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​Chapter 1: And So it Begins...
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I, Xavier Cockroachal Damon, write this now, before I am known, a diary of however many thousands of days, written before the reader has reason to want to see the words that paint the picture that is the life that is me. But, why now, one might ask. Why would I ever think to even try to fly into your minds with words of my life, no reason that flight for you to admit, wayward traveler in a no fly zone, scalped tickets, concert, from a band you’ve never heard a tone, taking journey to nowhere to see a stone, um, “Ooh, rocks. I journeyed thousands of miles then out to the middle of nowhere to see rocks. Point being?” But, I stray from the topic with Stonehenge critique, so back to words I am trying to speak. I merely wish the truth of my days, the events of my life, detailed, documented, for the record. I shall only dwell in fact and what is true, so that you, the reader can then see, the story that is the life of me. My Autobiography. And so it begins...

I suppose the flight analogy presents an opening tale with which to begin. One, admittedly slightly strange, involving those, strange themselves metal objects that seem to glide effortlessly overhead. I was four at the time and on a plane. The plane took off, a moment I remember as clear as yesterday, took off into the newly emerging fog of morning, daylight first peeking its head over the horizon. But, into the air and morning light the plane, it sailed, as a dove into the well of truth, a crow grasping a new soul within its beak, it arose, sailing through the brisk morning air, and I recall thinking, um, wait, probably should mention, I was the one flying the plane, shouldn’t I, considering that is the whole point of the tale. But, I remember thinking, um, wait again, it should probably also be mentioned that I didn't own a plane, and, well, had absolutely no idea how to fly. That’s what I remember thinking, how exactly do you fly this thing?

To be perfectly honest, the person I borrowed the plane from, even though I was only four, wanted to press charges, well, especially after I crashed the plane headfirst into a fuel tanker, for as you might imagine, one who knows not how to fly has no clue how to land. But, all lawsuits aside, banishments, groundings aside, it really didn't matter at all to me, because I flew, I flew, for that moment I flew. Wait, yet again, remember, this is for the record, we must deal only in truth and not misrepresent any of the facts. Technically, I don’t believe saying I flew is at all accurate. I never actually made it off the ground, hit a 747, the passengers being tossed from the iron bird down a rubber impromptu slide for apparently no reason whatsoever. I mean, the plane was still on the runway so what possibly could have been the point? The metal steps leading up to the cabin was still there, and the plane was not in any way damaged. Maybe they were just doing it for fun? Who can say? But, in the end and looking back, I did take someone’s two seater plane at the age of four and eventually, OK, at this point getting the passengers off the plane as quickly as possible could certainly make sense, eventually crash it into a fuel tanker that exploded in quite a grandiose way, causing delay, cancellations, recriminations, scoldings galore of one who was four.

So, no, if you want to get technical, and that I do, deal only in fact and truth, I didn’t actually fly that day. But, over the years there have been children who have flown, with the blessings of their parents, these flights encouraged, my attempt really not sanctioned by any. Why, there was that eight year old girl way back when, who dreamt herself to kiss the sky, but ultimately murdered by her own ambitions, plane crashing to the earth a fiery wreck, her life ended. Me, um, well, you should probably not need me to reveal, my fiery wreck I survived and carried on and on I went. And on I continue to go. Parents, hmm, yeah, let her fly, let her fly, let her die.

The next event I will detail from the story of my life, I will do with words spoken, though I was not in fact the speaker. “Dominus, ominus, you are forgiven...Yes, you say you have sinned, five hail marys...No, I'm not telling you to throw a football five times...Ominus, octopus,  montibus...You have sinned, how have you sinned...I see, you disgust me, leave the confession booth at once...Yes, my child, what do you wish to repent?...Uhum, yes, well, that really isn't considered a sin anymore. Meet me in my chambers at midnight so we can discuss it...One moment, my child. Yes what is it, what is it, archbishop...Go to New York, what have they done this time?...Very well, I see, I prefer Delta, book a fl, private pope plane, of course, I forgot...Dominus, sominus, vominous...Yes, my child, what is it...No, you may not take the Popemobile for a ride...No, I do not care that you're offering me a quarter...Fifty cents, look, the papal vehicle is not an amusement park ride...A dollar, well, only for thirty minutes, though...So yes. At the age of two, I took a solo ride in the Popemobile. But wait, wait. Let’s back it up a bit. Getting ahead of myself here. This is an autobiography and, certainly, my life did not begin at the age of four, nor two. It began of course at the very beginning, so really, for the record, better to start from there. Let me go back. Back, where it all began. Opening years, wee bit bizarre.

I remember it, waking up in a room, short, bald, wrinkled. I did not look well. I was tucked into a blanket and was within a little baby bed, metal bars along the sides, ostensibly to prevent the occupants from potentially rolling out.

I was surrounded by all the other newly born infants also in their baby beds. I did not like that. They bothered me quite considerably. I did not like them at all. I gestured and motioned to the nurses to send the other infants home, but to no avail. Truth be told, the nurses were not particularly bright. They just looked down at me and cooed and uttered utter gibberish. The other infants seemed to like that. I found it rather unpleasant and nonsensical. I motioned for the nurses to, at the very least, move them or me to another room. More gibberish and imbecilic cooing. I considered what other options I had. There were not many. I had very little recourse. All the other infants around me were wailing away incessantly. I figured, if I did so as well my situation might somehow improve. The thought of my joining them in a self-pity serenade did not sit well with me, at all. To be perfectly honest, I wished they would shut up. I gestured for them to be quiet. One can pretty much imagine what success that was met with.

It became apparent to me that I was going to have to live with it, and so, with resignation, I settled down and gestured no more. Every now and then the nurses would prod me with something. It was clear to me that they were checking to see if I was dead. I was not dead, of course. I was merely resting, saving my strength, rather than fighting a battle I knew I could not win. As I have mentioned, the nurses were not particularly bright.

I later learned that, to use the nurse's terminology, my mother had passed away during the birth. One may consider why the nurses would talk about such a thing while standing around my bed if not to try and upset me. It was already clear to me, at that point, that I had run afoul of the nurses, that they were taking offense at my refusal to respond to their inane cooing and gibberish. The clearest evidence of this was when they stopped checking to see if I was still alive. I thoroughly believe they wished I was dead. Though not particularly bright, I think they had sense enough to sense that I knew they were not particularly bright. They did not seem to like that, at all. I think they were trying to get back at me by making me upset. It did not work. I was not upset in the least. How could I be? I never even met the woman.

Shortly after this, I was moved to another room. And, in this room there were no other self-pitying infants incessantly wailing whatever insignificant dribble was on their minds at that particular moment. In this room, there was only me. Was this because I had returned to the nurses' favor and they were respecting my wishes? No, it was not. It was yet another attempt by them to try and upset me.  They would burst into the room and shout at me as I slept, to wake me up, and when they saw that, late at night, after concluding my mental deliberations, I was attempting to get to sleep, they would repeatedly flick the lights on and off for several minutes. And, when it was the middle of the day and I was neither sleeping, nor attempting to sleep, they would simply pretend to accidentally drop things on me, though I was always aware they did this on purpose. They certainly were a petty and vindictive lot, but it was, indeed, a small price to pay to be done with that chorus of idiots wailing away.

At some point, during the waning hours of one of the nights, as the nurses flicked the lights on and off, which they had been doing for quite some time, while also throwing things at me from the doorway, there entered a new nurse who I had not yet made the acquaintance of, and she was quite displeased at the behavior of the other nurses. Her name was Maria. She was both beautiful and kind. She kept the other nurses away from me and tended to me all by herself. She would sing songs to me of a sweet melody to help me fall asleep and she would play with me or read stories to me during the day. And though the stories were not particularly good, rather simplistic tales, amateurish efforts to be sure, I wholly confess that I greatly appreciated the gesture. Her name was Maria and I cared for her deeply, and it was clear to me that she cared for me as well and was not merely taking pity on the small, ugly, bald, wrinkled thing that the other nurses enjoyed throwing things at. I opened up to her emotionally much more than I had with the others, whom I, of course, had not opened up to at all. Many special moments we shared together in that room and I would always enjoy seeing her walk through the door. But then, one day she did not come walking through the door. I never saw her again.

The authorities say they have no clue what happened to her, that she just disappeared, vanished without a trace. I, of course, knew what it was that had happened to her. The other nurses had murdered her for being nice to me. And, I must confess that with this action they finally had achieved their goal of upsetting me. My little heart was wounded deeply and I entered a period of great mourning. This mourning was in no way due to the fact that the other nurses had resumed throwing things at me, screaming at me, and flicking the lights on and off, it was because they had taken my Maria away from me. I allowed myself to feel the sorrow of losing her for a period of three days and then, without shedding a tear, something I had yet to do since my birth, something I would not give the other nurses the satisfaction of seeing, I put the episode behind me and moved on with my life. I remained resolute. I persevered. I went on.

Shortly after this, the other nurses, seeing that I was still unperturbed, and that their experiment was failing, returned me back to the horrific room of the incessant wailing of the moronic brats. These were not the same moronic brats that had populated the room when I first inhabited it though, all of those moronic brats had been replaced by new moronic brats who were even louder and more annoying moronic brats than the first set of moronic brats and they exuded an aura that was even stupider than the original moronic brats, though I would not have thought that possible until finding myself, unfortunately inhabiting a room with them. Them being the new moronic brats. I hated them all. The nurses seemed to be quite fond of them all. Gibberish and cooing, gibberish and cooing, pausing only momentarily to throw something at me, then gibberish and cooing, gibberish and cooing, gibberish and cooing some more.

Things had gone from bad to worse. I had had enough.

I wondered. My stay in the room with the moronic brats was obviously considerably longer than it was for all other infants who had inhabited the room. Would not there be a protocol for infants with such extended stays? Wouldn’t there be a new room, separated from the newborns, this infant would be moved to? Certainly, I had been, for a time, removed to another room, but that was only to provide the nurses an unencumbered opportunity to try and torment me. My time in that room had ended and, rather than transporting me to a new room, they had, instead, returned me to the original room, the one populated by all the newborn moronic brats. I guess the nurses weren’t as inanely stupid as I made them out to be. My disdain and disgust for the other infants was unmistakable. They saw this. They realized how horrifically unpleasant it was for me to be there. Because of this, they intended to keep me there forever.

I decided it was time to make my escape from the hospital.

Though only somewhat over one month old, I realized that to make my escape I was going to have to learn how to walk. When the nurses weren’t looking, I began exercising in my bed, trying to strengthen my legs. I was eager to get out of the hospital, and the process took longer than I would have liked, but, within a week I was able to stand. Another day and I could walk, which I thought would have been the hard part but it was really quite simple, just putting one foot in front of the other and not falling down. Having already figured out how to not fall down by learning to stand, there was really nothing to it. I fail to see why so much is made of learning this simplistic process.

When none of the nurses were around, I would often stand upon my bed and glower at the other infants to try and get them to be quiet, but to no avail. After that, I would pace, back and forth I would pace, trying to construct a plan. One might wonder why I did not just up and leave at this point, and the reason was quite simple. Though my legs were developed enough where I could stand and walk, what they were not developed enough to do was withstand the drop from my bed to the floor. Certainly, eight weeks in traction was not what I was seeking. It was immediately clear to me that the blanket and sheet that were part of the bed would provide a more than adequate, though certainly not perfect, parachute enabling me to safely drop to the floor. This would all have been well and good were it not for the fact that the nurses had taken away my sheet and blanket and given them to another infant. Thus, I was faced with the first predicament of my attempted escape, how to obtain a sheet and blanket. And so, I paced and I glowered and paced and I glowered and paced and I glowered and thought.

I then remembered the infant who had been in the bed immediately next to mine when I had first been brought into the room of the incessant wailing. Shortly after my arrival, this infant had become ill. Within a day, the infant was dead. Now, what was important and relevant about this as it pertained to my current situation was that shortly after having perished, I remembered a man came into the room and covered the infant, from the top of his head to the bottom of his feet, with a new sheet, and he did this even though the infant still had his original blanket and sheet. I, with no blanket nor sheet was certain to be able to acquire a new sheet in similar circumstances and so, with this I had solved the first predicament of my attempted escape. I would simply pretend to be dead.

The particulars of my endeavor presented a whole new set of problems.

I realized from the onset of my plan that merely appearing to be dead would not be enough, that someone was bound to perform some degree of tests before I would be pronounced truly dead and I would not receive my sheet. It was clear to me that to carry out my plan I was going to have to stop my heart from beating and my lungs from breathing. This was easily enough done and was not the problem. The problem was, how to get someone to check on you to find out if your heart is beating or lungs are breathing, when those very same people assume your heart is not beating, nor are your lungs breathing and assuming such things are not in the least compelled to see if these assumptions are fact. Thus, the second predicament of my attempted escape was not the appearance of being dead but the appearance of being alive.

I realized immediately, I could either begin wailing away, joining the chorus of self-pitying fools, or I could begin flinching when struck by a projectile, something I had at no point done. As for allowing myself to react to the nurses' aerial assaults, I would not give them the satisfaction. Both of these courses of action would have provided irrefutable evidence as to my being alive. I could not bring myself to do either one.

Another possible way to show I was, in fact alive prior to feigning death would, of course, have been to simply announce loudly from my bed, “Excuse me, you imbecilic, abusive trolls, I do believe I am going to die within the coming moments. Might one of you journey to my never visited bed to see if this has actually occurred?” This, of course, and I really don’t think this needs to be pointed out, could not, in fact happen. For, I was, you do realize, only somewhat over one month old. I think they would have thought it quite odd if I had done so. It would have led to problems, and prevented, not aided my escape. Oh, yes, forgot to mention. I had learned to speak after my first week in the horrid place, but had kept this ability a secret. Using it only occasionally when none were around. At times, speaking out loud, I find, can help with pontifications of the mind.

I decided that my only recourse was to enter into a period of super blinking.

To work though, it would need to be a period of super blinking so excessive that the nurses would be bound to notice it even while making no attempt to notice me at all. And so, I blinked. And I blinked. And I blinked. For sixteen days, I blinked. Every fraction of a moment of a second of every day for sixteen days, I emphatically blinked and blinked and blinked until one of the nurses, retrieving a box of paper clips that had landed on my head, noticed my blinking, which I continued doing for an entire day more as she and the others repeatedly came over and stared down at me with bewildered expressions. And then, after that full day, I ceased blinking for the first time in seventeen days, held my eyes open, stopped my heart and shut my lungs down. Then. I waited.

It was clear that my super blinking had had the desired effect because every few minutes the nurses, who had not done so since my first few days in the hospital, would peer into my bed at me. They did so now with confused and rather disturbed looks on their faces. I do not think for one moment they were checking to see if I was all right, they were merely entranced by the super blinking that had so engulfed my face and were checking to see if it had, in fact, stopped.

The nurses continued to check on me throughout the day, and throughout the day, there I remained, not blinking an eye, not so much as a beat from my heart nor a breath to my lungs. When I state that I know they were not checking on me out of concern, I think that is best evidenced by their conversations.

I remember quite clearly the day my super blinking was finally noticed. “What the hell is going on with the little bastard’s blinking?”, “Jesus Christ, I think the little fucker is going to explode.”, “Damn well, hope he does.” Then later in the day, “Is that little piece of crap still alive?", "God, I hate that little piece of crap.", "It's a damn shame that poor woman had to carry around seven pounds of useless crap inside her for nine months and when she finally gets rid of it, she dies.", "What a piece of crap."

The day turned into the night and the nurses left, replaced by the nurses of the night shift. I contemplated for a moment beginning my plan anew, by allowing my heart to beat and lungs to breathe and eyes to resume the super blinking that had consumed them for sixteen days, but quickly realized the error of these thoughts and did no such thing. For one, the night shift nurses had been present those sixteen days and, not once had they been engulfed by the super blinking, and the probability that on the same day the super blinking would have the desired effect twice when, to that point it had not done so once, well...

More importantly though was that I considered the possibility that maybe the day nurses had spoken to the night shift nurses, imploring them to check to see if I had resumed my blinking, the power of the super blinking in effect even while they weren't there, they, of the simple minds, having to know, needing to know, did the blinking at any point return or was I, a party to follow, actually dead. Why, if this had transpired and the night shift nurses saw that I had resumed blinking, my entire point for blinking in the first place would be lost. As it turned out, none of the night shift nurses ever did look into my bed that night to see if I was blinking and so, through the night, there I remained, not breathing, my heart not beating, eyes not blinking, waiting, waiting for the return of the nurses the next morning.

The next morning they did return, all immediately coming over to my bed to stare inside. One of them poked at me with her finger, then another, then another. I felt one of them check my heart for a beat, my pulse as well. Celebratory shouts thus ensued, accompanied by calls of, “Yes! Bastard is dead!”, and, “Oh, what a sack of crap that piece of crap was!”, “Girls, we are taking the day off tomorrow. We have to party!” From there, I received the sheet I so desired. It was then off to the morgue. Beneath the sheet I waited completely still until night, covered by my pseudo funeral shroud. When late enough so that I knew the hallways would be clear, I dropped to the floor using my makeshift parachute, exited the morgue and then the hospital itself. I had made my escape from the “humanitarian” center of medicine. Out, I walked and entered a forest, believing walking about the streets was probably unwise and would attract undesired attention and that it would be best to stay out of sight while I formulated my plan as to what my next step should be.

Having not been fed anything for the past twenty-four days and it having been a rather eventful day, I was hungry. It really had been a rather long day. I picked up berries and leaves from the ground and ate them. They weren't very good but they did provide sustenance. As I picked the berries up off the ground, I began to think, ‘What now?’ I had made my escape from the hospital. I was by myself out in the woods. Berries were plentiful, leaves, more so, but, ‘What now?’ kept crossing through my mind. What do I do now, I thought to myself? The hospital had been all I had ever known.

Then. Everything went black...Apparently, there are some berries you eat, some that you don’t. These berries. Not so much the kind you should ingest.

What next I remembered, I found myself seated on a chair in a small room. There was a table in front of me. I looked around the room. The paint was grey, decorations, sparse, a mirror upon one of the walls, a door, little else. There was a very bright light shining down upon me. The rest of the room was very dimly lit. I looked down at the floor to rest my eyes, wondering where I was. After quite a long while, a man entered the room and closed the door behind him. He carried a file filled with papers in his hands and I watched as he crossed by my chair. There was the sound of another chair being pulled out from the other side of the table and then the sound of the man sitting down, placing his file down upon the table. I just sat and stared ahead, hoping that matters would be clarified for me as to where I was and why.

After a few moments, the man spoke, "So then. Maybe you can explain something to me, because I must admit I am rather confused. How is it that someone your age knows how to walk?"

Someone pointing out to me their confusion, did little to alleviate my own.

"So then you're not confused about how someone my age knows how to talk, which I am assuming you are taking for granted, seeing as how you just asked me a question.”

"Yes, well, certainly I am confused about that as well, that was to be my next question."

My confusion was given more confusion.

"Well, maybe it should have been your first. Would have been a more logical and natural question to begin a conversation with. If we were about to enter into a footrace, I would say the circumstances were different but, as it is, I'm just sitting here being asked to talk, now aren't I."

I was in no mood.

"I sense that you're” slight hesitation from the speaker, searching for the word, “agitated."

How perceptive.

"Agitated, how could I not be agitated. You have me sitting here in this chair, these hot lights blazing down upon me, me given no indication of why it is that I am here, and then you’re asking me to respond to your questions, yet I cannot even see over the top of the table. You may have a degree of confusion about my development regarding movement and speech, yet you seem equally perplexed by my lack of development regarding height."

As I said, I was in no mood.

"Yes, well, we, ah, don't really have any chairs for someone your size. We're looking for a phonebook." 

"And you can't find one?"

"Um, no, actually, everything's done by computers around here." the man replied.

"Well then let me sit on a computer. I tell you, I find myself utterly out of sorts when I feel I am being interrogated by a table. And, not only that, but the table doesn't even have the courtesy to begin my interrogation with a, how are you, how are you doing, or anything else of the sort." I grumbled.

"Yes, well, forgive me then, I sort of just wanted to jump right in. Tell me, how are you?"

"I don't know where I am, nor how or why I'm there and I'm being interrogated by a table. How do you think I am? And where exactly is my computer?" I testily responded.

"Um, yes, of course." The man reached over and pressed a button on the intercom, or at least I'm assuming that's what he did, then he spoke, "Sheryl, we need something in here, doesn't matter what it is, some books, papers, anything." He then directed his words back at me. "It'll just be a minute and while we’re waiting, maybe you can fill me in. How is it that you know how to walk and talk?"

"Much the same as you, I would suppose." I responded, matter of factly.

"Yes. I imagine so, but, I, of course am much older than you and so that brings me back to the question, what I'm really trying to find out here, how someone of your age is able to walk and talk. How old are you, by the way?" the man inquired.

"Fifty-two days." I stated.

"Fifty-two days. That's a rather exact number, how do you know that so precisely?" the man asked with confusion.

"I assume inmates typically keep track of these things, wouldn’t you agree?” I commented.

“Um, ah, wait, ah, you’re not actually trying to tell me you’ve been incarcerated, are you? They, ah, don’t usually put people your age in prison.”

“Prison is exactly where I was. Tiny space within which to live, four walls are bars. Locked in hell, counting the days until you get out. For me, my sentence was fifty-two days.” I countered.

“I gather you mean a nursery, but, there for fifty-two, so, no parents?” the man’s now baffled voice responded.

“Not a one.” I answered dismissively.

“But, how then, they just actually let you out on your own, you’re actually saying.” wondered the man, his voice delving deeper into bafflement.

”No, that is not at all what I’m saying.” I declared.

“Um, so then what is it you are saying?” bafflementery exponential.

“What I am saying, table, is that I faked my own death and broke out.” I curtly responded.

There was then a pause where the owner of the voice did something, I suppose, though what that something was I could not possibly fathom, as, from my perspective I was still conversing with the most talkative table in the history of furniture. After a bit, that silence was broken. “You know, you are a rather remarkable fifty-two day old. You’ve asked where you are and who I am and you absolutely deserve to know, so—”

“I know who you are. You are a table. As for where I am, haven’t the foggiest. Please be so kind as to shed some light, will you?” I interjected.

“Um, no, I’m not a table. My apologies again for not getting you something to sit on. No, not a table. I happen to be the director of the CIA and I think we can do business together.”  

The boat made its way through the water. It was fast but the motor was whisper quiet. It pulled up to the beach. A man got out, picked me up from the boat, dunked me in the water, placed me on the beach, hopped back in the boat, then the boat sped away just as quickly and quietly as it had arrived, with no one knowing that the boat had been there at all. I lay on the beach with my eyes closed. And so my mission had begun. I had been left on a beach in Cuba. I was here to assassinate Fidel Castro.

The plan, as it had been explained to me, was for me to remain on the beach, apparently unconscious, apparently having washed up on the shore, until I was found. The plan assumed that when I, an American infant, whom no one could suspect as an assassin spy, was found unconscious, having washed up on the shore of Cuba, I would be taken to Fidel Castro. From there, it was planned that the Cuban leader would take me, an American infant who had washed up on the shores of Cuba, in, as his own child, that I would be adopted and would be unknowingly given access to the inner circle of the government. One question that should immediately spring to mind in anybody that reads these words is, why would I, an American infant who had washed up on the shores of Cuba, be adopted and taken into the inner circle of the Cuban government where Fidel Castro, the leader of the Cuban government, a government openly hostile to and from America would treat me as one of his own? To find the answer to that question, one had to look no further than the t-shirt in which I was clad. Printed across the front of that t-shirt in big bold letters were two words, "Viva Castro!".

I remember my reaction when the government agents had explained that aspect of the plan to me. "Please tell me you're kidding me." I said.

They weren't kidding me.

This was the plan. After a pause, they then explained to me that this wasn't the full extent of the plan. This reassured me some. They went on to explain that I was to also be given a locket that I would wear around my neck. I was to open the locket slightly so that they would notice there was something inside. Inside the locket was to be a note, a note from my fictitious parents. This note was to provide all the evidence as to how I had ended up washing ashore on a beach in Cuba. It was to state unequivocally, my parent’s affection and admiration for the Cuban government, while also stating, in no uncertain terms, their abhorrence of the U.S government. It was to also state that it was their lifelong wish to someday make a trip to Cuba by boat, a trip upon which they had indeed embarked, so that we would all live in paradise away from American corruption and tyranny. The note stated that they fled because they were pursued and persecuted by the American government and they could not say what the future would bring but they feared I could be taken away by the American pigs, themselves imprisoned, thus ending their dream of escaping America for the benevolence and glory of Cuba. That made considerably more sense. The plan was to have the locket also state that my fictitious parents, though obviously not announced as fictitious, when the boat hit rough waters and was irreparably damaged, with their final act they wrote the note, knowing we would become separated, all three lost at sea, them hoping for the best, that all would survive and somehow be reunited in wondrous Cuba.

So, there I was. Laying on a beach in Cuba, pretending to be unconscious, wearing a t-shirt and a diaper, on a mission to assassinate Fidel Castro. I don't think I should have to point out that the specifics of my plan were that I was supposed to act like an infant who did not know how to walk or talk, otherwise the plan would have been considerably more foolish than it already was.

At this stage, all I was supposed to do was do nothing, just lay there on the beach until I was found. The hours passed. And, still, there I lay. More hours passed. Still, I had not been found. I remained there on the beach pretending to be unconscious. The tide began to come in, threatening to eventually pull me out to sea. I stood up and walked several feet away from the water. I lay back down and closed my eyes again. And there I lay. More hours passed. Still, no one. I began to wonder why they had not chosen to drop me off at a somewhat more frequented beach than the one that they had, because at this rate, when I was found, what would be found was an adult man wearing a diaper, and I do not believe that is what they had intended. In that instance, would I talk and walk or pretend that I couldn't? I really don't think it would have mattered either way because the prospects of Castro taking me in as his own son at that point were highly unlikely.

But, what was I to do? I couldn't very well just up and leave. Where exactly would I go? I could swim but I tend to doubt my expertise in that area would have enabled me to swim all the way to Florida. I couldn't call anyone. Certainly, part of the plan was that once brought into the inner circle of the Cuban government, I would use their communications equipment to relay back home the information I uncovered and eventually signal when it was time for my escape, but they couldn't very well drop me off on the beach, wearing only a t-shirt and diaper, yet somehow in the possession of a cell phone. I examined my options. My options were few. I realized the only option I had, a course of action that I regrettably entered into, was to lie on the beach and wail away endlessly. And so I cried. And I cried. As loud as I could, I cried.

Was this a long overdue release, the first tears I had ever shed, built up inside me from all I had been through and the utterly bleak situation I currently found myself in? No, it was not. It was all a performance, a performance based on the moronic brats from the hospital. I had not shed a tear since the day of my birth. When Maria was taken from me, I remained steadfast and resolute. I absorbed the impact of the nurses' projectiles without so much as a whimper. Now, here I was, alone on a beach in Cuba, wailing away. Though I knew it was all an act, that it was just a part of my mission, and I realized that, being alone, there was no possibility of my seeming to be joining in with a self-pity chorus, I found the whole process extremely unpleasant and demeaning nonetheless. I suppose the only consolation to be had was that I had finally found a way to put the endless wailing of the moronic brats to some good use.

Actually. No. My cries failed to alert anyone to my presence, so I can hardly say that they were put to any good use. I lay there crying and crying for countless hours, and those cries were met with absolutely no response. I cried and cried for hours and hours and hours, loud enough to be heard by anyone within a mile, and yet, still, nothing, no one, no one whatsoever, nothing...

'What the hell beach had I been dropped off on, for Christ's sake?' I thought to myself. Had they mistakenly dropped me off on the wrong island? Had I been deposited upon some uninhabited island whose existence was as of yet undocumented? Was I awaiting a second inept seafarer from Europe to stumble upon the shores of a Central American land mass and discover I was there. Was I then supposed to ask him to take me to Cuba? They had apparently failed to mention that part of the plan. Needless to say, this turn of events, or rather, lack thereof, did not instill within me confidence for the rest of the plan. Eventually, I gave up on crying, my voice hoarse, my mind frustrated, and there I lay in silence. At some point, I picked myself back up, submerged myself under the water then lay back down several feet closer to the water, the tide having pulled back out to sea. And so, there I lay. And there I lay. And there I lay. And there I lay some more.

I awoke to the morning sun. I opened my eyes as it shined down upon me. Staring down upon me were a man and a woman. They had uncertain looks on their faces. I forgot where I was for a moment, then I remembered. This was exactly what I had been waiting for. I told my half asleep mind to act like a baby who was not an American spy here to assassinate Castro. "Goo goo, woo goo, boo goo." I uttered. It was horrible. Hardly believable. My cover had been blown already. Immediately, I realized I had to cover my tracks. "Urga, wurga, hurga, doma, coochie, hoochi, oochie, ooga, mooga, booga, wooga, hooga." I said. What the hell was I doing? In my disorientation from having just woken up, apparently I had forgotten that it wasn't the babies who spoke the gibberish, it was the babies that had the damn gibberish spoken to them and, rather than covering the gibberish, I had only added an even longer stream of gibberish to it. From my first waking moments and with my first opportunity I had managed to utterly imperil myself and the entire plan. The day was not starting well. I regrouped.

I momentarily considered what utterances might sound more baby-like, but realized that was what had gotten me into this mess and opted for silence instead, looking up at the man and woman with an innocent expression. There were a tense couple of minutes but then the man announced that he was going to call the police. The wheels were in motion.

I sat in a baby seat in a jeep. The jeep was heading to the residence of one Fidel Castro. His subordinates had communicated with him over the phone and he ordered that I was to be brought to him. He wanted to see for himself, the American
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