mother had said but 
could neither confirm nor deny the truth.

In the photograph, which was very old and had the 
consistency of worn tissue paper, I could make out the mere 
outline of a figure, a fragmented traceline, washed out by sun 
or over-exposing lamp light, little more than a blank image.

"Why is it," I asked my brother, "that in almost all the 
photographs we have of Dad he's laughing but I really can't 
remember what his laugh sounds like?  I never remember him 
laughing."

"I have three cameras in my house and we never use 
them," my brother said.

One day, my mother was on her porch laughing with 
friends.  One of her friends had brought a jar filled with oil 
from the Gulf of Mexico.  I walked up the steps of the porch. 
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Large bees drifted heavily among the flowers.  I held my hand 
up to one of the bees and it veered away.  

"What's so funny?" I asked.
e women, many of whom were alone and visited my 

mother frequently, threatened that they would all someday live 
together  in the house and frighten children on Halloween, 
that they would die together in forgetfulness.  I rarely visit my 
mother.

One of the women said, "It's oil from the Gulf.  I 
dipped it for a souvenir."

"at's horrible," I told her.
"Take a picture of it," my mother said, grinning.
"Yes, take a picture of it," said the woman who'd 

brought it.  "Take a picture of me drinking it."
All the women were drinking wine and had obviously 

had more than one glass.
A woman in a baseball cap said, "Laura, your son 

reminds me of every man I ever hated."
My mother said, "You mean Bill or Henry?"
"Both of them," the woman said.
Years ago I asked my father about his father.  "He was a 

train engineer," my father said.
"An operator?" I asked.
"Something like that," he said.
On another occasion, perhaps over some dinner out, 

my father said, "My father had just one hand.  He lost the 
other hand because of his inexperience with a chain saw.  He 
worked in lumber.  He used to poke us with his stump, just jab 
us with it, and he'd say, 'Got ya, got ya.'"
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"I thought you said he was a train engineer," I 
remember saying.

"Well," my father said, "whoever told you that's a 
goddamned liar" and then he raised a glass to his father's 
hand--"A toast," he said, "a toast to my poor father's lost hand, 
lost in the woods, buried by leaves, and to his stump, the stump 
he turned into a sword"--and we joined him in the toast and I 
asked my father no further questions.
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What Counts

In this fiction I have a character I've named Jed.  You 
can imagine he's tall, wears a cowboy hat and red cowboy 
boots, which have been roughed by age and wet weather.

Jed has a habit of asking people what "something" was 
like.  He'd ask, "What was it like to sky dive?"  "What was it 
like when you heard about the birth of your son and you 
overseas n all?"  What was it like, that first date?"  "Tell me 
about it, then, what was it like to get a colonoscopy."

Cruz, an old friend of Jed's said, "You're always asking 
what something was like.  It's an interesting method of 
conversation, Jed.  You require your friends to think like 
poets."

Jed took off his hat and looked at it.  He held it in his 
hands like the lid of a heavy pot.  en he threw it outward 
like a disk and watched it spin to the right and land in the 
grass.  "I guess so," he said.  "But I'm not really sure what you 
mean."

"Did I tell you about Tinkerton?  He had a stroke," 
Cruz said.

"No shit," said Jed.
"And what's interesting about Tinkerton's stroke is the 

portion of the brain that was effected," Cruz said, going to 
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Jed's hat and picking it up.  He put the hat on his head. 
"Sometimes a stroke will change people in dramatic ways.  I 
heard about a man who's ability to read was altered.  When he 
looked at written text in English what he saw was Chinese. 
He became, as they say, word blind."

"It's amazing.  But what about Tinkerton?" Jed asked.
"In Tinkerton's case, the stroke affected his ability to 

keep events--sounds, images, smells--in his memory in order. 
It made him image blind or memory blind.  Where for most of 
us, what happened hours ago can be ordered without much 
effort so that we know why we had turned on the oven or why 
we put that hunk of meat on the counter for defrosting--but 
for Tinkerton, the life encased in his memory is now all a 
jumble.  I saw him at his house yesterday and he asked me 
when he'd been on the subway.  I asked him why.  He said that 
he remembered just being on the subway--the sensations of 
the subway were as immediately with him as if he had just 
exited.  But he said that his wife claimed he'd not been on a 
subway for ages."

"Incredible," Jed said, lifting the hat off of Cruz's head. 
en he said: "I wonder what that's like."
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e Chipmunks

e filmmaker saw an amazing thing.  On a busy road, 
she saw a chipmunk jump from the edge of a yard, race across 
the street, and leap into a crop of lilies that had yet to open 
their blossoms.  Normally, this road, at this time of morning, 
evoked the loudness of commuting.  At the moment, however, 
the air was quiet, which she found perfect.

Seconds later, another chipmunk followed the first 
chipmunk.  It behaved exactly as the first chipmunk had 
behaved.  It jumped from the yard, raced across the street (in 
the small-legged arcs of the movement of chipmunks), and 
leapt into the exact lilies and in the exact place of the first 
chipmunk.  A few counts later, yet another chipmunk burst 
from the yard, bounded across the street, and hopped into the 
lilies behind the first and second chipmunk.

ree chipmunks, one after the first, the next after the 
second, all performing exactly the same movement, following 
the same line across the surface of the world, each entering the 
lilies in exactly the same place.  In the distance, she saw a line 
of approaching cars.  e lilies, however, remained as still as 
lilies stand in those brief, rare moments of the passage of 
chipmunks.

is rare observation, of course, brought to her 
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imagination the notion of pens.  Yes pens.  In her studio, she 
had many pens and each pen was the same.  ey were simple 
pens, pens from a box.  Inside each pen was a small spring. 
Each pen had the same spring but it was a different spring, 
made by machines.  On the line of assembly, one pen follows a 
fellow pen in much the same way as the chipmunks had 
followed each other across the road.  But, she knew, there was 
a significant difference.  One image was a random image, rare, 
perhaps even impossible, while the second, the image of pens, 
was non random.  e filmmaker considered a worker at the 
factory where the pens were constructed.  is factory worker, 
a person who wore rubber gloves with small amounts of ink on 
the fingers, rarely questioned whether one pen would come out 
a machine minus a spring.  e factory worker, drinking coffee 
in the break room, would perhaps never count all the pens that 
had, by some strange fluke or anomaly, been placed into their 
boxes missing their springs.

is thought, of course, brought to the filmmaker all 
the events happening in the world that she might never 
observe.  Every moment on the planet, events, simultaneous 
events, strange and beautiful things were happening that 
defined the very essence of the random, the non random, 
phenomenon that illustrated the abstract notions of shape, 
color, emotion, and narrative.  Puzzling evocations of theme, 
progression, circularity, and probability.  

Just a few days ago, her friend, the writer, had made a 
casual observation about coffee.  She'd said, "Coffee is cruel. 
It's bound to happen that if I put too much sugar into my first 
cup of coffee, I'm sure to put too little into the second."
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Sure enough, just before observing the chipmunks, the 
filmmaker had spooned too much sugar into her coffee but she 
hadn't remembered the conversation she'd had with the writer 
until she'd seen the animals, imagined the pens, and it was at 
this moment that she put it all together: the chipmunks, the 
pens, the writer's observations on coffee, her own mischance 
with sugar, and the over-compensations to come.  e 
conclusion suddenly hit her, that problem she'd been fighting 
herself about all morning prior to going out for the paper and 
encountering the amazing repetition of the chipmunks.  

She rushed into the house and called the writer.  She 
said, "I have the ending.  After everything that's happened, 
after the whole struggle, her hand can never reach that phone. 
at's what happens, she reaches and reaches and reaches with 
those small delicate fingers of hers and her hand never touches 
the goddamned phone."
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Crawl Space

Sometimes I wonder who that is in my basement, a 
form that's obviously a visitation.  A "that" not a "who."  A 
friend who never left the party, who decided to stay on?  No. A 
memory of myself swimming or that old man who'd come by 
the house with his basket of breads, who said, "Are you a 
twin?"

My wife asked me who that was walking beside me at 
night.  She said, "Sometimes when you're walking down the 
hall, it sounds like there's someone with you.  It's been 
happening for years."

I told her that in El Paso we walk heavier, that we're 
often taken for two people, breaking the veracity of the census, 
that often we were taken for a larger crowd when it was just 
the ten of us standing at the front of the auditorium.

I'm two people, I joked with her.  But I still wonder 
who that other resemblance is.  Sometimes the mirror shakes. 
Sometimes in the shower, I find myself lathering a second 
image reflected on the glass stall, and for a moment, I forget 
where I'd put my fingers.

"Maybe the doctor would know what to do about this 
doubleness you have, this doppelgängering shade?" my wife 
said. "Ask him how a person might emanate a second self."
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"How would I explain that to him?" I said.
It wasn't just me, my wife, that old man.
"Who's that other one with you?" the hotel manager 

said.
"I'm alone," I said with a credit card in my hand.
He said, "Are you sure?"  He looked out the window, 

inquiring.  He said, "I coulda swore there was two of you." 
I told him my El Paso story, the one about crowds.  He 

said, "El Paso?  What country you from?"
"Which one of you will die first?" my wife asked.
"e other me," I said.  "e one you think you see. 

e one the other day I heard say that peace is real."
"Sometimes you're a real charmer," she said.  She 

looked over my shoulder and shuddered.
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Your Hands

e fire herder asked me to look at my hands and 
when I did I saw a caterpillar struggling up a stone in the 
space where my palm should've been.

"What the hell?"
e fire herder said, "Okay, okay.  It's an illusion only."
e caterpillar withdrew behind my thumb and index 

finger.  I said, "at's better."
He said, "Your hands are metaphors," though the way 

he said it it came out "metaphers."  He said, "For a poem just 
learning she's a punching bag and words are the boxer who's 
sweating, mean, and just won't quite coming."

You, reader, ask, "What's a fire herder?"
I asked Father the same question and he said, "A fire 

herder's someone who herds fire.  Pretty obvious that."
"Is it like someone who tries to make mud stand on 

end?"
"Pretty much," Father said.
"Is he magic?"
"He can make your hands disappear," Father said.  "Ed 

up on the hill you know.  He was once a guitar player.  But he 
doesn't have any hands anymore and so he sold all his 
instruments."
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"e fire herder took his hands?"
"You didn't hear it from me."
My hands were like cats.  It took weeks but I soon 

managed D7 to the A shaped Eb chord, which is the way one 
turns the hands into unmanaged wire or loose crabs.  My 
hands had taken on new life.  At night, I'd hear cats chasing 
through the bedroom.  But it was my hands with minds of 
their own, racing in and out and wrestling on the carpet, 
tumbling, knocking, banging at the windows, and burrowing 
into the sock drawer.  In the morning, I'd brush my teeth and 
my fingers would claw for my tongue and I'd subdue them in a 
bucket of ice.

My brother said, "Last night your hands near strangled 
me."

"ey're just playing," I said.
e fire herder come through town.  I watched him 

from the porch.  He had a long stick and five pieces of fire 
marching in front of him, little smoking fluffs of light the 
color of hot magnesium that would often dart left and right, 
and the herder would snap them with his prod and they'd 
sizzle back into place.

I called to him.  "When will my hands learn to walk 
like that?  When will they smoke and dart?"

He stopped and said, "Don't rush things.  But I'm late. 
Inquire elsewhere" and he stepped off down the road with his 
strange flock.

It was good advice.  I avoided him.  I remember the day 
he made my hands disappear.  It had rained.  e air had 
smelled of snow.  e caterpillar had emerged then 
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disappeared and the strength of my fingers was like stones 
crushing.

In the kitchen, soon after my last encounter with the 
fire herder, I lay B7 onto the table top and sprinkled some 
pepper on Cm.  I made a crowd of other shapes and arranged 
them into constellations, shadow dapples.  I arranged them 
into ancient stains, various dactyl lengths, paisleys, grins and 
frowns, spider prints on ash.

Father came in with an ax.  He said, "Make sure you 
don't break those.  Make sure to clean them up, too." 
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Dualities

My friend Cruz explained a discussion he'd had with 
Aristotle, the whereabouts of whom he located with 
contradictions.

"Some hut somewhere," he said.  en, as the 
conversation proceeded, "Yes, I looked out the window and 
saw the train pass the way trains do at dusk," which, of course, 
put into question Cruz's use of the word "hut" as the location 
for his meeting with Aristotle.

But no matter.  I served a second cup of coffee just 
after Cruz had identified the initial cause of the conversation: 
Anaximenes.

"He was surprisingly coherent about his predecessors," 
Cruz said, "who wondered about how things in the world 
happen and why water should support islands rather than 
stone or sand."

"About which Aristotle disagreed," I said.
"Of course," Cruz said, disturbed by a fly that had 

entered the room mysteriously.  "My friend, Aristotle, was 
particularly emphatic about mentation, about it's 
immateriality, which was one of his great disagreements with 
Plato" and so Cruz (or Aristotle) wandered away from the 
subject of Anaximenes to Plato.
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On a third cup, Cruz turned the discussion back to the 
body, his body in particular and how he had begun to see 
himself in relation to his girl friend, Maricela.  He imaged his 
relation to Marisela the way we might observe the shape of 
sand inside an hour glass or the warp of air around a box or 
the nonrandom flow of smoke through a tube or the way a 
shirt drapes itself around a body, "which is very much unlike a 
star cluster" or the way the foot fits inside a shoe "but not 
when you first purchase the shoe.  No, I'm talking about how 
things 'learn to fit' over time."  

"Consider a mixture of sand and water.  ere's a 
reason why the sand clarifies," Cruz said.

I said there was a reason for everything (to secretly 
promote the idea of Karma), but not necessarily a purpose to 
the reason for to ascribe purpose to a storm might send us in 
the wrong direction.

Cruz said, "No, I've become to myself a series of 
clothing metaphors.  One day I'm a hat.  Another day, I'm 
pants.  But I've never been any sort of underclothes."

"But you have yet to tell me if Aristotle had a cell 
phone," I said.  "Describe for me his accoutrements, what he 
brought out of his pack, what he tapped or opened or turned 
on."

"Yes, his pack," Cruz said, brightening up.  "I don't 
remember, but he would often send text messages.  I asked him 
if he wouldn't mind telling me to whom he was sending 
words.  At that, he smiled, and rested his device on the table 
and expressed to me that it was a secret, a great secret.  e last 
thing he told me of significance was that he feared the 
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unknown, that always he had feared the unknown."
"Which seems logical," I said, "as we all fear it, the 

unknown, what might happen in the morning or in the 
afternoon or what the mailperson might bring or what might 
come out of that hole in the ground we come upon at dusk if 
we put our face to it."

"Knowing and not knowing," Cruz said, "which is a 
pleasant place for us to end.  Maricela's waiting.  I have to tell 
her about my meeting with Aristotle."

"Which happened either in a hut or near the train 
station," I said.

"I'll tell Maricela that he was with you," Cruz said, 
"that when I came for coffee, you were talking to Aristotle. 
She'll believe that.  Make a film about it.  Use random symbols 
and use speech."

And then he departed.
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six experiments, holding heavy or light clipboards, solving rough or 
smooth puzzles, and touching hard or soft objects nonconsciously 
influenced impressions and decisions formed about unrelated people 
and situations.

I Can Hear You

Of course, the tale provoked mystery and wonder in 
Maricela, who watched the moon.  It seemed so nearby.

Cruz--he'd been anxiously wondering what might 
come next--said, "But what's troubling now is the distance 
between words in typical text."

"Cruz," Maricela said, "can one man invent a new 
tradition?"

"It has nothing to do with that.  Consider the distance 
between three typical words in a sentence.  e distance 
between those words is a little more than the width of a letter 
in whatever typeface is being applied plus the almost 
imperceptible distance between two letters, approximately.  As 
far as I know there is no name for the distance between words. 
In any event, we must work on putting more distance between 
words."

"Yet studies say that adding significantly to the 
distance between words will add that much more distance 
between you and your father," Maricela said.

"at may be true," Cruz said.  "And logical.  I rarely 
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call him.  If we place more distance between the words love 
and father, therefore, I will be less likely to call my father on 
his birthday."

"Which you forgot last year," Maricela reminded him.
"It's because he was born in a difficult season of 

months."
After a moment, Maricela said, "Which is, of course, 

significant, as we can graph our own relationships with points 
on a grid at arbitrary distances."

e moon.  It had appeared from behind the nearer 
trees.  From the direction of the river, they heard the drone of 
frogs, which reminded Cruz of sand, Maricela of ice crystals 
suspended in blue light.

"Aristotle's eye brows brought to mind a memory I had 
as a child," Cruz said.  At the same time that he uttered these 
words, Maricela's ornithological hand moved from the top of 
her head, passed across the face of the moon, and came to rest 
on her knee.  "I had been young.  A ball had rolled under a car. 
I got on my stomach in preparations for reaching under to 
retrieve the ball, which had come to rest against the exhaust. 
In that position, I saw a horse.  I saw the lofted edges of the 
distant downtown buildings utterly grayed out.  I saw the 
upper crusts of the mountains.  I saw shadows that amounted 
to the violence of war.  en someone kicked me in the ankles 
and told me to hurry and get the ball.  And that was when I 
saw the ball."

"e eye brows are very complicated," Maricela said. 
At the same time she said this, she saw two things, if it can be 
said that as we speak we can also see things in the mind's eye. 
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e first thing she saw was Cruz's herpetological hand move 
from a knee to the back of his head where the fingers began to 
scratch, the sound of which brought to her the imagined 
sound of Aristotle rearranging his eye brows with a small black 
comb.  e second item was the image of Cruz's father, who 
was standing beneath an impression of Maricela when she was 
young and had climbed the roof of her house to watch the 
moon light refract in the clouds.  In her logical mind she knew 
that it had not been Cruz's father but her own father standing 
in the yard and calling up to her that she must come down 
from there as she might fall.  But in this iteration of the 
impression, Cruz's father had replaced her father and was not 
calling up to Maricela but to Cruz, a young Cruz who was 
seated at the top of Maricela's house, observing the sky, and 
how the clouds and the moon light--their subtle physical 
synthesis, their strange roundness, glow, and flock-like 
structure--brought to Cruz's mind the sound of the ocean.
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Drops

e woman said into the phone: "When the knife 
nicked me, my husband was outside picking apples.  I finished 
dinner after containing the blood.  My husband came in with 
the apple basket.  He always washes them straight away.  He 
went to the counter.   'ere's blood on the counter.  What 
happened?'  I told him I cut myself doing the onions.  He said, 
'But did you get any blood on the onions.  And are you okay? 
But did you get any blood on the onions?'  I told him 'I don't 
know.  I might have' and he said, 'Well, what did it look like? 
I've never seen blood on onions, although I'm sure that at 
some point in the history of cooking someone dropped some 
blood on the onions.  Come to think of it, I've never actually 
seen blood on apples.  It's not something people actually think 
about.'"

"at's true," the friend said, who was trying to 
remember what blood must look like on onions.

"He checked my finger but the look on his face told me 
that he was still going through lists of food.  Blood on a carrot, 
blood on potatoes, blood on tomatoes, which wouldn't work, 
and blood on grapes would just make us think of wine, but 
human blood on cauliflower, now that would be something.  I 
said, 'Vanilla ice cream' and I said 'scrambled eggs' and he said 
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'tabasco sauce but really thick with the pepper' and that's when 
I told him to stop, that this was crazy talk and that I most 
likely didn't get any blood on the onions, which I'd put into 
the fridge.  I certainly wasn't going to go back and check."

"What were they for?"
"A tuna casserole.  Onions, cheese, and so on.  e 

children went right through it.  But he watched every forkful. 
Sometimes he would glance at me.  He would chew and look 
at me, as if saying: Am I swallowing you.  Am I eating little 
bits of you?  Which was a strange thought and a little 
interesting."
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Cod

He caught her at the cafe and they sat for drinks  For a 
moment they watched the clouds, a bundle of helium balloons 
colored with the colors of the Mexican flag, and pigeons 
checking the ground for food.

Finally, he said, "He called me a cod.  A cod."
"A reference to fish?" she said.
"I don't know what it was a reference to, but I'm going 

to look it up," he said.  He raised his finger for wait service but 
there was no wait service at the moment.

"It must mean something bad.  He must think I'm 
such a dork."

She shrugged.  She took up her phone.  "I'll check," she 
said.  After a few moments, after some tapping, she smiled and 
said, "Sort of.  Scrotum.  It's another word for scrotum so not 
exactly dork."

He nodded and raised his eye brows.  He saw a wait 
person and raised a finger and a woman approached.  He said, 
"Could I have iced tea" and the woman said sure she'd have it 
right over.  "Paula?" she said because she knew Paula.

"Coffee, please" and the woman left.
"Well, then, why didn't he just say that?"
"He figured you probably knew what it meant," Paula 
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said.
"But he didn't say it like that.  He said something like 

'Cods do this.  ey forget to sign off on their projects.' 
Fucking ass.  He's a fucking cod.  A big purple scrotum.  Mr. 
Purple Scrotum.  Sir fucking Sack of Scrotum."  He imagine 
the boss as a big scrotum in the boss's chair and when the boss 
chuckled the scrotum shook or shuddered, the hairs going 
rigid then relaxing in the skin when he stopped laughing.

Paula smiled.  "It doesn't matter."
"It sure as hell matters.  Now he thinks I'm a cod. 

What am I going to do?"
"I don't know.  Sign off next time.  Don't forget."
"It's ready made, you know, for putdowns" he said, 

"what we call our sex.  Ready made to just toss around.  Men 
are called pussies.  We're called dorks and cods and assholes. 
An asshole isn't really a hole.  I don't think holes are most of 
the time closed.  We're never called fingers or elbows."

Paula was at her phone again.  She said, "To be fair 
you'd have to call me a cleft of Venus or a mons pubis or a 
labia majora for the same general effect or relationship.  Cleft 
of Love."

"I could call you a clit," he said.  "Let's say you forget 
to sign off and I'm the boss and I say, 'Clits do this kind of 
shit.'"

"It doesn't work," she said.
"We should give our things proper names.  I would call 

mine Henry or Marshall.  I'll come into the bed room and say, 
'Hey, Henry wants to see Bridget or Judy.  Henry wants a 
dance or a ride to the levee.  Marshall wants to take Mary for a 
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drive.  Marshall wants to see what Mary's keeping secret."
Paula said, "I wouldn't know what name to give.  I 

think cleft of Venus is a horrible thing to call it."
He wasn't going to agree or disagree.  Instead, he 

watched the pigeons.  He wondered what you called theirs. 
He imagined pigeons dragging their organs between their 
knees. 

"Ask it what they call a pigeon's cod.  Ask it if pigeons 
have a cleft of Venus."

She picked up her phone.  She spoke a search string 
out loud as she pressed the pad.  "What do you call a pigeon's 
sex organs."

And then they waited.
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Wondering

e house is empty.  I remember coming here as a boy 
and I can still taste the popcorn we ate on the nights over, the 
nights I spent with John and Judy here.  

But mostly I remember Galatea.  I asked her, "Why 
me?"

I'll leave out the erotic parts, some of the physical 
details.  Judy would bring us popcorn, we would pop balloons, 
and when we became touchable, the argument became about 
atomic cores, about whether the new poetry should be eaten or 
stored for future use.  Judy would heat up the images and we'd 
(mostly I) wait till dawn.  e others drifted off around 
midnight or later, earlier, what have you, given their natures, 
and I would wait.

She said, "Because you never ask and no one will 
wonder."

Her voice was like a Christmas light.  Her eyes 
contained the image of single snow flakes, sometimes the 
contours of sculpted fingers.

She would enter the kitchen.  I remember her warm 
hands on my shoulders.  She told Judy and John to avoid 
improper restlessness.  "Look forward gladly to the long 
winters of school," she said, and then she would wink at me, 
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and her lips would shape out the repeated expression: "No one 
will wonder."

But I wonder now.  I wonder about the children we 
made in those days, me, Galatea, and the soft summer air 
under the trees.

In the older days of intelligent systems, everyone knew 
what was what, what was for search, what was for display, what 
was for organizing, what was for propelling.  When I was five, 
the law changed, and when it changed, it became difficult to 
tell who had the synthetic heart that had become autonomous, 
cell self-generating, linguistically free.

"is is Galatea," John said.  "She's the house, the 
container, she keeps everything going."

I'd imagine all that in the dark when she came and in 
the morning when Judy and John had traveled off into their 
futures.  But now the house is empty and I wonder where she's 
gone, what happened, leaving the physical dwelling empty.

And where were the children, our offspring?  Galatea 
their mother, I their father, we together what, some of the 
details expressed elsewhere in motion image, and narrated in 
her own words.
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e Smile

My father told a story about some forensic pathologist 
friends of his.  Why he had so many forensic pathologists as 
friends is another story, but the reason can be inferred by 
people good at making educated guesses.  Some of these 
pathologists were medical examiners.

Number one.  He said they were always together, like 
bananas.  Every one of them wore glasses, except for Martin, 
who claimed that his vision was still 20/20.

"And he was the oldest of the lot of them," my father 
said.

Number two.  He said they would tell him stories 
about dead people and that they had a particular interest in the 
way dead people looked when dead.  Not as they were cleaned 
up on the slabs of their laboratories or as cadavers, but as 
people who were found dead, as in the man who'd been found 
on the pier with a fishing poll glued in his fists or the child 
pulled out of a chimney or the woman who'd been found at 
the edge of the lake wearing a Sox cap and shoes a few sizes 
too big for her feet.

"We'd have beers," my father said, "and before long 
Martin and company would be on the subject of the dead and 
the certain, curious looks that dead people have on their faces 
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when either examined at the scene, observed in photographs, 
or packaged up and brought to their offices.

"One of the cases was particularly troubling," my father 
said.  "We'd had beers and Jerome brought up the case of a 
woman who'd been found in the middle of a downtown street 
at 5:31 AM by some college kids.  Reportedly, the morning 
had been quiet and the night before was nothing out of the 
ordinary.  Neither the month nor the year was extraordinary. 
Remember that some years are special for phenomenon, the 
year, for example, of the big downturn, when death was at a 
spike.  Some months are especially interesting, such as 
December."

"Maybe," I said.
"Don't give me any 'maybes.'  But in this case, 

according to Jerome, there was nothing odd, out of the 
ordinary, or strange to expect of the morning at 5:30 AM 
sharp, except that the body of the young woman had been 
found by the college students in the middle of a downtown 
street.  e body, according to Jerome, was in a gentle supine 
state, what you'd expect of someone who'd lain on a very 
comfortable bed or couch, but in this case completely clothed. 
e clothes were significant, as on a living person they 
would've been perfectly fine, but on a young woman found 
dead in the middle of a downtown street they became the stuff 
of elaborate mystery and thick multi-chapter novels. A beige 
sweater, pleated skirt, brown shoes, pretty much the stuff of 
average garb, according to Jerome.  But they were arranged as 
if this was all normal or made to appear so, the shoes un-
scuffed, the sweater buttoned and pristine, according to 
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Jerome.
"e conversation, however, focused on the woman's 

smile.  e college students swore that they'd disturbed 
nothing, hadn't moved or touched the body or in any other 
way discomposed the scene.  Jerome said that the woman had 
the smile of someone expecting a lover to step down from the 
train or waiting for the approach of a beloved pet or . . . the 
way he put it or as he sought accuracy, he came up with this 
one: that she looked like someone who has raised her face into 
a pleasant breeze while watching the stars or a meteor shower. 
is dead body, this woman, this young woman, Jerome said, 
had such a pleasant and beautiful look on her face, that the 
police, emergency personal, and yes, Jerome himself, couldn't 
get the young woman out of their minds, that she stayed with 
them.  She, soft on that hard cold place downtown, the back of 
her hair soiled by the road surface, the dew collecting on the 
ridges, seams, and edges of her sweater, skirt, and eye lashes. 
And yet, smiling, smiling as if offering some message of 
wonderful afterlife to come.  Or smiling as if what had done 
this to her had been a pleasant thing, provoking an ever 
increasing feeling of joy the closer it came and a lovely ecstasis 
at the moment of its inevitable arrival."

"But Jerome must have known why?" I said.
"Certainly, the cause was easy enough to determine. 

But my point isn't causes, and the point of the discussion then 
with Jerome, Martin, and the others had other ends," my 
father said.  "No, what took the people over and stayed with 
them to this day was the beauty of that smile, its strange, quiet 
and disquieting beauty.  What had she seen, what had she 
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wondered, what last thought or lead-up thoughts did this 
smile express outwardly and with such cold and contradictory 
elegance, so distilling death and its horrible history for these 
gentlemen down to an impression of simple happiness, the 
happiness of something perhaps as regular in our lives as that 
moment prior to the return of a lover or the approach of a 
snuffly pet or a fresh air gently pushing through the trees after 
the day has baked us through?"

"But why was she smiling?" I said.  I wanted to shake 
him.  "Why was she smiling, damn you?"
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Water

My friend, Jesus, Jesus Villa, who was a chemist by 
trade (he worked in petroleum), and who was also my 
roommate in e City, asked annoying questions.

"Should I wear pants today?" he would ask.
Elena, who met us at the apartment every morning for 

coffee, would say, "What color pants?"
I would say, "He had a pair of yellow pants once."
"Should I eat cereal or a bagel?" Jesus would ask.
Elena would say, "It depends on whether it's hot or 

cold outside.  Unless it's September when it doesn't matter."
"I thought it was August when it didn't matter," Jesus 

would say.
I would say, "One time, when I was a kid, I locked 

myself outside of the house and it was 25 degrees.  My mother 
was asleep."

"Did you have to break a window?" Elena would ask.
"I don't remember," I would say.  "But I remember I 

was cold.  And obviously I didn't die."
"Should I drive or take the bus?" Jesus would ask.
"Now that really depends on the weather," Elena 

would say, sipping coffee.
"After work, we should go swimming," I would say. 
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"We should go swimming or to the cafe."
Jesus would rub one of his elbows.  He would say, 

"Swimming or a late coffee?  Tonight?"
Elena would say, "Swimming's too dangerous."  She 

thought many things were dangerous.  "And I drink too much 
coffee."

I would say, "I almost drowned once.  I drank too much 
and I was with friends in another friend's pool.  I think one of 
the bigger friends flipped me and I went down deep.  I 
remember the colors, bright yellow from the pool lights.  I also 
remember not being able to figure which way was up, so I 
swam in a circle, struggling to understand the concept of up, 
down, and, worse, the idea of breathing."

"Obviously you didn't die," Elena would say.
"We understand the physical properties of water," Jesus 

would say.  He always brought up the physical properties of 
the world.  "Even so we love to be near dangerous things."

"I heard that young children who die by drowning do 
so in silence, so quietly that an adult seated by the pool or by 
any other body of water won't even know it's happening," 
Elena would say.

I would say, "Somebody reached in and dragged me 
out.  I remember just going around in circles under the bright 
yellow water.  When I came out I was as sober as an elephant."
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ink about em

One day I called myself.
Reader, you may ask, "How could you call yourself?"
e answer has to do with the nature of relationships. 

I have a relationship with an image (several really) of myself 
from many years in the past, in and around the time I met 
Juliette in the Lake Region.  I was in a boat, fishing with 
friends, good friends.  One of them said, "Is that a branch."

It's a person, I thought.  We came alongside and I 
pulled her out with help and I would learn later that Juliette 
couldn't swim, but, luckily, had learned, when she'd fallen, the 
art of buoyancy.  We wrapped her in a jacket and made for the 
pier.

Her family ate on tables cut close to the floor.  ey 
gathered on their knees at the table, reached for bowls of 
things, talked loudly through the meal.  Juliette and I would 
take walks after dinner.  We'd sit under a tree and watch the 
water and Juliette told me that her father thought I might be 
too strange for their kind.

I see myself at the river.  I hear myself saying, "I must 
be strange to him."

Juliette told me his story, how he stood at the window 
of his house and said, "How can I make a life here?"  I 
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remember feeling guilty.  I remember wanting to make love to 
her under the tree.

Her father lived where few could touch him.  In his 
smile I saw abandonment.  I saw how the political lives of 
people killed the young.  I heard the miss-used speeches of 
preachers in whatever language.

She never wore her hair long.  She had small hands 
that made deep impressions in my arms.  (I can still feel them. 
I can still see the tips of her hair as the light  passed through.) 
I felt for the saplings in her arms and legs, and on her lips I 
tasted the residue of sweetnesses, vivid sauces, the tangs of 
citrus.  I heard the numerous languages she spoke into the 
phone, sometimes hotly, sometimes in the tone of birds.  “To 
whom?” I asked, but it was really a whisper.  "Friends from 
school," she said.   "ere were so many."  She was the only 
one who ever slapped me.  She was the only one I ever heaved 
over my shoulder and raced around the couch saying, "Ha, I 
have you."  She once fed me a small bean with chop sticks. 
Seconds later I wept from the pain.

So much that when she was gone, I felt as if I'd leapt 
from a rapid place to tumble painfully through slanted grass, 
bumping against a stone, stunned.  I'd shake my head, rise, and 
imagine the days to come as weatherless or more like the shed 
skin of old snakes, carrying myself into a future where often 
I'd catch myself standing at the water or seated somewhere 
and hearing unknown words leaking from a crowd or in the 
light reflecting off dark water, I'd see my head penetrate and 
move on.  You bear multitudes of selves and see them 
sometimes.  Sometimes you're a figure on the floor; sometimes 
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you're a young man in a boat, reaching for Juliette; or you 
perceive yourself smiling because her father has promised to 
return to that place you still can't pronounce and kill the more 
canny ones; or you see yourself on a soft surface beside her: the 
oils, the slicknesses, the salts, the glow of the moon.

Or you pick up the phone.  It's the wrong number or 
it's a relative.  It could be anyone. And you become the person 
you were years ago, for a brief moment, because the voice on 
the other end of the line utters words you remember yourself 
saying.  It happens fast.  It's speedy.  You see yourself calling 
and at the same time you see yourself answering.  In a 
moment, you're both people, two flames aputter or briefly 
frozen or smoking side by side in a dim space.  You're of both 
selves, near and distant. And you wish that she was in between 
them.
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e Fourth of July

Recently, I attended a gathering that required that the 
crowd stand for and accompany e Star-Spangled Banner 
and recite the United States Pledge of Allegiance.   e first is 
derived from a poem entitled e Defense of Fort McHenry. 
e second is a result of an effort to sell flags in American 
schools and was written by Francis Bellamy, although the 
Pledge has seen some revisions since his first draft.  Both 
works are excellent examples of peoples' ability to act 
collectively in unison, a phenomenon mostly seen in religious 
ceremony and on American roads and coffee shops every 
morning.

I rose for neither of the works, as I find any use of the 
word spangled an affront to the language and I pledge to 
nothing that the Pledge requires, as one cannot pledge 
allegiance to a flag AND to "the republic for which it stands" 
in any logical way, especially as the final revision of the Pledge, 
as written into the US Flag Code, section 4, which reads: 

e Pledge of Allegiance to the Flag: “I pledge allegiance to the 
Flag of the United States of America, and to the Republic for which 
it stands, one Nation under God, indivisible, with liberty and justice 
for all.”, should be rendered by standing at attention facing the flag 
with the right hand over the heart. When not in uniform men 
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should remove any non-religious headdress with their right hand 
and hold it at the left shoulder, the hand being over the heart. 
Persons in uniform should remain silent, face the flag, and render 
the military salute. 

During the song, I remained seated and accessed the Twitter 
feed on my phone.  During the mindless recital of the Pledge, 
I persisted in reading Tweets, until I felt a poke in my shoulder 
and turned to find a man who, it would seem, indicated that I 
should stand with him and finish what was started.  I turned 
away and continued to read what my phone told me.  

After the Pledge, I turned my attention to the matter 
at hand.  I heard whisperings behind me.  I heard: "A 
terrorist." "Disrespectful."  "Asshole."  "Probably never worked 
a day in his life." Or something to the effect.  e matter at 
hand, however, was important.

e meeting ended and I rose to leave. But before I 
could, two men turned to me at the door out.  One of them 
asked why I had been such an "asshole" and "hadn't I learned 
nothing in school" and "there were vets in the room, you 
know."  One of the men wore a beard.  Another wore a red tie. 
It was the one with the red tie who had spoken.

"I learned a lot in school," I said.
"en it's a disgrace," the man with the red tie said.
"I have no lessons for you," I said.  "But I do have work 

to do."
"I require no lesson from the likes of you," the man 

said.
"But you, it would seem, are spilling with them," I said.
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"Spilling with what?" he said.
"Lessons.  You feel the need to teach me a lesson," I 

answered.
"Maybe I'd like to kick your ass," he said.  "at would 

teach you a fucking lesson."
"Under God," I said.
"For God," he said.
"For the nation," I said, "you would spangle my face 

with your fists and liberate it."
"What the hell's a spangle?" he said, turning to the 

man with the beard.  e man with the beard appeared to be 
searching his store for a definition.
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Birds

In the novel e Life of Geronimo Sandoval, the author 
explores the notion of the simultaneous and the coincidental. 
But we could also put it another way.  Imagine three 
characters, Esmerelda, Diderot, and Wang, only one of which 
is a character in the aforementioned novel. 

Mornings for each of these characters happens at a 
different time and under different, as they say, stars, or, in the 
case of this example, positions of the sun.  Each of these 
characters has experienced water.  For Esmerelda, water has 
always been experienced out of taps or sprinklers, in a 
swimming pool (crowded), or in film.  For Diderot, water is a 
geographical and geometrical concept as he is connected to his 
lover by canals, which contain and channel water.  For Wang, 
water is vast and deep; it separates nations, and when the 
season is on, cold storms crash against the stones.

For each of these characters water is accompanied by 
two complex phenomena: the sound of birds and the image of 
trees.  When Esmerelda waters the grass, a small plot of it and 
allowed by the city government on five odd days of the month, 
sparrows collect on the electrical wire above her garden in a 
line and watch the water, and behind them, typically but not 
always, upper wind flow brushes through the trees, and she 
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watches and listens to the birds.  
She asks her son, "Why do they do that?"
"ey think it's a million insects," he says.  "And they 

don't know which water drop to go after and eat first." 
Diderot, on the other hand, departs his lover's 

apartment and follows a canal to his own place, which is 
compressed into a collection of apartments on a hill.  e door 
to each apartment is shaded by a small tree.  He carries the 
image of his lover, who keeps parrots.  e parrots come and 
go out of her open windows.  ey collect in the apricot trees. 
From a distance, in those trees, they look like colored beads.

Wang, however, imagines in the sound of water the 
movement of trees, as the trees of the city and the winds of 
storms are inextricably connected.   At the market, the white 
and gray birds persistently land, hop about, seeking the 
children who feed them, but they disappear when the storms 
come and the trees that line the streets thrash in the wind.

One day, Wang saw a bird drop something on the sand. 
He went to it and picked it up; it was a delicate miniature glass 
pitcher about the size of a bullet, with a piece of paper rolled 
inside of it.  He took this amazing artifact and raised it against 
the sun.  He tried to read what might be written there. 
Diderot, on another day, purchased a small glass pitcher from a 
shop, one of those delicate miniature pitchers people use as 
nick knacks.  He gave it to his lover.  His lover treasured such 
things, placed it on the shelf above the kitchen sink, and one of 
the parrots, who was not amused by nick knacks, nudged it 
into the drain.  Neither Diderot nor the lover nor the bird 
noticed the small piece of paper rolled inside the pitcher. 
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Esmerelda, at some point in her life, took a small glass pitcher 
from her mother's store of collectibles, wrote "How I wish I 
could live by the ocean" on a piece of paper, rolled and stuffed 
it into the beautiful miniature artifact, and flushed it down the 
toilet.  (Her father had once told her that this was the 
equivalent of dropping the message in a bottle from the shore 
of a lonely island.  "If you don't live at the ocean," he said, "use 
the latrine.")  e order of these events can only be inferred. 

One day, as it happened, Esmerelda, Wang, and 
Diderot found themselves seated beside each other at the 
International airport.  is happens every day and so cannot be 
considered either coincidental or in any way miraculous.  And 
it may happen every day that, seated beside each other, quiet 
and nervous, each about to embark onto the respective 
schedules of his or her lives, and at the same moment, they 
imagine birds, construct the shape of water in their minds, and 
experience the movement of trees, and perhaps, if they even 
remember, recall a small glass pitcher (who knows where it is 
now?).
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Caesura

Just before the earthquake hit, I . . . 

What was happening outside during Jim's birth?  ey said a 
crash, something falling, a big light

If I could just be here forever

Her skin is creeping off her bones and will soon cover the 
moon, which is a persistent dream

When Aunt Martha walked through the sprinkler, she melted, 
which is proof of what

Which is

If I could just remain here forever

So we'll all be covered in mud and we'll have to stage such a 
thing and I'll wonder where do I get the mud and how do I 
keep it wet

We're always waiting for something better to come along, sure
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We must manage a world of fright, we must manage the 
school children, we must pay for streets, and I soon must go 
home

And then there was the bomb blast.  Imagine it, you're in a 
crowd, you're waiting for the concert to start, you're enjoying 
creamy strawberry, and suddenly you're dead by dead engine 
plane drop

Where is little Henry?  He's always wandering off

Yes, it was I who am the killer, adjusting my glasses, adjusting

She thinks, If I could stay awake, I could hear it peeling off, I 
could hear it creeping, I would see the light dim on the outer 
circle of my eye

Hold still, you all, and smile, it'll all be over soon

I wish I could go home

And then he opened the door and saw the falcon on the table, 
what a great scene it would be, especially as it happened so 
long ago, and the room was so dark, the falcon so shiny, like 
new shoes

I wish that we could stay here forever and that the sun would 
never go down, go down never, and stay here
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Hats, that's it, it's all about hats, you fools!
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Wish Tree

People have that book they remember reading.  ey 
find the book later in life, pick it up, open it, then put it down 
because it isn't the book they'd read when they were young.  It 
has the same title, the same words, the same folds in those 
places where the reader had paused.  But it's a different book. 
e reader wonders what happened.

When I went back to that old wish tree, the paper slips 
now brown with age and clinking in the breeze like dried fruit 
peels, I found the one I'd written and hung there so long ago. 
Understand that we can wish to keep something; we can wish 
to hang on to what we have.  In this world, one can wish for 
riches or peace or a cure or even another world or rain.  Given 
this, the tree had sagged, so weighted down it was with wishes. 
When they're new the trees stand green and high and proud, 
but why they grow old, they lean and look sad in the shaded 
evenings.  ey're backs grow crooked.  ere are so many 
wishes. 

When I removed my wish, the tree kept its posture.  It 
wasn't such a heavy wish, not so bold, and wasn't the kind of 
wish that would bring the clouds to the desert or the warm to 
winter or life to the dead.  No, it was a simple wish, the script 
written small with the nervous hand of a child.   It is, however, 
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customary to keep wishes to oneself, and so I can't reveal the 
wish, and I wouldn't know what to make of it anyway, as, since 
the wish had been made, I couldn't say what had happened, 
what had changed.  Why such a wish would matter to me, 
unknown.  But I do know that in most things, other than oil 
spills and the sicknesses I can do nothing about, I would wish 
for nothing, as I yearn for nothing more than what I have.
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e Act of Changing Location

At a point of my studies of the archive I came across 
what appeared to be a distant and recorded memory of an 
otherwise unmemorable day.

is I hadn't expected.  I hadn't expected to find 
myself in the archive, which had always been a cliche, a cliche 
because I'd read about the work of the many archivists over the 
years, about the libraries, the stores of collected works that 
have so inspired others.

en I found myself moving through this collection of 
videos (which is what they're called), a collection of other 
works as well, fictions, poetry, paintings, older, Benjamin said, 
than any of the other works that had been brought to his 
attention over these years.

He asked me: "I need you to move through all the 
videos.  We haven't seen such works for ages. I'd thought them 
all destroyed or lost without any means of accessing them. 
Will you?  It may take years."

I agreed.  After a few months, it happened.  I moved 
my hand over the play button of a video called the act of 
changing location.  Unlike the other members of this 
collection, this piece stunned me to quiet.  I paused the play 
function.  at had to be me moving ahead of Marcus (and it 
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had to be him), who moves from place to place on wheels, the 
result of a childhood malady.  But how? I wondered.  ere I 
was, there was Marcus.  But how?  I can still smell the 
underground.  I remember the pulsing light against the angles 
of high rises and the sky.  But how?  e surface of that walk 
had been hard.  e heat, a wonder to feel.  I remember 
Marcus's voice.  He'd said, "Don't walk so fast."

But he's a member of the study panel and I'm a student 
at the City College.  And this video is from the 2010 archive, 
which is two thousand years in the past, and has little relation 
to the now, a primitive but beautiful technology, ancient, and 
only recently have we developed the tools to interpret them. 
We believe they'd been used as a means of testing the patterns 
of motion.  We believe that video was collected and studied in 
order to reconfigure paths, walkways, travel routes, and to 
ascertain the speed of the wind and the distances of objects in 
space.

But how had this work recorded me and Marcus?  I am 
immediately recognizable; I am there, there in that space.  I 
can hear the clatter in the dark.  I remember bits and pieces of 
the words people spoke.  I still feel the sun on my shoulders 
and how I imagined that those crude buildings would tip and 
fall and kill us all in the streets.

is (the term I believe is) footage is two thousand 
years old.  It's two thousand years old.  I moved my hand over 
the play button.  I called Benjamin to my table. I pointed.  He 
said, "What is this?  It's impossible."

Years later, Benjamin stood before a gathering of 
officials.  He said, "We've studied and studied the 2010 
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archive.  We've studied the videos, the ancient fictions, the 
poems and the paintings.  We are in them, all of us, in the flesh 
and in color and other parts.  ere's no mistaking our 
presence.  We have no explanation." 
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On the Art of Technology

It so happened that the man at the head of the 
auditorium told us that we were all fools and that we were 
being killed by technology.

And it just so happened that I raised my hand and 
asked him how he'd come here, by what means had he made 
his way.

"By train, of course," he said.
And I asked him how he could sleep with himself as 

the train was just as likely a technology as electronic text 
readers and weblogs.

"We've been sucked in by the dream of technology," he 
said.  "We are dependent."

I raised my hand.  He called on me reluctantly.  I said, 
"But for how long?  Would you take away a Macaque's stone?"

"e amount, sir," he said.  "It's the amount."
I thought about machines.  I remembered a television 

program about a man who lived his life one day ahead, 
knowing the future from a newspaper he received a day prior 
to everyone else.  With such an advantage, imagine the riches, 
the schemes, the good things you could do for your fellow 
creatures.  is is the future knowledge machine, a machine of 
anticipation, a new machine for thinking not about the future 
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but about the present.
We had dinner, the speaker and I, and we continued 

our discussion.  I asked him to consider poetry as a machine. 
"Consider these lines from two separate works," I said:

reflecting my own shining face
back at me. sometimes i feel5

and (I could only recite bits and pieces)

I heal, how I deal, I shuffle my stuff6

His response was to smile.
e "shining face" could be the moon or the glimmer 

of the surface of a fish, I said, and the second is really a song, a 
beat, a means of remembering the motions of things that 
accumulate.  I asked him to consider the photograph of a foot7, 
which is really about the act of forcing something open and to 
keep it open, a metaphor of locomotion, and with this foot we 
open the exit and  the young ones escape into the freedom of 
open country.  "Cervantes is in that photograph," I said, "Ovid 
in the poetry."

He appeared confused.  So I told him about the 

5   http://fluentdreamsoflivingink.blogspot.com/2010/07/47-it-
overtakes-me.html
6 http://100days2010sue.blogspot.com/2010/07/day-48-new-
landscapes.html

7 http://100daysphotographs.blogspot.com/2010/07/day-48-july-
8th-2010.html
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filmmaker and a film entitled in passing8.  
"at film records instances of infinite, conjectural 

narrative," I said.  "Nevertheless, the film alters the past, as 
what we consider the past is merely an act of the motion of the 
present moment.  Read those poems, study the photograph, 
watch the film.  I urge it.  But know that you will be doing it at 
a moment called now and when you remember their instances 
in a future present, when you record in your own way the 
woman, who forgot her hat, and the man to whom she's 
speaking (or imagining as a horse), we don't know his name, 
but he may be hungry or he himself may be remembering the 
taste of corn or fish or he may be thinking "what the hell am I 
doing here," know that they persist.  In the poem, the poem's 
speaker will always "sometimes feel" and the other voice will 
always be at the art of shuffling and that foot in the 
photograph will always be wedged into a corner, opening the 
door for all those trapped children, who long for the daylight 
or the infinity of darkness.  And that woman taking pictures in 
the film, will always be present.  She's trapped in the film. 
Watch it and you'll see her there, trapped forever by the 
camera."

By this time the speaker was weeping.  I hadn't 
expected that from this discussion he would develop a new 
terror of poetry, photography, and film, a new terror of 
technology, such as chalk and shoelaces.

Many of the people (conference goers) who had 
attended the morning talk were also having dinner in the hall. 
e speaker stood up.  He called out, "We must burn all the 

8 http://johntimmons.com/video/archives/333

134

http://johntimmons.com/video/archives/333


books, all the cameras, and all the keyboards.  Every book is a 
trap, every film and photograph, a prison."

I tried to calm him.  "at wasn't my point," I said. 
“Recall what the poet9 said:

tethered, i feel, is a good word;

or painting promoting the art of good fortune10."
But he pushed me away.  He lifted a camera out of his 

jacket pocket.  He let it fall the floor where he crushed it under 
his foot.

9 http://onehundredpoems.wordpress.com/2010/07/08/048-
unchanging/
10 http://jrmaxey100.wordpress.com/2010/07/08/047-for-good-
fortune-yesterday-today-and-for-the-next-life/"
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Maybe is Time

My grandfather had a saying: "I will die a bitter man."
And he did.  He owned the largest salt mine in Spain, 

you see.  My father, who would smile when he told us stories 
about salt, fretted about our futures.  

"Mine was white," he said.
He said he wanted us to know color.  "Explore it," he 

said.  "Fabricate it.  Invent new ones.  Eat prisms.  Give them 
as gifts.  I want to see your hands covered in oils.  Take the 
color white and make it squeal like an infant."

I had no idea what he meant.  But Ezmarelda said she 
did.  She flew with me back to the States.  She told me: he 
means gardens; he means a row of different-flavored ice cream 
vats open to show their tones, if you can construct that image; 
he means for you to study the nuances; his evocation of the 
prism is a metaphor.

In the City, we visited Leslie, whose ex-husband had 
filmed their relationship surreptitiously.  He'd drilled a hole in 
the bedroom ceiling; one day he showed her, openly displaying 
their numerous adventures in bed.  

"At first I was thrilled," Leslie sad, "then the thought 
of him installing the camera made me sick."

How she'd rid herself of him is unmentionable, except 
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for one time when he made vows, promises, opened his hands 
to her in the posture of a plea while on his knees.  "He said 
that it would never happen again.  is was months after.  I 
remember him on his knees in the bedroom, his mouth 
dripping with unbelievable words, the dog.  You won't believe 
what I found in his bag when we got back together."

"How could you have let him back in?" I asked. "After 
such treatment."

"Love," Leslie said.  "Such a foolish thing."
Her story gave Ezmarelda the material required to 

augment my lack of imagination.
I wrote a script.  She read it and said: "It's good, but 

take out the words needle, portcullis, Nedermeyer, babble, 
disadvantage, vulva, pleasant, insertion, dust, fire under the 
sheets, and use the words bastard, this time, and sweet talk 
instead."  

I made the changes without question.  But the 
important part came when we arranged the space that Leslie 
had agreed to, for she was an actor and had agreed to relive her 
torment out of curiosity.  

"is horrible scene is your chance," Ezmarelda told 
me.  "It's your chance.  We will make the space glow with 
color. e pillow, the sheets, the skin, the hair, the salt-colored 
ceiling.  ey will all glow against the circles of her eyes, which 
will show regret, sadness, and shame.  Some people will hear 
the words, others will be transported by the colors.  And then, 
I believe, you should understand better your father's 
relationship to salt."

I shuddered with excitement.  "But what shall we call 

137



it?" I asked, unable to think clearly.
"Hole," she said.  "Such a strange word.  An obvious 

word.  Torturous."
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Something Like is

In my living room I have a drawing of foxes dressed as 
English gentleman hunters.  ey're drinking wine, eating 
fowl, and having a good time (except one of them has pissed 
his pants).  When I turn away, they become a part of 
Mandelbrot's curves and repetitions, his complex numbers. 
And I always turn away (as one can't stand in front of a 
drawing forever).

e cats are at a hanging plant with their little teeth 
and claws in a corner, pretending something in the realm of 1 
through infinity among the primes.  It's easy to think of them 
as widgets or strings of code for a machine, Python code, or 
the millions of duck prints counted from above the earth, 
scanned, color-coded, and ascertained for pattern, message, or 
future scripts that might double as poetry or painting or 
suddenly become that old day you will someday re-observe in 
the dark of some sickness.

I can smell the approach of cooler days in the sway of 
those delicate window dressings; how the breeze turns them 
into a childhood spent under the bed.  None of this need be 
understood.  If you can see a child hiding under a bed 
(blinking, watching for a stranger's shoes) and the gentle lift 
and fold of the sheers in a cool dry draft then you're doing just 
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fine, as it's meant only as experience in words.
Imagine for ten seconds that God is real, if you're not 

already a believer.  Imagine that God created the capacity for 
meaning.  Now imagine writing images that make no sense. 
Something like:

"Where did you grow up?"
"I grew up in my mother's armpit."
Or something like this:  Imagine you've found two 

pine needles.  You stake them upright in a random piece of 
fresh banana-shaped dog shit.  Sure, put it on a white plate or 
in a hotdog bun.  I know you can paint worse things, and you 
have, and you will.  en wait for an observer to happen by. 
Imagine their reaction.  You'll be amazed in your Godhood.
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at Famous Scene

at famous scene in To Kill A Mockingbird.  How 
should we approach it?  By theme, by character, by tone, by 
timing, by its drawing of space, by it relation to Harper Lee's 
novel?

In this portion of the film, one action stands out: the 
act of standing up, which is a metaphor for courage, even in 
the face of loss.

We want people to stand up and face their fears.  We 
want people to stand in the face of adversity.  We want people 
to stand for what they believe in (if what they believe in is 
reasonable).  We want people to stand for what they think is 
right, not for what's wrong, evil, or unreasonable.  We want 
people to stand and face the music, music being a metaphor 
for the consequences of things.  We want Boo Radley to reveal 
himself but he must do so in a moment heavy with irony (a 
moment in the novel and in the film which is not shown in the 
clip) as standing up always comes with a cost.

We also stand up to show respect, respect for those 
who do stand up, for example, which is why the camera moves 
onto the standing child, who doesn't know what Tom 
Robinson's loss means.  Or to show respect for ideas, 
traditions, and past events.  In this, to remain sitting is a 
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demonstration of disrespect, as to remain silent (Mayella 
Ewell's silence, for example) is a metaphor for cowardice or 
evil.

Metaphor, however, is situational, as often to remain 
seated is a means of showing respect, as when you want to 
show courtesy for a speaker or respect the work of all those 
actors or musicians on stage.  Moreover, to remain silent can 
be an act of courage, as one would remain quiet when speaking 
would either promote a falsehood or provide interrogators any 
means with which to pin the lie on you.  What does an apple 
mean, just to draw this out, in a village where there are no 
apple trees?

You and I, we don't always stand for our fathers and 
mothers.  We don't always stand for what we believe in or for 
what we think is right.  How many people have stood, like all 
those Whos on Horton's clover flower, and shouted for United 
States involvement in Afghanistan to end? Many would stand 
and shout the opposite, but at least then the metaphor would 
do its magic.  It's up for grabs to know what is the more 
difficult position.  

We also don't always keep quiet when we should stay 
quiet.  We, you and I, often speak when we should be thinking 
instead.  And we often listen to people who'd do better 
keeping quiet themselves rather than gracing the world with 
nonsense, illogic, and venom for us to invent clever methods to 
ignore. 

ere are times, you and I, when we should stay seated, 
make like an igneous shape, close our eyes, and consider 
whether standing up or removing our hats is the right or 
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wrong thing to do.  But we mustn't sit for too long, as there's a 
person creeping up on you, and I think I see a knife, which is a 
metaphor for hate and madness and has nothing to do with 
what to do with a cooked chicken.
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Wandering with Gregory Peck

One of the worst days of my life was when I heard a 
voice narrating my life, which is either a sign of schizophrenia 
or coma.

How does it sound or feel, you ask?  Or you ask, 
Wasn't that a movie staring Will Farrell called Stranger an 
Fiction?

e answer to the second question is: that's a different 
idea.  As to the first question: it was loud and it felt like I'd 
become somewhat of the butt of a joke.

In any case, what makes my particular experience 
disagreeable was that the narrator was timed incorrectly, 
meaning that the voice I heard narrating my experiences 
uttered things that had happened at some other time or had 
yet to occur.  

Which made the process of identification difficult to 
understand at first.  Let me provide some instances.  e first 
thing I do in the morning is make coffee.  I pour the water 
after filling the filter basket with grounds.  Months ago, I 
poured in the water and as I poured the water, I heard a man 
say in a clear, deliberate tone, "He opened the door to his car 
and emptied the coffee cup onto the driveway."

e first thing I thought was: Gregory Peck is in my 
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house.  Or, why would I hear myself pretending to be Gregory 
Peck and why would I say "He opened the door to his car and 
emptied the coffee cup onto the driveway" as Gregory Peck. 
Of course it would be impossible for Gregory Peck to be in my 
house as this wonderful actor died in 2003.  I concluded that 
this was some sort of mental anomaly, some trick of the early 
morning mind.   Soon I was drinking coffee and forgot about 
it.  But then, an hour later, during a conversation with Gerald, 
the narrator returned and in that wonderful buttery, 
mushroom-chewing voice of Gregory Peck, it said, "Suddenly, 
the cashier turned to him, raised a ripe plum, and said, 'is 
one reminds me of a blood-soaked Saturn.'"  

I said, "What?"  
Gerald said, "I said e Netherlands played much too 

reservedly."  I pretended to agree with Gerald and went back 
to my office.  As I entered the office, Gregory Peck said, "And 
he thought, 'Why are the clouds so fluffy?'"  I sat in my chair. 
And it suddenly occurred to me that, indeed, just yesterday I'd 
looked into the sky and asked "Why are the clouds so fluffy?" 
and recently the cashier had actually compared a plum I'd 
purchased to the planet Saturn.  I stood up.  Gregory Peck 
said, "He got out of bed, put on a pair of slippers, went to the 
bathroom and brushed his teeth."  I went to the coffee 
machine in the small refreshment area and Gregory Peck said, 
"In the nick of time he grasped for the branch and hung on for 
dear life."  I recognized all of these as events from my own life. 

No one in the office heard this voice.  All appeared 
normal.  Gerald was standing at Lucy's office.  He was holding 
an imaginary Jabulani in his hands, probably instructing Lucy 
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on the proper method of catching this disastrous technology.  
Gregory Peck visited me throughout the day.  He 

spoke in my head on my drive home.  My wife asked me 
through dinner, "Why are you smiling like that?" In answer, I 
had to make up funny Gerald stories to make my outward 
response to Gregory Peck's insistent and accurate narrations of 
my life appear to her as normal.

After dinner, I concluded that yes, Gregory Peck was in 
my head and he's narrating my life, but he's not doing it as it 
happens, but as it did happen: My life in the past tense and in 
the third person. I had become a "he," a "he" who tripped on 
the sidewalk, smacked my brother on the cheek, broke his leg 
at football, stood at the unemployment line, told my wife how 
lovely she was in that dress, swerved in traffic, and, yes, 
considered murdering a neighbor whose dog insisted on 
watching my every movement from the fence and I had 
fantasies that there must be a camera in its collar.

Yes, yes.  I went through all the typical reactions: Why 
was this happening; how to stop it; whom to call or whom to 
ask; why these moments and not others.  One day, Gregory 
Peck said, "And then Gregory Peck said, 'He opened the door 
to his car and emptied the coffee cup onto the driveway,'" 
which was, of course, exactly as it had happened.  en 
Gregory Peck said, "Gripped with terror, he wondered if 
Gregory Peck was in the room . . .  and he considered whether 
he was going mad . . . " which was not quite as I'd 
remembered.

ings moved on.  But then Gregory Peck said 
something very strange.  Gregory Peck said, "Suddenly he 
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realized that he'd forgotten his wallet."  I hadn't remembered 
forgetting my wallet.  e next day, I pushed the speed 
somewhat aggressively and was stopped by a policeman.  He 
asked for my license and, yes, I suddenly realized that I'd 
forgotten my wallet.  After this strange incident, things grew 
even stranger.  Gregory Peck said, "He pointed to the screen 
and identified where profits had gone up" and "e day was 
particularly hot and humid.  e air quiet, still, and heavy.  He 
knew that he would have to go, face things, deliver this 
horrible news" and "e device with which he would strangle 
the dog became heavy, like a dead snake."

I wondered about the future.  I wondered about 
accuracy and how a man might change things to come, if 
having them narrated before hand could somehow alter 
potentialities, outcomes, events.  Yes, I wondered about 
consequences and inevitability.  

You asked, "how does it feel."  I tell you it feels as if 
every step you take forward might lead you off a cliff.

Gregory Peck became my companion, my voice, my 
agent, he became my inner "I."  He said, "He wondered if all 
futures were dark.  He wondered if Gregory Peck had license. 
Was Gregory Peck evil or some strange gift?  

Gregory Peck said, "One day he found himself in the 
woods.  He looked left, he looked right.  He moved ahead.  For 
some reason he remembered being here before.  Recognition, 
though subtle and discontiguous, came from patterns formed 
by branches and the glow of light on the ground.   A different 
voice spoke in his head now, relating the familiarity of things, 
telling him that soon the answers would come, that he must 
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focus on a point ahead and concentrate, and that, really, the 
solution was simple, the solution to the voice, Gregory Peck's 
voice, would soon be solved but the precise moment of this 
knowledge was unknown.  In any case, all would soon be made 
known.  Yes, he remembered being here before, and yes, he 
could just as likely have been somewhere else, too.  But that 
now, at this moment, he told himself, he was here and not 
somewhere else.  And what a strange thing it is."
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Grandfather's Favorite Spot

My parents did a strange thing.  When my grandfather 
died, they buried him in a favorite spot in the woods, which is 
against the current law.  e law calls for all dead people to be 
disposed of by licensed professionals and in plots designated 
by the state.  But my parents decided to bury Grandfather is a 
favorite spot in the woods.  

is is what he wanted, my mother said.
But a few days after my father and mother buried him 

in a field in those woods, they brought him up and dug 
another grave near a stand of trees and a pond at the edge of 
the field.

I think he'd like it better here, my father said.  Look, 
he'll have a better view.  Over there there's ducks.  My mother 
looked at the ducks and said likely he would enjoy the ducks.

A few days later they dug another spot in a more open 
area and reinterred him in a hole there.  ey hooked the 
casket to the dogs and the dogs pulled him to this new spot. 
One of the dogs kept stopping to sniff at Grandfather's casket. 

I think maybe he'd feel better watching the clouds pass 
over the trees, my father said, tapping his chin with a finger. 
When he told us about his favorite spot, he wasn't all that 
specific, my father said.  He didn't mark the exact spot with an 
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X, you know.  He really just pointed in this whole general area, 
saying bury me around here.

A few days later, after sleeping on it, my mother 
walked us to a place in Grandfather's general favorite spot near 
a bench north of which you could see an old barn.  We dug a 
new hole.  ere were two people seated on the bench.  ey 
watched us.  Both of them were old men, one of Indian 
origins, the other only spoke Spanish.  My mother told them 
we were making this hole for Grandfather.  Both of the men 
took the shovels out of our hands and assisted with the 
digging of the new hole, and when the dogs finally panted over 
with the casket and the casket was heaved into the new hole, 
the two old men said prayers and then left.

A few days later, my father remembered the ducks and 
the water and said, Father always loved the water.  Look how 
the sunlight works in and out and over the ripples.  Look at 
the stones on the bottom.  When I was a kid we used to come 
here and skip stones and then we'd sit and he'd tell me science 
fiction stories.

My mother said, Remember the story he always told 
about Martians, how the Martians used up all their water and 
then murdered each other?  

at was one of my favorites, my father said.  He said it 
was like Animal Farm or worse.

We got the shovels, the dogs, did a little search for the 
old men but the old men were unavailable, and dug a new 
grave at the edge of the stream that ran through Grandfather's 
favorite spot.  I asked whether or not the stream would be 
poisoned by Grandfather's body as it degraded.  My father 
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said, ings die here all the time.  You think this is the first 
death to come near the water?  Which made perfect sense to 
me.

We had a cookout.  We had hot dogs, burgers, and 
salad.  We ate and watched the water and the naked piece of 
ground covering Grandfather.  e dogs lay nearby, panting in 
the shade.  Dragonflies jabbed through spinning clouds of 
bugs.  e smoke from the coals drifted over the water and 
formed coils.  en it dispersed.

I don't know, my father said.  Something doesn't feel 
right.  

I'd sensed that he would say something like this.  I 
foresaw it, as my father usually puts lots of ketchup on his 
burger but this time had forgotten it.  He'd slapped a piece of 
bread over his burger and took tasteless, absent-minded bites.

Yes, my mother said.  Maybe a tad bit too empty. 
ey thought about it.  A few days later, they decided 

on a new place near a denser stand of trees, something that 
looked more like a place where dead people would be buried, 
something more grand, ceremonial, gothic, you might say, and 
provided a better view of the stream, the pond where the ducks 
swam, and the groves that had a medieval, magical light to 
them because the sun clustered in the grass and the tree trunks 
were dark and quiet and primal.  And so we dug a new place 
near those trees with the better view and used the stones we 
found as a means of marking the grave but not in such a way 
that would draw notice from park rangers or make it easy for 
wildlife to get at the casket.

e casket scraped one final time over the edge of the 
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new hole.  e clammy, grainy wood of the casket passed 
across my palms.  e dogs watched with their flappy pink 
tongues and my mother and father spoke more final words for 
Grandfather.

I think he'd be happy with this spot, my father said, 
least he better be.

My mother nodded and smiled.  She had two lines of 
soil across the right cheek and one of her eyes watered. 

On the trail to the car, we met a park ranger in his hat 
and big muddy shoes and he asked my father what the shovels 
were all about, which was an awkward question.

My father's answer was immediate and sounded as 
sincere as I might have sounded if asked whether I wanted 
hamster hair or sausage on a pizza.   He said, I confiscated 
them from two men in rain coats.  Hole diggers, they were, he 
said.  ey were looking to bury paint cans and near the pond 
no less.

You could've been hurt, the man said.
Believe me, they were more scared than us, my mother 

said.  Plus, we don't fear much with these dogs.
Where? the ranger wanted to know, looking suspicious 

and outraged.
Run off, my father said.  Run off that way.  Here, take 

these.  We were rushing off to the station now.
My mother wasn't a woman for lying but said that in 

this case and for Grandfather's sake, the lie was a matter of 
ethics.

I think of Grandfather as a storyteller and as a man 
with a favorite place.  My father and mother will often say, 
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Remember that story he used to tell or Remember how he 
used to fish so much or Remember the way he used to always 
take us to see the ducks and the trees or Remember how we 
got tired of it all and he had to go all by himself.  

I think of my mother and father, too.  I see them 
digging; I see them with their shovels or standing nearby 
watching me with mine; I see how in all their changes of 
mind, how they might have been thinking about Grandfather 
coming here all by himself because my mother and father had 
grown tired of it. I smell wet earth and clay and have the 
texture of wet casket wood on my skin.  I see the dogs drawing 
the box over the dirt and over the grass.  But mainly I think of 
the grass and the water and the trees, their greens, their quality 
of light.  I think of how they became favorite things for me.
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Someone's Story

Consider the short film someone11 . . . by John 
Timmons.  Some of you will know what I'm referring to as 
"you" as audience may include contributors to a project called 
100 Days and "you" will already have "considered" the video, 
which would mean that I'm asking you to consider it again, 
forcing a revisiting.  Others, which is another "you," will not 
know what I'm referring to and will click the link, open the 
video, and consider it.  is member of an audience will 
perhaps return here curious as to why I asked you to consider 
the video in the first place.  e contributors to 100 Days will 
either click the link, watch the video again, which is 33 
seconds long, or simply recall the video from memory and 
continue reading.  

Both members of the audience might be eating an 
apple and will find the act of clicking on the link somewhat 
difficult as the juice of the apple may be running down the side 
of his or her hand.  But this is merely an inference.

e video is composed of sound, which may be a 
recording of rain.  It's composed of a steady capture of clouds 
over a greater period of time than 33 seconds.  We know this 
because in our experience clouds change their shape slowly 

11 http://johntimmons.com/video/archives/363
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(typically).  erefore, the image of the moving clouds in the 
video is an illusion.  Even so, the clouds are significant to the 
video in that as the dialogue progresses the clouds thin and 
nearly disappear (sec 27).   But the clouds reform in the video 
plane's horizontal center soon after.  e video is also 
composed of two voices, a woman's voice and a man's voice, 
both illusions, also.  e woman says, "John, someone's died." 
e man (who's acting the role of a child) says, "Well, who, 
Ma, who?"  is declaration/response dialogue is repeated. 
But each iteration of the call and response is manipulated into 
an echo, so that the final instance of dec/res repeats itself 
internally to each clause.  e final sequence goes: "John, John, 
someosomeone's dieiedd."  "Well, who, Ma, who Ma, who 
who."  e dialogue, therefore, behaves like the clouds as the 
period of normal experience for each element of media has 
been altered.  It's interesting that as the dialogue is 
manipulated, it turns into a form of music, into a series of fluid 
beats and rhythmic sounds.

Here's an interpretation: the dialogue repeats because 
the video expresses the point of view of the man's voice, who is 
playing the role of a child named John.  e video expresses an 
exchange between a mother and her child.  e mother has 
kneeled to the child in the kitchen.  She placed her palms on 
the child's shoulders and says, "John, someone's died."  Of 
course, as the mother has said "someone," the child asks who 
has died because the child wants to know.  e video expresses 
the child's internal anxiety not just about death but about the 
identity of the dead person.  is person is, of course, 
Grandfather, whose place of burial days later is narrated 

155



visually in a video called perusals12.  e clouds are a metaphor 
for the human drama of life, which fulminates and races, 
builds and flattens and is continually reshaped by life 
experiences, and then disperses.  But then the clouds return: 
the narrative of life and death can be articulated as cyclical. 
e video's great human theme is the cycle.  I'll show you why 
this is not really true later.

Or, the mother has entered John's bedroom.  She 
shakes John awake.  She shakes him gently, as mothers do. 
John opens his eyes.  e mother says, "John, someone's died." 
John, whose conscious attention is still deep in the waters of 
sleep, asks, "Well, who, Ma, who?"

We hear the sound of John's voice in proto surreal 
state.  We imagine that John is actually quite alert after a few 
moments and is scared.  We imagine that the mother says 
"someone" because she wants to diminish the force of the 
blow.  

John, the mother understands, will soon know what it 
feels like to lose a loved one.  He will soon know what death 
feels like.  He will soon learn the lessons death teaches.  at 
the dead person will never be present physically to him again. 
He will never see that person (or the cat) again and this he will 
never really understand.

But I know what you're thinking.  You're thinking that 
the video exposes truths, truths in the form of real occurrence. 
You're thinking that every element in the video comes from 
real life.  Of course, in real life there is an actual mother who 
has actually said, "John, someone's died."  is is entirely 

12 http://johntimmons.com/video/archives/359
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"probable."  (More likely it's possible).  But to keep to the 
logic of induction, I would agree with you.  A mother has 
entered her son's room.  His father was an American soldier or 
a merchant in New Orleans or an accountant in Haiti or a 
nurse in Santiago.  No longer alive.  In this sense, fiction is a 
displacement or re-placement of truth.  I understand.

But what's my real concern?  You're probably 
wondering, if you haven't already stopped reading.  My real 
concern is this: that story is always hidden and should be kept 
hidden.  Indeed, I would argue this: John Timmons's video is 
about the hiddenness of story.  I don't know if it's a kitchen or 
a bedroom.  Story, however, is its theme, not cycles or death or 
injustice.  In modern fiction, story is a hidden concept (this 
why the walls of buildings are opaque).  It's never revealed.  I 
argue that only the audience can reveal or feel it.  In fact, 
fictions or non-fictions that provide the story (and their 
themes) are false fictions, fictions to be avoided.  Even Paul 
Henning knew this, as his series of fictions were about "A man 
named Jed . . ."  e "about" is the hint: "about" reveals subject 
only.  Watch out what waters you step into, reader, as story is a 
maw with a million teeth.

Yes, I understand your disagreement.  You say, "But 
maybe Timmons didn't intend to tell a story." I would 
respond: "Subtract, therefore, the first two words of your 
sentence.  I never said he did intend this."  

But to conclude:
If you, reader, go back and reconsider the first 

paragraph of this writing, you'll note that I asked you to 
"consider" John Timmons's video someone . . . .  is was a 
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vague request.  You will, perhaps, have had a different 
interpretation of the video.  Perhaps you made the elements of 
the video your own, remembering the deaths you've 
experienced in your own life.  Perhaps it brought back to you 
fond or painful memories.  What I really asked you to do is to 
willfully join me in an act of destruction and theft.  Which is 
death.  Which is change.

158



Lucy's Finger

I told Lucy that I had a less than perfect relationship 
with her finger.  I'd never write anything about Lucy that I 
wouldn't say to her directly.  I said, "Lucy, I have a less than 
perfect relationship with your finger."

is was years ago, of course.  She said, "You mean how 
it points to Pegasus?"

"Something like that," I said.
She had a habit of getting us into situations that I 

would classify as dangerous.  One time my car ran out of gas at 
the edge of a lake.  Lucy had said, "Let's follow this road." 
She pointed at the road with her finger.  I turned.  e road 
went on and on.  e needle went down and down.  We were 
miles on that little road to nowhere.  I told her, "is is leading 
us nowhere and we're running low on fuel."

"Keep going," she said, pointing forward.  e road, 
after an hour or so, ended at the lake.  e way it ended made 
me crazy.  It just ended.  Someone had made this road so that 
it just stopped at the shore of a lake, no signs, no indication of 
"where."

We stopped.  It was dark.  e water bubbled with the 
activity of frogs.  We were out of gas.  Lucy got out of the car 
and said, "look at the stars."
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My idea of adventure is a pencil, a book, and a chair.
I blamed her finger.
I blamed the poetry she read by a woman who looks 

like a maniac on the rear cover of her slim, attractive volumes, 
a woman who looks like those people you often see at 
Bluegrass concerts on farms when the sober members of the 
audience have all departed.  Like people who bite into roots 
moments after they've been dug out of the ground, like those 
people you see in old photographs sitting on camels or 
wagons.

One of those poems, a favorite of Lucy's, goes:

Eat stones colored raw
On close looking you will see 
e bloody nerve endings of porpoise
Clean cuts through the heart of the mountain
Your feet wet from those distances 
Whose measure is shattered glass

And so forth.
Imagine my trepidation then.  In e City we had left 

Marcus' baking loft, whose party ended early due to the heat. 
On our way to the station, I told Lucy: "I can hear the sizzle of 
the digital billboards.  And the exhaust is putting dog tails at 
the front of my skull."  At a corner, we came upon a distressed 
child, standing against a wall.  e little girl was crying quietly 
and staring through the numerous people and their bags.  I 
tried to push Lucy through, but she stopped instead and asked 
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the child what was the matter.
Lucy turned to me and said, "She says she can't find 

her mother.  She's lost."
"We should find a traffic cop.  Ask her if her mother 

has a cell phone," I said.  I wanted to get to the train and 
home.

Lucy asked the child more questions.  e child knew 
nothing of cell phones.  is child was small.  She had the 
arms and legs of an unfed cat.  She was red, sweating, and 
visibly shaking.  She kept drawing her knuckles across the skin 
under her wet nose. 

"Ask her where her mother went," I told Lucy. 
Pedestrians kept bumping me in the shoulders.  I was sweaty, 
hot, and growing angry.  At that moment, I felt justified in 
tearing one of the child's limbs off and eating it on the spot.

Lucy said, "We can't leave her here."
"Why is she here all by herself?" I said, distressed.
"We need to find a precinct, take her there.  We can't 

leave her here," Lucy said, taking the child's hand, which the 
child gladly gave up.

I wanted to find the train and go home.  e heat from 
the pedestrian pack, the claustrophobic walls of the buildings 
which blew the heat against my forehead, the road roar of 
honking and engines--all of this was crushing my eyeballs.  

I wanted to tear that child's arms off and eat them. 
But I followed Lucy.  Lucy for whom all things lost and 
dangerous is an attraction.  I followed Lucy.  She stopped at an 
intersection and pointed to some unknown place in e City 
distance.
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Billy's Bridge

In the West we like to see the human brain in two 
parts: the physical organ of the brain (which is a part of the 
body) and its properties such as thought or the things we think 
about, which is derived from what might be termed the 
philosophy of mind, examined by Plato in his Phaedo.  For 
Rene Descartes, thinking and writing many years after Plato, 
the mind was res cogitans and immaterial.  But he also figured 
that the mind interacted with the body in a such a way that 
mental acts could "cause" physical acts; I believe the opposite 
formula is also valid.   In a word, the mind interacts with the 
body.  Importantly enough, for Descartes, there are 1) physical 
substances, bridges for example, and 2) mental substances, such 
as the images of the bridge we imagine in our thoughts.  is 
is the essence of what we call Cartesian dualism.

I would never argue for or against this method of 
thinking about the human lifeworld or Lebenswelt, although 
the consequences of such a framework are interesting, but 
within the philosophies and sciences of the brain we have 
another interesting framework or metaphor from which, we 
might argue, the philosophy of mind is yet another piece of 
puzzle.  I think it's older than dualism, but I may be wrong. 
It's been known for a long time that in the West Reason is 
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considered a master over Emotion because Reason considers 
the observable facts, while Emotion is fragile, reactive, and 
bound to race off into the woods like a rabbit.  In Biblical 
terms, Reason is masculine, Emotion feminine.  Adam is 
Reason; Eve is Emotion.  In other terms, Emotion is e 
Artist, Reason, e Scientist.  Reason is Physics, a Hard (a 
masculine attribute) Science; Psychology is Emotion, a Soft (a 
feminine attribute) Science.  Of course, all of this comes with 
Qualifiers and may have absolutely nothing to do with 
actuality.  

Another way of looking at the mind is via the 
metaphor of the left and right brain.  Right is the emotion side 
of the brain (the soft side), left, the logical (the hard side).  We 
see this metaphor played out in fictions: e X Files, Star Trek, 
e Simpsons, A Good Man is Hard to Find, and Paradise Lost. 
All of these fictions play with the narrative of mind/body 
interaction.

en there's a question of Billy, however, Billy whose 
story derives from an archived video submitted for scholarship 
by the Examiners, which was a group formed many years ago 
by the President to understand why things break.  A few 
seconds after the events depicted in the video, the recorded 
bridge collapsed.  Witnesses at the scene, which included Billy 
and Billy's father, were apparently shaken as their vehicle had 
just cleared the weakest portion of the structure. 

Collapsed bridges are no laughing matter.  ere were 
several recorded bridge collapses at this time.  But the question 
was raised despite this evidence: were Billy's fears warranted? 
His father had asked, "Do you understand."  Billy had 
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repeated to one of the officers at the scene, while his father 
stood by (his father had been instrumental in saving many of 
the people trapped by steel and concrete), "I understand."  e 
officer had asked, "Son, what did you see?"  But Billy answered 
every question or observation with, "I understand." 

I was admitted into Billy's room reluctantly by the 
Director, as he claimed that Billy, being in a fragile state, could 
only see visitors for short moments.  I entered the room and 
found Billy, an old man now, shuddering in his chair and 
staring at a blank wall.  His was a special kind of tremor.  Just 
visible within the material that cloaked him, a small vibration, 
the kind of interesting motion to his chin, lips, and knees, even 
his eyeballs, that suggested not just a muscular suppression of 
internal pressure but also a methodical or learned method of 
restraining himself from shrieking against the things that had 
or might still threaten to injure or kill him. 

"One time," he said, "I was standing at a window, the 
window of my father's pastry shop which faced the traffic, and 
a car from the street crashed through.  And so, I face only hard 
walls."

"Statistically speaking," Billy told me, "very few people 
are killed by lightning.  One day, while walking with my 
mother, I felt something tug at my arm.  e next thing I 
know is my mother's screaming and driving me fast to the 
hospital."

I asked Billy how extensive were these occurrences, 
these breaks in the statistical likelihood of things disordered or 
breaking.  He said, "Oh, it's not what you think.  Not 
everyday."
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e Director told me, "No, not everyday.  Which, of 
course, was the issue with our Billy, who, as you can see, has 
lived a long life albeit tortured." 

His records were clear.  An airbag had released as he'd 
clicked in the seat belt.  It had been his plate that had come 
with a small chip from the porcelain in his sandwich, slicing 
his tongue.  e doctor had claimed that yes, it had been his 
lunch out of all the millions that had been stored in a 
poisonous plastic bag.  e baseball had fallen out of the glare 
of the sun to knock him in the eye.  Out of all the millions it 
had been his luck, out of all the millions his plane landed and 
as it parked at the terminal, a huge rending noise could be 
heard and the wing fell to the macadam. 

"en there was the case of the exploding gas can and 
the incident with the mower blade," the Director told me.

Out of all the millions, perhaps billions, Billy's roof 
was taken by storm while the neighbors looked on, their own 
roofs secure and stable, thus verifying the notion of the 
unlikely or the probable.

Billy was, ultimately, a prover of cases, a being that 
brought comfort to others.  As I departed the facility for the 
last time with my notes and my evidence, I got into my vehicle 
with a strange sense of security, a strange sense of comfort that 
I knew made no logical sense.  I knew I would make it home 
safely and soundly; I knew that the bridge that would take me 
to my side of living would remain standing: Because so many 
things had already broken or become disordered for Billy, who 
shuddered in his room, wondering when the roof would 
collapse or a meteor would fall out of the sky to strike him 
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clean from the world, reason told me that the bridge would 
stand for me.

But then I found error in my logic, and at this I felt a 
strange shudder in the foot that I used to depress the 
accelerator: what if I had been driving behind Billy on that 
bridge?
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On Parents

I once saw my parents drive into a wall of sheet rain.  I 
remember my father's hat, my mother's wig, I think the dog 
was watching out the back but I don't remember growing up 
with a dog.  e rear lights of the car disappeared into the gray 
thickness, this odd tempest which cut the street in two.  I 
stood in the sunlight, where it was bright, hot and quiet.  ey 
disappeared into the rain wall, where it was deep gray, 
storming violently, and cold enough so that the thick falling 
water spattered on the hot pavement.

ey returned wet and laughing.
I also saw my parents drinking lemonade on the top of 

a balloon.  ey waved to me when the ropes let go and they 
rose high until they disappeared into the clouds.

My brother came up behind me and said, "I think I'll 
be fifteen next time we see them."

My parents threw tremendous parties.  Policemen 
would come with cases of beer.  Men would come with shovels 
and dig two big holes in the field in front of the house.  Into 
one hole they'd put a cow.  e other was for a pig the size of a 
small car.  ey'd heat stones in bonfires and bury the cow and 
the pig and cook them under ground.  e mariachis would 
come.  Friends would let us aim rifle bullets at distant cans and 
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when the pig and the cow were raised, the meat was 
distributed on platters the size of the hoods of cars.  My little 
sister ran to one of the tables.  She grabbed a handful of 
napkins.  One of the napkins got loose and in the breeze and 
the cooking smoke it tumbled over the grass like a rabbit until 
it became a white mouse then a grain of sugar and then an 
atom.  e mariachis played until the sun came up.

My parents held hands on walks through the 
mountains.  ey said, "Try this" and my mother father would 
share a forkful of whatever it was and they'd grin at each other 
and say, "Tomorrow's the big day" or "Eddy's in trouble" or 
"Deep sea diving could squash us but that's not really murder."

I remember a hill, more like the tail end of a mountain 
leading down to a cliff's or escarpment's edge, steep and stony, 
with boulders rising from the grass, localized stands of bare 
trees whose twisted limbs flung about in the wild air like 
giants in quick sand waving at their saviors.  Looking down 
this hill, you could see the tops of clouds.  ere was 
something threatening about this place, something dangerous. 
Worse, the stones, the grass, the trees seemed aware of our 
presence, their awareness taking the form of a desire, a desire 
to reach up and grab and tear and toss what was left into the 
raw and distant depths beneath the cliff's edge.  e lean of 
objects and the tilt of the environment dragged at my 
shoulders and ears.  

My mother said, "Let's drive down and see what 
happens."  My father, of course, had already started for the car, 
an old Buick not in any way equipped for this place.

I stood frozen.  My mother and father took me by the 
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arms.  I pulled back, so that my heels dug into the ground.
"Come on," they said.  "We're going down.  It'll be like 

the roller coaster just a hell of a lot scarier."
I remember shouting: "I don't want to go.  I didn't ask 

to come here.  My permission hasn't been given."
My parents loved to laugh and so they laughed and 

dragged me to the car whose front end was pointed downhill, I 
think at what must have been a near 30 or 40 degree angle.

"I don't want to go," I said, watching the car get closer. 
"I didn't ask to come here.  My permission hasn't been given."
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Time for Bells

I often think about how spaces shape human 
experience.  I read a lot about the subject of space (I write "a 
lot" to lend this writing a colloquial flavor).

Sometimes I consider how digital interface can be 
extrapolated to inform physical spaces.  (Or the other way 
around.)

e spaces we build are complex.  To build them often 
takes long years of study at University.  But why complex? 

ey have acoustic qualities, for example.
Pedestrians, for example, might carry a cup of coffee to 

a median and sit in a garden and watch the traffic on either 
side go by (to write "go by" is not a grammatical nicety, but "go 
by" does have acoustic quality). In this case, the coffee drinkers 
would have to drink their beverages amidst the noise of 
automobiles, maybe even trucks and motorcycles. (In this case, 
I'm avoiding the subjects of smell and watery eyes.)

e solution, of course, is to install structures that will 
slow down traffic (speed bumps, for example, or expensive-
looking, multi-colored cobble stones) and make passage 
through this space anomalous, special, or privileged, or 
something to avoid by drivers or a means to some significant 
end, such as nearby parking.
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"I'm going to park and grab some coffee.  I'll join you," 
Henry says.

You, who are drinking coffee in this median garden, 
this special place, this destination of city dwellers, say, "Okay. 
Don't rush."

e road is divided from the cafe garden by a walk 
about ten paces in width (soon, trees will be planted, which is 
another way to slow down traffic and ease the noise).  So, you 
had to yell over the rose bushes to Henry; you had to yell past 
a couple walking their Dalmatians.  is is a busy space; it's an 
acoustically sensuous space.   

But you've just come home.  (Don't worry, this is just a 
time shift).  And you understand acoustic sensuality.  You even 
like the way acoustic sensuality sounds, so much so you're 
looking for an opportunity to deploy the word in conversations 
at parties.  As a music lover, you can block out the other 
instruments and listen only for the percussion.  You're a skilled 
listener.  You've listened to every layer of your favorite music.

You're also a gifted reader.  You disassemble the 
metaphors of poetry--even the most complex poetry, the more 
complex the better--quickly--wood=skin; moon=insanity; a 
fungus cupped in a tree hole=ingratitude or political 
infiltration.

You understand acoustic subtlety.  You close the car 
door, turn the key, and open the front door.  You walk in and 
run your finger nail across the cold stillness of a bar chime you 
keep in the foyer and say, "I'm home."  What light there is 
here; what crystalline octave to the many noted bells and how 
the sound accumulates in that small space like a mountain of 
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crumbling salt and then diminishes to sparkle and 1 and a 2 
and the minimal measure of the sharpest sharp thing. 

Soon you'll be having coffee with Henry.  at 
entrance was an hour in the past.  You'll soon be at the median 
cafe' and you'll watch the slower traffic over the orange and 
blue cobbles and the couples walking their dogs and the 
hummingbirds and you and Henry and your closer companion 
will point and say, "Time for wine, time for beer, time for 
bells."  
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e Knife

Do spaces absorb sound?  A birthday party would be a 
case to consider.  e partiers gather, parents, children.  e 
wrapping paper's crumpled.   It falls between the arms of the 
furniture.  e pets wander in and out with castoff and twisted 
ribbon.

ere are many quiet thoughts under the 
reverberations of the real.  e room is unaware of what's 
happening on the inside.  But some rooms have seen the child 
grow into a man or a child grow into a woman.  Some rooms 
have enclosed more than twenty years of change.  You can seek 
it out but there are few metaphors on the walls, which may or 
may not be bare, but nonetheless the room in the morning 
after the party is still vibrating, reminding people of the day 
before, those walls decorated with small, white iconic ships, 
crumpled paper on the floor.

Cars pass on the road outside.  Soon, the moon will 
rise and deer will follow the day-before path into the woods. 
e children troop in one by one.  e parents have gathered 
and begin singing.  e children take extra minutes and dash 
back to the trampoline after the cake's been eaten and their 
parents return to interrupted subjects.

Cars pass on the road outside.  Soon, the moon will 
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rise and deer will follow the day-before path into the woods. 
He remembers a birthday many years ago.  He remembers his 
father taking the empty cake tray to the kitchen.  He 
remembers his mother's smile as she sliced the first wedge 
with the chef 's knife and carefully laid it on a plate and went 
to the next.  He remembers the extra minutes, the trampoline, 
laughter from the house.

He briefly recalls the wall paper, the white ceiling.  His 
own walls are painted yellow and in the morning the windows 
throw squares up that glow white.  e children troop in one 
by one.  e parents have gathered and begin singing.  His son 
is standing by.  He's holding a knife, a silver knife, and he 
smiles at the memory of the knife as he holds it over the cake.

e parents sing and the children sing.  His son is 
watching as he divides the cake into its intrinsic fractions and 
slices, forming the first piece, remembering the knife, this 
long-lived knife, which has appeared out of all these years, the 
same song, the same knife, the same walls painted yellow.    
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Withdrawals

Can spaces overlap?  is is somewhat of a break from 
a growing logical ploy on my part.  But consider the question 
anyway.

One of the reasons I enjoy thinking about space is that 
space is, in a word, everywhere.  We can go from the designed 
to the natural space, the small to the large space, the interior to 
the external space.

I know what you're thinking.  You're thinking, "But 
still."

I say "but still" nothing.  
ere are certainly many sciences that treat space 

empirically.  Physics and chemistry, for example.  And there 
are certainly numerous theories that attempt to describe 
physical reality and speculate by drawing descriptions of the 
possibilities of those theories.  M-theory, Smolin's fecund 
notion, Tegmark, and others.  Critique for all this, of course, 
has to do with whether some of these notions can be tested. 
Under what conditions might the fecund universe theory be 
tested as this depends on the phenomenon of black holes and 
what happens after they collapse?

I'm smart enough to know that fiction is not a means 
of making valid, empirical predictions about the physical 
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nature of space, but fiction has proved a wonderful method of 
dramatizing based on speculation and prediction about said 
space.  e representations of space in fiction might indeed be 
accurate metaphors of sound knowledge or sound predictive 
insight.

I find it fascinating, for example, to consider the notion 
that the objects, events, and phenomenon of another universes 
might poke their way into our own.  What if that person 
you're talking to on the phone is really a being from another 
universe and it just so happens that you have the same name 
and appearance as the person she knows in that other universe 
and that the timeline she's on runs near parallel with your own 
and ever so often this person leaks or pokes into your universe. 
e reason that this is not problematic is that you so closely 
resemble her friend that the difference escapes her.  us, 
when you're at lunch with Betty or Jean and you say, "Lucy has 
always been just a tad bit off" you are actually making a 
scientific observation.

In another case, you drive by a phone booth.  Maybe 
you've entered the phone booth and made a call.  But this 
phone booth is a phone booth in another universe, and this is 
why when you try to phone Lucy, sometimes you get the 
incorrect number. Most of the time, however, this phone booth 
is "of your world" and works as ordered.

Another way of expressing this is to consider a room in 
an anonymous house.  You've never seen this room but can 
imagine it.  It's a bathroom with a shower.  e room is dark 
and clean.  e people who live in this house are at work and 
don't know what goes on at their place when they're out.  It's 
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fun to imagine what might go on there, what might be 
happening beyond the typical: it's being robbed or a wire is 
sparking behind a wall or from beneath the refrigerator, a 
mouse emerges--these would be too typical.  In this case, and 
often, a man appears in the bathroom accompanied by the 
enormous forces of transuniverse connectivity.  ese 
enormous forces take the form of heat energy, distortions of 
spacetime, and strange acoustic disruptions, which may or may 
not be dangerous in proximity.  One moment the room is quiet 
(or we suppose such, as we really don't know what goes on in a 
room when no observer can act as witness).  e next moment, 
a man from another universe suddenly appears in the shower, 
glimpsed momentarily and engaged in whatever he's doing in 
his own universe at the time: running, dancing, eating, 
speaking on the phone, or, most likely, installing wall paper. 
Light bursts in the room and the man appears.  He appears to 
be laying wallpaper.  en, just as abruptly, he withdraws, and 
the room is quiet once more, still and clean and dark.

e physics of this is beyond us.  But we also don't 
know whether the man knows he's appearing in a shower stall. 
We don't know whether he will always be transported back to 
his own universe.  We also don't know the likelihood of the 
man's appearance at the same moment that one or more of the 
inhabitants are taking a shower, but it would be fun to imagine 
what would happen if space and time worked in favor of such 
an occurrence.
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What Happened After Ruiz

"Exactly," Ruiz said.
"You mean, how we won't know how we got to the 

edge of this roof as how we got here has yet to be told."
"Yes, and how now everything is flowing as it is not 

meant to flow."
"You mean the incident with the leaf and how your day 

will begin with the reapplication of the leaf on the stem and 
how everything after that is really an occurrence that 
happened prior?"

"Exactly," said Ruiz.  "Which is why our experiment is 
troubling me, as I experienced a small break, a crazy inversion 
that I have yet to disentangle."

"Or 2016," said Erasmus.  "A cannot sue 1910.  He 
doesn't even know that there was a farmer.  He has no idea 
that B will even be bitten.  If he did know this, then the 
spacetime theory would come into doubt."

"Or 2016," said Ruiz.
"at's obvious," Erasmus said, a chirping and twitting 

downdraft of sparrows curving off of a higher ledge above 
them.  "Because the bite is years in the future.  It could be that 
years before the bite, the dog was in a sense prefigured by a 
lucky set of events, such that if we had a machine that could 
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read both the past and the future, the dog bite could have been 
examined separate from A, his wife, and B altogether.  Here's 
what I mean.  In 1910, a farmer raises Shepherds.  One of 
those pups demonstrates a habit of biting hands.  Indeed, we 
can imagine that pup biting the hand of a boy on the farm and 
that this pup will grow up, have puppies, and those puppies 
will grow up, and eventually, in the distant future, one of the 
later puppies, who carries the hand- biting gene, bites B on the 
hand.  But this kind of logic or causal chaining is heavy with 
guesswork.  We know for a fact that B couldn't have been 
bitten prior to 1910 as he was bitten in the year 2017."

Ruiz said, "You miss the point.  e point is that the 
bite did not cause the attraction between A and his wife.  Nor 
did it cause the rain on that night, the rain that pattered on the 
rear wind shield that A's future wife would watch as the love 
was being made.  Which is the mystery.  We ask, why didn't 
the dog bite cause the intimacy?"

"A beer like this is always good on a hot afternoon 
after work," Erasmus says.  "e flaw in your example is that 
you left out the actual cause of the bite.  Did B provoke the 
animal, as children sometimes do?"

"A better example," Ruiz said, "would be cause and 
effect.  Prior to B's birth, A met his wife and they had sex and 
B was born.  C becomes a fever or the dog that bites B on the 
wrist.  e bite on B's wrist can't happen before A and his wife 
are intimate even though in a film or another form of 
narrative, the audience might experience the bite as analepsis, 
artfully rendered as a growl, a snap, and then a scream, and the 
audience wonders what's just happened, and then the scene 
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shifts to a scene in the back of a mid-sized sedan at Lover's 
Lane."

Ruiz is dangling his feet over the street below the roof 
of his apartment building.  Erasmus is sitting beside him. 
Below, not far below but far enough, the wind is moving 
through the tree leaves.  ey both have beer bottles in their 
hands.

"at's just a process of reordering," Ruiz said.  His 
ankles are fine.  At work, he sits most of the day.  He watches 
how Richard and Henry follow each other in the correct order 
at the coffee machine.  "For example, A might be the father.  B 
is his son.  C may be the cycle rider they saw standing on his 
seat as the rider rode past them on the street.  While neither A 
nor B are specific events, certainly an order of time and space 
may be inferred from their existence and that C, the passing 
cycle rider in this scenario, is dependent upon the 
collaboration of space and time."

"Nonsense," said his friend, Erasmus, who's just got off 
work and whose ankles are killing him because at work he 
must stand for hours on end.  "Just put C before A, like so."

Ruiz, however, is wondering about leaves.  He's 
wondering about fingers.  He's wondering in what cases can 
we reconsider time as intrinsic to space.  He's not happy with 
the way things have turned out.  He's thinking: "If A comes 
before B then C must follow A and there's just no way of 
avoiding this basic narrative fact."

Time and space are intrinsically linked; in other terms, 
they are a continuum.  is discovery, which formed a basis for 
Einstein's special relativity, is not so obvious.  Space time or 
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the space time manifold was not a new idea for Einstein. 
Luckily Einstein had Minkowski to provide mathematical 
assistance. Luckily, Philo of Alexandria was on the case, too, 
surmising that if the deity created space then time couldn't be 
neglected.  en there's Lorentz, Maxwell, and Lagrange. 
en there's Ruiz and Erasmus.
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Human Time

Is space a number of protrusions, elements of 
perception that appear then disappear when we pass them?  I 
started a book a few years back on the notion of memory and 
space but then a dog and a cat entered the villa and threw 
everyone's timing off.

People in the villa lived according to what might be 
termed human time.  We're used to spatial realities expressed 
as measurements of human-oriented duration.  So, when the 
cat and the dog appeared everything changed.  Ruiz, for 
example, had to wake up earlier than he was used to to see to 
the dog's needs.  And for Erasmus, things were no better.  e 
cat would eat everything in its bowl, thus requiring Erasmus to 
fill it again.  is action took about thirty seconds and so at the 
end of the day when Erasmus counted up his human seconds, 
he found himself thirty seconds short, which he blamed on the 
cat.

As for the dog, Ruiz, who found that he could 
understand their language with minimal effort, tied a rope to 
the dog's neck and took the animal for a walk in the morning 
and in the evening.  Ruiz learned that the dog was telling him 
that he needed a walk when he found the morning paper had 
been turned into seaweed and he found shreds of it in the 
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dining room and kitchen.  But, the day after the first two 
walks, the paper turned up in the kitchen whole, smelling of 
ink and paper not like brine or dead fish.  is activity, 
however, took up to an hour: thirty minutes in the morning 
and thirty minutes in the evening.

But Ruiz found advantages.  On the second morning 
dog walk, he discovered a breakfast spot that looked over the 
rocks and the sea.  He was served at the table by a woman 
named Alba.  She brought Ruiz eggs.  On one side the plate 
she put the eggs.  On the other side of the plate she put a 
watery hot sauce.  She even brought a plate of egg whites for 
the dog, who ate the egg whites, licked the plate, and then 
watched the morning waves crash against the black rocks 
below the cafe.

Ruiz asked Alba, "I didn't ask for hot sauce: but I love 
hot sauce on my eggs: how did you know?"

Alba said, "Men who walk dogs early in the morning 
like hot sauce with their eggs.  Everyone knows that."

On the way home, Ruiz encountered bushes he'd never 
seen before.  He even wondered what they were called, 
especially the ones floated over by great red butterflies.  e 
dog walked quietly beside him.  e dog often turned its head 
to collect the movement of birds into his memory.  e colors 
of several of the villa houses were a more vivid blue and white 
in the rising sun.  Orange and purple flowers spilled out of 
window baskets.  Ruiz breathed in an intense smell of water, 
water from hoses and cans.  From somewhere he heard bells 
he'd never heard before because he'd typically sleep later into 
the morning.
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At home, he untied the dog.  e dog went to a corner 
and curled himself up, becoming taciturn shade under a cold 
lamp.  Ruiz went into the kitchen and looked out a window 
and across the way he saw Erasmus seated at a table outside 
his own kitchen.  He had coffee. He had the paper folded onto 
the table top.  A cat was stretched across the paper.  Erasmus 
was stroking the cat and seemed engrossed by the animal's 
ears.  

Ruiz thought about how everything had changed.  He 
felt the urge to call out to Erasmus, to ask him about that cat, 
but he didn't know how loud he should make his voice.  e 
volume of his voice might be too high or too low for the tenor 
and feel of the morning.  So he left Erasmus to his cat, dressed 
for work, made for the illuminated tunnel into the city, and 
envisioned mornings to come and the taste of eggs and hot 
sauce.  Maybe tomorrow he would ask for toast.
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Suggestions of the Human

While the cat and dog picked through fallen leaves, Ruiz and 
Erasmus drank coffee at a cafe' by the sea.  Erasmus told Ruiz 
about his sister, who was a filmmaker, and a film she'd begun 
that suggested the space of human drama.

He had snap shots, old photographs that he placed on the 
table one by one, as players do with cards.  e first 
photograph rendered a closed door, the frame lit dimly from 
behind.  e next, a kitchen sink, a candle darkly illuminating, 
then a snuffed candle that artfully captured the smoke from 
the wick by something vaguely floral in the background.  In yet 
another photograph, dark liquid filled the bottom of the sink.

"Is that the same sink?" Ruiz asked.

"Yes," Erasmus said.  He continued to lay down the photos.  In 
another photograph, Ruiz saw a bathroom sink followed by 
what might have been the same sink but with the taps flowing. 
In another he saw what he took for a circular sculpture in 
which a ball traversed a concentric, inner orbiting channel.  In 
the final photograph, a candle flame appeared flattened, which 
indicated some disruption, the air of a fan perhaps or some 
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passage that hurried the air across the surface of the flame.  He 
thought, Perhaps a ghost, and dismissed the thought.

Erasmus said, "My sister's objective was to take these images 
and produce a film that bore evidence of intense human 
contact in a lived environment.  Furthermore, the objective was 
to mask the human so that the audience would never see man, 
woman, or child, but the images had to be edited in such a way 
to suggest an ordered set of events, and finally, leave the 
audience with a sense of foreboding, that at a final climactic 
capture, some momentous event or action had taken place."

Ruiz said, "In other words, from this arbitrary collection of 
images, your sister had to produce a vivid climax through 
indirect means.  e film, therefore, is the evidence of indirect 
human activity without ever capturing the human form or 
those actual events that caused them."

"Exactly: no dialogue, no direct human presence.  Yet, 
dialogue, human shape, and, best of all, human drama in 
context would all be suggested by the manipulation and 
arrangement of these very forms."

"I must see this film," Ruiz said.  "You must show it to me."

"Impossible," Erasmus said.  "My sister never completed the 
film."

"Tell me," Ruiz insisted, "why was the film never finished?"
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"Because she disappeared before she could finish it.  We don't 
know what happened, why she left suddenly, or even if she'd 
been taken.  ey might have entered her place quietly and just 
as quietly departed with her.  Or, for some mysterious reason, 
she decided to merely disappear."

"It's a strange story," Ruiz said, shaken by this news and the 
horrible memories it brought back to him.

"You remember those days, the days when all the artists that 
could be found were taken.  My sister: yes, she had cats, she 
collected rare plants and displayed the work of her artist 
friends, especially those who worked with stained glass.  She 
loved to cook; she kept her place clean; she was a teacher of 
children; she used to laugh at my naive predictions of a future 
of peace."

Ruiz tried to imagine Erasmus's sister's final moments, the 
theoretical film, the spaces she once filled with candle light 
and laughter.  He watched the cat and the dog play in the 
leaves.  He listened to the sound of water on rocks below.

"en you must make the film," Ruiz said.  "I can assist."

But Erasmus had his eyes closed.  He uttered words to himself, 
sad poems he knew by heart.  Ruiz watched him and took a sip 
of his coffee.
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e Many Daves Reality

Yes, I persist with Ruiz and Erasmus, who are time 
travelers, but more on that later.

In fiction, they could be time travelers. ey could be 
cross dressers; they could be anything the story requires. 
Indeed, we could muck up the method of telling the story, 
which brings in the notion of narrative, with all sorts of 
perplufflesome ideas, such as temporal exploitation.

Ruiz imagines a man named Dave. A filmmaker will 
make a film of Dave reading a book. is will involve closeups, 
and the film will end with an image of the book Dave is 
reading. But what Ruiz imagines is a multiple of Daves. If one 
watches the film closely, one will notice that after a few 
seconds of capture that the Dave in the film becomes another 
Dave, though it will be difficult to detect. e viewer will think 
that the Dave reading a book after five seconds is the Dave 
that started at one second. But it's not the same Dave, but 
another Dave. e first Dave, let's call him 5 Second Dave, is 
replaced by 10 Second Dave. 5 Second Dave is really a Dave 
from 200 years into the future. rough some time distorting 
apparatus of the future, he returns to a time twenty years prior 
to the film and places a camera in the future filmmaker's field 
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of view, thus prompting the filmmaker to think to himself, "I 
want to be a filmmaker."

e viewer will think that 5 and 10 Second Daves are 
one Dave and that the Dave at 23 Seconds is indeed Dave, 
also. But this is not the case, Ruiz continues. No, the camera 
goes for a closeup but the man behind the book is not a Dave 
but a stand-in for Dave, because 23 Second Dave has two 
objectives: he must move through time and somehow cause 5 
Second Dave to decide to move into the past and provoke the 
eventual timeline presented in the first part of the film and 
thus eventuate the arrival of 10 Second Dave who will appear 
to a man 400 years in the future and pay him to take his place 
before the camera as he must move ahead a thousand years 
and prevent the destruction of a bridge in China, which 
depends upon a button being pushed by the great great great 
great et cetera grandson of 5 Second Dave, who can only 
appear on the scene depending on the actions of who we 
might term 23 Second Filmmaker, who's reaching down at 
some moment in time for his lover trapped on a ledge below 
him. He lowers the camera strap; the lover reaches; they will 
make love soon and produce important freedom fighter 
offspring in the future.

He says, "Grab it. It's almost time for 10 Second Dave 
to move into the future and I must capture his stand in. e 
audience must not know that Dave is not behind that book. If 
I don't make it there just at the right moment, the faith of the 
audience will be shaken and I think that that bridge will crash 
killing the future freedom fighter's mother."

Ruiz thought this might work pretty well. Now he's 
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imagining the audience. e audience by watching the film 
will never know what's happening in reality as the film is a 
mask, a fiction; they will see Dave reading a book and never 
guess how busy he actually is.
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A Collection of Hatreds

Ortiz's party was successful only as art.  Friends had 
flown in from Chicago, Amsterdam, Buenos Aires.  He knew 
it had all been about orientation.

A tall man, bald, with a gray right eye and the words 
En unión y libertad tattooed on his wrist, stood with a glass of 
white wine in the kitchen and said, "I'm going to cut you.  A 
poem on a black steel surface."

Ortiz smiled with embarrassment and went into the 
living room with a tray.  He felt like something cold, 
something that lives in caves, deep under and cold, sightless.

ey preferred the couches and the television.  He'd 
forgotten about the strife between the states.  His girl friend 
had yet to arrive.  Who'd know what to do.

When Morrell saw Giselle with a large orange shrimp 
in her fingers, he sat at the farthest left, and Giselle offered 
Ortiz a look the Saracens must have observed on yore battle 
fields.

"Lines, it will be lines.  I use surgeons' instruments, 
acids for dissolving through the hard surface--parallel, 
perpendicular, and a caretaker's circles," the bald man said. 
With his wine and his cheese and his height and that strange 
gray lizard's eye.
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Ortiz felt like someone had taken a razor to the skin 
between his fingers.  He'd arranged the rooms of his loft from 
memory.  White paint for Glen the Celt, black leather for 
Morrell.  He didn't ask who'd brought the bald man.

Morrell at the far left, Joseph beside him, Mary nearby, 
Glen's whereabouts at the moment unknown.  One of them 
had tuned the television onto a distortion that appeared on 
and off the frame and with very little volume.  He'd prepared 
the display table with his new designs watched over by Mary's 
photographs, carefully arranged and summarily ignored.  He'd 
considered orientation but had forgotten the histories. 
Morrell's disparagement, Giselle's syntactical emphases on the 
phone.  

In the darkened hallway he remembered what she'd 
said: "I never want to see him again."  And then there was 
Joseph who would never forget the sound of his grandmother's 
agony before the gas, an agony expressed at dinner tables by a 
father who coughed blood into the toilet, so said Joseph.  

An erected puzzle lamp cast concentric dot arcs on the 
wall, and while he picked up empty cups, Ortiz marked the 
bald man's head that interrupted the pattern and reformed it 
into a peaceful halo.  e bald man said, " . . . turn you into 
plates, lines, a euclidean experiment.  Acids, silver edges.  e 
broken skin of metal."

A voice echoed.  Glen's voice saying, "If Joseph is from 
Chicago, then Chicago can bake to death in the heat."  But 
Ortiz couldn't remember why these words approached him 
now.  Law suits or divorce or ancient war?  Yes, did that 
explain the slam of the front door moments ago?
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Surreptitiously, he arranged the spent cups in the sink. 
His girl friend had yet to come.  Who'd know what to do, 
what to say.  e quiet behind him was like a room full of 
frightened amputees.  He heard footsteps approach.  A 
familiar voice said, "Acids, lines . . . "

"Very well then," Ortiz said, "call it A Collection of 
Hatreds and be done with it."
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e Carnivorous Pigeons

Henry told the story with a rush of arms and fingers 
under an animated and electric sky, soon to drop big water on 
us.  Later we'd hear about trees falling, crushings in the streets, 
but that's only sidebar.

"I found him in a diner, where she said he would be," 
Henry informed us.  "I went in and hid my face with a paper. 
I drank some coffee and watched him.  He also had coffee, and 
as she'd said, he raised the cup with just two fingers.  He 
watched out the window, as if knowing he was being followed.

"But then something amazing happened.  When he 
stood to leave he appeared of smaller proportion than when I 
first encountered him.  It was a phenomenon I'd never 
experienced."

"What do you mean he was of smaller proportion?" 
Lucy asked.

"Simple," Henry said.  "At the table he was a man 
somewhat more than six feet five, as she'd described him, a 
massive and imposing man.  She said: look for a man about six 
foot five.  He'll have a narrow beard, eyes like a squirrel's, and 
very large hands, so large he'll use only two fingers for a coffee 
cup.  But, as I said, when he stood up, he had became a man of 
about 5 foot seven or so.  He took a last sip of his coffee and 
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now he held the cup in his palm."
"at's pretty amazing," Lucy said.  She looked at me. 

I shrugged.
Henry went on.  "Following procedure, I departed the 

diner before he did.  I waited outside.  I smoked a cigarette to 
avoid suspicion.  He went down 3rd and I followed him 
keeping some yards back.  He turned down 6th and when I 
turned down 6th I saw a man who had shrunk to the size of a 
child.  But it was him.  Oh, yes, him, little more than three feet 
high with his beard and his rain coat.  ese items had reduced 
in size also, which I found doubly amazing."

"Which I find unbelievable," Lucy said.
"As did I, believe me, but there he was, child-sized, 

skipping down 6th, growing smaller still like a man becoming 
more distant as you watch him on a line toward the horizon. 
Little more than the size of turkey, he turned the corner of 
24th.  I had to hurry.  As you can guess, I was growing 
distressed as the target was outsmarting me and might even 
have escaped.  I hurried.  I whipped around the corner on Wall 
Street, which is narrow and these days really used only by taxis. 
I whipped around the corner."

It was at this point that Henry slowed down and took a 
sip of tea.  Lucy and I watched him.  He drank slowly.  Maybe 
he was listening for thunder.

"Well?" Lucy said, "What happened?"
Henry said, "It was amazing.  I found a small set of 

clothes on the sidewalk, crumpled, wrinkled in place as though 
simply stepped out of or as they would look if a human body 
immediately shrunk to nothing within the folds.  But what 
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was even more amazing was the pigeons, Lucy, all the 
pigeons."

Lucy said, "Pigeons?"
"Yes, pigeons," Henry said.  "When I turned the corner, 

I saw the clothes, the only remaining evidence of his existence 
on the earth, and, yes, numerous pigeons, which I found 
pecking at his linens."

"Pigeons as in bird pigeons?" Lucy said.
Henry said, "I learned later that this affliction is more 

common than you'd guess, that about thirty percent of our 
population is slowly being eaten to nothing by carnivorous 
pigeons."
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Grandmother's Future

Looking back, he attempted to resolve a two thousand 
year old grandmother whose heal he'd seen rise and disappear 
over a cracked and wormeaten threshold.

Maybe she'd held a bird in her hand.  Maybe she'd 
called and the sons and daughters had dashed off and out of 
ear shot to frighten her or make her believe even more in 
ghosts.  Maybe there had been weeds erected like wires in the 
porch cracks.  Had she approached down that hallway he 
remembered whose far, sunlit portal had seemed so remote and 
blurry.  What is the distance between one thousand years and 
yesterday?  

Dragons, she'd answered.
Everyone has experience high winds, everyone has a 

sense of death when wriggling in the claws of a giant bird 
who's swooped in to snatch at the screaming village children, 
everyone has suspected poison in the pools that appear after 
the clouds have broken against the mountains, and everyone 
has waited for that thing to appear out of the woods just 
moments after the leaves have rustled.  Everyone will fall in 
love.

Expressions for which his father had his own answer. 
Brief, reasoned, accompanied by charts.  His grandmother had 
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refused to weep.  Instead, she had taken and burned his papers 
in the fireplace.  She turned to his crazed smile and said, at's 
how I make ash.

You don't see a bird in your hand, he said.  What you 
have is dry rook wings in a jar, a waymark at the edge of the 
world, or the echoes of love, which reminds me of night. 
When you imagine it in Russian, it's yellow; in Spanish, it's 
red; and if you happen to speak Mongolian it will become 
yakbrown and it'll scuttle off like a victim of poorly planned 
transplants.  You know the ones, the ones with an arm where 
their ear should be.

Such was the father's calculation.  But he had his own 
calculation.  If you were a monument, you'd attract a thousand 
violations, not too few bird splats.  

God, his father said, the irony of what you say.
When the mule fell in love and forgot his work, she 

herself hoisted the yoke and sounded the ground for heartbeat, 
sowed next and next year's suppers, dreamed the graves of her 
children (the knowing know why).  When the frogs erupted in 
the shadows, she watched the sun enlarge like a bloody eye, 
and was that a purple star smashing against an orange to make 
what my son calls gas?

He cut his hand making a sandwich.  Yes, he heard, she 
made her own bread, but god how it tasted like wood, god how 
it churned up the plague in our guts.  How had it come to him 
in these foreshortened years, tinkling chips onto the plate, that 
the birds were smaller and not a dragon had been seen in these 
climes for centuries?  Out of that blurry distance, he saw her 
emerge, that two thousand year old, smiling grandmother, 
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young and lovely, and this her future.
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e Echoes

How space can trick us, thought Ruiz, how its echoes 
might transform.  Ruiz would soon be on the train home after 
his visit to the gallery in the city.   Soon he would think about 
how certain interior spaces make the voice echo.  How they 
augment the voice and, depending on the design, reshape it. 
ey take a whisper and compound the frequency.  ey take a 
private question to the woman beside you and deliver it to 
everyone present, and so Ruiz rapidly learned to take care with 
his voice in chambers that echoed.  

"It was a representation of an ancient murder," Ruiz 
would tell his friends back home.  "e artist, working from 
documents several thousand years old, recreated the crime 
scene in as perfect detail as possible.  e artists claimed that 
part of her motivation was archeological, another emotional. 
She claimed to have a fascination for the moment before 
death.  She claimed also that part of her motivation was to 
remove the bodies and reconstruct only the patterns and 
shapes of the incredible violence that had taken their lives.

"e questions the artist answered from the audience 
were common at first: why blood stains on marble; in what 
state were the bodies of the murdered; why this grade and 
color of stone; why a small bench there; how long did it take; 
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how much time did she spend on research; what books had she 
read and were they non-fiction or fiction?  Each question and 
answer would echo down the chamber and back; voices would 
rise to the ceiling and fall; the words of the questions and the 
words of the answers would often shift inflection or emphasis; 
words like 'did' or 'pain' would appear to our ears to take 
longer to travel than works like 'weapon,' 'torture,' and 
'decapitation.'  

"Sometimes the words of one question would mix with 
the words of a previous question so that they reformulated and 
since the artist appeared intent on leaving, as they say, 'no 
stone unturned,' she would answer the question that had been 
recast or re-mixed by the walls of the chamber.  And so the 
questions became uncommon and the artist provided 
information the audience neither asked for and perhaps 
regretted hearing or found insulting, corrupting their image of 
the artist.  Soon the artist became disarranged, overwhelmed 
by the swirl of words, taken back by the angry reactions of 
certain men and women, and the disorienting nature of the 
echoes.  Soon she appeared unable to identify legitimate 
questions and so she persisted in asking if she had answered 
the question asked by the audience member--but by this time 
I and a few other people, an old woman and a young man, who 
might have been a student, remained.

"en it was time for us to depart as well.  I remember 
looking back.  e artist remained where she'd been standing, 
but now she was observing the gray and black blood stains on 
the marble floor perhaps with new eyes, as they say, she and 
her creation surrounded by the dimmest remnants of those 
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tricks of space and those uncanny contraptions of the ear."
"It was simply the nature of the chamber, the materials 

of the walls and ceiling, and the artist's inexperience before an 
aggressive crowd," Ruiz would tell his friends back home.  
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e Eyes

I had a friend who would run up to people in public 
places and photograph their eyes.  He wouldn't ask their 
permission.  He was, however, good enough to turn off the 
flash.

To really understand an object, he said, "you must look 
at it directly."

"Why eyes?" I asked him once, as his collection of 
thousands of eyes made little sense to me.

He said, "I've never taken a photograph of eyes that 
have ever been the same.  ey aren't even distinguishable by 
individual if you crop them into their smallest understandable 
circle, eliminating marks that identify them, such as moles, 
folds, and the shape of the lashes and brows, everything that 
surrounds the lateral and medial rectus and then the 
photograph stands for itself.  Unfortunately, I can't always 
erase the lid."

I imagined a character who one thousand years ago 
might be holding an eye and wondering what was it made of 
and concluding what a strange thing, really.  Do they grow, this 
character might wonder.  Yes, but axially.  Is this human or 
whale or pig?  Certainly not horse fly, who carries rainbows in 
its massive arrangements, so much like drums.
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He was correct to be fascinated by the human eye.  But 
I learned that by "eye" he meant the fibers that make up the 
iridescent iris.  My friend spent hours peering at the patterns 
after growing his stolen artifacts on the computer monitor for 
editing and study and it mattered little whether they belonged 
to children, the aged, the frightened, or the insane. 

Leopards on the flanks of sun-washed mountains. 
One hundred tree frogs.  e surfaces of ponds shaded thickly 
by nameless lush.  e little mounds of earth that surround ant 
holes at dawn.  Trails of gasoline laced in puddled water.  A 
small golden bulb erupting out of a tar-colored blanket. 
Clouds smattered across the sky's width at sundown.  e 
silent broil of hurricanes observed from as near space as 
possible.

It was an enormous and endless list.  Neither human 
nor animal nor otherwise meaningful beyond analogy or 
metaphor.  "Stands for itself," he'd said.

What do you see, what do you see? I wanted to ask 
him, what is it that you understand in these liquids, these 
amalgams, these terrifying galaxies he showed round the world 
in hardfloored galleries.  I wanted to ask him, why must you 
dash out and snap them when people least expect such an 
assault, so close, so close, so strange?

Our relationship was too quietly intimate for me to ask 
such questions out loud, indeed we rarely exchanged words. 
ese questions or questions like them would have been 
inappropriate or presumptuous as I sat on the floor in his 
apartment studying those freshly printed images he made. 
e walls of every room were painted white.  He had 
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absolutely no furniture, with a few exceptions, a small bed with 
a white frame and white sheets, always perfectly made, and a 
white chair and table where he worked, scrolling through 
clouds and tigers and the striated thicknesses of anonymous 
fish scale fans.

"Yes, directly," he said.  "It's what we have to do to 
understand them."

I remember asking him once: "Why eyes?"  I never 
repeated the question.  But I do find it strange now that I 
couldn't tell you the color of his own eyes.  I find it terrifying--
somewhat terrifying, unnerving, perhaps, regrettable--that 
when I think of my friend I see nothing but other peoples' 
eyes where his eyes should be.
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Portals

Billy Joe, Marshall, and Alba found hundreds of 
puddles on the surface of the school blacktop.  e rain had 
come and gone quickly.  e children had been eager to meet 
and play at the school.  Water had collected in the subtle 
irregularities.  Some of the puddles were perfectly round.  All 
of them reflected the sky and some piece of the surrounding 
school buildings.

"Man it's like a million damned schools," Billy Joe 
said.

"It's like eyes," Alba said.
"It's like my bed," Marshall said.

is is fairly ripe.  What happens next depends on the 
writer and their particular approach to a type of story.  Maybe 
you like horror stories.  Maybe you like putting children into 
jeopardy and pulling them out of it.  Maybe you like putting 
children into jeopardy and leaving them there.  Some writers, 
for example, would have asked that at least one of the children 
in Jurassic Park become taste on the buds of a Velociraptor. 
Maybe this is a hypertext of a science fiction flavor waiting to 
happen: each child falls into a different puddle, entering a new 
reality, and the children meet up with their alter egos and as 
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adults Alba says, "e human body is like a machine," and 
Billy Joe says, "More like a divine being," and Marshall says, "I 
don't know.  I'd say it's more like a chair."

One version of the story may involve fantasy.  Alba 
hears a voice.  e children follow the sound to a particular 
puddle and see a woman in a reflected school window.  She's 
wearing a robe and she's pretty, reminding the children of the 
Good Witch.  ey find the structural source of the reflection 
but see no woman in that "real" window.  e woman in the 
reflected puddle yells something like "Find the puddle, find the 
key."

Adventure proceeds.

Maybe the puddle image becomes an anchor or a prop. 
e children proceed through life and every event is related to 
the multiple puddles on the schoolyard blacktop and so the 
puddles become a significant antecedent in their plot lines. 
On a plane to Baghdad, for example, Alba in her fatigues 
thinks back to the peaceful puddle image, wishing that things 
had turned out differently.  Marshall does the same.  Maybe 
he's on a train.  He's lost his means of identification and the 
border and its murderous guards are soon to appear.  He 
remembers Alba and Billy Joe and the amazing phenomenon 
of all the puddles.  He doesn't want to return to his childhood. 
He's simply scared shitless.  When he's scared, he remembers 
the puddles because he was scared shitless of being sucked into 
them or he was scared shitless of something crawling out of 
them, as he was scared shitless of what boney-hand creature 
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might be living under his bed at night (or in his closet).  And 
now the border is fast approaching, his means of escape now 
placed in Jeopardy.  Of course, you know what he's thinking.

Billy Joe's brother used to tell Billy Joe that there were 
times when you mustn't ever close your eyes.  Never ever open 
your eyes on a mirror, so don't close them when you go to the 
bathroom at midnight.  Never close your eyes when you drive. 
Never close your eyes during sex.  If you close your eyes, you'll 
forget what you were about to say on the phone.  Never ever 
close your eyes in prison.

Billy Joe always remembered Alba's metaphor.  
Of course, because the blacktop is all wet and puddled 

over, the children go home.  Marshall's mother makes them a 
snack.  ey eat the snack at the kitchen table.

"So, how did it go at the playground?" Marshall's 
mother asks.

Alba says, "It was too wet.  We couldn't do anything."
"Wet?" the mother says.
"From the rain," Marshall says.
"What rain?" the mother says.  "And by the way, 

where's your little sister?"

Adventure proceeds.

209



August

210



Great Moments in Fiction

ere are great moments in cinema and great moments 
in fiction.  For example: Wallace's party last year when we 
crowded outside the door to a bedroom and heard a voice from 
the other side shout: "Would someone please turn on the light. 
I'm being sat on by an elephant."

We didn't open the door.  No one turned on the light. 
But we kept hearing that plaintive voice say: "Would someone 
turn on the light. I'm being sat on by an elephant."

Amazingly enough, we started to hear the words in 
different venues.  Someone at the party had let the words out. 
At the debate, one of the candidates for Governor, in response 
to an outrageous claim by her opponent, said with derision and 
rolls of the eyes: "Would someone please turn on the light.  I'm 
being sat on by an elephant."

e late night comedian used the complex expression 
after a joke aimed at a foreign country's new Prime Minister 
and his message of financial reform.  He said: "Would 
someone please turn on the light.  I'm being sat on my an 
elephant."

en there was the Youtube video that went viral and 
for good reason: It showed a pet dog wrestling with a pet 
wombat.  A dialogue bubble burst above them that said: 
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"Would someone please turn on the light. I'm being sat on by 
an elephant."

After a non-sensical conversation on a morning news 
program, one of the so-called correspondents said, as a 
bookend to the ridiculous conclusions drawn: "Would 
someone please turn on the light.  I'm being sat on by an 
elephant."

Films followed.  Jen-Luc Godard, for example, 
produced a film wherein actors in fine garments walked up to 
mailboxes, opened the sliding lids, and said into the container: 
"Allumez la lumière s'il vous plaît.  Je suis assis sur être par un 
éléphant."

Of course, over time, the statement changed.  People 
sought economy; they sought emphasis; their brains grew tired 
of the complete paragraph.  ey said: "It's dark and get that 
elephant off me."  ey said: "It's dark and I smell elephants." 
ey said: "Dark.  Elephant.  Ha Ha."

ose of us at Wallace's party, however, didn't laugh. 
We neither repeated nor encouraged the request.  We 
understood that there was something deeply serious behind 
those two sentences, a great mystery in that room with the 
lights out (had they been, really?) and someone being sat on by 
an elephant (how could Wallace have stored an elephant in the 
bedroom?). To us, it remained a great mystery.
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What the Comatose Patient Saw

e comatose patient knew he was in a coma.  When 
he opened his eyes, he saw sky, clouds drifting across, he saw 
what might in the future become a painting or a photograph 
or a film.

He heard his wife say "Rocks."  He heard his son say 
"It would be painful to fall from such a high place and hit the 
water, you know."

To the comatose patient the son's voice sounded like 
the blur behind a rushing bird.  His wife's voice sounded like 
things being born slowly and repeatedly and in the dark no 
less.

But his son wasn't in the sky.  He sensed his wife and 
son somewhere behind the clouds, above them, behind all that 
blueness.  But how did the comatose patient have eyes and 
why did he feel as if his pockets were full of rocks?

It was like travel but without physical movement.  He 
saw the clouds in the sky.  He heard water, the gentle buffeting 
of one form against another.  His eyes moved from the clouds 
to a distant shoreline where people must live.  He couldn't feel 
his back.

It wasn't traveling for the comatose patient. He hadn't 
moved. ese images, he thought, must be the result of the 
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earth turning under him.  He hadn't moved.  Rather, it was the 
earth turning beneath him. He, the water, the stones in his 
pocket were moving with it. He wondered where they were 
going and when the turning would stop.
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e Banjo

e Banjo watched fifteen second Dave with 
skepticism, the skepticism of wood, twangy notes, and tight 
metal strings, the suspicion skin has for thorns, the care deer 
bring with them when they're asked kindly to drink from this 
hole.

e Banjo felt another Dave just beyond range, a time 
splitting Dave who might appear, pluck, then disappear. 
Maybe using the Banjo as a messaging tool. Leap in, pluck. E 
for plot A, B for conveying a more sinister path.  And what 
would Dave agree to? How could e Banjo stop thirty second 
Dave from hitting the string and thus prevent the deaths of 
millions.

215



e Nimble Afflicted Mind
(a poem fiction)

Dave is romping.
Out of that striped wound in the sky I see a tongue, 

eyes following then an affront of ants. Symbols of poetry. 
Stone masons might do better with words, or crack addicts.

e chimes turn my attention to leaf shadow where I 
read smoldering psalms.

Kill you dead I did with sticks and ferns.
I look up often for some sign of her in the after rain. 

And in the tricks water and blood erect in the mellows.
e sky and those verbs behind the clouds while Dave 

romps.
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e Table

Imagine three people at a table. Outside the light dims. 
e moon rises.  Somewhere far doors are locking.

ere are three people at the table. Two men and a 
woman. e sun breaks over the trees. It looks like a bowl of 
new lemons. It looks like a thin smile after a break in heavy, 
cold rain.

ree people at the table waiting.  One man says to 
himself: when will this table let us go? e woman says: when 
will the sun come back, and this table, when will it release us?

ree people in the dark, in the dim, in the quiet, 
glowing by screen light, by the lumen of time and passing 
stars, these three. 

When will the table release us? a man says but this 
time he speaks openly in repeated whispers.

In years you haven't spoken, the other man says but to 
himself. Your face like a bowl of water.

ree at the table as the night calls like a faraway dog, 
and the rain comes and goes and Mars plunges and flowers 
open.

e table says nothing. What difference sun, dusk, or 
screen light, what difference tense or the ugly ticking of the 
day to the table? I see you, it says. You're going nowhere. See 
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the night and the still and the passing day and the passing dim 
and ask nothing of me more.
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e Other Blind Date

Jenny’s date didn’t go so well. e wrestler had fingers 
that reminded her of boiled wax beans and, she said, his 
Spanish was insistent, as if he wanted her to learn it then and 
there over drinks.

“A sour something drifted from him,” she said.
My date, however, went in a different direction.
First off, she smelled of apples. Even in the restaurant’s 

dimness, she wore sunglasses. Maybe it was a trick of timing 
but it seemed to me that she would enter into a topic, say on 
the subject of newspapers, only when she’d put a large portion 
of food in her mouth.

Furthermore, when we were on the move, words came 
only when she could stop, stand, and penetrate the question. 
She would stop and say, “Well sure, let me tell you about that,” 
and she would stand and give me everything she could 
remember about “that.”

It was pleasant but took much time.
Our topics: butterflies, acronyms, ghosts, the future, the 

literature of post-war, her brother who, she claimed, 
disappeared in a flood, and her past and failed blind dates.

Strange sure. On the ride home (she would insist I 
come in for drinks, insist on music) she sat in the back seat. 
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She said she had a taxi fantasy, fantasies of back seat transport, 
of deficit reduction, and on the way home she proceeded into 
the history of dating blind, years of bad teeth, ignorant 
insinuation, greasy food, groping from under the table and a 
mysterious gynecologist who would call her and load messages 
on her machine on the beauty of the Venus cleft.

Lastly, she said, “I’m sure I’ll find you just as interesting 
in the morning.”

From the back seat. On the drive to some apartment in 
the city, and I had yet to identify the color of her eyes. 
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My Mother the Willy-Wag

My mother, who’s a willy-wag, wore European airs. 
She’d correct our applications.

“Call it the loo,” she said, as she stirred syrup in her 
coffee.

It got bad outside the house as our friends had 
difficulties understanding what we believed or knew.

“Bring the carriage around,” she said, by which she 
meant what my father, who passed on two years ago, called the 
Devil’s heap.

“at thing’s tires are about as bald as a turnip,” my 
brother said.  “In what country would that hunk qualify as a 
carriage?”

“Or even a car,” I said. But we let her keep the ideas. 
We’d bring her the carriage.

Of course, the reason I say European airs is because she 
began her change from car to carriage after the town had a 
visit from a gentleman who went by the name Gregory. Some 
said he was from Spain, others Sweden, and yet others just 
chalked him as a common Yankee.

His visit coincided with my father’s illness, which 
coincided with Gregory’s use of words like carriage and loo 
and “fascinating” in his spoken acts at planning meetings, as 
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his job was chief surveyor for the state and some bridge 
needed building nearby or somewhere.

You could often see my mother on walks with Gregory, 
she in a sun hat, he in his evening suit, my mother perhaps 
finding comfort from the coming horror of a husband’s death.

“Let her alone,” my father told us, pointing more 
dramatic at my brother who’d already promised to pound the 
Yankee to pig shit for horning in or playing the inappropriate 
comfort card.

“You let her be and let him be too. I told her to move 
on, to think about what’s best for you furking dandelions. “

We watched from a distance. ere my father died. 
ere my mother soon took up with the Spaniard or the 
Swede or the Yankee. ere by the big oak they buried him. 
ere on the town green we watched our mother and Gregory 
hold hands and share intimate words. ere we saw our 
mother box our father’s suits and send them to charity. ere 
we saw but were unable to hear Gregory tell our mother that 
the job was over and that he must go.

We agreed not to “Tell her so.” We’d already taken to 
words like fascinating and aspiration and lovely and for some 
reason hadn’t the stomach to make her regret more than she 
might already.

“Gregory says it’s fascinating work, and that the bridge 
will clear way for all kinds of commerce,” she said.

“You mean like so everyone around here could start 
buying fancy cookware and say shit like wondrus?” my brother 
said.

My mother smiled at him.  It was one of her newer, 
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more sophisticated smiles, one that disclosed a broader sense 
of the possibilities of this world, Gregory or no Gregory, a look 
that was dangerous, sincere, and potentially ruthless if 
chuckled after or outwardly funned with.

“Okay, I mean say things like wondrous,” my brother 
corrected.

“at’s right, you little twig, and don’t you forget it.”
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Pie

I consider again the time problem but in this case from 
the point of view of Rosita.

Because when she found Dave eating pie directly from 
the plate in which it had been baked and she’d asked him “are 
you eating pie again,” he’d answered, “No.”

She went through options:
He was correct and she’d been mistaken. Maybe he’d 

been eating cereal.
Maybe he said no because the answer was obvious. You 

see me eating key lime so of course I’m eating pie.
Maybe he answered no because he felt ashamed as he 

would be the first to admit that pie for breakfast, and dinner 
the night before, was proof of a deep hatred for Rosita’s 
cooking.

Most likely, she reasoned, it was a question of identity 
as the Dave who entered the room and sat and broke into that 
pie while she watched the film she’d been looking forward to 
for weeks was another Dave, a Dave with an Australian accent.

is was new, surprising in fact, but not so troubling. 
More troubling was the fact that this Dave persisted in asking 
the whereabouts of his hat, and the fact that after showering, 
he neglected to put on clothes, preferring nakedness.
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And then, and even this newer, Australian Dave found 
the phenomenon strange, even unsettling, they began hearing 
laughter and sometimes clapping. It wasn’t loud or even so 
obvious, no it was more like a feeling, a shift in the ambient 
but local structure of the near world, as if they were being 
watched but that those who might be watching them were just 
out of view, perhaps located in some other dimension of space.

Dave asked, in his new accent, “Is that people 
laughing?”

“I almost hear it, but it might also be birds,” Rosita 
said. 

en she noticed that her new Dave had a whole new 
pie in his possession. He had a fork in the wrong hand. He was 
also naked.

“Are you eating pie again?” Rosita asked.
Dave observed the pie he carried. He said, “No, not 

again. I haven’t had pie in ages.” But this time he spoke in an 
accent distinctly Welsh. What’s more, the laughter that 
followed his response sounded nearer and suspicious, like a 
mechanical recording of fabricated levity.

But then the oddest of things occurred. Dave said, 
“Why are you using a French accent? And why are you 
wearing clothing.”
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e Mexican Sleigh-bell Trilogy

In Roberto Ning’s novel, e Mexican Sleigh-bell 
Trilogy, it’s suggested that nothing occurs. e novel is 
composed of three complicated motifs, each built of elaborate 
expansions of shadow, sounds, color, geometry, smells, fallacies, 
natural reactions, and lists. However, the author by choice and 
ingenuity refrained from introducing plot, character, and 
significant events. Instead, Ning interspersed blank pages in 
the novel so that readers and writers could supply these 
requirements on their own terms or imaginings.

In addition, book sellers in Mexico City and 
Manchester, UK were ordered by the publisher to purchase 
each novel back and put the completed return on sale once 
again. In this way, Ning’s novel would become several novels, 
each volume reflecting the mind of individual experimentalists, 
and the new work made available to ignorant readers.

As added incentive, the three parts of the trilogy 
contained,  in their beautiful and inspiring passages, several 
keys or codes,  such that given a proper combination of 
narrative relationships in single or several volumes studied as 
episodic or a compilation inevitable patterns would arise to 
reveal the identities of men and women who might prevent 
the feared and predicted invasion from the North.
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El Mundo declared Ning a savior, while several critics 
announced the novelist as a media hungry madman, his 
publisher criminal.

“We don’t even know if this novel exists, we don’t even 
know if such a machine is possible,” Fernando Gris said in an 
interview.

e air, whatever the reactions, was heavy with fear and 
sorrow as readers and generals waited for the novel and the 
invading armies to appear. People anticipated the powerful 
prose. ey crowded at the windows of their homes, horrified 
at the possibility of the loss of the lives of their children due to 
war. ey wondered at the methods of the novelist and they 
prepared their pens and pencils and reread the great classics of 
literature to improve their ability to write stunning plots, while 
writers of all types anticipated the contents from three filmic 
examples of the novel’s promise and generated stories swiftly, 
publishing them in magazines and newspapers for the perusal 
of code decipherers, military experts, and game designers.

Strangely enough, the day before the novel’s expected 
appearance, a headline ran in El Mundo claiming that Ning 
had passed on ten years ago and that the invasion so predicted 
in its universe of press materials must already have occurred 
and had indeed occurred and that the novel itself had never 
been written and that the publication house responsible was 
really a bank or a school or a place where the young 
congregated to smoke, drink wine, and tell stories. 
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Tell Me About Love
a prose poem

Tell me about love, signs, laughter, the child who walked 
through the room and out, possessions, like that list you have 
in the closet, the list that keeps growing and may be a burden 
or a master stroke of collecting, that child who grew gray at 
the corner of the door then disappeared, signs like those fires 
we saw over the mountains last night, the ones that organized 
themselves into lines, arrows, creasings in the black spaces 
between the visible stars, beadings, pearlings that might 
portend dry days to come, laughter like the kind we heard in 
the adjoining apartment where we also heard weeping and the 
clatter clack of billiard balls, the child who began at a crawl, 
objected to stumbles, then closed her hand around a squirrel 
tail, which is like love, love of grasping, holding, and releasing, 
before turning out of sight and we were left with what we 
could remember possessing together,  you and I, lists, boxes, 
echoes, the feel of our hands growing warmer the nearer they 
approach. We who love laughter and reasoning out the signs. 

228



e Conversation

When the filmmaker sent me the film for examination, 
it took me a few moments of orientation to the subjects of the 
work and to the surroundings in which I was meant to find, at 
the filmmaker's request, what had been lost.

"I don't know what happened," he said over the phone. 
"I was filming it and then it just disappeared."

"Just disappeared?" I asked him.  I really wanted to ask 
him where he'd been all these years and how had he been able 
to grasp the subjects in such an intimate moment, wherein, in 
their closeness, he'd captured their ability to communicate 
without speaking but rather through writing and yet was still 
able to record the phenomenon of human speech.

"Yes," he said.  "It's gone.  It vanished.  I was editing 
the film, playing it back, and suddenly, it was gone."

By "it" I assumed he meant the speaking subjects.
He said, "Of course the speaking subjects.  Notice their 

mouths.  What I've sent you is a mere few seconds of two 
hours of conversation with much of the context of that 
conversation somehow gone out of sync or simply lost."

"I remember such a conversation between us," I told 
the filmmaker.

"How do you mean?" he said.
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"Several years ago," I said.  "We were at the cafe 
downtown, you and I, and perhaps another friend, Ezmarelda, 
Lucy, someone I can't remember at the moment, and we were 
talking about that amazing wall of elephants you filmed, how 
they rushed passed the white and red canopies and throwing 
up clouds of dust with their movement."

"Yes," the filmmaker said.  "And it turned out to be a 
herd of goats.  Greatly disappointing."

"Elephants or goats," I went on. "More important was 
that as you told the story or as we discussed the shoot, the 
filming, and the subject, I observed you seated, reading a 
newspaper, and with your feet up.  You were reading the 
newspaper, relaxing, perhaps with a glass of white wine, yet all 
the while I heard you telling me about how out of the clouds 
of dust and the amazing rumbles of those passing beasts, you 
saw trunks, flapping ears, undignified rumps, eyeballs flexed in 
alarm.  After the herd had passed, however, reports came back 
saying that all the goats had disappeared and no elephants had 
ever even been seen in the region.  But through the 
conversation, all I remember seeing was a relaxing man with a 
glass of wine, reading the newspaper or tapping on the keys of 
his computer."

At that moment, my wife entered the room, having 
overheard my words on the phone, and said, "It was a train, 
not elephants."

Amazed, I relayed this information to the filmmaker, 
because it made perfect sense.  He said, "Yes, I remember now. 
It was a train and the windstorm had been tremendous, the 
dust rivaling the passage of elephants or a massive passage of 
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goats.  What we'd thought was the trampling of the sands by 
elephants was the grinding of steel wheels.  Rather than the 
trumpeting of elephants, I'd caught with my microphone the 
calling of the train's whistle, which is perhaps why in your 
memory you remember my relaxed image in relation to 
mistaken story about the elephants or the goats or the train. 
It's all making sense now," he said.  I could hear the elation 
rise into his voice as understanding came.  He sad, "I've been 
mistaken about the film I sent you.  e subject did not 
disappear, I've merely misinterpreted the whole and its parts."

"How do you mean?" I asked.  "It seems plain to me: 
two people speaking to each other on their technologies."

"Incorrect," he said.  "Don't you see.  In that film I sent 
you, the one that pricked this conversation, there are elephants, 
goats, and a train--all three.  I remember now: that 
conversation is a combining of several conversations, every 
word--yes, I remember now--is a word from a multitude of 
conversations, either repeated or unique, captured over time 
and made plain as a running narrative over a scene wherein 
two people are reflecting about the clouds, interesting birds, 
love, children, flight, and perhaps travel and then what to do 
there--hours before the passage of the train or hours before 
the mad scramble of the animals.  But they are not the subject 
at all.  Don't you see?"

"I believe I understand," I said.  "But I'll need to review 
the footage several times, as I believe that those two people 
who are silent on the screen but loquacious in their several 
pasts have appeared in other films and those guitars and other 
fixtures of the space are also a montage of past occurrences of 
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image and are indeed the manufacture of a censored montage. 
And so, I must not view for the phenomenon of speech alone 
but I must study the subtle occurrence of gesture, movement, 
stillness, and arrangement of artifacts as they are evidence 
of . . . "

e filmmaker interrupted me.  But, strangely enough, 
my wife also interrupted me.  ey said at the same time, one 
from the phone, the other from the kitchen: "Elephants, goats, 
trains, and, a few seconds into the future, explosions of 
laughter."

"is has been one of the strangest conversations I've 
ever had," I said but the filmmaker had already hung up and 
my wife had withdrawn elsewhere into the house.
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e Juggler

I remember the Juggler from many years ago.  e 
mystery had to do with why he'd been ejected from the party 
he'd been hired to entertain, how it was that he'd suffered a 
broken arm, and various painful looking marks on his cheeks.

He was a multitalented juggler, who could play the 
guitar while sustaining the orbits of several balls before the 
audience of stunned children.  He was also a teacher.  He 
played the guitar, juggled several balls, and told the children to 
always pay close attention to the relationship between sight 
and sound and then, suddenly, a blue ball would appear in the 
mix of balls, its source unknown.

When I first met the Juggler he demonstrated a 
rehearsed spontaneity.  He shook my hand and nodded and 
smiled and said, "It's a pleasure to meet you."  rough the 
touch of his hand, the judicious nod, the buttery, elongated 
smile, and the way he produced a gold coin for me after 
completing the hand shake, I could tell that he studied each of 
these moves with grueling perspicacity, so much so that his 
greetings, as he moved from each of the attending adults and 
then onto the children with a different trick for each, appeared 
spontaneous and individualized.  is juggler was a wonder.

I didn't tell him that I disliked jugglers, magicians, or 
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any other sort of hired party attraction, including artists, 
musicians, and face painters.  But this was not my party; these 
were not my children.  So I remained quiet.

e party kicked off with the Juggler taking his place 
in the yard surrounded by children.  He began with two red 
balls then added two green balls.  He began with conventional 
juggles.  He added a fifth ball, which was yellow and contained 
blinking lights.  He kept adding balls until he was juggling 
more than ten in a nice tight oval.  He'd close his eyes.  He'd 
open his eyes; then he'd perform a spin, a hop, an amazing 
back flip.  Not a single ball fell to the floor.

e reaction by the adults was puzzling.  e attending 
men stood back and observed the Juggler with obvious disdain. 
ey might have been jealous as none of them possessed any 
of the abilities demonstrated by the Juggler.  ey pretended, 
however, that his amazing skills were trivial compared to their 
own expertise.  I could see this in the tension of their 
shoulders, the tight fists, the way they turned their eyes to the 
ground or to each other or to the sky.  ey were not jugglers; 
they were business men; teachers; good parents; stock brokers. 
ey pretended to laugh in awe at the Juggler's synthesis of 
balance, coordination, and musicianship, as he had now 
produced from nothing I could see a small acoustic guitar and 
had begun to play something from Bach ( JS) as he reduced 
the amount of balls in the air to five then increased their 
number to ten.

"It's a trick," whispered one of the parents.
"It's all bull," another man agreed, as if he knew the 
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equation he could just as easily take the Juggler's place and 
play that tune, manipulate the balls, and rub the top of his 
head in a circle simultaneously.

ings changed when the Juggler completed the tune, 
caught all the balls, then held one of them up so that the 
children could watch it as he moved it in a circle.

He said, "You see a ball.  It's a blue ball.  Look at it." 
en he let go of the ball and it fell but before it hit the 
ground it disappeared.  "You see my hands." We did see his 
hands.  He held them palm out to all of us as evidence of his 
honesty.  en, slowly, he went to a knee and lowered his 
thumb and pointing finger into the grass as if to pull 
something out of the ground, and this is what he did.  When 
the tips of his fingers appeared above the surface of the grass, 
they held the top most branches of a small tree.  He pulled 
that small tree out of the ground as if one hundred years of 
growth was happening in the few moments it took for him to 
slowly raise three feet of vegetable form with the tips of his 
fingers.

e adults stood stunned.  e children sat wide-eyed 
as if they'd just seen a favorite book character appear before 
them.  e mothers all came out of the house (as they'd been 
inside ignoring the Juggler) to stand behind the children 
wordlessly.  Even I had to admit that this trick had merit.

"We are built," the Juggler said, "to experience the 
world as a product of each of our senses.  We see what our eyes 
can see and hear what our ears can hear.  We know that a ball 
will fall if dropped.  We also know that trees can't be pulled 
out of the ground by the fingers.  Each of you," he said, "is 
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built in exactly the same way.  All of your eyes despite 
whatever subtle degrees of difference of color and size and 
defect work exactly the same way.  Your surprise at my last 
trick has to do with what you believe is the unexpected, the 
chaotic, some break or abnormality in the normal workings of 
the everyday.  It, of course, is an illusion."

As he mouthed the word illusion, he waved a hand 
over the tree and the tree suddenly shook.  e limbs and 
leaves fell away to reveal little Jimmy Williams standing there 
with a slice of cake in one hand and a fork in the other, which 
produced an explosion of clapping from the children.  One of 
the parents said, "I hadn't even noticed little Jimmy was 
missing."

e show proceeded.  Cake was brought, with a slice 
gone, of course.  e Juggler juggled, played his songs.  One 
moment he wore yellow hair, then brown, then blue.  Tall one 
instance, short the next, the men standing off conspiring now 
to get ride of him, to find some flaw, some moment when they 
might swoop in and beat him into the street as he had now 
become evidence of their own incapacities, their ignorance, the 
lies they'd been telling their children, and throwing 
unutterable weaknesses back in their faces.  And I joined them 
because despite the wonders he showed the children, I found 
each trick, each gesture, and the inventiveness and uniqueness 
of whatever prop he happened to be manipulating at the time, 
like the twig that became a truck or the juggled knives that fell 
and stabbed the grass and immediately sprouted flowers, as 
lies, abominations, abnormalities, arrogant simulations.

"at dude's toast," a friend of mine said.
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"He's going to pay," another said.
"I'm just waiting for that clown to go to the 

bathroom," said Jimmy Williams's father.  "When he does, I'm 
going to pull him limb from limb."

I wondered if the Juggler was aware of the aggression 
building against him, did he suspect the plots in hatch, the 
hard revenge held in momentary reserve, one man scraping the 
nail of his thumb over the tines of a plastic fork as he watched 
the Juggler with bared teeth.  I never found out exactly, as I 
was called away to attend a patient at the hospital soon after 
intermittent puffs of smoke came from the Juggler's ears as he 
sang a song about a mouse and a cat to the tremendous 
laughter of the children and the red hatred of the parents. 
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e Art of Deception

John Timmons's short film perspective #4 addresses or 
may address certain human themes.  We could make a list: 
new media aesthetics, technology and history, the nature of 
truth, the nature of reality, and/or the art of deception, issues 
that fill the news these days as it's election season and the 
season for world governments wondering how to spell the 
word e-n-c-r-y-p-t-i-o-n. 

e speaker, who is not John Timmons, claims with 
irony that the aesthetic quality of digital video should be made 
to look like film, an analogue technology, as there are 
technological problems that render digital video outside an 
aesthetic norm or a technological and aesthetic custom.  Most 
viewers of film are accustomed to the look and feel of film 
(indeed, most people probably don't consider how accustomed 
they are to it), therefore footage captured in another format 
should be manipulated so that it takes on the qualities of that 
other format.  e same issue was confronted by early 
photographers and by present day remodelers of books into 
ebooks, so that when a reader confronts Huckleberry Finn on 
the digital reader, the motion of page turning is to be 
simulated, as instructed in the Ten Commandments.  is will 
bring aide and comfort to the reader, who, if confronted with 
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common words on another technology, in what may or may 
not look like prose, might fling up their hands and say, "If I 
can't turn a page, then I might just have to give up reading and 
turn to hiking the back country, instead."

Which calls to mind the question of the early poet for 
whom Plato readied cement shoes or pink slips because poets 
were prone to taking perceived reality and turning it into 
something that was perceived as untruthful, inactual, an 
outright lie, or a corruption of the deity.  is recalls the nature 
of truth and reality, two ideas that presuppose the existence of 
untruth and disreality.  If, for example, I told a friend that my 
father was seven feet tall, I would be altering reality and "the 
truth" as my father is not seven feet tall in actuality.  e 
friend's potential image of my father, that is, his mental picture 
of my father, would be permanently shaped, even if I backed 
off the description and said, "I was just kidding.  He's really 
only three and a half feet in height."  It would be fine, 
however, for me to tell my friend that I believe in a being who 
is a deity and can rise into the clouds and disappear there on 
his way to heaven.  

A theory goes that we walk in a perpetual smoke of 
invention.  Reconsider my above paragraph and that not so 
subtle reference to truth and reality and consider human 
inventions, one of the most powerful of which is the common 
life narrative parents tell their children on pretty good 
evidence.  You're born, you go to school, you must work or 
perpetually seek work out till your fingers break, and then you 
die, hopefully with your mind in tact.  Sometimes I laugh 
when I sit back and think about this "truth."  Why must the 
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inevitability of a working life for Americans be "the reality?" 
Why must this "reality" be the way things are?  Why must 
employment be the headline in all the papers, analogue or 
digital?  It is the modern framework of human biological 
survival, encapsulated as "the truth" in the common narrative. 
In another reality, this "truth" might be different.  In some 
other reality, the common narrative might be: you're born, you 
become a poet or a juggler, and then you die, and we make due 
by eating the hair of ground sloths.  Of course, modern work 
has its analogues in all societies where the stuff of everyday 
survival might be farming, bargaining, or the backyard 
vegetable garden. 

But we love the lie.  Everyday we leave spaces behind 
echoing or reverberating with the inventions of ourselves.  My 
friend asks, "How are you?" and I lie.  She lies back.  We 
understand this.  We devise best practices for artful deception 
and we call these "good manners."  

Modern politics is the perfect playground for tests of 
truth and reality or their arbiter "irony."  People grow angry at 
what's called the "negative campaign ad," which as a 
communication genre is as honest as it gets in its evidence of 
"irony."  Remember, we love the lie, and so lying should be 
loved and it should come through some aesthetic worthy of 
our devotion.  e real problem with "negative campaign ads" 
for people is that they aren't artful enough.  As lies, they're too 
obvious.  We want "good manners" in our negative ads. We 
want a better knife, a knife whose trail through the skin is 
harder to detect.  We want the beautiful lie, the smiling deceit 
of the artful dictator, the wonderful, nuanced hands of 
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experienced magicians, not the blundering and obnoxious 
dunderings of our modern political ad producers.  Our modern 
politicians, furthermore, commit the sin of being unable to 
actually articulate their lies in a manner commensurate with 
the sophisticated technologies they have at their disposal. 
Some of these pols think that the blatant lie is "good enough."

When the critic or honest person claims that "negative 
campaign ads" are corrupting the system what he or she really 
means to say, but is ignorant of a better means of saying it, is: 
"I wish this Republican or Democrat or so-called Independent 
running for office was just a little better at lying to me; I wish 
they could take their nickel and turn it into a silver dollar; I 
wish they could take that snap shot of the dog and turn it into 
the beauty that is film."

Of course, I learned all of this from "the fiction writer."
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It's Interesting

"It's interesting," Ruiz said.
His Mexico City loft looked over a small park and a 

line of buildings at the far edge.  One structure might have 
been an apartment house.  It's doors were painted a different 
color which in my frame of mind meant that there could never 
be a million or more doors in that one structure alone to carry 
all known hues.  Ruiz remarked on it.

"It's new," he said.  "e people who live there all come 
from different countries.  e paint on each door is a color 
significant to those places, to their religions, manner of 
governance, and house hold gods."

I watched people move in the park below.  ey 
seemed to have purpose, destination, and subject.  Two men 
appeared to be arguing over something they'd just read on a 
phone.  Several women and several men were seated in a circle, 
exchanging views on whatever topic.  It might have been the 
war in the north, maybe the war in the south, the tremendous 
building in the west, and the rumored troubles in the east from 
whose direction smoke would come on the hot days, or so 
Ruiz told me.  Or subjects other than these.  Whatever the 
case, sometimes they would smile or laugh or frown or smoke 
cigarettes or draw from bottles of water and then put the 
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bottles down and then stub out their cigarettes and then go 
back to their exchanges.

Ruiz said, "It's interesting."
A man appeared.  He followed a paved trail through 

the trees.  e paved surface was painted with shoe prints that 
were obviously the traced ambulations of a man.  e man 
who'd come into view held the string of a strange helium 
balloon with a feathered decoration dangling and wafting 
beneath it.  A monkey walked behind the balloon.  It appeared 
to be a small member of the species, perhaps a capuchin.  e 
animal would often stand and bat at the feathers of the 
balloon.  e man, the balloon, and the monkey disappeared 
under the branches of a tree.

"Yes," I said, turning back to Ruiz.  "It's interesting."
"But I don't know what it means," Ruiz said.  "Why 

you're here.  We know you're on a bed, that you're in a coma, 
and that I'm sitting by the sea side."

"Yet I'm here," I said.  "We're here and I don't know 
what's going to happen.  Maybe this is how a person waits."

Ruiz and I looked out over the park.  An escaped 
balloon rose out of the trees.  is one was a pure balloon, red 
in hue, and it kept rising into the sky until it became a bird 
racing south.  Tell me when you see it.
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What I See is Death

Moments after the filmmaker departed, Cruz stored 
Maricela's 35 millimeter slides in a plastic container.  ere 
weren't many of them.  Most had come from the basement of 
Maricela's father's house, sent by her mother as her mother 
had no use for them.

ey'd projected the slides up on the wall and each 
slide revealed one instance of a river and the bridge that 
spanned it, more precisely the railing of the bridge and a view 
of the river, such that each image captured an incremented 
moment in the crossing the bridge.  If compiled into a 
flipbook, a viewer would be able to cross the bridge as an act of 
animation.

Even though it was obvious, the filmmaker kept asking 
Maricela but not Cruz what she saw in each image.

Maricela said, "I see death."
After Cruz had put away the slides he found Maricela 

in the living room.  She was reading through travel brochures: 
Spain, Mexico, Australia, the United States.  

"I find it troubling that you saw death in the slides, 
death as a consideration of each image in juxtaposition," Cruz 
said.

"It should come as no surprise," Maricela said.  "I'm in 
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love with death.  I don't fear it.  Death for me is a fascination."
Cruz sat across from her.  He said, "I remember as 

much from your father's funeral when you snapped at anyone 
who cried or showed any evidence of unhappiness.  Of course, 
we're born, we live, and we die.  We have millennia of proof of 
that narrative.  But, Death.  I don't see how you could love it, 
my love, how you could not fear it.  It's an exasperating notion, 
Maricela.  In those images, I saw a river, a bridge--these things 
mean passage, travel, movement toward a goal.  To see death is 
to make a joke of time."

"On the contrary," Maricela said.  "First of all we need 
to understand that Death is an abstraction, even in medical 
terms, where death becomes the absence of quantity.  e 
philosopher might claim that Death is a binary of Life.  But 
this is incorrect, as Death for us is really an imprecise notion, 
an abstraction, an idea that is beyond the grasp of the living, as 
we can grasp the bridge and water that flows beneath it.  If we 
range across time and societies, we find that the human fear of 
death has nothing to do with the moment after the heart 
ceases to beat but is really concerned with one, the method 
dying; two, the regrets one may have during life; three, fear for 
the those left behind; four, suffering and its meaning; five, fear 
of the truth; six, a disquieting and I would claim foolish 
jealousy of the dead, as we hate that even the dead would have 
knowledge of something denied us."

"I follow your logic," Cruz said, "but do you really dare 
apply such generalities?  I have to admit I suffer all of those 
options you list."

"It's nothing to me, really," Maricela said.  She lay the 
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pamphlets down.  "Really, I don't dismiss life and love as I 
long for the knowledge death.  You see here our plans laid out 
on the table.  Soon we might be in Barcelona.  We might be in 
el Norte visiting Henry.  Nevertheless, the great answer that is 
the moment after my heart ceases is simply too fascinating to 
dismiss. ink of it, Cruz, all our schemes of death, and how 
trivial they must be in the face of the size of the universe and 
the amazing things we've seen there through the lenses of 
telescopes and imagine the triviality of the human concept of a 
god or gods that might make such a universe where these 
wonders exist yet to think that such a being could harbor such 
a dull emotion as spite or jealousy or possess a threatening 
finger.  Yes, my father passed last year, and we've just seen his 
slides, slides that he kept because he prized them and we 
wonder why these images of a bridge and the water and their 
juxtaposed motion were so important, so valuable to him.  But, 
indeed, they are his motion, they are what he saw, but we don't 
know what they meant to him, only what they mean to us. 
Yes, we have the universe in all its wonder and potential 
significance and yet we dismiss each other with such 
spontaneity, with such gross love of destruction, and we raise 
our apparatus in the face of the nebula and busy ourselves with 
establishing ownership of a thing none of us can even touch."

She paused and said, "But, Cruz, consider, when we die 
maybe then we might touch it. Maybe then, just after the 
moment our hearts cease pumping, maybe then, with some 
practice mind you, we might be able to understand what we've 
seen by gaining that enormous distance death may supply us, 
depending of course on the realities of death.  Maybe, maybe, 
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maybe.  Do you see?"
"I see," Cruz said. "It's an amazing thing to consider. 

But what about now; what should we do now?"
Maricela picked up one of the travel pamphlets. 

"Australia," she said.  "Australia is it."
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Poetry Prose Music

e crowd of us (we were all wearing robes, different 
colored robes) all came to different conclusions about the 
poetry, the prose, and the music.  Our task was simple and we 
were to draw from the archives.

Imagine a stone.  One of the ancients saw opportunity 
to engage the history of the earth from the stone, to determine 
its physical parts, and from these parts infer the age of the 
earth and its entire geography; another saw markets, 
exchanges, and needed to know only from the first of them the 
stone's composition; and yet others of them, those ancients 
whose societies with which we were currently charged, saw 
weight, pattern, color, and considered the meaning of these 
things.

But we could only imagine the stone from this strange 
parable (it was recited to us and thus we had to memorize it). 
I asked the teacher what we had of the stone, what evidence 
other than its description, the equations, the estimations of its 
value and the lists of credentials of those ancients who had 
moved the stone from place to place, and the poetry and the 
notes on the staff that had generated an image of the stone in 
unknown audiences.  e teacher said these were all we had as 
knowledge of the stone and from each of these pieces we were 
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to reconstruct it as a physical object and from this 
reconstruction reinvent it and thus know it.

One of my companions said that we could travel into 
the desert and bring a stone back and merely present it to the 
teacher.  But this would be a guess, I said, a lie, and would tell 
us nothing.  One of our friends drew a stone on paper.  He 
said given the data presented that the stone had to have been 
composed partly of gold, other parts silver, yet other parts 
composed of human flesh and yet other parts manufactured of 
grief as so much evidence pointed to these elements and so the 
stone he drew was round, the surface rough, and out of his 
imagined lapidary he formed spines and grasping the spines 
were human hands, each supposedly using the spines as 
handles.

He said: is is a swift rendering of the stones from 
the prose, poetry, and music.  e ancients pulled it apart, 
using these handles.  One of them took what he needed to 
prove ideas contrary to beliefs at the time; yet another broke 
the stone into pieces to determine their value and sell them for 
riches; and yet others felt the stone for its texture and the way 
the stone made different sounds when tapped with a rod and 
explored the effects on the human mind, and so this is how I 
imagine the stone, what do you think?

Our companion shook his head and insisted we 
embark into the desert.  We will find a stone and bring it the 
teacher and be done with it, he said.

My friends turned to me and said that I should decide. 
I said, we could do both.  We have some stones out in the 
desert I'm sure with which we could trick the teacher or we 
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have this drawing of the stone, which is a more concrete 
rendering of the evidence, which comes in the form of 
description, value, and effects, and this also is a point of 
departure to our studies.  Recall, however, the video we found 
of that mysterious place called Tupper Lake.  e teacher is 
fixated on the stone, which does not appear in the video and is, 
I believe, a mere invention of the teacher.  What I found 
interesting was the hand we saw, the hand that went from note 
to note, article to article, surface to surface.  But whose hand 
was it?  at's the dangerous question, and so I propose this: 
that we forget the stone, forget the poem, forget the music, 
forget the imprecise calculations of the geographer.  I propose 
that we reconstruct the creator, the owner of that hand, and 
my first question to him or her will be how from that one 
stone, that one little article, did you make so many things, so 
many things unlike the original such that the original was lost 
or forgotten, leaving behind only words, sounds, and the 
deaths of millions.

My friends saw the wisdom in this and we got to work.
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"But with you, it's great sex."
the woman on the bus said long ago

Sexuality

It was on the bus where he got into trouble.  He told a 
stranger what he was best at was sex.  He felt he could tell her 
as she had been studying him.  She'd watched him enter. 
She'd watched him scan for a place to sit.  She'd watched him 
settle by a window.  He'd noticed her watching him.  She 
smelled of water and she'd reminded him of the reflections of 
the sun on a stream he remembered.  She reminded him of the 
sounds of moving water, and these things--water, the sun, and 
liquid-like movement--brought to his tongue intonations of 
the personal.

"But not of lust," he said.  "No, not lust, which is a hunger for 
it, and potentially dangerous.  No," he told the woman, whose 
matted gray hair tumbled from under a hat onto her small lap, 
"no, I'm not trying to brag or make a scene.  But it's a fact any 
way.  I'm best at sex.  I never really took to things like math 
and science.  No, from an early age I was drawn to bodies, 
sometimes several, and they loved me for it.  ough I don't 
mean to brag."

e woman watched him.  It's important to know the color of 
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her eyes.  ey were black and so the whites of them seemed 
whiter, which he took as interest, and so he continued: "It's not 
easy to talk about.  I agree with that.  You can't get a degree in 
it and I hear about the rules and the possible health hazards 
and how it competes with standard relationships.  But I'm not 
a standard guy.  I don't care much about religion, which is 
definitely against it.  But it would be a little strange for you to 
be sitting on a bus with someone who said their best skill was 
stealing or killing or lying.  I'm being honest and I tell you I 
hate people who steal and lie."

More passengers entered the bus but their forms were 
unmentionable and there were seats at the front.  e woman 
watched the man at the window seat.  She slipped her hand 
into a small purse that had seen younger, less frayed days.

He said, "Yeah, sex and ecstasy, that feeling when the body just 
reaches out into the sky and goes and goes and the surface of 
the body scatters out in all directions.  Like when things 
suddenly make sense and the answers crash at you at a 
hundred miles an hour and you just want to stay there.  I don't 
think it's happiness.  I don't even think it has much to do with 
a cause or understanding.  Where does understanding get you? 
And people, it seems to me, always get lost in their causes and 
forget what got them going in the first place.  ey go: what 
was I doing? and then they go off looking for another purpose. 
But I may be wrong.  I may be putting words in your mouth," 
he told the woman, who, from the shape of her shoulders and 
the mode of the wrinkle patterns on her face, seemed on the 
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edge of agreement.

"Yeah, sex, ecstasy, and keeping the feeling or the sensations 
going for as long as possible.  at's what I'm good at," the 
man said.  "But maybe not good enough.  Maybe none of us 
are all that good at what we do, so good that we invent the 
next marvel, the next thing that will keep people's attention or 
make them love us.  Problem is I don't know how to get better 
at it, to improve, to actually capture the moment of pleasure 
and make it last longer.  It's not like a stick of gum or a really 
good novel, though I'm not much of a reader, it's not like the 
universe which I hear just keeps expanding and no one really 
knows where it's going."

He could feel the bus ride coming to an end.  He felt a 
closeness now to the woman beside him, this stranger with the 
gray hair, who couldn't take her eyes off of him and whose 
silence he took as evidence of sympathy, interest, or some 
mysterious willingness to agree by remaining silent.

"Yes," he said.  "Making it last, lastingness, if that's even a 
word. Endlessness. at's what I really want to be good at. 
Making things last.  But I'm not very good at it.   Maybe not 
even sex, but everything good.  Maybe," he said.  "You know, 
good things.  But I think this is my stop.  I have to go now. 
But I don't want to."

e woman remained motionless.  She might not have been 
alive, except that her eyes followed him as he passed before her 
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and up the aisle and out into the heat of the day.
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Reasons for Moving

It's a cliche to say that language is interesting, although 
some people might not agree and thus believe whatever they 
see or read.  By language I mean a formal system of 
communication and by formal I mean that there are rules to 
the thing and by rules I mean several handshakes in a 
backroom somewhere.  I don't here mean individual words, 
which, taken out of context, might simply be a collection of 
unimpressive symbols.  We have two works to consider in this 
fiction: John Timmons's short film Reasons for Moving and 
Mark Strand's poem Keeping ings Whole.

But we also have a list of words and images that might 
act as a test of a system of communication.  We simply list 
some of the words of this poem and ask three acting troops to 
consider the words and memorize a dramatic narrative from 
them and, after thirty minutes of study and rehearsal, act them 
on a stage before an audience.  e important restriction is 
that these actors may not be told the whole from which the 
parts are drawn.  Here's a possible list:

field
absence
spaces
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missing
spaces
moving
field

e audience would be called upon to judge how 
closely each play dramatized the human lifeworld and its spirit 
from the approved list.  

Another problem we might throw at these brave and 
intrepid adventurers would be to draw next from the film and 
order the actors and their grieving director to select from its 
elements, such as these and to approximate as closely as 
possible the spirit of human experience in all its enigmas, 
questions, and veracities.  Again, the significant restriction is 
exactly as it was for the first task: that the troops must not be 
made aware of the whole from which the parts are drawn.
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Presence

After ninety three days of making a film a day, the 
filmmaker began to study a new phenomenon, a phenomenon 
he dubbed his growing madness.  e evidence for his 
madness (although he would not define it as insanity) took 
two forms.  

e first involved a simple fact: the filmmaker carried 
his digital video camera or often several cameras with him at 
all times.  He carried a camera to parties, to the houses of 
friends, and when he forgot a camera, which was rare, he 
would hold his phone at the ready, waiting for the proper 
moment to use it.

e second phenomena was more fluid and abstract 
and illustrated his growing madness more authoritatively.  He 
found that his sense interpretations/impressions and cognitive 
load (the weight of his day to day thinking, you might call it) 
about the world had begun to occur in the viewfinder of his 
camera or on the screen of his phone without the presence of 
physical subject matter.  For example, empty rooms once silent 
and absent of any human presence would erupt with life when 
he opened the viewfinder.  e chairs would be occupied by 
people or people would cross in and out of the room, turn 
things on or off, stumble, or appear ready to strike.  ese 
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people would be animated, involved in intense discussion or 
uttering monologues either elliptically suggestive or directly 
expressing critical notions.

But when he moved his eyes off the viewfinder, he 
would see only an empty room.  He would hear the clock 
ticking.  In the distance, he would hear the quieted activity of 
neighbors or the hum of the city.  en he would look back 
into the viewfinder and the animated images would return.  In 
the finder he witnessed murders, car chases, bank robberies, 
arguments between lovers, scenes of conflict, disquieting 
shadows.

e filmmaker sat on a park bench.  Of course, he had 
his camera with him.  He felt the sun on his forehead.  He 
heard birds in the trees.  He couldn't help but reflect on his 
growing madness.  e world still impacted him.  Yes, 
everything was as it always had been, he told himself.  He still 
laughed with his friends, and his colleagues reproached him 
for nothing.  He made his films and published them.  He ate 
and slept and moved through the day, but while the world still 
impacted him (just the other day he had a brief argument with 
a salesperson on the phone and nearly fell down the stairs 
carrying a tripod) he found that what he observed and 
recorded as a filmmaker on his camera, placing and recording 
objects, directing his actors, were the only things that had 
significance for him, especially the elements of life that he saw 
when he aimed the camera at, say, an empty chair13 and 
focused his attention on the viewfinder and there Esmarelda 
would appear and she would be engaged in important and 

13 http://johntimmons.com/video/archives/493
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dramatic address but when he looked away he would see an 
empty chair, no one there at all, no Esmarelda, no person, no 
words or suggestive dialogue, just an empty chair, and the 
thought of this now as he listened to the birds and felt the 
breeze touch his face made him smile for it was a madness he 
was prepared to live with for the remainder of his days.
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Leslie and the Philosopher

One afternoon, Leslie told the philosopher about her 
little brother, Billy, and it was on this day that she learned that 
it was possible to be profoundly incorrect and so incorrect 
about the basic knowledge of the world that others will 
radically change their opinion of you on the spot and because 
of this incident change the course of human events as they 
impact you directly.

"is is the Billy who almost lost his life on the bridge, 
the same Billy you say refuses to use the words 'I understand' 
in the affirmative voice," the philosopher said.

"Let me tell you this without interruption," Leslie said, 
excited.  "Just listen.  Billy refuses to believe that the car is 
moving.  I swear it.  He believes it's the world that's moving 
and not the car.  Isn't it hilarious.  And crazy.  And warped."

e philosopher appeared stunned by such an 
admission on the part of Leslie.  She took the look on his face 
to mean that he was surprised that her brother could be so 
dislocated from reality, that the philosopher would soon smile 
and take her side and sympathize with her as was typically the 
case.  He considered her one his best colleagues in the 
Department.  He figured she would go places, move high, and 
someday run the whole affair. 
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Leslie continued: "e worst thing about it is that he's 
almost thirty years old.  He had an argument the other day 
with my father about locomotion and that he thinks my father 
and I have been tricked into thinking that it's the car that 
actually takes us to the store or work or church. He won't give 
it up.  He refuses to budge.  My father brought out all the logic 
he had: he said, How did you get home the other day?  How? 
Explain it.  And Billy said, I got in my car and the world 
moved and that's how I got home.  Simple.  My father said, 
Try an experiment.  Stand there in front of me and project 
yourself to the store and when you get there call me.  My 
brother said, It doesn't work that way.  You have to be in a car 
or a train or a plane and that's when the world moves you to 
the place you want to go to.  My father said, You refuse to 
listen to reason and he stormed out of the house."

e philosopher shook his head.  He took his hands 
out of his pockets (there's no need to write that the 
philosopher had his hands in his pockets in the first place, as 
he must have had his hands in his pockets in order to take 
them out). e philosopher stuffed his long white hands back 
into his pockets.  He said, "Are you okay, Leslie?  Would you 
like a glass of water?"

"Why would I want a glass of water?" she asked.  "I'm 
asking what you make of my brother's crazy ideas."

e philosopher put his hand on her shoulder.  ey'd 
known each other for a long time and so such a gesture on the 
part of the philosopher seemed the first step toward toward a 
typical meeting of the minds.

e philosopher asked: "Do you believe the world is 
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round?"
"What?"
"Do you believe that all people can learn and that 

everyone should be provided the opportunity to have quality of 
life?" the philosopher asked.

"Of course," Leslie said.
"Leslie, then you're not telling me that you think your 

brother's wrong are you?  You don't really believe that the car 
is the thing that moves?"

Leslie stepped back.  "Of course I think he's wrong. 
What's the matter with you?  What are you saying?  e world 
moving?  It's absurd."

e philosopher said, "I've met people who live their 
lives with a certain peculiar notion.  You have, too, or at least I 
once thought you did.  eir basic misunderstanding of the 
mechanics of the world might go unnoticed for years as their 
understandings never come up in academic, professional, or 
casual conversation.  Why, because their friends and colleagues 
would never think that they believed a thing contrary to their 
own world view or against a whole body of evidence taken as 
essentially given.  I'm merely being honest, Leslie.  If you, as 
you claim, actually believe that the car moves and that it's not 
the world that's moving, then I must question your ability to 
make sound leadership and pedagogical decisions as they 
impact this Institution, this Department, and the people 
who've made it what it is.  I really must question my own 
decisions about you, also.  I'm sorry."

e philosopher took a few steps away from Leslie. 
e look of profound shock and disgust on his face stifled 
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Leslie's immediate impulse to pursue the argument.  He 
turned, opened the door, and then departed the office.  Leslie 
watched the door as it slowly closed.  Heat rose into her neck. 
She felt short of breath and the approach and arrival of 
wretched fear and regret.  She'd lived all of her life believing 
that the car moved and not the world and that her brother 
bordered on the insane; she'd never even harbored the 
suspicion that others thought differently, knew differently, as 
why would the subject ever come up: why would the issue of 
the car or the world moving ever have arisen as the answer 
must or should have appeared obvious?

She couldn't guess what the philosopher might do, to 
whom he might be disclosing her supposed error and 
ignorance, and so she stood watching the door, suffering a 
paralysis of the world come to a crawl.  Behind her fear she 
had a list of questions: was the philosopher joking?  Was she 
just being foolish?  Was her brother correct after all and she 
and her father so incorrect as to be judged insane?  It must be 
a joke, she told herself.  It must be a joke.
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e Event

When the moon was full, the three women all 
remembered the same event, even though none of the women 
could remember the event actually happening to them. en, 
as the days passed and the countenance of the night sky 
changed, the memory would fade and the women would pass, 
like the moon, into a period of forgetting.  In this period of 
forgetting, their lives could be described as normal, everyday, 
the sort of thing you wouldn't find on camera or any other sort 
of dramatic work.  But then the moon would return to its size 
as a matter of angle and exposure to the sun in its orbit, and 
the memory of the event would return and each of the three 
women would feel it, like a great moon in their throat or the 
color of the moon in their throat; they would feel the 
suddenness of the memory; they would feel its thickness, its 
color, how it branched off and split from its main bulk and 
threaded coils of itself into the forest or into the desert.  ey 
would feel how the memory of the event in question 
sometimes walked silently.  Other times the memory entered 
wearing iron boots or blaring bells and a trumpet in a room 
with wood or marble floors.  For each of the women, the 
memory could be blue, the kind of blue of October moons, or 
brownish orange, the orange of dried apricots, or purple, the 
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purple of hunting, the purple that comes to you when you 
think of a cold night and remember that the lights of the 
house are just about to come into view.  Moments of levity 
would sometimes come with the memory of the event, 
moments of great pain and sorrow.  Other times they would 
laugh or they would cry out in the dark at the event's return as 
a shared memory.  Each woman, of course, had an impression 
of Julius Caesar or Napoleon or Churchill and sometimes the 
memory of the event would take on the characteristics of the 
shape of Caesar's nose, Napoleon's hands, or Churchill's ankle 
and they would consider this surprising or fantastic, an 
impression they would want to remember and keep fresh in 
their minds, but it was impossible because soon the memory of 
the event would disappear, like a lamb or a small dog into the 
great body of a python or an anaconda, and it would seep into 
those places where forgetfulness is palpable and genuine and 
distant.  But, whatever the shape, whatever the image, it was 
the same for each woman, exactly the same.  It came with the 
fullness of the moon and then it passed on with time, for each 
woman identical, for each simultaneous and always amazing.
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e Stalker

He saw them on the balcony, laughing, tickling each 
others' ribs, looking at each other in the way she used to look 
at him.  It was self-explanatory.  e look of them up on the 
balcony: he knew exactly what it meant.

But then we wondered why everything else was so 
ambiguous.  He watched them on this alien balcony and 
thought to himself: why was this so obvious when the poem, 
the photograph, the film, the novel, the story, and the law and 
the government were so beyond his understanding?

And the war.  Nobody understood the war.  Everyone 
had forgotten how it had started and nobody knew when it 
would end.  And the street signs: nobody understood them 
either.  But this, this was clarity.  is he could understand. 
Up on the balcony, that laughter, that ecstatic touching, and 
those fresh smiles and beaming looks, that liminal happiness, 
those sounds and images of abject betrayal.

She'd said, "Tokyo."
He'd said, "Tokyo?"
"Yes, Tokyo.  A month in Tokyo for work," she'd said.
"A month in Tokyo for work?" he'd said.  "But you just 

got back from Chicago."
"Yes," she'd said, "and I'm off again."
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He watched them.  He watched her on the balcony. 
She touched him with her little hands and laughed.  He 
touched her and laughed, too.  Yes, he knew exactly what it all 
meant: this knowing, this unique understanding, this peculiar 
and rare vividness pushed all his doubts away and he felt 
suddenly happy for it, perhaps even thankful.  For in this 
ambiguous world, this strange, frightening place that had 
never made sense to him, he had always felt a little lost, 
disoriented, apart from its arguments and expectations, its 
crude arrangements of space.

Now it all made sense.  Her lies, her disagreements, her 
evasiveness after mysterious phone calls, the way she avoided 
his hands and his eyes.  Yes, it all made sense now.

He heard something, some rustling in nearby bushes, a 
subtle sound of a camera shutter14.  Above, he heard them 
laughing, playing and joking, like children.  But there in the 
bushes he saw the shape of a women.  She was peering up at 
the balcony.  She had a camera.  But she also had tears or what 
must have been tears; she watched them on the balcony, and 
he knew exactly who she was, this women, this woman with a 
camera hiding in the bushes.  She in the bushes, he carefully 
peering from behind a corner.  Both of them looking up and 
watching those motions, sounds, and images of betrayal.  He 
watched the woman.  She had yet to notice him.  Regardless, 
he new exactly who she was.  He knew exactly why she'd come 
here.  

His gladness soared.  is happiness, this clarity, cut all 
the old weights from him, the old burdens and sadnesses.  He 

14 http://johntimmons.com/video/archives/502
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wanted to go to her but he didn't know how.  Yes, he would 
find a way.  He would go to her.  He would find a way.  He 
would tell her all about it.  
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e Broken Second

ere is a device in fiction that writers call the broken 
second.  Of course, this device is not limited to fiction that 
uses writing as its media of conveyance.  e broken second 
device can also be used in other media that convey fictions, 
such as motion film or water color painting, where fictions are 
as numerous as ants.

e broken second as defined by writers is a method of 
taking space time and expressing a part of a thing so that a 
thing--an object, an emotion, or some other human metric--is 
created in multiple parts of a second.  Writers can measure a 
broken second object as a millisecond, for example, so that a 
human being inside a fiction becomes an elbow.  e elbow 
may appear but for the broken second device to work, the 
elbow must happen fast (in a millisecond, for example) and 
then it must disappear.  e rule of the broken second, 
however, is that the reader must be able to do three things: 
recognize the elbow and determine the owner of the elbow as 
a complete entity (it must be made plain that it's a monkey's 
elbow or the elbow of a newt, or, indeed, the arm joint of a 
woman) and to assure that this incremental phenomenon is 
part of a larger sum of knowledge called the second, which, 
while referencing a complete division of time (an element of 
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closure), cannot be a thing to itself but is really several items 
placed one after another, as in:

1.  An elbow appears
2.  It disappears

Hence, the audience is gripped by the effect of the 
broken second or several parts of a second broken into slivers 
of occurrence that amount to 1 and 2 above.  e effect being 
questions.

1. An elbow appears
2. It disappears
3. Questions follow

It doesn't matter what the questions are just that the 
writer or the filmmaker make them possible.  In order to 
master the broken second device the fiction writer must go 
inside a second and live there as if it were a space unto itself. 
Swim in it, say.  But the fiction writer must not dwell on it 
more than a second, even though the writer must enter that 
small space and poke around, pry into, and rummage around it 
for a lengthy span.  But not for more than a second, otherwise 
the creator will die.  And not know it.  More than millions of 
writers have died by breaking the broken second rule.  ey 
forget, they get lost, they wander the halls, they watch 
meaningless scenes or read meaningless books, here 
meaningless meaning that the subject matter cracks no hulls, 
empties nothing into the watery matter of the known or the 
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plain or the obvious, thus leaving them dead or lifeless or dull 
with nothing to add.  Which is a kind of death.

Yes, the writer must live there but not for longer than a 
second.  But it must be remembered that the second or parts of 
the second (the phenomenology of the broken second), which 
can last forever but no longer than that, must reverberate so 
that the second and seconds after the second and still more 
seconds recall the initial etching, the part that started it all, the 
first note, the starter drip, as in Henry, who, after closing the 
door, saw motion out of the corner of his tired eye (he'd just 
come home from work after all, or a long walk, or from 
climbing something high), something quick, something fast, 
an elbow disappearing around the corner into the living room. 
And everything in the house is so quiet and every expectation 
that he had prior to closing the door has been shattered.  Did 
you see it, the broken second?  Did you see it? Can you still see 
it?  What will Henry do; what will he think; will he make for 
the phone and call the police; will he follow the afterimage 
and than see another, a heel, the heel of a women, the heel of a 
woman disappearing behind the bottom frame of the door to 
his bedroom? 

271



e Dress

Henry followed the impression of the elbow, for he had 
judged the image, the impression, the dream of movement as 
an elbow.  e elbow belonged to a woman.  Work had been 
difficult, long, and somewhat disorienting, filled with 
numerous seconds, some of which he remembered, others lost, 
lost in the sound of typing, overindulgent chatting, and 
arguments in offices whose occupants had neglected to close 
the door.

Many cups of coffee, seconds filled with letters and 
words and the syntax of new programming languages 
(sometimes the computer screen would flicker, sometimes he'd 
get a call) he had little time to learn (At work, he thought, 
everyday I have to learn my life all over again.  It's crazy).

Seconds: we can name them: here they are: home, close 
the car door, fetch the keys, open the front door, close the 
front door, and then it happened

something quick, something fast, an elbow disappearing around the 
corner into the living room.

But the living room was empty when he followed that 
impression, that image, that instance of time into the room. 
He'd expected 
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empty rooms once silent and absent of any human presence would 
erupt with life

 or with the owner of the elbow but as he entered the 
living room, he saw nothing, no owner of the elbow, no human 
being, just an empty room.  And then he heard a strange 
swishing.  It sounded like a dress, a dress touching against the 
wall of the stairwell.

He moved to the stairs, slowly.  He edged one of his 
eye balls around the corner and looked up the stairs and saw 
her standing there, wearing the dress, the dress his lover had 
left behind (she'd departed in a storm, an argument, a sort of 
storm, maybe a brief drizzle, something about her interests 
including his face and hands no longer), his neighbor's 
daughter.  

One Monday morning he'd got in his car ready for 
work and she'd been in the backseat, asleep (there's no need to 
address what she wore, how she looked, as these really don't 
matter, and why should they, as his neighbor's daughter was 
aslumber in the back seat).  en he smelled peaches (yes, 
peaches are better than any image of attire).  Another day--yes, 
this happened many times--he'd come home and there would 
be a dinner and his neighbor's daughter would approach him 
and hand him a fork.  Outside the market, she'd walk behind 
him and to the car with a bag of groceries and she'd say, 
"Bread and grapes.  You forgot them.  You can't leave the 
market without bread and grapes," which he found strangely 
logical.

273



He talked to the neighbor.  "Well, she lost her job.  I'm 
retired.  My energy's gone and I can't follow her constantly. 
Her accounts fled with the recession, you know.  Don't you 
think that would make you a little crazy?"  Henry found this 
strangely logical, too.

Another routine complaint: "She's looking, sure.  Isn't 
everyone?  Count yourself one of the lucky ones, Henry. No 
harm done."

Sometimes the dinners were good.  Sometimes she 
would turn to the oven and say, "I forgot to turn it on.  ere's 
something big, wet, and raw in there.  Sorry."

She laughed when he said, "But are you sure it's dead?"
He watched her in the dress at the top of the stairs, a 

red dress, prom frumpy (which would suggest old fashioned), 
the fabric crisp and sharp.  She began to turn slowly, moving 
her body in motions that brought to Henry memories of the 
dance and the punch bowl and the floating glitterball high 
above and the broken heart.  A slow tune, a little slower than 
what a turtle must be thinking.  Electric strums and rum tums 
on stretched skin, bleeding music, so slow you want to paint 
your ears red and eat the pages of Ulysses with warm milk.

He said up the stairs to her: "I don't have a dance to 
take you to, my dear."

She turned slowly to that invisible tune.  She had a 
smile on her face soft as a fresh paint brush.  She said down 
the stairs to him: "at's okay.  I'd rather be with the 
elephants.  Yes," she said, "I'd rather be with the elephants."
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e Interview

In these times of recession, you know how tough 
things can get.  One day you're project manager.  e Firm for 
which you've worked several years is an inspiration.  en one 
day you find yourself slicing a pea into sections with the 
sharpest knife you have and eating each sliver as the rain falls, 
bleary with fatigue. 

I'd stood outside the Firm's front door with my new 
hat.  My last act was to take that hat and lay it on the sidewalk 
and walk home.

So when I read about the opening, I immediately 
applied.  A woman called soon after.  We set the interview the 
next day at ten o'clock, in a townhouse in that area of the city I 
knew least.

In these times of recession, everything is coded.  Even 
familiar things take on new life.  e price of gas becomes a 
dragon and so after a fill up, you say, "I was swallowed by a 
dragon."  And shoes, shoes become sails, and so you say, "e 
wind has departed my sails."

e interview was conducted by a man and a young 
woman.  e man offered me a glass of water but he didn't say, 
"Before we begin, would you like a glass of water."  No, he said, 
"I once wrote a poem that began: 'e icicles are in full 
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bloom.'"
I'm a fast learner, quicker than most.  Most people 

wouldn't know what to do or what to say.  I, on the other 
hand, said, "I forgot my hat," proving my potential value from 
the beginning, and the man smiled and handed me a glass of 
water.

He led me into an adjoining room and I met a young 
woman who wore glasses.  ese glasses had meaning.  I 
caught on immediately.  I said, after a brief greeting, "e 
miners are indeed trapped and will soon be freed."

e man sat down.  e young woman sat down.  I sat 
down.  I knew exactly what these motions were about, what 
they signified, how they should be interpreted, this dialogue of 
human motion.

e interview proceeded.  We spoke for hours. 
Together we saw things through signified shears and other 
forms of lacework.  I was asked about darkrooms (the old 
spaces of photographers) which took me to my time in Brazil, 
New Hampshire, and Chihuahua, and soon the man said, "Yes, 
the inquisitor" and I responded, "Yes, and in old boots" and we 
laughed, knowing exactly why and how long to do it without 
being rude. 

We eventually spoke about "what is there."  I found 
this a perfectly reasonable topic in this world of recession, 
dishonesty, and discomfort.  We didn't speak about "what 
wasn't there."  Which I found perfectly reasonable, also, as in 
this world of recession the press, the government, and the 
police had already perfected their inventions under that rubric. 
We eventually had dialogue about motility, roaming across 
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fields where the bees go from flower to flower, and 
randomness, the definition of which I, the young woman in 
her glasses, and the man (who also wore glasses, but different 
glasses than the young woman, which could only mean one 
thing) we held in common: "Yes," the young woman said, "I 
also remember the elephants."  

e man had a tendency to bring back the image of ice, 
which I understood to mean, and was correct, of course, to take 
as a queue, a means to develop an image around vision and 
how darkness obstructs it.  Heat, also, as ice can just as easily 
render human skin blue.  e young woman, on the other 
hand, had the good sense to focus her attentions on the virtual, 
the 'almost,'  and the precise surface.  

Yes, we talked about light, which brought us back to 
the image of sand and how windows are made (to see through 
or out of ).  And then it all came to an end.  e man abruptly 
stopped speaking.  e young woman concluded with a 
statement that any other interviewee would have have found 
obscure or abstract or dumbfounding.  I, on the other hand, 
who had seen the Firm close down shortly after they'd let me 
go, I who had witnessed the trains stop running and the clocks 
tick to ticklessness, understood exactly what she meant and 
that, next day, rain or shine, I should return, with a hat or 
without a hat, young or old, religion or no religion, and get 
back to the job of making things.
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e End of Everything

How might everything end?  What would you do if 
you came to the end of everything, which is the title of a 
fiction written by a good friend of mine several years ago?  In 
this fiction, the writer tried to describe the end of everything. 
He asked people: "Describe the end of everything.  What do 
you think I should put there?"

"Isn't that the point?" Ruiz responded.  "at the end 
of everything is impossible to describe because there's nothing 
there."

Erasmus disagreed.  "ere's got to be something there. 
Besides, there's never an end of everything.  Nothing can ever 
end entirely," about which Marisela said, "at's pure 
speculation, an infection of the Platonic, something of the 
seeds of religion wherein infinity is imagined by the thinker as 
the godhead and thus inventing a form of dangerous reality."

Cruz took over then, ripping the blank sheets of paper 
out the writer's hands (and his pencil, which was still sharp) 
and he etched a landscape.  Over there (no need for a verb 
here as the brain fills it in) mountains, to the left he drew a 
(here the verb is a convenience) cloud, and in the center he 
drew an edge.  "is is what I see when I think of the end of 
things," and he gave the paper to the writer and asked his 
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opinion of the drawing.
"I've been trying for the last one hundred days to 

remove unimportant information from my writings.  I call 
them fictions" (remember, this was many years ago, when such 
a descriptor was still in fashion) "because I didn't want to be 
encumbered by story conventions."

e other characters looked at the writer.  ey waited 
but he didn't know what they were waiting for.  He filled in 
the silence with conversation: "In addition, in coming upon 
the work of the filmmaker and the poets, story writers, and 
other image makers, another goal was to promote disruption. 
For example, the viewer might watch the film and after 
reading my fiction, which was inspired by the film, they would 
go back to the film and see elephants where before there were 
no elephants but other things, other objects, one after the next. 
Yes, this was the challenge: to permanently alter the context of 
the original.  

"e third goal was to examine the nature of 
spontaneous creativity, its limits, its influence and its definition 
(this fiction, for example, is about definition, which will soon 
be made plain).  In the context of these 100 fictions, 
spontaneity is not necessarily defined as guess work, that is, 
guessing about the object.  It can be said that the novice writer 
(for some reason they want to be a writer.  In most cases, they 
simply want to play the role of writer) makes several errors in 
their thinking about craft.  e first and most significant error 
(the second error is that they don't eat well) is that they don't 
seek out and study their tradition.  ey don't read.  Reading 
the tradition means amassing memory on the characters that 
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writers in the past and in the contemporary have invented and 
explored and are inventing and exploring.  Without this 
knowledge, the writer is merely guessing about the craft and 
might not know what to do when a character opens a box and 
finds a mole asleep in the tissue paper.  You, for example, 
Marisela, are a patchwork of an enormous store of characters, 
most notably from the oeuvre of Garcia Marquez and Alejo 
Carpentier.  Without them you would not exist.  Knowing 
what I think I know, I can draw from my teachers and their 
teachings and swiftly, writing a fiction in less time that it takes 
to make beans: my aim is not to be like Marquez or Carpentier 
or Ovid but to explore you, Maricela, where ever you lead.  e 
list, however, is long, for on top of the characters we also have 
the types, the numerous types: the romance, the science fiction, 
the back-country tale, the street myth which is principally an 
oral form, remembered from those old days when we sat on 
the sidewalk at night and spoke about "the witch and the 
siren" or La Llorona.

Maricela blinked her eyes.  She lay her hand on Cruz, 
who might have been asleep or thinking about bears (which is 
another story).  "Yes, the disruption," the writer continued, 
"the invention, and the spontaneous.  And ultimately the 
fiction, which is an important form and has nothing to do with 
reality.  You hear this: 'get real.'  'We must contain our 
fantasies.'  You hear this 'I'm honest.  Vote for me.'  No, it's 
significant not to compare fiction with reality as reality is itself 
an invention (and it's also important that we prevent people 
who abuse the fiction to abuse the fiction and pretend that 
they are providing us a gold brick).  All political seasons prove 
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this essential fact: if a reader believes the 'fact' then this fact 
becomes 'real,' a matter of belief, and this 'reality' is conflated 
to 'faith.'  Fiction is the enemy of faith.  Yes, the fiction 
explores a premise, often stated, often not.  e exploration 
may depend on character, which depends upon other, 
unwritten characters and types.  Yes, it's been fun, it's been 
instructive, it's been 'real,' and I thank the filmmaker, the 
writers, the painters, and the photographers, as we've been 
sneaking behind each others' backs and subtly changing their 
works, breaking them open, converting them, altering their 
shape, removing and adding, everyone to his or her own 
thinking and goals and techniques, like thieves who enter a 
house and move the owner's belongings around so that when 
they reenter, the owners ask if they have entered the correct 
place, a place they so longed for.  But I'll leave those people to 
their wondering as I know they will find their way out and if 
not then they will survive nonetheless."

e writer stopped speaking and true to form Maricela 
and Ruiz sat up straight and said together, "Yes, we can 
imagine the end of everything.  It's simple: we simply redefine 
'everything' as, say, everything is: everything that was produced 
in the last 100 days, everything inside that 100 days is the 
'everything' we mean and nothing we do the day after shall be 
included in that 100 days.  It's binary, so binary."

"It's perfect," said Cruz.  "Better still is we won't have 
to draw it as it's already been drawn."

Erasmus, however, ever impractical, merely shook his 
head.  Ruiz, animated and sufficient for the moment, grabbed 
his arm and drew him away, followed by the others, all of 
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them, enclosed, everything redefined.  e writer watched after 
them.  He heard doors close.  He heard what might have been 
the snapping of a director's slate.  en nothing but the silence 
of their hasty withdrawal.  And an openness, the openness of 
everything ending.

And that's how everything ended.
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