
Vivisection: A Satire

 by thomas dylan cohen

Advisor: Alexis Doval
April 16th, 2012

Submitted in Partial Fulfillment of the Degree of Bachelor Arts in the 
Integral Curriculum of Liberal Arts at Saint Mary’s College



Line 1

It was all over before it had ever begun. Not since before the Wright 

brothers had so little ever taken off. The day he finally realized it, being that it 

was over, was the day he realized that the hillsides were already brown and that 

he had missed spring. “How does someone miss an entire season?” a diligent 

reader may ask. This someone happened to have his head in the clouds, or 

clouds in his head, and often missed more than seasons.  

Like a breath blown balloon, even with size and sun promising a good 

flight, once released, it only hovered and sank gently onto the sharp edged green 

grass below, popping instantly. He shivered at the thought of being alone, a cold 

thought, an iris dilating realization that often leads to inauspicious behavior 

bordering on the frenetic and crossing into the psychotic. As most thinking men 

do, he thought. About what specifically, is halcyon worthlessness. Generally, his 

erumpent thoughts were only about himself, but without contemplating the 

egotism of his monologue, his sardonic lamentation took the course that fate had 

chosen without his consultation by reciting this Sonnet:

When in disgrace with Fortune and men’s eyes,
I all alone beweep my outcast state,
And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,
And look upon myself and curse my fate.
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,
Featured like him, like him with friends possess’d,
Desiring this man’s art and that man’s scope,
With what I most enjoy contented least.
Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,
Haply I think on thee, and then my state,
Like to the lark at break of day arising
From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate;
For thy sweet love remembered such wealth brings
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That then I scorn to change my state with kings.1

But that story is over, and this one shall begin where the previous ended. 

Where that one was filled with deceit, tears and Catholic guilt, this one shall be 

comprised of unstained white teeth shining through genuine smiles, clearly 

pictured, and not masqueraded due to a noticeable lack of cigarette smoke. This 

story will both begin and end with Sonnet 29. Whether you, dear reader, make it 

to the end of this book or not, I should be forward and warn you, he will not. And 

since you are not nearly as invested in his demise as I, I assure you this is not a 

book to be put aside lightly, but to be thrown with great force. 

He awoke twice that morning, the first appearance of consciousness 

comforted by a familiar cadence, but he couldn’t place it with heavy blood and 

bleary eyes. The second, by divine intervention more than anything, was 

magnificent. He awoke feeling elated with bright-eyed music playing in half-time. 

The music had been the theme to a dream he had been slowly awoken from, and 

was all the lingering serenity of another reality. But he seized it.

Dressed in an anachronistic manner, he presented himself with an air of 

elevation. He looked down his straight, Roman nose at any individual who did not 

meet his expectations, without noticing that few did. His new clothing, designed 

to allude to previous decades, were all part of a façade that he relied upon to 

appear confident. On avenues lined with modern architecture he often glanced 

tenuously into the dark-mirrored double-glass of the glimmering buildings for 
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fleeting reassurance that his slacks floating above leather top-siders were 

flattering. 

! He had few qualms about professing his love to women or things, because 

he treated them similarly. He had no comprehension of love and could never be 

the benefactor of it for the simple reason that he loved himself so basely that he 

idolized any who held affection for him. On his left arm a tandem bicycle was 

tattooed in a slightly cynical but mostly appropriate manner. Cynical in his 

universe. Appropriate in ours. Appropriate for its lack of two riders, which every 

tandem bicycle needs, the symmetry necessary for any worthwhile adventure. 

For example: a girl with nebulous hair and soft skin who had looked at him only 

once, he had loved twice since. He loved himself like born-again Christians love 

Jesus; Narcissus himself lost less time in front of a mirror. 

! Perhaps we are being too harsh, or perhaps too kind, for he was aware of 

his failures and of his feats. His assumptions were entirely based on himself 

because of his unhealthy fascination with and inherent misunderstanding of 

Descartes. In an attempt to write fiction, he subconsciously wrote 

autobiographies while slowly getting drunk and listening to the Second 

Movement of Mozart’s 41st symphony.2 A man with a childish grin, he meant well, 

and will suffice to be the protagonist of this story, which resumes here. 

! Finally awake, but still in bed, he gazed out a window that faced nothing. 

He heard his roommate showering and preparing for her day. A lovely red, a girl 

he had met a year previously but had maintained a platonic relationship with by 
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first courting Mary Jane (who had been passionate but forgetful) and then Sophia 

(who, while stunningly beautiful, was often boring, and more often drunk). Once 

she was gone he spoke the following without actually comprehending it:

! “Today is the oldest I have ever been, and the youngest I ever will be.”

! Knowing his words were shallow, he quoted his beloved Bard again as if 

to fill the void his empty words had left, 

! "And, when he shall die
! Take him and cut him out in little stars
! And he will make the face of heaven so fine
! That all the world will be in love with night
! And pay no worship to the garish sun." 3

! This was a new chapter in life, and he was determined to be productive, 

he spent his day numbed on the couch. However, he was not without his powers 

both large and small. A mild couch centered day. Though beer and pot were 

abundant, television and distracting company were not. Horizontally, he funneled 

himself into a microphone and recorded the best and worst. Relying too heavily 

on puns and chime, he considered himself to be a poet; though some argue that 

poetry takes talent. Lying there, the following non-sequiturs bubbled to the 

surface:

The supercilious:!  
! “In my erudite opinion, both Adam and Eve were women. Why else would 
men have nipples, and why else would two chicks kissing be so damn hot?”

! The magnanimous:
! “Note to self: please start a website for fellow Ents called, ‘Wikiweedia’, 
that is all.”

The nostalgic:
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! “Shadows dance on my bed conducted by palpitations in my eyes.
I thank you for the flowers, when the news is all thorns.
And you scream back above the tempest, ‘you are welcome, Poet’.” 
 
! The lighthearted: 
! “I love peeing into blue toilet bowls, turning the water green with my piss is 
as magical as Jesus must have felt turning water into wine at Canaan.”

! The impressed:
! “I want to finish that short story I started about my mother, the one entitled, 
“The Circumcising Papist”.4

After this joke, which, he had stolen and adapted from a Woody Allen film 

but believed himself to be the genesis of, his mind slowed into something 

tangibly existentialist as he continued to dictate his conceit:

“I wonder, even now, as I speak, if I am the creation of another. And if so, 

would I be clever enough or not, to recognize whether there is a narrator of the 

narrative that is my life? And as a follow up to that question, I propose a thought 

experiment. If there were a narrator, a being that comprehends my motives and 

makes them evident to all, omniscient yet condescending, then he would be able 

to affect my life either positively or negatively. Therefore, I challenge him, if he is 

man, if he is god, to do his best and to do his worst.”

! During this speech, he had risen from his reclined position; and pointing at 

the paper white ceiling with his right index finger he continued:

“And to bait my hypothetical narrator, I propose a contest. I too shall write 

a narrative where my protagonist is both cursed and blessed to have me as his 

narrator.”
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! Most narrators would be content in merely commentating. This narrator, 

unfortunately for our protagonist, is never content and is known among his 

friends for being “destructive on a whim, or whimsically destructive”. More 

importantly, it would be most embarrassing if my creation were to command me! 

Imagine, if a character I conceived and who only speaks the words I put into his 

mouth, were to challenge me, his Creator, and achieve victory. Strange, he is the 

only character I have conceived with enough imagination to suppose he is the 

creation of another. 

Therefore, it is necessary for this narrator to engage in a battle of the 

minds, with himself, if you will, and to defeat this verdurous parasite. A unique 

challenge, and accordingly, a unique story will necessarily follow. And with this 

tacit agreement to an unlikely duel, we also find our protagonist lying asleep in a 

haze of booze and self-loathing.

! Four hours and twenty minutes had passed since the last moment of 

consciousness of our protagonist, and he was beginning to stir, so boringly,  that 

we shall begin to fill our beloved reader in on the inner workings of this man, his 

life, and his mission. 

The last we saw of our protagonist, he was challenging his Creator to 

duel. A perilous undertaking considering that defeat could be considered a form 

of suicide. 

! His name is Will Wyatt and he was born in a bottle-rocket in 1989. Primed 

with cheap gasoline and conditioned by immigrant laborers his hair was curly and 

his smile pointed heavenward. With invisible wings and drenched in the acid-rain 
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that poured from the smog filled sky, he and the rest of his generation were 

blessed, or cursed, with abundant food, omnipresent televisions, and parents 

who doted too much. A generation that walked around with money in their 

pockets that belonged to no one; their inflated sense of self-worth only matching 

the targeted inflationary rate of the dollar. They ate food grown by those starving 

from countries they had never heard of. A telling idiom of Will’s developing years 

was when he first heard the term “peak-oil”. Up to that point, he and his 

comrades considered it their right to drive senselessly for hours, doing nothing, 

with nothing to be done. They thought themselves to be immortals, and in a 

perverted sense they were. Without restrictions, limits, and with no future plans, 

they turned nouns into adjectives5, while giving themselves cancer, as they ran 

from the parents, police, and guidance. 

! Born in that great sprawling jungle, The City of Angels, he could not 

understand why he had never met an angel there. Perhaps his problem was his 

blunt belief that angels could only live on clouds, and Los Angeles is blessed by a 

lack of precipitation and cursed by an over-abundance of internal combustion. He 

may have seen an angel once, while despondently waiting at a stop light. From 

behind his dashboard he looked up demanding his creator give him a sign of 

goodwill. Immediately a nymphet waved at him with her beautiful and tiny hands, 

spreading her middle and index fingers, she wished him peace. He took this 

answer as proof from above, which may have inspired his previous outburst 

against me. 
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We now return to our protagonist and find him horizontal on a couch the 

color of a pond, the shade of his eyes, with his tape deck still recording.

He awoke to record a still vivid if surreal dream. 

“I watched a great Cedar charge the squirrels and the birds above 

average rent. In the rain, a city of tents, a city of pain. It's impossible to write a 

song of smiles when there is blood in the Nile.”

! Though Will had some success with women, he was currently an 

inbetweener.  His life was bookended by orgasms, and as he was inbetween 

women, he was forced to play the part that unifies all of mankind. Subjective and 

Objective tumescence. To be blunt, he decided to end his lonesome day by 

masturbating. Soon his mind cleared, and he realized that he had not interacted 

with another human being since she had left the previous night.

! He had already forgotten our feud. Disillusioned with his attention span, I 

found this to be an opportune moment to move his fate in a way that he, and our 

patient reader, should find mildly interesting. 

!
Line 2

! Upon awakening late the next morning, not with playful melodies but 

instead a pounding hangover, and Will felt guilty that he had wasted another day 

of his infinitesimal life. With that dazed confusion which often accompanies 

mornings and hangovers, he thought about what was expected of him. He 

staggered into the bathroom to study his appearance in front of the mirror. 

9



! The visage reflected had always mesmerized him. Avoiding eye-contact 

with himself, he studied the stubble and checked his forehead for blemishes 

before acknowledging his most prized possession. His bright, his beady, his 

beguilingly green eyes. He winked. 

! Will was known to be a bit of a rake, and using his eyes, he collected 

beautiful women. In the last few months alone, he already had added a virgin, a 

division one tennis player, and an heiress to millions to his cannibalistic 

collective. A long stare, longing snare, he seduced women with a look that 

seemed to be as deep and clear as Baikal but in reality, had the depth and 

opacity of an empty dinner plate. The look he had mastered as a child in order to 

extract what he desired from adults had evolved into the look he used to extract 

what he desired from women. 

! He tried to jack up his morale, which had been low of late due to the 

mutual agreement he and Johanna had come to. 

! “Has it already been two days?” He asked himself. Missing her soft laugh 

and softer breasts, he ventured to think about what bathycolpian women he could 

call for assistance .

! Still before the mirror, he considered who to call. The girl he desired most 

of all was Johanna, not only for her soft breasts, but because he could no longer 

have her. An empty emotion, a hole that needs filling, or more appropriately, a 

filling that needs a hole. 

! He burned before making his decision. Ophelia, that milk-maid, her 

beautifully sculpted arms and body, and easily sculpted mind, was the perfect toy 
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he needed to forget the muse who had refused him. And he undertook the 

necessary prerequisites to enable his ‘happiness’ by sending her a text message 

that simply said, “We should have sex.”

! How I want to roll my eyes at his penetrating understatement. 

! While awaiting a reply from Ophelia, he received a welcome message 

from a close friend. Aldous, a British ex-patriate who Will had known for several 

years. 

! “Are you still alive?”

! Will considered this, and with his existence implied, replied, “Does it 

matter?”

! “We should hang today, I heard about Johanna and I know you are an 

idiot.” Having not heard back from Ophelia, but not losing hope for later, Will 

replied.

! “Okay man, come over.”

Returning to the mirror, he asked himself for answers and patiently waited for 

them to appear in the silvered glass. 

! There was a knock at the door, and Will answered.

A tall man with dark waved hair stood there, with a bottle of Merlot and a half loaf 

of french bread. 

Before Will could speak he said, “Shut up Wyatt, I’m here to talk. And you should 

probably know I’m on mescaline.” 

! Will sighed and let him in. After half-hearted nods to social protocol the 

two friends began to talk more earnestly, enjoying their respective drugs. A 
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favorite topic the two had in common was the decay of society into a pit of latex 

and bohemian anti-depressants.

! “Everyone is a sleepy child. Lulled into complacency and ignorance by the 

'humane' shock treatments of our era, television and computers and cell phones 

and drugs. We are totally blinded and dumb. We are numbed with rum and 

winded by excessive hours on the couch. We’ve traded lobotomies for 

manufactured consent. You cannot even spell ‘oppression’ without ‘press’. 

! No one replied. 

! “Slowly, sweetly, I hum the anthem of solidarity to myself in hope that its 

serene melody will imprint itself on someone's soul, and they will catch the illness 

of love for mankind.” Aldous announced to no one in particular. 

! “As soon as I graduate, I am going to live in a country where people are 

the only ones who get to vote. In fact, I refuse to believe that corporations are 

people until Texas executes one at midnight.” Will ejaculated. 

! “Will the Arab spring prelude the American fall?” Aldous asked with a self-

content smile.

Prince Andre, Will’s cat, asked for attention after a few minutes of silence, 

“mkgnao”.

! "Dude, I am way too stoned to think about being a cat," was all that Will 

replied.
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! As a narrator who often gets bored with his subjects, and not wanting the 

subtleties of their dialogue to slip past our beloved reader, and not known for my 

own subtlety, it is necessary to point out the double standard they held in regards 

to “US versus THEM”. In the first person, singular or plural, the drugs ‘we use’ 

are always “mind-opening” and “educational”, whereas drugs referenced in the 

third person ‘they use’ are always “intoxicating” and “indulgent”. Though, their 

appreciation of discourse and culture, while in vain, is appreciable when 

compared to smut and digital whorehouses. 

! At this point Will received a message. A reply from Ophelia: “ : ) I’ll 

be over in an hour.” He told to tell Aldous that it was time for him to leave.

! “Get out, I need to think.”

! “You mean you need to fuck? Who is it this time, Mary Jane?”

! “Shut up, you English prick, and stay the fuck away from my lady friend!”

! “Alright, alright, easy baby I’ll leave you and your lady friend alone.”

! “It’s Ophelia, and she’s not my lady friend, okay?”

As he was leaving Aldous made the point of saying, “Ophelia, yeah? Better wear 

a condom.” 

! Will considered this before saying.

! “Je vous emmerde.”

! “Je vous aime.” Aldous parried. 
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! It grew light. The evening had ended, but the night had not yet come. He 

knew Ophelia was coming over, that lovely girl, and he knew that he didn’t want 

her to, despite his invitation and lust. His thoughts lay dry in dust where a 

luscious river had previously run. There was a knock at his door.

!

! Ophelia came in wearing sweats and a hoodie. Will knew neither of these 

would stay on long. He put on a record, Paul Simon’s Graceland, and told her he 

needed her. He said many other stupid and untrue things, things he cannot 

remember even now. 

! “Baby, can I lie in your lap?” Will begged.

! “No, Will, please.”

! “I mean, my head upon your lap?”

She smiled, “Okay.”

! “Do you think I meant country matters?”

! “I try not to think about anything around you Will.”

! “That's a fair thought to lie between your legs.”

! “What?”

! “Nothing.” 6

! Before long, he had undressed her from her prole like apparel, and she 

had undressed him from his, though his mind and soul were still shrouded by a 
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facade and alcohol. After kissing passionately, though not intimately, she saw 

him, him, she smiled at him and winked, saying “oh boy...” 

! Will replied with a twinkle in his eye, “I’ve come to bury Caesar, not to 

praise him.”7

Ophelia, who was much more intelligent than Will believed her to be, and truly 

bilingual unlike him, remarked,

! “Le petite est gentille!”

Wyatt, bumbling from all the perceived compliments caught hold of her hair, and 

kissed her deeply before consummating their shared mission. 

! Will was deep in Ophelia though his mind was deep in thought about 

another girl. Even with his limited conscience, he tried to conjure emotion for this 

beautiful girl, this girl who, while slightly boring, loved him more than Johanna 

did.

! As he was performing his duty of pneumatic drill, his phone chirped. He 

knew who it was, and he knew what she wanted. And despite himself, and 

despite being buried in this being who was much more deserving than the one 

who texted him, he could not stop the visions of Johanna.

! “Hey, I just got home from a concert, come over and I’ll make you dinner.” 

This angered him, not only because it was a command, but it also made him 

angry with himself for wanting to obey. He also desired flesh, her flesh, any flesh, 

but knew that as she was vegetarian, and a virgin, flesh was not on the menu. 
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! He used this new anger to finish what he had started, more furiously and 

more pneumatically than before. Afterwards he thought, “Vidi. Vici. Veni.” 

Ophelia smiled, kissed him and said “Goodnight, sugar.”

And without replying to either Ophelia or Johanna, he promptly fell asleep.

Just Another Dream Sequence... Or Line 3

! I awoke to the sound of Johanna returning. She did it quietly so as not to 

wake me, but nonetheless, I felt her presence and though awake, was soothed 

by her and her consideration. I watched her undress and approach our bed. I 

opened my mouth to speak but no air came out. The desire to scream “I love 

you” was unbearable, and my mouth would not open. 

! We made love. There was no need to say “I love you”, because we both 

knew it to be true. And we both knew it to be eternal love, therefore we felt 

ourselves to be eternal. 

! Then she was gone. Gone. Gone. Gone. Gone. And all I could see was a 

fun-house mirror. 

! Then the voices started. Like a sieve, dropping drips on me without any 

time for contemplation. 

! “One day I expect to be mortal, one day this youthful impenetrability will 

evaporate like a cube of dry ice, leaving no stain on the pavement. All this 

immortality, this beauty, these desires, what will happen to them when I die?”
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! “Who is there?” I thought, but could not shout because it was if my mouth 

was full of cotton.

! “Quos vult perdere dementat.8” An eidetic chorus of voices states.

! “What? Please! Johanna?” I scream in my mind but the words are caught 

by something osseous.

! “Am I awake, and have I such a lady? Or do I dream? Or have I have 

dreamed till now? I do not sleep: I see, I hear, I speak, I smell sweet savors and I 

feel soft things. Upon my life, I am awake indeed, and not a thinker nor William 

Wyatt. Let me see her just once, and let me.....9

! “Lord, Grant me the Serenity to accept the things I cannot change.” I 

prayed the only useful prayer I knew.

! “The Courage to change the things I can, and the Wisdom, the Wisdom, 

Lord to know the difference.”

I fall into a deeper sleep, lubricated by the sweat soaking the mattress. 

! Now it’s day, and I still taste you on my tongue, and feel you on my lips 

and soul. I was dreaming of just you, and now you’re gone. Walking through the 

rubble of the night before, I can’t breathe in this vacuum. Walking through the 

grove behind our home, I do battle with the trees to show I’m right. 

Then I start to feel tragic, people greet me, I'm polite.
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! "How’s the day?" 

! "What are you doing?"

! "How's your mood?" 

Man, it passes right by me, it's behind me, now it's gone.

And I can't lift you up because my mind is tired.

A sacred night, where we'll watch the fireworks.

They make me feel as though I'm only all I see sometimes.

A sacred fight, and we’ll never talk again.

They make me feel as though you’re only all I see sometimes.10

! Now it is dark. These are slow thoughts. My mind is cradled in wax, warm, 

molded, its texture runs and folds around the grey matter that imprisons my 

consciousness. I listen to either the wax or my conscience wonder how and by 

what route I have come to be who I am, derelict, unreal to myself, a victim of the 

sheer incomprehensible randomness of living, and of the atrocious running out of 

time. Why am I I, and not another? Or unborn, rather than made flesh and 

deposited in a hard world, to flourish, mate, and now presently to die? 11

I am a discursive amalgamation of all the things around me. 

How strange it is to be any one at all. 
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Line 4

! Late the next day, Will sat in a cafe, contemplating, the things he knew, 

the things he did not know, and everything in between. As he sat, he watched a 

child being led by her father, a small girl, a toddler, with orange juice in one hand; 

she reached for her father’s hand with the other. The father, a well-dressed man 

with dark hair, either ignored or was ignorant of his daughter’s touch. He stepped 

into the road and walked ahead of her while she kept pace by running behind 

him. The father had in his iPod and was blind to the reality around him.

! “This virtual augmentation is disgusting” thought Will, who pitied the girl, 

and wished to scoop her into his arms. Though he was in public, he began to cry. 

His mind continued, “I pity that girl because God knows how great my parents 

were to me, and how truly fucked I am in the head. How in hell is she going to 

have any hope for being normal.” 

! Looking at his Mickey Mouse watch, he found Mickey’s arms to be curled 

and swinging playfully at his side. Will wanted to know the time, but his watch 

refused to tell him, and it seemed that Mickey was watching him, snickering at 

him. Will shook his head in an attempt to clear his etch-a-sketch mind, but the 

same devilish grin refused to reveal its secret. 

! Will said aloud, “You are not my God.” He took a permanent marker from 

his bag, and proceeded to shade in the face of the watch. “Look at me now,” Will 

dared the cartoon. “Time is relative!” He giggled with delight. The mask painted 

over the hideousness. His contempt for a reality that he could not affect.
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! He got up, and left a scene he did not know he had created. After his 

departure, others who had witnessed this peculiarity, but did not think the father 

and daughter to be peculiar at all, said of him:

! “How bizarre! Did you see that boy?”

! Will no longer cared about what people said of him, which is an important 

step for anyone. And repeated to himself this stanza from The Second Coming, 

by Yeats.

Turning and turning the widening gyre
The falcon cannot hear the falconer;
Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;
Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world,
The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere
The ceremony of innocence is drowned;
The best lack all conviction, while the worst
Are full of passionate intensity.

Prologue

Muse, Muse I know you live within me,
Feel as you fly,
Sustained by mushrooms growing
Between memories that rumble
And the grey matter of my mind. 
Grant me courage,
Serenity,
And witticism. 
O! Muse of unholy iambic pentameter
Blow upon my wings and let me fly!

! The strangest thing that had ever happened to Will Wyatt, the absolutely 

most bizarre thing he had encountered, occurred when he was sixteen. As all 

events that occur amidst puberty, this one carries strong sexual considerations. 
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In mid-October of his sophomore year, he awoke up with a mild pain in his lower-

abdomen, and as most boys, immediately used this as an excuse to skip school. 

But when the pain refused to subside his mother eventually took him to the 

doctor. The diagnosis: appendicitis. Nothing strange or sexual about that. But 

while Will awkwardly sat upon the operating table, awkward both in his pear-

shaped body and cracking voice and guilty sexuality as a young virgin, he 

listened with unease as the doctor explained what was going to happen and 

assured Will’s safety. 

! It was not until the next morning when he awoke with a sharp pain in his 

throat and side that Will realized what had happened. It was several days later 

when they let him stand up for the first time and use the restroom on his own. He 

looked down and saw what he had once been both ashamed of and what had 

been the first proof of his entrance into manhood, gone. And all that remained 

was a slight stubble where dark hair had grown. Immediately his illogical, 

undeveloped brain dropped through his lower cranium. The only explanation: 

“they must have shaved me because I am not supposed to have it.” A 

combination of Catholic-guilt and ignorance of sexual maturity. For years this had 

haunted him as a sign he was not normal. 
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Line 5

! ! The afternoon of the watch incident, Will decided he would visit 

Johanna. They spoke briefly on the phone before he put on the cologne she 

knew, and closed the door behind him.

! As he headed into enemy territory, he thought of how his heart was kept 

prisoner there. Though it (his heart) beat and moved blood throughout his body, 

its essence, like that of the USS Pueblo, was still in commission but had been 

taken prisoner in the war-zone that had been their relationship.

! When he arrived, she greeted him with the cool comprehending eyes she 

was known and a diaphanous blouse. The conversation took the normal route of 

appetizing small talk before opening into the main course. They were sitting 

around coffee and cigarettes. Though the atmosphere stank to low-hell of sexual 

tension highlighted by wide eyed fear. They were laughing over old stories and 

neither wanted to admit how turned on and freaked out they were by the other’s 

presence.

! Will shivered, close on his right sat Johanna, she looked at him and he 

knew she felt his fear. !

! “Fuck it” he thought and snaked his arm around her. She seemed to 

appreciate the contact as they waited for the other to speak earnestly.

! “I... I....” Will started but couldn’t finish. 

Johanna, who was either more articulate or less affected by the situation asked, 

! “Don’t you want to be my friend?”
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Will had no answer for such a loaded question but moved to attack.

! “I don’t want you hanging with those Republican club kids, they are 

basically effete optimates re-born.”

! “Why? Johanna sighed and rolled her eyes. 

! “It’s like they are emotionally stunted lilliputians or something, they have 

no empathy.”

! “Will, there are only like three or four real adults in the world, everyone 

else is just pretending.”

! “Jo, please for me, don’t let those fascist pricks keep you from being what 

you should be. The categorically impaired show blind eyes to the Categorical 

Imperative.”

! “And what exactly, do you think I should be?

! “The center of attention.” Will moaned.

! “You know where you should be?” She giggled.

! “Where?

! “You should be in the movies! You’re such a character!”

! “Baby”, Will closed his eyes, “you should be in real life.”

! Whether or not you can foresee how this maladroit chapter will end, I’ll 

provide some relief from Wyatt’s turpitude. Perhaps a moment of kairos, for 

things forgotten, as there is always something lost in time. 

! Most men know that when an apple, fallen from the life-giving branch, rots 

upon the ground, it is not suitable for consumption or even worthy of inspection. 
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Not Wyatt. Rarely had he been able to tear himself away from any long gone 

beauty. Most men do not wish to be the custodian of a carcass, decomposing 

and decayed. Will had the unwonted gift of aching to discover whether the 

animal’s heart might beat again. The morning after encounters with women, what 

had been simple under moonlight now was complicated by the rise of the sun. 

Though this might be  sad, self-defeating chivalry, it was also great because he 

did not know what he was doing, both to himself and to Johanna, or he refused to 

acknowledge that he knew. 

! Where some men would erase their past lovers to the extent of Damnatio 

memoriae, Will often committed them to his memory, either as a testament to his 

good-will or to his self-destructive tendencies, he remembered them only as 

wholly perfect, and himself as the cause of the break. 

! Now for a few words about Johanna. She was a sort of society girl with 

long dark hair, very pale complexion, and surly dark eyes. She looked like Hedy 

Lamarr and she was quite aware of it, sometimes she would turn on a demure, 

faraway look when you tried to talk directly to her.12 A queen of men, she ruled 

with cold looks and warm eyes. Pascal almost said once that history would have 

changed had Cleopatra’s nose been shorter; I say that Will’s life would have 

been less chaotic had Johanna not been so prudent. Though she was 

remarkable for both beauty and intelligence, she was known for her purity. 

! Yours Truly has a few words to say about purity inspired by guilt. I truly 

despise the whole idea of women abstaining from sex, even though they dream 
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it, desire it, and do it. If a blind man sat down next to her on a bus, he would 

never know her amber eyes and intact hymen. He would only think, “good god 

this woman stinks to high heaven of cigarettes and gin!” and that is all that he 

would think. Especially how it (chastity) has been glorified by that epoch striding 

leviathan known as religion. Why should someone not acting be admired and 

respected? As a human being, or something like it, I find this concept to be 

laughable and contemptuous, and blame the man who invented chastity, for all 

my sexual frustration. What is purity anyway? A clean white sheet? It is only 

clean and white until my bedfellow and I put indentations in the mattress and fill 

the room with our scent and screams. How can anyone claim to be a virgin when 

we are all fucked from birth? Chastity, it seems, is as deep as my toothpaste cap.

! Now to return after a verbose and cathartically passionate diatribe, I 

believe we were about here...

! The uncoupled couple were now lying side by side on her bed, Will was 

reciting poetry to her, both of their favorite pastimes. This time it was Lord Byron, 

something of an anti-hero to the world, but a hero to Will. 

! “She walks in beauty like the night,
! In cloudless climes and starry skies;
! And all that’s best in dark and bright,
! Meet in her aspect and her eyes,
! Thus mellowed to that tender light
! Which heaven to gaudy day denies.

! One shade the more, one ray the less,
! Had half impaired that nameless grace,
! Which waves in every raven tress, 
! And softly lightens o’er her face;
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! Where thoughts serenely sweet express,
! How pure, how dear their dwelling place.”
!
! Before finishing, Will took this opportunity, and took her full face in his 

hands, her soft lips into his.  She tasted like cigarettes. 

! “I don’t know if I should kiss you.” Was all Johanna said.

! “You should quit smoking.” Will said after a taste of her nicotine laced lips.

! “It’s easy to quit smoking, I’ve done it a thousand times. What I need to 

quit is you.” 

! That cold bitch. 

!

! “I need to confess something,” Will began after turning onto his back, 

away from her, “I fucked some girl last week.”

Johanna didn’t reply but only stared. Will knew that stung.

! “Are you okay?” Will asked when she stayed silent.

! “I’m... Okay.” Though both of them knew she would drink herself into 

oblivion that night.

! “I guess not some girl, but a girl. And I only did it because I missed you... 

However fucked up that is.”

! “So it’s my fault?”

! “No, Splenda, please.” 

! “Splenda?”

! “You’re sweet, no fat, and cause heart failure.”

! “Please don’t joke,” She said so softly it hurt hard. 
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! “Please, Jo, I don’t want to fuck other girls, I just want to love you.”

! “Will, you know I can’t give you that.”

! “I do, but, but, not all orgasms are created equal. Please, just say what I 

need to hear.” Will crooned.

! “No, I don’t know what I want, I don’t know what I need.” She firmly 

protested.

Will looked into her eyes, and felt his soul melt.

! “I’ve been alone since ’89. Good-bye.” An apoplectic goodbye.

Line 6

! On returning to his apartment, he went straight to the mirror. He smoked, 

he joked, and by crossing his arms akimbo, he hid his wrists from his reflection. 

His mind was not in a normal state. A healthy man usually thinks of, feels, and 

remembers innumerable things simultaneously, but has the power and will to 

select one sequence of thoughts or events on which to fix his whole attention. 

But young William’s mind was not in a normal state in that respect.13 Diverse 

thoughts and images occupied him simultaneously as he pondered his next 

actions. He popped a pill to clear his mind before popping a pimple to clear his 

face.
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!  Suddenly a syncretism of thoughts and feelings again swam to the 

surface of his mind with peculiar clearness and force. He looked straight at 

himself, and spoke directly to me. 

! “Go away.”

! I shivered, it was a rare event, like when you’re listening to music by 

yourself and feel all the dopamine in your curved spine released at once. He 

knew I existed, and he was commanding me once again. The absolute strength 

of thought was daunting.

! “You're pretty full of yourself. You're marveling at the tragic spectacle of 

William Wyatt- William the magnificent, the unique. William whose suffering 

should have its own Homer. Did you ever think of yourself as a snot-nosed kid- 

mean sometimes, incredibly generous sometimes? Dirty in your habits, and 

curiously pure in your mind.”14  I voiced without speech.

! “Why won’t you give me what I want?” He asked

! “Because you asked for sublation, as I recall. So why are you so 

distressed? Did you eat something that upset you?”

! “I ate civilization. I ate television. I ate pussy.”

! “All terrible in their greatness, poisons of the age.... Do you want to hear 

something comforting? 

! “I don't want comfort. I want God, I want poetry, I want her, I want freedom, 

I want goodness, I want sin. Why is it I can’t have it all?”
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! “You should know, the world always looks better from the star that is right 

above where you are. Have you ever considered Achilles was never supposed to 

catch the tortoise?”

! “Please, just give me enough to carry on!”

! “Done.”

! And now we ride the circus wheel
! With your dark brother wrapped in white,
! Who says it was good to be alive,
! But now that he sees the comet’s flame
! He won’t be coming back again.15

! The two-headed boy went to the refrigerator. The light was out. He felt the 

hollow cold escape and drag his soul within. On an old pie-tin he found it. 

Tangible THC. Living in an age that calls darkness light16, Will took a bite of the 

edible, knowing he and I were traveling together on the circus wheel of delicate 

yet unfathomable freedom. Swallowing the dry soma, he wanted a glass of milk. 

! Retiring to his room, he watched the colors dance across his eyelids. He 

felt undulations of sensation rack his body, as if the drugs were flexing to show 

their strength and they took possession of him. Taking out his yellow legal pad, 

he funneled his unharnessed mind onto paper in the same way a somnambulist 

feels his way down stairs.

! The Self-Pitying:
! “I should be floating, but I’m weighted by these heavy thoughts.”
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! The Intransigent:
! “If we are all individuals, then who will admire us?”

! The Vacillating:
! “Is everything sexual, or nothing at all?”
!
! The Confident:
! “It is only called liberty because it is deliberate!”

! The Hopeful: 
! “Tonight is not an epilogue. I will float until I learn how to swim.”

! He got up to look at himself in the mirror, his eyes were red and bore that 

expression that eyes always have after spectacles have been removed. He 

wanted to float, but he was still weighted by thoughts. Will heard a voice whisper, 

“Do not cry, there is still music in your mind.” Smiling, he slowly realized 

something. Our generation suffers from tinnitus. There is no place of silence, the 

cacophony of the modern world is only drowned out by the collision of two 

equally dead ideologies.  But for a moment, and only just, it is possible to tune 

out the bullshit, and listen to the beauteous beauties pulsing through cranium and 

cerebellum, through veins and arteries.

Line 7

! As circumstance would have it, Will was planning on escaping the city for 

a few days, to visit his grandfather, a trip that would take him by airplane to 

another plane of existence. His grandfather, Allen, the father of Will’s, had been a 

man on the road. After fathering Will’s father, he had abandoned the family plan 

and had walked hungry and lonesome across continents, seeking jazz or sex or 
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soup, and followed hero-poets and human seraphim to the ends of human 

consciousness and back again. 

! On the airplane; Will considered his genes. He was proud to be the 

descendant of such a man. A man who, after doing the manliest of things, and 

fathering an heir, had done the basest of things and abandoned him. Allen Wyatt 

had joined the Merchant Marine soon after World War II and travelled the world, 

seeing atom bombs and orgies and had drunk tea with the Dalai Lama in a cabin 

on top of the world. Will dreamt about what his grandfather had seen and done, 

and wished for such adventures in his own life. 

! On his arrival, after cordialities, Allen rolled a joint over green tea. His yard 

overlooked the beautiful San Marcos valley, that natural Californian Supermarket. 

Will began the conversation abruptly, “Poppy, tell me some of the things you have 

seen.”

! Allen thought for a few moments before replying. With a voice that 

sounded like a locomotive with no destination yet howled with the fury of industry 

and soot, he said,

! “I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by madness, starving, 

hysterical naked, dragging themselves through the black streets at dawn, looking 

for an angry fix. I’ve seen enough things to be a solipsist, and you’ve heard them 

before. My boy, tell me the things you’ve seen.”17

! “I don’t know the difference between what is important and what isn’t worth 

mentioning.”
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! “Everything you’ve seen is worth mentioning, life is a single good 

comprised of many evils. Tell me what you dream of.” Allen said.

! “I dream of girls, of loneliness, of atoms, of gods. What do you dream of 

Poppy?”

! “Last night I dreamed of T.S. Eliot, welcoming me to the land of dream. 

Sofas couches fog in England, Tea in his digs. When I had awoken, I had to ask 

myself, ‘Am I that great?” What English Department would that impress?’18 Allen 

replied with a smile.

! “Last night I dreamed of myself, T.S. Eliot would’ve been ashamed of me.” 

Will sardonically lamented. “Poppy, what is the answer, what is the point of all of 

this?”

Here Will’s grandfather smiled, he had travelled the world, he had snatched the 

girls, and his answer was this, 

! “Drinking my tea

! Without sugar-

! No difference.”19

Will smiled at this withered and wrinkled old cat soaking in his memories, his 

wisdom, and his cocktail. It was sorta like jazz.

Line 8
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! On the return flight, Will, on the aeroplane over the Sierra, poured notes 

into his leather-bound notebook. He was flying through the air, and thoughts were 

flying through him. He kicked off his shoes and looked out the window onto the 

world. At thirty-thousand feet, everything looks Euclidean, perfect, wholesome, 

complete. 

! “Do it, I dare you,” he challenged me while six miles up. In fact, every time 

he boarded an airplane he dared his Creator to send it crashing into the earth at 

a million miles an hour, instantly crushing all aboard into an ashtray. Perhaps he 

begged it. 

He scoffed, knowing I would never do it, having nothing else to write about. 

! The farms below fed the millions in cities that sparkled beyond the 

horizon. Everything was concentric circles of corn, wheat, barley forever and 

ever. 

Life in verite.

! In a rush of caffeine, altitude sickness, and popped ears, he remembered 

growing up in the suburbs. That quiet, safe haven for the upper middle class, 

though populated, according to his mother, only with pedophiles, rapists and 

other dangers. But in reality, mostly populated by nocturnal scavengers looking 

for an unopened trashcan. These creatures, pushed to the margins of the world 

by the American Dream. Will remembered feelings of solidarity for these deer, 

that opossum, those squirrels but had difficulty maintaining his empathy once 

thoughts of another human had repossessed him. Thoughts broken, he scribbled 

the following on a crumpled napkin.
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Two decades of melody, truncated by
Boulevards and oligarchs and impure reason.
Wondering about your panties.
This family tree chopped for firewood,
By perambulations and passions.
I just want to take my tongue 
To the southern tip of your body,
How can I do anything but?

! He doodled temporary tattoos on his uncovered ankles. Eyes watching 

him on what appeared to be a crucifix. Though he was not in despair, he cursed 

himself as the cause of his fate. He smiled out the window at the entire world. He 

wanted to see Johanna just to say this.

! “Do you remember the night we spent at the top of the world, alone, 

together. With only Otis Redding as our guide. We watched cities sleep and 

breathe, and we felt each other grow in our young love. Covered in old coats to 

keep out the cold, we kissed while as we learned what our bodies were for, and 

our kiss stopped the world from spinning for a moment. I knew my love was 

great, but you never wanted greatness. Oh God, look at you now, staring at your 

feet, thinking you’re ten feet tall...Do you remember when we went picking 

poppies?”

! After this mosaic of melancholy memories, he glanced out the window at 

the beauty below him, above him, and breathed the recycled air-conditioned 

oxygen aboard the airplane. To him, it smelt of lilac floating on perfumed rivers 

running through ancient forums of virtue and vice.
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! “Now I'm overwhelmed by the light of day, shivering in the sun, my skin 

itches as the soul inside stretches and yawns and yearns for freedom.” Will 

thought above the clouds.

I can’t live in my father's house anymore. I don't want to live in America. 

Line 9

“Hurrah! Die butter ist alle!” An idiot reactionary said from across the lunch table.  

Months after returning to the hive of wasps, for the final time, Will sat in troubled 

silence listening to these worker bees of a plutocracy pretend that all men benefit 

from a bereaved bureaucracy. In response to the crypto-nazis and ignorant 

laborites who think they owe their commodities to capital, Will monologued, 

demonstrating his apathy to political dialogue. 

! “Mi perdonato, gentle gentile and master of currency. I am in all affected 

as yourself. Glad that you thus continue your resolve to suck the teat of sweet 

philosophy. Only, good master, while we do admire this virtue and this moral 

discipline, let’s be no stoics, I pray, Or so devote to Aristotle’s checks as Ovid be 

an outcast quite abjured. Balk logic with acquaintance that you have and practice 

rhetoric in your common talk. Music and poesy use to quicken you. The 

mathematics and the metaphysics, fall to them as you find your stomach serves 

you. No profit grows where is no pleasure taken. In brief, sir, study what you most 

affect.”20 
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! “Wyatt, you’re an antisocial being, wrapped up in yourself and in women. 

I’m not. I’m a conservative thinker: and I’ll work and act for liberty and equality 

among all people and sexes belonging to the United Sates of White Anglo Saxon 

Protestants.”

!  “Thinkers have only interpreted the world; the point is to change it. But 

since we cannot change the world, as conflict is intrinsic to the human condition, 

let us change the conversation.” Finishing these pretensions with an air of 

shrewdness, with his confidence as solid and composed as his speech 

rehearsed, he walked away from the unlettered proles. And having walked away, 

he fell into memories of the previous few months. Some of the more mellow 

ones, are recounted below. 

! “Dammit Will. God knows why you are so lonesome. Because it doesn’t 

take any effort. Since you seem to be so confused about life, either marry a nice 

catholic girl or join the army.” Will’s father professed.

! “The only difference between martial and marital stability is where “i” fits 

in.” 

Ignoring this, the man in the room continued. 

! “Snap out of this post-girl phase you always go through. She was merely a 

poetical imagination. She treated you like a piece of meat, and as she was a 

vegetarian, it was better to be her pig than her boyfriend.” 

! Will knew this to be true. And he knew that Rose of Castile, Joanna the 

Mad, used everything from the pig except its squeal. He also knew that “love 
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loves to love love” and that at this point he was torturing himself for the sake of 

sadism. 

! “Then what do I do, Pop?”

! “I think it is time for you to make new mistakes. And commit everything 

else to damnatio memoriae.”

  

Line 10

! Within a few hours, Will was on an airplane to Central Italy. Urbi et Orbi. 

His head headed towards the Caput Mundi. Rather than praying to Saint 

Thaddeus for a lost cause, his father had realized his son was a Romantic. 

Something that cannot be spelled without Roma. 

! Looking through the window down upon the Roman plains, Will quoted 

unto himself, despondently; “Art thou pale for weariness, of climbing heaven and 

gazing on the earth. Wandering companionless.”21

! Audience to Vivaldi’s The Four Seasons; the subtlety was lost on him 

because California does not have four clearly defined divisions. Will had yet to 

experience what a colorful Autumn and a snowy Winter actually entailed. He only 

knew two seasonalities, wet and dry, storm and clear, new and old.

! Vivaldi transported him back to a fire-pit he had had with comrades and 

fellows and friends before the recent vicissitude that had undone him. California, 

though not seasonal, transcended the many types natural beauty.
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! “Look at the stars. It’s wonderful how they shine! You would think the 

women had spread out their panties,” said Will’s comrade Leo, gazing with 

admiration at the Milky Way. 22

! “I had it for a second, but now I’ve lost it.” someone said under veil of the 

darkness. 

! “Just because you’re losing, doesn’t make you a loser.” Will whimsied. 

! “If only I could leave my body for the night and dance with the virgin and 

the hero and the lion.” Another friend added from the other side of the fire. Will 

knew they all were in awe as the late-summer constellations swirled across their 

nocturnal abode. 

! A wolf of a man, or someone who thought he was, Jack, though 

accomplished as a poet, relied on his scanning and vivid voice to evoke emotion. 

He used this opportunity to undo the whimsy and add a taste of mortal tangibility 

to the night’s collage.

! “Joy upon joy and gain upon gain
! Are the destined rights of my birth,
! And I shout the praise of my endless days
! To the echoing edge of the earth.
! Though I suffer all deaths that a man can die
! To the uttermost end of time,
! I have deep-drained this, my cup of bliss,
! In every age and clime--
! The froth of Pride, the tang of Power,
! The sweet of Womanhood!
! I drain the lees upon my knees,
! For oh, the draught is good;
! I drink to Life, I drink to Death,
! And smack my lips with song,
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! For when I die, another ‘I’ shall pass the cup along.” 23

!
! These New Romantics, a phantom minority of post-modernity. Despite 

living in the great shadow cast by the giants who came before, with halation they 

saw the world as a gift crafted especially for them, wrapped in gold leaf and silver 

tinsel, everything was beautiful when viewed in context. The sky, as always was 

magnificent and set them free.

! “Two, one, two three four.” Another comrade, Jeff, called out between 

warm chords on his spanish-guitar. 

! Will, our audacious protagonist, the sail into which I blow, felt a moment of 

clarity. Music, poetry, outdoors. The rush. The tears. 

! His eyes lubricated to the essence of the sky, stars fractured intentionally 

into a million more atoms of life. He thought, “These men are my friends. And I 

think they would consider me to be theirs. This is because anyone who would 

ever consider opening up their thoughts so publicly and so passionately, must 

consider all of humanity to be their close companions; here today, somewhere 

else tomorrow. Likewise, I consider anyone and everyone who desires to listen to 

me, to them, to be my brother, my sister, my mother, my lover. 

!

! The moments of clarity. Music, poetry, outdoors. The rush. The tears. The 

absolute purity of thought. Will was flirting with reality, but too chicken to fuck her.
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Line 11

! Time passes much like last night’s meal. Sometimes slow and not without 

pain. Sometimes quick and hard to piece together. And when it’s all over, you 

look down and comment that it was either “not that bad”; but often you have to 

ask yourself, “was that it?” 

! In the intervening months, our self-effacing yet self-loving protagonist 

moved through his life with haste. Yet here we find him at another point in the 

story arc, though looking for different and new answers to life, still looking just the 

same. 

! As that part of the story took place on the tail of another tale, so shall this 

one. Our fair hero, our young and inestimable poet has been wrapping fewer 

concepts around his mind than condoms around his... The reason for a surplus in 

sexual mortification can be found in who he has been seeing. A woman, not so 

young as he, a woman not so loving as he. Our fair protagonist had found himself 

in love with Miss Ann Thropy. Miss Ann, encouraged Will to get into the wrong 

kind of trouble. Sleeping with friends, sleeping with enemies, seducing friends of 

the family and flirting with anyone else. That was the kind of trouble he wanted to 

get into. And together with his mistress, Miss Ann Thropy, our once relatable 

young poet: forgot how to cry, forgot how to empathize, but nonetheless turned to 

his beloved Bard for guidance, tolerance and turpitude. 

O! How much more doth beauty beauteous seem
By that sweet ornament which truth doth give.
The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem
For that sweet odour, which doth in it live.
The canker blooms have full as deep a dye
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As the perfumed tincture of the roses,
Hang on such thorns, and play as wantonly
When summer’s breath their masked buds discloses:
But, for their virtue only is their show,
They live unwoo’d, and unrespected fade;
Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so;
Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made:
And so for you, beauteous and lovely youth,
When that shall vade, my verse distills your truth. 24

! He repeated to himself the lines of Shakespeare’s sonnet. It’s alternation 

of sad human affectation and the vast human cycles of love chilled him, and he 

forgot his own human affected grieving. A period where memories are recorded is 

always antecedent and precursory to a period of hyperthymesia. Reflection 

always begins post-festum. 

Line 12

The following conversation has never taken place anywhere except in the 

author’s mind and as such, the original separation of the writer and the written 

finally meet in a somewhat anti-climatic climax. It is merely the ramblings of a 

manish boy returning from the wildly esoteric to the mildly arcane. 

! “Wyatt! You prick! Are you ever coming home? Do you think you’re a 

prisoner of the Vatican or something?” A familiar voice crawled across the 

horizon. “What are you doing over there that is so important to your mental 

health?”
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! “I’ve spent a fair amount of time in the Pantheon, for one. There is beauty 

here, man.” 

! “Then I’m sure you are familiar with ‘M.AGRIPPA. L.F.COS. TERTIUM. 

FECIT.’ Perhaps you also know it is also an anagram for “Imperfect, foul 

pragmaticist. For a lover of beauty you’ve made an interesting decision on whom 

to worship.”

! “Pragmaticist isn't a word.” 

! “Why won’t you go back to school?”

! “Because tuition is the opposite of intuition. And to live anywhere in the 

world but here would be to live in a Potemkin Village.”

! “I’m sure you would work ‘hard’ in the Garden of Earthly Delights that is 

Europe, but there is an existence at home as well.”

! “They’ve declared secessio plebis here, so no one has to work, and 

subsistence, perhaps, but no, not existence and definitely not resistance.” 

! “Keep it together, man! It is the year 2012, you belong with your friends 

and family!”

! “Ab urbe condita, it is 2765, and I won’t acknowledge anything otherwise.”

! “God damnit, even ex-patriots come home once in a while.”

! “Since you’re the pragmatic one, maybe you’d like to know that I have 

secured a job working for someone of historic importance.”

! “What? Who?”

! “The Duke of Bourbon, to wage war on the League of Cognac.” 

42



! “Christ, you sound like the product of some good old Hapsburg 

interbreeding.” 

! Will, whose mind floated down the trickle of history, and whose heart still 

lingered miserably elsewhere, solemnly asked, “What is it you want?” 

! I, who sounded as if I were standing in the same room, answered. “Come 

sing hymns with me, there is love to be found in love remembered, and there is 

such a thing as amor fati. There are other women. Christ, how can you even 

believe that there is ‘The One’ girl who is for you, when even Kant speaks of ‘the 

One and the Many’ being antimonies that are both necessary for reasonable 

existence.” 

! “I highly doubt that, I’ve seen the Venus of Urbino with mine own eyes.” 

Our poet sneered.

! “I see you looking in the mirror; standing like the Augustus of Prima Dona.” 

! “I like that joke, which explains why instead of standing like the Ionic and 

Doric I lean on the ironic and fall haphazardly to the Byronic.”

! “So you have an appreciation of architecture and literature. You rare 

creature, you. And you still have an obsession with the female form you wannabe 

Botticelli. This still begs the question: why have you unbridled the two horses of 

your mind in central Italy?”

! “As I watched the tuscan sunset through ten thousand branches, through 

ten thousand forms, on a train gliding on steel and glass, I looked out my window 

which happened to be an emergency exit. It seemed to be speaking to me when 

it said, “Uscita di sicurezza,” I take advice literally.” 
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! “So now you just echo everything arbitrary and accept it as the purest of 

knowledge?”

! “Echo, ecco, echolalia, echolocation.” 

! “Damnit, you are as impossible to talk to as Joyce must have been, except 

he was intelligent and without your propensity for tears.”

! “Read Joyce, Cry, Rejoice, Cry.” 

The Couplet (The Epilogue)

! Oh beloved reader, here we approach something unique. Though 

fragmentary and certainly maladroit episodes, for which I take full responsibility 

having forced you to be witness to such philistine philosophizing, over the last ten 

thousand words or so something has transpired. Realizations, of decently sized 

proportions, have been had. 

! The realization of a realization is just as revealing as the realization itself. I 

once knew I was a prophet, an illness for the well, a cure for the cursed, a voice 

for the blind to follow. But I am no different than you, or exactly the same. And 

you know it. And since there is no room left in history, why try so hard for us all to 

be remembered. 

! The day I finally understood what it meant to be a modern man; a salty 

wave of tears and endorphins rolled over my mind and extinguished any 

preconceived notions of being particular or special or unique. The burden of 

history has been lifted, and it is easy to see how useful a man is once he accepts 
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himself as a functioning cog of humanity and works everyday towards its 

teleological end. A well earned vicissitude because, “who will dissect us when 

we’re dead and gone?”

! This novella, among many other things, is a version of the thought 

experiment the Ship of Theseus. Throughout the work, while attempting to play 

with style and witticisms, something strange emerged. Underneath all of the 

facades assumed, above all of the pot consumed, and despite all of the personal 

history exhumed, there is the unapologetic, uncensored, yet undeniable “me”. I 

may have nothing in common with these people, or those past-selves other than 

name and appearance except ‘my essence survives’, which survives intact. 

! The reason this novella was written as meta-fiction is due mostly to drugs 

and philosophy. I have watched my soul divide. Two persons, one mind. Then 

feared the repercussions. It seemed necessary to alleviate the pressure behind 

my eyes, and so I shook myself to the core. But if two was within one, it was truly 

one doing the work (via synthesis). The tool of bi-cameralism only introduced the 

artificial idea of solipsism; life itself, however, has permitted me to undo its evil in 

favor of a much more stable reality. The rest was as Dostoevsky puts it so 

eloquently “poetic invention.” Most of this work was stolen from truly good writers 

and everything else borrowed, the little that is genuinely mine, which was very 

little, hardly stands on its own. Pro captu auctoris habent sua fata libelli.25

! When I decided to write this, I knew that it would drive me to new heights 

of depravity, and new lows of self-consideration. I knew it would bring me upon 

45

25 According to the capabilities of the author, books have their destiny.



questions and answers. But I never knew it would bring me to where I am right 

now. Exactly where I am. Content, mischievous, beneficent, facetious. I never 

knew if I would complete it. I don't even know if it's done. 

! Is it in your head, or between your lungs, the true location of my proximity 

to all of mankind? You're going to grow old, you're going to grow cold; therefore, I 

think life is too long to toil in a cubicle. I beg you, to fight for yourself, for your soul 

and forget the plastic and glass and ass and elastic. Those things will all outlast 

you and therefore do not deserve your infinitesimal consideration. 

! Post-coital shame will always begin before the prepuce has regained 

jurisdiction. Post-cigarette, my mouth will always taste of decomposition while my 

mind burns with composition. She will always ask me to ‘trim’. Our magnanimous 

reader, if he is magnanimous with his time, knows the protagonist’s uncertainty 

about the Freudian connotations involved with such a tender request. ‘Ex umbris 

et imaginibus in veritatem’ (Out of darkness and phantasms comes truth). Out of 

darkness come dilated pupils. It is out of the mundane comes ineluctable truth. It 

is only through sublation that transcendence occurs.

! Like automobile exhaust hovering on a cold night, the car speeds away, 

the hazy trails evaporate leaving no trace, the memories of this period in a 

lifespan are quick to disappear forever. I was absorbed in the role I had created 

for myself. As is often the case with those gifted with an ardent imagination, what 

is brief and visible often fails to take my attention which is preoccupied with 

nothing worthwhile. It is the sublunar mundanity that contains all ineluctable truth. 
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! Chasing something not worth catching will destroy you. I always wondered 

why Achilles wanted that tortoise so badly. “The gods are just and of our pleasant 

vices make instruments to plague us; the dark and vicious place”26 where sex 

empties the heart of passion and leaves nothing but a desire to sleep away our 

existence. Thank God that He made this life fatal.

! I wrote this book for you and for myself. For as contemporaries and as co-

inhabitants of this world, there is so much to learn from each other. So much 

consolation to take from one another. So much love to give one another. 

! Because soon tomorrow will be today, and you won't be the same person, 

and you won't remember these silly pretentious lessons, and you won't smile at 

the dumb jokes, and you certainly won't think of me. And that is good. Because 

as Leo once told me, "One second more and I should have understood it all!" and 

that is what life is, just one more second. 

Or maybe it is as Dylan Thomas put it:

! Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright
! Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,
! Rage, rage against the dying of the light.27

Or maybe it is when a little bird hops over breeze lifted leaves.

As the sun goes down, everything is purple (including my prose). 
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