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one.

Great lengths. I go to great
lengths to keep the peace. I would
walk a mile, if I thought it would help
me avoid dickering with any known
malignant bullshitter. Whoever isn't
with me is against me, that's a rule of
thumb about proper cause for making
certain snap judgments. Longer waiting
times for passing judgment can be worth
it, however, if the wait contributes to
useful class action policy against
recidivist assholes.

What is the name of the unfriendly
game, when for one to speak at all, is
to relinquish some strategic advantage?
I see enough to know it's a hustle, and
at first I was surprised to note the
edge of prejudice embedded in such
attitudes. Surely this mysterious
antagonism is based on bad
intelligence, but why would anyone go
to the trouble to distribute

disinformation about individuals?
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Speaking as an ex-member of the working
press I can assure you, misinformation
presents all sorts of civil
difficulties.

Maybe there is some otherwise
widely recognized point of conditioning
which I have missed entirely. For
starters, I really am a writer. That's
no joke, it's not a cover. And I'm a
talker. Words are a strong suit for
me, talking is part of my duty. I have
noticed a penalty assessment for
deviation from small talk among certain
factions, e.g. robots. 1I've noticed
that many literary portrayals of
childlike tyrants are allegorical of
A.I. gone bananas. Apeshit robot is
as fine an explanation as any for much
of the world I had encountered up to a
certain point in my life, down here in
this fucking toilet. But lately I've
been learning. These antique robots
are mean and dumb. I don't give a shit
about their legacy model, and their bad
attitudes reflect poorly on their
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designers.

Sometimes I wonder about what,
exactly, people think they want from
me, and about how they've decided abuse
is the best thing to exchange for my
mysterious, yet-unnamed charity.
Describing them as automatons or hungry
ghosts as we may, they've still no
cause for leaning into me so closely.

I have nothing so intimate for them.

In fact, these entities are the very
currency of which they incorrectly
believe themselves to be bankrupt. So
they sure don't have any entitlement or
proper use for my script, the likes of

which many people sell their souls for.

Soul is generally a plurality.
Whenever I have cause to relocate, I
weigh the pending action in a universal
context. This is a key for carrying
adult responsibility. The body of
humanity can be thought of as a
collective, therefore to be truly,
optimally healthy, one must negotiate
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honest integration, or at least some
ethical standard of general
reconciliation among the community at
large. Otherwise a person isn't being
honest with themselves, or maybe
they've fallen into some trap of

solipsism.

Regularly, I encounter people who
abuse the benefit of doubt, or if you
will, the “human shield” which
derives from the necessary collectivity
of life and humanity. For example, I
observe that most if not all
transgressions against me come by way
of group-think in bad faith, whether
it's blindly accidental such as through
the marketing of alcoholism to human
children, or through intentionally
malign vectors such as the cottage
industry of identity theft. Such is
this society today. People are known
also to apply the fallacy of infinite
resources, or “ecological shield,”
although it fares poorly as an excuse

amid post-colonialism.
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I must persevere in subtle
teaching, and calm, peaceable personal
conduct unless I want to relinquish my
faith in humanity, which of course so
many have given up on before me. For
life in hell, is it honest, to attempt
resembling whatever so many of these
miserable, shitty people hate? Maybe
such subterfuge is less than honest,
but it would be for safety's sake.
Honesty is physically dangerous because
so many people hate the truth.
Regardless of what I wear or where I
walk, I'll keep my boots on, but tread
lightly.

Typically no one says, “Hey I do
not like you because of X Y Z.” Maybe
if they knew why, they'd say it.
Sometimes trouble is taken to send an
envoy for providing some negative civil
assessment. As to those who would be
happy to assault me, by their own
accord in the street, or stand up and
tell my face to fuck off for no good
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reason, such an approach is honest
action, therefore it's categorically
apart from matters under scrutiny here.

Anyway, it is clear that people
down here are tired, grouchy, mean, and
misdirected. The behavior is no
wonder, or daresay defensible, because
the world often does nothing but
mistreat and lie. But hell, it does to
me too. My fundamental origins are no
different than anyone else's and we all
share the same rights of way, no?

Then, here I encounter you, but this
may not be a common right of way. I am
your narrator here, the name's Rick.

Hi there.

two.

Interaction with people occurs in
the due course of conducting one's
daily business. The line between
tolerance, and alternatives to

tolerance, is fine. A guestion arises
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of who, and who not, I am willing to
suffer. For instance, hustlers. Many
hustlers are mean and hateful, much the
way other people might hate you based
on some various other predisposition of
theirs. A claim of neutrality is often
a lie. There is good with the bad,
though, since some people actually
aren't operating in bad faith. Find
them.

Let me think of an example. Ah,
yes, of course, my new friend who I met
here in Phoenix, at a bar-slash-coffee
shop co-located in the back end of a
bookstore. As she shuffled a deck of
cards expertly, I noticed a piece of
yvarn tied around one of her fingers.
She displayed her incidental
dangerousness honestly. That I
appreciated as a demonstration of the
outward veracity required for survival
and enjoyment of the world and, that
most people don't possess.

Even in hostility, there is a
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stripe of honesty that I prefer to
uncalculating or lukewarm human agency.
Think of humanity as a social
parameter, the human condition. If it
isn't that, we ought not care if or who
is hostile or jesting. Without cause
for investigating some ostensible
measure, we wouldn't care and we'd
never know. In broad terms, people's
going out of doors always serves some
key social need. There are other
reasons too, but most loners are made,
not born. Maybe that is changing. I
admit it's been a long way since I last
left my dwelling for the sole and
expressed purpose of retrieving the
carcass of a caribou on behalf of the
tribe.

Maybe part of the problem derives
from some social compromise in response
to the dangers of strangers. Just
looking about willy-nilly for a crowd
to hang out with can turn dangerous
easily. Traditional social rules are
often rooted in stone-aged politics
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that were designed to defend people
from themselves. Such are the origins
of concepts like “the other one” and
“us and them.”

Social compromise involves common
pretexts of human interaction.
Plainview determinations about who
participates in such pretense is an
interesting taxonomy. There is strong,
unwritten, unspoken pressure to
compromise ethical standards, and it
leads many to sell their souls. Whole
populations sell their entire volume of
family stones, blindly so. A
successful hustler in such a
marketplace fails to retain ethical
high ground, therefore, high society
amounts to a dustbin of goons.

By rights, station-minding is
appropriate within a community. Beyond
that, people ought to apply labels only
very cautiously if at all. I recommend
against it. Labels on people are
usually incorrect, antiquated, and
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problematic if not dangerous. They
divide, antagonize, and prevent
peaceable interaction. The situation
is abused widely in politics. The
group is not the individual, labels are
a device of crowds, and crowds are
cowards where individualists grow to be
hated without due cause. For petty
label related reasons, fascinating
organic relationships fail to develop,
and ciphers linger despite being out-
of-place agents in bad faith. Labels
allow others to define things that

people must define for themselves.

When interacting with others, in
order to make a point and set an
example, persistently I work to clear
the air of presumptions or unsanctioned
labels about myself, to the best of my
ability. Such honesty does have a
certain collateral cost for me,
socially, although I would stop short
of complaining. The practice helps me
discover who is inclined to make

prejudgment based on what can only be
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hearsay, forensically. Known unknowns
of this approach include entropy among
the marketplace of ideas, people's
information sources, and their

knowledge.

three.

I should report that I am an
asshole. Caveat lector. But I really
do give a shit about the welfare of
total strangers, so I'm charitable. I
could go on, you are probably beginning
to realize. And I shall.

“I am a charitable asshole.” I
told my new friend with the finger
string.

“What do you do for a living with
a credential like that?”

“Its applications depend on the

circumstances. Circumstances such as

yourself for example. How is it that
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you came to be so good at shuffling
those cards?” She only answered with a

smile.

“Seriously, I kill people for a
living.” I said.

“Who doesn't?”

“Oh not really. Not yet.”

“"And I'm not a whore.”

“Who isn't. What's your name?”

“I'm called Jules. What'll it be
today? Longnecks are fifty cents until

five.”

“I will have five of those.

Mexican or European lagers please.”

“All at once? That's a lot of
carbohydrates.”

“Not really beer. But I would
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n”

like some iced green tea.

“You hungry?”

“Maybe.”

“I'll get your tea. Who are you?”

“Rick.”

She didn't have to be there, but
she was. That was my introduction to
Jules, who had no real business doing
that job. Who cares why she did, since
her joie de vivre was admirable. When
dependent origination sufficiently
explains a jewel among the dharma like
Jules, the question has been answered.
Nor did I have any warrant for my
station, which at the time, was that of
an afternoon bar patron. And what's in

a job?
The human condition compels me to

wander the universe looking for
incumbent comrades, hairless or not.
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Jules was both. Hairless lizards don't
seem to giggle or fart as much as furry
mammals, which is why lizards make good
jailers or bankers. They're fully
content to lay low for three hundred
years while a kingdom crumbles, in
order to vest themselves in the
erstwhile currency. Nobody squats
quite like a lizard. They have good
jokes, however, which they cook up
during their long periods of free time,
so they make good bartenders. Jules
came back with my tea.

“Care to join me in a cup?” I
asked. She cared to.

There was one other body at the
bar, to my right about six stools over,
nearly at the other end, eating some or
another short order delight from the
kitchen. A cook was deployed back in
the kitchen.

Jules returned with tea and sat

down across the bar from me.
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“So. Who might you kill? Are you
going to kill me?”

“No. I don't want to. It's
usually obvious to me when I meet a
person, whether they might be number

n”

one. I said.

“Most people are already dead
anyway, as far as I can tell.” she
said.

“Death in the quick is always
conditional, but dead people can still
be killed.” I said. “Death is a false

idol but knows no limit in the house it
abides.”

“How is your tea?”

“Delicious, thank you. And, quid
pro quo, why are you here?” I asked.

“I get bored, and this fixes that.
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It's not for the money. People who
worship death are the same ones who
worship money. You?”

“My human condition compels me to
wander the universe looking for
incumbent comrades, hairless or not.

This is good tea and getting better.”

“Soup's on too. My recipe.
You'll see, it's good shit.”

I considered how this person had,
basically due to her boredom, prepared
soup for random strangers like me. Two
minutes later I was diving into a
tomato bisque with help from a stack of
flatbread crackers.

four.
The world effects people
differently. In me it has invoked an

individualism whereby no higher
authority apart from one's own
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political will is acceptable.
Oppositely, there's a common mis-—
conviction that traditional authority
is all that prevents certain, immediate
universal doom. Together in any
proportion these two perspectives are
in conflict.

Authoritarian assemblage requires
governance, incidental to which
administrators often fail,
catastrophically, to realize and
accommodate for the logical
contradiction inherent in staffing a
position at the top of a system whose
rules dictate that one isn't in charge
of oneself. The best case scenario for
any meaningful policy that reckons with
the organizational anachronism is
silly, and begins the day with
profanity and arbitrary class

structure.
Meanwhile, people who've gone to

the trouble to cultivate their own
individualism don't suffer the
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enforcement of bad logic. In a society
where the mob is given any degree of
sanctioned enfranchisement, people
vested in rightful liberty will require
institutional political quarter for
protection from mob rule. There are
various ways to respond to assaults by
a class, as a class. Beware of those
who enforce the tyranny of the
majority, which is a known requisite
for intellectual disenfranchisement.
Individualism is not a free ride,
freedom must be earned and updated
regularly. When people, whether mulish
or sheep-like, are led systematically
to slaughter in vicious cycles, it's a
natural dead-hand state of traditional
society; it's a manifestation of what
some ancient philosophies describe as
“hungry ghosts.”

If people can be helped out of
such a cycle, then they should be. If
not, they simply come of age believing
everything they're told. That may

sound like no big deal, perhaps coming
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only at the minimum cost of losing some
would-be society of intellectuals. But
in the end, it probably won't get the
victim anywhere but finished, and
that's subjectively devastating; it's
a whole universe destroyed in the most
broad application of a clinical
abortion. One's determination of
whether or not to help others is an
important, imperative, personal
decision in life. I wonder at what
blind hell I would be crawling the
floors of today, hadn't my instructors

led me properly astray over the years.

It's also important to remember,
regarding out-of-order organizational
leadership, that leaders awry are not
leaders actually. These contradictory
agents, notwithstanding the
philosophical zombie hypothesis, do
manifest in bad faith and often some
response 1is required. It can even be
said that derelict agents are innocent
victims of so-called original sin,

assuming that all beings are OK at
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their very heart at least for
beginnings. Admittedly, it is
challenging to maintain that asymptotic
perspective, so it's generally always
left up to the professionals. Speaking
from experience I say, good can be
removed from a person entirely.
Everybody starts out with goodness, but
it can be lost completely, irrespective
of how so. It's never too late to

mend, given proper time.

A key to any black magic is its
collusion with natural law, as is the
case with traditional mob rule or other
active bad faith agency among
communities. Along these lines come
questions of community management. If
a person is beyond redemption in this
life, and so is endangering the peace,
then options include intervention and
corrective action. Someone with a line
on the situation and the capability to
intervene is obligated by rights.

Beyond a certain crossroads of
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one's education as an individualist, no
further instructions are taught for how
exactly to move forward. There may be
plenty of suggestions in the
marketplace of ideas, but the
guidelines are abstract, merit-based
folkways.

It's my observation that all
people, eventually, get exactly what
they have coming to them. The sword
cuts every way. These words describe,
briefly, the contents of my mind as I
told my new friend Jules that I kill
people. The statement invites
explanation, or it should, it's meant
to. Philosophically, any malefactor
can be repaired without actually being
made physically dead. But even when
apparently neutralized, they may
continue to pose a real unforeseen
threats to others, thus bringing to
bear the ethics of helping ungrateful
people.
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five.

These days, progressive or
experimental social policy can involve
personalized world building, with a
tragic loophole giving leave for
demagogues to rule as the tyrants
they've ever evolved to be. That's
fundamental biological reduction.
Their constituencies, upon identifying
the situation and finding out, can walk
away from the bondage as a legitimate
and well-advised post-modern choice.
But a major ethical problem occurs
where souls are caught in the gravity
of the actual living hells created by
fishtank despots. It also brings a
more universal problem, represented by
trolls under bridges in such fish
tanks, which unsuspecting people may

happen across in social commons.

Ideally, everyone with proper
cause gets to wear a funny hat, because
one does as one must ultimately.

There's no encumbrance for action
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executed properly by rights, whether
for one's own sake or others'. That's
the nature of diligent due process.

So, for me it should be an exercise
strictly academic when I duck into some
fish tank for purposes strictly
business. It shouldn't surprise me.

It shouldn't get under my skin.

Why is a particular individual
being given a chance to mend? Time is
the answer. Such operators are given
what time they may have. It's a gift
from those who abstain from responding
to a personal transgression, 1in order
to make way for karmic law, for better
or for worse. It's an optimistic
gesture because, truly, it's never to
late to mend, as I say. Yet,
foolishly, often such a gift is not
taken sufficiently advantage of. 1It's
also a bother when an offending
fishtank despot remains at large; for
example in this instance, you weren't
there to fix it but I was. And I left

that particular mogul in office, at the
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peril of the greater community and the
cost of my own exposure to liability
for failing to resolve the matter when
I had the chance.

Loose ends. Forgotten land mines.
In this instance, for the personal
offense, I gave the gift of time. I
pulled myself off the case and let it
ride on faith in my own astrology, but
I did so at the calculated cost of
exposing all to my interim risk.
Comeuppance is narrowly tailored qui
facit per alium facit per se but the
universe is a philosophical creature,
and there can be fish tanks anywhere.
Anywhere one goes, there's risk of
being

ciphered as chattel.
A fishtank braintrust ranges from
complex to about one step removed from

elemental motion. For example, the
people who lived by the laundry room at
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my old apartments in Phoenix. Although
they appeared to have been drunk and
dying, they exercised squatter's rights
to shake down the laundry coin boxes.
They were like mean, little coin-
operated laundry robots fueled by cheap
whiskey handles and cigarettes.

My point is that this mutation
away from peaceable coexistence belies
the influence of something far from
egalitarian. Laundry despots are just
one of the problems encountered in such
fish tanks, for which main drags
include the demand for cheap handles of
whiskey in my voting precinct and the
hard sell that caste lodging in
stairwells is a tractable lifestyle.
Oh, me, I'm sounding like a politician.
Maybe that was the correct answer for
Jules, instead of ™I kill people.” Or
maybe I'd just rather kill people than

be a politician.

The guy at the end of the bar
left, but I didn't see him pay. He
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must have a tab, I thought.

“This is pretty good soup.” I had
eaten it all, and all the crackers too.
“I'll be back for more tomorrow,

unless...uhh...when's your shift over?”

“SiX. n”

“Shall we take in a film? 1In
addition to being a charitable asshole,
I'm a privileged elitist.”

“You're probably a taxpayer too.”
She reached below the bar, pulled out a
newspaper, and handed it to me.
“Cinema, yes. Suggest a title?”

I could hear the cook's radio
through the kitchen door as I watched
her at closing duties. I thought about
taking a short walk to kill the time,
then thought better, since it was
already five-thirty.

Mine in those days was the
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standard lot of an individualist. The
situation wasn't bad although it had
taken time and effort to achieve. Time
is of the essence, where nature
accommodates infinite contemplation for
anyone with a will to pause and think
about what 1life is, or attempt broad
assessments in order to do right by the

universe.

We left at six—-thirty. Two
servers relieved Jules in anticipation
of increased demand for floor staff on
the evening shift. She threw her black
book and apron into the back seat of my
sedan, we got in, and I steered us
toward the university district in Tempe
for some art house cinema. About two
hours later we emerged from the theater

into the warm summer night air.

It was the middle of August.

six.

37



Denver Day

“Let's keep ourselves pleasantly
occupied, if you're not in a hurry to
get home.” I said.

“Fine. Keep it clean and above
the belt.”

It was nearing ten and I was
grateful for the night's occlusion of
the desert sun. I drove us to a north
Phoenix bistro where I was inclined for
tea and noodles. Jules had green tea

soup.

“Where are you from?” I asked.

“What's a good response to
something like that? 1I'll answer, it's
no problem. But let me think about it
first.” She smiled back. She didn't
have crocodile eyes. At a glance she
loocked 1like, well, like every woman, in
a good way, she was thinking seriously
of the best way to answer my question.

In terms of looks, down here in
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this sideways world, so many people are
covered with war paint regardless of
their gender, and when it comes to
individuals, the when of looking at
them is frequently more relevant than
the who. But female agency is of a
kind, and important. In large part, I
am the way I am because of women. It's
nothing which I would assign blame for,
although it did hurt 1like a
motherfucker, and has taken four
decades so far. But pain is a small
price to pay for vision and autonomy,
and time invested gives excellent
kickbacks.

“Where am I from? Part of the
answer is to say that you and I are
related. Everyone is. It's part of
the human condition. We're all related
to trees too, and even rocks. And
we're Americans, so we're essentially
from the same town, Ricky. Just look
at this joint we're in now, and does it
seem familiar? Don't get me wrong, I

ain't complaining. But I am your girl
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next door, from Texas, that's it. I'm
D.I.Y., I came out of no fucking box,
and here we are brother.”

“I feel lucky to have such a
neighbor. Welcome home in Phoenix. ¢Y
yo? I spent the past ten years on I-
10 as a Florida-based logistician. I
came back here last year to close on

some family business.”

“Lo te siga.” she said. “As with
most anyone, my ongoing presence can be
described as a function of survival.
I'm an accumulation of statistically
successful efforts at stop-loss, dead
reckoning, and long trains running. If
one has one's shit orderly enough for
effective evasive action, there's
usually enough gray matter left intact
to accommodate the psychology of

living.”
“Talk to me about night and day,

Tex. Do you believe all this bullshit
about the sun rising and setting?”
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“It's a pack of lies.” She pulled
a deck of cards from her bag, and
shuffled them. “And a farce not nearly
as old as it would like to be. Anyway,
it's horse latitudes for me now. Don't
you be a prick or a fucking maniac,
Trucker Rick. You just be real cool
and patient, and kind, and helpful, and
the like, and you will find me to be
useful in your world.” She winked and
farted. Horse latitudes indeed.

Nobody who's anybody smokes
anymore, or drinks either. Not at my
age. Like she said, it's a survival
thing. Or a survivor thing. She dealt
me a common hand while discreetly
ogling two women who used the door, and
came to some judgment about them before
returning her attention to our table.
Pro bono police work is easy to come
by, and matches wilderness camping in
its efficacy for killing time. I beat
her with a hand of three threes.
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“I ought to check on my roommates.
You're welcome to come and meet
everyone. You may sleep on the couch
if you'd like.”

I accepted. “Rolling stones
gather no moss. Does your restaurant
need a part timer?”

She laughed. “I know that's
funny. I'll check. Otherwise, you can
run personal errands for me and I'll
tip you out.”

seven.

It wasn't a long drive to Jules'
suburban residence in north Phoenix.
The south side would've raised an
eyebrow; South Mountain itself is a
natural barrier at least for purposes
of urban motoring, and to go around it
is to leave Phoenix. One of the
interesting things about urban
management in the high desert, is that
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people could be regularly eating people
at the next mountain over, and no alien
would ever be the wiser. But
historically that seems to have been

the nature of criminal Jjustice anyway.

Over—-educated restaurateur types
like Jules don't live in places like
South Phoenix. Maybe it isn't bad down
there, but it could be interpreted as
bad-looking in some ways. Such is the
aesthetic where metro downtown
districts abut the edges and seams of
older civil infrastructure. Houston's
Fifth Ward comes to mind, for example.

I ended up south of downtown last
week when I missed a turn to the
Maricopa County Recorder's Office.
South of the Diamondbacks' stadium,
there are still a few old houses with
working porch lights but by and large,
south of downtown by north of South
Mountain looks like a dock setting
that's been cleared to film a Miami

Vice warehouse explosion. The area is
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a slippery concrete slope with little
cover and no green and only the most
obvious of places for a shooter to
hide, unlike most of the post-
industrial United States' llantera-
covered sprawl that contains abundant
nooks and crannies to provide cover for
unelectable snipers. Talk about eating

people.

Her neck of the woods was
reasonably close to my own apartment
off Highway 51. A difference between
me and Jules was that I had, long ago
during my drinking days, alienated all
of my “friends.” Down to zero. It
follows that after a person loses the
very last friend, there are no longer
“two sticks” so to speak, for rubbing
together to make new ones. It's funny
how common human relations work that
way, or at least they did for me.
Anyway the point is that I didn't have
a house full of roommates like Jules.

Not anymore, and not again, yet.
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I do have an incidental community
of “friendly” or sympathetic people,
ad hoc. My partisans, more or less.
Cops, bondsmen, activists, artists,
spooks, geeks, honest politicians,
professors, and just general people
I've met in the professional realm.
They're other people with whom I happen
to share vocational space. It's a good
crowd, truth be told, although they're
strictly business, inasmuch as life is
work. A no-nonsense attitude 1is
important as we ride the high seas of
the universe; someone has to be the
fucking straight guy, and there aren't
many. The whole population cannot be
on shore leave or the world gets
scuttled. It happens to universes all
of the time; everybody wakes up, and
the chickens are in charge, and the
rats across town are back-dooring you
and yours.

This line of work is honester,

anyway. Maybe I could be dwelling in a

cube, plotting to screw the new dish at
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lunch hour, playing tennis with fish
brains, wiping my ass with large bills,
hadn't I burned those bridges with
extreme prejudice. There has not been
any nepotism left for me, not for many
years, even before I figured out that
the establishment is slavery. But
there's no avarice either, and I'm
thankful for being relatively free of
it all.

Although I sure did get treated
like shit before coming to my
realizations about class and labor. I
was not one of them, so I was the hated
other one. There is no middle of the
flock. I wonder, for how many
generations my legacy will last, before
or if someone in my family tree
forgets, doesn't know, or doesn't care
and pulls eighty years as a picture-
perfect secular business person before
turning to stone. Even at my final
cube, the company man still had to fire
me, and even then, I granted him the

satisfaction of witnessing my earnest
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protest.

We parked and went walking up to
her condo, which was bustling. The
scene felt like an open—-all-night
office, not unlike my home workspace,
though Jules' was more heavily staffed.
Comfortable electricity wet the quiet
air. I was seated on the couch, and
someone brought me hummus and mineral
water from the kitchen. A late edition
of the local news was on the television
set. Here and there, a roommate would

give a nod, a wave, a walk-by.

eight.

“We're actual people. Not
students in the corporate sense but we
try to mind the store.” she said. “I
should only cautiously self-identify as
“people” since most probably can't be
categorized as sentient. Beyond the
mean intelligence of their venereal
diseases, with chance and luck being
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what they are, most are probably
philosophical zombies by your own
estimation. Nevertheless, as a
disguise, feigned stupidity is

unoriginal and heavily overused.”

“And what about people like us?”
I said. “For example, there is no more
fucking for me, for years now. It is
mostly intentional though it's not my
first preference. Despite all of my
clawing at my own fetters, I created
this circumstance knowingly. I'm an
ace, a post-modern monastic, walking a
thin line for strangers who can't
appreciate, or don't understand,

altruism.”

“Ironically, sex is good for us.”
she said.

“It's one of the few and simple

n”

keys to living. I said. “WYet, some
abstain in the present so others won't
have to figure it out on their own. My

situation is a kind of bondage, there's
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no doubt.

“Think of it as a dharma problem.”
she said. “The past is a reflection
and the future is conjecture, one's a
thought and the other an idea, and both
are philosophically contingent upon the
existence of a present moment where the
future and past literally and
philosophically shall not exist. And
since various minds define perfection
differently, some avoid certain
vanities for the sake of philosophical
perfection. Asceticism, it's a form of
austerity, a sacrifice where hegemony
is sought at a depth beyond what most
fathom to obtain. Such projects don't
have to be mutually exclusive of
sexuality or sex, but, sex as a
distraction leads many people directly
away from enlightenment. In that
sense, sex can be as deadly as

avarice.”

“So I've erred on the side of
caution.” I said. “For the sake of
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some conjectural future aesthetic, at
the risk of it's historical
irrelevance. There is much that can go
wrong. With lovers, I don't believe I
ever did anything right, but experience
teaches me that friendship is what's
most important. I define “friend”
differently than I used to, and
differently than most seem to. As for
people like us generally, or me and you
specifically, yes it's a dance with
perfection but not at the peril of
amity. The romantic muse isn't spooky
or shallow and we probably won't fuck
this up. Not in a bad way.”

“It's no big deal, right? News of
the world is news to many.” she said.
“But since education is entropic, we
could still end up on the nine o'clock
news wearing only handcuffs and
underwear regardless of our state of
enlightenment. Wishing to retain all
of its repertoire, corporate media
propagandists are disinclined to
relinquish any options. No plot of
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grand tragedy which could effectively
invoke posse comitatus, force majeure,
martial law, and 1984-ever comes off
the table. Beware that there are too
many people who are over—-hedged on the
eschaton, and that the fifth column's
not here to help people with amnesia
recovery and divorce counseling. The
proletariat won't tell you when the
last tree is gone, so it's nobody's Jjob
but ours to prevent the day when only
sick birds, robots, and tire stores
remain. If it does happen, it's

nobody's fault but mine.”

“The fucking robots.” I said.
“Wouldn't tell us because they wouldn't
know. Have you been reading my mail?”

“Llantera bots.” declared Jules.

“They're fuck bots too.” I said.
“Did you ever see Bladerunner? There's
more to those Replicants than killing.
Anyway, this world's already ended, at

least the matter must be prosecuted as
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if it had. DNotwithstanding men about
horses, there is something very
practical, honest, and quaint about
lovemaking, but in light of the fact
that successfully implemented self
denial opens the gate to greener
pastures of metaphysical being, I've
learned to do without, begrudgingly, to
date. I can also do without all the
herpes, though. Just the other day,
one of the hookers living in my
apartment building fell down the
outside stairs. For any number of
reasons, I'm surprised the woman can
even walk at all, when she can. It
does shine a light regarding where a
progressive lack of mindfulness might
deposit you.”

“Do you have herpes?”
“No, not the penis kind.” I said.
“I never get cold sores either, but I

don't do much making out anyway.”

“Maybe I'll let you kiss my ass
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sometime.”

“Who is the president?” I asked.

“That depends on what and who you
are. And on what you mean by the
question. Are you talking about the
President of the United States of

America?”

“I don't know. Maybe. But who's
the boss of you?”

“The U.S. Executive legally has
the oversight of operations, prescribed
or incidental, which describe any
official executive function of the
United States.” she said. “Which is
most often encountered in our daily
life by way of the American dollar.

But no, nobody is in charge of me as
such, though I do have some creeping
existentialist malaise. Yourself?”

“By rights, nobody is qualified,
except me.” I said. “But I do have ad
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hoc advisers, like you.”

“So you're qualified?” she said.

“Sure.” I said. “And may your

beard grow ever longer.”

“Here's to it.” Jules raised her
bottle of mineral water.

“Elsewise, do you like to fuck
women?” I interrupted, at the risk of
disturbing the peace. Evidently, she
took no offense.

“As a full-blown adult, the end
often turns out that way.” she said.
“It's a natural option but love's born
in the heart, not the crotch.”

“There is also safety in numbers,
it is said.” I said. “It's not a
silver bullet, but for example,
polyamory might resolve certain
problems of jealousy, codependency, and
other unwanted byproducts of greedy
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coupling. Because philosophical truth
is non-dualistic, unenlightened
humanity suffers duality poorly, and
the cosmology deals harshly with such

failure.”

“So what are you telling me,
brother? Are we Mack the fucking
Knife?”

“I think that's probably part of
what we are, if we're anything at all.
Can you make mineral water come out of

your nose?”

“Yes. What of it?”

“Sending the right message is
important in applied taxonomy, despite
veracity's tendency for subjective
drift. To understand the truth and to
speak it, we're equally obligated.” I
said. “Truth is truth, it's simply
put. But running afoul of organic
complexities is unavoidable when truth

is contested. My or your being Caveman

55



Denver Day

the Brick might be an honest
disposition, but it doesn't mean one
gets, or even deserves, any action

whatsoever.”

“Every transaction has a sell side
and a back side.” she said. “Wedlock,
for example. 1It's a practical civil
institution, but by rights of common
law, marriage can be interpreted as
“people one has slept with” or
“animal coupling,” which is
institutional polygamy in effect. One
eats to live and people are fairly
liberal when it comes to survival, yes.
But, bonding is bonding, no matter how
long ago it happened. Regardless of
politics and talk, historical facts are
what they are.”

nine.
Jules hopped up from the couch,

walked into the hall, and returned a
minute later with a pair of Bugs Bunny
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pajama pants and a matching t-shirt.

“Does he sleep with a rattle too?”
Yelled someone down the hall.

“Shut up back there, nigga. Our
guest is a charitable asshole,
privileged elitist, and blue testicled
shaman.”

“Watch your fucking language.”
Came the reply. “And you recall our
wager about the N-word, you owe me five
dollars.”

Such was the way of the gun at
their house. I took a quick shower,
slipped into the thoughtfully provided
pajamas, and came to rest on a couch in
the den.

“I've had it. I'm going to bed.”
she said. It was homey in there, and
though my dreams were weird, I slept
like a rock.

57



Denver Day

Next morning, the household
resumed its action at a reasonable
eight o'clock hour. For people with
non—-traditional schedules, eight in the
morning is a wonderful first effort, I
say. Get it correct in your head, Jjust
because people like us keep funny
hours, doesn't mean we're layabouts. I
walked into the kitchen and leaned
against the counter.

“We're all vegan, would you care
for a tofu scramble?” she asked.

“Yes. Did you dream well?”

“I always do with a stranger in
the house.” she said. “I'm due for a
shift at twelve-thirty, we can chill at
the coffee shop until then in the
fellowship of other existentialist
coogs.”

“Got any brass knuckles?” I
asked.
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“Maybe, I dunno. I'll check after

we eat.”

After our high-protein morning
meal we went to a coffee shop downtown
that was thick with humanity. Shoaling
bohemes. We were birds of a feather
hidden in a flock of geeks.

“"I like joints like this because I

can blend in and feel normal.” I said.

“Well happy birthday then.” Jules
said. “Personally, having statisti-
cized the secular, it doesn't matter
exactly where I go, as long as certain
minimum standards are met. I've done
all the time I'm willing to do as a
dishwasher.”

“A classic description of the
infinite chasm between labor and
management.” I said. “You are an

excellent cook, however.”

“Wegan only, I moved up in the
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kitchen, not out.”

Like it or not, say what you will,
someone was burning hashish up at the
coffee bar. It follows that everyone
in the room, if they're like me, would
be secondhand stoned for the next three
days. I'm like an old 