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Ray Divine

Mostly a typical Tuesday for neither tall nor short, neither skinny nor fat, Dustin “Coop” Cooper. Just like any other Tuesday, except for the part where he’s about to be beheaded. Because that has never happened to him yet. 

Yet! But it looks like it’s about to. 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah, take a break, Narrator. Coop, here!” 

An incredibly handsome man stands chained before a crowd eager to watch him die horrifically on a guillotine. He sorely awaits the separation of his head from his body. 

“You know how they always say something isn’t worth losing your head over? I agree wholeheartedly that this is one of those things.” The handsome man struggles with his chains. No give. No leeway. No easy way out. But even if he broke free, too many guards serve on duty to stop him. 

“Unfortunately, the people in favor of my beheading disagree. Wholeheartedly. They insist that I be decapitated in the worst way possible. With a dull blade requiring multiple chops. And why? Because of an egg. A silly egg. 

“But again, that’s we where disagree. Wholeheartedly. For they insist that this silly egg is The Great And Mighty Egg. Which makes me a scoundrel for calling it silly. So odd to think that this all started so simply.” 

The Nifty Narrator here. I’m back from break. So let’s go back a bit to see how our “hero” got caught up in all of this. 

“Whoa, whoa, whoa. Time out. Why is hero in quotes?” 

Please get back in position. And tell me honestly, do you really think you’re the least bit heroic? 

“Everything that got me here. Some of that had to be heroic.” 

Bwah-hahahaha! Pardon my uproarious laughter. Okay, he’s back in place. Let’s pick this up from before he even entered this strange and eerie world of The Great and Mighty Egg... 

Back in our world, where everything makes perfect sense. Bwah-hahahaha! The author couldn’t possibly expect me to say that with a straight face. Okay, okay, okay, I’m fine. And here we go. Action! 

Such a confusing world! Soooo many choices to make! Paper or plastic? Crunchy wheat or nicely sweet? To super-size or not to super-size? These are the questions.

Along with: For here or to go? That old time religion, New Age, or the secret rites of Jedi knights?

Blonde, brunette, ebony, redhead, or all of the above?

So many decisions fie for our attention each day, demanding we choose. Each choice comes with its own ramifications, a litany of positives and negatives.

Even not deciding is in itself a decision, no matter how paradoxical or ironic that sounds.

Coop could make some decisions more readily than others. Plastic. Paper grocery bags create a stench when wet; plastic doesn’t. Paper bags disintegrate in water too; plastic doesn’t.

Not that he put his groceries on the hood of his car and drove through thunderstorms or automated car washes. Although the latter would be such a sudsy way to wash one’s produce.

Honk-honk-honnnkkkkk! Although no one else waited in the drive-thru when Coop pulled next to the intercom, a line of drivers draped around the block blared their horns and hollered at him. He scratched his head through his bushy, black hair.

The aroma of yesterday’s fast food order still permeated inside his faded blue hybrid hatchback. So how could he possibly make another monumental decision so soon? The jumbo burger looked tasty, but so did the titanic tacos! Let’s not forget the volcano wings! Mongo Nuggets! He recited his favorite prayer: “Oh Lord, help me choose wisely.”

Honk-honk-honnnkkkkk! “Just go with combo number two!” barked the frazzled, frantic, starving stranger behind him.

“I’ll try the combo number two,” Dustin said into the speaker. “A friend I haven’t met yet suggested it.”

“Is that for here or to go?” asked the delicate, young voice on the other end.

“To go.” Coop scrunched his nose. Was he missing something? “That’s why I’m in the drive-thru.”

“I know,” replied the teeny, giggling voice. “You took so long to make up your mind, I thought I’d mess with you.”

“Oh. Cool, cool, cool.” Dustin forced a smile, even though he couldn’t be seen by the cashier. “Good one.” He rolled his dark brown eyes. Unfortunately, at that moment, he could be seen.

“Hey! I saw that!”

Gulp! Coop wondered when they started hiding cameras everywhere?
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The combo number two came with a strangely-spiced, scrambled egg croissant sandwich, jumbo cheddar fries, a deluxe chocolate pudding cup, and an iced tea. Dustin savored the scents as he drove back to his apartment. He hadn’t even considered the egg sandwich! In his mind, he thanked the angry driver who’d been behind him for the suggestion.

Not a particularly long drive home, but certainly one fraught with thought. So much weighed on his mind, including a feeling of impending doom, which made him look forward to the pudding cup with increasing fervor.

Coop enjoyed being with buxom blonde Marcia at the movies last weekend. Even though she clearly didn’t get all the jokes. At least none of the less obvious ones. How could he spend the rest of his life having to explain the subtle nuances of Steve Carell? She’d certainly embarrass him around his family and friends.

Perky brunette Kirsten laughed uninhibitedly at the wild antics of Will Ferrell the weekend before, but she doesn’t know the Lord. The Bible warned against marrying unbelievers, so as soon as he learned she didn’t believe all three creeds, he stopped calling her. She hadn’t even heard of the third creed. What an infidel!

What troubled Dustin the most was that he wasn’t sure he believed all three creeds either. One said that after dying, the Lord descended into Hell, but on the cross, He told the believing thief that they’d be together that day in Paradise.

Are parts of Hell so nice that even the Lord Himself confuses them with Paradise? Or was Paradise a part of Hell, in which case the P.R. guys for Paradise hyped it beyond recognition.

When he asked his pastor, Reverend Gerald Germaine told him not to think about it too hard, that the Faith had already been around for two thousand years, so there was no way anyone would find something wrong with it.

Dustin nodded politely, all the while thinking that several other religions had been around for far longer, but his church said those were wrong. So clearly length of duration didn’t determine a religion’s authenticity.

Still, he just turned twenty-five and felt like marriage made sense. His religion encouraged such a union. And he wanted to start raising a family, but since graduating college, he met less and less women, less and less opportunities to find The One.

If only he could decide between Marcia and Kirsten. Or rather, if only another choice would come along and win him over, accompanied with a sure sign from God to assuage all doubts.
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Casting aside concerns over finding his soulmate and shunning doubts about his confounding faith, Coop pondered the pudding cup as he opened the door to his beige one-bedroom apartment.

But as soon as he cleared a spot at the table to eat, unwrapped the scrambled egg croissant sandwich, and opened his mouth to take a big, tasty bite, the phone rang.

Who would call at 7:15? Definitely not his parents. They wouldn’t dare miss a moment of Wheel of Fortune. Must be Marcia or Kirsten.

“Coop here. Hello? Oh, hi. Mom?! What’s wrong? Are you all right? Is Dad all right?” His heart began pounding a reggae rhythm. Must be an emergency if Mom’s calling during Wheel of Fortune!

“I’m fine, dear. But Dad’s.” She sighed. “Upset.”

He moaned and rolled his eyes. “What’s he blaming me for now?”

“Dustin. It’s not always about you.”

“Cool, cool, cool.” Coop smirked, wondering what his younger sister Aubrey did.

Couldn’t have been his older brother Ricky. He never got in trouble for anything. Maybe his Dad felt too afraid to express disapproval to a man of the cloth.

Although he also didn’t like picking on his youngest child and only daughter.

So that left Dustin with a neon, glow-in-the-dark target on his forehead at which his Dad could fire from an endless quiver of his arrows of discontent.

“It’s your Uncle Charlie.”

“Ha! Figures. What did he do? Dish out more atheistic dogma to tick off Dad again?”

“No, dear.” Mom sobbed. “He died.”

“That can’t be right.” Dustin fought back the tears. “He can’t die. He didn’t know the Lord. If he died without knowing”–Dustin lost the battle against his tears.

Coop barely understood his Mom’s weepy farewell. She said something about the funeral time. About how he had to be strong for her. For Dad and Aubrey. And even for his brother, the holy reverend Ricky, who would visit to preach at the internment.

Uncle Charles Darwin Cooper. Dead and damned. Dustin wondered: What were Papa and Nana thinking, naming him Charles Darwin? No wonder he lost faith. And yet, he always seemed so evolved.

Uncle Charlie often joked that he became an atheist, because God Almighty Himself appeared to him one night and told him that He didn’t exist. “Who am I to argue with the Almighty? If God says He doesn’t exist, I have to believe Him. We all know God doesn’t lie!”

Hard to argue with logic that convoluted.

He also liked to quote Pope Leo X who said “How well we know what a profitable superstition this fable of Christ has been for us and our predecessors.”

Uncle Charlie would shrug and say, “Who am I to argue with a pope? We all know those guys are infallible, so that means the whole thing’s a superstitious fable.”

If he really wanted to rile up Dustin’s Dad, Uncle Charlie’d say, “Of course we all know it doesn’t really matter what we believe. As long as we’re sincere.”

That comment ignited the thruster rockets fueling an argument that always involved the illustration of how you can drink poison sincerely and still die. As Dustin’s Dad’s face and
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