
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
David
Halliday's

SECOND
THOUGHTS


Published by
David Halliday at Smashwords

Copyright
2019


EVERYBODY WANTS
TO BE WATCHED. Terrorists need press agents. Saviors need apostles.
Lovers need mirrors. What point is there to conquest if there is no
one to count the dead? What point is there to salvation if there
are no franchises? What point is there to love if… When Warhol
proclaimed that in the future everyone would have five minutes of
fame, he touched on a nerve in the human psyche. Immortality. And
it’s dark cousin - anonymity. Anonymity is time’s cancer. Crib
death. Miscarriage. A statistic. To be forgotten. The real heroes
are not those who are remembered but those who give up their lives
knowing they will be forgotten.

It’s a good
place to think. A BENCH. To mull over ideas. That’s my madness.
Everywhere I look I see patterns. Patterns are someone’s idea,
someone’s creation. Order is recklessly rearranging the furniture
around us. Old buildings being replaced by new buildings. Old
people dropping dead at the feet of children. Order giving birth in
the ashes of death. Order is my God. Patterns are His skin. I need
a universe in which everything makes sense. What else is
consciousness for?
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I try on
ideas like WOMEN MODEL DRESSES. I see if they fit me. Am I
comfortable? Do they bring out the best that I have to offer the
world? Reading Einstein was like changing my whole wardrobe. But
relativity affected my inner ear. Motion sickness. The nausea of
everything swirling around. Change. You can’t step into the same
river twice. Made my head spin. I need a still point. Oh, for the
innocence of the 13th century.
The earth was the centre of the sky. Man was the centre of
creation. The Church was the word of God.

I don’t hate
doing LAUNDRY. You’d think I would. It’s one of those things you do
without paying much attention to anything but how much time it’s
going to take. It’s like Purgatory. The Church doesn’t talk about
Purgatory any more. The nuns used to teach us that Purgatory was
the place you waited after you died until you suffered sufficiently
to enter heaven. Sort of like waiting to get into the Baseball Hall
of Fame. Sort of like waiting for an appointment in a doctor’s
office. Sort of like life. Sort of like a laundromat. It’s not
really work. It’s all about waiting.

I have these
awful thoughts. In THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT. When I can’t get to
sleep. Like a slide show. The planet. Devastated. Hardly a sign of
life except for the odd building on the landscape. And the sky is a
deep purple. Silver clouds drift by. And the land is black. Except
for the ditches where water runs red. There are leafless trees on
the horizon that look like crucifixes. And I’m the last person on
the planet. Except for a mysterious dark stranger. We’re the Adam
and Eve of the planet. And he’s a serial killer.
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I read a story
once about a man who lived on a planet teaming with life. Like
Earth. This man was AN ACCOUNTANT. A house in the suburbs. Two
kids. Two cars. A cottage. His wife was an artist. Dancer. Ran her
own school. One day aliens landed in Washington. Wouldn’t speak to
the President. Wouldn’t speak to the top scientists in the world.
They insisted on talking to this accountant. They brought the
accountant to Washington. It was in all the newspapers. There was a
private meeting with the aliens. No one else was allowed to attend.
The first question the accountant asked was, why me?Why not speak
to the President of the United States, or the Pope, or some famous
scientist? The aliens responded that they wanted to talk to him
because he was the only living being on the planet. The world
didn’t exist. Everything was a projection of the accountant’s
thoughts.

MY GRANDFATHER can’t
remember things. That is the worst kind of nightmare, to wake up
into each moment thinking that one had been asleep. To stand half
way up the staircase and not remember whether one was going up or
down. To look at one’s grandchild and not remember her name. To
feel the coins jingling in your pocket and not remember how to find
them. To stand before God at the last judgment and not remember the
sins you were accused of. To be totally innocent.

I feel NOTHING
INSIDE. All I think about is the past. Memories. Like I’m at the
dock watching my ship slip away. Women’s faces that I can’t
identify. Their legs wrapped around me. Broken conversations.
Silence. Drifting thoughts. About the places I should have gone.
The words I should have spoken. The things I could have become. But
I became a teacher. My mother’s dream. Never mine. I wanted to be a
missionary of ideas, a philosopher that lit up the world. I ended
up taking attendance, chastising someone else’s brat, marking
papers. Mixing my metaphors. Mixing my drinks.

I went to a
very CONSERVATIVE UNIVERSIY in Southern Ontario It was just after
the Beatles had conquered the new world without a shot being fired.
I was the only male student with long hair. I had a part time job
in a fast food shop in residence. Male students would come down and
nurse their milkshakes as they questioned me. Why did I have long
hair? Are your parents okay with it? Do the chicks like it? What
shampoo do you use? Girls. Many of them were afraid of me. A week
before Thanksgiving I was sitting in class with a close friend, we
called Mother. At one point before class Mother turned around and
spoke to the girl sitting there, Linda Zam, and asked her if she
would take me to her home for Thanksgiving. Linda looked at me and
said, my dad would shoot me if I showed up at the door with someone
who looked like you. Later in the year I was at the school pub
nursing a beer and waiting for Mother to show up. Three strange
long haired fellows sat down next to me. We've got a hit record,
one of them said. They mentioned the name. Didn't mean anything to
me. What are you called, I asked. The Stooges, they said. (Actually
they didn't tell me their name at that time. I figured it out later
but I thought it would be better for the story if I said they had.)
I'd never heard of the Stooges. Their leader said, do you want to
join our group. I told them that I had no musical talent. Couldn't
sing. Couldn't play an instrument except for the tambourine. But I
was an excellent poet. They walked out. Later I learned the leader
of the group was Iggy Pop. (Now I hear people thinking, who is Iggy
Pop?)

All I have is
MY SKIN. And the civilized courtesies of a practical life. I was at
the Zig Zag talking to a stranger. Paul Harris. Small talk. Nothing
talk. And I realized I knew as much about this guy as I did anyone
in my life. The superficial intimacy that alcohol can induce.
Football. The city. Weather. The opportunities for killers with
ambition. If it had been the middle-ages, perhaps our conversation
would have turned to the Crusades. But this was the twenty-first
century and our sacred homeland was not Jerusalem, but death. We
talked about serial killers. Harris seemed to have an unhealthy
interest in the subject. But then you look at books filling the
bookshelves. Or the movies that fill our theatres. Maybe our whole
society has an unhealthy interest in violence. In murder.

It is the
decade of the stand- up comic. We look to them for insight, solace,
catharsis. And that's what the President of the United States has
become. A stand-up comic. He's always trying to send out zingers.
Anything for a laugh. When NERO WAS CAESAR he decided to have
poetry put in the Olympics. He was a noted poet. I can see Trump
trying to get stand-up in the Olympics and inserting himself as the
athlete from the U.S.A. “Take my wife.... please.”
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Anybody lose a
kid


There is
MARY O’MALLEY standing inside sunny afternoons, the wind wrapping
bed sheets around her as she raised her arms, nailing the sheets to
a clothes-line. Her hair pulled back. Her cheeks rosy. Always
laughing. And there is her teenage son. Young Tom O’Malley standing
over a hole in his school uniform. The crowd around him weeping as
the caskets were lowered. And Tom wanted to cry. The crowd around
him smiling as the caskets were lowered. Look how brave he is. Losing both parents. A real little soldier. And Tom wanted to laugh.
But could not. Orphans never believe that they ever had
parents.

I’M DEAD. It’s
just a matter of time. God is my killer. He’s going to punish me. I
know it’s coming. When you do something terrible, you’ve got to pay
the price. Do the crime, pay the time. God’s waiting for me. I just
don’t know when it’s going to be. But, I’ve got to be
punished.

Over the years
I've had RUN-INS WITH COPS. Not arrests. I was at Gatwick Airport.
We had just arrived from Toronto. As I got off the plane, two
uniformed officers with machine guns stepped up on either side of
me. They escorted me into a small room. The conversation was brief.
As soon as they heard me speak, I was released. They were looking
for an Irishman. I was walking down Yonge Street in Toronto. Three
police cars skitted to a stop. Two cops on foot grabbed me and
pushed my face into the glass window of Kresge's. There was a sale
on soap. They asked for identification. They were looking for a
Frenchman. I was coming home from university and cut into the back
lane. I was sharing a flat with two girls on the main floor. There
were cop cars all over the place. Cops were straddled across the
hoods of their cars, guns aimed. A couple minutes later two cops
came out of the upstairs flat. My neighbour was handcuffed. He'd
just killed his wife and kid. They weren't looking for me. I was at
a local pool watching my kids' swimming lessons. Two cop cars came
racing across the park. I put my hands in the air. I knew the
routine. They were looking for a peeping tom. My kids came running
out of the pool. Daddy, are they going to arrest you? I have three
uncles who are cops. One was a detective in Ottawa. My dad said
they were bullies when they were kids. He had to kick their ass
several times to keep them out of trouble.
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h, it'll show up.


Jack the Ripper
liked his liver with A GLASS OF PORT. I suppose like everyone else
he worried about his weight. Do you think he counted calories? Did
he worry about cholesterol? Want to avoid eating organs? Definitely
stay away from the stuffed heart. I wonder if he carried a
toothbrush with him. Or dental floss. Did he have a dental plan?
Did he have false teeth? Do you think he put them in a glass of
water overnight?

Trying to meet
Mr. or MISS RIGHT. The right one? Like we were looking for God. Is
that why Jesus has so many groupies? Personal ads in the newspaper.
Hanging out in bars. Singles clubs. Church bazaars. Why are we so
lonely? Wandering through art museums and supermarkets. Van Gogh
and melons. Why do artists paint naked women and bowls of fruit?
How many forests have been destroyed so bad poets can write
terrible poems about love?

I can NEVER
SLEEP. Soon as my head hits the pillow, my brain turns on. Ideas.
Things that you can never imagine yourself thinking. For months I
used to worry about my airplane. There’s a small airport near the
trailer where people land small aircraft. And as soon as my head
was horizontal I started to worry. Where did I park the airplane?
It’s not like it wouldn’t be easy to find. There can’t be more than
a couple dozen airplanes on the ground. But I couldn’t recall
parking it anywhere. Keeps me up for hours. And then one day I was
in Durham in this small grocery store picking up a few vegetables
when it suddenly dawned on me. I don’t have an airplane.

Everywhere I go
I find that PEOPLE ARE ANGRY. Sometimes there are targets for that
anger. Refugees, cops, visible minorities, politicians, teachers,
white privilege. No one is angry at firemen. But the targets are
there so that people don't go mad. They don't know why they are
angry. The times are unsettled. Things are changing too quickly.
The future looks bleak. People are losing confidence in
reality.
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I wanted to believe in
SOMETHING. I prayed. But all I could hear was the echoed clang of a
clapper against a bell
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