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Musca Domestica: As Through a Glass Darkly

The End

A young man is walking down a neighborhood street on the West Side of Chicago. 

By most people’s definitions he’s NOT a “nice young man.” In fact, he’s a brigand or a gang banger in more modern parlance—I like all the old words and many of the old worlds, and strive to preserve what was good within them, but that’s just me; our young man has no such silly aspirations. Instead, he just wants power, and since he’s been raised by distant relatives and was never loved as a child should be, he’s one murderous son of a bitch with no idea of how to acquire what he desires.

To make matters even worse, he wasn’t exactly sure what he actually desired, or wanted, let alone needed, or, sadly, even who his real mother was, or his father . . . He was an orphan in every sense of the word. 

His earliest memories were not of his mother, but of being handed off to a parade of supposed blood relatives who grudgingly took care of him, if one can call it that; their care amounting to a meal here and there and a safe place to sleep, except when it wasn’t, as one supposed blood relative taught him one fine day: “Men like to stick their dicks in things. You’re a thing. C’mere!”

He received little love or kindness and none of that thing we call “edification.” No one was “concerned” with him or his well-being, it seemed. And he never received a birthday or Christmas present. Not even a card. In fact, in all the households he’d occupied, those lovely days weren’t even celebrated.

There’s nine million stories in our naked city; our young man’s (and he is ours; they all are) is just one. And it’s a bad one! Instead of being blessed, he’s cursed. His life so drastically fucked up . . . and he didn’t even know it: To him, his reality was the only reality there was, because it was the only reality he knew or saw; and he didn’t think so much—instead he’d react to chemical signals from the various biological systems that exist within humans—which is why he believed his reality was the only one there was and therefore it must be everyone else’s reality too. Like we said, he didn’t spend much time “thinking.”

Lack of normal thought processes aside, on this fine autumn afternoon, our young man’s out walking the blocks in Chicago when he sees three members of a rival clique (what people he knew called gangs), who are not supposed to be “over here.” So, almost by reflex, he pulls out his switch (what people he knew called guns; he didn’t have friends, his world being made of allies, enemies—opps he calls them—victims, authorities, and civilians), and shoots them all multiple times, right on the spot. Then he stands over them and puts one cold one into each of their heads to make certain they’re gone forever. Then he jogs off like nothing happened, because to his way of not-thinking, nothing had.

Cameras are everywhere now. Many don’t like it, but it does make things safer and much easier for the police, as perpetrator identifications are almost automatic now, and our young man is no exception. 

Long ago, he most likely would’ve gotten away with murder, but now umpteen cameras had recorded his actions; the cops had him cold and now they had his cell number too, so they knew his location—four blue-and-whites squeal to a stop on the residential street our young man is walking down. A mess of cops jump out as our young man pulls his switch again, but before he can pull its trigger, he’s already dead, killed by a fusillade of lead from the police, who once they saw the gun, reflexively responded with deadly force, as their training had instructed them to do.

Just another sad end, to another sad story. Chicago has a million of ’em; and millions of good ones too, and don’t get me going on the “great” ones, of which we have in abundance, but they ain’t this one: Nope! Not even close. 

Our young man is dead! Deader than shit, dead before he hit the ground, dead before he had even the slimmest of chances of learning of love and kindness. Dead before he ever got to live, one could say. His nothing of a life over before it began. Ended. Done. Life ain’t fair, death often less so . . .

But the thing is: every end is a beginning. It’s just how life works. Why should death be any different? Why should death work differently? And again, our young man, our hero if you will, is no exception to rules and patterns that are completely beyond his control or his ken; he’s enmeshed within them. It’s not a choice. He isn’t free. The thing that is “him,” his core, goes where whatever, or whoever controls reality puts it; he has zero say in the matter.

When the bullets disintegrate his body, he’s turned off, like someone flicked a switch: He Gone! As Hawk Harrelson, an old Chicagoan, used to say . . . but then he isn’t . . . he’s back on!  Again! And again, like someone had flicked a light switch.

But now things are different. Very different! His memory is intact; he remembers his last existence . . . how he died, everything, but now he’s strong—he can feel it—now he’s very strong! He bounces on his legs, reveling in how easy it is, but he can’t see, or more accurately, he can’t make sense of what he can see, and he has no hands, or arms, but what does he have? He can’t tell because he’s distracted by whatever the fuck is wrong with his eyes.

Everything’s blurry. Nothing seems to be in focus—he can see light and dark but details are hard to make out—and it seems as if he can see behind him, and in all directions, and it’s confusing, confusing as fuck! And he’s tasting and smelling stuff with his feet, and he seems to have a lot of them, but they’re blurry. Everything is! He doesn’t like it. But he’s not hurting physically, which is something he thinks, as he begins the process of learning his new reality. His name was De Marquise, the only thing good or royal, besides life itself, his mother ever gave him.



A few miles east of where De Marquise was killed—but light years away by different measure—a young boy named Jeffery is waking up in downtown Chicago. 

He stretches luxuriously in his silken PJ’s, under his silken sheets, as he lies waking in his sumptuous, king-sized bed, in his sumptuous king-sized bedroom (a suite of four rooms), in his parents’ sumptuous king-sized, multilevel house that occupies the top four floors of the forty story office building his father owns near the corner of State Street and Wacker Drive deep in the heart of the city. 

Jeffery presses a button on a remote on his nightstand and the curtains on the walls surrounding his bed open and, from a great height, he sees Lake Michigan sparkling and blue under the rising sun. He presses another button and orders breakfast from the on-staff cook; Eggs Benedict, home baked rye toast, and fresh squeezed orange juice sans pulp, he thinks will be fine today. It’s his favorite breakfast.

He uses a pressure switch on the bedside remote to adjust the floor-to-ceiling windows’ tints, so the blazing rays of sunrise are mitigated now; turning them into a pleasant visage, one easy on the eyes. Pleasant and easy are two words that can be applied to many aspects of our young Jeffery’s existence. His parents filthy rich—his father an advertising executive who invented a specific type of advertising, then used it to sell billions in product for various clients—the result being that his father, Alexander he was called, was rolling in dough.

His mother was a literal dilettante and proud of it: active in Temple, many Jewish organizations and many civic organizations of which there was a lot of overlap, but never accomplishing much for the civic good, just for her own personal social calendar. 

Both Jeffery’s parents were detached. Neither gave a rat's ass for Jeffery or his brother, other than as props to be paraded in front of friends and business associates. Jeff never felt loved, it seemed, nor did his older brother, because neither of them ever were.

They were raised by nannies, maids, and tutors, of which there seemed to be an endless supply. These were, by and large, nice people; refined, educated, and well-mannered, but the boys were a job to them, not objects of love and affection. So Jeffery and his brother were stunted emotionally, misshapen one could say. This manifested darkly in his older brother, whom Jeffery rarely saw—and Jeffery is our focus here—and young Jeff didn’t have a mean bone in his body. Nope! Not one. He was simply a very nice kid, but one who was emotionally stunted as we said.

The part of Jeff that would’ve blossomed had he been loved by his parents, or anyone for that matter, atrophied and, in a sense, fell off of his psyche. He wasn’t mean though. He didn’t bear ill will toward anyone. He just didn’t feel anything with intensity. He was bland in personality and affect. Pudgy, short, and soft, he’d blend into any crowd. He wasn’t macho and his sex drive was minimal. The only things that stimulated him, that excited him, that turned him on so to speak, were video games.

He didn’t know why, and he didn’t care to expend any effort in analyzing why the worlds in the games seemed more real and more important than the “real” world; he just wanted to pursue, explore and experience them . . . and he had unlimited funds: so one room of the suite of rooms he called his “bedroom” became filled with state-of-the-art gaming systems and high-end, powerful computers, each with its own set of high-end gigantic computer
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