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1: Charles

Charles Brown, the owner of the pizza restaurant All-In-One,
was nothing less than a chubby chap in his late twenties, a really
jolly fellow to be with and to have a drink with, a very refined
speaker who naturally entertained and amused his table with an odd
mixture of humanism and sarcasm; war and humanity; and laughter
and existentialism. At work, he was profoundly respected for his
humanistic values, personal integrity, and diverse abilities. When
machines broke, he slipped into the dancing shoes of a service
technician; when bills and payrolls arrived, he put on his spectacles
as a keen accountant. As an experienced purchasing agent and a
naturalist, he sought quality and an adequate stock.

He trained and guided all his new workers to be responsible; and
yet, he influenced them to be free from identification with the
company. He motivated everyone by reminding them of the noble
objective that they had to pursue to survive as a dignified person
with real abilities. His awareness of the traditional relationship
between the server and the served, was humbly practiced in his
restaurant; an invisible bond bound him to his customers, as though
he was a small grain of sand with the immeasurable desire to be
near other grains like himself.

His other side was a little bit ruthless. With an enthusiastic



philosophy on his face, he could shift to a pit bull terrier against
offensive adults who attempted to violate the rule, “UP TO 20
YEARS.” He encouraged each of his employees to quit working
there afer five years of service, for serving at the same place for too
long often reduced people to a sad, mechanical existence. Aware
that each person had his or her personal speed of learning, Charles
helped his employees to acquire a small piece of knowledge and the
skills for obtaining more, and their incentive to know more often led
to a healthy life. No employer wanted his employees to become
senile at one place, so they had to seek valuable knowledge, which
was not available at his restaurant, elsewhere. A perpetual flux of
employees every five years could remove the false security,
boredom, stress, and fictitious self-identity which haunted most
workers, and people in general.

He protected his natural leadership tendencies from being
combed strand by strand by his indignant society, informing his
dedicated employees that work started there and ended there.
Charles believed that breaks could enhance good health; a person
who failed to have his or her break was harshly penalized by being
forced to do nothing for several hours in the restaurant. Such severe
punishments reduced a person to a state of dreadfil nothingness;
the most awful torture that could be inflicted on a living organism is
to put that person in a state of boredom and uselessness. Whether
his philosophy came from the stars or circumstances, his past
experiences had opened his door.

Though he had shown responsibility and common sense ethics in

managing his restaurant, five years ago the idea of starting a
business had been unthinkable. After he had graduated from



university, vandalism, burglary, unemployment, and environmental
destruction were on the rise. Ordinary people were living on the
edge of being mugged by multinational corporations and being freely
starved to death. To combat the crowded streets, the police
department was overwhelmed with business. By indignantly faking
his intelligence test, he was quickly hired.

He met his wife, Elizabeth, a year after. She devoted her life to
social work in town, and the social services and police departments
worked closely together. Even when she was in bed, human misery
and suffering were deeply ingrained in her, and it would take her
several thousand years to live with a clean conscience. She did not
seek the impossible, only some understanding and compassion from
her husband, so she could face the next day.

The department of forgiveness and pity was a powerful
mechanism to hide societal injustice, compared to the retribution
office, which reinforced public responsibilities by perfecting its
power over people who did not have the legal means to challenge
authorities. Since demand was flourishing; the police department
supplied officers with surplus power to make a conviction with each
arrest. “To serve and to protect” on a police car meant that an
officer was on duty while his comrades protected him like a fragile
ege.

Their marriage confirmed societal expectations, as both of them
worked irregular hours. They saw each other more often at work
than at home, where normal conflicts, dependencies, pleasures, and
sharing occurred; and several other variables were added to their
life, for which they had had no previous training. Yet marriage
resisted the haunting danger of isolation and loneliness that



threatened most individuals. All this was common knowledge
among couples who had to work to overcome their daily obstacles.

The police department attempted to confuse any unprepared
officer about the distinction between a person’s private life and his
profession. Other officers conceived thenselves as officers in their
own private beds to apprehend their own families. They enjoyed
their identification, especially after working hours, reinventing the
ideal citizen with which they had been indoctrinated from childhood.
Though laws were for everyone, enforcers turned to the poor side
of society to make themselves heroes and heroines. But Charles
was different. As long as he wore his uniform, he was confined to
carrying out his duties as a professional, but when he was off the
job, he wore the hat of an ordinary person. When the line dividing
work and non-work finally blurred for Charles, it caused a major
turning point in his life. He quit the police department and opened
his restaurant.

Every evening Charles went for a walk outside of the mall, and
on many of these occasions he met Martin Twig, his right hand
employee. Tonight was no exception.

“Hi, Martin. How are you?” asked Charles. ‘“Fine. I guess I'll be
late again. Whenever I meet you here, I always arrive late to work.”
“Every night I walk out here and look at the lights of the city. But
Proud City is something we take for granted; we don’t even

think about it. Other cities tickle our imagination, and we glorify
them for some reason. The City of God, The Twin Cities, The City
of Cities, Paradise City, The Rainbow City and The City of Hope.
these are high-spirited cities, and people would love to live in them
We believe that an invisible hand holds every body together in these



cities.” He glanced at Martin.

“Yes, Charles! But your horror would peel off your skin by just
mentioning the name of some low-spirit cities: The Muddy City, The
Burned City, The Stinky City, Pigs City, The Rotten City and The
Dead City. Cities are like kingdoms. Some are rising in body and
mind while others are killing their bohemian soul. In today’s cities,
the voiceless herd live closely together as they wait for deliverance.
Their despair hisses endlessly in the wind because there are no
outsiders in any city. I can’t run away from the dirt of a city.”

“Don’t be so negative, Martin! Cities hide thenselves in dark
smoke. And to penetrate the patched smoke, you can see a way of
life like in our Proud City. Oh, Proud City! It’s high-spirited; and
yet, it has inherited a low-spirit. Proud City could be any city in the
world. It could be a hospital, a family. And it could be a person.
The low spirit of Proud City is about social problems, human
relations, personal problens and conflict. The high spirit of Proud
City is rising everywhere and gaining momentum to reshape human
reality. It’s the revolution of revolutions in which young adults are
overcomng possible world situations, and actual ones, too. The
inhabitants of this Proud City are mostly young adults and children,
today. They live in the actual world. From their hopes, wishes,
dreans and actions, they’ll transform social reality to a new order.
We’ll have a possible world worth living in.”

“Charles, if Proud City wants to survive for another two
millennia, not just ten years, it must overcome itself continuously.
Some people, regardless of their social status, would try to take the
upper hand of any institutional system. So, Proud City has to be
flexible to adapt to changes.”



“That’s why I like speaking to you. You have such an insight into
things. Proud City drags its pernicious, deteriorating body along to
show its world-reality.”

“Look, Charles! The Big Time Believer in any city has a
devastating effect onmost people, especially the poor. These
desolated sufferers cry out for more concrete. You see how the
brick jungle spreads about here. More companies mean jobs for
everyone. Industries sweep . Service companies quickly follow.
New apartments, shopping complexes, bars and nightclubs,
stripteases are close behind. To counter amusements, more schools
Jump into services. More jobs echo. At first, adults are intoxicated
by their healthy means of survival. They have more spending money
in their pockets. Playgrounds, parks, and open areas soon
disappear. The daily traffic congestion and huge tractor-trailers
drive us off the streets. Indoor sports facilities drain our pockets.
Now, we can barely escape our predicament. At first, we hesitantly
go to shopping malls. Today, our ant hole civilization doesn’t
surpass our malls. If we don’t have any money, private security
guards will kick us out. Do you see what I'm talking about,
Charles?”

“Yes, I'mlistening.”

“Now, we don’t have any money to do any shopping. So, we
run outside for help. Industrial buildings are closing their doors. The
service sector is also going. The fences are growing higher around
vacant buildings. The traffic is dying down. I don’t have the same
kind of pollution around to make me tired and drowsy, so I can’t
sleep at night. T have all this energy without any outlets. Oh, yes!
Entertainment stays back with drugs and alcohol for me. Now, it i



possible for me to put myself to sleep throughout the night as well as
the day. The bram-dead world remains with vs.” He looked very
frustrated and disgusted.

“Yes, Martin. I agree with you. Companies take over the young
adults” and children’s playgrounds and parks. They poison them
with treacherous and decadent hope. Adults condenn the crib to
self-destruction. They starve their children of their own natural
resources. Proud City inherits all this gloomy reality. We’ve got a
world in which adults’ heads are buried in the ground, their feet
kicking in the air. These disappointed believers of a quick fortune
stand passively with an empty wallet. I see this everyday in the mall.
Most people aren’t considered human beings anymore, because
products and services have reduced them to the level of
consuners.”

“‘I’'m angry with our parents, and most adults,” Martin said.
“With this high level of unemployment, my smile is gone. No new
companies are coming where there are no buyers. And yet, the
world is kicking with weak feet, because a few residents are
allowed to screw others. Now, the unemployed are nailing nails by
hammering the sharpend. At first, workers were flat headed. They
couldn’t see that human values begn at childhood-with the open
world, free terrain to run and discover, and games in wide open
fields-not at adulthood.”

“I spoke to a lot of store owners in the mall,” Charles began.
“They told me very proudly that businesses had lured adults and
parents to sell out the young, because businesses’ objectives
seldom include the entire family and the neighborhood as their
valuable partners. Businesses have their own idealism-measuring the



world as endless and worshipping their own Big Time Believer.”

“You didn’t tell them that the sucked people couldn’t last
forever,” Martin interrupted. I think that they finally realize that.
Now, companies are nvesting in globalization. They want to suck
the people in poor countries without a grain of remorse. Well,
vampires have never abandoned their victims. They just leave
behind a new generation of suckers in the world, seeking out fresh
blood. The Romans practiced globalization: all roads led to Rome.
Now, they lead to the Vatican. Columbus supposedly discovered
the New World. Businesses still claim that there are infinite sources
of food without touching their own tail agan. Oh, the current
business trend is nothing more than the universalization of
unemployment. Businesses want to make it an irrefutable scientific
law.”

“What would this law look like?”’

“Oh, the way things are going, a sweet screw will only be six
inches long, and businesses will change the board to match the size.
Today, I’'m thrown mto a carved-out life style as a buyer without
any money. And this is a one-dimensional road leading to Rome-the
smallest country in the world with only one inhabitant. Prey or
perish, that’s what Proud City has inherited.” Martin turned and
looked at Fairview Shopping Center in the core of Proud City.
From where they were standing they could see All-In-One. They
walked toward it and sat on a bench i front of it.

“All-In-One stands for hope. It defends a world, not an ideal
that could be consumed by lifeless rocks and reckless technologies,
Martin,” Charles said.

‘“But Charles, this shopping center is notorious for its



architectural form and simplicity. It could reduce everyone to
namelessness. It has the power to transcend money, to transcend a
per-son’s personalities and religion.”

“T have walked around this huge L-shaped building many times.
It somehow fuses all the socioeconomic classes with the three roads
pouring out from the building to three different geographical areas of
the city.”

“Charles, why do you have to be so romantic? Let me tell you
how I see it.”

“Go ahead, if you wish.”

“Look here, Charles! Let’s walk around the building, and I’ll
show you how degraded I feel.” “Okay.” They got up and started
out. “This straight road is linked to the

apex of the triangular building. This is the positive y-axis,
Charles. And this road here flows without any mtersection to the
highbrow area. It has three percent of the houses, and it occupies
forty percent of Proud City’s territory. Our friend Virus lives there,
and I went to his place several times. Up there, the soil is so fertile
that wooden fence posts could grow roots and branches. But that
enriched plateau is free from farming machines. And excess
rainwater easily drains downward. This is how those people protect
their expensive merchandise and prevent offensive reptiles, insects
and bushes from breeding carelessly. Their yards, hedges, and golf
courses are genetically carved for them to enjoy their breathless
scenery, without any rodents to enjoy it and become a nuisance.
They only have genetically modified trees up there. They heed to
their preprogrammed height, weight, size, shape, and number of
branches and leaves, so they can kill off competitors. They influence



all trees in other areas to struggle for their ideal value.”

“Martin, in the evening, I usually sit right here with other Fairview
customers. We gaze at the gradual elevation ascending to one
hundred and fifty yards. The road with light bulbs on both sides
makes parallel lines upward. The stream of lights appears to
converge on an open area. And it gives me the impression of an
mnverted umbrella, which our ancient cosmos called the heaven, an
mverted bowl. From here, when it’s darker, you can see escaping
light rays passing through tree branches. It looks as if it forms the
outer comer of a foggy mushroom. And other street and house
lights peep out like stars. As it becomes a bit darker, the little
mushroom appears to be molded onto heaven’s door, with the main
road showing the golden stairs.

It’s unbelievable.” He stared at the highbrow residential area in
amazement. Martin shook his head in disbelief.

“Charles, poor ordinary people are waiting for a golden harr to
fall off Zeus’ beard. And the lucky person who finds it will be able
to walk the golden stairs in pride.”

“Yes! Ordinary people do have their own Big Time Believer.
They want to be rich and live like the elite in society.”

Martin got up very quickly and went to the other part of the
shopping mall, and Charles followed slowly behind. “Charles! Look
at this flat roof. This part is the end of the x-axis of the building. You
see how this straight road runs to the huge door. It provides quick
access to Fairview, and at the same time it goes to the heart of
town. You know very well that only lowbrows live there. Over
seventy percent of the population lives in town. And they occupy



about thirty percent of the residential areas of Proud City. Last
summer, I was in town when we had a rainstorm. Whenever the
poor complain and shout their anger, it rains. And then it turns into a
blistering thunderstorm.  Highbrow’s exhausted sewers swim
downward. They flood the entire town and silence all screams with
a mouthful of yellow sausages. Some of my friends who live in
basements have nothing else to lose. They struggle to keep their
nose and mouth high above the water, as they howl to any deity for
deliverance. And that isn’t all, Charles! An answer speeds up in
their hour of distress. Yellow public buses wait on the main road to
take them to the final stop, the entrance of Fairview. Here, they can
get back their greatness, success and newness.”

“T see how you feel about all this, Martin.” Charles waited for
Martin to take him to the next entrance of the shopping center.

“Here is our last entrance of Fairview. It looks nice, doesn’t it? It
stretches away from the external angle of the building at the x-and
y-coordinate. You know very well, that this centralized straight road
runs to the bosom of middlebrow. Most middle class people fight
bravely against nature. And even a few keenly absorb non-polluted
floodwater from lowbrow. In a rare case, I saw the water’s
unforeseen mystical power float a iddlebrow house up as high as
highbrow. And then it claimed a natural right for residency. But
today, Charles, it’s a different ballgame. The excess water from the
high region causes merciless landslides n middlebrow. It weakens
the foundation of houses, and they slip downward continuously. The
barrier between middlebrow and lowbrow is disappearing,”

“Oh, living on shaky ground, being caught n the web of
uncertainty, seeing life melting away i a boiling pot-these things trap



the middlebrow in a tube. And this tube gathers heat until its internal
pressure spits them out onto the second floor of Fairview. You're
not aware of our second floor, Martin. You see here, the middle
brow don’t have any special shopping departments in Fairview. Do
you see those people walking down the stuck escalator going to the
basement?”’

“Yes! A minute ago, I thought I saw Chuck on it.”

“Maybe he’s going to the restaurant. Anyway, these people walk
around backward and forward in here. I feel sorry for these people
because they have a face at the back of their head to neutralize
coming and going. Do you see how they cry for stability and
security?”’

“Yes! What can we do when these people deny the idea of
being classified as lowbrow? They’re a bunch of worshippers of the
glorious status of highbrow. Reality tolerates either winners or
losers. These societal participants fail to recognize the harsh truth of
civilization: superman or herd.”

“Our fictitious middlebrow emerges from two extreme states of
the world. And for therr misconception of reality, immediate
treatments are admnistered on the second floor. General medical
clinics, dental clinics, marriage counselors, legal counselors,
moralists, insurance companies, mortgage offices, all feed off the
middlebrow. Misery and despair cruelly encircle this segment of
society. Today, middlebrow accept the thought of going fishing in a
desert, and the direction of their world goes about without being on
its axis.”

“This building really enhances class division.”



“In a way, yes.”

“The three main roads running out fiom the shopping center are
connected about a mile away from Fairview’s parking lot. The
lowbrow road branches off to middlebrow, which further branches
off to highbrow. The middlebrow road that goes to highbrow has no
stoplight. At that intersection, a video camera is aimed in the
direction of traffic coming up. A police officer directs all traffic at
that junction. His job is important, for an accident could be very
costly for insurance companies. Lowbrow residents going to
highbrow have to pass though middlebrow. I don’t understand why
there isn’t any direct connection between lowbrow and highbrow.
This is exclusion by classes.”

“Fairview’s parking lot is benevolently structured, too. They
didn’t do this because they want to save chauffeurs time searching
for their cars in this huge lot. They didn’t do it for security or to
deter racers. How could you explain a three foot concrete wall
here? Concrete walls are at a right angle to the building’s parking,
and nobody has any access across a certain barrier. The upper half
exclusively belongs to highbrow while the lower one is available for
the lowbrow. From the middlebrow entrance, there’s another
straight three-footer running across the parking area. Why would
they want to separate lowbrow cars and middlebrow ones?
Because nobody wants his expensive new car to be vandalized or
scratched! Honestly, I can’t believe it. And when I parked my car
in the middlebrow parking, I couldn’t get to Virus’s car because
there’s another concrete barrier. At least, for the middlebrow and
lowbrow, it’s not so bad. I see a few middlebrows parking their
cars in lowbrow parking, and a few lowbrows leave their cars in the



middlebrow section.”

“Remember, Martin!” Charles mterrupted, “All roads converge
at Fairview. For shopping, almost no barrier prevents people from
mingling, lobbying, exhbiting their uniqueness, seeking out
acknowledgement, comparing prices, window shopping, and
buying. How ridiculous would it be to put a restriction on the life of
hard cash? Money, my friend, has a natural tendency to search for
security and to be among other bundles. The bigger the bundle, the
stronger the bondage. And any member of a bundle strenuously
repels bitter isolation, dreadful loneliness, and the deterioration of its
texture and color. The bundle has its own authentic life.”

“Humiliation creeps in when a single righteous coin lies in an
empty cash register. It has no friends or partners, so it cries out into
people’s pockets. A lonely coin in a wallet hears it and then sings
out: let my children jingle sweetly for you, for it is unbearable and
merciless torture for you to be alone, my lord. So desperation
creeps in and then a weak soul heeds with its itchy fingers.”

“There’s something you missed, concerning the lowbrow,”
Martin replied. “On several occasions, I went shopping with Lenny
or Larry in these large stores which are located on the x-axis.
They’re mostly for the lowbrow, and they’re always filled with
potential customers. They economize here and there. They have to
save on one article to buy another. These people don’t follow the
tacit law of scratchy palms in a pocket. With a budget smaller than
a mouse click, the lowbrow seek out special sales. Poor families
who camnot afford an entire school outfit for their children are
content to buy a shirt, a pair of pants, shoes, or underwear. They
clothe their children like the leaden monsoon sky. Their piggy bank



saving couldn’t get them a complete suit at once, only shades of
gray, Charles. For an increasing number of lowbrows, recycled
food and toilet paper are too expensive.”

“Other poor people are satisfied with window-shopping. They
allow thenselves to abstract the essence of iterms with their hypnotic
eyes, so they can satisfy their dreams. A friend of mine has a self
rationalization for unaffordable merchandise. He’ll buy his most
desired article and take it home. At home, he’ll keep it for a month,
like a mirror. With minimal touching of his relic, he’ll return it for a
refund. Like this, he can have anything,”

“What about the perpendicular part of Fairview?” asked
Charles.

‘I'm not allowed in these stores. And all of them carry
specialized merchandise for only highbrow. For these people,
manufactured marks are common knowledge for their group, while
prices prevent another group from being knowledgeable. 1 was
once inside with Virus. He had to grab something for his father. It’s
incredible in these stores. Boutique employees are brand name
experts. They wear tailored clothes. They remind me of penguins.
They could also be easily mistaken for mannequins, but their
educated smiles and mannerisms betray that secret. And yet, their
unnatural facial muscles and bodily motions furnish success with
their generous clients. Their clients, not custorrers, always pay with
their business credit cards. Cards of continuous lobbying and
negotiating could chase their bearer to the grave. Their clients
struggle to master their magical business card, because their cards
rhyme with the harmony of ancient Greek numbers. All this creates
problens for enployees. They have fantasies whenever they see



therr clients coming in. They somehow believe that a client may
mindlessly part with a million dollars. They see a snapshot of what
their lives would be like if they were millionaires. The mannequins
cannot easily disappear from the scene as long as this hope flickers.
The sweat in their shoes has not yet become unbearable for them
But for the client, it’s straightforward: if he did give a million dollars
away, he would demand a receipt for tax deduction. Their
accountants could call it a business expense.”

“You're talking about their Big Time Believer. You can really see
it on the second floor.” “What is it, Charles?”

“Besides offices on the second floor, security agents, video
cameras and little electronic eyes peep down from the second floor
ceiling and calculate each customer’s intentions and habits. Making
cameras and store inspectors visible and easily recognizable to
deter theft and vandalism is unthinkable today. Fairview’s security
people get financial and psychological rewards for catching and
penalizing shoplifiers. This is an angry retaliation against all non-
buyers.”

“It is like the highway patrols that have undergone extensive
training to make themselves hidden in order to apprehend speeders,
whereas an unused patrol car could deter speeders more
effectively. This doesn’t justify the well-equipped police force,
which is prepared to subdue violators of laws. Where education has
failed, civil laws carry an army to fill the gap.

“Nobody is interested in instructing people how to live with what
they possess. In the advertising world, twenty companies say that
their products are the best. All this is different from the common
sense world in which people easily make decisions and choices



without choking influences. In our technological society, human
reality should be simplified and made something worth living for. But
no, politicians are opportunists. They praise and encourage the
world of deception that is practiced on ordinary people. And at the
same time, they present thenselves like little gods with clean hands
to expose mistrust, secrecy, antisocial behavior, and illegal business
activities. Secret agents are not needed to tell us that human beings
want stability and genuine security. Our political leaders ask the
unemployed to renew their yearly existence by paying taxes, so that
jobs can be created. Yes, redefining existence annually and
changing products daily tell me that my worth is nothing more than
one year. The poor in our society are preconceived as criminals and
antisocial citizens. Now, they’re waiting to act out their self-fulfilling
prophecy. My existence has a one-year guarantee! This tells me
how different worlds are praised and preferred. It also makes me
more sympathetic toward offenders, especially the mistrusted
people like the poor.”

Slowly, Charles and Martin walked to All-In-One, next to the
middlebrow main entrance. The restaurant had a back door which
customers could use for after-hours service when other entrances
were closed. Charles stood in front of his restaurant. He took a few
steps backward and then smiled.

“Charles, All-In-One is sure starting to get well known.”

They went in. Charles went to the counter, tapped on it several
times, and came back. “All-In-One had a natural birth and has a
practical purpose. It is a restaurant that stands up for young adults,
teenagers, children, and the fetus. Anyone below the age of twenty
is quickly served; when doubt occurs, customers have to show



J.D. before being served. AlFIn-One is founded on self
protected principles: only two lines are permitted to assemble
before the ordering desk, one for those below twenty and the other
for older ones. We don’t willingly serve adults. If some oldies
mistakenly order food and then rush out of the door, they’ve
forgotten to close their car doors. If old customers wait for hours to
be served, they may shuffle from one line to another to fight off their
solitude and individualism. A frozen pizza, coffee beans with hot
water, an open tea bag with cold water, beverage on a plate
without any straw-are all meaningful for these people. All this is
much better than parking themselves at a senior’s residential home
to receive their award in some other world for their societal
contributions.”

“But Charles, aren’t you discriminating against adults? You know
very well that some of them are compassionate to our cause.
Besides, one of the civil laws in Proud City states that a restaurant is
a public place for everyone.”

“Yes, Martin, Al-In-One has an open door policy toward
seling. The menu is clearly written on the wall. You see how it
partly hides the kitchen so that customers cannot learn employees’
kitchen habits.”

“Will you get to the point, Charles?”

“Two price lists are written in red on the wall. One for oldies and
the other for youngies. I agree with you that our price range is
,2unlike a transparent five-star restaurant, in which reservation means
controlling people’s financial status, prior to assigning vacant tables.
And nobody calls this a discrimination against the poor. All-In-One
is unique compared to most fast food places. Youngies pay the



regular price: one dollar for a small coke, one and a half for a
medium, two for a large, five for a small pizza, seven for a medium,
nine for a large, etc. No item, for the youngies, exceeds the cost of
a large pizza.”

“Charles, I'm not talking about the price list for youngies.
Remember, I work here, too.”

“All-In-One has a simple method of pricing for the poor and
monotheist youngies. In contrast, the Roman gods and goddesses,
producing cultural values and hopes for everyone, look down upon
the youngies with pity, because they can only afford a single god.
Martin, adults have to pay for their deities, so all decimal points
from the regular price list are removed. A small coke costs them
one hundred dollars and a large pizza nine hundred dollars. They
have to satisfy a minimum order of one thousand dollars before
being served.”

“So, I have to protect the integrity and image of my own destiny
through pricing, quality, service, and by temporarily wearing strict
personalities as a physical identification. And this is more important
than being a bit hard on adults.”

“AlFIn-One does not deceive its customers. It’d never want to
disappear into the realm of an empty tomorrow. Until now, adults
have dictated the future, and liberty meant for them a bloated belly
to float in an ocean without any hindsight. But everything for them
moves like a crooked caterpillar with a head at each end. As the
slimy worm attempts to crawl forward, it stretches until it cracks
itself at the stomach. The young can’t escape the adults way of life
and run away to a sandy plane for liberty. So the young have to get
their own place where indignant adults cannot control, supervise



and threaten them The world of adults is nothing in this world
without adult ideology. They deny the essence of growing up. They
give youngies windows from which to exammne the imiation of
natwre and life. Adults secretly divide the world through
stereotyping; one half of the population are mindless wimps with
neither direction nor responsibilities. They record each anti-social
act as a confirmation of therr self-filfilling prophecy, which
guarantees the status quo of youngies. Youngies, killing their
parents’ stigna by not submitting themselves to predefined roles,
have shown the first excommumication; the second will mvolve
overthrowing their parents’ law books. Trembling societal legal
mstitutions that blatantly discriminate and suppress young people
cannot stop the revolution of life, for the equal-marriage between
young hearts and reason lives outward as the mender of tomorrow.”

“That’s the Proud City the young would we are for tomorrow. |
hope that we’re strong enough to overcome the battles ahead of

2

us.

“We have to implement our price list against adults. They’ve got
the Great Historical Believer of freedom and liberty on their side.
Adults have to be discouraged from this realm”

“Careless adults who do not notice the price list are amusing to
look at. They try to mnimize the msult with plastic money that
couldn’t open the cash register. Others’ jaws fall open, as it
recycles their stomach air and exposes the brute without rationality
on their blank face.”

“Don’t be so poetic, Martin. Amusement and tragedy are good
bedfellows, especially when your caring parents surprised you at
work, and decided to grab abite. With all politeness, you told them



about the necessity of reservation.”

“It’s clear that policies shape reality for our integrity. And at the
same time, adults’ appointments are eloquently carved on ice in a
desert. Some adults listen to their instincts and avoid unwelcome
places. You know that not everyone would be discouraged by rules
that restricted human freedom So, your souvenirs: police badge,
hat, belt and jacket in the glass case next to the cash register, deter
the stubborn ones.”

‘T don’t want to deny people their rights and freedoms, but, we
have to recognize young people’s rights and freedoms first.”

“T don’t think we’ll get any savage adults protesting around the
restaurant like a swarm of queenless bees. All-In-One’s policies
affirm and deny simultaneously.”

“Other businesspeople believe that All-In-One’s survival will be
countable with only one hand. And they think that I'm living
dangerously by practicing anti-commerce.” Charles went to the
counter again and stared at the glass case for a moment.

Martin finally got up and had a quick look around the restaurant.
“T guess I should get to work,” he smiled.

“Oh, yes, yes!” Charles answered suddenly. His mind was
somewhere else.



2: Chuck and Lenny

“Knock!” Lightning struck evenly across the horizon as the brass
knob in Doris Holden’s fragile right hand widened the gap between
the door and its frame. The door stood like one of Lorenz
Ghiberti’s majestic bronze doors of the Cathedral of Florence’s
Baptistery. Doors that Michelangelo cherished and praised as the
gates of paradise, showing the dualistic nature of human beings. The
human body is represented by the mortal frame holding the door,
and the eternal blessing one receives upon passage through it. Still,
the doorframe reminds us that we are merely mortals, and upon
entering, we cast away our mortal shell.

She poked her swollen head into the room, defending her tired
eyes from the room’s engulfing illumination. The lights from different
electronic devices which had been left running, created a stream of
glittering stars, sparkling as they were reflected on the surface of
clear plastic diskette cases strewn about. She was too dazzled by it
all to take any notice of the aurora borealis scintillation.

“Dam, everything is on!” Doris cried. “And all these software
cases lying around, on the floor, on the bed, under the bed, and
who knows where else.” Like a surfer ironing out starched clothes,
she glided across the room. Struggling against the dark forces of
gravitation, she managed to avoid the destruction of the little



glowing constellation. She reached her destination and turned off the
alarm clock, and then the computer and printer. She did not notice
her own path as it gradually became visible from the bed to the
table, and so she unconsciously retraced it.

She pushed Chuck’s shoulder a few times. His voice growled,
and his body moved helplessly in the bed, exposing his street
clothes and running shoes. Doris’ hasty judgment was unwarranted,
for no absolute relationship between sleeping and clothing existed.
The relationship between people and things sat on the nude back of
a smoky ghost. Some people revolted against authorities and their
impending views of normalcy; some believed that they were away at
camp. Doris still saw the inside as real, and the outside like a turtle
shell, protecting the core of life, the Big Time Believer. But Chuck
was pragmatic, he wanted to be ready without wasting time
reviewing his morning catalogue of clothes.

“It’s seven 0’clock,” she muttered sluggishly, pushing him back
and forth in the bed like a half submerged barrel. ““You should have
been down already, eating your breakfast.”She, of course, wanted
to go home. She hesitantly turned and tried to walk across the room
to the door where she mechanically flicked the light switch off and
then on again. She left without closing the door, allowing the
stagnant air from the rest of the house to engulf Chuck’s little front
room She had never realized going into Chuck’s room meant the
breaking of the delicate barrier of absurdity.

A few disks slipped off the bed. Chuck was awake. He clunsily
walked across the bright room without adjusting his vision or
breaking any plastic shells. The dark, majestic hallway sucked him
out of his room and he found hinself in the washroom. Cant you



be original for once? he thought. The cave men, yes, they had
something to wake up for. Not this hallmark alarm clock,
reducing people to a mindless lot. No knock-knock, no buzzing.
Alarm clocks, the most irritating noise for civilized people. And
that’s how our idolized civilization suffocates itself? Why be
angry, first thing in the morning? It leaves a stinky taste in the
mouth.

Cave men, they really had something to wake up for. A
hungry beast lingering in front of our door would make us
Jjump out from our sleep with a bolt of lightning in the spine.
Then, we would be ready to confront our entire lives
energetically. Knock, knock and buzz-they irritate-you-up.
Stress-you-up like a bad hangover from the night before. They
stay with you and drain you to dust. With a clock, you dont
even know the difference between living and dying. All
intellectuals, 1 guess, humble before the buzz, it's an idol to be
proud of in our society. No, thank you, I dont want to be
reduced to virtual reality.

At night, our creativity works. In the day teachers always
want our creativity, as though it has a financial value. I don't
have any room to grow in this society for adults. Adults are in
everything, our beliefs, values, law, politics, education,
business practice, and electronic toys. And they’re in our
parents, too. We're treated like virtual reality. Chuck suddenly
realized his own thought. It frightened him a bit. He started to wash
his face as though he wanted to be a new person who could bounce
his reality to his parents like a rubber ball. The warm water in his
hands ran smoothly off his face, going downhill without any



obstructions. He thought about his dream.

Well, the Big Time Believer had been injured, and it escaped
in the woods, he murmured to hinself. In pursuit, our technology
fell on its own oily tracks. And it couldnt get hold of the Big
Time Believer. We idolize technology, we welcome it like a new
layer of skin. And we believe it will protect our essence. We're
becoming a gigantic robot. Well, technology has been
continuously doing mortal battle with our inner core of life, the
Big Time Believer: Dream, it dreamt me, a pack of loose
images blown in the wind. [ try to read my destiny off
whichever sticky pieces I can grab in my slimy hands in the
morning, like a Freudian sorcerer. For sure, dreams are like
taking virtual reality for reality. But I dreamt it-the Big Time

Believer was badly hurt.

Look at my miserable life: it is like shooting a dead bear:
Isnt a cave a better place to live than this concrete jungle?
1t’d be exciting to have carnivores again. Oh, quit now. And
hurry up, before ... He held back his ambivalent view of Doris.

Chuck left the washroom light on, kicked a few disks away from
the path, went to the desk where he quickly picked up two folders
of printed papers, and placed each of them in his school bag, He
hurried downstairs and leaped toward the eastern front door as if it
were the gate to paradise.

“You’re not going without eating!”” shouted Doris. “Listen young
man, [ don’t want a lecture from your mother. Anyway, she should
have been here, a long time ago.”

Chuck halted, threw his bag down, and then slowly turned back.
He conceived himself as an illiterate peasant in a medieval house of



God, where visual images on the church walls were used to teach
the Christian faith. In his mind, Chuck saw the west wall, which
represented the setting sunon the horizon, depicting images from the
Last Judgment: Christ sitting in judgment, surrounded by Angels, the
Virgin, and his twelve apostles, and to his left, devils pushing the
damned to hell. Chuck glanced to the northern side, which received
the least sunlight, and symbolized living in darkness. It showed
scenes from the Old Testament-Moses, standing on the mountain of
Sinai with the Ten Commandments in his hands, looking down at
the pagans with discontentment, condemmning them to the eternal
flame. Chuck shifted his gaze to the southern side, which depicted
scenes from the New Testament and suggested more sunlight, and
saw scenes from the Last Supper. Chuck found no compassion and
understanding in these Christian images, and they horrified him like a
nightmare. He closed his eyes tightly and bent his head downward,
in a desperate attempt to abolish them

Instead, his consciousness took him further into the past. He was
standing on a path that narrowed to the size of a rope; each end of
it was tied to Isis’ nipples. The image of the Egyptian mythological
goddess, who symbolized the abundance of food, awakened
Chuck’s hunger and his unconscious desire to live. Chuck knew
that he had to eat and be strong.

He walked slowly to the kitchen and saw his breakfast on the
table. Sitting quietly, he devoured his sandwich and then gulped
down most of his orange juice. He turned and twisted the last
mouthful of juice for the sour taste. All this time Doris had been
staring at him She switched her body weight from one leg to
another. She was obviously waiting for a look or a gesture, but on



his shoulder sat an ageless piece of'ice.

“Your mother told you about the phone! Didn’t she?” she
complained, reminding him that he should not use his computer
modem all night. “I was trying to phone home, but it was always
busy. Anyway, it’s none of my business. Oh, where is she anyway?
She should have been here already! I guess you had a late night.

Didn’t you?” Though Chuck pretended to be hypnotized by the
broken clock on the wall, he couldn’t protect his ears fiom her
questions.

She turned around hastily and rechecked the order i the
kitchen. Must be nice for Jackie, to have enough money to hire
a sitter for her son, she thought, jealous of her middle class friend.
She took a quick glance at Chuck, who had dozed off on the table.

Look at him, hek the same age as my Lenny. Family
problems can destroy anybody. Fifteen years old only, he's
excellent at school like my Lenny. And Jackie should be proud
of him. Too bad his father is so thoughtless and shameless.
Who'll believe Jackie, telling everybody that Scott’s company
sent him to another location? Everybody knows that he ran
away with a woman to another city... Why isnt she coming
yet?

“The bus! The bus is here! Come on Chuck!” she yelled,
exhilarated, for she could go home now. He woke up, went to the
door, and grabbed his bag and blue jean jacket from the closet in
less than a split second. “Don’t slam the door!”

“Boom.”” The door echoed through the entire house.
The green heart front door stopped the lifelessness of the house



from being mingled with the spring freshness. Chuck peeled down
the driveway i an effort to avoid the impact of the door bang, and
nearly crashed into the side of the standing bus. He felt at ease; he
had escaped his lonely and dreadful house. He did not realize that a
thin layer of his foot impressions had been left behind on the damp
concrete driveway.

As the students in the bus enjoyed Chuck’s daily routine of
nearly crashing into the bus, none of them saw therr own
inescapable footpnnts, which would linger on like shadows to shape
their own destinies.

Recovering quickly, Chuck looked at the open bus door. He
was grateful that he was not fat, since this door was specially
designed to discourage obese and old people from entering. A bus
door was made for certain people who had to continuously reshape
themselves to use it. It encouraged people to believe that
transforming thenselves into a desired shape would make them
count in the making of the new millennium.

“Hello sleepyhead!” said the driver, without looking at Chuck.
Chuck ignored the remark. Others’ noises and excitement in the bus
were solidified like an array of scatter clouds and then transformed
into powerless shapes, which could not touch his ears, as he
awkwardly felt his way toward the back for an empty seat. He took
another deep breath and closed his eyes.

The occasional stopping alerted his body to their progress until
he managed to open his eyes. He felt the chill of the glass window
agamnst his cheek as he watched the adults’ Big Time Believer
dashing by outside. For the past six months, his anger and
frustration about his father leaving had been accumulating and



torturing him. He felt that his parents had been killing themselves for
material possessions and social status, at the expense of their family.
He helplessly sat in his seat and allowed his inner voice to cry out.
After school, we run quickly home. Did I say home? Home,
sweet home. There, people are supposed to be utterly free, to

relax, to have peace of mind. My hoof! Free, only among the
dead. Everybody here has the same sterilized front gardens,

fences, parking lots, and houses too. Everything we have was
built from the dead. Rocks with great brilliance-lively sparkles
in nature-are molded into dead rocks for houses, parking lots,

and roads. Trees turn into dead planks. Furniture, clothes,

pillows, beds-all come from the dead. Our tap water is purified
from bacteria and natural minerals. We're murderers for

security and stability. Our middle class neighborhood with its
medium size deadness, the upper class with the most deadness
around them-theres no reason to think about the lower class;

they re already half dead.

The noise of students shuffling prepared Chuck for their arrival at
school. Tagging along behind other students, he had a glimpse of
Lenny, Doris” son, waiting at the bus stop-a majestic civilized
landmark where a great portion of his life would be spent. Children
tacitly learned the use of it from an early age as a legitimate place to
hang around, without having people interrogating them.

Though Chuck and Lenny were in the same grade, Lenny’s
school was located in town, fifteen minutes away on bicycle. Chuck
took a look at Lenny, full of energy, same pants, shirt, jacket, and
air conditioning shoes, leaning slightly on his silver bike. Chuck
moved painfully toward the bicycle. He reached into his school bag



and gave Lenny a folder. Any eye contact between them at that
moment could have ignited the splitting of atoms. Before Chuck
could close his bag, Lenny’s knapsack had devoured the folder and
he was gone, rapidly speeding away.

Throwing Sparks

Because he had arrived at school late, Lenny’s utilitarian teacher
gave him a note. He had expected it. The little piece of paper in his
hand led him directly to the principal’s office, which was located on
the second floor, just above the school’s main entrance. The
principal’s secretary kept the entrance interactive by leaving the
disciplinary door slightly open. Lenny preferred it completely open
for escaping, The secretary glimpsed the familliar face entering and
tried very hard to control her smile as she nodded gently to Lenny.
He knocked and opened the authoritative door in a single beat. The
intruder did not alarm the principal, who slowly stood and looked at
him The principal moved effortlessly toward the open door, neither
friction from his shoes, nor wear and tear from his clothes could be
detected, nothing fatiguied. He was like a behaviorist sorcerer,
embracing societal ideology with powerful fangs. He stared at
Lenny like an msignificant object before him,

“Let me see,” cried the principal, taking a mouthful of historic air,
“now, you have to deliver papers in the morning, so you can assist
your mother running the house. No, you got lost, because a dog
chased you. If not that, then a truck blocked the entire road. You
were riding too fast, so a policeman stopped you on your way to
school...”



“The papers arrived late this morning,” Lenny murmured.

“No more excuses!” he screamed. ““You remain after class in the
library!”” His short temper could make a harsh penalty much worse
for weaklings, but not for Lenny.

“Thank-u-Sir,” he grunted, and left the room without violating
any respectable social norms. He wanted the principal to be
comforted in his own miserable lift by a belief in his obsolete
power.

The secretary felt the heat from the other room. Her momentary
sorrow for Lenny led her to carefully close the door. She believed
that the principal’s power should not be allowed to escape through
his door, hoping that he could realize hinself one day, just how
inflated he was, and then explode.

Lenny kept his head bent. His long hair prevented the secretary
from seeing what lay behind his eyes. She gave him a library
detention slip, and he hurried out of the office.

After his classes, Lenny arrived at the library ten minutes early; it
reopened at five for detainees. He sat on the floor across from the
library, and watched staff getting ready for the rush hour in one of
the most illummnating buildings in the whole city. His thoughts started
to wander. The library, the most historically valued institution,
has declined to a common object in our commercialized
society. School and public libraries havent changed for most
young persons, public libraries become an amusement place for
little children. Parents happily give their children to the library,
so that they can be entertained for a few hours while they re
shopping. Now, each of these historical buildings has several



sections for different age groups-toys for smaller ones,
computers for some older ones, career opportunity magazines
Jfor young adults. On a regular Saturday morning, videos and
movies are for everyone.

Here too, most adults reaffirm their human attributes; they
experience the warmth of being near others. All this tells us
that people are disgusted with their way of life. They used to
find it a burden to tolerate other people around them-now look
at their miserable existence. The long winter months make
people morve stressed, lonely, miserable. Security guards still
discourage window shopping in malls-they treat sightseeing as
a hideous crime, a potential shoplifter. Luckily, our libraries
remain a refuge for these people-here they have a tolerable
social policy. Libraries give us an ideal social setting to stare
at, to have non-verbal conversation with, and to be near
someone like ourselves, without putting a strain on our
pockets.

But when the library is used to penalize students, it takes
away from the joy of obtaining knowledge. Today, specialists
of human behavior and education see school libraries as the
most natural environment for spiritual enlightenment.
Companies use libraries to imprint their values on us. Look at
ourselves-as children we were disappointed when we could not
see a real dinosaur. Now, our pavents want us to be
paleontologists so that we can identify ourselves wzth
extinction. Society equips libraries with the constant reminder
that nothing exists beyond the flesh-only our parents’ books.

After all classes are finished, our school library becomes the



most lively circus arena, extra staff patrolling, clients pouring
from every class, line-ups for limited resources growing.

Educational institutions want detention to be beneficial and
creative, they expose students to valuable corporate norms.
Libraries are working with industries to recruit from the crib;

they give babies an image to identify themselves with. They re
using the most up-to-date technology to transmit their
information and practices across the world; they want to affect
people like a contagious disease. The young are like Skinnerian
rats; they have to be conditioned from birth to elect similar
responses. All this is a new civilized standard for passing
oneself off as a human being.

The most popular activity is to transform ourselves into
chicken-picking mice in front of a computer: This is our new
outer layer. Rats, chickens, pigeons, have taught their
experimenters well; now human reality is the chicken-mouse.
Mouse-clicking came from business people’s intolerable habits;
now it royally sleeps with the innocent in the manger.

The lasting effect of library detention can be seen
everywhere. Life comes without flair. After a day’s work,
people come home, eat, and then wait until it’s time to go to
bed. In bed, they wait to fall asleep until the clock rings. And
then, they wait for the washroom to be free, for the water to
boil, for the bus. At work, they patiently wait for lunchtime.
Finally, all we do is change places. The cry for flair shatters the
sleeping world. Businesses courageously fight this. They're
introducing pets at the work place to make people more
relaxed, social, affectionate, compassionate. Pets are making



business deals, initiating conversation. Rats believe in
vegetarian cats.

Lenny approached the front desk slowly and sensationalized the
young part-time receptionist as if she hung on a wall. The computer
screen had a hypnotizing affect on her. “Hmm” he grumbled,
thinking her face had been on more dreams than the Evening Star.
And yet his physiological immaturity denied him the fullest
experience of the desired object before him. Her head turned ninety
degrees to the left, exposing after-images of electronic codes in her
eyes.

“Yes,” she said, looking as though there was a homogeneous
cloud standing before her.

“The name is Lenny Holden,” he answered politely, expecting
that she would grasp the reason for his being there. But her
intellectual nature would not allow her to childishly guess why Lenny
was there. Her selfidentity was no bigger than a business look.
Lenny coaxed her with a smile, and she was able to detect a single
person wearing a human nametag, Saying “Hello” and smiling were
becoming social taboos, because they reminded us that society had
given human natural behavior to machines.

“Yes, I'll make note of that,” she muttered, reaching for the log
book which had the names of all detainees who remained after
class.

Lenny sought his regular comer, the one furthest away from the
receptionist desk and other observers. He smiled and felt
contented. He reached into his pocket and scrutinized the contents
with his fingers. He had two hundred dollars. He pulled the money
to the outer edge of his pocket, took a quick peep, and then quickly



pushed it back into his pocket. He screened his surroundings for
onlookers. Everyone was busy. He quickly removed the money
from his pocket, placed it in an open book, and counted it carefully
without attracting anyone’s attention. Two hundred flags. Twenty-
five for Tim five for Scott, five for Harry, five for Bill thar makes
one hundred and sixty for me! Me alone. He put one hundred and
sixty in his pants pocket and the rest in his shirt pocket.

“T thought you’d be here,” whispered Tim, surprising Lenny.
“We have over six thousand already. Maybe another two coming.”

Lenny sized him up. Tim appeared nervous and scared. Less
than two years ago, Lenny had started to sell papers and essays to
other students about his own age. Tim helped him by managing
three web sites-the first for business, the second for communication,
the last one for only Lenny’s personal use-and the database.
Currently, Lenny had about seven thousand regular international and
national distributors; each would buy a copy of an essay for ten
dollars and resell copies to students. Parents were eager to allow
their children to use their credit cards when it came to educational
purposes.

Lenny’s business could be viewed as quite successful, for the
world used similar books and examinations over and over,
everyone learning the same mmterials at the same speed. All
students vomiting from a single mouth. And Lenny’s pragmatism
showed that traditional notions of cheating and plagiarism needed to
be clarified. Car manufacturers made the same model of cars for
everyone; nobody complained about being cheated. An owner
could not be anything more than a legal possessor, he did not make
his car; and yet, he was the proprietor. The business world had



influenced Lenny, the legal owner counted, not the maker or the
writer.

“Lenny, we’ve got too much money, it’s in the millions,” he
whispered. “We should stop now, I can’t handle all these
customers. We have a lot of money in the account, more than
sufficient.”

“Listen, Tim. How heavy is all the money we have? When you
tell me its weight, we stop. Okay! We need money, it’s our only
power to ease the struggle.” He stared at him and saw Tim’s
concern redirected. “People kill thenselves for nothing, Tim. You
see how meaningless and useless your life could have been? Money
doesn’t lead you to the answer. It prevents it.1know you praise
yourself highly and that’s good. 1know you would like your share
now, so that you can spend your money and assure yourself that no
one is robbing youofyourwealth. 1knowmoneymakesyoususpicious
of others-especially when others are managing your money and you
can’t dig your hands into it. And, you think 1want it all, including
your share, so 1can enjoy my life. You know what we are going to
do with it. We’re waiting for everyone else in our network to have
enough money to pay off their legal fees. You know this. The
account is in Martin’s name, not mine. Tim, this’ll all blow over.
Can’t you see we’re the consequences of our parents’ history?
We’re partly the problens, too. And what we don’t do, will be a
problem for everybody who comes after us. Here is your twenty-
five.” Lenny reached into his shirt pocket and handed Tim the
money for his services. Timtook it and smiled.

“Cher amie! You’ll make me rich. And successful, too. I'll be
great. You're molding me to become a Big Time Believer. Basta fa



Vista!”” Tim knew how much money was in the account; Lenny
didn’t. Lenny looked at him crossly as he left the building,

Lenny’s cell phone rang, and before it could ring again his hand
was already out of his pocket, extending it to his ear. “Humurn,” he
grunted into the receiver, turning his back to the library as though he
could hide the ringing sound. The chief librarian, with a stiff dose of
firmness and meanness in her, came over with policies as her armor
and waited for Lenny’s gaze. The strong smell of her only two yards
away prepared Lenny for battle. He took a fast backward glance at
her posture. Without breaking the code of silence, he clicked the off
button and carefully placed the phone in one of his empty pockets.
He took a glimpse at her. She stood like a female animal protecting
her territory. “T guess you’ve already signed my detention slip,” he
cried, insulting her sense of authority. Surprised, she made a half
circle, with one foot screwed onto the floor as her natural limit, and
bolted away.

Damn it! Barging in like that into my private business. Lenny
put five dollars in his shirt pocket and headed to the librarian’s
desk. “Paper please!” he requested, for an hour of detention
meant an hour of business.

“Your phone disturbs people. This is a library, and it has
regulations,” the behaviorist librarian said, exposing a lack of raw
flesh between her teeth. Lenny felt sorry for this helpless creature
before him-he could see that she put policies before humanity.

“Yeah!” replied Lenny, seeing his situation as childish.

“Yeah, what? You have no respect for knowledge. None for
people whatsoever,” she said. “This isn’t the first time-everybody’s
complaining about you.”



Lenny searched himself for a persona. “If you keep yelling at me
like that, I’ll develop a fear of libraries. It’ll be a huge nightmare for
me,” Lenny uttered calmly, fixing his eyes downward in humility.
Seeing the soft wrinkles on her pale face, he tried appealing to her
sensitive side, adding, “1 wouldn’t want to come to any library then,
and it would all be because of you.”

“You always have phone calls in here; people have started to
complain. We’re running a library here, not a stock exchange,”
exclaimed the librarian.

“It’s not my fault if my mother is in the hospital,” he murmured,
his glare never completely reaching downward. He wanted to hit
her right in the chest with the hardships of his newly acquired
persona. He knew he had achieved his goal, and he waited for her
transformation.

She was mstantaneously humbled. Like a loving mother in
despair, she was overwhelmed with love and tenderess. 1
understand, it’s okay,” she said sympathetically. She gave him a
slip, dismissing him from detention.

Without betraying the quasi-reality that accompanied his new
persona, he took the white paper and shoved it in his knapsack. He
made his way to the transparent sliding door, which architects had
developed from observing the flow of two-way traffic. Entering and
leaving meant little to library users. Sliding doors meant that people
came in and went out without realizing it. As soon as Lenny left the
library he was on the phone nothing had changed for him and the
library evaporated into thin air.



Only Images

Chuck’s phone was ringing, Jackie answered. “It’s Lenny.” He
had hoped that Chuck would answer the phone. He threw on an
attitude. “Can I speak to my mom please?”

“It’s supper now! She left this morning,” cried Jackie, astonished
that Lenny could not tell the difference between day and night.

“Okay, Thanks.”

“Bye, Lenny.” Jackie quickly hung up and returned to the kitchen
to finish her cooking. The pot on the stove was boiling; the aroma
from canned food could make any stomach grumble and tickle any
tongue. Unconsciously, she tuned the spaghetti sauce around and
around in a continuous clockwise motion. The perfect circles in the
pot had a hypnotic influence on her. The steam poured out of the
pot and all over the kitchen, peeling off the paint, rusting metals,
giving the kitchen an age worse than a washroom without any
ventilation. The open windows could not save the spacious kitchen,
for what she cooked and ate had a deadly affect on tender
household materials.

Suddenly, Chuck burst into the kitchen, pulled a chair up near
the table, and waited for something to happen. He believed that his
mother had something to tell him, and knew that she was
occasionally absentminded. Not even turning back to say hello.
Babushkal, he thought.

“It was Lenny on the phone,” Chuck said.

“Yes,” replied Jackie, “It must be difficult for him when his
mother is working at night.”



“You mean sleeping at night like a hibernating bear,” commented
Chuck.

“You don’t start this again-you want to eat, someone has to
work,” said Jackie.

“How many times have you told me, someone responsible must
be here while you're at work. It’s sickening, Always some-one with
me; if not Doris, it’s teachers,” cried Chuck.”What about your
responsibility?”’

“Don’t make it hard on me!” shouted Jackie, knowing that her
anger would bring him to his senses.

Her reply drove him speechless for a moment. He thought about
his mother’s life. Animals assemble during the mating season,
the strongest male in a pack leaps and subdues the strongest
female, then the entire pack becomes more social and compact.
Mating must be pleasant at first when it is done for a reason,
but once the vigor is gone and it becomes a duty, divorce
comes. Nothing holds parents together anymore. The sexual
urge in them is weak compared to quarrels, stress, boredom,
the struggle for money and security. Well, the mating season is
over for them, and so is the marriage, he thought.

“You don’t have to make a lake on the table. Eat, before it gets
cold,” Jackie insisted, reminding him of his food. Surprised, he
found an overflowing red plate on the table. He hesitantly pulled his
chair closer to the table and stared at the clock on the wall It
needed a new battery. “The clock isn’t working,” he said, trying to
provoke a response from his mother.

“Will you eat up,” she replied. She was too absorbed inside to



take any notice of her own son’s unhappiness. Her index finger
moved in a circular motion around the circumference of her plate,
and then she brought the plate to her mouth and licked off the
sauce. She rotated the plate, leaving only thin lines of sauce behind,
then placed it back on the table. Chuck followed the traces of sauce
that her finger and tongue had made with his eyes. She could not
hold back this habit of hers when it wanted to pour out.

About fifteen yards of spaghetti, he thought. He played with
the spaghetti in his mind until it formed a linear line, jumping
horizontally, vertically, and diagonally. He quietly backed his chair
about five inches away fiom this image. He pushed it again and
waited, and then some more. From the screeching, Jackie knew
that he wanted to leave the table.

“I have to work tonight,” she said. “And Doris will be coming as
usual.” Her unexpected news froze him A creepy chill passed
through him. attempting to engulf the little fragile flame that still
burned inside him. Everything in his body fought furiously to become
stationary. He struggled to drag himself away from the soulless
kitchen that transformed his parent nto adevourer of allorganisirs.
Parents” Big Time Believer nourished itself well on compassion
without heart, love without emotion, living without life.

As he drifted away from the table, the depravation of his sensory
organs intensified until his entire body was numb. Without his soul
and mind, he was directed upstairs only by his primitive life-force.
He momentarily stopped at the door, and his drunken body leaned
on it. Though he was deprived of his whereabouts, the habit of
grasping the doorknob seized him. The cool brass metal in his hand
alerted his unconscious of a danger; his sense of touch rushed



messages to his brain. His muscles contracted with uncontrolled
forces, his strength mvoluntarily directed the knob clockwise,
flinging the door open. He was falling forward. As the light of his
room swallowed and penetrated his transparent body, he became a
shadowless figure, emerging from the collision of hot and cool air
between the rooms. His senses went wild and jolted his body
upright in less than a split second. He slowly recovered from the
shock, aware of his computer running, and acknowledged his tacit
purpose of living. He believed that he had the ability to survive and
to overcome his situation. He dreamed of his name in a liquid state,
which would seldom change its shape or rearrange its contents.

He examned the CD-ROM titles in his room. History, arts,
religions, literature, morality, metaphysics, anthropology-all
these teach us about the graveyard. With psychology,
sociology, social sciences, culture, civilization, management,
economics, and business, 1 at least have knowledge about
people and their dreams, in general. There’s nothing about the
person Chuck. Here’s a funny one-physics, chemistry, biology,
technology, genetics-you know everything about nothing.
Sciences don’t discover chairs and tables for us. No intelligence
left. He picked up a few and looked at the titles. ““Writing Tools
for Any Subject Matter” ... “Pros and Cons” ... “Splitting
Hairs on a Straw Man.” None of these educational programs
gave my parents a grain of common sense. He felt unsatisfied.
He sat like a guru in fiont of his computer and looked through the
slightly open window at the trees across the street.

No birds around. It’s getting late and dark; the old God with
His human temperament should have returned by now. “We



don’t have any soul left,” he murmured.

The old want the young to always be young, like puppets,
without any responsibility. Adults see and treat us like young
wimps who just graduated from the diaper. They really think
were immature idiots, dangerous to others and ourselves. At
least, we know that the world is round. Dont we? For now,
adults’ Big Time Believer is burning itself out of existence.

“Phone-yes, Lenny called,” Chuck cried. His pupils dilated as he
turned away from the window and reached out for the phone on his
desk. He dialed, it was ringing. He thought that Lenny was waiting
for the third ring; idiots saw luck in threes. Chuck thought that
Lenny did not see that it was really a few people dealing out others’
destiny.

“Yes, it’s me! What now?”” asked Chuck. “Are you sure? The
title must be “The Life of'a Dead Cell; a biology paper, about fifteen
hundred words, for tomorrow. Yes, I know your mother is working
tonight. Okay, see you as usual,” he said, replacing the receiver and
making note of his new assignment for tomorrow.

Chuck immediately started to contemplate the meaning of the
biology paper. The only fruitful understanding of human beings
begins with Jell-O, not with the carved out figure that we’re
made of. Cells die in order to make patterns-fingers, arms,
toes, ears, nose, and everything else. In each stage of life, a set
of cells has to die, until the final lump disappears too. Could it
be that a few people are living and using us as their dying
cells? Biologically speaking, theres no need to cry out our
death wish; the next stage of death isnt so far away.
Everything is too predictable. Society wants us to be immature,



irrational, wild, potential murderers so adults can regenerate
their dying cells by sticking us with their stigma. Young adults
may be programmed to die biologically, but not socially and
intellectually.

Both Chuck and Lenny agreed to overcome the stigma that
society had put on the young, but they disagreed about their
personal crises. Lenny believed that his mother’s employment was
causing family problems at home. On the other hand, Chuck thought
that because his mother had a sitter she blindly continued to work
ghoulish hours. Though they wanted to reach out to each other and
had learned all the necessary skills to deal with others’ conflicts and
problens from the same psychology books, neither of them traveled
the first step to break the ice.

They could not easily resolve their problems because society
taught them that as businessmen they should not express their silly
sentiment. To do this would be destructive to their image as
cultivated human beings. Civilization cried out that personal feeling
was a landmark of the past. Chuck and Lenny made transactions
without any heart.

Chuck tiptoed mto his room and sat for a while on his bed,
covering his face with both hands, recharging his devoted
membership to the herd battery, which shortly propelled him to the
window. He slid the window half open and sat on the window
frame as though he was riding a foggy horse, pulling the sliding
window gently toward himself as his right leg and arm dangled
outside. The window appeared to bisect his body at his nose,
forehead, and crotch. It was refreshing. And if he accidentally lost
his balance, the parking lot would be awfully messy. He closed his



left eye and used his right one to look inside his room through the
transparent glass like one-eyed Jack doing window-shopping. He
scanned his room: A beautiful large off-white Gothic bedroom,
he thought. It s wonderful. After a long day at school it’s very
comfortable. And a large window to regulate the flow of air
while I rest, linking me to nature. Ceiling high enough, its
painted like the sky. It gives me the impression that I'm lying
on a soft weightless cloud-no back pain, no bodily stress, no
bed sores. Yes, it just for Sleeping Beauty. Calm, happiness,

Jjoy, peace of mind, freedom, security-all are in my room.

Our architects strive for perfection-they’re magicians of
transferring empty space to peace and tranquility; they’re
masters of human functions, and lords of evoking the right
sensation in me at the right moment. Light switches, telephone
plugs, and electrical outlets are placed excatly on the walls for
my natural bodily movements. And the door opens without any
obstruction. Architects spy into my secret paradise and build
my dream. His staring right eye was hurting him, as images
were disappearing in cloud. His eye automatically closed and
he opened the left one, changing his perspective.

Our architecture stinks. It s a labyrinth for us, a soundproof
room to suffocate me senselessly. I can hear myself thinking, no
smell, blinding tasteless colors, separating me from my family.
It makes me angry and sad. It s self-imprisonment. In here, 1
privatize my anger, loneliness, and boredom. 1t s the first arena
for divorce and separation. Self-isolation; the lack of tolerance
for others; individuality without humanity-they all grow here.
1t s more like self-punishment. I rob myself of nature. A hideout



for our venomous life, stealing others’ subsistence, giving
others the plague with a white blanket. His head fell forward n a
rush of disgust, pushing the window wider open. He scrambled like
a Big Time Believer to obtain his balance, his claws grasping the
window frame. He admitted that it was very close.

Having a full bnocular view of his hands and his situations, he
waited for his rapid heart rate to slow, putting his head inside to
regain his control. Well, a tent would do, it 'd make people more
communicative. And enhance human relationship. Our
neighbors would be our best personal doctors, no more mental
sicknesses. He hesitated for a few seconds, gazing at his computer.

Radio gave us the opportunity to imagine and paint the
image of sound. And then television removed the paintbrush
from our hands, giving us colorful images to tickle our
sensation. Now, computers allow us to paint our own virtual
world. We are painting images of the world rather than living
in the real world.

Civilized people wait for machines, not for human beings
anymore. Waiting and more waiting makes our shadows grow
old. Nowadays, we’re living lifelessly while a computer loads
our values away. Oh, yes, we have more techniques to keep the
believer's lifeline burning. The world of images is our
achievement.

Everyone has access to the same rubbish, sounding
intelligent, writing the same papers, doing the same math
problems, learning the same history, sharing the same
sentiment. We're all too farsighted to have any hindsight. They
put computers in our school system. And they call it an



enhancement of our educational system. It s more like learning
effectively until you 're blind. Now, we have to do multinational
courses. Recruitment, it is. Is that what the world has to offer
us? A shooting smoke redlity for killing direct human
relationship. A few multinational organizations already have
their hands on our schools-its supply and demand, not
education.

Luckily, I am in control. I know how to use computers, and
most importantly, 1 know what a computer could do to
someone. Sometimes it is nice to hide from the real world.

Chuck awkwardly got off the window and stood firmly,
attempting to defend himself against his stream of consciousness
while he approached his computer. ‘1 see you,” he murnured, as he
tapped the monitor. “You surely keep me away from myself when
I’'m alone. Nobody cares to know about my lonely and dreadful
evening, You put me to bed, do my homework, and give me good
grades at school. One would prefer to go blind than to be alone
without you. I can reach the world from here. Yes, I can takk to
people, send them emuail, play games. And if anyone gives me a
hard time, I press a key and he disappears from my life. Who wants
anybody to disagree with me? I just key them out of existence.”

A lot of people like me out there, he thought, hiding his eyes
with his hands, his mind wandering again. There are millions of
guys like me in the world. It'd take more than a lifetime to
have a true friend this way. Its a bitch, to find a true friend. If
only I were an expert in advertising and marketing, it wouldn t
be difficult to sell myself like a piece of raw meat on a butcher
counter. Dressing-up is important. Y¥es, the outside of the



package counts. It like displaying myself in a one-way
window. It 'd reflect a positive image of myself. Well, the law is
self-protection, nobody to hurt my feelings, to send me rubbish
email Lo insult me, to tell me to jump off a high building, to be
my medical advisor... He realized that he had to find his way out
of that circular mess and believed that the circle had to be stretched
out to form a linear path; the struggle had already begun in his
unconscious.

Yes, I have to cast the right image to everyone. What images
become our reality? We've experts of computer graphics,
images of Mars, our solar system, the earth, road conditions,
natural resources, vacation weather, environmental conditions.
The governments cherish images, they have a better control on
crzminals, anti-social inhabitants, the employed. Our
civilization means the reality of images. It’s more like we're
preparing ourselves to be the image man, the dweller of
images. For the real things have become contaminated,
polluted, rotten, and stinky. And just dead. How dreadful. We
invest billions in our library of images, not in the real stuff.
Reality, an esoteric object, is transformed to an aesthetic entity
for the highbrow to praise themselves with, to distance
themselves further from the lowbrow-the dwellers of images.
At least, Lenny is right about one thing: the molding of
attitude-people is real. Throwing the right image in the right
place to evoke an attitude formation or change, is the trick.
Isnt it true, I'm an attitude-person? Of course; it must be. s,
1 must give meaning to this blank frame. I must have meaning
in life. But I dont feel as if 1 do. Maybe I was thrown into the



world, all naked, without meaning and essence. I have to make
myself, like building a ship in the middle of a storm, plank by
plank, without sinking. I have to carve my own path among the
tainted images of society s one-year warranty. I should act first
and justify later until my act itself becomes a justification for
living. There’ll be no victims, he thought, slamming his hand on
the computer monitor as his pupils enlarged sufficiently to drink in
the creative process of life.

Without thinking, he moved toward his bed and grabbed a disk
that was lying near his little night table, like his hands had eyes. “An
essay you want-that’s what you’ll get,” he whispered. “T’ll do the
biology paper first, and then the math homework.”” He tapped a few
keys. He found four hundred pages about a living cell from several
authors. He knew the tricks. He pressed a few more keys-eighty
pages. Cells are programmed to be self-destructive to form things
like fingers; a fetus is a blob without any distinguishable features. He
opened another writing program which had several option buttons,
clicked efficiency and productivity, and then forty-seven pages with
pros and cons about his subject matter appeared. He pressed the
summarizing and ranking buttons, and the program selected main
points and gave a brief description of each point. From the
remaining ten pages, he manually rearranged a few paragraphs,
discarded some, and then saved his work in the file, Cells. Next, he
ran the grade writing level program and reopened the file; he clicked
the button for grade eight to ten and had a simplified version of his
biology research paper to fit the requirement of a grade nine level
student. It’s faster than 7 thought, he thought, and then printed out
two completed copies with references and bibliography.



Now, it was math. This was much more difficult than writing
essays because the answer had to be written i his workbook;
everything had to be done manually. Other than that, his math
program worked out each problem in detail After an hour of
copying answers from his screen to his book, he finished and slowly
placed his work in his school bag,

1ty already time to go-I'm running late-its time to do the
disappearance trick, I guess. The breeze rushing through the
window slammed the door closed before he could close it gently,
exposing him as a naked drop of precious water in a desert. He
observed that his mother, lying on the couch, was looking at him.
He continued toward the front door; he did not intend to alarm her.

“Take your jacket! It gonna be chilly,” cried Jackie. He opened
the cupboard and held his jean jacket in his hand while he gracefully
turned and glanced at her.

“T’ll be at the pizza place,” his weak voice said as he pierced the
floor with his eyes and with humility.

“Go before it’s too late.”

Chuck rushed out quickly to prevent an arctic storm from
chasing him down his path.



3: The Accident

Charles stared into the glass case. He could not forget how his
tragic accident had changed his entire life.

One afternoon after his shift was officially terminated, patrolling
the labyrinth of town, he and his partner, Alex Twig, were cruising
in to shed their highly authoritative car.

“Distress at Joe’s Discount Store, nearby cars, answer distress,
take all precautions,” announced the police dispatcher.

Thinking that it was nothing extraordinary, they responded.
Rushing to the store with their two blazing antennae and stopping in
front of the glass building was a routine. Alex hurried to the rear and
Charles the front entrance. Through the huge glass window, mostly
covered with a hand written price list, Charles had a glimpse of a
young person, moving near the grocery stand with a gun in his hand.
Communicating with his partner by walkie-talkie, Charles waited for
him to get in position, and then they entered simultaneously through
different doors.

“Police, Drop your gun! Freeze!” shouted Charles.

Alex stood his ground. His beating eardrums walked through the
metal stands several aisles away, to detect the slightest movements.
Charles had a frontal view of the robber; his smooth face stood out
with the detectable traces of teen age hood. The youngster



panicked; his pupils widened, his wet face glittered. He dropped his
hands to his sides, holding his shotgun like a walking stick, the
barrel pointing upward.

“Drop it!” shouted Charles.”Drop it! And hand sup!”

The robber unconsciously lifted his gun to his nose, disowned the
foreign object which was put in his hand by some evil genius, and
then dropped it on the floor in confusion. The gun was bad quality;
the great bang from the impact rattled the premises.

Charles staggered from the shock. His eyes remained fixed on
the hypnotic image before him. The last thing he saw before he hit
the floor was the youngster trying to catch his falling body.

Alex immediately leapt to the tiny frame, effortlessly binding the
youth’s hands together behind his back. He rushed to his partner
and turned him over. The pouring blood soaked his legs and belly.
Without thinking, he seized Charles’ walkie-talkie, half covered with
blood, and called in, as his other hand returned his gun to its holster.

“Charles hit! Charles hit! Send an ambulance!”

Before he could termnate his call, the robber leaned over
Charles. “Don’t die, please don’t die,” the kid innocently muttered.
Alex rushed to Charles defense and flung the skinny body

Away like a used toothpick, believing that the murderer was
inflicting more pain on his buddy. The little toad crashed against the
counter heavily.

Flashing lights and sirens were blaring around the building for the
final thrust. All available police vehicles from town stopped their
current activities and rushed to the scene; twenty-five cars and vans,
and two special squad vans that were specially equipped to



slaughter any type of living vermin, sang the chorus of extermination
and justice. A veteran, Alex quickly recognized that his life was
threatened. All bodily motions have to be regulated, while he
must remain glued to the bloody floor. I don't want to be killed
on duty, he thought. He turned to his partner. Time is crucial.

Charles is unconscious. He's losing a lot of blood, he thought,
slowly reaching for his own walkie-talkie; he had forgotten the one
in his left hand.

“WE ARE IN THE STORE; the robber IS SUBDUED. NO
FIRING. I repeat, NO FIRING. Don’t shoot. EVERYTHING IS
UNDER CONTROL.” Though his instructions came in late, some
crawling exterminators of the special squad were already in the
store and overheard his oral request. They were voicelessly
programmed to be odorless and to float on land like snakes, dishing
out death. All this muscle hid the extermmators’ fear: it was not
them lying on the floor, and thank God for that. Soon other police
came in the front door; some went to the victim, some to the
robber, and some to the owner hidden behind the counter. Medics
carried Charles to an ambulance and the bound robber to another
one because his clothes were bloody. Attending officers had been
transformed to psychoanalysts: their exteriors could not thoroughly
hide their sympathy and sorrow for Charles. As they realized their
luck was tangled in absurdity, their Big Time Believer stood on their
side.

In the store, trauma, panic, and numbness had overtaken Alex,
who was guided subconsciously to a nearby police car. He left the
door wide open, and before he could fully realize it, he was at the
office. There, he washed himself and got into his street clothes, and



filled in his report lifelessly.
Blaming Blames

Instead of going directly to the hospital, Alex went to Charles’
house. He was unprepared to break the news to Elizabeth. She was
getting supper ready when the unusual doorbell rang, bridging the
gap between the security nside and the insecurity outside. Human
curiosity of what lay behind closed doors took her to Alex’s
frozenness. He stood speechless in front of her, like a scarecrow.
But this did not prevent him from communicating her loss to her.

She was not ashamed to think out her instinctive feelings about
the half-goner still standing before her: Why Charles? Why not this
middle aged cockroach? He has already lived most of his life out,
she thought, as both of them fell into each other’s arms for comfort
from the outside chill, which threatened to reach her mner core. Her
pounding jungle drum did not bring any relief, no echo from the
wind had warned her. And yet she knew it all along, long before she
saw Alex’ s swollen face and his guilty eyes secretly hiding his own
good fortune. Their chemical bondage changed simultancously;
Elizabeth and Alex shifted apart, and she sailed through the open
door mnto an endless region that reduced meaning to absurdity. He
glanced at her while his fingers raked his thiwing hair and
remained hidden behind his neck, out of her view.

We should go to the hospital, he thought, as his mind wrestled
with the conflict between the price of self-preservation and the folly
of others’ loss. He turned the stove off and slowly walked to the



front door, fusing to the dim drive way. He stood motionless in front
of the closed door. He knew he shouldn’t stare at her. And yet, he
was forced to take a quick and careless glance, for an accidental
eye contact could not hurt anyone. But she could not sense anything
outside herself.

At least she isnt wandering around the neighborhood, he
thought. He fought furiously with the image of Elizabeth sitting in his
car, blocking it out, turning it upside down, throwing it all over the
place in time and out of time, trying to comprehend her feelings, until
he was mentally exhausted. His dark heart had been forged i the
will to survive, and he hid his serpent’s eyes from Elizabeth, who
appeared to be sitting mindlessly. Alex entered the car with his
Venetian mask on; he drove absentmindedly while he tried to peep
nto Elizabeth’s torn world.

I should have tried to understand him better, thought
Elizabeth. Shouldnt have argued with him. 1 shouldnt have
cancelled our vacation last month. Why? Do we have to work
so much? For who? And for what? Our child, we never had,
last year: But, it was me. ¥es, I alone refused to have a family. 1
told him. You cant say I didnt. We'd have had a child, if he
would have quit his job. But no, he loves his job more than his
family. Why didn 't he change his work? Why? Nobody wants to
live with insecurity. Maybe he won't come home one day. I told
him, over and over again, one thousand times. I don't want to
bring up a child without a father. I told him, and I told him. But
he couldn’t accept it.

Alex overheard her mumbling to herself, and glanced over at her.
Her lips continued to move without inviting any listeners.



“We’re here,” whispered Alex, pulling himself toward the
steering wheel with both hands to free hinself from the sticky vinyl
seat. Elizabeth was momentarily lost in what could have been and
what would be now. Suddenly, as though an electrical charge had
jumped into her body causing a slight backward jerk, her
scranmbling lift sensed Alex’s hand on her shoulder. She found the
doorknob and opened it, allowing herself to step into the depth of
the sea with bound arms and legs. Each step only increased the
profoundness until the hospital emergency’s sliding door reminded
her of her own mortality.

The emergency waiting room was only half full, for the evening
was still young. They walked to the receptionist’s desk. The
receptionist carefully examined the young woman before her for
noticeable symptons: an empty face, untidy hair, a T-shirt slightly
exposing her braless chest, trainer pants, and house shoes. Alex
reached in his coat pocket, displayed his badge, and then returned it
to his pants pocket.

“Where is Sergeant Brown?”” he asked.

“Go ask inside,” replied the receptionist, as she continued to
survey the deranged woman following the well-dressed middle aged
policeman. Another dividing glass door detected them and slipped
itself open. The newcomers observed several people in white
clothes dashing from one room to another. Straight ahead, Alex
noticed two officers chatting near an open door. They approached
the two uniformed police, and a humble and contemplative look
repossessed the officers, reflecting toward Mrs. Brown the deep
emotional sentiment that they had forgotten a moment ago. They
were like monumental icebergs with an imperceptible flame at the



center-warm enough to melt snow but not to change the shade of
their rigid identities ahead.

“We’re sorry for Charles,” said the two officers, shattering the
virgin iceberg and exposing its core. Alex glanced mto the guarded
roomny, a half covered and frightened boy quickly pulled the entire
white sheet over his body.

“Where’s Charles?” demanded Alex, evoking excess stress on
the youngster’s eye sockets in the room. “Fifth floor in the operating
room,” said the younger officer.

Elizabeth followed Alex toward the emergency elevator. He
wondered whether she had seen through him. Yes, any officer will
try to protect his own rear. And yes again, I'm very sorry for
what happened to my partner. But thank God, it wasnt me. 1
have a wife and two children to look after, thought Alex. He
placed his wet right hand in his pocket and ran his fingers around
the circular edge of a coin. The elevator stopped and they entered.

Arriving on the fifth floor, they did not see anyone. No odor or
sound, other than the screeching of their own shoes on the glassy
ceramic floor, which failed to register any trace of the weight that
glided off it. The hallway was dimly lit, and beds and stretchers lined
the wall opposite the elevators, leaving the exit unobstructed. No
more than thirty yards away from the elevators, a transparent glass
wall separated the public from personnel. The sliding door opened
automatically; a tractor could easily be driven through it. They
cautiously passed through the noiseless door and sensed no life in
the long corridor, which ran perpendicular to the entrance. On the
right side, another glass wall with a sliding door firmly fixed to it
bore the inscription “Theatre: Authorized Personnel Only.” They



stepped in front of it and nothing moved. They tried to gain a better
view of the protected area through the transparent glass wall, but it
was bare and uninteresting. They finally turned to the left side; it had
several doors and a sign that read Recovery on the wall. They
considered it to be unimportant. Intrigued by the right wing, they
pressed their faces harder against the glass door and noticed several
empty stretchers in an almost hidden comer next to the door.
Further down the hall there were several doors with a single light
above each one. Six of them were green; the others were off.
Suddenly, a green changed to red; immediately, a green and white
figure dashed from another room and ran into the red one.

“They’re operating roomns,” murmured Alex, trying not to alarm
Elizabeth with his experience of hospital routines. Elizabeth was
hypnotized by the red light that had just tuned on, and was scared
to ask for the meaning. A woman dressed all in white came from the
left wing and caught them by surprise. not allowed in this area,” she
distinctly affirmed. Her remark did not evoke an apology, for human
desires were raw and tasteless under desperate circumstances.

“We're looking for Mr. Brown,” replied Alex, justifying his
presence. “He came to the operating rooma few hours ago.”

“Wait near the elevators,” mstructed the woman. ‘“T’ll check for
you.”’The woman firmly held her ground while they passed the main
door. While they waited, Alex hung around near the door and
Elizabeth went near the stretchers. Alex surveyed the woman as she
pressed a hidden button. A person dressed in mostly green, with
gloves, covered shoes, hair net, and face mask, appeared near the
wall and opened a small window which was also hidden from the
outside world. They spoke to each other, and then the person in



green disappeared for a moment and reappeared with a sheet of
paper in the plastic grip. The woman wearing white, her lips slightly
parted, rubbed her chin and then pressed her lower body against
the glass wall very tightly, leaving her upper body barely touching
the wall. The one in green left and returned with some more papers
in an unprotected hand, and passed the index finger from left to right
through all the loose pages. The women In white crossed her upper
legs furiously, leaving a wide gap between both feet, forming a
majestic equilateral triangle, as the person in green left.

A penguin gliding on its heels paddled toward Alex, and
Elizabeth dnfted toward him for the news. “There’s no Brown in the
operating room,” squeaked the woman in white.

“No Brown!” repeated Alex.

A bolt of lightning struck the lonely tree in the pasture;
Elizabeth’s weak legs collapsed from under her, and she turmbled
heavily backward on her head. The women in white, forgetting to
mail her liquid letter, grabbed Elizabeth’s wrist.

“Are you crazy! Look, her head is bleeding, Stop the bleeding!”
shouted Alex.

She ran to her section, leaving Alex to attend to Elizabeth’s
head. He supported it with his jacket. “It’s a crime to abandon
someone in medical need,” he cried angrily, tryng to stop the
bleeding with his handkerchief

“Ninety-nine in operating room corridor” blasted out from the
intercom, but it slipped Alex’s full attention.

“Goddammn it! Where is everyone? You can’t find anyone in this
bloody place! Is this supposed to be a hospital? Or a graveyard run



by a bunch of gypsies!”

A chariot with two people flung out from one elevator; two
wormen broke away from another elevator; three more took the
stairs; all were at work at once, without missing a beat. Three of
them transferred the patient to an empty stretcher. Another one
removed the jacket and handkerchief and replaced it with some
gauze to stop the bleeding, The two from the cart rolled her body to
the side, and then put a flat board under the back; one massaged
the chest and counted “One thousand and one, one thousand and
two...” One person took blood, while another put in an LV. One of
them rushed downstairs with some blood in a syringe.

“What are you doing to her?” grumbled Alex, as Elizabeth was
given an oxygen mask. His insolent question only irritated everyone,
and nobody answered. Alex drifted further and further away from
the spider net. He looked for the woman who worked in Recovery;
she was gone. He realized that he would not have an answer from
this crowded scene. Finally, the lowest ranked member of the team
ordered him out. Thinking that there was nothing else he could do,
he took the stairs and headed to the Mensa on the third floor.



4: Mensa

1ty incredible. Everything in one single day, thought Alex,
unable to fully digest it all. He found himself standing in line with a
tray in his hand in the hospital main cafeteria. He looked into the
open dining area; most of the white clouds had drifted away from
this area of the hospital, leaving mostly colorful ones from the
streets. Some reluctant visitors waited in the restaurant rather than
making the final thrust to the hospital bed where their patient-hosts
were stationed. They cited hospital policy, limiting the amount of
visitors per patient as their rationalization, rather than acting on
courtesy, finiteness, and forgiveness.

Other visitors enjoyed the togetherness in the restaurant after
their actual visit; they had a chance to meet other family members
and friends whom they had not seen for a long time. They appeared
to surrender the belief in their own immorality and mended old
disagreements because they tasted a different world in which
happiness, health, and a short and full it had to be cherished. And
yet, most hospital personnel had a short memory of their enriched
wisdom

There were about ten people ahead of him and some behind,
everybody wanting the same thing. Nobody could escape his
destiny of waiting in line-expectant mothers had to recline in line, the



child feels sick, another line. Throughout life, a series of lines strung
mortals n a very tight place. Even the deceased had to wait for a
vacant hole in the cemetery. The New Testament scared people
about an empty line before Heaven’s door, an ugly revelation of the
status of the line as real, while the arrangement of its contents
remained fictitious. Whenever Alex failed to keep up with the line, a
person in line behind him would touch his tray, shoes, or whistle,
reminding him that the mummies had to move. Not knowing exactly
why he came to the Mensa, he poured a large coffee, a habitual
response from working long hours and graveyard shifts.

After paying, he mistakenly went to the smoking section and sat
like a regular customer. In a daze, he drifted to the next table and
requested a cigarette. As he was returning with his unlit torch in his
mouth, he did not expect to see any familiar faces.

“Alex! Oh, my baby! You're okay! What are you doing here?” a
familliar female voice asked.

Alex turned and found himself in his wife’s arms. The intensity of
caring moved them from the immediate surroundings to the realm of
silence where an instance had no border. Her shivering in his arms
awakened him slightly. She got one hand free and wiped her
reddish eyes. Armrin-arm, fear and love awkwardly tagged along to
the table.

“Oh, my baby, I’ve never seen you like this before. When you
didn’t come for supper, I phoned. The dispatcher said you were at
the hospital.”

“Yes, Charles was hit,” he grunted.
“Hi, Dad!” Martin’s voice echoed through the restaurant. His



mother had a natural posture now, instead of the pose of the
headless chicken that drove everyone crazy at home, driving the car
from the passenger seat, blaming the hospital’s admission secretary
for Alex’s mjury. Her round lips revealed everything: hope, and
thankfulness.

“Are you a space cadet? Standing there with no respect,” she
asked her son.

“Sorry,” he replied. Martin glanced at his father, by nature a
quiet person, who preferred action to talking. “T guess you’re trying
to digest the meaninglessness in your life. Is it colorfil, Dad? You
spend your entire life putting criminals behind bars, as though you’ll
get to the end of it. Some life, eh? Carrying water with a bamboo
basket,” he cried, hoping for a response from his father, who merely
shiffed his eyes and slightly parted his lips. He knew what his father
would say. A policeman with his uniform on was a walking target
for everyone. Everyone wanted revenge on society. Some hit back.
Others tried to have the upper hand. Now, society became
something very dangerous for everyone.

“Hey, Dad. Crimes will swallow us up, if we don’t fight back.
Our mstitutions breed criminals. Everyone has become a potential
crimnal. Right? You're just putting the unfortunate behind
bars.”Martin was upset with Alex for putting hinself up for
someone else’s target practice in the street. Alex ignored him
Martin continued to grumble:

“All n All, Life in some, All is gone, Life is only one thing, Is this
all? Here s all, Who call you all? Everything bursts out of the same
mouth, sorrow, happiness, suffering, anger, and finally, hope. All in
meaninglessness, Life’s meaningless.”



“T told you, we’re wasting our money to send him to university.
Look at him If this is what you learn, I’'m sorry for you;” Cathy
mterrupted. She glanced at Alex and noticed that he was not
listening, so she confronted Martin directly. “For sure, you’ll not be
a follower, but a leader with no followers.”

Her unexpected remark sent him deeper into his seat for a
moment. Though he had wanted to provoke his mother a little bit,
he did not foresee her criticism

“Look at these people! They’ve got wonderful careers, they’re
respectable,” she cried angrily.

“You said it, Mom! Hitting it, dead on the nail. Of course I see it
all”’ replied Martin, looking around the Mensa. ‘Feathers separating
professions-the old ones sitting on a separate table with extremely
white clothes are chiefs. Aren’t they?

The younger ones, sitting by themselves, must be assistants.

That’s easy too. See, they look up at the old ones with awe and
reverence. Nurses by themselves, over there. Do you see how they
glance at the young doctors? And these ones, sitting in the smoking
section, all in gray. They must be cleaning people. So, Mom! Which
one should I be?

Let me see. Yes, I get it,” he said, pointing at the table of chiefs.
“That bulk of whiteness over there. They hide their internal
darkness. They even mix religion with a stiff dose of science and
technology. Seeing them in a deserted street on a moonless night,
you will jump out of your skin. Here, they’re at home, they’re
protected. It’s all too perfect here, the dead ones can’t complain
anymore. They cremate their mistakes. They’re in league with the



body-baggers.”” He spoke without realizing his father’s discomfort.

“Why do you see a doctor for your asthma? Yes, tell me why?
They have to do the dirty work of our filthy environment. But no,
you’re here to criticize people,” she replied bitterly.

“Look at those white clowns. Others are scared stiff to sit near
them They think of themselves as God. They enjoy their job so
much. They work with businesses to pollute our health, water, land,
and food. With car manufacturers to make unsafe cars, with
communities to make unsafe roads, with pharmaceutical companies
to manufacture drugs with severe side effects. You nane it; they’re
into it. Buy more drugs to counter rotten side effects. Is that what
you call nocent? To get our facts straight, ther education and
research are paid by multinational corporations. Their first priority is
to their creators, pharmaceutical manufacturers. They’re working
against people. They want us to get sick, injured. Living off sickness
like parasites. It’s disgusting!

“They’re into the big business. If'you check in everyone’s house,
there’s a private pharmacy, more profits for corporations. Profits
for pharmaceutical firms, it makes me sick. These jerks work for
drug companies, each person must pay from his pocket, to have an
up-to-date drug cabinet at home. A poor person must buy his own
medications. How low can you get? And our medical insurance
goes sky high, because of these heartless vermin. Only prescribing
their company’s products.” Martin took in a breath of sterilized air.
He made brief eye contact with his mother, and then cut her short.
“Yes, I'm not finished yet. When you want only two headache
tablets, you've to buy the whole bottle, one hundred tablets. The
other ninety-eight goes in the garbage. We pay for it. They're



cutthroat. Worse than butchers.”

“T see your point. But would you use someone else’s asthma
spray, Martin?”

“It’s the same thing, I’'m saying, Can’t you see? You go to the
drug store to buy something you need once. But no, you have to
buy the entire bottle. And before you know 1, you have to throw
out all the rest because it is expired. They don’t do this in the
hospital. Why can’t the have a place to store excess medications?
Why can’t these companies pack their medications so that an
mexperienced user can’t contaminate unused medications? If you
want an aspirin for a slight headache, you can get it free fiom the
community, instead of buying one hundred tablets. And if you do
buy it, you can always give the rest to the community, for others to
use. It’s about time our commumity started to serve its people.
Doctors should stop serving the interests of multinational
corporations with their golden prescriptive pens. Letting companies
eat out of a sick person’s pocket IS humiliating,”

Some workers dressed in grey admired Martin’s speech, but his
mother was much more concerned with her husband’s pain.

Martin synchronized himself to the sentiment at the table. His
father was fixed on the rim of the coffee cup; the steam from the
coffee was gone a while ago. He was staring at the thick blackness
that appeared to be depthless. Could it be that he sees himself
being sucked into some kind of infinite darkness? Defenseless
against its power? He’s allowing himself to be gobbled up by
self-pity. At least, he sees the meaning of his job-chasing falling
stars, he thought. He glanced at his mother, and her sympathetic
eyes confirmed that his father was helplessly swallowed up by the



facts of life before him

“Ninety-nine at the emergency!” blasted out from the mtercom.
The announcement ran through Alex’s body like an electric charge.

“Dad’s bulb just lit up,” cried Martin.

Two people in white ran out of the Mensa, leaving their meal.
“Today is a special day, two cardiac arrests within an hour. They’re
having good business,” he sarcastically commented, loud enough for
others to hear him

“You mean to tell me that code “ninety-nine” is heart attack!?”

asked Alex.

“You, of all people, should know that,” answered Martin.

1 think 1 heard a ninety-nine announcement when Elizabeth
fell on the floor. Could it be? he mnternally interrogated hinself.
“This can’t be, it’s just not possible! Charles, and now, it’s poor
Elizabeth,” he grumbled.

“What are you saying, Alex?” “Elizabeth is only twenty-two. She
can’t have a heart attack,” Alex affirmed and denied, looking more
confused than before.

“What! Elizabeth had a heart attack?” asked Cathy, taken by
surprise. She had thought that Elizabeth was with Charles, and she
had completely forgotten to ask about her whereabouts and
feelings.

“T told them. But no, they had to start the entire machine rolling
for a common head mjury,” Alex complained.

The chair glided backward under Martin, and he stood at the
end of the table, taking charge. “What are you waiting for? We



have to get some answers,” he said, standing firmly on both legs and
holding his gaze parallel to the ceiling as though he had a glimpse of
the future. He picked the tray up from the table and placed it on the
moving belt near the exit. He waited long enough for his parents to
be in sight; they were moving slowly, hand in hand, so he continued
to walk to the elevator where he waited for them

The elevator stopped, and two men came out with a cart about
seven feet long with a rectangular box of the same length and width
attached to it. It was covered with blue plastic.

“That stuff'is big enough to carry a dead man,” cried Martin.

“Ts this guy funny?”’ replied one of the men.

“You're doing a good job. It’s meat for the Mensa,” the other
one said, giving the offensive observer a dirty look while they
pursued their course.

“Look!” said Alex. “They’re taking a corpse to pathology.

Oh, that’s nothing We go with the ambulance to some
accidents, pick up the pieces with a spade, and then put them in
garbage bags. Here, at least, they put the pieces back together.”

“Can’t we speak about something else, Alex?”” Cathy asked.
She felt uncomfortable talking about human horror, for each person
meant much more than physical parts: mind, emotions, beliefs,
hopes, relationships.

“Are you comng?”’ yelled Martin. “You’re standing around and
looking in the empty corridor for a ghost or something!” He waited
for them to get nearer the elevator, and his parents passed him and
went to the stairs. He followed closely behind his mother, as his
father walked several steps ahead of them. “It still puzzles me,” he



said to his mother. “Why do they tie a dead body up? It’s like they
don’t want it to speak about its personal history. And it’s future.
They even tied its feet and hands together, as though it’ll run away
from the domain of death. I'll tell you why! The living are hiding
their fear of'life by straightening up dead bodies.”

“Will you hush up, Martin!” she shouted. “Yes, I’ll shut up.
Can’t you see? Your sentiment is choking you up.”

“Talkking, talking! Do you want attention just like a little child?”’
She fought off his interrogation, for she needed all her energy for
climbing these deadly stairs.

“Oh, leave him alone!” cried Alex, who appreciated hearing the
familliar voice.

“Yes. Mom, as I’ve been saying,”

“NO preaching!” she cried.

“At school, they blame you for my lack of respect. For my free
opinions. But no, you blame school for not overworking me. Look
at these overgrown muscles, with no loyalty. And no respect, too.
Yes, a free mind, all over me,” Martin said, pulling up his
shirtsleeves and holding his breath for his mother to look at him She
continued onward and did not tum back.

“Yes, 1 see. A free mind, with nothing inside. It’s a pity,” she
whispered involuntarily. “T get .

I struck the right string in you. Let face it, you're scared of
death.” He saw his mother’s reddish face as she turned back on the
stairs to take a breath. “If you hold it any longer, you’ll explode,” he
teased. “You shouldn’t worry, if you kick the bucket here, you
become a small ‘IT.” IT” as an object, a thing. A common ‘IT,’



without a name, no sex, no age, no identity, no religion, no
history....”

“That’s enough, you monster!” shouted Cathy. Her voice halted
Alex, who was about ten steps ahead of them now.

“What’s going on?”” Alex asked haltbeartedly.

“As I'm telling Mom, a person’s true identity is restored when
she’s in the ground, with a beautiful gravestone, family sympathy,
and community recognition. How else can I tell her to enjoy her life?
There’s more to life than sitting around. Waiting for history to come
home. You have to kick yourself, all the time, to do something

2

new.
Identity

“We’re here,” Alex murmured, reaching familiar terrain, allowing
himself to take in the customary empty smell, seeing the usual
objects against the wall without blood, and following the
harmonious friction of his shoes.

“What’s the rush!” Cathy complained. “Wait for us, Will you?”

“What are you looking for?”” Martin asked his father, trying to
wipe away the obnoxious chemical smell from his nose. “Everything
in here is sterilized! Strong enough to kill delicate brain cells. It turns
your skin pale. Look at that huge glass wall, the door too! Yeah, it
can even reflect bacteria on the floor! I tell you, it should be against
the law to use this kind of glass wall, for the outside walls of
buildings. That’s why nobody can find any insects and birds in the
city-all of them have collided against it and died. I never like
window-shopping anyway. It magnifies everything inside.” He



walked past the sliding door while his parents waited in the corridor
for someone to come by.

Our architecture solves the problem of good and evil. The
left wing is Recovery, the right one is the Operating Theatre. 1
should play it safe. Then, I go right, Martin thought. He quickly
found the hidden button on the wall and pressed it. A man
answered the

buzz. He felt the jolly green giant surveying him, an unauthorized
intruder nvading the high priest’s secret temple. The man in green
controlled the entrance, standing between both half doors, and
bringing some mvisible ghoulish forces along with him.

“Yes!” he asked, wearing a tight face that challenged this insolent
intruder with institutionalized power,

“Yes? I didn’t ask you anything, yet. Since the answer is YES,
the question is, when was Mr. Brown operated on?”” The chemical
bond between them was unbound; opposing forces in the universe
were lashing out.

“Okay! Wise guy. Let me look,” he replied. He disappeared into
the secretary’s office for a moment, and then reappeared. “We’ve
no Brown here! Check with recovery;” he said, pointing to the other
section. His index finger crawled back and formed a tight fist, and
he left. Martin quickly apprehended the admmnistrative logic of
passing the buck, so he tapped the glass door for the fellow in green
who was moving away from him like a slut on quicksand.

He returned and opened the little pigeonhole this time, the
window that strictly defined the limits of mformation and human
relationship on the presumption of dishonesty.



“What now!”

“Let’s get our record straight. A few hours ago emergency sent
him away for an operation. For you to take the bullets out of him.
Now, you're telling me he isn’t here.”

This refinement made an intellectual connection and caused the
man to listen more attentively. “Since you put it that way, this is how
things work around here. In certain life threatening cases,
emergency often sends up patients without any personal chart, only
with medical records. Here, we try to save these patients’ lives. We
don’t treat names. Get it! After the operation, they go to recovery.”

“Thanks,” said Martin politely.

“All the same,” he replied, closing the nest hole and hesitating

behind his protective shell like a turtle searching for a mating
partner.

Martin pointed to the sign for his parents to follow Aim. They
stopped at the door, which bore a sign written in big block letters:
RECOVERY Martin put his ear near the door, but he was unable
to hear anything nside. Standing on both legs firmly fixed, adjusting
his shirt and pants, keeping his eyes straight ahead as though the
door was transparent, he banged on the door with his iron
knuckles, loud enough to wake up everyone behind it. He put his
hammering hand quickly in his pocket to hide its pain. Nobody
answered the door.

This is strange, he thought. He looked around the corridor. The
man in green at the operation section was observing them through
his glass kingdom. He knocked again-even louder. A woman in
white rushed out furiously, taking them by surprise.



“Out! Out of here! Out!”” shouted the woman, pushing them out
all the way to elevator. “And stay out!”

The man in green still covered his face with his hand, forgetting
the chance of contamination, enjoying a special kind of human
amusement. The woman went to the man in green and justified her
behavior; everybody knew that no visitors were permitted in this
area.

“A practical joker,” cried Martin, blaming the green ape for their
embarrassment and mistreatment. “Dad, give me your badge,” he
said, thinking of turning the table on him, for the badge had the
power to reveal buried misconduct in people. Alex checked for his
coat. It was missing; he had not even realized it before. It was under
Elizabeth’s head. Yes, I had it in my pants pocket at the
emergency,” he mumbled. He found his identity in his pocket, but
mildly refused to transfer its significance to his son, the badge being
much stronger than the bearer.

“For all these years, Alex, you haven’t mixed your private life
with profession,” Cathy calmly insisted. “Tt isn’t worth it.”” Seeing
that neither of them was listening, she confined her thoughts to her
own head. Two charging bulls rushing out to conquer that
woman, just doing her job. Like two little children, out for
revenge, with no guiding angel. Thank God, some people still
give others a fair

chance. And remember their duties. Other people have
responsibilities, not these two. I better join them, before
everything gets out of hand.

“Do you know the whereabouts of Mr. Brown?” asked Alex,
showing off his identity.



The nurse in white felt challenged and and yet, she refused to
reply at once, for the question took her to creation, and Cane telling
God he wasn’t his brother’s keeper. She counted her hesitation, for
medical secrets had to be binding for everyone. She was not
comfortable with Alex’s symbol. She might have done something
wrong in the past; now, she could not remember it. “We don’t have
all night!” he repeated, detecting her slow response as a lie, the real
symptom of guil.

“We're friends of Officer Brown,” interrupted Cathy. “He was
wounded on duty with my husband, here. And that’s why he’s so
upset. We came here to visit him.””

The humble request formed an alignment with the nurse. The
nurse believed that she had recognized Cathy’s oppression, mostly
by her authoritative husband, and her subtle compassion for
liberation was the call. She decided not to send them to the nursing
office for inquiries.

“We have a Brown, a patient,” said the murse, facing only Cathy.
“As a matter of fact, he’s my patient. There’s one problem-no
visitors are allowed in this area!”

“‘Is he okay?” Cathy murmured. Therr reaching eyes
simultaneously  descended into the realm of mutual
acknowledgement and cooperation, for they had to continuously
prove their equality to others. if not to thenselves.

“T’llask one of the doctors in recovery to come and see to you,”
the nurse said, hurrying to her section without saying goodbye. She
did not mean any disrespect, only a continuation of the conversation
at a higher level



“You really have to be affirmative with these people, or else
they’ll push you around,” remarked Martin, watching his father
return the badge to his pocket. “She thought you were going to
arrest her. It really gave her a good scare.”

“Here, you go again,” she interrupted. “Out of beat. You think of
yourself as standing outside everything, Don’t you?”

“I told you before. Each person is a real leader without knowing
it. Rich and poor, all of them. People elect a government to office;
these unfaithful morons, in turn, use people to represent things. Real
things like rocks, in the world.

“Oh, politicians, the best parasite of themall.

All of them couldn’t make One.

None of us wants a speaker to lie for us....”

“Stop 1it!” yelled Alex, nterrupting him even more harshly with
the vertical lines on his forehead than with his words. “‘You and your
mother going at it, again. At hone, that’s okay. Not everywhere.”
Alex believed that people’s behavior was confined by situations and
circumstances, without acknowledging how others reacted to stress
and uncertainty. His attitudes triggered Martin’s irreconciled mind to
sing,

“Yes, authority, authority without compassion, without tolerance,
without responsibility,” he grumbled, pacing the checkered floor
without missing a square.

“Yes, what do you want? Anarchy!” interrupted Alex. “I’'m
proud of my job. To serve my community. ['m growing a white
beard, here. How come I always have to defend myself like some
crimmnal? It’s all basic economics-supply and demand. People



demand protection against criminals, so we’re here. When the crime
rate goes up, we have more police. It’s all very simple.”

Martin gave his father a disgusted look because he knew he had
quoted every single word from his department training book. Giving
himself an identity was more important than having none. He wanted
to say something to his father, to knock some sense into his head;
he was unable to wait any longer.

“To serve and to protect is painted on your car, it’s your holy
banner. It means serving ripe cows against lean and dying cows.
No, let’s see! It means serving the homeless, the weak, the
delinquents, against institutionalized cruelty and ripe cows. You
don’t give the poor a chance, you don’t even give them leftovers to
eat. You spend your entire life patrolling and terrorizing the poor in
the shurs. You have your heroic medal from that sector. Not even
once, did you ever patrol the rich area. If you had, it’d have been
high treason. You might even have lost your job the next day. You
get the message. Each bag of beans has rotten ones, but your
dispatcher boss of bosses chooses the bag for you. Some serving
you're into! Serving the symptors, not the problem.”

“Listen Martin, arguing with your mother, that’s okay. Every
single day, day in, day out, I put my life on the line, to feed you, to
pay for your education. Don’t you ever give me your smart talk,”
cried Alex sternly.

“Using threat and fear. It’s your favorite ideology. What do you
want to do, crack everybody’s skull, just because he opposes
you?” Martin replied, widening the gap hinself and his father by
making a few calculated backward steps.

“Are you scared? I don’t hit, and you know that. But you must



tell me all this before you want money fromme.”

“No, I'm controlling your emotion; I want you to be objective. If
I didn’t move away, you’d see me as an equal adversary. And then
you’d punch the wall at home, like always. And, I should tell you,
your old school of threats and hitting is obsolete.”

“What, your Mom taught you this two cent psychology?”

“Hey, keep me out of your macho, egoistic self-image!” she
cried. “The boy is right! You’re putting only the unfortunate behind
bars. They didn’t have a chance to begin with. Not even any
adequate legal representative to defend them.”

“Dreaming of perfection! Why don’t you both wake up to
reality? Nothing has ever changed. It’s always the one at the end,
doing the dirty job for you. With no praise and no recognition.”
Alex descended from his throne with the tide on his side. “T"'m not
proud of my job, but it’s the only one I can do well. There’re no
honest jobs left in this world. Everything is survival. Look at you,
you want to be a lawyer, so you can defend criminals, help to break
up marriages, sue poor people, and defend the rich. Everything
comes down to money, and a name. Would you take someone who
can’t pay you? You’ve got a lot to leamn, if you want to live. You
better go with the tide, it doesn’t wait for anyone.”

“So, what else is in your cop book? You’re stubborn like a
dinosaur,” Martin said, smiling and pointing to his father.

“It's my police training-to stay alive for another day without
asking questions.”

Softness



A figure, covered in green except for white shoes and hair net,
no mask and gloves, crossed the sliding door. It approached closer
and closer, a smooth face, hands swinging freely with each stride. A
light hand reached to the head and liberated her short hair and her
square facial appearances.

“Hello, I'm Dr. Johnson. Mr. Brown is my patient,” she clearly
expressed in a calm voice, exchanging handshakes with her visitors.

“How is he doing?” Cathy asked softly.

“He’s still in recovery, doing well. He’s conscious-he lost a lot of
blood, but his mjuries were not life threatening. He should have
been transferred to the surgical ward an hour ago. Unfortunately,
we can’t find a free bed, yet.”

Her marshmallow hands are extremely soft from frequent
washing, disinfecting, and creaming. Not a housewife with
sandpaper hands, with cracks like the walls of a mud house in
the dry season, thought Martin, trying to determine the reality of
this person in oversized clothes.

“Thanks, Doc. Can we see him?” asked Cathy in a nimble voice.

“At this time, no visitors are permitted, I'm sorry.”

“Where is Elizabeth Brown?” questioned Alex, pushing the nice
guy stuff away. “Was she shot, too?” asked the doctor with a
surprised voice. “No, she’s Charles’ wife,” said Alex. “She had a
ninety-nine in

this very hallway a few hours ago.”

“I’'m sorry to hear that. I really don’t know where she is. You
should check with admission, the second floor. They should be able



to help you.”
“You said, second floor,” cried Alex.

“Thanks, thanks again, for your kind assistance,” Cathy
mnterrupted. She grabbed Alex by the arm and led him toward the
stairs.

Martin decided not to give her a farewell handshake and slowly
followed his parents. /s confirmed, washing and creaming, he
thought. Two pale hands, washing off all the unknown visitors.
Darn, she only cares about names when her success is
translated to skills. Darn, again, it’s fate when her failure
bleeds into numbers. Her specialized bloodless hands know
everything about nothing. God laughs at specialization. This is
what we’re shaping ourselves to become-the knowers of
nothing.

She doesnt have genuine substance, she’s a phony. She
doesnt value people, only sicknesses and spectacular surgical
cases. She pulls rank over her colleagues. She cherishes social
contact with sicknesses. She plays an open horizon to everyone-
because we're her future customers. She hides all traces of like
and dislike, Dad’s rudeness, our physical appearances, verbal
and non-verbal messages. She must be a walking textbook,
without an author.

His body was extremely heavy after the stairs, and he noticed
hinself tailing a good way behind his parents. “I"'m getting tired of
this dump, I’'m splitting,” Martin said.

“You better go, I'll stay with your Dad.”

“Bye Mom, Bye Dad.”



Hardness

“The nursing station is over there. See the sign-there it is,” Alex
said. A blue sign hung on the ceiling next to a partly open door.

They knocked. no one answered. Alex stuck his head in; a
woman was catching up with the daily news. She did not abandon
the newspaper to question the intruders, for their knocking did not
threaten her. Though the two of them stood before her desk, her
eyes were intensely fixed on the page, and that was unbearable for
the hot-blooded visitors.

“Excuse me! We're looking for Elizabeth Brown, she had a
ninety-nine this evening...” cried Alex, unable to control his heavy
voice.

“Sorry, I start at eleven. You’ll have to come back in the
morning,” A trace of tiredness could be detected in her eyelids. She
wore the symptoms of a night worker. Her msensitivity and
impoliteness drove Alex senseless. He dropped his badge on the
newspaper, sharpening the nurse’s immediate alertness, and he
impatiently waited for its softening effects.

“Sorry Sir, I'm on my break,” she thumbed out of her mouth,
jerking backward and smiling charmingly. Being confronted with a
police officer usually elected a rigorous search for crimes in one’s
past, for an nnate sense of guilt was mnevitable in most people. But
she knew her public relations policy too well; a police investigation
and negative publicity meant less confidence and government
financial assistance for her social institution. “Yes, you said Elizabeth
Brown,” she politely repeated, checking the previous head nurse’s
report. The monkey swingng on a thin vine had fallen, sending



shock waves to her facial muscles.”Nothing is noted,” she
murmured. She took the phone and then dialed some secret
numbers, returning the receiver to its place. She went though some
more pages. ‘Nothing,” she whispered.

The phone rang, “Central nursing, Francine here,” she answered
with authority. “Are you on call?”” she demanded. “Where is the
patient, Ms. Brown? She had a ninety-nine this evening. Don’t tell
e, it’s my job! You have a patient, Brown! Aren’t you on call?
Okay, yes. Yes, I see, hum good-bye.” She smiled at her
enthusiastic intruders. “T’ve just spoken to the doctor on call,” she
said, clearing her throat. She maintained a half smile, which seemed
to say that everything had a logical explanation. “You see, a ninety-
nine was called in the operating room corridor. The team on call
responded immediately. The patient had no jacket, no money, no
identification, and only a pair of slippers on. Because she wore
visitor’s clothes, and since she was on the fifth floor at the time, the
team thought she came from our clinic-a psychiatric patient.”

“That’s absurd! I was with her!”” Alex shouted. Cathy tightened
her grip on his hand.

“This is unfortunate,” said Francine. “We only have three
hundred and seventy-nine beds open of our usual thirteen hundred,
so things do get mixed up. We put patients wherever we can find a
free bed. Besides that, no visitors could have gone to the operating
section from emergency. That elevator doesn’t stop there. And you
can’t use the stairs to go up, either. Everyone commng from
emergency must register at admission, first.”

Alex probed the entire office for an outlet of his anger. It was
obvious that she was lying through her teeth, for he knew that the



elevator next to the medical record section went to the fifth floor.
“What now then?” he cried.

“Yes, as | was saying, the best possble decision was made
under mpossible circunstances. For us, her health, security, and
well being came first.”

“I’m still confused,” murmured Cathy. “She needs medical help,
not psychological.”

“She recovered very quickly from her attack, and then was
taken to ICU-the Intensive Care Unit-for observation and
examination. There, the patient woke up, very aggressive, shouting’
pulling her intravenous out, hitting nurses, speaking incoherently,
Jumping out of bed. We have very sick patients up there. We tried
to calm her down. After all this, the doctor phoned the nursing
station, requesting a transfer.

Yes, this was after 10 0’clock. My colleague noted it here,” she
said, pointing at the mcomplete record. “Just before that, at 21:45,
the psychiatric department had reported a missing fermle patient.
She fit the same description. Considering her behavior, it was
natural that we thought she was our missing patient,” Francine
rambled. She licked her lips. “These patients often come from the
sixth floor, where a skyway connects both buildings. And they use it
to go to the Mensa. They often wear normal clothes, wander about
and get lost in the huge building. Some remove their nametag
around therr hand. They mostly use the stairs.”

“But, is she okay?” asked Cathy, showing a little fatigue. “Of
course! Or we’d never have authorized her transfer. She’s there,
now. No one is allowed to leave or enter that building at this



time of the night. Only with a special card, and I don’t even have
one.” They noticed that the muse was indirectly mstructing her
visitors that visiting hours were terminated.

“So, we can’t see her,” murmured Cathy.

“Yes, come back in the moming!”” Francine cried hurriedly.

“Let’s go, Alex. There isn’t anything we can do now,” she
mumbled, taking Alex’s hand and sluggishly dragging him out of the
office.

“T could have rung her tiny little neck! I have to stand there, and
digest her colorless lies! She took us for idiots! She thinks she has
power in here. Well, we’ll see about that. If you don’t show your
anger, she won’t take us seriously.”

“Oh, Alex, she was so frightened. That’s why she went on and
on. Don’t worry, Alex, we’ll have all the answers tomorrow.”



5: All-In-One

Chuck walked in Fairview as though there were eyes on his feet,
shoulders, and arms, moving in a giant slalom without any poles in
his hands. He finally reached the spacious entrance of All-In-One. It
had seventy-five seats, long benches forming a square along the
walls. The nside walls had four access areas. On the southern wall
there was a passage to the basement where washroons, two game
roomns, and a service room were located. The opposite wall was
solid. The western wall was connected to the kitchen and the main
entrance. A huge opening without a door led to the seating area.
The kitchen, which was completely made of glass, had a door to the
parking lot. Except for a few comer and middle tables, each table
was for four people.

The restaurant officially closed at nine in the evening and
reopened each moming at ten. Saturday and Sunday were busy.
Except for Martin, an all-rounder, who worked only part-time,
most personnel were less than twenty years old. The two main
cooks who were older than Martin mainly stayed in the kitchen;
they were not former customers like Martin. Elizabeth had known
these two former unemployed cooks for awhile and got them their
jobs.

There were hardly any lineups lke i most popular



establishments. If someone was ordering, new arrivals would find
seats until nobody stood near the cash regjster. With the absence of
watchdogs and bad conscience in the restaurant, sometimes
customers even forgot to order.

Chuck took his large Coke and went toward a comer table
where two people were already sitting. Lenny’s back was against
the glass wall, so a good side view was available; the other per-
son’s back was toward the whole dining area, leaving the entire
bench against the solid wall free. He stopped for a few seconds
near the table and then sat on the empty bench where he could see
everything that was happening in the restaurant.

“Tim” said the boy near Lenny, introducing hinself to Chuck,
who had heard of him without ever seeing him He was no older
than Chuck and Lenny.

“Chuck,” he kindly replied. “You finally get to meet Tim from
lower town,” said Lenny, keeping everything short.

“Yes, I've been hanging around here for months, now,” Tim
said, watching Chuck sip his Coke. He did not want Chuck to think
that he was a new-ling.

“T see,” Chuck immediately answered, as though there was no
difference between newcomers and regulars. “So, youre our big
brain behind the database, keeping good track of our mvestments
and revenues.” Chuck did not want to be too obvious about the
money in the safety savings account.

But Tim wanted to say how much there was in the account, and
he was waiting for the right opportunity to do it. “Oh, you shouldn’t
say that. Anyone with some sense can do it. It takes only sweat and



persistence, not brains,” murmured Tim.

Lenny did not like to talk about this delicate topic, for he
believed that people conducted business, not preached about it. He
changed the subject. “What kept you so long? We were waiting for
you,” he asked, giving Chuck a quick glance and noticing that he
did get the message. “So, how’s the biology paper coming?”

“It’s nothing special. I did it fast. You're using the same book as
well, Tim,”” Chuck said, preferring that Tim do the talking,

‘T even have the same essay for homework. You wouldn’t
believe these teachers, using the same stuff] giving the same exams.
What do they think, we’re dumb or something? Everybody must
spit out only one answer. I tell you, it’s incredible. Teaching
becomes baby-sitting a flock of sheep.”

“Incredible,” said Lenny.”You wish you’d jumped mnto the big
market on your own. All the greatness you.” “Tim, how is school
going?” asked Chuck.

“Ah, adults and teachers, they make our lives, keep us like
slaves. And they’re working us overtime to keep us away from their
streets. They judge and prosecute one half of the world population.
That is something, eh! I don’t quite get it-we should have our own
system. And run it by ourselves. I can do it. I'm tired of school
these days. Mafia running it now, eight hours a day. And on top of
that, another five hours of homework per day. That’s child labor.
Overloading us with homework should keep us away from the one
way street after school. Teachers are working for businesses, not
for education and knowledge. I feel mentally retarded. Headaches,
red eyes, after images from staring at a computer-it possesses me
like an evil curse. I have to endure all that suffering because



teachers are slowly replacing themselves with their own technology.
Passive learning is their motto.

“If their globalized educational computers can’t do it in eight
hours, something is wrong with the whole teaching system. Making
us selfimposed prisoners after school is another dirty trick. It just
keeps us away from everything, even from ourselves. We can’t
speak to our parents after their hard day of work. Employers
should dish out five extra hours of work for them to do at home,
too. If they want to do their job well, they have to do those five
hours without pay. It’s more like because teachers had to work at
home prior to each lesson, we must work too. I wonder how these
old prunes would feel if we judged them by our system+our rules?”

Tim gave Chuck and Lenny the chance to say something, but got
the message to continue. “Everything around us changes quickly.
When I go to school, 1 just don’t want to see a computer, let alone
work with it. Today, I learn how to use it; tomorrow, everything is
false. Here, we have pure knowledge on a golden platter-too bad
that only tomorrow exists, not today! If teachers think using
computers is good, then I should stay home and sleep while my little
pocket computer imitates me like my mirror reflection. All T have to
do is just take my little computer with me, wherever 1 go, and
whatever I do. There’s no point going to classes to educate myself
My little computer will be my brain.

“Everybody’s getting sick and tired of school! Doing the same
crap. The same books, same exams, same essays for homework-
the same computer for everyone. Teachers want students to use the
Internet-mind, so we can have our early mental retardation before
becoming senile, a degrading technique for replacing the mind. It’s



global business communication, not education, I tell you! They want
ownership of the essay. You know, Chuck. It’s feedback from my
advertisement. What is it again? Ah, T get it, The-Life-of-a-Dead-
Cell. In China, Russia, South America, and Furope, even in
Tasmania-they got the same essay for homework. We’ll use people
from the UN to do all these translations for us. There, they do the
worst job in the whole world, Chuck. But it’s the cheapest place in
the world, too. You can tell why, they couldn’t arrive at any
international agreement yet.”

“Yes, Tim. Our educational business gives the final answer to the
globalization of educational standards,” Lenny replied.

“Billions of web sites with nothing on them!” interrupted Martin,
who was cleaning the table next to them, taking his younger friends
by surprise. “It’ll take you, Tim, a hundred lifetimes to find the few
with something on them. Millions of software prograns, excuse me
Chuck, with a value less than trash, a slip of the appendix, with
nothing in them Office commumication, making us high-grade
garbage! It’s for the quick flow of nformation. And for devaluing
our natural language. Computers are for financial transactions, not
for people’s happiness. We offer life.” They smiled at him, for he
had changed the direction of Tim’s conversation with the magic that
was bestowed upon any waiter or waitress. People went to
restaurants and bars because they wanted to be among mystical
beings with simple answers to troublesome questions.

“Bravo, Martin-our machines make real contacts. Have real
friends!” cried Tim, trying to get the first word . “Yeah, our
computer psychologists counsel and maintain the good health of our
devices; philosophers control their ethical codes of conduct;



lawyers draft laws to protect their legal and voting status in society.
All communities institutionalize their norms, values, and beliefs as
being superior to human beings. Educationalists have a new baby
sitter for us—*

“Enough!” interrupted Chuck, making the whole table speechless
for a moment. But the weak mternal power of his voice could not
stop Tim.

“You’ll hurt yourself crying out so loud, Chuck. As I was saying,
I guess, I should say-let me see. Yeah, doctors telling us we have to
update and to remodel our computer, because our health depends
on it,” Tim continued, showing everybody the space between his
upper choppers.

“No, Tim. It’s not computers. It’s our attitudes. We don’t have a
shortage of labor. As useless termites, we replace ourselves too
quickly. To put it short for you, we’re replacing ourselves, and
believing in technology as having real human qualities. Making
ourselves obsolete. This ain’t nothing yet, wait and see. We’ll have
to stop eating because everything wants to be human and grow
human organs. You wouldn’t be surprised if Zebra face-the security
guard in the mall-has a Zebra’s neck, rabbit teeth, ad on key’s ear,
a snake’s eye, and a cow’s brain. You see, we’re living too daringly
for a big profit,” Chuck calmly uttered to Tim, and he knew that
Lenny would see it differently.

“Come on, Chuck! You didn’t tell the whole story, yet. How
about our new prayers? Our new God? Tell us how we pray to our
computer not to crash on us. Please Computer, I beg You, You're
the most powerful that is conceived. You can free yourself from
bombs, freezes, when I start You up again. If Thou sense any evil



virus, smite it dead. You're the most powerful of all. If someone
tries to corrupt You, reveal its source-for You are the knower of
all, the wisest of the wise. Please, all-powerful and benevolent one,
restore my lost files. 0” ommipresent and all-powerful one, hear my
prayer before I sleep.”

“Tim, what’s the matter with you? Let’s speak about money.
Chuck speaks my language-money, profits, and more money in the
bank. More money in my pocket,” Lenny joyfully remarked.

“Lenny, do you know your classmates? Did you ever do
something with them, like sports, going to a movie? Do you know
what they smell like? No, you don’t,” said Martin.

“If ’'m never i school, how should 1?” He sensed Martin
moving closer, holding his upper body weight with both hands on
their table. “Listen Martin, can you sell people? No, case closed.
They’re worthless. But computers aren’t. And money isn’t, either.”

“Adults and computers are alike. Both of their worlds are
crumbling,” Martin cried with certainty. “Teenagers and children are
the first victims of adults’ loneliness, greed, and egos. They’re using
us like their software. We’re without a brain of our own, we’re just
their toys. Their greed and their bloody hungry path of conquering
and terrorizing the feeble truth of us seem to stretch endlessly to the
past. Our fairyland is overpopulated with politicians’ promises and
lies. And more lies to cover up past ones. They rub their unfulfilled
conscience on their children’s dignity, innocence, and future. We
have to swallow their irresponsibility in this world. Because they see
the other half of the world as immature and irrational. They always
say: “Oh, I did it because of my children. Oh, for our children.”
Seeing young people as a means, never as an end in itself And we



have to play the role of their praised and egoistic stigma. It is time to
teach them, legally, and in principle, about their myths. And we
don’t have to fulfill their expected label of normal development.
Look around us-both worlds are going down the drain. They’re not
doing us a favor. They’re crying out their weaknesses to us. They’re
asking for our help.”

“The stuff about responsibility, I really don’t know how it fits into
everything,” Chuck responded. “Parents have kids, just make them
and then leave them. That isn’t responsibility. Sometimes, 1 wonder
how much money parents have to make, so that they’ll show the
most responsibility toward us? I know the ghost of greed is in
everything, especially in responsibility.”

“Chuck, let me put it this way for you. Irresponsibility and greed
make ideal mating partners. But you can stretch responsibility to
infinity, without being able to grasp its limits. Our common sense
tells us we should be aware of our biggest responsibility, and then
act on it. We may not be able to see all our responsibilities at once,
but we should be sensitive to our relationship toward them
Responsibility is something relative to each person’s self-awareness.
Each person may recognize his own level of it. Responsibility is the
master of how people should conduct their life-it’s the measure of
life-something immortal in life-the only certainty there is for a future.
Morney is secondary to responsiility. I think I answered your
question.”

Chuck grasped the gist of Martin’s talk, so he did not reply.

“Martin, do you think there is a financial collaboration between
computer companies, teachers, psychologists, and opticians?”
asked Tim. “It’s possible. Isn’t it?”’



Martin moved and took a seat near Chuck. He did not want to
answer Tim, but he was put in a position to say something, “Your
guess is as good as mine. My God, everybody knows it these days-
globalization and partnership mean that only some businesses are
allowed to make a profit while they remind us about the past-the
banana and the tree. I’ve been here for years. I must be getting
tired, or something.” He passed his hands over his face and wiped it
clean. “Look!” Everyone’s head went up and examined the
restaurant. “I'm the main channel between the cooks and our
customers. Everyone’s mouth is busy. What can you say to that?
You know my young fiiends: only people think about how useless
they are. And before you know it, they do something about it.
Now, companies are doing it for them The elimination of small
private businesses, the extermmnation of competition, the exploitation
of human beings-we’re up against all of this.”

“Martin, if you're talking about a conspiracy against the herd,
making people blind, dependent, and stupid, too, I should change
my career and become a computer psychologist. No, an optician;’
remarked Lenny.

“Let Chuck be the computer psychologist. You, Lenny, the
optician. And me, the designer. Great partnership,” said Tim. “1’d
be the designer. You, the optician, and then good money would roll
in,” replied Lenny. For the sake of money, everyone agreed with
him

Belinda came towards them and sat near Martin. “Hi guys,” she
said, glancing at Lenny. Lenny reached in his jacket pocket for a
jewel case and passed it to Chuck.

“Let me see,” she said, and grabbed the computer software disk



from Chuck’s hand and read the title. *“ “The Transformation of
Dreans from Black and White to Color.” You’ve got a sound card
and a microphone?”’ She looked at Chuck for a reply.

“Who doesn’t!” interrupted Tim.

“It’s only ten dollars,” said Lenny. Everyone, except Chuck,
paid Lenny. “Are you sure it’s legal?” asked Tim “Of course!”
answered Lenny. “We’re a unit, collectively

speaking. We form a solid whole as a single end user. What’s
more, we own one computer. That, I say, is legal. Computers are
made to run software. Nobody complains about that. Martin
doesn’t lend his car without wheels and battery! This software is
mine. [ paid for . I didn’t borrow it. If I smash it up, the maker
would be happy. The manufacturer has no right over it. If it does,
it’s like buying a sitar without strings, a car without an engine and a
radio without speakers. Every apparatus has a designer function.
And the function of my computer is to run software.” He could have
continued were it not for Belinda, who found Lenny’s pause and
mnterrupted him

“Ask the philosopher, who turns to jurisprudence!” she said,
smiling at Martin while she spoke.

“Ethics makes my bellyache!”

“Come on,” cried Belinda. “It’s not morality, at all. You only
have one computer for your Dad, your Mom, and yourself, so each
person should have a program to run the computer. Tell us about
the Mafia laws you’re learning about. You buy software, but you
can’t lend it to anyone. Laws protect businesses, not individuals.”

“Nonsense!” cried Tim. “T wouldn’t want someone else to make



all the profit from my hard work, my expenses and all. Laws must
protect against cheaters, I say.”’He was pleased to get his idea
across first.

“It’s like taking a fossil to court. And then, experts discuss its
status. Sadly enough, twelve uncultivated jackasses decide its status
with hard rocks,” murmured Martin, taking some time to reflect on
what Tim had said. “You may be right. But the courthouse will
judge your act. It’s a professional institution, to interpret laws. The
entire institution is like a contagious sect. It works with a basis
premise. And you know what that is? Ordinary people should know
all the laws like the back of their hand, mside and outside! It’s a
treacherous technique to make crimes a profitable business for the
nstitution. It’s all a baby game, parents playing it on their innocent
baby. They show a toy to their baby and then hide it away. They
think the baby believes that the toy has disappeared. The same thing
happens in the courtroom. A law is like a second, a tick. And our
clock make-tick-tick, all the time. A second is real as a tick, too.
Our court divides the tick into two halves. And it continuously takes
a half and divides it. This goes next to infinity. At the end, two
opposing lawyers, a judge, and twelve bandits, sit and decide if the
last remaining half tick in their hand is still real. If you make bad
laws, you'll need lawyers and judges to interpret laws. Our laws are
like fossils, and we use them as lines of human conduct.” “Your dad
is a law enforcer. Isn’t he a common sense man? Yeah, I guess
everything is clear like crystal for him” said Tim ‘“Bravo Tim!”
cried Belinda. “But you didn’t say everything, Newspaper and TV
rate laws, the top ten of the week, the top twenty-five of the month.
How sensuous and touching, Martin’s law career will jump up and



down with the ratings, jerking off public sympathy, brown nosing
twelve untrained mummies.” “Yes, I’d do that for money. And
money, for people, is the last analysis of their life,” Lenny cried.
“You!” replied Chuck, shaking his head in disgust and disbelief.
“Your teacher should pay you to read a chapter, to do homework,
to use the computer, and to be in detention. Proud City, paying you
to go to school.”” “Don’t speak so loud, he’ll put it on the Internet
for money,” Tim whispered, smiling.

“No, Tim. It’d be more interesting if all the students in the world
refused to go to school. Stopped eating their parents’ ideology and
history. They’d have to learn to work with us, as an equal
competing partner. We’re their future, not their slaves,” Lenny said
slowly. Sandy and Leslie were coming over. Sandy squeezed
herself near Belinda and Leslie sat near Tim

“It’s for only ten bucks,” cried Belinda, passing the disk to
Sandy, who inspected it. Sandy and Leslie pronmptly slipped the
money across the table to Lenny.

“We’re square now,” Lenny said, placing the money in his jacket
pocket without looking at Chuck, who would mostly use this disk.
Most cash payments went directly to Lenny’s pocket because he
had masterminded the idea of buying and selling the legal rights to
school papers.

Cut and Dry

“Yes, | have to go now; your mother is coming over tonight,”
murmured Chuck in a sarcastic voice. But it had finally triggered the



earthquake, a natural limit that could not be tailor fit for Sunday
school.

“She thinks your mother is having an affair!” cried Lenny in a
hoarse and thick voice. “She sleeps there, overnight!” The
avalanche swept across the table and took everyone by surprise.
Implicit beliefs wore a concrete coating that everyone could throw
and kick to test their solidity. Everything in Chuck’s path was
scattered and dislocated.

“Heavy stuff;” whispered Leslie, maintaining strong visual contact
with Sandy and Belinda.

But the silence in Chuck talked louder; the shadow made by the
opening of his falling jaw escaped through the wall. He nodded his
head. “T go-out of here,” he stammered nervously, as he attempted
to glide across Martin, Belinda and Sandy’s knees. Thanks to these
warm knees, he could hold hinself from sinking to the unknown
realm his frozen face had just tasted.

“Wait Chuck. I'm going home too,” said Sandy, with sympathy
and pity for his unshared grief, which he believed he had kept
hidden from everyone.

“See you later;’ she saluted, ass he tried to keep up with Chuck
who was pacing quickly out of the front entrance. Their leaving
darkened the air around the table, causing to run inside, to take a
momentary refuge, and to reflect a little on family togetherness.
“T’ve got to run!” cried Lenny. “This’ll give you a chance to speak
openly. Or to chastise me freely.’Though he did not expect an
ovation or a medal for his action, he would not allow hinself to be
condemned without a persuasive argument.



“T might as well be on my way,” cried Tim, following Lenny
through the back door.”Belinda. do you still have the disk?” asked
Martin.

“Ask Sandy! She’ll give it to Chuck!” Belinda said. “What’s the
matter! Don’t you want to go, too?”” Leslie hinted at Martin.

“Youre quite perceptive, Leslie. I'll start with the tables,”
replied Martin. He, too, needed a moment to digest Chuck’s and
Lenny’s behavior. Belinda allowed him to pass while Leslie shifted
over to Tim’s empty chair.

“What if it’s true, Belinda?”’

“Oh! He’ll have more free time to stay out at night. He’s only

fifteen, now.”” She did not want to think about the idea of separation
and divorce.

“Look who’s talking!” Leslie said. “You're only a few years
older than he is. So, when will the institution of marriage be
abolished? Divorce is normal. And it’s in, marriage is out,” she tried
to sing out with a hot baked potato in her throat.

“What do you want me to say?” cried Belinda bitterly. speaking
a bit louder without actually disturbing any nearby tables, for she
saw the threat hanging over everybody’s house. “They have divorce
in their minds. And in their bodies. Only paying government taxes
and legal fees remain.” Her voice returned to normal while she
attempted to put some loose ends into perspective.

“Belinda, it’s clear that a marriage costs next to nothing, But
separating and getting divorced can make you beg, I think Lenny’s
attitude man reality is everywhere. People search for the easiest
way to run away from their commitment. The state penalizes



divorcees very heavily. And yet, the demand is awfully great. Now,
divorce really has a high market value. And the going is good. Even
if people can’t afford i, they still go for it. Divorce is the deity, so
let’s get rid of the entire decadent institution of marriage, once and
for all.”

“But Leslie, lawyers play Cowboys and Indians with unhappy
families, while the state sits patiently like the big brain behind
everything, It must have a double role. First, it wants lawyers to
have a feast until each party becomes a complete nervous wreck.
And second, it wants people to divorce, so it can have more power
over any single individual. A happy family is a threat to society.
Because it doesn’t need society. But society fights back bitterly with
its one thousand faces. Still, it’s really odd how some people marry
and stay together. Society tells us that they become too weak to do
anything else, so they remain together. Oh, yes, a marriage contract
is a business agreement. Or, an economic agreement against income
taxes, today. We should put divorce on the stock exchange.”

“Belinda, hello! Are you still here? We’ve slipped to another
channel. We’re talking about Chuck and his family.” Leslie’s pupils
widened as she stared at Belinda’s smilling face.

“Hey, what is this? Don’t give me that dirty look!” defended
Belinda. “Tell me! What do you expect me to do? I can’t take him
home and say, Hi Mom! Hi Dad! Chuck is our brother! He’ll live
with us from now on. They’d understand and accept that. No,
they’ll tell me to stay away from him, and far away too. He’s a bad
influence on me.”

“Belinda! You’re blowing your horn for nothing.”
‘“You think so! Don’t you! It’s better for him to remain my



fiiend. No brother crap here.” She now leaned on the table with
both elbows and then crossed her hands, easing her body weight
onto the bench.

“Maybe you're right. You can always put yourself in someone
else’s situation, not me. You can experience others’ pain. I wish I
could have some of Chuck’s pain,” Leslie murmured, not knowing
what else to say. She turned back and followed people moving in
the restaurant.

“You said it, Leslie! Being a master of prescriptions is one thing,
But giving the treatment is another antisocial way of weakening the
foundation of society. Chuck needs treatment, not prescription.”

“Those guys are idiots. Like dogs, ready to go at it for the past
six months. I still can’t believe it. Lenny can be so msulting. He IS
full of resentment and hate. And Chuck too.”

“It’s not that, Leslie. Chuck shivered because he didn’t want to
accept Lenny’s suspicions. Lenny only rans it down his throat,
killing his slightest hopes and dreams. He dreamt of his whole family
living together again. Lenny is only returning our society’s gifts to
hiII']:’

“T bet you, Belinda, he bought this disk with someone else, a
fity-fifty deal. He’s a carved businessman. Don’t you agree with
me?”

“Honesty, faimess, ethics are cheap for him For sure, they
aren’t coins in his pocket. You call him the attitude man. Oh yes,
that’s right. He maximizes the effect of what he does. Like what he
did with Chuck. Look behind you. Virus is coming up the stairs. He
is coming over.” Belinda was not enthusiastic to see him, for she



already had a sour taste in her mouth.

Virus, whose real name was Michael, had that nickname
because his friends believed he had a computer virus: two rooms in
the basement had computers that were donated to the restaurant,
and he spent a lot of time there.

Responsibility Being

Virus oozed himself near Leslie.

“Hello Virus!” said the girls.

“Is she still talking a lot?”” he asked Leslie, leaning his shoulder
against Leslie’s and smiling at Belinda. “Chuck’s parents may have
a divorce,” said Leslie. “A divorce could really affect him We
should do something.”

“Leslie, with Virus around, you should say, ‘do something
constructive’,” corrected Belinda.

“The right people get married, but the wrong ones have
children,” he said slowly, with the intention to provoke Belinda. He
waited for her to open her mouth, and she did.

“You're the type who only affirms yourself and denies others,”
she replied immediately. The answer took him by surprise. He
waited for her to continue because he had struck the right string,

“Don’t think I’m waving the Christian flag at you. I don’t ask you
to be compassionate. And humble, as a human with two feet and
two hands should be. You fail to see and do simple things. You,
Virus, are an untrustworthy and miserable serpent passing yourself



off as a person,” Belinda hammered in.

Lestie effortlessly pulled herself away from Virus, leaving a little
social distance to show disassociation and neutrality. For they
always had it out to the end.

“If you believe in God, you must also believe in the devil,” Virus
said clearly, without showing any visible signs of irritation or anger
toward Belinda.

“The devil believes in God. And angels believe in the devil. Your
whitewashed reality is outdated!” she said, straightening her body
upward in a combative state of readiness.

“A black and white picture is much better than talking about
soulless angels and devils,” he hinted.

“Here you go again about human beings’ egocentric nightmare.
You think only people have beliefs, not animals. Not angels, and not
devils. ’ll run it through your rational skull once again. Angels
believe that the devil is real. Yes, real like death. If you stub your
toe, it’ll bleed-that’s real, for you.” She braced herself for another
verbal attack.

He noticed her stretching her legs defensively. “Even if there is a
God, man is free from Him We don’t even inherit His bleeding
sores. Man is free. Free like a phoenix.”

“Belinda is right,” Leslie put . “‘You’re suffering from computer
after-images, Virus. You prefer to take the honor of being self-
created. Then you must praise yourself for your own meaningless
existence, and your own defects in life. Virus, you shouldn’t reinvent
yourself out of existence. Society is already doing it for you.”

“How free amI to deny your God? I accept my own finiteness,”



howled Virus, pretending to be enlightened by a profound insight
into human essence.

Belinda ground her teeth in dismay. “You’re stubborn, not a fool.
As far as I'm concerned, excuse me. I hope we’re still disagreeing
without making ourselves obnoxious.” She tried to water down her
burning flame.

Virus was preoccupied with Leslie’s view of man as being too
weak to manage hinself in the world, For human beings came out
from darkness, but they could not take the darkness out of them

“If man is conpletely free, free from God, he’s still in
constraints,” said Belinda. “T mean, he can’t see beyond what his
finite imagmation will allow him to imagine. He can’t even conceive
a round square. Virus, man can’t be free from his own freedom. I’ll
rub it glacially into you. If you were free, you’d wish to be freer until
you backed yourself up onto absolute fireedom You would want to
be free from freedom in itself. I’m talking about absolute freedom,
now. What do you think about human nature in this light? Even to
live In absolute freedom, it would be a confinement, for you, Virus.
Because, you can’t escape your situation of being fiee. It’s like
King Lear-’Our basest beggars are in the poorest thing
superfluous. Allow not nature more than nature needs.”” Belinda
wanted to stop the conversation from going on any further. She
looked around in the restaurant, seeing most people were involved
mn some sort of closed discussion. She checked her watch, then
surveyed some nearby tables for pizza and Coke. Nobody was
eating. She glanced at Virus, who remained silent.

1 hope he doesn't stay like that, thought Leslie, for she wanted
to go home soon.



Virus did not like this Shakespearean idea of nature, for it
described a pig pleasure. To have both absolute freedom and to be
i constraints at the same time, he thought, was impossible. “A
mixed pot will give you heartburn,” he cried finally, with a tightly
controlled smile.

“Steve just ate a pizza, a hamburger, and drank an extra large
Coke,” Belinda cried, with the itention of putting a different
meaning on Virus’ comment.

“He’s friendly, always very happy, too,” said Leslie. “Both of
you are running away from the issue-the chicken or the egg, which
comes first?”” She gave Belinda a glance, hoping she would pursue
the conversation to its end. But both Belinda and Virus remamned
silent for a while, and she could not wait until they would warm up
again, for it would take a while for them to continue on their path
without dangling around edges and corners.

“Belinda, you talk about Shakespeare-but it’s not Lear, it’s
Hamlet-"to be or not to be.’

““To be,” for you, means to be before and in responsibility. It’s
like how we say man is before God. Man is a sinner, he lives n sin.
And God is always right, so God judges him Man isn’t free from
his responsibility or from God. At this point, we can still say man
has free will-he is free to act on his highest or lowest responsibility
without being bad or wrong, Christianity tells us a person is either
good or evil. And there’s no in-between. So, Belinda, if T get you
right, you’re telling us that our parents had responsibility before they
conceived a child. At the time of conception, sperm and egg show
their responsibility, sperm killing themselves to fertilize the egg
Virus, you get the picture. Don’t you? Responsibility is something



mnvisible which passes from one generation to the next, and so on.
We shouldn’t say we’re not responsible for our act after we’ve
committed it. We’re always responsible for acting or not acting. “To
be,” for Belinda, is to live in responsibility, and we’re free to choose
any level of responsiility. I'm responsible if I kill an offensive
traveler. I'm still responsible if I don’t kill him I'm responsible if 1
allow him to kill someone else, I'm responsible for being there. It
isn’t possible for me to conceptualize all the consequences of an
event, and the exact level of my responsibility. Virus, it’s the same
thing, we’re also responsible for the mess in this world, not only our
parents and their great-great grandparents.”

“ ‘Not to be’ means youre dead, not undertaking any new
responsibilities. The dead are not free from the consequences of
their actions, just free from penalties. So, Virus, you’re saying God
didn’t create man. We’re not responsible beings. For Christians,
responsibility takes us to a union with God. And each choice we
make, is a responsible choice. I've chosen to be the mediator. I
have to face the consequences of that choice. Depending on how
sensitive a person is, she could detect several levels of
responsibility. My choice to be a mediator doesn’t only have
consequences for me, but for others too. Some people might think
I’'ma good mediator, then they try to learn from my style. So when
a person is guilty, everyone’s also guilty. Some more than others, of
course.”

“Wait a minute! It’s not Shakespeare, it’s more like Berkeley.
Well, they have to be birds of the same flock. I think this guy says
something like a poet esse ist percipi-to be is to be perceived.
You're helpless against making other things real around you. If



Belinda sees cups and chairs and her thick layers, they’re real for
her. She does all this because she wants to make them a live for her
friends to enjoy. So when she’s asleep. her friends do the same for
her. You see, Virus, some sort of mvisible responsibility ties people
and things together.”

“So, Belinda is saying, a person isn’t free because each choice
we make has a value. Responsibility, to put it short, evokes human
nature like an eternal flame. And each person is like a little spark of
that flame. I feel like crying-responsibility-beings would make our
lift more meaningful and worthy of living, And we can’t even do
anything about that; responsibility is the process of life.”

“Oh, yes, a responsibility-being is her definition of man. Our
mythology and religions show that deities create responsibility-
beings from which followers exercise their essence-fiee will,
judgement, and thought. Another chap said cogito ergo sum-I
think, therefore I am. This fellow is telling us that a person is sure of
herself. She’s a thinking person! Amen. Here again, from human
beings’ responsibility, thinking blossors.

“Someone else speaks about da-sein-the call of being; hello,
here I am I really like this one-the hello-hello. Let me get serious.
The big ‘hello’ sings out, I'm free and naked in the world with no
past. Free from everything. Now, Virus has a point, we’re free from
God. But again, Belinda has a point, too. She’s saying that 7he
calling out: dasein’is directed toward human history. And
responsibility is primordial, from which the calling out manifests. It’s
responsibility, it’s our screw from which we have all sorts of images
of human nature. Behold my dearest friends, human beings are
ingrained in responsibility. And that’s it.” “It’s hogwash!” Virus



cried. “You’re a typical mediator, Leslie. You feed from both of our
views like a featherless scavenger. Then you cry out the middle
position, it’s only your doggy up egocentric perspective. To put it
this way, we have three views, now-the middleman’s view defeats
us without any mercy. You even get Heidegger’s dasein wrong. To
put it sweet, man-excuse me Leslie-1 say a person is free. Free
from God. A person is thrown into the world, bang. He realizes
himself, and his possibilities in the world. You see, man is fiee.”
Virus, Adam ate the apple in the Garden of Eden. We’re living in
sin before God. God bestows Adam with responsibilities. As free
as he is, Adam chose to eat the apple. Because he ate i, he
disregarded one of his responsibilities, not to eat the fruit from a
particular tree,” said Leslie. ‘Really, Leslie? You sound as if
Nietzsche’s doctor is Kierkegaard, and his doctor is Freud.”

“So, you're saying that Nietzsche is anti-religion and died of
syphilis, Kierkegaard is too religious to be a lover, and Freud
straightens people up sexually. It’s the same today, a politician’s
doctor should be a priest and his doctor an atheist. Or western
society’s doctor should be third world countries and their doctor
should be children.”

“Okay, you got the point; let’s get to the real stuff: if Adam were
truly free, he’d have chosen to be fiee from God. And 1 think, the
guy, what’s-his-face again, Sartre. He says Adam chose to be free.
Free from God, because he told God he wanted to be George, not
Adam, the wretched sinner. So, George didn’t eat any apple. And
he didn’t cause the fall of man, did he? If Adam is free, there’re no
responsibility or original sin. Only freedom, a Creator. As you can
see, there isn’t a God.”



‘T see you're really enjoying yourself, Virus. To you, we’re
mindless wimps. Aren’t we? Tell me, I don’t think you’re listening
too well this evening. How the hell did we get into this stuff,
anyway? Virus, you're free, aren’t you?” asked Belinda.

“T guess so,” he hesitantly replied, not wanting to second-guess
her move.

“Can you choose to be free from your own freedom? I’'m not
talking about physical confinement, Virus.”

‘T guess, I can, if I want to. Are you taking me for a
psychological test?”’

“Suppose you’ve chosen to be fiee from freedom You think
that you’ll be in bondage. Don’t you? Because the opposite of
freedom is constraint. But this is wrong, Being free from fieedom is
something different. It doesn’t mean confinement and having more
freedom. If you have absolute freedom, you want to be free from it.
This means, Virus, you want to be in absurdity. Freedom is like
emptiness. And it doesn’t hold anything together. I agree that
freedom is a part of human nature, but it doesn’t hold all our other
attributes together. Like Steve’s pizza dough, it holds the cheese,
tomato, and pepperoni. .. together. But the tomato is like freedom
The tomato seeds are some choices we could make in a situation.
Responsibility is the dough, it’s being, Not a quality of being, being
n itself When you look in the mirror, what do you see? You see
only your own qualities, attributes, characteristics, and some
physical parts. You can never see the whole you. You lose sight of
the you. Just like this, responsibility is the essence of living, It holds
everything together. From it comes alternatives. Because each
choice has an object, Virus quickly loses sight of his responsibility.



And Leslie said it to you: making a choice takes with it a degree of
responsibility. You know, Virus, it’s a question of whether or not
you're acting on the highest responsibility. And yet, our everyday
responsibility and choice are a manifestation of the big R in
responsibility. The problem is, we don’t have enough time to attend
to ourselves, only to important daily matters. If we do,
responsibility, not personality, will hold you tightly in your one hand.
You could tum it around, upside down. And feel it with the other
hand. Then, Virus could find his destiny. Rational being without
responsibility is a machine. And we’ve enough of them. What we
call choices, it’s about selecting a choice-related responsibility, and
then acting on it. For choices are another way of acting on different
levels of responsibility.”

“Youre really a tough bug, tonight,” cried Virus. “With
responsibility, everyone’s values could be considered equally
important without identifying people with religious beliefs.”

“Without your persistence, I wouldn’t know these thoughts were
mine,” she replied. “Tell Chuck I'm coming over tomorrow to pick
up some disks,” he told Leslie.

Economics

Petro, one of the cooks, rushed out from the kitchen.

“You'll njure yourself, running like that!” cried Virus. “There’s
no need to work up a sweat, just because you want to keep Steve
happy.”

“Did he tell you?” asked Petro, standing near their table.



“What’s this? Who tells what?”’ questioned Leslie.
“Charles! He didn’t speak to you all, yet? Not a word to you?”

“No, he didn’t,” answered Leslie. Petro only ever walked
through here when he had to go to the washroom

“He told me everything, it’s horrible! You wouldn’t believe it!”
“Will you quit the suspense and just tell us?” Belinda asked. “Yes,
I'mtelling you! Can’t you see? See for yourself! He

made an arrangement this afternoon, he’s booting us out the
door, just like that! Oh, yes, we have to go to another restaurant.
Everybody, the cooks too, must leave here. Yes, we must leave
here, I can’t believe this. I have a family! How can he do this to us?
After five years of working here, he said all of us are going to work
in a new restaurant, somewhere In lower town. I don’t want to go
there. Even Charles is going to this new restaurant for five years.
People from the other restaurant will be working here. The boss
from the other restaurant will run our joint. Charles said the other
joint is much bigger than this one. They have more people than us.
Some of their extra people will go to another restaurant in town. ..”
He was shaking.

“Petro, you're enlightening them on how Charles pulled the
carpet out from under your feet?”” asked Martin from several tables
away. Petro had told him the same story over and over again in the
kitchen, so Martin was trying to stay away from him “Come on,
Petro, it’s not that bad!”

“You don’t have anybody to think about. Your Dad supports
you,” replied Petro. “Martin, come here! We want the latest,”
Leslie politely requested. He sat near Belinda, making Petro



uncomfortable. After all, Petro had unloaded the shock from the
weight.

‘Tl go clear up the fort. See you later,” said Petro, going back
to the kitchen.

“So there are several restaurants rotating every single employee,”
said Belinda in a soft voice. “The worst part is that you didn’t tell us
this earlier. Maybe you were going to tell us, but it slipped your
mind. How romantic!”

“Listen, Petro did a good job. I feel like a tape recorder, now.
For the past half-hour, Steve and I were talking about Charles’
contribution to society. Whenever he speaks, he bloats hinself with
so much food. It’s unbelievable.”

“Okay, Martin. Are you going to keep us up all night? Let us in
on some details,” she replied quickly. “‘Ve believe we know why!
But why?”” She contradicted herself deliberately, so that she could
hear Charles’ explanation.

“Charles said that the public has an immeasurable impact on how
both private and public organizations run their businesses. The
brotherhood between private and public is our ghoulish reality
today.” He made himself more comfortable as though it would be a
long talk.

“Businesses are becoming more sensitive and aware of customer
satisfaction, public needs, profits. And they want to own customers.
This news makes you all feel much better, I guess. Well, it
shouldn’t. Firms are becoming more vicious, carnivorous,
inhumane-in everything,

“As a matter of fact, the brotherhood is about stealing dollars



from the cradle. One brother, the public one, says the cradle owes
one dollar in taxes. So, it allows the other brother to silently creep
up into our entire educational system and stamp its logo as a
repayment of the money. The trend of the brotherhood is to be the
first in the market, with less research on the negative consequences
of new technology on health and our environment. We’re reduced
to buying power, not people. Success is guaranteed, because one
big brother breeds people to satisfy the other brother. Genetic
engineering and its practices in our food products show us the
working of the brotherhood. Genetically engineered soy beans,
tomatoes, cattle... aren’t necessary. We're not dying without
mutated soy beans. Having genetic knowledge is very important for
humanity, but practicing it, now, tells us about a mutual business
interest between government and business, and the rich and the
poor, too. It’s the brotherhood’s business decision without any
responsibility to the cradle-the tomorrow. I shouldn’t say all this.
You already know it,” he finished, seeing that everyone was
listening attentively without smiling.

“Martin, brotherhood is our reality, not virtual reality,” murmured
Leslie. “This kills the single hope the public has. People faithfilly
believe in public institutions, their protector against cutthroats. Yes,
Charles doesn’t serve any food products with synthetic materials.
The green stickers on both doors say non-genetically engineered
products! So, the brotherhood deceives, lies, makes empty
promises, gives us reality under the table; it teaches us life isn’t a
process but something ready-made which must be eaten out, now.”

“Yes, Leslie, Charles is very sharp. He sees the brotherhood as
being out for a fast profit. We were talking in the kitchen about how



the public brotherhood doesn’t exist for us. Public institutions are
like our virtual reality, making us always be on salary to pay taxes.
And they’re not interested in our reality or protecting a worthy life.
Everybody, directly and indirectly, is involved in this mess, chasing
after a lousy dollar because of the tax-book. What can anybody do
against this filthy trick?”” He waited for an answer, but none were
coming, so he continued. ‘“The word public doesn’t refer to anything
mnnocent. Now. it seems nobody can do anything sensible about our
dream world-our virtual skin layers. Charles sees hinself as
contributing to this decadency. He wants to step out by destroying
the virtual reality of public and private institutions. At least, we
should expose its treacherous techniques. Petro already told you
how to.”

“Leslie wants to say something,” said Belinda.

“No, [ don’t. But I didn’t get the whole picture, yet. I'mnot sure
if Charles is saying the brotherhood is a double standard. The
government wants taxes from everybody, so it allows businesses to
mold the cradle, It uses businesses to manipulate people for money.
And then it tells people it’ll cost them a few dollars for protection
against the other brother. You're sitting on ice, Virus?”

Virus was listening, but he wanted to stay out of it, for now.

“Leave him alone, Leslie,” murmured Martin, “This is just the tip
of the iceberg. Charles believes that true ethics and responsibilities
start with a renewal approach to all public and private companies
and organizations in the world. It’s the only way to kill the big
brotherhood. A complete switch of all employees after five years.
Owners, presidents, vice-presidents, executives, managers,
stakeholders, factory workers; all of them must find new



employment in some other organization. With planning, of course, to
avoid chaos. If you want life to grow, you must plant it. It’s the only
way to give people the means to survive for the future. Everything is
about living, not who has what anymore, because all of us already
have environmental waste, pollution, electro-smog, and natural
uncertainty.”

“How interesting. What is his strategy?” asked Virus.

“Diversity and flexibility for everyone, without stress and
pollution. And no cheap personal integrity. Virus, you think Charles
is an idealist? Not at alll He doesn’t make an empty proposal
Petro isn’t lyng. Charles meant everything. It’s not impossible.
Steve told Charles that this process started with our primitive
ancestors’ unconscious desire to protect their lives. And to
subconsciously plan for the future. Then he told Charles he was just
making it explicit as a science of continuation for a longer period.
Steve always has food m his mouth. I don’t know when he’s
serious, or just sarcastically teasing everybody.”

“It’s not Steve’s food, it’s his facial expressions when speaking,
You don’t know where he’s coming from,” cried Leslie.

“Hmm, Charles’s principle works this way. In most countries,
anew government and government representatives a reelected into
office for four or five years. A country still runs smoothly during this
switching process. This is the highest office in a country. And it
undergoes the switching of personnel without chaos. Most of these
employees don’t have any formal training for their new position.
Now, take each government office, social security, social welfare,
the tax office, the board of education, and soon. All employees,
from the top to the bottom, should switch their jobs, like the actual



new government for every five years. But they don’t do this. These
workers build walls to protect thenselves and their self-interests,
like Mafia bosses. For this reason, we have mefficiency and
unemployment. And ineffective people devote all their energy to
protect themselves with a hopscotch system, then living in it too.
We have to start going to the root, rather than fixing the branches.

“Displacing people can be very dangerous to a family. And
Charles ntends to protect family first,” remarked Virus.

“People aren’t forced to change cities and countries, my good
fiiend,” Martin replied. “The benefits outnumber the costs-more
jobs, less back stabbing. And, not least, more trust. Everyone
would develop fairness-awareness, and then use i, effectively.
Responsibility would be the golden reward, not money.”

“Not the attitude-man reality,” Belinda added with delight.

“It’s fantastic!” said Leslie. ‘“People would regain their
confidence, their joyful smile. They’d see their own power, the
power to overcome anything. When I think about how society
always makes us feel so little and insignificant, I scream to the gods.
All'in one, one in all-we’d sing out-a better place to live.”

“Who said that?” Steve echoed in the empty restaurant with his
mouth half full. Each word rang and vibrated in everyone’s ears. He
was seventeen years old, and from middlebrow. “All of human
history was nothing but a bitter struggle. A struggle for renewal
Wars, to change society, to breathe new life into i, to wash away
the old and dreary stagnation. Charles foresees a good war without
leaving anybody behind to enjoy its fruit. Just like all historical
changes, he proposes a new commercial order.”



“Steve, we went through this already,” cried Martin. “Can’t you
be more constructive? What is it with you?

The pleasure of your food pushes out your outlook on life.”

“Martin, you said you’d drive me home. I’m still waiting for you.
Besides your table, I'm the only one left in here. Now, you’re
saying my night snack is squeezing my bran. No, Martin.
Everybody has an ideal model of what the world should be like. 1
say, a perfect world is Pythagoras’ spherical world. And everybody
in it is already a little designer in his own special way. The Spaniard,
like Columbus. sees the world as round, and open for discovery.
The Russian sees the world as a multi-sphere, with various
economic and political groups. In contrast, the American sees it in
termrs of globalization and capitalism. None of them will give up their
idea of the world. You see my point? I guess not. Charles has a lot
of homework to do. Most people who influence Charles’s world-
the wealthy stockholders, the company owners-aren’t officially
employed. They’re over sixty-five years old, the golden age.”

“Steve, there’s no problem here,” replied Martin. “Charles’s
system says each person works for forty years or so. And then
retirement follows. After so many years of service, a person lives on
his pension and savings. His mvestment goes to his heirs, and new
ideas are discussed and then practiced. As you can see, we’re not
looking for perfection in nature, as it isn’t too far away. Case
closed.”

“Not so fast! Charles’s world still says beggars and the homeless
would switch from my street to Belinda’s. Or, is it to your street?
Lower town people will ive n your neighborhood, Martin.
Murderers and criminals will just switch street comers or careers.



How charming would that be? If anybody is going to propose a
new system, he must identify the problens of the old system. 1
figure Charles’s world takes unemployment and politicians’ vacant
promises as problens. Politicians don’t make empty promises.
They create millions and millions of jobs for people, even billions of
them. They honestly do. The thing is that nobody is qualified enough
to do these jobs.”

“You just repeat the problem, Steve. Charles’s world-
remember, it’s your phrase, not mine-protects human welfare,
before the cradle falls off the tree. It’ll save unfortunate people
without work or happiness, who are breeding at a countless rate,
now. Mind you, Steve, not everyone could be saved, in any
possible world. Because some people are motivated differently.
Some will take advantage of any social system, legally or illegally.
Besides, living things don’t live in perfection, only strive for it.”

“For me, Virus’s world is much more interesting than Charles’s
funnel world, with no fun. Virus’s secret weapon will reshape our
comical world, I say. Here ally inherits man’s fighting spirit. Virus,
you didn’t tell them, did you? All about your secret career, or your
future adventures.”

“What adventures, Virus?” asked Martin.

“Before you start again, we have to go home. School tomorrow,
right, Leslie?” said Belinda. “We can still make the last bus, if we
hurry, Leslie!”

“Here, Steve, since you want to go home, drive Belinda and
Leslie home,” said Virus, giving Steve his car keys. ‘“You can keep
it overnight. I’ll go home with Martin.”



“You see, he’s helping me again. I'm helping him for him to help
me. Let’s go, before he changes his mind,” said Steve. Belinda and
Leslie said goodbye to Martin and Virus and followed Steve to the
back door.

“You better take it easy in lower section!” warned Martin.

Belinda lived about a block away from Lenny. Steve knew that
he had to drive Belinda to lower town first, and then Leslie to
middlebrow. Going to lower town at night was a high risk; police
could stop any young person driving, especially in a sports car.
After six, the streets became a meat market, specializing in fowl,
snake bites, baked potatoes, and prowling sharks. Belinda, Leslie,
and Steve entered the brightly lit parking lot; they had to jump over
parking barriers before reaching the car. Steve had to make an
entire circle around Fairview before he could get to the road going
to town.



6: Circle Getting Circular

Martin and Virus were the only people remaining in the
restaurant, and Virus helped to arrange the dining area while Martin
cleaned the floor. Martin did not want to start the conversation
concerning Virus’ special program. They worked for fifteen minutes
without saying very much to each other.

Finally, they served thenselves something to drink. “Most every
evening you're downstairs. I guess, working on your essential
computer program?” said Martin, forgetting that he wasn’t going to
speak first. “T really don’t blame you-we’ve got a lot of garbage
selling, If I may ask, what’s your program supposed to do?” He
threw a friendly smile in the air, reminding Virus that whatever he
said would be taken seriously and in confidence.

“Everything started a long time ago, a year or so. Steve’s father
works at our research center in town. Sometimes, after school and
weekends, I go there and help them out with computer data. But
my father doesn’t know that. If he did, it’d be terrible for Steve’s
father. One of their research projects aims at reducing physical
matter, like a cube of sugar, to molecules. But we’re talking about
very small grains. Luckily for me, too, they only do their experiment
on Saturdays, when there’s no one around, other than me, of
course. They were testing salt, and they found that they couldn’t



reduce it to molecules. But what remained in the chamber, were
obviously atomic particles, negative and positive charges, having
various short energy life spans. At the same time, they tried to
detect antimatter in this process. In the combustion chamber, these
guys believed a reduction from one state-particles-to something
else-molecules-involves a detection of antimatter. To put it short,
they didn’t find any molecules in the chamber, or antimatter
registration. You're aware of the facts, their sophisticated computer
records behavior in the chamber. These sensors detect only
electrical charges, directions of particles without speed, or velocity
without direction. I used to play around with their acquired scientific
data on magnetic bands. Until one Saturday, when they cancelled
one of their experiments, I went there anyway. I used the
microscope and got a small grain of cocaine, then I took everything
to the chamber. Instead of using three sensors, I used all the sensor
sheets, eight or nine of them, that I could find. And then I lined the
entire inside of the tank with layers of sensors. The chamber IS an
accelerator tank, mind you. I had the computer to register all
impulses on a thin magnetic tape. Bang! The fusion and separation
between molecules and particles jumped out. Yes, Martin,

antimatter, too. I thought then, and I still think now, that antimatter
holds everything in the universe together.

“Yes, Martin, it’s really a bang. All the sensors went crazy. And
about half an hour after the impact, the computer was still registering
activities from the tank’s sensors. I took the tape and checked it; all
the impressions on it were homogeneous and symmetrical. I put it in
the interpreter for further analysis. It was amazing, I didn’t have only
antimatter registration activity, but real cocaine. I repeated this, over



and over again, until I had a whole handful of cocaine, because a
reverse transformation occurred, from antimatter to matter. At the
lab, T hid these magnetic codes, like negative electronic codes, in
computer bits. Then, I took It home on a disk, for me. Here, I’ve
been perfecting the dosage with a self-destruct command for
computer users. With a fast modem, a kilo of cocaine takes about
twenty minutes to download.”

“How did Steve know about it?”

“His father knew I was there. He found cocaine traces all over
the place. I destroyed all the sensors, too. He didn’t say anything to
anybody at work. But he thought I took some cocaine for myself.
Because of this, Steve talks about my world. Now, I'm only
allowed to go to the lab with his Dad.”

“But Virus, you're not telling me everything, You let me i, yes,
into the most irrelevant part of what actually happened at the lab. 1
know, for sure, your accidental discovery of syntactic cocaine that
can be transmitted by electronic codes is utterly meaningless to you.
You're telling me about other uses of computer technology. A
couple months ago, you left the computer running. The printer was
spitting, non-stop, articles about quantum physics and antimatter.
What for?”

“Many things happened there. But I don’t know how to explain
them And worse, I couldn’t find much help in those articles. The
problemis, I don’t know where to start.”

“Let’s start with the most obvious, then work our way to things
which neither me nor you could understand.” “You're right. I have
to get it out. It’s the only way for me to see a pattern. I have to
unload it.”



“Watt, we’ll get ourselves a drink,” requested Martin. He led the
way to the kitchen and they served themselves Coke. They returned
to their table.

“T just can’t believe it. We spend most of our life talking about
things that we believe we know very well. Do we really know these
things? The question is, what does it mean to me? If T know it well
or not, it’s a hint of something else. It’s All-In-One without being
able to see the whole.”

“Corne on, Virus, you're beating yourself like a dead drum
Let’s get on with it.”

Concentric light

“Well then, here are the pieces. My experiment showed a
disturbance like an atomic explosion in the tank. All the sensors’
tips, which were exposed in the tank, were obviously damaged. 1
said this before, didn’t I? Well, the internal surface of the chamber
was gone, too. You can’t see this with your naked eyes. You need
a powerful microscope. What I really observed, from the magnetic
tape and from inside the tank, was astonishing. Electromagnetic
radiation doesn’t travel by waves or particles. It travels i
concentric circles. Like an ice cream cone or funnel. The smallest
part of the cone is often the size of the actual source, the object
from which the light comes. And the concentric circles get bigger as
they reach an observer. If you look within this concentric cone or
funnel from the bigger end, with only one eye, you can detect the
size of the source.” He looked around the half-dark restaurant for
some paper to show his ideas more clearly, for a diagram of a
concentric light cone would be sufficient.



Light Source/ Small end of cone Larger end of the cone/fimnel

“Are you saying if I look at the sun from earth with one eye,
when 1t’s horizontal, I can see it’s actual size? So, I’'m inside these
cones, looking at the sun. Virus, are you saying light travels
concentrically? It makes a lot of sense, especially in cosmology.
Experts can tell when a star died. We know it after its death, billions
of years later. So, youre saying that because light travels
concentrically, the cone, the small end only, represents the size of
the light source. A star’s light-image travels with the entire cone.
Yahoo, we see a dead supernova or star, because the small end of
a cone represents the size and shape of a star.”

“Mind you, Martin, I didn’t say you should look at any harsh
light source. like the sun. You could really damage your eyes.
There’s no need to blind yourself to test my theory. Our moon will
do. What I’m saying can’t be simplified as you’ve done so nicely.
Look at the back door. You see it. There’s a metal spring to keep it
closed after someone opens it. We don’t want to travel at the speed
of light, but faster. Now that the door is closed, a bug is walking
within the spring to reach the door. The space between both ends,
the doorframe on the wall and the actual door, is very short because
the door is closed. In no time, the bug will reach the door. Ifthe bug
is on the last spring curl to the door, and if it holds itself there, very



tightly, then we would see how space shrinks-space is like a spring.
Light moving in concentric circles suggests that space shrinks
compared to our straight measurement of space. Mind you, Martin,
our bug is travelling at one hundred and eighty-six thousand milles
per second-the speed of light. As it is moving at this speed, the
starting point, the frame of the door where one end of the spring is
screwed on, becomes an insignificant reference point-it disappears.
Like this, the entire spring remains tension free, even when the door
is opened, for space changes and velocity can be determined
without direction.

“Relativity theory takes space and time like an open door with a
straightened-out spring, with maximum tension. If we fully open the
back door, Martin, the spring will be completely straightened. And
the bug must walk the entire straight metal if it wants to go back to
the doorframe. Our geometry of space-time is still rigid, because
distance is calculated in terms of starting point and ending point,
remaining fixed. This geometry tells us that the space between the
earth and a star is like our open door, with a completely stretched
out spring. I'm saying space is like a relaxed spring with no tension,
like the closed door in the restaurant. And distance is a fimction
within the curly spring-big or little curls. As the bug continuously
moves to another position, space becomes curly, it shrinks, leaving
velocity. Or, we could conpress the spring without ever travelling
within it. This is about bending space.”

“If I heard you right, you repeated my theory. What are you
getting at?”

“Martin, I didn’t call the impressions of a dead star which light
reflects are presentation. It’s anti matter causing the bouncing of



other particles, making space a tension-fiee spring. At a long
distance, from here to some distant stars, we have an inverse of a
cone or funnel motion. The small end of the cone-cone-like
concentric circles of light-like particles-transverses inwardly of the
cone, until it becomes the head of the cone coming to earth. Let me
try again for you. When we say we see a dead star exploded, we
see the source first. And then, the big end of the light cone follows
behind. We’re saying that we see the star’s image first due to some
other light sources in our galaxy, because antimatter causes a
network of other particles to manifest its interaction. And then the
surrounding concentric reflected light from the explosion follows.”

L 0

Light source/Star Large Cone end Faster than light (antimatter)

“Okay, I'll not burst my skull for this. Let’s get to the point,
Virus. If T understand you correctly, you're saying light speed is not
constant in all systems. Now, you're taking Einstein head on. It’s
incomprehensible. There’s a little contradiction here. An exploded
dead star causes light to move circularly-the first event. Then you're
teling me that the end of the small cone, where the source is,
quickly passes through all the concentric circles of the cone. And
then it somehow pops up the image of the dead star, while the
larger concentric circles of light trail a long slowly. This means light
doesn’t travel at a constant speed. Or, antimatter or certain spinning




particles are the fastest moving bodies in the universe. And they
somehow attract other particles with them In motion. And because
of other light sources in a galaxy, the attracted particle-events are
observable as light-events. So, whatever passes through the cone’s
little end is antimatter-like.”

“Not, precisely. Antimatter is like a blank liquid-particle state. It
could be molecule-like or particle-like at the subatomic level, and
before fusing or splitting molecules to particles and vise-versa, it
causes other particles to leave magnetic traces of its nature. And a
series of events is noticeable. Antimatter is detectable, but it can
also pass through any solid object to bypass detection. It’s smaller
than any known subatomic particle. Anti matter is like our senses
that can’t sense thenselves. You can’t experience antimatter. You
can’t hear hearing. See, seeing. Taste, tasting. Antimatter is real just
like our senses. But, antimatter attracts matter with it. Our huge
gamma ray telescope detects what’s within its intended capacities-
certain strange and unexplained phenomena in space.”

“Virus, excuse me. You say light travels at different speeds. But,
can you prove it?”’

“Martin, relativity theories and quantum mechanics use a straight
ruler. Our ruler tells us what to look for. An astronomer calculates a
detectable concentric cone image on his telescope as belonging to
remote places and events in the universe. And his ruler says how
things should behave. This is very practical for our senses to
confirm We’re talking about a dimension beyond our ordinary
sense experience, beyond what our observational devices could
measure. Senses tell us that we should be able to determne the
direction and velocity of a moving particle simultaneously. What we



find is, one always cancels out the existence of the other because
one becomes antimatter-like without detection, while the other is
determmnable. So, the first dimension of a particle is matter-the
detectable. And its second dimension is antimatter-the undetectable.
The speed of antimatter is much faster than light-it makes space
irelevant. As a matter of fact, it could be a carrier of bodies
through space. Antimatter can’t be stopped by anything solid. It
goes through things and then deposits detectable traces of bodies.
Space and antimatter hide the mysteries of the universe! From
space, we should fashion our ruler. You remember the spring we
just talked about, with the annihilation of time. It’s like a ruler of
space. And it admits the existence of antimatter. I'm not talking
about Euclidean or our known theories of Non-Euclidean geometry
of four dimensional space-time.”

“Really, Virus. I'm now completely bemused about antimatter. [
think it means somethmg opposite matter. But space is like a curled
up snake, that’s something!”

“Okay, let us put it another way, then. How long does it take
you to conceptualize any star in the galaxy?”’

“Immediately, I have it in my consciousness. | can imagine myself
touching it. Walking on it. Dancing on it. So what’s your point,
Virus?”

“Consciousness is a form of antimatter that abolishes space. At
this instant, a form of antimatter exists in us. And it’s receptive to
other forms of antimatter in the universe.”

“This may be true; and yet, drugs could alter our awareness. I
overheard you all talking. We don’t have to be religious to have a
conscience and to feel guilt. Even the wickedest person isn’t bad



toward certain people. It’s like responsibility exists in all living
things. Perhaps, responsibility is like antimatter, running through all
organisns.”

“That’s why I didn’t pursue my argument. Okay! Antimatter has
matter as its source, like our head, for example. Consciousness can
bend the distance between the earth and a star. I don’t mean bend
the distance, literally What 1 really mean is, it can abolish any
distance among objects, by just being receptive to antimatter. With
the relativity ruler, a little arc or a straight line can be drawn
between the earth and a star, taking distance as a constant value
between two points. If you shoot a light beam to a star, it’ll take
light years to get there. I don’t want to get mto particle
identification-photon, electron, graviton, neutrino, muon, pions,
neutron, quarks, anti-quarks, Bohr’s atom, Planck’s constant, anti-
particles such as positrons and other subatomic ones... We're
calling everything ators, like billiard balls. This stuff is good for our
daily life. Now, Martin, take the earth as one end of a stick, and a
star is at the other end. The distance will always remain the same,
because our ruler says that distances are fixed. But, when light
travels concentrically at various speeds, and when antimatter carries
matter with it, space disappears. That is, it’s like bending the stick-
both ends are about to touch. Space is like that between the earth
and a star. This goes back to the measuring of direction and velocity
simultaneously. We have our coordinate system for a projected
direction, we’re going to a star. Now, velocity becomes antimatter.

“T gather that you’re saying if a star is bomn yesterday, we can
see it today, or five hours after its birth. If this weren’t true, we’d
see an empty galaxy-with only our solar system. And without



various light sources in the universe, other galaxies couldn’t be
noticeable.”

“Yes, Martin. With antimatter, there’s no space, no solidity. You
can’t create a universe with only antimatter. But, the secret of
travelling to the stars, or to distant places, or through solid matter,
lies in antimatter and in concentric space, too. But the danger of
exploiting antiparticles is immeasurable. The earth would be too
small to accommodate its negative consequences because mass
doesn’t equal energy, and light isn't a constant. At the
semiconductor tank, antimatter was the first event, then came
vibrating particles, which damaged the inside of the tank. It’s like a
contradiction for our limited senses. Antimatter passed through the
tank; and yet, it trapped matter on the magnetic tape while it went
through the tape. I don’t know how to explain this. It’s like playing
Ping-Pong with an electron untl it splits, and the positron
disappears from our senses, but not from reality. Antimatter exists
along with other forms of mass. We don’t know very much about
this, yet.”

“How can you say that light does not travel at a constant
speed?”

“Martin, we can say that aphoton has a constant speed. But light
is a network of different particles in which photon is identified.
Particles spin like egg beaters. And move concentrically as they
ignite other particles, causing us to be sensitive to certain spectra.
What we really detect in the world is nothing more than the
interaction of particles. And their life spans. Well, our science says
photon does not spin. This is nonsense. If a thing doesn’t spin or
rotate at high speed, then something else moves it. I’ll come back to



this, later. Light travels concentrically at different velocities.”

“And so what would people say? What does it all mean? If you
don’t have anything to hold your view together, you’re re-explaining
smoke for us, Virus. It’s like Charles has a small world. Belinda has
her own little one. Lenny his. I could go on forever. You get my
point. Don’t you?”’

“Wait a minute! I’ll get some printouts. It’ll just take a second.”
Virus rushed downstairs to the computer room. Meanwhile, Martin
went to the kitchen for something to drink and eat. He brought out
two glasses of pop and some donuts that he should have thrown
away. He had already started to eat when Virus came back with
several loose pages. He organized the pages in his hand, one
exactly overlapping another, and placed them directly in front of
him He grabbed his drink and took a donut. “You never heard
about the circular theory of the universe.” He briefly waited for a
reply.”It’s like All-In-One. I’ll show you.”

“Make it simple for me. You know, we’re getting a bit tired.
Well, it’s only a theory, thank God. It sounds like everything will
repeat itself.”” He smiled at Virus.

“Will you wipe the grime off your face, Martin? It’s killing my
concentration.”

“Circular, it makes my belly tum And my head swing. Okay,
Virus, Il give you a chance. I think I'll skip my classes, tomorrow-
they’re the only thing that’s still square.”

“I have two claims. First, no natural body in the universe has any
sharp edges. Second, no organism has an edge.

Circularity in the Universe



“You've seen pictures of a Mikky Way, it’s really fantastic,
streams of cloud formng a circular shape; it doesn’t have a
geometrical form like a square, rectangle or triangle. Yes, a Milky
Way is edge-less, for other Milky Ways to rub off each other
harmoniously, with qualification. A Milky Way tries to expand, but
other neighboring ones would prevent it. There’re a lot of pressures
and forces at work among Milky Ways. And yet, each of them is
edgeless. You couldn’t ride a bike with square wheels: a Milky
Way couldn’t have any other shape than circular. The transition of
forces among these Milky Ways occurs smoothly, with circular
bodies.

Though a Milky Way is breathtaking, it’s mostly made of gases
and ice, stray objects, bits and pieces. It’s like the garbage dump of
a galaxy.

Each galaxy is circular. A star, a supernova, neutron star, planet,
moon, are all also relatively round. As internal forces from within
keep a galaxy mostly circular, they contribute to the roundness of
objects by making forces fiee flowing among bodies. All objects in
a galaxy rotate, some moving circularly around other objects like
our solar system. Ifa star doesn’t rotate or spin, then other rotating
bodies keep it in a relatively fixed orbit. A Miky Way connects
galaxies. And it changes its form depending on internal and external
pressures from within and from other galaxies. There are mostly
round objects, spinning and rotating in the universe, making it
work.”

“Watt a minute-is a Black Hole also round? Nobody knows
what it looks like, Virus.”



“Yes, Black Holes. It’s nothing mysterious, as we think it is. Any
dead star, for example, can become a Black Hole. That’s what you
don’t want to hear, I think. You want to know its function i a
galaxy. Whenever there’re disturbances in a galaxy, you may find
that certain objects have edges; internal conditions of a star have
drastically changed and affected the external harmony. And when
other nearby bodies can’t quickly compensate for such
irregularities, lke filling mn the empty gap, there’re more
disturbances, causing a dead star to explode inwardly. It may even
become a Black Hole, a cleaning up organism, swallowing up
unnatural objects and disturbers of the harmony. Bodies with non-
circular shapes iterfere with a galaxy’s harmony. A Black Hole
doesn’t move in space, disturbers of the harmony are thrown into its
path.”

“Virus, a Black Hole is a killer object. It’s the destroyer of any
galaxy.”

“Our astronomy is primitive, too. A Black Hole is like an evil
mother. It’s the collector of stray objects. And yet, it threatens
other healthy bodies. As a mother, it has a tremendous internal
force, to crush and to compress bodies, to fuse particles and
molecules together, and to split particles, as well. A Black Hole
can’t grow forever. Oh no, it can’t. Because of surplus internal
pressures, it softly explodes, sending bodies into space. These flying
bodies are round, they’re well compressed from all directions in a
Black Hole. Our solar system appears to have been thrown out
from an exploded Black Hole. Whatever comes out from a Black
Hole is much smaller in size. As these bodies travel in space, they
expand in size and find a place in the same galaxy. Compressed



bodies, coming out from a Black Hole, expand, separating particles
from molecules, and what not.”

“Look at our solar system, the earth came out from a Black
Hole. Its interior, with blazing particle-gases, is protected by
continental plates. The exterior shows all the marks of cooling down
and expansion. You wouldn’t want to grow com on the continental
plates, would you? They protect the earth from being both a baked
desert and an iceberg. The sun still retains its original form. It must
have been the center of a Black Hole. The exterior conditions of the
Moon or other planets tell us about their interior. Extreme
conditions, cold and heat, tell us about the life expectancy of these
bodies. They’re just waiting to collapse inwardly. They’re dead
objects relative to the earth. They aren’t meaningless objects; they
help to hold the harmony in our solar system and galaxy. In our
solar system, the interior of planets and the moon, a blazing furnace,
regulates their external conditions.”

We can tell whether the moon or a planet is older than earth-
mostly in terms of living organisms. Mind you, everything depends
on its interior. The interior chiefly modifies the exterior. The sun is
covered both inside and outside with an uncountable mumber of
compressed gas mines. Saturn was once lke our sun. But it’s
finished now, leaving its garbage dump behind. The rings-they were
formed from the process of cleaning its atmosphere. So, Saturn has
a baby Milky Way around it. This’ll be the fate of our sun, too.”

“You did quite a jumping around, Virus. Tell me, do you think
there is lift out there?” “Man would be the last to know how
important life is on earth. We cherish death. Yes, we cherish the
dead more than the living,



Charles isn’t a bad fellow. He wants us to see life before other
things.” “No, Virus! I'm not talking about here. Out there! In our
solar system!”

“We went to the moon. We’re probing other planets for life. We
howl among stars like hungry wolves searching for mating partners.
Nothing. Nothing, so far. You have to look i valleys where the
conditions may be moderate. The North Pole and the Sahara
Desert wouldn’t give you accurate impressions of life on earth.
Would they? So, my friend, it all depends on what you’re looking
for. And where you’re looking. If we want to know more about the
moon or Mars, we should send paleontologists. Let’s face it, just
the ordinary people are interested in lift out there. Others believe in
the treasure chest out there, yes, the chest.”

“Well, Virus, Il just run through your mess to make sure I get
your point.” “Not everything, Martin. This’ll give me a chance to
cool offa bit.”

“Youre saying Milky Ways are macroscopic objects like
gigantic balloons in a tight tank. And each galaxy has millions of little
balloons, protected by its Milky Way. When one balloon loses
some air in a galaxy, other balloons fight for that space. In other
words, youre saying that Milky Ways often change their form
without moving. And they’re more dangerous than Black Holes
because of burning gases, and streams of ice, and rocks. Asteroids
and comets also shoot off. You're also saying the size of a Milky
Way depends on internal and external pressures. Right!

“Concerning the shape of objects, internal and external forces
tailor them in a circular manner to have harmony in a galaxy. ’'m not
too sure if I get you right, about Black Holes. Are you saying that a



Black Hole is like a balloon, too? A huge body collapsed inwardly,
like turning a little balloon nside out? Then the gases and particles
from inside the balloon become the outside layers of a Black Hole.
Since the outside is like sticky gases, they can catch light or
anything. As the Black Hole gets bigger, internal bodies escape
because the outer coating loses its effectiveness.”

“You’re not doing too badly, Martin. Why don’t you just get to
the point?”

“The point is, you've a funny way of explaining how our solar
system comes about. A Black Hole exploded, bang! We’ve got the
moon. planets, and the sun. When you make a bang, you should
have millions of planets. Not only some. I guess, you’ll say that we
should conceptualize a Black Hole as a pump tube with a small
mouth. It sucks and swallows objects by changing its form. when

So, it’s all filled up, its internal force becomes extremely strong.

It’s like using a bicycle pump to slowly suck the air out from the
tube until its exterior disappears. Yahoo, only the internal remains in
a perfect order without a bang,”

“You’re not doing too badly again, Martin. The exterior has no
impact on the order of things.”

“T still don’t get your drift when you say nature operates in a
circular manner, too. I really don’t see anything circular about
nature.”

Circularity in Nature

“All living organisirs struggle toward an edgeless shape. What I
mean is that everything in nature has a circular shape. Plants, cells,



tree trunks, bones... You've never seen a square tree. Hands,
fingers, molecules, bacteria-all of them are round. Our physicist’s
ideal object, a billiard ball, is found in nature, too.”

“You know, Virus, when I really look at myself, every part of my
body has a circular shape. Even my mouth is round. Come to think
about

a. roots are also round. From what I gather so far, you're
endorsing Darwin’s theory of evolution, the circular nature of all
living organisirs. Ah, Virus, even though each species is different,

b. molded by having circular properties. But what about leaves?
Leaves aren’t circular.”

‘T see your pomt. I’'ve been struggling with Ileaves,
photosynthesis. for awhile now. A long time ago, we tried to
convert chemical energy to mechanical force. We found the answer
in a burning chamber. Now, we’re sweating over the transformation
from particles to molecules, and vice-versa. Leaves are
photosynthetic transformers. Each leaf has a different capacity of
converting energies, and each is unique like a snowflake, too.

“Leaves teach us about transformation, a model for replacing our
external youth. Instead of throwing out so much money and effort
on plastic surgery, we could get the oldies to take their model from
snakes. We could easily evoke certain mechanisims i us to shed
our outer layer of skin, every hundred years or so. I think this gene
is somehow related to the one causing baldness in men. Well,
baldness reminds us of our origin: insects and reptiles. I'll leave
genetic studies for Sandy. That’s her baby.”

“Are you also saying a Black Hole is like a transformer?” asked



Martin.

“In some respects, 1 figure.”

“One point, I miss. You said the earth expands. And it’s getting
bigger. If what you're saying is true, then the dinosaurs are extinct
because of expansion. Vegetation had changed, some inner layers
of soil replaced the outer one. Most dinosaur fossils are deeply
buried in the ground, not only because of natural disasters-rain,
earthquakes and continental drift. The mnternal magnetic forces of
the earth suck its surface inwardly. And at the same time, new inner
layers of soil push upward while older ones sink. It’s like the earth
renewing itself every couple hundred million years or so.

“If what you’re saying is true, our deserts can only get bigger.
Internal hollowness of our planet at certain places is the weak spot
of the earth; it’s waiting to collapse inwardly with any slight
disturbance. So the inner plates are exposed. They can’t remain
stable because of the earth core’s forces.”

Circularity in the Perceptual World

“‘Now, you've got your new shoes. Where do you go
,now?”asked Martin. “We go to town for new glasses. We go
where others have already explored. The visual world, my friend. A
long time ago, a

philosopher did this. His name is familiar to you-Rene
Descartes.”

“Wait a minute!” Martin interrupted. “What’s your point? Are
you going to tell me we’ve misinterpreted his view?”

“No! Before he wrote his theory of knowledge, he went to a



butcher. And he bought anox’s eye, and then looked through it. He
saw everything in the world upside down. Trees were upside down,
people were standing on their heads. He believed that we also see
the world like an ox because some evil genius deceives us.”

“Maybe, Descartes wanted to say that the evil genius is society
and our parents,” cried Martin. VIrus looked at him for a few
seconds. “If we can’t trust our senses, we can’t be sure of knowing
anything i the world. Instead of pursuing an account for
knowledge, he should have shown how illusions tell us about the
natural fimction of our visual apparatus. Here we go again, Martin,
the circular theory of visual perception:’

“Listen, let’s be quick. I’ve studied this at school. Just get to the
point, Virus.”

“Well, this is why I brought some illustrations to show you.
You'll see how we map the world visually. As you know, the optic
system is the cornea, lens, iris, and pupil And the neural system
refers to the retina, photoreceptor cells, fovea, and optic nerves.
We’re concerned with the neural system of vision, not the physical
system that regulates incoming concentric light. You know, Martin,
there’s something parallel here.”

“Now, you've said it, Virus. Quit shooting falling stars, and get
to the point.”

“Yes, for sure. You’ll see the circular theory in action, Just one
moment please. Look at this figure: it shows how our visual system
maps an object with both eyes (A, B, C).
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An object in the world is mapped in regions A, B, and C. Here-
our visual impressions of hard edges are predominant in only B, not
A and C. That figure shows binocular vision, seeing with two eyes.
And B register the object of focus, and we have visual acuity. And
mputs of an object are overlapped here. A and C show the entire
mapping visual field. T hope you notice that all objects that we see
sharply are mapped i the circular field, B. And it’s a concentric
shape, too. We map the visual world by using a circular framework,
like region B, for input. From this, nature, with its circular influence,
molds our visual system accordingly. We have a circular method
mapping information.

Now, look what happens when a person moves his head from
left to right. This figure shows that neural mapping occurs by using a
circular framework for incoming visual input.
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Here, you see the two end circles are rounder than the middle
ones. They show starting and stopping in our eyes’ movement from
either left to right, or right to left. The middle can be longer or
rounder, depending on how fast a person moves his head.
Vertically, our neural mapping system uses a series of concentric
circles, too. But these circles are elongated much more than in the
above figure. Here, look at the following figure.



From this figure, you get an idea why it’s so difficult to judge
vertical distance. These circles are stretched more than the
horizontal ones. There’s something peculiar about looking vertically.
It’s not natural for man. I'll tell you why. If someone throws
something down to you from a high rise, that object falls in the B
region of figure one, because you're under it. And it’s difficult to
judge its distance. When someone is just looking up and down,
regions A and C are predominant for visual cues to help our
judgment of distance. But objects falling in B appear to jump up and
down-depending on a person’s angle under the falling object.
Because of this impression of jumping, one concentric circle could
make a gap in the entire chain, making height more difficult to
judge.”

“Virus, except for concentric mapping, what you're saying is in
any infra psychology book.”

“If you say so. But our visual field looks like this. And the
mapping of objects falls within this egg shape, as this illustrates,
Martin.

“This figure shows us how our neural mapping system organizes
information or impressions from the world. Everything fits in a
circular border. Impressions of an object are fitted within a



concentric circle. The size of a concentric circle is selected on the
basis of input on the neural retinal system. Mind you, I’'m talking
about edges, comers and the rim of an object’s impressions. In
other words, we’re truly deceived by visual impressions, because
our visual system imposes a circular framework on incoming
images. Luckily, our experience supplements all raw neural inputs,
especially in Gestalt form perception. Affer incoming images
stimulate retinal photoreceptors, the concentric circle forms an
image-like border, and mverts the entire circle for the brain to
interpret and supplement with perceptive experience. We see a
non-inverted tree in the world.”

“There’s no need to sensationalize now. I think I get your point.
You're telling me there’s no accident in nature. Light must behave
the way our mapping system works, concentrically. When we see a
triangle, square, circle, a shape and building, impressions are in a
concentric circle for visual acuity. Figure five shows us acuity
perception. I see you have more illustrations at the bottom there.
CanT look at them?”

1234

“They all show how our neural system accommodates
impressions from a single shape. Each figure is within a concentric
circle. And the circle size is determined by the longest line or comer
of a figure’s impressions,” Martin said, noticing that Virus was



looking at him with doubt. “Oh, yes, Virus, I guess art is not your
favorite subject. Isn’t it that all the shapes should be within the circle
perfectly?”

“Reading between the lines, Martin, will help, when you’re older.
Your eyes are still good, aren’t they? Art is too difficult for me.
Gestalt figure-ground perception occurs within a single concentric
circle-the switching of meanings without the switching of visual map.
For exanple, the two faces or a vase.”

Martin tried to interpret the drawing in front of him I thought
the image of two faces or a vase was shown with the face of a
young woman, not this horrible face that could chase away the
symbol of the vase in life.”

“For cow’s sake Martin, since when are you so romantic? Yes,
we have the empty vase in our hand, and the rose has long gone.
You can’t see both the two faces and the vase at the same time,
only one at a time. When you notice the two faces, the vase
becomes the background. If you recognize the vase as the figure,
then the two faces become the background. You didn’t know that
each Gestalt figure and ground perception has two grounds, not one
as it is suggested to us. If a backeround is a sheet of paper on



which an image is viewed, it falls in figure one (A) and (C). If the
vase is the figure, then the two faces are the ground. Figure-ground
perception is not innate. It couldn’t be, because it’s about the
mudding up of meaning and conceptualization. So, the point is,
Gestalt figare and ground perception IS about an image which is
seen as having two different meanings, but the whole image fits in
well in a concentric circle from which meanings are identified.”

“The problem of geometric illusions arises from the way in which
the neural system maps impressions. It accommodates impressions
as they are presented in actuality without having a mechanism to
delete stimuli. In the Muller-Lyer illusion, each figure is placed in a
concentric circle, or both figures in one circle. It is natural to judge
the line with outer fins as longer than the one with inner fins. Though
both lines have the same length, the one with outer fins, the bottom
one, Martin, appears longer than the one with inner fins. So, this
llusion is about stimuli as being stronger than our experience.
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“There’s another illusion with several circles surroundlng an inner
circle. Please don’t take me wrong, I’'m not saying we’re making
the same mistakes, it’s more like we’re getting better at making the
worst ones. I’'m not talking about visual illusions because I think it’s
too easy to deceive someone else. It’s more like enjoying a
deceiver’s own self-deception in his hard effort to convince others




about seeing the truth. Before I get too carried away, Martin-look
at this figure.

“Although all of them have the same size, in principle, the inner
one is seen smaller. It isn’t smaller, it’s the same size as the others.
With this illusion, the inner circle is also part of the entire image,
which fits in a nicely concentric circle. This illusion is interesting
because it more or less shows how our perceptual neural system
registers impressions in a framework.”

“Wait a minute, Virus! I have the impression that something is
missing here. You're only telling us that whatever under goes natural
changes, it’s a concentric form But our visual mapping system
couldn’t have any other form than circular. It’s the best frame work
for registering our environment. And yet, you said something about
a bunch of circles around another one is like a representation of our
mapping system Because of this, we have the framework of
frameworks. First, concentric circles are a framework for piling up
perceptual information about the world. And second, the figure with
all those circles is like the actual framework, so it fatigues the first
framework. Because of this, cells get fatigue, the figure appears as
an illusion. Therefore, we see the inner circle as smaller than the
surrounding ones. What I mean is, our mapping system does not



only get fatigued, it’s also presented with an inner circle which loses
its circumference. This illusion wants the visual system to create a lot
of smaller concentric circles to accommodate the iner one. So, all
of the outer circles constitute the mapping circle, not the inner one.
Because our judgment of depth interferes with what is registered.
The mner one just gets lost In this process. Is that it, Virus?”’

“This is not what you want to talk about, is it, Martin? I’'m getting
tired. Look, it’s after three.”

“You're right. I can hardly get my thoughts together anymore. To
accommodate change and motion as regularity, macroscoplc
objects have a circular form If not, non-circular objects in the
universe could interfere with such regularity.”

“Certainly, natural changes and motions involve circular bodies.
Plus, natural organisns could grow and evolve in the realm of a
circle.”

“T agree with you, Virus, our astronomy is shaky. It’s ridiculous
to argue that a star is at least a billion light years away. All this
doesn’t only say something about the age of stars. It also says that
the source could propel light for over a billion light years-nonsense.
How can any sensible person believe that a dead object could live
that long without undergoing drastic changes? It’s ridiculous to say
astronomers are waiting to discover some more billions of light
years, not objects. How can any sensible person believe that
photon carries a supernova’s image with it? Now, I guess [ have a
notion about how a galaxy is formed. It’s like a swift bending river,
which continuously erodes its bank until the snakiest part is cut off
from the rest of the river. With galaxies, new ones are formed in the
same way. A huge galaxy may be twisted with both mnternal and



external forces, untl a part is cut off fom it. And yet, it’s
magnetically attached to its source like a parasite.”

“Our old view says that objects must travel through space. But
now, space moves objects by making itself an illusion between
objects. It’s like nobody wants a Ferrari in a swamp. It’s like
travelling sixteen thousand miles per second, and not having any
place to go. Or, I should put it another way for you. Most people
have a dog or a cat. I prefer to train our atons to be my pet. We
want them to do our work for us. They must be trained to carry
macroscopic objects to other realns.”

“Well, Virus, 1 get your point. A trainer of atoms rather than
animals-how sexy. You can go ahead and walk with a bunch of
faithfully trained atoms with you. Virus, you're only seventeen, and
it’s incredible what you’re doing, I’m still amazed, you spent over a
year without being able to perfect your view. But what have you
been working on this afternoon?”’

“Today I found about six hundred subliminal messages on the
Internet. Most of these companies intentionally place hidden
messages to influence buyers.”

“Subliminal messages, Virus! This is unbelievable.”

“So far, they’ve been using subliminal messages in two related
ways. Some messages are hidden from consciousness. And they’re
not easy to detect. For exanple, if the background color of the
screen is grey, messages are written in a lighter shade of grey, and
so on. The other type of message is coded in very quickly moving
and flashing images. Not just any speed-there’s a specific pattern to
it. I’ve been deleting these web sites manually.” Virus murnured the
last sentence with a voice that had just rolled off a mountain in



search of refuge.

“T could go to bed now. Let’s go, Virus! Allow time to make
your idea real. And wait for some more anomalies in science. At
least, you're not an abominable iconoclast. But just an indigent
exorcist. Don’t pick up the table! Leave everything as it is!” They
had gathered their personal belongings and were leaving by the
back door when Virus recalled something.

“Martin, life is already immortal. And we’re just a part of this
process. So, life conquers all, and then love rolls . What I really
want to say is, understanding our universe lies in understanding
circularity. Let me show you.”Virus picked up apage. “All secrets
are hidden in concentricity.”

“Virus, you put everything In your circular theory, but are you
saying the process of life is also circular?”

“Perhaps, it’s our tum, and we shouldn’t miss it.”

“Since we’ve discovered the wheel, it rolls without really
scratching the ground.”



7: Full Moon

When Lenny and Tim left the restaurant they went to lower
town. Tim went straight home on the same bus, and Lenny got offa
few stops before his house and waited for his friends, for it was
dangerous to travel alone at night. He recognized that he needed
some evidence to prove what he had said i the restaurant. This
was not a hoax to impeach Chuck, but if he did not find the
evidence he needed, it could leave him ignominious. Lenny knew he
had to prove his theory at all costs. Evidence did not consider
people’s feelings.

He saw them coming, “When I asked you to meet me here, 1
didn’t know you’d dress as clowns,” said Lenny angrily. “We aren’t
going to a party tonight!”

Justin and Slade also lived in lower town. They were deceived,
by certain institutions, into thinking that their criminal deeds had
been thoroughly forgotten after going clean for several years. They
did not know that from birth to death, a statistical assessment of
genetic characters and convictions remained; society retained a
detailed costs-journal for any anti-social inhabitant. Costs to the
state were well guarded in several highly secure vaults. This
encouraged the nameless Jones to be remembered as a registered
inhabitant of the planet after an atomic disaster.



“Where the hell do you think people go on a Thursday evening?
Not to the cemetery, for sure!”Just in questioned, defending his
colorful outfit. It looked like the Bermuda blue on a hot sunny day,
and it carried the odor of mating season.

“You have to get the look, and the smell, too. The look for
people,” replied Slade with a smile on his face. “So where to
tonight? Wait a minute, Lenny! Don’t tell me we’re taking public
privilege! With all these expensive smells and looks, to be melted in
the stink, it’s unforgivable! A disgrace to charm and elegance.”

“Not an airplane, for two psychedelic pigs!” Lenny answered
sternly, keeping his view fixed on the bus pulling up at the stop.
They entered the general assenmbly lke a pack of sheep; they
automatically followed the unwritten codes of conduct for night
commutters. Double seats were occupied with two clients. All single
seats remained empty, for to sit in a single seat at night meant you
were alone with an alien political agenda against societal sculptures.
Rationality in human beings had room only when the sun shined and
dried the vital juice away from life. Obeying the young night’s
customs meant decisions were made prior to any hand raising in the
UN; the most powerful enforced the rules and directions of
passengers’ destiny.

The chauffeur sat majestically on his UN throne, not high enough
to see the world with faimess, benevolence, and justice. Here the
protector of life struggled for his own survival, as the most powerful
institution on earth was maneuvered with a few fixed strings. When
he was threatened, a sensor responded and a squad of
exterminators popped up to defend public business, as usual
Another sensor could activate a loud speaker in the bus, reminding



everyone that public transportation was important without
mentioning that it had instigated and maintained conflicts to justify its
function on the road. Public privilege presented a repetitious blank
symbol of mternational idealism, for every comer, small strip of
gravel, and stoplight kept the bus on the same route.

The three together was a threat to others i the world where
things were arranged singularly and by pairs; each participant of this
world wore the diplomatic image of his nation’s sicknesses. Any
lame duck in a double seat could be consumed and overpowered
by power wheelers. But the three of them lessened the tension in the
bus by occupying only single seats in order to give other passengers
a false impression of individuality, solitude, and ignorance.

A single passenger descending fiom the night bus was
completely filled with gastric gases. Another breath could cause an
explosion, nose sniffing through the layers of pollution for danger,
ears hearing shades of malicious identity in every sound, and eyes
turning backward to search the nebulous blackness for shadow
dwellers.

“What’s cooking?” asked Justin, turning backward to face
Lenny.

Passengers saw without eyes and heard without ears, space
cadets with hamesses and straitjackets stuck in a barrel of
molasses, making the glass windows foggy with escaping warm air.
The voice of a human being was rewarding, at least, for some night
commuters.

“Nothing!” answered Lenny. “You’ll see when we get there.”

The bus rolled past flatland bars, stores, restaurants, apartment



buildings, and small offices. It was entering double land, the park. A
narrow two-way road split the park. The right part, which gradually
ascended to about one hundred meters, led to upper land, where
there were some tennis courts and aprivate golf course. The left part
evened off; leading to middle land. Low and middle land inhabitants
used the left park that was mostly occupied by a few open hockey
rinks and a lot of overhead lamps to invite mosquitoes to attack
passers-by and the homeless in the night.

As they drove past the twin parks, the bus turned right on a long
road. Upper land’s park was hardly noticeable. Apartment
buildings on the left were growing wild. The bus stopped at the first
building on the right, several hundred meters away from the park.
Although there was no access to highbrow country from here, most
passengers, including the boys, descended from the bus.

“Are you sick? It’s Saint George Hospital” cried Slade.
“Wasting a beautiful Thursday’s night!”” commented Justin. “All this
heavy look for nothing! I'll knock them dead-in there.”

“Wait a mmnute!” shouted Slade. “I"'m checking out of this stinky
dump! It gives me the creeps. It’s haunted, especially with that flock
of white angels that just got off the bus.”

“Can’t you see, Slade? We aren’t going to the hospital. The
entrance is over there. Look, workers are going in now,” exclaimed
Justin, attempting to be the mediator.

“Yes, 1 sawitinthenewspaper; they wanted a clown,” cried Slade
trying to shut Justin up.

“We’re looking for the personnel parking lot. Could it be at the
side of the building?” asked Lemny, pretending not to hear the



mumbling between Justin and Slade.

“The parking lot, you said! Great! I’ll do the driving! Last week,
Big Head didn’t let me drive. 1 say, it’s my tun, now,” praised
Slade, putting his hand on Lenny’s shoulder like a true buddy. It
made Lenny very uncomfortable, and he quickly glided the weight
off his shoulder. “I can’t believe it! All this time, you kept it. Kept i,
for yourself, only. You didn’t let us in now.”

Slade continued, unconsciously putting hIS arm on Lenny’s
shoulder again and then pulling Lenny closer. “You don’t say much!
What is it! You aren’t scared! Are you?”

He wont get any answer from Lenny, thought Justin, allowing
himself to make a wider gap between them. Lenny doesnt think,
he only responds to situations. He only does what he has to do.
Nobody, for sure, can tell him what to do. At least he isnt
scared of anything. But he isnt into this kind of stuff. Why did
he bring us here? Maybe he needs hard cash. No, he has
enough, 1 figure. He never did this before. Well, if he wants a
car, he’ll get one. That's for sure. He doesnt have to bring all
of us, for a car. He could have done it himself. Yes, why us?
This doesnt make any sense at all. Nowhere to run or hide, if
situations call for it. We can't even escape. Oh, I'm visiting the
hospital at ten-thirty in the night-with all my expensive clothes

“Excellent timing, Lenny. The moon is playing hide and seek with
the cloud,” murmured Slade, thinking how ingenious the plan was.
Borrowing from the main road and side streets was too risky, but
the parking lot was unguarded. They continued to walk on the
sidewalk until they reached the side of the building, which exposed



its huge nest. Ants carried two elongated luminous antennae in and
out without any guardian at the entrance to ward off foreign species.
They turned and followed the sidewalk to the parking lot.

“We're looking for a navy-blue BMW,” murmured Lenny,
wanting Slade’s imagination to run away so he could have a
moment of silence. He had no mtention of stealing the car, but he
didn’t want Slade to leave.

The lot was half full and poorly lit by overhead lamps. Justin
joined the others for comfort, but would not help them look. “Hmm,
I warn you. I'm doing the driving tonight,” insisted Slade. “Justin,
you have to look on the ground, not in the sky! You.

“This isn’t right! What would happen if there were cameras? Tell
me, Slade!” warned Justin. “We’ll all be done for. This isn’t worth
it. Look, a car coming!” The boys rushed behind a parked car and
hid themselves while it passed.”It saw us, my clothes. I'm telling
you, it isn’t worth it,” continued Justin, searching the posts and trees
for hidden cameras. “I’m convinced there’s a camera, looking at
us.” Finally, the other boys became a bit hesitant.

“We nust get a plan. They’re changing shift. It’s about eleven,”
murmured Lenny, pissed-offat Justin,

“They’re coming to get us, I say,” cried Justin.

“Everything works with the attitude-man reality, you yellow-
belly! They probably only have one camera, at the entrance. It’s
more fin to look at people who scratch thenselves in the private
parts before entering or leaving the building,” commented Lenny.

“Talk, and more talk! Are we here to butter each other up?”
complained Slade, who wanted the steering wheel around his



hands, the accelerator under his foot, and the screeching of tires on
the road.

“Let’s play it safe, Justin. Pretend you're sick. And we’re
helping you to walk. Come on, let’s go!” cried Lenny.

“But, 'mnot!” yelled Justin.

‘Tl make you!”” answered Slade, preparing to punch him. Justin
stood there, then started to walk a few yards with a twisted face,
both hands flyng and wobbling around like a headless chicken.

“Not drunk, stupid! Sick!” shouted Lenny, seizing Justin by his
wings. They combed the rows of parked cars-strand by strand

with a prized turkey between them, deceiving on-lookers.
“Everything looks the same,” said Justin hurriedly, “we can’t tell
what is what.” “You don’t have to throw all your weight on us.
You're supposed to be limping, not a cripple!” cried Lenny. “Quit
dragging your size fourteens,” Slade cried angrily, ‘“before I really
break them!” “A blue BMW, ERO 378,” Lenny murmured, loud
enough for Slade to hear. “It’s loaded.” “My baby is loaded,” Slade
hummed, gliding his right hand on the imaginary steering,

“I can’t see anything, nothing! We’ve been in this row twice. We
better go. Nothing, nothing,” rambled Justin. “It’s eleven-fifteen
now, | have to be in by twelve-curfew, you know.”

“You guys can wait for me here. And hide yourselves,”
instructed Lenny. “T’ll go in and check around. And keep a sharp
look out.” He hurried toward the entrance, an electronic eye
watching him. He pushed the huge door open, then disappeared
from his friends’ view. He pushed open another door and noticed
the security desk about fifteen yards away. The guard was looking



downward. The camera had already shown his image. Now,
another camera from inside saw every single move. An illusion
stood before the guard.

“What can I do for you, young man?” asked the guard. The
controller felt a little threatened in his own turf.

Lenny did not reply at once. He pretended to be scared, as
though he was waiting for his confidence to mount for a face-to face
confrontation with authority. He stayed silent long enough so that he
could drive his reality between the guard’s eyes to strike him in the
subconscious.

‘My Mom forgot to leave the money for my school trip,
tomorrow,” he bashfully uttered. “She is always in a hurry, as if this
place would run away:. I have to get the money.”” He rested his head
on his arm on the mini-bar. This confession took the security guard
by surprise.

“Don’t worry, we’ll get the money for you. Tell me her name.

And where does she work?” The security guard was about to
touch Lenny’s arms, in comfort. But he fell short.

“She works at night. Night shift. Jackie Crawford, a nurse,” he
mumbled, pulling hinself away from the desk and wiping his damp
hands on his pants.

“This’ll take a few minutes,” said the guard, picking up the
telephone receiver. Lenny paced the floor in the corridor.

Slade is surely suspicious, he’ll burst at anytime, he thought,
while maintaining one eye on the door and one on the security desk.

“She’s looking. Fifteen minutes ago, shift changed,” said the
guard. “Tt’ll take a while. Why didn’t you ask your father?”’



“They divorced.” Lenny answered dryly.

“Oh, I'm really sorry,” the guard sympathized, thinking that he
could have made a perfect father, who would put the life of his child
before his.

The guard’s attitude-man reality did not pass Lenny, who saw
him as an opportunist, wanting to get into Jackie’s pants without any
commitment. / bet he sees Jackie as an easy, desperate woman,
thought Lenny. He was interrupted by the guard’s voice.

“Yes! Yes, yes. Thank you very much. Bye!” the guard said
calmly as contact was broken and a hallway light bulb went off
simultaneously. He sadly returned the receiver to its cradle, and then
he stripped Lemny’s body with his stare. “T'm sorry, son. Your
Mom is scheduled to work tomorrow night. Not tonight,” he
murmured, as though his cat had run away from him, leaving only its
furriness behind for another to wear.

“Are you crazy? This can’t be!” shouted Lenny as his eyes
quickly checked the entrance door.

“The nursing office checked the computer. And she phoned the
ward. Your mother is off tonight.” This put Lenny on the spot.
Lenny knew that this fellow was more interested in Jackie than the
conversation. And he had to slip into an attitude.

“Wait a minute! Isn’t this Bellevue Hospital?” he asked. ‘I'm
telling you, she’s working tonight.” “No, it’s Saint George.”

“You said, Saint George,” he murmured. “All this time, wasted!”
he cried, stamping the floor with his feet and kicking the desk like a
frustrated animal in a cage. He then forcefully dropped his hands
downward, looking at his own insolence and anger.



“I’'msorry,” said the guard.

“Ihavetorun,before 1 missthenextbus!” he cried, walking a few
steps backward toward the door, then quickly turnmg and rushing
out of the building as though his attitude-man reality could be
exposed before the guard’s eyes.

The guard shook his head, and recollected the events of previous
full moon nights. A lot of weird people looking for their destiny. It
would be a busy night at the hospital.

Lenny looked around the parking lot for Justin and Slade. He did
not see them He didnt come in, thank God. They could have
gone home. But again, Justin wouldnt go without me. Where
could they be? Dont tell me, they’re at the parking lot's
entrance,

he thought. He walked toward the entrance. “No lousy ERO
378! Thursday night is gone,” screamed Slade, loud enough for
everyone in the parking area to hear. “Yousee,lwasright:
Itoldyouhe’dcome back. You didn’t want to believe me! Now, see
for yourself;”” Justin cried joyfully.

“T just screwed up the entire night,” murmured Lenny. “It’s
tomorrow,” he said, exposing his anger like a flooded stream that
had swallowed up a nearby village. “But we can’t just sit around
here, howling over a wasted night,” he said.

“T knew that all along. Tonight isn’t the right night,” interrupted
Justin. “T just didn’t want to say this to you.” He hurried away from
the parking lot entrance as though the BMW would appear out of
nowhere and yell out Slade’s name. He sensed Slade behind him,
dragging his feet.



Slade was filled with disappointment. He continuously turned to
look back, hoping to see his desired horse popping up mysteriously,

“What’s next?” asked Lenny, surrendering his leadership to
Slade.

“I’m going to hit the sack,” replied Justin.

“Just like a little baby!” said Slade, showing only disappomntment
on his face. ‘T’ll check the boys out. I guess they’re shooting pool.
At least there’ll be more action there than in this dead place.”

The parking lot stretched behind and above them Lenny first
condemned himself, but then he sought evidence to justify his
mistake. This he had learned from science; only researchers would
not admit the facts that they knew prior to forming their hypotheses.
He knew that the fact that Jackie was not at work did not mean she
was having an affair. And yet her lie pointed to something more
dreadful, an acknowledgment of the ultimate end to her marriage. It
would be more pleasing for the public if she had a mating partner
than if she was gambling and emptying bottles to shoot the time
away.

He slipped away from Jackie’s attitude-man reality, for the
wretchedness in loneliness threatened any sane person. He turned
instead to Chuck’s father. He wanted his seed to grow and
progress in the world, without doing his job of being a father. First,
we should be equal partners among ourselves, Lenny though,
and then work with our parents for a better world. We could
stop the entire institution of the rat race by refusing adults’
values, beliefs and norms; but this would be too destructive for
all worlds. For in each world, someone would attempt to beat
the system, reminding inhabitants of their feeble society. Lenny



came out on top by using Chuck as his royal stool.



8: Attitude-Man Reality

After the mcident i the restaurant, Chuck was scattered.
Twinkle, twinkle little star; how I wonder what will become of
me... and it appears as though all the kings men could not put
me together again. With all the little tiny bits in Chuck’s head, the
flash sometimes occurred: Fureka! The golden thread was bom
into a course of life, leaving perspiration and determination to carve
out a solid path. As scattering thoughts could mystically arrange
thenselves in an unconventional direction. the mind worked them
over to show the rebirth of life.

Eternity was burning in the room; not a single spectator was
present, and nobody was walking on the stars. Chuck had fallen
asleep several hours ago; his eyelids, each with asymmetrical rapid
movements, were witnessing a furious unearthly battle.

“No pleasant dreamms, no happiness. Is It really necessary?” said
The Transcendental Big Time Believer.

“They allow themselves to be transformed,” replied Technology.
“In less than a hundred years, I’ve given them a thousand years
worth of technological advancement. Now, my faithful, they
worship me as their Lord. Only I have their deliverance. See your
mistake in creation! The weaklings aren’t eating thenselves to death
like oversized worms. For them to see with their heads, they must



thin their feet away, so they have a better view of the ground. From
thinning and thinning, their feet become too weak for their body
weight, so they’re moving on the ground. But for how long? Don’t
get me wrong, Big Time Believer. There are countless ways of
doing wrong deeds. The serpent on the tree they’ve mistaken its
significance-it’s their destiny. For there’s only one way of being on
the ground: with a huge belly and no legs. Don’t get me wrong
agamn. Big Time Believer. Crawling on their stomachs is their
wormling destiny. Yes, even the old ones are hopeless; their skin
can be peeled off without hurting the juiceless merchandise. You,
my friend, have enlightened the young, for the old prunes to round
off with sports and my education. Hope and prosperity reside in the
domain of Technology.”
“This can’t work anymore, Technology. You’ve underestimated

the young ones, they’re not spectators. They’re the New World
order of all worlds.”

“Big Time Believer, you've forgotten one thing. The young, like
the gloomy ones now, will become old and flowerless. You don’t
want to change a nation, but the world and all the possible worlds.
In all realms, human beings are content with their polished plate. A
person can see hinself in this plate. And others too. They wear
these bright plates like armor, protecting their honor. What have
you offered them? Let me see, eternal darkness. Layers and layers
of pitch-blackness, which horrify them senselessly. The testing
period is over for man. Life is what you get and own, not seeking
light in emptiness. But you’ve condemned man to life without glory?
Without pride? Condermmned them to eternal damnation for a nimble
moment of forgetfulness?”



“Tell me. What do you expect from them? They’re aware of
your lies. Taking images for reality, and darkness for light. For sure,
your thin plated protection is a transparent image, too. It’s
fashioned with no dignified substance. The young don’t accept
social problems, environmental problens. And no cheap shiny skin
layers any longer.”

“Oh, Big Time Believer, you've served them well with your
bloated identity. What a monster of yourself, you’ve shown your
beloved. Threatening them with eternal dammation. They haven’t
lived long enough to deserve such a hideous punishment. You want
them to crawl to you. You harness them with freedom, so you can
neglect and abandon them while my institutions prove to them
otherwise. How merciless you are! I’ve given them all the metals in
the world. They can, of course, because of me, see ther true
reflection. They’ll recycle thenselves, in body. Yes, the image is
more real and interesting than any smoky identity.”

“The young still have their golden string together.”

“They wield, unfortunately, no power. The armored prunes run
therr life. The young serve the prunes. Constitutions, international
and national legal systems protect prunes like prized birds. The
prunes judge, condemn, and prosecute even the cradle. You're
naive to think of the young as having their own constitution, legal
system, lawyers, judges, and juries. You want them to work with
the prunes for a New World order. It’s hogwash!”

“Wake himup!

You’ll see how his head sleeps among the stars.”

“A wager, from you. Look at his roonrhe crawls among the



stars with his feeble feet, not with his head, as you wish. I like
sports, t00.”

“T should remind you, not all wise ones are flowerless. The spirit
of life knows no age.”

“Don’t try to talk me out of this game.”

“You've got a pomt,” the Big Time Believer conceded,
intentionally giving Technology a hint that he was hiding something,

Technology wondered about his opponent’s motive. “Trying to
take me for a ride, you golden bard. But this won’t work. I see, you
think governments are the most unprofitable organizations in any
world. They’re parasites to any healthy organism. Well, you don’t
need secret agents to discover their lies and fraud. Natural
resources, everyone knows the owner-they belong to everyone, not
to any private organization. Is that it, Big Time Believer? You think
I’'ve played all my cards, and 'm at a deficit. You give them
freedom, only for me to take away.”

“T have hope in the young. They can easily contract and market
an entire government to competitors. And every five years or so,
anyone in the world and underworld will be able to apply for your
presidential office. The post will be filled, leaving you as a runner
up. Yes, Technology, some people can be much more evil than
your little mind could ever imagine. They’re a threat to your own
kingdom They could easily privatize your armies and police force.
Your universities, colleges, and hospitals already underwent
privatization. Your weak opposition to the most powerful in the
underworld couldn’t influence the private armies that you had
created. Trying to really destroy the human world definitely implies
your own destruction. Is this what you want?”’



“Bluff! But, you still have a point. To destroy your world, T must
make someone more evil and powerful than me. You’re not so bad,
reminding me of my own house. Youre not practicing a hideous
deception on me. It’d go against your own nature. A conplete
destruction would imply my own disaster. But, the last answer is still
mine. How do you want your most faithful servants to dream about
you, Big Time Believer? 1 always think of myself as having a clear
conscience because everyone is welcome in my domain-Hell. But
now, you ask me to question my own armies. My own creation!”

“For all these years, you've been telling me goodness doesn’t
grow. Now, I'm telling you, evils flourish wild with ever increasing
power. You’ve undermined your own security terribly.”

“You’ve taught people how privatization works: the fittest will
enjoy everlasting life. You know the art of creating competition
among people, competing to enter your kingdom. You teach them
about the glory of being the best. Now, you’ve got their everlasting
rat race. Struggling to be the best at everything. You also tell them
each person is a conplete individual-everyone must cherish his own
fat ego in your holy name. But their egos have swallowed up your
holiness. Though we can’t see things alike, I've opened therr eyes.
Everyone had an equal share in this realm Can’t you see? Each
person had a fair dose of pollution, nuclear waste, depletion of the
ozone, environmental dumps, electro smog-they belonged to
everybody. I gave them true equality. Thank you for privatizing your
kingdom Now, nobody owns any of them,”” said Technology.”’Your
golden door allows them to enter one after the other like mindless
slaves. But my world has countless entrances. Just like pollution-
fairness for everyone. Each filthy pig has to chew something up to





































































































































































































































































































































































