
“OK, students, attention  please! You have two hours. 

We are leaving Rose Ash by sunset. I repeat: everyone 

must return to the bus after two hours or you’ll be left  

behind!” My professor gestures significantly, pointing 

at his wristwatch while raising a loud, dangerous 

voice. He almost lost his footing when the driver took 

a sharp turn. I looked out the window, and my breath 

caught in my throat. 

	 Rose Ash was a basin hallowed out by 

steel-grey rock mountains that recall ever-constant 

ineffable lost to fogs and ill winds like souls crossing 

ages. Bizarre, dark elements of unpredictable episodes 

truly owned by nature, painless, mesmerizing, and 

peacefully miraculous but unsettled, like 

a crinkle in the rainbow that suggests 

another world waiting for us; dreams 

that wave before the half-shut eye. Folie 

à deux, a madness too intimate to permit. 

Perhaps this is the reason why the spacious 

bosom has stayed rather a deserted place 

despite the booming tourism in the crowd-

pleasing yet harsh spectacle of land – 

What has happened?

		  A long time ago – I don’t know how 

long exactly – the basin enjoyed a grand reputation 

because of a rare tea standing on the edge of a 

jutted, bare rock. From afar you develop a fantasy 

of the murmuring splendour of tea rose steeped in 

unmistakable fragrance. Small creeks gliding through 

moss-covered visions like liquid willow singing in low 

sound of voice to lull one into delicate daydreams; 

and the squawking, large shadow of birds being the 

keeper of this strange, haunting tranquillity – 

	 Rose Ash. Its name relates to tea rose, whose 

colour is known to be a plain white to common people. 

We – fourth-grade students specialising in Botanic 

Archaeology – we knew better than to accept anything 

so common and familiar. The legend goes that once 

upon a time there was a tea plant growing on the 

rock cliff, and the singular flowering tree of stretched, 

austere arms would give a handful of blood-red 

petals like a lover’s blush in the early spring. It was 

our mission to search and find the lost tree. As I fixed 

my eyes on the challenging landscape and its fearful 

beyond, I could feel the dominant, ancient spirits that 

still visit the enchanted 3000 meter altitude and cool 

temperature, hurrying along in the gloom of time, 

alive and breathing – 

	 One week ago I celebrated my 20th birthday. 

In my prospect as an academician, it is wise I choose 

a dead person to be my friend from the Kingdoms 

of the Oblivion. In the shades of massive domes 

enclosed by tiered pagodas of faint implications 

and pale delicacies, it’s hard for me to imagine I’m 

merely a passerby caught in the web of mysteries. 

The countless courtyards of conspiracies sealed in 

an air solemn yet cruel and weird, grey stone palaces 

that witness centuries of history-making events. My 

hungry soul pictured myself brushing shoulders with 

a formidable past, heading to the private quarters, 

secret of secrets where no male is admitted. The harem 

of lunacy and fantasy. I would like to think history is a 

place of conquest, the same intimacy as an odalisque 

carved from cold marble to become a mistress of flesh 

and blood, a madness shared by many, mute and  

voiceless – 

	 History is a bone made of water; I am a happy, 

warm puppy.

	 “Collect her bones. Find her, whiz kid,” my 

professor whispered in a thrilled voice as I walked past 

him to the exit. For a moment we looked at each other 

in the eye, and I read the ringlets of fire in his dilated 

pupils as if his mind whirled with a new knowledge: 

Ari Arban. 

	

It was the name of the only genus in the entire tea 

family that bears scarlet flowers. The oldest species, 

whose memory had been erased from our collective 

memory for some strange reason. And yet my common 

sense screamed at the same time: Ari Arban ought to 

be a fabulist’s invention! There is no such tree on earth 

except the idea of it! Tea with red flowers is madness. 

But only those things are beautiful which are inspired 

by madness! I bobbed slightly and stepped out of the 

bus.

     	 The bowl of the valley reeked of smoke. A 

bright winter sun hanging low, exposing a scenic 

panorama in a state of devastation like the aftermath 

of military defeat. Charred vegetations breathed the 

hint of a remote warfare I didn’t know it ever took 

place –

 	 I climbed to the summit and walked through 

scattered scrub, observing the sensual 

forms of wooden arms and bark skin, the unnoticed 

shapes of antique herbs and ancient weeds. 

	 What if the delightful leaves were closed 

doors which I will only enjoy from outside, and if they 

opened, I should have a different experience – at a 

cost I  had not yet learned to pay? The antechamber 

of inner moonlight one should have strayed into once 

and say: I am THAT. I caught myself thinking out loud. 

If Ari Arban had existed, I dared myself, looking down 

into the giant crater of barren, chilly wonderland. I 

made sketches of the scarce growings, filling up the 

margins of paper with things I’d be proud to say I saw 

them. Striking lilac of crape myrtle, pigmy bamboo, 

wild chillies, silver wormwood, winter’s joy…I must 

admit that a scientist often serves the same rules as 

a novelist; both are to feed the vacuum of knowledge 

with fancy which are more true than they are. Call it 

mystery wild card, the greatest powers of the mind, 

the most puzzling of shivers. It can be anything it 

wants be – the  promise of imagination.

	 In lightning flash of self-awareness I lost my 

way. The voices of the world where I came from had 

faded along the long and leafy curve like a foreign 

language. As I watched myself turn the very last 

corner, my heart began to throb wildly like a big bird 

in a small cage.

	 The narrow path was carved into stone and 

was about half a meter wide. Stretching out in the 

murky light, the radiant trail dazzled in smouldering, 

intermingled tones of green, amber and cream. I 

stooped to rub my hand over the surface smooth 

and spotless as the mirror of a fastidious woman. 

It reminded me of Luoyang tricolour earthenware; 

potteries they traded on the Silk Road once upon a 

time, complete with horses and tomb figures. I stepped 

on the path that I felt would change things forever – 

for better or worse. Immediately, I was blinded by a 

blaze of light bursting upon my sight, piercing through 

the thin chasm between two sharp blades of rocks 

slanting, balancing on one another to form some kind 

of gateway wide enough for me to squeeze through. I 

walked in with my eyes wide open, seeing what I want 

to see.

	 The sharp edges of twigs cut my face, one 

branch stabbed me in the stomach, another cracked 

into my shoulder and a third nearly broke my back. If 

anybody’s life needed saving, it was mine. That was 

what my head was thinking, but my heart surprised 

me: the tree is telling the plain, unvarnished truth. 

The tree is trying to make love to me! Make love like 

a stranger, all night long, no complicating motives, no 

possible pre-meditation, in full faith and confidence. 

The best of lover, fascinating, tantalising and 

dangerous! 

	 Now I found the singular tree on the spot 

was burnt. I touched my finger to the  charred black 

shadow of dead limbs with knots and holes made by 

birds, when an electric thrill radiated through my ribs 

and spine. Aghast, suddenly I felt large raindrops hit 

my head, pelting down my face like ripe fruits and 

cold, homeless tears. Chopin, a twofold of black and 

white. The light dimmed quickly as the heavy winter 

torrents soaked me. Thick, black liquid and toxins 

shattering noisily, flying apart painfully on my bare 

skin like toothed, strayed kisses buried so deeply in 

your mind it is like a lost file, demonic castle and 

tender skin…

	 The sky had turned a wine dark, sinisterly 

tempting. I mumbled some solemn curses and 

remembered. Wheeling round, I ran as fast as I can 

to find my way back. I can’t believe what this is doing 

to me, kissing frog and making promise to the moon! 

Gulping, tripping over my feet, I started to notice 

something is wrong. I didn’t recognise a thing! A 

ridiculous idea entered my mind that I must have 

hallucinated. Where’s the damn bus!?

	 I paused to think clearly. I sniffed at my 

fingers stained by the petrified tree. A familiar odour 

crept into my nostrils, shivery, illuminated nerve 

ending snapping me back to the broken corners of 

memory. I have found it!  I must go back to the black 

tree because that’s why I’m here. That’s why I ever 

have lived. The ripe earth, new rushes of bitter and 

honeysweet spraying into my soul, containing depth 

within itself, darkness, something of the grave almost – 

	 I found the path quickly and followed the 

smooth, tricolour course hidden under crumbled 

walls, which I gathered were the remains of primeval 

temples. This time it took me longer to locate the tree. 

The stone gate had disappeared, a greenish glow lured 

me in the dark. I walked closer, astonished to find the 

tree had only one pointing branch: “Wouldn’t you just 

love to walk down this one? Just to see 

where it would lead you?”

	 A sudden blast of air slinked past 

me. Within my eyeshot, the ghostly breeze 

showed the way in the one-hued pile of 

ancient rock. A beehive ensemble of citadel 

was chiselled out with its meticulous, 

precise details. Vast inward-sloping walls 

broken only in the upper parts by straight 

rows of many windows under its flat roofs at various 

levels. The entity is not unlike a fortress I once saw 

in a book. Great porticos on the inner, snaking walls 

joined by steep staircases leading to the summit 

of the massive stature. In the sea-grey shadows 

of torchlight, the edifice looked quadrangular and 

robust in complexion, not great big but yet it made 

such a tough impression on me that I almost choked 

in my own breath. My heart bouncing in my throat, for 

the first time in my young life I understood what fatal 

attraction of poets meant. It’s a knife that demands 

blood but won’t kill you. Audacity is the virtue of 

youth. Now I can die with tingle of pride, what a man!

	 I didn’t know when the rain had stopped. In 

front of me a piazza unfolded. A woman sat in the four-

sided, abandoned space, her feathery red silk gown 

floating in the blustery weather, tangled, erupting 

flames. Surrounding her white powder oval face of 

wide-apart eyes and full red lips, her cloud hair-do 

rustled pearls, precious stones, and jade ornaments, 

a hymn of such splendour finished off with the last, 

dramatic hairpin. She didn’t speak – as I had expected 

of those appear in my dream, dreams have their own 

syntax. I could see straight into her eyes, a maze where 

I could be lost gently and deep, a latticed mesh of will 

as if saying there must another language, beneath 

and beyond. But then, in the middle of her miracle, 

she suddenly raised a clear, dense voice.

	 “…You and I, there is a story from the clouds. I 

have been waiting for you for thousands of years, since 

Mountain and Sea. Since before the word “mountain” 

was pronounced – Come – ” She waved. 

	 As I approached, I noticed her face was 

captured inside a birdcage of tiny, thin bars 

resembling the zigzag pattern of  tree skin. It’s a hat 

for every thought in her head. In my head, as I realised 

just now that the little black velveteen bird perching 

on her hairpin attached to the rising black cloud of 

hair was my beating heart that is trapped inside her 

exhilarating face! Silk tassels swung from the two 

sides, matching the flower-pot shoes that elevated her 

straight posture, giving her an extra air of femininity 

and royalty. 

	 She chortled quizzically, causing sudden 

quivers of her head, triggering the ephemeral, fleeting 

embroideries on her silk gown. Hovering ruby tongues 

consumed the curves of her body silhouetted against 

the semi-dark. Now I was close enough to hear the 

invisible, miniature gearwheels of the Machine. 

The riches of the land, and of the sea, and of the air.  

Animals, flowers, scalloped clouds, and insects, the 

kisses of the sun. It’s a promise older than the world, 

kept in every leaf in springtime.

	 “I’m here to take you home, young man. I’m 

not supposed to be here, but then that’s how the curve 

of Time works – Come play with me?”

	 You bet.

	 As she gestured for me to be seated opposite 

her, I watched her placing under her arched wrist 

two little stones onto the Go-board in front of us: a 

round black stone and a round white stone. A twofold 

of black and white. I would make a Kasparov of Go 

should I have flouted life’s peculiarity to 

become a scholarly corpse dealing with 

dead plants! 

	 The light of the smoking torches 

gave her a patchy, inconsistent, almost 

variable existence. They were held behind 

her by four birdcage-masked figures 

dressed in ink black, the sort of fashion 

popular over two thousand years ago, in 

the First Dynasty. I was aware that the 

racing gearwheel noise came from the masked men, 

designed to predict something. But what? Presently, 

one of them whispered in her ear. 

	 “I see you’re a daredevil. You still need to 

exercise options,” she said in a voice tenser than fire 

but yet chilled me to the bone. “Listen, here are the 

rules. If you win, you can leave, but if you lose…” She 

looked up, our eyes met. I jolted, appalled to find two 

dim marbles as if the dark membranes were coated in 

age-old dust. 

	 “Well if one loses, then…” I offered, stumbling, 

“his blood belongs to Ari Arban?”  

	 It was an ancient fairytale well known to 

every mother in China to tell her child when he or she 

gets a little unwieldy. Ari Arban lives from a young 

man’s blood. Her flowers are not just flowers. The 

scarlet tea roses produce Dancing Water, the juice of 

eternal youth.  

	 “Shall we?” she wheezed. 

	 I nodded and chose black. She brushed the 

two stones from the board.

	 In Go you start from nothing and build. The 

board is square, it signifies the Earth. The stones of 

the two sides – yin and yang – scattered in groups all 

over the board, they correspond to celestial bodies. 

Dealing with people enthralled by the mystique of Go, 

that play of black upon white, white upon black. Some 

say it is a fine art, like love; others believe it is a game 

of motion, a dialogue, like making love. It’s a flow of 

the spirit and a harmony of songs where two minds 

are intertwined. The vanilla sky bends down to kiss 

the earth in sweet music! Life is a song, that’s why we 

succeed. Fate and chances. How does a butterfly fly? 

How does one ever lose a game of love?

	 It had to be her presence, the indefinite perfume 

she wore merged with the sharp, spicy smell of the big 

floral embroideries that transfixed me. Serene, wild 

flowers fresh from dew, with a dash of putrefaction. 

Hard to believe, she wore a garden – on silk! Weaved 

sceneries and composing stitches of Time glint with 

a strange vivacity like a dead face of lingering beauty. 

Ruins of red palaces, dark forests hiding huntsmen on 

horses, monstrous vines, rosebuds of trickling pearls 

of blood…Unknowable wonders unfolding like petals 

of flowers, and shriveled this instant as if touched by 

Death’s breath, ruined, wasted. I stole a glimpse into 

the fetid bowels of Earth…

	 Rooted to the spot, I stared at her ever-

changing black crown of cloud hair, and my eyes hurt 

from feverish invisible needles. Suddenly, I stood up.

	 “You see? This black stone in my hand?” 

Leaning across a cliff – it was cliff between us – I spoke 

softly in her ear as if afraid to wake her from a dream 

we shared. “If I put it down, I win. But that’s not what I 

want – ”   

	 “Then what is it you want, young man?” 

	 I breathed deep to absorb her. I pressed my 

lips on her ivory, pulsing throat and kissed her for a 

second which lasted till eternity.

 	 She flinched. The four figures carrying four 

torches crept up, their looming shadows stretching 

long and sharp to lock me in. Horrified, she took the 

stone out of my hand to place it on the board between 

us.

	 “You won!” she cried, short of breath, 

snatching a torch from one of the masked ghouls. 

“Now run, my love! Run for your life and don’t look 

back!”

	 The flame fluttered in the wind. I ran and ran. 

I kept running until I reached the dawn in the eastern 

sky. To my surprise, I was standing in the open place 

where the bus stopped the day before, the track was 

still fresh in the soil. I felt exhausted. I sat down and 

wondered where clouds go do they visit a parallel 

world sometime somewhere do they leave a trace 

does anyone witness such a disappearance. I must 

have slept for some hours. When I opened my eyes 

again, the pale wintry sun had climbed toward the 

mid-sky. I felt something. I reached in my pocket and I 

scooped a stone. A white stone! When did she put it in 

my jacket, this crucial stone that decided I was going 

to win the demon’s run? And Why? Feeling woozy 

from questions and curiosity, I recognised a faint trace 

of her perfume. Entranced, I decided that I wanted to 

make sure I didn’t dream it up all by myself. 

         Once again I climbed the dark brow of the 

illuminated rock, tracking down the razor-sharp edge, 

led by an extraordinary buzz of noises that seemed 

to make sense to me. It took me only an instant to 

find the slit opening. The pathway was gone. I forced 

aside a thorny bush I hadn’t seen before. “Damn it!” 

I mumbled in my head, sucking a swollen rivulet of 

red surging from my thumb. The tree stood alone, and 

on its one russet and gold-hued arm, a blotch of ruby 

petals was opening up to frosty blue sky like a dead 

turquoise, charcoal stamens glinting like a banging 

headache. A suspended armour of bees guarded the 

languid oozing of fragrance. So that was the noise. 

 	 I reached for the flower. Oddly enough, the 

bees shrunk away.  I let the white stone drop out of 

my hand and picked the flower. Afterwards I began 

to walk to the west where I saw a fisherman’s boat in 

the river the day before. The fisherman could take me 

back to the world of the livings. 

	 “A piazza?” the fisherman arched his eyebrow, 

his paddling arms stopped for a moment. “But that’s 

impossible, young man! The village with the temple 

was destroyed in the war. Of course, nobody wants to 

hear a word of it, because the bomb was dropped by 

our American friends. They had us believe it was an 

accident.”   

	 “How is that?”

	 “People were scared. The Americans used to 

have an army base in the village, top secret. I know, it 

all sounds like some bad movie. Is this the potato farm 

with scarecrow hamburger?”

	 “What!?” 

	 “Nothing. I’m a poet trying to sell souvenirs 

in my spare time,” the man cracked a smile. “They say 

young soldiers were lured to that weird place, all of 

them have vanished like fog.”

	 “Dead?”

	 “They were killed by an old legend. Groundless 

rumour, I stick to true love story, you know, how does 

wind extinguish candles and fans fires – We all deserve 

to die once in a lifetime – ”

	 “The legend of Ari Arban?” I insisted.

	  The man fixed his eyes on me. “D’you know 

what Ari Arban means? A-R-I-A-R-B-A-N.” He spelled 

cautiously, lowering his voice to emphasize the drama, 

“ ‘A rose is a rose by another name’.”

	 “You mean a rose like this?” I removed the red 

flower from my chest pocket. 

	 The fisherman narrowed his eyes, his jaw 

dropping a tad. “My sweet goodness!” he mumbled 

weakly. “You’ve done it, young man! Now there’s no 

way back!’

	 Ten years after my return to the inhabited 

world, I worked as a forensic researcher at the 

municipal police headquarter. Obviously, my 

professor’s oracle didn’t come out; I was not the 

unparalleled virtuosity he had expected of me. At 

the job interview, my future director had informed 

me about an unclosed case classified under a curious 

dossier name: Maîtresse de la mort. The eponymous 

women’s club was noted for their revolutionary 

cures of rejuvenation. Over the years these women 

had gathered a circle of powerful patrons, including 

celebrities from soap stars to politicians. Appalled as 

well as admired, the notorious association of modern 

witches certainly knew how to whip up and play the 

media attention. However, people seemed to believe 

in some way that they were linked to the mysterious 

disappearance of young men in the city. The police 

failed to find successful evidences. The suspects 

practised the cherished old tradition in which they 

excelled like no other,  “Tea, the inspiration for eternal 

youth” being their soul-liberating mantra.   

	 The New Year’s party took place in the city 

hall. I had accepted the invitation from the mayor 

because he wanted me to meet someone. “A very 

special lady. She is flesh and bone of our country’s 

past. I recall you once have written a famous article on 

the oldest tea, haven’t you? Well then you must talk to 

her. Something tells me your paths are entwined – if 

not joined.” The mayor smiled quirkily. 

	 “What was her name again, Sir?” I asked, a 

little reserved.

	 “Guess? No?” The mayor beamed as if the 

press was taking more pictures. “The lady has been 

inspired by you, she told me. Speaking of the devil. 

May I introduce: madam Ari Arban, the owner of the 

club that has made our city famous – ”

	 As she approached, her birdcage veil fluttered 

in the flickering candlelight like a crow. Yeah, that’s it, 

like a crow, pacing back and forth, you’ll never hear 

the end of it! I could hear the rustling whispers of 

her evening dress one-hued with her lips, blood red, 

burning and fiery as my secret desire. She didn’t bat 

her eyes: two dusky marbles wrapped in age-old dust. 

Her presence oozed the perfume I remembered and 

never forgot. She didn’t change. I squeezed the hand 

she offered me. She pulled back her black lace veil. 

Leaning over towards her, I plucked up my courage 

and muttered in her ear: “What kind of love would 

drive a man for miles through solid rock? 

Songbirds. At long last.” And then to my 

astonishment, I pressed my lips on her 

ivory, pulsing throat.

	 She shuddered gawking at me, her 

soft, dim eyes widened. 

	 “But you were that boy, weren’t you? 

You were the young student who died ten 

years ago in Rose Ash during a scientific 

quest for the oldest tea tree. You lost your way and 

slipped into the ravine. When they found your body, 

you held a charred branch close in your arms. It 

was the New Year’s Eve, black rain poured like rats. I 

remember it was in the same night my own Ari Arban 

in the garden gave me her first flower after so many 

nursing years. Wait. I cut the newspaper the next day 

and have kept it with me ever since.”

	 She opened her purse and handed me the 

shred of foxed paper. 

	 The black and white photo showed a young 

men with a burnt, charcoal black stick clenched in his 

hands. He had my face, my clothes and my hair from 

exactly ten years ago, with a bone made of water next 

to him that sings me lullaby, like a midnight express 

taking a band of lovers to their immortal mistress – 
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Twice two times once a second

two times 

A return twin fates

intertwined destinies

Surviving on one-two one-twos

hut

hurt

A tale

two

to beat the best of them

Twice raucous then silent then silent

beating always syncing

together as one

as you are

Boom time rolling rowing

a peace tensed at best

apiece each hand

Arms

holding 

holding off hanging on

Impossible whispers

now merely silence

Armed

holding

beating beating away

Hounded

haunted

shadows long and lingering

Grinding

tales of possibility

possibilities

Safe now

saved possibly

By the twice

two times

almost always arriving

Arrived

Lim Lee Ching

... language is a skin: I rub my language against the other. It is as if I had 

words instead of fingers, or fingers at the tip of my words ...  

(Roland Barthes)

Are we in tune?

Can we ever be in tune?

Or, are we only ever in tune with? Thus, always already a relation, 

in relation—where being in tune is not just being in relation with 

another, but premised on there being an other. 

Thus, also a touching. 

Where being in tune is a touch. Fingers, words, sounds. 

Keeping in mind that “it is space that one needs to even begin to 

touch.” (Jean-Luc Nancy) 

So, even as there are two or more in relation—in a relationality—

what one is in tune with is a space between. 

Attempting to listen to that space, to what is not. 

Where being attuned—where the tune—lies in the not-.

Where the dash is precisely the space needed; never forgetting  

that even as it connects, it can also break. 

Dashed. 

Perhaps potentially detune one’s self as one attempts to tune  

into another.

And here, we should try to remember—keeping in mind that memory 

is of the order of calling back, perhaps calling forth, certainly a 

calling, recalling, a touching of the past into the present—that 

citation is an attempt to resound with the voice of another. 

Not just in the form of a homage, but also an enactment of violence 

to the other, on another. A touching that potentially wounds. That not 

only echoes another, but perhaps also always steals, takes over, away, 

her voice.

Prosopopoeia. 

Hence an attuning, attunement, that always already detunes both 

the self, one, and the other that one is attempting to be in tune with.

A tuning that is a relationality that potentially undoes all tuning.

A détunenement, if you will. 

And yet, both are also already in tune with each other. 

A tune that can be felt by those in the relationality. However, since 

they are both quite possibly detuned, this suggests that it is a tune 

that might lie outside the boundaries of knowability.

And if potentially beyond cognition, this also suggests that it is a tune 

that comes to them from elsewhere.

A tune that tunes them; that perhaps moves them in manners that 

remains unknown to them.

Auto-tune.    

And since this is something that is beyond us, perhaps the only thing 

that we, one, can say, that is left for one to say is—allowing the irony 

that I have borrowed the voice of another to say it to resound— 

nothing I tell you will enlighten you. I await the poetical expression  

of what I have to say ... 

(Jean Genet)

The night air is rather refreshing, at least for the first 

eight thousand feet or so while I tumble head over 

through the roar of the uprush of sweltering air. 

	 Any pool of sweat along my saturated 

neckline is now quickly absolved of its undoing with 

the constant push of the wind’s wide thumb. There is 

a sense of peace about this stillness as if from the lens 

of a freshly exposed and altogether horrific picture. 

Each movement is a still-shot frame by exposing frame 

until that final moment when there is no more sky to 

fall from and no more wind to hold me up. There will 

be one eventual exposure when the red will blossom 

so bright the whole night will know of the garden this 

falling flower has planted.  Accidents will happen 

to the best laid out plans of the most regimented 

connoisseur of discipline and divine intervention will 

simply not be there to catch him. This revelation as I 

am learning now is in the acceptance of things I cannot 

change, and the serenity will at last come to me in the 

end of this invisible freight train groundward.

	 Out of the mouth of the garden of chaos 

blooms the passengers of Flight 1189. I am tired now, 

my eyes sleepy with the madness of adrenaline. I 

can find no more comfort in closing my rinded eyes 

or resting my aches in this forsaking knife of a wind. 

I am sliding down the vespertine backdrop toward 

the inevitability. I am but a prop now in the Midnight 

Summer’s Dream of a God I have hardly known. As 

close as I am to touching the cheek of the ultimate 

Creator is as far away as I am from slipping soft as 

a dream into an Infinite Palm of safety. Where are 

you dear God when I am in need of you most? Will I 

always be that bastard son to you, even in these last 

descending moments until whatever crescendo may 

come? I think maybe so.  

	 Women are said to fall with their faces 

pushing back down in the Earth and men will fall 

with their backs to the wind so their crotches are not 

revealed in the excitement of death’s sensuality. Make 

no mistake about it there is sensuality in falling from 

an exploding airplane. I have torqued my neck against 

the great hand of the night wind to check for any signs 

of excitement and despite the runny fecal matter I 

feel in the bands of my boxer-briefs, no excitement as 

of yet. There it is I have said it. I have shat myself and 

am in idle waiting of a hard-on as I fall twenty-nine 

thousand feet to whatever lies below. There are several 

women screaming a few hundred yards off, I can see 

their flailing arms mismanaging against the wind 

as if newly shrugged birds off their metallic stoops. 

They are screaming, one in full cry as if catching the 

scent of a rabbit, one only striping white in the vacant 

expression of dry, expended throats. I do hope she 

closes her jaw before she swallows a bug, or worse, 

a bird. I have the time and have inspected that they 

are indeed floating face-first. I’ll be damned! Perhaps 

there is something to that. There is surely truth in the 

simplicity that in approximately twenty-two minutes 

I will splatter headlong onto someone else’s sidewalk. 

In a town, without a name for me, from a plane no one 

knew has fallen, from a sky no one can see amidst all 

this Mideast blackness. 

	 No one looks up into the night sky anymore. 

I am falling into the lap of someone who will not even 

see me when I hit them. They will stand sipping the 

whipped cream from their Frappuccino through an 

immeasurable straw and I will land sticky wet on top 

of them in what will be labeled an unusual death. I 

will be rambling words until either my heart fails, or 

the mud or concrete will place a punctuation ending 

to this pathetic sentence. I will probably not be so 

fortunate to have that imminent heart attack of the 

typical falling victim. If I know me, I will be rambling 

words in a conversation with myself, a million selves 

with no one hearing me. And with no hearing me, 

everyone will. 

	 I am remembering that I have conversations 

with folks every day, however I rarely say what it is that 

I actually mean. My ex-girlfriend and I talk but we do 

not listen and we certainly do not hear. Ok we argue, 

to be honest as a dead man falling, no sense in lying 

this close to death. I would feel cheated in knowing 

that this one lie was the cause of me making the cut 

for the elevator up or the trap door down. These are 

the randomness that is the things I am thinking about 

as I am falling. I have time to think, another nineteen 

minutes anyway, so I am thinking of my ex-girlfriend 

texting me to watch our three year old son. I miss her 

tits, I do, and I am honest to say so. I miss the verbena 

smell of her shaven legs. I’d watch him for a blowjob 

right about now I can practice saying before I hit the 

pavement. Where did we go wrong anyway? A lot can 

be changed in the oral pleasures of one another’s lap. 

Of all couples, we knew that best. 

	 Ah fuck! Now I know where the excitement 

comes from. When you are falling at the rate of a 

hundred feet per second, you flash all the woulda-

couldas, all the should-have beens through the last 

filters of your mind. Time is holding its breath you see, 

just for this moment and the world sits still and in one 

eternal exhale all that will ever be said is said. The 

world is distant still and the language of the night is 

talking up into my face uninterrupted and I can either 

try to talk over it or shut and wait my turn. In this odd 

predicament I am not afforded the luxury of waiting 

my turn. So I will begin to speak slowly, perfectly 

annunciating every sentence and fusing thought into 

provocative chimeras of sentences. I am beginning to 

ramble the closer objects appear and the more I hear 

the whistle of the buildings or feel the hot exhale of 

the cornfield upon my back. I may even be able to time 

the last sentence I will ever speak just so as I finish my 

impromptu speech of kings, I will have paused to take 

a last breath right as I land on that someone and their 

cool half ounce of whipped cream. I can see it from 

here. I am ok with it because I have no other choice but 

be ok with it.  

	 I have made peace in the last fifteen seconds 

more so than I have made in most of my entire life 

combined. My ex and I would be fornicating in many 

new positions at this very instance had I made the 

same concessions. We would be copulating like 

sweaty pink animals across the arms of the sofa. We 

would be showering with hands full of each other 

in soapy lust before falling off to sleep in the deep 

spoon of couple-hood. If only we had made the same 

concessions. Only babies sleep as good as fresh sex. 

Our son would be a one-home toddler instead of a two. 

He would go to sleep, with his little Chiclets of white 

teeth brushed so clean and he would say his prayers 

with his mommy and his daddy. To whom I don’t know 

but the idea of him praying adds to the serenity of my 

falling. He would giggle up into the dark figure over 

him and know that he is loved, then he would poot 

and all heaven would be just right. Truth is I always 

thought I was being a good daddy. Even in death a 

daddy will never know if he is being a good daddy until 

the child has grown and can say so. 

	 Even now I feel his love inside my chest and 

I know that I will turn it off closer to the ground just 

so I know that he will not feel the impact of his daddy 

across the ground, the hood of a car or in the awning 

of a franchise Starbucks. I do not want him to think 

of me that way. I would want him to remember the 

wrestling matches where he was masked Ironman 

and I was Khan, the snake from The Jungle Book. 

I would lisp my S’s silly around him, calling him a 

man-cub and using his blanket as my coils. We would 

laugh so hard as he would extend his tiny hand in 

the manner only befitting a true Ironman and blast 

me with his repulsors. I would kiss his forehead so he 

knew I loved him and we would start all over again. 

The most serene part of being with a child is their 

ability to make every moment seem like brand new. 

	 I was just hit in the head by a canned beverage. 

I imagine it was a soda of some sort, some in-flight 

drink I was supposed to have been offered before 

the engine took out the right wing and sent us into 

tail spin. There was no time of course, even in slow 

motion, to make out what kind of drink or even reach 

and grab it. God knows I’m thirsty enough. I would’ve 

opened the blasted thing right here, mid-cloud and 

make a tray table in any damn position I choose and 

sip an icy beverage until that time. Who am I kiddin, 

I’dda gulped it down through the ashes of my throat. 

Screaming once the plane explodes into a million 

floating, engine-less parts above your head, can only 

last say a true ten seconds or so, depending on the 

condition of your lungs, the natural health of those 

same lungs and how much panic you have in them. 

Once the panic is gone, this falling thing is really not 

so bad.  

	 I can see the figure of a woman about a 

seventy-five yards or so away falling face down. She 

is conscious and waving her arms like she expects her 

wings to work right now. I laugh hey lady! You ain’t got 

no wings! Then shrug. She apparently cannot hear me 

or either she is ignoring the only last friend she will 

have. Who else will listen to her babbling on the way 

down? I wonder if she gives blowjobs flashes into my 

head. This is why I am if you have not figured it out. 

	 I find time to watch her in my air hammock 

groundward. She has a white blouse, or at least I can 

tell it used to be white. It is now tattered, with her left 

breast sort of poking out. This is my nightmare, so if I 

see a breast, then I see a breast. In fact, it could have 

been a bra, a scarf, a torn off pocket anything but a 

breast. This could very well be the last woman I will 

ever get to admire so I am gendering for as long as 

I can on the way down. Who am I kidding? It is the 

only non-amputee person I might even see on the way 

down. I imagine I can see the outline of her breasts 

in the moonlight. She has nice imaginary breasts and 

a name tag. She must be a stewardess I surmise. I 

cannot make out the letters on her badge from here 

so I name her the only name I can think, the name 

of my ex, Jessi. Jessi and I are falling together just as 

we always have. That makes my mind a little more at 

ease. Odds that we actually met our romance head-on 

on a plane are freakishly low, however we did. 

	 Just as I was adjusting the crotch of my 

riding-up pants, a seat, a fucking passenger seat 

with the tray blown off its upright axis, nearly struck 

across me perpendicular. It had been charred from 

the blast. I could notice there was drizzle along the 

seat, as if someone had melted candle wax across it. 

If I had more time to examine it I think would place 

it for human fat. When the human body is burned 

in a flash of fire, the moisture is left as waxy wads 

sprayed wherever the victim was. In this case, this was 

evidently one obese human being as wads of fat tissue 

had been congealed along the head rest, along both 

arms and was dangling from the bolt holes where the 

seat had been blown free. There was a cobweb of fat 

clinging from the undercarriage and spiraling upward 

catching on the pouch where they put all the flight 

safety brochures. This poor bastard had exploded like 

a roman candle. It was a strange sort of sight and for 

a brief moment I thought I could see chicken cordon 

bleu as if the stewardess just placed it in front of me. 

It is funny how the mind relates things in times of 

duress.

	

	 I am starting to take inventory of the items 

that are falling with me and around me, like the 

seventeen forks and seven plastic trays, eight if you 

include the melted one on the serving cart a few miles 

ago. There have been thirty-seven minuet bottles of 

various liquors so far that I could no more reach for 

than I could for safety. I saw a tampon dispenser, a 

half-dozen or so purses and backpacks and a thumb, 

or so I think it was. It could have been someone’s big 

toe. Of all the damned things I could think of and 

actually expect to see when falling from an airplane, 

a Bible was by far the last on my list. Yet there it went, 

just minutes ago, the shining gold cross splayed 

across the front cover, its bind mangled in black char. I 

was sure it still had a hand wrapping around the lower 

spine of it. I could not be sure though. I managed to 

compile my short list before nodding off from the high 

of oxygen flooding my head.

	 The night air is warm, much warmer than I 

remember the weatherman said it would be. Warm 

as bourbon. Warm as cock and hot cunt I belch out. I 

am not much for cheating my own reality anymore. 

I have a total of about twenty-two more minutes of 

gargantuan lifetime to slide away from me like runny 

yolk down the backsplash of stars and into the black 

cast iron frying pan of a modern highway. It is eventual 

suicide however suicide by definition nonetheless. I 

am responsible for buying the plane ticket, I paid for 

the patchouli scented taxi ride, and I stuffed hangers 

of quasi-metro non-button downs into that suitcase. 

I must have asked for the plane to go down just not 

aloud. I have credit cards full of J. Crew garment dyed 

shirts, sandblasted 36x30 denim, crew athletic socks 

of all the same brand, all fourteen pair of those Sam’s 

Club specials. My entire life is now one long orated 

letter of inventory hell-bent on dying over a span of 

seventy or so meters when we all meet the abrupt 

stamp. I am remembering that I once bought a fine 

hardwood dining room table for seating eight when I 

don’t even have six friends. I just wanted to impress 

the girl I was dating or the six friends I did have. I 

wanted to fake them out, lie to them. I once purchased 

a twenty-eight hundred dollar red English leather sofa 

just so some rescue kitten could sharpen its claws in 

polka dots all over the seat and backrest. I sacrificed 

that sofa for that little bag of fur that wouldn’t take 

a notion of respect to find the friggin’ litter box. I had 

underwear with another man’s signature because I 

wanted to be included into the normality of American 

society. I used to masturbate to other women’s 

faces – not the porn magazine kind either – I mean 

the clothing catalogs girls with skimpy yet revealing 

outfits. Somewhere in all of that fantasy I lost the only 

real love that I remember in Jessi. She claimed I was 

addicted to porn.

	

	 Maybe I was. I used to deflect it back toward her 

thinking that maybe if she had been more committed 

we would have had more sex. Or maybe not. I once 

read that it is only when we lose everything that we 

are truly free to do anything. Really I might say that 

the only freedom one gets who is losing everything 

is the freedom to be completely honest by cutting 

through the years of built up cover-ups, the lies, the 

convenient truths. Thinking about my finances, I think 

that credit card bill by credit card bill, I have achieved 

an adequate and measurable bottom line figure to my 

losses. The ole credit score will finally plateau out at 

around 730 by the time the estate is resolved. Above 

all things, I can now say with a certainty that at least 

I will hit that rock bottom that I have been trying so 

acutely to hit.                    

	 I must have too little oxygen in my brain 

now as I decide I want to fall naked back to the soil 

from which I came. I was once flying compost, 220 

lbs. of recyclable waste to grow the next generation 

of American babies. When I hit the ground facing up 

into the eyes of a God who has seemingly forsaken me 

so many times, I will at last know the true meaning of 

darkness. I do find peace in just about anything now. 

For instance, I remember that this morning’s sunrise 

was the most exceptionally beautiful moment I will 

have ever witnessed and never even saw but a glimpse 

of it. As I descend, I can remember noticing that the 

evening’s sunset glowing orange-red into the window 

of the Colorado Springs Boeing window was the single 

most birthing panoramic epiphany, short of my son’s 

birth. I had missed it too. In this end I finally have 

found what I have been missing: Me. 

	 I unthread the Windsor knot of my necktie, 

the same cornflower blue noose I’ve been swinging 

from these last seven and one half years in an office 

that undervalues good ideas and team effort. Seems 

they only wanted to perpetuate the fallacies of a 

good ole boy network that has been in form since 

the advent of capitalism. The tie flashes off into the 

blackness and I smell the rush of musk and cologne 

blowing off my skin, sifting through my clothes. 

I woke up this morning with full intention of flying 

west to tell a woman that I was infinitely in love, that 

I could not live without her. How apropos this is or, 

at the least ironic. Our relationship crashed so many 

times I wonder how the plane ever got off the runway. 

If I had thought about that this morning I would’ve 

laid out more appropriate attire. Instead of dressing in 

the slave clothing of marketing whizzes, I would have 

shown the woman I am so internally infused with 

some individualistic sense of emotional giving. How 

could I care about you when I don’t even care about 

myself? God please crash this plane!

	 I unbutton one button at a time, slowly and 

deliberately rolling over in this enormous womb of 

negrous midnight so the sleeves will pull back and 

off of my torso. I have things working on all cylinders 

now. With each button release, the wind howls as it 

swallows the buttons, the strings and eventually the 

whole shirt. I watch the whirl of the invisible arms 

waving inside the sleeves as it tumbles away. Next 

I open my mouth as wide as I can, until it hurts in 

my jaws. I wrap my mouth around the infinite barrel 

of my life and blow a sweet fear into the reeds of my 

skull. If this was going to be suicide, then this will be 

bliss. The hairs of my armpit are tickling in the wind 

and my undershirt is annoyingly riding up into my 

chin. I take a few seconds from looking down to tug 

at the sleeves, rolling in the wind as if I am a breach 

baby and struggling for the correct exit. I was face first 

toward my door, my body knock-knocking against 

this heaven’s door. Bob Dylan was a genius after all, 

and a saint to show me the way home after all. I hope 

there is music piped in where I am going. I will miss 

it. After silence, the nearest-most sound to expressing 

the inexpressible is music. So I hold tight in my grasp 

a balled up Ramones tee shirt then release into a 

pluming black magpie darting away with the last of 

my love of music. 

	 My nipples are dry and chaffing quickly and 

oddly enough hard as chickpeas. I toss off my penny 

loafers into the bite of the wind and watch them shrink 

from sight like raisins in the night air. They didn’t even 

put up a fight with the wind. I suppose they also know 

they are as helpless in this fall as I would be waving my 

arms against it. This is inevitable; this is me spiraling 

down the predestined and foreordained timeline of a 

God who has its back turned right now. I am freer than 

I have ever been. As I burst through a chubby pillow of 

cloud, I fling my fourteen-dollar socks to the shadows, 

watching the squares of Middle American cornfields 

grow slightly larger. My toes wiggle seemingly larger 

as if dog’s tongue lapping at fresh wind from a 

rolled down car window. I understand now how my 

shepherd-hound mix would find sublime intoxication 

in his muzzle being swallowed by the breath of God. 

	 I unbuckle my newly purchased Banana 

Republic belt and snap it off into the rain of assorted 

and swirling airplane parts. I had made poor judgment 

that all the parts had fallen before me. I watch it snag 

on the extension handle of a rolling luggage as if hung 

by invisible fingers on a towel bar by a shower stall. 

This is surreal art in the falling, leaping and dancing of 

every contorted weave of shrapnel, of every stolen limb 

in the dark pockets of Middle America. I am stroking 

against the heavens a masterpiece of nakedness and 

originality. 

	 I began to watch the far off objects form 

shape as if I was creating them by falling so I extend 

my newly acquired artist’s hand out to the dark pallet 

and make my first etch into the black canvas. I watch 

my hand make shape a line and twine it into a river 

and then I make quadratic angles turn to highways, 

or so I imagine. I am still a good distance from making 

clear objects of moment, however I can make outlines 

of some recognizable features. There are water wells 

in perfect circles and ponds and pools in odd semi-

circles. A pond I think to myself, or perhaps something 

else altogether different because I am still so far out. 

Anyway, there are rows of lights being laid out now 

in strands like white Christmas lights in slow motion 

flowing in opposite directions. There is still time to live 

off a breath of nothing but the entire night. 

	

	 Gravity has become my only condition as 

I am no longer worried about the returning of the 

Redbox movie, the cable bill or who will eventually 

find whatever is left of me.  Hell with Duke Energy I 

scream out with my arms and legs kicking on strings 

of my new reenergized self. Hell with AT&T and Geico 

as well as the little gecko too. Hell with the newness 

of my forty-seven LED television, hell the stack of 

resalable textbooks I have never found the time for. 

Hell with my ex and her perfect ripe breasts and 

hell with the hip lines of every woman who had ever 

rejected me. Hell with the ones who loved me too as 

much as hell with the ones who never did. Hell with 

the parents for not getting the abortion they both 

wanted, hell with the sister for being such a coward 

of a mother and hell with my best friend for having 

the perfect relationship and pissing it away every 

time. While I am on this rant, hell with the perfect 

relationship that does not exist anyway except in 

the moments one thinks over just before their death. 

Everything becomes perfection when you have the 

time to brush away the perceptional value that has 

rotted it all this time.  Hell with that Bob Marley 

wanna-be poet motherfucker who once accused me 

of being a racist and a bigot! You know who you are! 

We are all the same color in death you cocksucker! 

Hell with the poetry I used to write, hell with Amiri’s 

black poem, the unwritten white poem, the anti-male 

feminist poem, the Ginsberg cock and cunt poem! Hell 

with it!  

	 I was screaming all this to top my lungs at the 

open air. I was angry at the situation now and spat at 

God for it. Why not? I had dedicated my late teenage 

years and early twenties worshipping, attending 

gospels, firesides, sanctuaries, drum circles, for the 

faith I had been promised to fall asleep to softly into 

the arms of a God awaiting in harmony for me when I 

had been arisen. What good are those damn garments 

now? The only good faith I can muster right now is in 

the life insurance I had wisely submitted to a few years 

back in case such an event occurred. They should 

seriously consider using this as a marketing lever. I 

have had the chance once to commit suicide with the 

business end of an available 9mm, the smooth steel 

blade of a straight razor, or by the burning lungs of 

being drowned, all to be abandoned by hope now just 

to be tossed like a stale bag of flight nuts out a plane. 

To think of it! No sooner do I finish my mid-air rant, 

when I make a startling realization. To add to all of 

the thunder of the exploding plane I now get to see 

just how much this Sunday School God works in the 

proverbial mysterious ways. 	

	

	 I begin to feel drops of rain welt across my 

forearm, and then multiply quickly against my 

forehead. God had thundered trying to interrupt 

a dying man’s plea for salvation minutes from his 

plummet. I had not heard him as selfish people often 

do not hear what is outside of their own eardrums. I 

at least have the good sense to know when I’m being 

selfish. A flash of paparazzi cracked off in a white whip 

toward where the grey horizon is ominously meeting 

the black one. 

This was lightening at nine-thousand feet. The 

thunder was rolling into my bones like a herd of plains 

buffalo from eastern self to western self. I am in fact 

ringing as if a church bell hollowed and hanging from 

the steeple lip of a stuttering God. The rain falls on me 

in a million ideas, wet with the dirty notions of living 

again and soaking me with the resolution that in a few 

short moments this will all be over. Each droplet holds 

a positive love energy and a negative anxiety attack 

in me. I watch some drop as if steel ball peens from a 

boilermaker brow. Others explode into silver spiders 

across the objects they fall into. 

There are refractions of moonbeam and refractions 

on refractions of star drizzle hanging in the pitch 

eye of this warm, night sky like tassels strewn onto 

one universal black Christmas tree. Mysterious ways 

indeed! There is no other way to look at falling from 

an airplane except to give in to the minute review of 

occasional happenings of one’s life and imagine a more 

befitting outcome. My life as it would seem has turned 

out to be one tumbling regret after the remorseful 

other. At one-hundred twenty miles per hour and 

from about twenty-two thousand feet, the human 

body is said to have approximately two minutes to 

gather the last remaining differences of one’s affairs 

and sort them out before obtaining a lottery ticket 

into eternity. I had already been subject to hypoxia, 

now that I have had ample time to consider the word, 

there it is. As for the bulk of affairs, my skeletons 

would have to sort themselves post-mortem. 

	 I wheel back over face first to see better 

prepare myself for the landing. I recall reading the 

pamphlet in the magazine pocket as follows: With a 

target in mind, the next consideration is body position. 

To slow your descent, emulate a sky diver. Spread your 

arms and legs, present your chest to the ground, and 

arch your back and head upward. This adds friction 

and helps you maneuver. But don’t relax. This is 

not your landing pose. This does not make a falling 

passenger feel any more consoled however I can see 

the relevance to sharing it with the safely seated and 

fastened passengers. 

	

	 The question of how to achieve ground 

contact remains, regrettably, given your predicament, 

a subject of debate. A 1942 study in the journal War 

Medicine noted “distribution and compensation 

of pressure play large parts in the defeat of injury.” 

Recommendation: wide-body impact. But a 1963 

report by the Federal Aviation Agency argued that 

shifting into the classic sky diver’s landing stance—

feet together, heels up, flexed knees and hips—best 

increases survivability. The same study noted that 

training in wrestling and acrobatics would help people 

survive falls. Martial arts were deemed especially 

useful for hard-surface impacts: “A ‘black belt’ expert 

can reportedly crack solid wood with a single blow,” 

the authors wrote, speculating that such skills might 

be transferable. There is often a fine line between 

reality and the causality in a moment such this. I have 

now been caused to consider the landing, as if that 

were at option or a series of choices I have. How queer 

after all! My eyes begin to catch the outlines of a two 

dots twining their way through one of the shaded 

squares I have noticed growing exceptionally larger 

now. I consider the pamphlet and search for water 

sources, a glisten in the panes moon fleck perhaps, 

a haystack of indeterminate size. I even consider the 

hope of making out an awning of some little coffee 

shop by some infinitesimal percentage that I may 

steer toward it. I squint into the black country of night 

and see very little. There is a speck of light that just 

now revealed itself just out the corner of my eye. I 

would guess it to be a bar hound (and I would know 

all about a bar hound) in a jalopy of sorts. I imagine 

the old days thinking this driver to be slurring classic 

rock songs and swerving ditch to country ditch until 

crashing through the fence of a quiet hassock of a 

farm. I am still too far away to really determine what 

it was but my imagination is proving to be both curse 

and consolation in this rapture of dying. 

	 What would that hillbilly say when he wakes 

in the morning ditch to the hiss of crunch-folded 

radiator, cockadooing of rooster and a naked splash 

of a cadaver blooming up from his car hood? Some 

night! I actually find some salvation in the knowing 

that the only person who will see me naked as the 

shriveled barnacle on the hull of the S.S. Hooters might 

be this Chuck. Of course with my luck, I will land face 

first through the outhouse of a well-used farming 

community. I don’t even know if that is possible. It’s my 

imagination and I can afford it whatever misbehavior 

it so chooses. 

	 The truth is that no matter how I had once 

planned to go with all the panache of a wealthy 

entrepreneur, there is no full-proof way of knowing 

how I would have ever gone. When I was a young boy, 

freshly graduated from high school, I was invincible 

and the world was one helluva oyster for me to feast 

on. I lived in the moment, every single iota of passing 

moment, enjoying the ignorance of my youth or so 

I thought it to be ignorance. On hindsight I am sure 

anyone who has died would forewarn the living to not 

worry so much about the saving and forethought, to 

not be so adamant about the affairs of this disposable 

life. 

There is only one shot at this life and it is not a dress 

rehearsal, it is not the read-through, the temporary 

inconvenience, the unread life with all its missing 

topography of blots, stains and dog ears. It is not the 

unfinished blur of life from up here seeing the Earth’s 

blue turn to the macro event of black space, or the 

forgiveness that seems so much easier to dole to the 

living and receive from the departed. It is no longer 

the illusion of control that we pack over our shoulders, 

the undeliverable postcards from the other side, the 

impending of the inexcusable religious salesman, 

the precious possession of time which gets wasted on 

talking about myself. 

It is no longer the regrettable unfinished work having 

never begun to begin with or the trailing behind 

of all those exciting new ventures that simply will 

never be gotten rid of. I wish I could say that it is 

no longer the architecture of building a future, not 

even the scaffolding that precludes it however life is 

anonymously vindictive that way. I boarded this plane 

with full intention of moving frankly ungratefully 

beyond and with equal indifference to the blind 

cognition that it could very well be the last day of 

my seemingly banal existence. There is only the 

improvisation of a living language left in the lungs 

of the dying mouth and what becomes of the words 

hung out on the drying brittle clothesline of the lips 

when we pass. This life becomes our old address book 

that is simply discarded. I will mine to those who have 

not lived or think they do no longer wish to. I will mine 

to the safety-first people, the lookers of both ways, 

the intentional and deliberate measurer, cautious 

taunters and the youthfully ignorant.            

	

	 In my falling, to the airlines I would propose 

now in my death that there either be the omission 

of the use of oxygen masks altogether or the simple 

redesigning of them to look like Mickey Mouse. In the 

end or the inevitability of the end, we are all reduced 

to being falling children who are trying to do little 

more than die with a good laugh on our face. In this 

moment, the ground is falling toward me and the 

sky is reaching up toward the fields and I take final 

measure of the world that I am used to calling my 

home. I can only lie back now and look up into the 

eyes of the shadow-less space looming like a fathering 

figure down into the galaxian bedroom around me. 

With that I smile completely at the thought of a son 

I know I loved with a father’s soul and imagine I will 

soon find out if my father awaits me. I do not pray to a 

God as I imagine they have been much too busy for a 

reply. There is a silence now in these closing fractions 

of continuum and I giggle up into a dark figure I see 

coming to meet me, into the eyes of the stars and find 

myself having to wonder if I have ever been loved at 

all. 
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Men laden with tea on the Tea Horse 
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AUTO-TUNE
Jeremy Fernando
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OUT OF THE 
URBAN NEUTERED 

ENVIRONMENT

REACHING STONE COLD
Michael Kearney

(MP3)

BREAD
Michael Kearney

(MP3)

Michael Kearney

(MP3)

OLIMPIA WHISPERS
Sara Chong

William Lyles

http://www.oneimperative.com/wp-content/uploads/michael-kearney-Bread.mp3
http://www.oneimperative.com/wp-content/uploads/michael-kearney-Reaching-Stone-Cold.mp3
http://www.oneimperative.com/wp-content/uploads/michael-keaney-out-of-the-urban-neutered-environment.mp3



