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​...It was painfully evident that Roger had no real clue of where the hell he was.
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It was a somewhat chilly night with an occasionally brisk breeze that crawled up the legs of this short clad, pencil framed wanderer. His night’s escapade. It had no real aim or goal, except to wander the roads and get drunk, and so far, pretty much consisted only of getting lost. Though no aim or goal, not entirely true, for he was, in fact seeking what he always sought on these walks, that ever elusive spot upon the globe where every single thing that occurred upon it didn’t totally piss him the fuck off and fill him with disgust.

Roger was drinking from a water bottle filled with vodka as he walked.

The delicate tuning of fine Swiss craftsmanship escaped Roger. The reason for this was not that he had some ten dollar watch that never worked, it was because he was anti-time. To Roger, time was but a concept and a rather abstract one at that. Who the hell were people to tell time what it was doing, day in and day out. And what the hell was daylight savings time? How exactly do you decide to restructure, rearrange, and alter time, when time is the master of all who walk or crawl within it? All will eventually fall by its hand and turn to dust, to be forgotten and so, never have been, whether your moments upon its stage were the minutes before congenital birth defect ripped you from its canvass before you ever spoke a word, or took you away at one hundred and four, doing so because, please already, when the hell are you going to stop yammering about shit no one else could possibly remember, shit no one freakin’ cared about, even when it was happening. People, please, if you don’t actually have something to say, just shut the hell up, please. Time, do we understand it, can we label it within fractions of twelve or twenty four, to Roger, it was ridiculous to think that one could.

Once upon a time, Roger owned a watch, but it was a problematic situation where he would lead himself, with much vigor, into the logic just detailed and into deep headaches, until he threw the goddamned thing out. What is the point of all this? Roger was wondering what time it was...Oh, dude, fuck you, dude. You should be disgusting and pissing yourself off because of yourself...Um, OK, fine, dude is doing just that. Dude has a tendency to, at times, do exactly that. But at least, Roger had the decency to recognize when he was being hypocritical. Members of the various flocks, not so much.

So, Roger drank from his bottle as he walked.

He walked along side streets, brownstones on either side. Through these side streets, brownstones on both sides, he walked for what seemed like hours. Roger continued walking through these interwoven off roads of brown stones and he thought it strange, for where exactly within New York City was there a place where these structures went on for so long? The thought was dancing gingerly upon his brain because, normally, after traveling for such a long amount of time, didn’t something change? Roger thought back to the night’s passing, or rather, lack thereof, and though all had seemed normal enough, once upon a time, it reached a point where everything seemed to stop.

In the beginning, there were city streets with idiots that tread upon them, on their idiotic way, to then do their idiotic things that idiots did, the idiot that is Roger passing them by. Buildings looked the way that buildings look at night, cars drove by as the quicker form of idiot travel, so that those assaholic idiots could become drunk on their assholishness and enter idiocy sooner. Because I mean, you’ve got to get there as fast as possible, don’t you now? It was all the normal scenery one might expect during a typical city excursion, out amidst the masses. But, as Roger made his way through the off roads, the areas of brownstones, things seemed to blend.

There were rows of the little buildings along either side of the street, each building separated with minimal room, the front of each enclosed by a little, black gate that opened to stairs that went either up or down, depending, of course, on what type of steps they were. Each building mirrored the others as they formed into a maze, within which, nothing was distinguishable and each step or turn led to pathways of same structures along the sides. Roger didn’t know when it had happened, or if it had even happened at all, the similarities owing themselves to the effects of extended and drunken, tedious travels. Roger knew nothing except that the buildings seemed to have blended, flowing into each other.

Though the buildings were peculiar, the faces of the residents were more so. Behind each of the little closed black gates that opened to stairs that either went up or down, again, it all depends on the type of steps, stood one person, one person per building, the faces blending, each with an apathetic, barren stare, until one blank gaze was the same as any other. It seemed you could play musical faces and exchange one for another, though they didn’t seem they would welcome the music, and probably wouldn’t even notice the difference.

The people stood motionless behind those little, black gates, would lock onto Roger, follow his motions with their eyes, until it seemed the eyes no longer felt like moving, at which point they would slowly fall back into place, directly centered from their domicile, behind those little, black gates. The process was slow and lifeless. No one talked, and all wore the same expression upon the void of their face...But was this in any way, actually a bad thing, Roger considered. One of life’s certainties to Roger was that if he found himself out, weaving through the masses, a large portion of those masses would really make him sick and piss him off and fill him with disgust. Take this as an example. Though by no means a red state, there were, unfortunately, at least a few Republicans making the rounds within this city. And this non red state, Roger thought to himself, had fuckin’ Guliani as its mayor for how many hundreds of years. Bloomberg, Pataki its Governor, how exactly does that work? “We are a blue state, tried and true. For the rest of the country, only Democrats! Now and forever, but as for us, specifically, our daily lives...Fuck it, we want to be Republicans.” Hypocritical, maybe just a bit? Sure, now it was Cuomo and Deblasio but don’t be surprised if the populace enacts a resolution to attach itself to New Jersey, newly named Really New, New York, Jersey cast off from the title because who the hell could possibly ever want anything to do with New Jersey? Nobody ever goes to New Jersey on purpose, um, unless of course, they are going to Giants or Jets games. State name in front for both those teams, New York, does more need to be said? Actually it does because the point was sort of strayed from, so back to it. Roger honestly felt, don’t be surprised if New Yorkers decided to join New Jersey just so they could then be governed by Chris Christie, ruler of New Jersey, another so-called forever blue state. Don’t want them running the White House, but please, please, run my house. I suppose, somewhere that might make some sort of fuckin’ sense, but wherever that somewhere was, was a somewhere, Roger wished not to be.

And sure, New York was considered by many a soulless, Godless city, but, there were actually, probably one or two of those God fearing folks within it. At least eight, Roger knew for sure. How did he know this? Because he was well aware he passed eight of them before entering Brownstone way. How could he know this, you ask? Because of facial hair, idiotic conglomerations of facial hair. Someone please explain this to me, Roger thought to himself, ‘Why in hell is it that every fundamentalist sect of every religion has such stupid, stringent rules about facial hair? Do you honestly think your God could possibly, in any way freakin’ care about the length of the stubble on your face? Do you not think that he maybe, possibly, being your supreme being, he would maybe have something better to friggin do?’ But, of course, those eight would be from religions other than Christianity, so conceivably there could be only the eight of them, yeah, I know that’s bullshit, but just tossing it out to better make the next point. But, Christians, Roger had a funny feeling there were actually a wee bit more than eight of them around the city, but of course, Roger knew you couldn’t tell that they were Christians due to the idiotic rules of having facial hair, because Christians pretty much don’t believe in things like facial hair or long hair reaching down to about the shoulders from the top of one’s head, because they consider these things so un-Christian.

And so, one should, by this point, be able to plainly see that, no people walking the streets, passing Roger, just silent, barren stares, locked in their cages, speaking not a word, nor TVs playing, insipid images, inane content, nor cars, nor really anything, maybe not a bad thing. Could this be the place he sought where everything didn’t disgust and piss Roger the fuck off? If so, they might want to consider rewriting the brochure, for, as one should also clearly be able to see, Roger, he was, at this moment, pretty fuckin’ disgusted and pretty fuckin’ pissed the fuck off. One final point to be made here about this. I imagine there might be some out there who might object to what was said because God was only ever referred to as he, not the option of he or she, considering that misogynistic. But people, please, women fuckin’ bleed from their crotches one week a month, every month, and the only time they don’t do this is because they have something festering within their stomach, not yet existing, for still in the womb, but to one day burst forth at a weight of several pounds through that very same crotch. You really, honestly think God could be a woman, if a God there ever was?

Roger drank some more as he walked. Breathing seemed to fall behind, as if the world couldn’t keep up with itself. Everything was mistimed. It felt like it should be morning, but the sky said differently, still the purest black. Of course, this may very well be one of those times when minutes seemed like hours. Time spent lost on the streets can easily redefine and exaggerate itself, but still, that didn’t explain the faces, the blended, barren faces. And so, he walked.

He continued walking and drinking, then stopped. He stared in front of him as he stood there, and could see, just up ahead, the never ending brownstones ceased and the street he was on reached its end with a clearing of soil, no grass. In the center of it was a building. The building looked like some burnt out, soot covered bomb shelter. Roger could hear music emanating from within its walls. There was a large, dirty, rusted slab of steel for a door that stood amidst a charcoal colored wall that looked like it was really a smoke stained white. Roger walked up to it and stood before the door, thinking to himself as he stood there, ‘Maybe, maybe she will be in there, someone who can make this world make sense, someone who can overcome the absence of reason. Someone, something real, truth, someone who is not an illusion. Maybe, maybe she will be.”

And so was completed what had seemed an aimless, endless journey, an endless journey which wasn’t doing its job very well as it was now a journey with an end, an end that had been met, so you know that somebody will be losing their job over in the journey department.

Roger went inside...

He slipped through the heavy weighted door as it slammed shut behind him, locking him in. Light flickered and flashed and played on the walls and in the sky. The sky: Arcing dome decorated with celestial images, planets and stars. The light would cut across the domed ceiling, stars would twinkle like illusory dreams, and planets would light up, as if to offer the world, a world of make believe. Painted pictures hung overhead like Gods, as if this were heaven. Roger walked through as the light made the zombies dance. A thousand eyes stared right through him, cutting with their vision, their life, their death. They looked dead. The music pounded as Roger weaved his way through the masses. Glances shot through him, Roger knew no one saw him. Green light cast beams across the sky, red light blazed a burning haze across Roger’s face. He was a phantom as he made his way through the entangled crowd. Through the empty eyes he paraded, through the liquor filled banquet hall, halls of madness, paper walls to paper halls, he weaved. The zombies, caught up in their own spiritual, little world, so taken away, so enveloped, were pawns to flashes of the sound, followers to some sense of magic. But they were zombies, and the thousand blurred faces were elevated above the world, stealing truth with the deceptive make believe, and within a flash were revealed as clones of the same barren model. Caught in Roger’s eyes, they sank beneath and joined the faceless faces where everyone was the same and they could all be rulers of their own world, but everyone just seemed to fall away as Roger continued to make his way outside the circle, with mystery making them something they were not, coexisting with a hanging truth that made them nothing. But the images played. Words were fired amongst them like silver bullets with silver linings, feeling sour. The flashes of power upon the pale, upon the sky, letting the images dance in a masquerade, a façade being picked apart. They see passion, emotion, life and fresh wings, but men behind curtains are pulling the strings and running it all. The banquet hall, with tourists to boot. Picture shows and fashion shows, and this was the world but the world just didn’t feel right. So Roger tried to not open his eyes, but it was all a sham. It was a fraud. Everything was fake. This knowledge kept everything feeling off as the world pounded under a hollowed out light show, under pretense and deception that would not let itself be believed and would not throw itself away, so it just was, the fraud, the lie, the world. The lights lied, the sky lied, the world lied. Roger slipped through the heavy weighted steel door as it slammed shut, locking him out...

“Well that fuckin’ sucked.” Roger announced to the air.

“Well you fuckin’ suck.” the air announced, back.

“Hey, go fuck thyself, motherfucker, whoever the fuck you are!” Roger unleashed, to whom, he had no clue.

“Yes, well, we would prefer that you didn’t go in that room.” was the reply from the voice.

“What room?” was Roger’s response, his words trailing off like gunshots over a pond, no answer returning from the water’s depths, a man without a clue...

...The sound of the gunshots...echo...echo...echo...

Gunshots resounding...Gunshots resounding...How many dead and still it’s counting...No action taken, still it’s mounting, climbing ever higher, for as Jesus said, “I will not rest 'till all are dead.”

Sixty-two mass assaults since 82’, but what the fuck should it mean to you? Thirty-three since two thousand six, but not a problem you should fix. How about a five year old boy shooting to death his two year old sister, accidentally with a .22 carbine, single shot crickett rifle, made and marketed for kids with the slogan, “Your first gun.” Fun? Who could possibly ever see wrong with that, or NRA, ever fat, or coward governmental pawns, criticism, Jesus yawns. For he knows, as all you toters do, the only amendment that is true, so dictated from his holy cloud, so resounding, ever loud, “No man may an island be, when intertwined with blessed me, but seal my constitution with a kiss, every man, a militia is.” So fuck things like background checks, or assault weapon bans, no high capacity magazines, or safety locks, because, as God did decree, “Why, I would so much rather have some crazy fucker shoot me in the head, so strike me dead, than to ever consider that it might possibly be denied, that God given right to shoot some other fucker in the head, at all.” 4, 7, 5, 12, 6, 5, 27...Jackpot! I just won the 2012 lottery, all the numbers nailed on the head, bleeding red, dead, what was that, that God, he said, “Thou shalt not kill”, therefore, assault rifle ownership, overflowing stock, a given for dedicated flock, never try to take our guns, for 'tis our inalienable rights. Life, love, the pursuit of happiness, ours, not yours. Nothing, more sacred upon this earth than the right for lethal fire power, just look in the bible, you will see, assault rifles will always, blessed be. Cowards bow down, because of lobby, a somewhat twisted and sick hobby, so afraid of losing elections, but caring not for bullets directions.

October 2nd, 2006. West Nickel Mines School. Amish schoolhouse, Lancaster PA. Thirty-two year old Charles Carl Roberts separated the girls from the boys. Let the boys leave. Bound the girls at the feet. He shot the girls in the back of the head, execution style. Five of them died, ages six to thirteen. Six injured. But, so let there be light, so God decreed, “Let that man have thy gun!” and thus the NRA decreed, “Take away that man’s gun, we will run you out of office!” And so, bow down both blue and red, neither seeming to care who it was that was dead. Just a note, in case any wondered, the shooter, not actually Amish. But come on, can you blame him, I mean, think of all that evil, sadistic shit those Amish do.

Republicans, the NRA’s wife, but Democrat cowards, thou art the NRA’s bitch.

Guns are there, will always be, so why not make those guns free, for if we don’t, as is God’s will, they’ll simply get them somewhere else, to kill...Of those sixty-two mass shootings between 1982-2012, forty-nine of the times, the guns were obtained legally, yet still, you don’t think that maybe, possibly, conceivably, maybe something should have been done to keep those guns out of their hands? Of course not, for that would be to deprive us of that most sacred of our sacred rights, the right to descend forever darkness upon a school, for they’re the ones who are the fool. For ever going there in the first place. Shouldn’t they have known they would get shot in the face? Stupid child, you should have hid...Oh time out, wait, I think they did.

December 14th, 2012. Sandyhook Elementary School, Newtown CT. Teacher hid children from her class under desks, rampage already engaged, enraged, blood spilled, so many killed. Five more first graders under desks, now dead. Bad it would be if that was all that could be said, but how bad it was, was so much more, so many first graders dead before. This classroom visited, not the first, another had met gunfire burst. Death toll, this one, almost nil, for the one before, so many more killed. But there was one amongst it, a six year old, a little girl, both wise and bold. Did not die because she remained still. No reason then for him to then kill, that already gone, would be repeating song. Exited classroom, reached her mother, whatever could have been her bother? To her mother, the words she said, “Mommy I’m OK but all my friends are dead.”

...Hare Krishna Hare Krishna Krishna Krishna Hare Hare...

“Very well, but we would prefer you didn’t go in that room.”

Roger opened his eyes. The world exploded around him then flooded from all sides, pouring into the bareness, life so returned. Faces were animated, cars drove by, conversations, sky showed both stars and cloud, a scene so standing, and so proud, but proud of what? Responding ever loud...it screamed in silence, no one heard...a single motherfuckin’ word.

Roger heard nothing.

He stood for a moment then looked around. Sound returned, voices calling out exuberantly. Cars gliding before him, people walking on the streets, the buildings surrounding, expanding, growing, brownstones exploded into the sky. How is that? He knew not why, and didn’t care, but buildings grew, skyscrapers staring down below. So goddamn well and goddamn what. Carry on without a but...

But, but, but, but, but, but, but, but what?....

“Very well, but we would prefer you didn’t go in that room.”...

Roger shook his head, drank, and began to walk.

He walked some more, the usual city surroundings again returning, Roger not so sure this was in fact a good thing. Idiocy, stupidity, annoyance and just general dislike entering the mind through eyes and ears.

OK, that last bit about mass shootings, might we maybe tone it down a tad? Commentary about something not quite as bad? Sort of hope, Roger will maybe find something else within this world that pisses him off, something maybe not quite as extreme? Um, pretty sure he can. Lots of that sort of shit abounding, too.

Roger passed a bar, patrons inside, quite exuberant, shouting, so caught up in their desires. What were their desires that had them so enthralled? Football. Fuckin’ football. But actual, real football, as known to the rest of the world, soccer here, and really, American football, why, do tell, was it named that when a different sport was already named that? Not to mention, the foot is, like, never used, so not only is it an extreme example of non-originality plagiarism, but it doesn’t even make any sort of goddamn sense at all. But it wasn’t even American Football, Americans, you take everything and bastardize and cheapen it, but what was happening here was Roger was walking past a bar, people celebrating, spilling outside, watching football. Not just football, the fuckin’ World Cup. ‘What, Christ, the world cup, not the freakin’ world cup. Still.’ sounded Roger in his head. ‘When is this freakin’ thing ever going to end? My God, it’s been going on longer than the Afghan war, by this point, hasn’t it, and really, equally as destructive to the state of the world. Sure as hell feels that way.’ Roger had indeed re-entered into society, a good thing? Seriously questioned.

And so, on again, Roger walked, drinking more, while two countries, no one in this country in any way cared about at all, battled it out on a grass field, and battled it out, um, ‘Why the hell is it, death tolls from soccer, sorry, football matches often outnumber wars?’ Roger thought, ‘I mean seriously, come on, sort of, is it not, maybe, I don’t know, just...a...fuckin’ ...game!’ So maybe lighten the hell up and get a fuckin’ life, rather than living and, not dying, but killing over the results of your country or club. Really dudes, it’s soccer. I’m not even going to call it football, because you assholes don’t deserve it. You are, every last one of you, in every single country you exist in, so completely stupid, you make George W. Bush look like...um... well, someone who isn’t completely stupid, though who that someone might be does not come to mind. OK, fine, you don’t actually do that because, George W. Bush’s stupidity, sort of impossible to erase, but all should probably get the point.

But, back to the topic that Roger was thinking about as he walked across the sidewalk, leaving the World Cup happy bar behind him, but then, sure, why not, encountering another bar, a repeat of the first, because this is, of course, America. Soccer, football, dumbass game, ever so popular, but, Roger thought to himself, some dude actually bites some other dude, then gets punished, but, then politician from biters country, curses and criticizes FIFA for, OK, fuck you, but really, Roger thought to himself, bite someone, and not just that, how many times on the field are soccer, soccer, soccer players kneeing others in the head, kicking, elbowing, punching players, referees. I mean, come on, it’s soccer. That’s right, soccer. So really dudes, stop trying to pretend you’re badasses, because you’re really, really not. American Football, three hundred fifty pound lineman doing these things, sure, and you know what, let the motherfucker do it 'till he’s done, just, you know, get out of his way and let him do it. But you, soccer, soccer, not giving you the satisfaction of referring to it as football as you would like, though really now, foot-ball, the foot is all that is supposed to be involved, no teeth, elbows, hands, but dudes, what are you, the weight of anorexic ten year old girls, and you’re acting out like this. Tell you what, every one of you, all those biters, kicking, punching, elbowing, kneeing dudes, let’s set up a match, all of you versus an entire team of those three hundred-fifty pound American Football line men dudes. Um, want to play now, in that way that you play, that is? Come on, you are, of course, badasses, aren’t you?

And so, Roger walked and walked, drinking some more, seeking, maybe some new place where he might find that company he had sought. Idiots passed on left and right as idiot passed idiots by, idiot mentioned passing by idiots, passing by a TV playing in a storefront window, what’s playing, a commercial, saying...”Perdue, we believe in a better chicken.” Roger responding out loud to it, “Yeah motherfuckers, you know, a better chicken is a living chicken, motherfuckers!”

Society, showing itself, a beautiful thing, as it always did, had, and will.

But, on, he walked.

Denizens, disciples of the destruction, filtered from the looking glass, which none of them will look upon, for they only ever wish a mirror, within which they can see, an image clear, because so perfect, God intended, life that never should be ended. Shattered looking glass never seen, because for them, it has never been. Ten seconds in, you would not return, no clue what it’s like to burn, every second, every day, go on living stupid lives, never feeling cuts from the knives, ever twisting, kiss, embrace, what is that upon your face, a smile, you fuckers, go to hell...Um, people, OK, people. There were people. People were passing Roger by as he walked. People on either side. That should probably make it clearer, I think.

So where the hell to go from here?

Roger continued to walk. People on streets, people in cars.

Sky exploding, raining tears, down upon so many fears, nothing answers, nor remains, king of so many pains. Destroy, destruct, so-motherfuck.

Roger walked along the streets, not sure where it was that he was going. He stopped at an intersection, cars passing before him, other cars halting behind their red light, Roger drinking as he waited, heading where, he knew not, at all. The cars passing before him stopped, their light now red as the light the other cars were stopped behind changed from red to green, then displayed, two things he had so many times seen, two things that really pissed him off. The light changed to green, and what was it, .362 milliseconds before cars were honking at the first car to drive. Was it even physiologically possible to honk that fast? Yet, it always happened that way. It was like they bought some, several hundred dollar item at an electronics store whose sole purpose was to hook into your car’s horn so that it may sound the very moment the light changed. Drivers, seriously, what the hell.

Second thing. Pedestrians, were you really any better, no. Sure the light was red, the sign did invite you to walk, but there were, of course, also cars waiting, ability to turn now enabled, looking to make that turn down the street you were walking across, and be on their way. And what did you pedestrians do, you walked, but you didn’t just walk, you sure did take your sweet ass time, apparently attempting Guinness record for longest time to cross from one sidewalk to the next. But it wasn’t just you, as in one pedestrian, because what followed was a seeming endless procession of others doing exactly the same, so that that car, or cars, seeking only to make that turn, were stuck there for minutes. OK, sure, pedestrians, you got somewhere to go, um, not in any particular hurry apparently, but don’t you think they did too? And of course other cars behind were honking at the first. Um, where exactly was it that it should go? Vehicular homicide is, you know, sort of against the law. ‘Screw it, walkers, drivers, may you all go to hell.’ Roger declared.

Was there not, one form of travel not so totally self-centered? OK, fine, those flying planes. Roger had nothing against those flying planes, who do they hurt, they hurt no one, um, except when the ones flying those planes, intentionally fly those planes into buildings to kill people. OK, fuck it, drivers, pedestrians, carry on your way, it’s those that fly planes that are the true assholes. Boats? Would seem to be OK, except for when the pilots of those boats direct that boat alongside another boat to blow that other boat up. OK, helicopters, what could be wrong with helicopters? Um, Sarah Palin, maybe, who believes they should be piloted by one so that another person can hunt animals upon the ground, doing so with aerial advantage. That certainly does seem fair, does it not, you inane, idiotic, dumbass twit who has a political future even less than mine. We make the beds we lie in. I made mine, you made yours. Now go to sleep within it, you moron, do so, and please do not awaken from it again. For Christ’s sake, even Republicans want you to shut the hell up.

And so, Roger walked, ever seeking that single spot upon the earth where everything didn’t piss him the fuck off.

Know what? Not going to find it this night. So Roger turned around to head back to his apartment, despairing that his travels had taken him quite some distance from it, because with the amount he had drank and would continue to drink while on his way, it might very well land him in a bed, though not the one he sought, his own, instead, a bed in an E.R, a bed upon which he did not wish to be.
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​Her breath bled from the open wound of her heart,
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words flowing within the air, caressing blades, embracing the skin as it sliced it open. Roger’s consciousness fading in and out. He tried to steady himself, and stared upon her face. Her face was so very pretty, beautiful, green eyes, black hair extending down past her shoulders, lips painted upon her pale skin, inviting kisses and words. Roger just stared at her as he stood there, she staring back at him, as well. “Who are you?” Roger released the question, the wind sweeping his words, swirling them, finding their way into her ear.

“The ghost of your dreams.” she simply said.

“Tend to think my dreams have only ever known ghosts.” Roger responded, taking a drink from the bottle in his hand.

“Some ghosts have only ever known your dreams.” she countered.

Roger drank from his bottle. “What dreams?”

“Those that never were, those born as ghosts, before ever being born at all.” she answered.

Roger drank from his bottle. “Then what of you? If you’re the ghost of my dreams, were you ever born?”

“I’m born again and again, every day.” she responded, matter of factly.

“Funny, at times seems I die again, again, every day.” Roger responded, matter of factly.

“It’s how “They” want it.” she declared.

“Who are they?” Roger asked.

“Don’t you want to bleed?” she answered, non-sequitur or non-sequitur not, or maybe it all, every word, was itself, in every way not.

“What I want has never mattered.” Roger declared, hesitating, not even for a moment.

“It matters to me.” she stated.

“Why?” Roger asked, unable to fathom the answer.

“For I am the ghost of your dreams. Dreams that never were. And if your dreams never were, then how could you have ever been?” she replied.

“But then, have you ever been?” was asked by Roger, a question to an answer that he had hoped would answer the previous answer, answers answering absolutely nothing at all.

“I have always been. The whisper in your ear, you live, you die for me, I am everything you cannot be. I am the soul you do not have, the vessel into which you fill the love you cannot feel, the emptiness that becomes your world, your everything that you reduce to nothing with one breath. You see everything in me that you want to see but you never see me because I’m never actually there. I am your world. I am your life, then am the knife held to your throat. Drown on me, decay around me, it’s really all the same to me. I am not, nor ever was, for I am but the ghost of a dream. This is who and what I am, for you, my lover, my soul.”

Well, at least Roger finally got his answer. Looking for an answer, got an answer, was that not an answer if ever an answer there was. “You are, just an illusion, then.”

“But I am your illusion and you are mine, for I never actually was, and neither were you. Come on, don’t you want to fuck the ghost of your dreams.” she offered, quite unexpectedly, so far as Roger was concerned.

“OK. Appealing, very appealing, actually.” Roger drank from his bottle, “But, my ghost, my dream, who is not, nor ever was, for she never actually existed, and does not at all exist now. Tend to think, copulation would be a little hard to come by.” Roger paused and took another drink, “Guess that last part, the choice of phrasing, could actually be seen as a pun.”

“Is it any wonder, why I love you?” she asked without a hint of insincerity.

“Do you love me?” Roger asked, unable to fathom how there could have possibly been any sincerity whatsoever to that last question.

“I love you as I hate you, for you are the only happiness I have ever known, the greatest sorrow I have ever felt. I feel your love and realize it is the greatest there has ever been and that it is also hate that dissolves me to dust, and so I am lost within winds that breathe empty, for the heart of the world has already stopped beating and in silence my ashes lay, forever scattered across the sands. Me loving you because I could only ever love you as I hate you with every ounce of my soul, a soul that never actually was.” was her answer.

Roger drank from his bottle. “Um, might I point something out here? I don’t understand a damn word you say.”

“When have you ever truly understood a single word anyone has ever said? But there is a difference between my words and theirs. For my words are true. And their words are lies. For my words are lies, and their words are lies. For my words are not actually words at all, for, how could one speak who never was, at all. Because I am not actually here, my lover, my soul.” Streak broken, Roger understood that...No, bullshit, he couldn’t understand a word.

Roger took another drink from his bottle. “Well, could you give me something, give me something to show me you’re not just a dream, unless a dream is all that you are.”

“But a dream is all I am. Dreams are all there ever are. Do you not consider yourself, but a dream?” she asked.

“A pretty fuckin’, fucked up, crappy dream, maybe.” Roger drank again.

“And you are but the ghost of me and I am but the ghost of you. You are no more real than me, I am no less real than you. Ghosts are all that have ever walked this land, all that ever will. Alive, a state does not exist. But I exist, I, me, a state more real than any you have ever known.” her words flowed within the night.

“But, you see, I’m here, trying very hard to determine if you actually even do exist, so far, no clue. That being true, how could you be real to me, at all.” Roger asked, wanting to understand.

“Exactly.” her one word answer, answering nothing.

“Who are you, then?” another question sent to the woman, very much wishing for answers it could comprehend.

“Your ghost, your gift, dream, world, lie. I am everything you want me to be, and everything you don’t want to see. Everything that makes you fly, all that makes you want to die. Everything you’ve ever wanted, that you then dismiss with a shrug. I am everything and nothing, all, one in the same, your crumbling world, your universe, I’m everything you ever wanted and everything you despise.”

“So glad you cleared that up for me.” Roger drank from his bottle, “So you are just an illusion, then?” Roger asked, hoping the answer returned would eliminate the question asked.

“Life is just an illusion. When was it then it was not that, as what it was?” was her response.

“But are you just an illusion or are you real?” Roger drank from his bottle, trying to understand, understanding not a goddamn thing.

“Illusions are the only things that are real. They breathe. They feel. What else is there that you can touch that does not render you to gold to be collected and sold by someone else, someone that you hate. I’m here, I’m not, I never was, nor will I ever be, but I am eternal, I put out the inferno, then find a match to light it again so that we might burn together, for all I desire is to burn with you, my love, my soul, and together we will burn, every day until we pass, always together but never together for even a moment, for you are my ghost and I am yours, and that is all that I am and all I could ever desire to be.” she answered.

“So then.” Roger stared upon her, as she stared back into his eyes. He took another drink, “You are just a ghost.”

“I...am...the ghost of your dreams.” she professed. “I want you dead, I want you happy, I want the world for you, only you, then I want that world to be through. I see you lying on the bed and wish only to shower you with kisses so that I might then place a pillow over your face and smother you. I want you to have the world, then wish that world to crumble in your hands, falling, spilling, the sands of your hourglass, I want to empty, only so I might fill it more, until you find that closed door. So you can stand and you can stare. Wondering what to do? But let me tell you what they want me to. Very well, but we would prefer you didn’t go in that room.”

____________________

Roger sat upon a bench. He had a loaf of bread beside him. He undid the twisty tie and dumped five slices onto his lap. He picked them up and broke them into little pieces that he deposited in a pyramid shaped pile. He grabbed one piece and tossed it down into the electronic sounding purr of a pack of pigeons.

The piece of bread dropped to the ground. The pack shifted, converging on the tiny morsel, which was gobbled up by a big one, twice the size of any other, with a grey mask of feathers for a face and white streaks lining a grey back. Roger took three pieces and threw them, far to the left. The pack made its way with momentary bursts of flight, little pigeon feet hopping over and sometimes onto other pigeons before touching the ground with a final flutter of the wings that sent them bumping into each other, towards an unexpected snack. With determination and desire they raced, though the same pigeon as before captured the reward, eating it up, one, two, three, propelled past the others by the power of its wings. It was the big one that got it, the biggest one.

Roger took five pieces this time and threw them to the other side, the air again filled for a blink with flying leaps, extended wings then floating down, leading to little beaks pecking at nothing, the bread already eaten by the largest pigeon, seeking more. “Greedy bastard, aren’t you.” Roger commented.

Roger took eight pieces in his hands, four were sent to his left, four to his right. The pack raised to eye level, a rainbow spectrum just above the ground of dark greys, to tarnished white. The wall of fluttering feathers flickered before him, the thousand rapid movements flowing, red sky behind the mass of solid flight, feathers cutting the night, out spilling the red, streams of purple twisted through, carving through the black, spiraling with spilling color. The pigeons settled on the ground. The sky was gone. The largest pigeon swallowed all eight pieces into his bloated body. “OK, not entirely sure how that’s even possible.”

Roger emptied the rest of the bread from the bag onto his lap, a gentle rumble beneath him. He took each slice and painstakingly tore them apart into little bits, doing so quickly, racing with a bird’s attention span and taking no chances. With a sudden movement that made the mass of bobbing heads hop back, he sent handful after handful of bread into the air as pieces rained down upon the crowd, landing on heads, landing on wings, though all finally reaching the ground. He scooped up another handful and sent it to his left and then cast another handful to his right. Again to his left, again to his right, carbohydrate snowstorm covering the ground. And this time everyone ate, all enjoyed a snack surpassed, a monumental meal. “Take that, you fat bastard!” Roger exclaimed as he pointed at the largest pigeon. That pigeon, like the others, was eating, as well. He stared down at the birds as the steady hum droned peaceful and content. He felt himself drawn into their movements, into the mechanical motions of necks pulsating apart from bodies, like feather covered, living, winged machines. Roger peered into their eyes, little glassy eyes that gave away nothing, behind which crept the calm coo of emotion, thought, and speech.
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​Roger awoke, opening his eyes to thus reveal the ceiling of his apartment’s living room,
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Roger concluding, he must then be on the floor. He sat up and leaned himself back against the couch. He rubbed his eyes and sighed, an empty vodka bottle on the floor beside him. He pulled out and lit a cigarette, then sat there and smoked it 'till it was done. He raised himself to his feet and stumbled over to the table, dropping the cigarette into a cup of water that was already somewhat filled with other cigarettes. He sat down heavily upon a chair at the table, doing so with another sigh. He looked around. Around, there were many piles, piles of what, hard to say, they were not piles well organized, as piles often, of course, are not. How many piles? Too many to count. One might think Roger a hoarder, but the truth was he just didn’t believe in throwing things out. Um, OK, fine, fuck it, he’s a hoarder. And please, someone explain this, there’s actually a TV show, specifically and entirely about hoarders? And one about storage, one about shipping, about fuckin’ hair, and on and on and on? Motherfuckers, what the fuck? When exactly was it that artistry died? Might have actually broken my rule of never attending funerals to pay my respects, though pretty sure it passed away long before I was even born. Was it even ever? Was I? Whatever.

Laying on the table was a newspaper, yesterday’s paper. Roger had not read it. He picked it up in his hand. ‘Hmm, let’s see what’s going on in the world, I guess.’ Roger proposed...I don’t know, just got this feeling, doing so, not a good idea for Roger.

So, what was going on in the world?...

Extremist Muslims were doing shit. They kind of have a tendency to do shit, don’t they. And yes, they were at it again, will get to some of the shit they were doing in a little bit. But first. Now, the stuff here in this book about Islam, it’s really meant for those extremist assholes. But this here, well, quite possible all Muslims will find it offensive. As for what follows, safe reading for other religions? Not exactly, you will get your time upon the stage, as well. So let me now sum up for you, Roger’s views on Islam. What is Islam? Islam is this. Islam, when it first originated, first burst forth from the womb, was like this unbelievable super genius baby. Within thirty seconds, it could talk, but not one word utterances, actual full sentences and even paragraphs. Dude was writing an actual book within one minute, and all who saw it could only stare in amazement, saying, “Wow, look at that super genius baby, go!” Within five minutes, the super genius baby could walk, but not just simple steps, dude could freakin’ run, blazing through the room at world record speeds while doing so, concocting and drawing blueprints to add a new wing to the hospital which super genius baby, himself intended to build, having finished his first book, beginning to write his second. But. You know what, after that five minute mark...It just completely fuckin’ stopped.

And, for some inconceivable reason, there, at that five minute mark, it has chosen to remain to this day, not maturing a single bloody minute more in almost fourteen hundred years. And when I say it stopped, I mean it totally fuckin’ stopped, in every conceivable way, theologically, philosophically, creatively, humanitarianly, progressively, every possible way. Sorry to break it to you, but it is, you know, just ever so slightly backwards. Don’t feel like finishing that second book. Fine, don’t finish it, but might we, maybe make some sort of fuckin’ progress of some fuckin’ kind? So don’t finish the book, no problem there, for it does so often seem many writers, no matter how impressive their talent, only have one good book in them. Any of you read any of the other godawful crap, Gunter Grass has plagued the world with aside from “Tin Drum”? But you know what, something, just some flicker of progress from those initial moments, some sort of movement of any kind.

Trying to walk a bit of a tight rope here, because so many view all Muslims the same, as one block group, all, then so defined by the extremist sect. And that should not be. Everyone should be judged, based on their own individual actions, and not suffer guilt by association. But, Roger just happened to have  a few problems with the religion itself. OK, try this one out. Don’t want to burn the bra, fine, don’t fuckin’ burn the fuckin’ bra, but you don’t think that after fourteen hundred fuckin’ years, you might have developed at least a modicum of women’s rights? So don’t burn the bra, but really, burn the fuckin’ burka, please.

Draconian is an extremely fitting term for the extremists and those that seek Sharia Law, but really, also a quite fitting term for the religion as a whole, but you know, the Draconian Code was sort of from the 7th Century, which one might think is fitting, since Islam also originated in the 7th Century, but, um, the Draconian Code was sort of from the 7th Century BCE. Though maybe that fact is even more fitting for the point being made.

And really, Roger could not even begin to fathom why the hell any woman anywhere would possibly ever consider having anything whatsoever to do with any of you, Islam, Christianity, Judaism. I mean, it’s not like all of you, in any way, treat them as second class citizens or anything. Different degrees, admittedly, a point which I’m certain would be emphatically noted if this argument was raised to any and all of the women Catholic Priests.

But look, back to those for which there is no grey area of criticism, nor nuance to attempt to navigate, the extremist sect, for they decided to, themselves, not only, not advance one iota, but to turn back the fuckin’ clock from the five minute mark, to before the soon to be super genius baby even formulated its first thought of any kind. Because, you, super, certainly not a word to describe you, but genius? Even if infinite chimpanzees typed away on infinite typewriters for infinity itself, infinite random key presses beneath the heading, Muslim extremists, that particular word would never be formulated upon a single of the infinite sheets of paper, because if it was about to be, those infinite sheets of paper and infinite typewriters would instantly, spontaneously combust rather than allow the word to be completed... Um, though, personally, I really, very much hope the infinite chimpanzees would not do so as well. Anyway, point being, genius, not a word to in any way describe you. Babies. One might be tempted to say there might be something to that one, complete and utterly violent, psychopathic babies, maybe? Problem. They’re babies. And therefore cannot be psychopaths. You guys sure can, though, and my, how you so like to prove it, each and every day. But, babies, they are, you know, kind of innocent. You, not so much. This is the opening salvo, some stones cast your way. Consider it retaliation for the stones you like to cast at a woman’s head, stones cast until she’s dead, for the heinous crime of any of the millions of things you do not want her to do.

Israelis and Palestinians, they were at it again, but again, maybe not the right word, when the hell were they not. Really now, give one reason, the rest of the world shouldn’t just seal you guys off from it with some sort of physical dome so you can all just carry on, entirely isolated from reality, reason, common sense, and you can all just kill each other off until every last one of you is dead...oh wait, that’s sort of what you’re already doing, isn’t it. And Hamas, I know you insist on lobbing rocket fire at Israel, but have you, I don’t know, taken a look at the numbers, one Israeli dead, over two hundred Palestinians dead, you don’t think that’s maybe not entirely productive? And you do realize, so many of the Palestinian dead are actually civilians, so really, whose interests are you actually serving? Allah, would it then be? Because dead Muslims, sure, why would Allah have a problem with that?

But I said other religions would not be exempt, so Israel, dude, what the fuck. You occupy a group of people not yourselves, who, funny feeling, I don’t think actually want to be occupied by you. Three Israeli teens murdered, not good, not nice at all, kidnapping a Palestinian teen and burning him to death, kind of not nice, as well
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