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It’s like I’m standing outside my own window, peering through the glass and watching my life unfold…………

A middle aged actress carries a tray of snacks from the kitchen to the living room and sets it gently on a glass coffee table in front of the aging poet.  A sliver of smoke breaks across her wrist as she gently wraps her arms around his neck.  He gives her a light peck on the lips and softly pushes her away, pulling his notebook back into his lap; immersed in his words and oblivious to the love that surrounds him.

It’s chilly outside the window.  The April sky is a deep dark navy blue illuminated by the brilliance of a full moon.  I spin slowly in the muddy grass, allowing myself to lean back against the chilly dew that clings to the blue aluminum siding.  I stare through the budding branches of trees that will soon provide shady comfort from a searing Midwestern summer sun.  For this moment, however, the night is cold, damp, and unwilling.  It sends me inside of myself, to memories of other nights like this; when I felt the cold moistened whisper of loneliness soaking through much younger limbs; when a simple love had passed into a complex psychedelic pattern of solitude and withdrawal that culminated in deceit, dishonesty and intense biting pain.  

Second thoughts overshadow first impressions.  I am never sure whether I am in love or whether I am just trying to prove to myself that I really am a decent person.  A drop of moisture (or sap) drips from above, slapping me on the top of the head.  I run my fingers through my thinning hair, hoping that it was only water.

A police car passes and reminds me of State Troopers at the Oklahoma/Texas border on the weekend before Charlie Reber’s wedding.  I cannot even remember what year it was, yet it is somewhat ironic that I ended up living only a few short miles away from St. Louis, the Arch, and White Castle burgers.  Fear is an emotion best explored by those who have nothing to lose.  The stakes are much higher now, and I am not sure that I know the rules to this game.  Fear is a daily meal, and all eyes are upon me from morning ‘till night.  I used to fear those who threatened my obscurity.  Now I fear the obscurity itself.  One hundred and eighty degrees away from where I started, when an acid soaked pitcher of kool-aid, a couple of cases of Busch beer, and a half a dozen joints lit a weekend of absurdity into a bonfire of hazy paranoid memories.  There is no such thing as the “Thought Police," otherwise I would have been condemned years ago.  The thought police also passed.  There was nothing to investigate.

I can see a few of the brighter stars and planets through the shadows that the full moon casts as it throws its light through the semi-leafless trees.  I miss the warmth of the April Texas evenings.  I miss the hope for love that would spring along with the warming of my universe as my birthdays would approach.  Summer arrives much later in Southern Illinois.  I am starting to doubt whether it arrives at all.  As I thrust my hands into my pockets while bowing my head and closing my eyes, I am swarmed with the warm memory of a once forbidden love.  I can almost feel myself spiraling outward along with the rest of the galaxy.  Existence is constant motion, even when one is certain that he is standing still.  I wonder where she is tonight.  I know that I will never know, but I wonder just the same.  I raise my eyes back towards the sky.  I am pretty sure that one of the stars just burned out, but I will never know that for sure either.

Tomorrow slaps me on my right ear.  I blink my eyes, shake the cobwebs out of my head and realize that I have been sitting in the same place for far too long.  The waitress has the body of a gymnast and the eyes of a goddess; even the sight of her bare forearms excites me.  I wonder what she looks like when she wears purple silk and crosses a candle lit room, but this to I will never know, and these thoughts are forbidden.  Maybe the thought police really do exist!

It’s as if I am looking through the hopeless pixels of a stolen television screen.  The window is becoming fogged with moisture..  The couple inside is making mad passionate love upon the couch.  Another poem is stolen from the fingers of the dying artist.  There ought to be a fireplace in this living room.  A thermostat steals the romance from the moment.  There is no substitute for the crackle of a freshly burning split piece of firewood.  I try to slip inside his head, the poet’s mind, but I just cannot connect.

It’s as if I am standing outside my own window.

Watching the glass fog up.

Wondering if I am doing the right thing.

Where are the thought police

Now that I need them most?
Full moon

Dissolves reality

Leaves me empty

Still unsure

Standing outside my own window

Looking into the future

Wondering if what I see is……

Fate.

Destiny.

Or Fear.

