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I stumbled across

Théodore Géricault’s

Nude Warrior with a spear

and where upon

I was sure

he was going to attack

he started to sing

"Reflections of My Life"
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I Suppose
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It is a miracle of sorts that he had just enough energy to get home; otherwise, he would have to collapse somewhere on some sidewalk somewhere, and that just doesn’t seem nearly as good an idea as actually getting home.

But we all have limits, and at some time or another we run out of energy entirely and die (I suppose). Normally we just go to sleep or eat something, and that brings us back to life, not quite a resurrection, as that particular trick isn’t a common ability. Although, there are some that swear that it’s been done, but maybe not in the last two thousand years or so; it isn’t something that students in medical school are taught about. When students learn about death, there isn’t some caveat that occasionally the patient will resurrect. But, surely, we shouldn’t discount the possibility.

Falling asleep isn’t quite like dying, and so waking up isn’t quite like resurrecting, but it might be a bit of an approximation. Your closest understanding of what death is like might come from your experience of what falling asleep is like. You might notice that, in fact, you don’t even remember falling asleep. You were asleep, then you woke up eight hours later. Maybe you recalled a dream and were relieved that you didn’t really drive your car into your aunt’s house.

It’s easy to lose track of reality when it comes to falling asleep and then it’s easy to fail to recognize a dream as being just a dream. Although, there are people who do recognize that they are dreaming and then they fly off to someplace else. It is a common response to the realization that this isn’t real life.

But in the end, you wake up and realize that you have to go to work but contemplate skipping the shower to save time. I once was on the SkyTrain and a woman sat next to me and said, "you look like someone who showered." So it seems, I made the correct decision by not skipping the shower, while the other fellow she was sitting next to before (the guy that she didn’t enjoy sitting next to), had made the wrong decision.

I’m all about making the right decisions, a fact that often means I can’t make them. I might be better at making decisions if I was okay with the possibility of making bad ones. But adapting to this paradigm isn’t a decision I have yet to make. Perhaps that’s a mistake.
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And There Were Clouds
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The clouds, hovering over the house, threatened rain, but it seemed likely, at least, that they were bluffing. The wind, on the other hand, was pleasant, and hinted of nothing wrong.

The father didn’t fear rain and enjoyed the gentle wind. It was yet another reminder of the beauty of the world, or at least, the neighbourhood. He couldn’t see the entire world from here.

He got on a bike that he borrowed from his adult son, Daniel, and was off, heading out in no particular direction, as he used to do back when he was twelve, riding without a destination.

“I got on my bike,” he’d later recall, telling his disinterested wife, as he filled his glass with water at the kitchen sink. “I didn’t know where I was going. And I didn’t care.” Neither did she. He took a sip of water. He looked out the window. It rained.
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Now, this lecture will be exceedingly tedious. I do not mean this as an apology. Although, given society’s proclivity to avoid tedium at all costs, it is understandable how this could be misconstrued as such.

But make no mistake; this lecture shall be deliberately tedious, boring, with a hint of pretentiousness. These three qualities shall constitute the trichotomy that best describes the experience of this lecture. At no point shall you find this lecture enjoyable or interesting, unless in an act of defiance.

Now, if you would turn to page 12 of your textbook, you should find a table of tedium coefficients.

Unfortunately, those of you who elected to buy second-hand books might find this page ripped out by the previously tortured student.

However, if you are unlucky enough to still have this page intact, please refer to Figure 1.4 entitled Table of Tedium Coefficients.

Every activity in the known universe has its own tedium coefficient. If you know the duration and this coefficient for any particular activity, you can calculate the exact time that the activity in question will become tedious.

This is actually of no use to anyone. But good luck unlearning it.

We will spend the rest of the lecture watching paint dry.
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On Worrying About Everything
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Every now and again, when having a conversation with my mother, she will tell me that I can’t worry about everything. I don’t know if that’s just something that mothers in general tend to say, or even if they do, whether that’s something they only tend to say to their children (as opposed to other people’s children), or whether that is only something they say to their sons and not to their daughters, or only to children with curly hair, and so on and so forth.

Perhaps this isn’t even a trait common among mothers. Maybe it’s just my mother who likes to say this.

Additionally, as far as I know, I’m the only person she likes to tell this to. I have never heard her say this to anyone else. Of course, as I’m sure would be obvious to most people, I’m not aware of all of my mother’s conversations, but I suppose I could ask people who have at least talked to her once, whether she has ever told them this.

Another striking fact is that other people don’t feel the need to tell me that I can’t worry about everything. Only my mother.

Now, I don’t know if this is because they’re just trying to be polite, or whether this is really more in the purview of a mother to say. That is to say, that if I could somehow stop being my mother’s son, would she still tell me that I can’t worry about everything. On this point, we can only speculate, as there is no way that I could actually stop being my mother’s son, and even if I could, my mother might be so offended by the act, that she wouldn’t talk to me anyway.

Well, regardless, I’ve always maintained that, in fact, I can worry about everything; I just haven’t gotten around to it. While it might be obvious to some people, such as my mother, that I spend much of my time worrying about things, it is also true that I have competing interests. So perhaps, if I were more focused on worrying about things, I could eventually worry about everything. Maybe it just requires more of a time commitment than I have been willing to give it.

However, lately, I’ve started to worry that she might be right that I can’t worry about everything.

On the one hand, this is a good thing because in worrying about this, I have one fewer thing to cross off of my list of everything to worry about, but, on the other hand, it might be bad because maybe it just isn’t humanly possible to worry about everything.

And even if it’s humanly possible, it might not be possible for me. Now that I think about it, I’m not sure whether her statement is meant in a more general
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