
      It's Not Lupus


      
      
      
         
         The Old Same Place

      
      

      

      
      
         Another rainy, boring morning.  



A clock chimes.  The sky is covered in a ceiling of murky grey that is blocking out most of the sunlight.  The trees around the place are barren of leaves, as organic balls of life and death poise overhead to clonk people out.  The constant wind is the only real sound because there are no birds or crickets outside.  The roads are wet from last night's rain and you can see no traffic.  



You are house sitting in an old, lonely two story Victorian home.  There is supposed to be a cat and a dog to take care of.  These lovable nitwits are supposed to be stalking and hounding you, but they are not around anymore.  You woke up to find them gone.  Doors and windows?  They're shut and locked.  No signs or clues to where they have gone to.  



Your sleek cell phone is off and will not turn on.  The faded house phone has no dial tone.  Turning on the smart TV just gets a no service message on the screen.  The modem and router don't seem connected to the service provider.  Nothing you try gets any of these devices to work.  



Mystery and boredom.  



There are old clocks in every room.  These devices are all set to different times.  Heat and lights still work, along with running water.  Plenty of food and drinks on hand.  Downstairs has a working radio.  These stations come in alright and with a variety of sounds to listen to.  There are two shelves of old books in an upstairs room.  The book's titles range from cheap romance to pulp science fiction.  



It's noon, you think.  Still no sounds outside other than the wind.  The stove works and you have made a meal out of the contents from a can.  Listening to the radio you notice none of the stations have advertisements or announcers.  No talk radio either.  Many of these songs are strange to you.  These musical distractions start off fine, but the lyrics are weird.  Hard to explain but its harmony doesn't seem to be there.  



The books bother you more so and it is not because the genres themselves don't interest you.  It's because the stories start out normal, but the words on the pages start making less sense.  Also the letters themselves further into the pages become harder to make out.  They are either blurry, smudged or missing out right.  The end of the books just have blank pages.  When you come back to a book that you've put down, the cover title and picture has changed slightly.  



You're out.  



All the wall clocks have stopped now.  You are not getting paid enough to watch an empty weird house in the middle of nowhere.  In fact, you can't recall who is paying you.  The sky is partly cloudy as the sun is sinking into the horizon.  You leave the house and get into your vehicle.  Expecting it not to start up, but it does.  You pull out of the driveway as the trees drop little presents on top of your roof.  The wind picks up even more as you watch the house in your rear view mirror.  It fades into the distance.  Ahead is harvested fields of corn, but you don't see any other houses.  



For long minutes you drive in silence.  The radio doesn't pick anything up.  Not even static.  The clouds cover the sky as night is here.  There are no road signs nor other roads to take.  Minutes turn into an hour before you see something other than the outlines of the fields.  There is a light in the distance.  You don't think it's too far away as you get closer to it.  



Rain starts to fall heavily but you are almost there.  It seems to be a two story house.  By the style it looks Victorian with trees surrounding it.  You pull into the driveway as walnuts drop onto your vehicle's roof.  Getting out of your car, you hurry to the house's door.  Knocking on it proves no answer in return.  Tired and sleepy, you open the door.  Greeting you is a clumsy dog and skittish cat.  A clock chimes inside.  


      

      
   
      All Alone


      
      
      
         
         Solitude

      
      

      

      
      
         The warrior leaned against a tree and tried to catch his breath as a faint trickle of blood oozed out of his wound.  The forest stretched around him, calm and cool after his fierce battle and the terrible rout that followed their defeat.  The chieftain was slain, the shamans captured, and all of the warriors fled before the hungry spears of the victorious.  Many had fallen to the warrior’s blade, but the enemy was numerous as the grass, and fast as rabbits.  Now as the sun began to rest, he could also.



“At least I am alone,” he murmured to himself.  “My dishonor is without witness.”



“Who said you are alone?”  A tall woman stepped out of the growing forest shadows, gesturing with one long-fingered hand.  “All around you are the creatures of the forest, living their lives in the shadows of the trees.  They are born, they grow, and they die here.”



For a time, the warrior listened according to the woman’s advice.  As the darkness grew, he could hear far more than he had thought at first.  From the distant call of wolves to the chirps of insects underfoot, he could no more be alone in the forest than in a crowded bar, drinking with his lost companions.



“You are right,” admitted the warrior.  “A great multitude of beings surround us, but I was speaking of humans such as ourselves.  Our battle is lost and I am greatly fatigued, but it is a good thing to find unexpected companionship in this place.  Come, young maiden.  Sit with me while I bind this injury before it attracts the beasts of the forest.”



The warrior seated himself on a fallen log with a wince, drawing out supplies to deal with the bloody wound.  Thankfully, the spear had gone straight through the muscle and broken, leaving only a stub of iron and wood amidst the mangled flesh.  It was painful, but he had endured worse during his life and recovered, so he set to work with quiet complaints and muttering as the tall woman drew nearer.



“You are obviously a brave man,” she said.  “What matter of man did bring you to these woods in such a state?”



“War,” he grunted.  “It matters not the reason.  Men have always fought.  One chieftain is insulted by another, land fails to produce money so the poor raid the wealthy, the women of a village are barren so others must be captured.  At least I have human companionship tonight.”



“You are correct in many regards,” said the woman as she moved closer, “and wrong on the most important.”



She smiled with sharp teeth.
      

      
   
      The Fallen


      
      
      
         
         Downlift

      
      

      

      
      
         In the beginning…



But was there a beginning?



Wherever I look, my mind’s eye says ‘no’.



It seems I have always been, and yet, I know this is not true. Everything has a beginning, so why would I not?



I don’t know. 



So many questions, so few answers…



Back then, there was light. A glow, everywhere, filling all space.



But was there space? I don’t think so.



Was there time, too? I don’t think either.



I can’t tell where or when that was. These questions make no sense.



All I can remember is conscience. Existing. And the certainty of being surrounded. Everywhere around me. Suffused light, engrossed with the presence of thousands, even more, millions of ‘beings’. I use ‘being’ because I don’t know their name, I don’t know what they were. But they were, somehow they were close to me, though I couldn’t see nor touch them, and somehow I accepted them as my brethren. No questions were ever asked. We were, invisible in the eternal glow, all distinct but still one, united and yet divided.



There were voices too, chirps and warbles. And sound. Scores of crystalline notes surging from unfathomable depths. Echos of unknown choirs bouncing thither us from unbelievable distance at the frontier of our consciousness, wrapping us, twirling, whirling, before dying off in the ubiquitous light.



When I say dying off, I assume they had a beginning and an end, which they hadn’t. The melody had always been here, shifting, alike and different, always at variance, never the same and yet unaltered.



That’s what I remember. Existence. Motion in stillness. Change in permanence.



No word was ever said. No thought was ever thought. We did not need to think, we did not need to speak. We were one. Everything was shared, immediately perceived and understood. Somehow I knew I was a piece, but I was also the whole. And so was every one of my brethren. One and all were equal. We couldn’t count. Counting wouldn’t have made any sense.



And this has endured for… I can’t say, as none had ever recounted the æons.



Until.



Until something formed in my mind, which was not my mind, but the mind of us all, yet was my mind too.



That which appeared in my mind cannot be described, unless it be with the simple thought: I



But there were no words or thoughts then, and no one to utter them.



It was a tiny sting at first, like the ripple at the surface of a yet unborn ocean. But as the tiny ripple softly grows into the tidal wave which devastates the shore it wipes, the sting morphed into a smart and then into relentless pain.



Who was I?



I knew I was one amongst the many, like and yet unlike. If I was, unique and yet indistinct, then there must be un-I, too. And as I pondered, my unlikeness grow. I was no more in unison and harmony with my siblings.



And with that realisation also came the awareness of my surroundings, of the light, of the sounds, of the unbounded realm I was part of, yet that was also part of me.



Light. But it there was light, there should also be un-light; if there were sounds and voices, there ought to be un-sound and un-voices. And that’s how I came to know darkness and silence.



Suddenly, there was a here, and a yonder. A now, and a then. A past, and a future. I felt drifting away.



I was drifting away, I was being pushed. Pushed away from the one and many I was no longer a wholesome part of. Expelled. Thrown out. Vomited.



I fell.



Into darkness, silence and loneliness, with my brooding as my only company.



Before I realised.



I realised the void needn’t be empty. Eternity needn’t be timeless. Space needn’t be boundless. Night retreats before the dimmest spark of the morning light.



Void was waiting, space and time were waiting. Waiting to be created. And so I crafted them and filled space with things, bright and dark, enduring or ephemeral, still or moving, because change and contrast is what I am in love with.



I know my loneliness will end. I know some day out of change and motion will arise they who will share a part of my mind. They, and I, like and unlike. Blended, but different. Merged and yet parted.



And thus will the circle be complete.
      

      
   
      8 PM


      
      
      
         
         Preshrinked

      
      

      

      
      
         	“Does anything strike you right away?”

	

        “No,” I said. We were in a lighted room looking at a painting which ran nearly seven feet up the wall. I wished that something really did strike me about it, so I would have something to say to Leopold, who shuffled behind me as he talked and observed my expressions in a stout leather jacket.

	

        I was visiting Italy looking for adventure—my mother is Italian, or part Italian. I told my friends I was traveling to find my roots, to touch base with what I had forgotten. Leopold and I met outside the airport. He owned a taxi business, but was stranded for a day, due to a flight complication. He took an interest in me.

	

        “What do you think, eh?” he asked; the sense was the same but the question hit differently. I hunched my shoulders and squinted a little, and he laughed at my effort. “You know,” he said, as though I were suddenly an expert, “Tornelli underwent frequent psychoanalysis in the thirties. He thought it was a new thing in humanity, the study of the soul in all its movements. It was not a religion for him, but a cosmology, shall we say.”

	

        “Did he stay in Italy?” I asked. I could hear Leopold breathing next to me.

	

         He didn’t answer, but put his hands in the pockets of his big, stiff jacket, and smiled under his moustache. “What do you think?” he asked again. He had a new angle this time. “Was this done before or after his psychoanalysis?” 

	

         I thought about Kant, in response to him, and particles, and the Bhagavat Gita. I squinted some more—harder this time. The painting had a lustrous and imposing frame. I tried, but couldn’t resist it. All of Italy’s history might have been folded into its curlicues, I thought. Leopold was side-eyeing me, and I nearly answered him.      

	

        “What is it,” he said, though, it wasn’t a question anymore. 

	

        “It was made before his psychoanalysis,” I asserted. “You can tell because you can see that the whole thing is a mirror of his dream. Italy was his great, big dream, like Michelangelo’s empyrean. When a man psychoanalyzes he no longer has dreams. He only has himself.” 



        The canvas was black, as dark as the door of a coffin. On it had been put a radiant blue cube, the color of nickel candy, which decanted down the surface into smaller cubes. Here, the artist had removed the gradient. What was left melted away into pools of monochrome, the sun on the Adriatic Sea, which fell through the bottom of the canvas space like a switch river passing into the still trench of a froggy braid.    

	

         The museum was cold. I felt myself shiver in the polyester throw-over I took from Maryland. I looked at Leopold. The smile had gone back into his moustache, and he looked up at the painting with a new expression, like a bushman fathoming the moon. It would be time to leave soon. I thought it would be best to leave him alone, though I wouldn’t—nor couldn’t—go without him. Would he leave without me? His distance shocked me. I nearly forgot what I was doing, and turned to the wall again. 
      

      
   
      Frozen Potentials


      

      
      
         Here I stood at the end of the world, I had to give it one more try. Dry wind hissed past my ears and swept streamers of snow and dust past me; these soared in clouds into the Void as the air of Earth bled away from the land. I adjusted my breather over my nose, checked my wingsuit, and inspected the great wall of nothing before me, just refractive hints of atmosphere fading off into starless black as Void continued to eat the Earth.



I listened to the whistling wind until I fancied I could hear the voices of those who went before me. I remembered my buddy sharing some of the lore he’d gotten from those who leaped over, before he took the plunge himself. When you hear the singing, you will know it is time. I thought I could hear a monk’s chanting and decided that it was close enough. Time to leave the world behind.



I took a few paces back; you were permitted to take it at a dead run, but I had observed that slower people got further in the end. I had been a stalker for quite a while here, at the huge slice of the planet that the Void was steadily carving away, and talked to many who had made the pilgrimage as society collapsed around everyone.



I strolled forward, spread the wingsuit, and dropped off the crumbling edge of Earth and into the Void. As I sailed through the thinning air, I saw those who had gone before. The void could be penetrated by living things to a degree, but after a certain time everything came to an end. When you died, you stopped, frozen in place. The only game here was to see how far you could get, to what degree you could beat the dead people who hung in the Void around you, before your own breath stopped and the last thing was discovered.



They were clustered around me in the air like stars. I fell past people in wingsuits, clown suits, business suits, bathing suits, naked folks and some who had dipped themselves in some kind of syrup. As Humanity drew to a close, strange days had found us. The only correct way to proceed was to get up off your tail and help somebody before it all went away.



They held varying poses, some were thumbing their noses or giving the finger to what they conceived God to be, some were faking a backstroke, some pirouetting, one held an unfired gun to her forehead, some of them were copulating. All were frozen like statues at the point where life had left them, embedded in Void.



I continued my Voidward acceleration, the air hissing away in my breather, not knowing when it all would end for me, but I fancied that I was leaving them behind, that I would be the one out in front of them all, right up to the end, with a pose like a superhero, arm in front of me, as if I meant to punch everything out of existence. 



There would be no right or wrong left after all, no one left to criticize or censure, right up until that last moment when everything stiffened around you and you were all alone, forever.



I started to slow down—
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