
Imagine if I had come across Kraus before Brecht I would never have become 
the person I wanted to be, as if I knew the person I wanted to be before I became the 
person I want to be and I became but still have not become the person I want to be, it is 
never easy to become who you want to be because you only know it after you have 
become that person and then you want to continue not reweave like Penelope could 
unraveling every night what she did during the day—what I weaved is forever even as I 
unraveled it with my thoughts of the future—there is no Archimedean point of certainty, 
that is denied human beings except maybe in old age when you can look back, preferably 
far far back and say this was the decisive moment, as opposed to the everyday struggle 
that is not given by others but has to be worked out by yourself and then rediscovered 
upon reaching it. Aristotle said long ago everybody wants happiness but what the fuck is 
happiness. Is it simply health? Yes especially if you are ill, but there are two kinds of 
sickness one of the body the other of the soul—can I use such a term in the modern era 
where there is talk of man landing upon the moon, forget about the earth not being the 
center of the solar system nor the sun the center of the galaxy, now other stars are like 
the sun; Ockham’s razor (Ockham disliked all abstract thought and thought the simplest 
explanation was the best) so now his dichotomy of heaven and hell may mean more than 
he ever realized and these other galaxies are what we once called heaven and hell—
wouldn’t it be a pisser if in some other galaxy the arrow of time is reversed and you start 
old and you know what you are so you make yourself in that direction as you get 
younger, except I would probably change even there, order always leads to disorder, big 
bang, quasars, pulsars, and what I think of as mine is only one spec on an infinite 
horizon and in other places other rules apply—it’s a comforting thought late at night to 
think what if I had enough guts to approach my first crush in high school and asked her 
out and she accepted, how would my life be different, but I was too shy, then I realize I 
have enough difficulty on this planet to worry about how someone else is living on 
another world, even if it is fun to speculate that you could actually stand outside time 
and read the mind of God. Except God is dead, everybody is talking about pleasure not 
duty. You’d think with all this new science God would be outdated but it isn’t, except no 
one can define it exactly, except those who refuse to think and have a single set of beliefs, 
even as each time I happen to use the phrase I have a difficult time defining it and wished 
I could become a non-thinker who went about their business secure in their convictions 
not why think like Faust who went about his business not looking closely only at the 
surface of things only I never met an individual who didn’t go through life without any 
concerns or issues I wasn’t so privileged to be one of the chosen few who could feel, we 
all go through life touched nobody goes through life untouched and with the right 
answers, only some individuals go through life with a faith that I cannot understand, 
some with a belief that blows me away, some with a fear of the unknown, but it is not 
those that I usually hang around with, no my friends go through life wondering about 
sex, and not only sex but everything else connected with it—it would have been 
wonderful to have gotten laid earlier and gotten it out of the way but I was too shy to 
approach Jane  first, and by the time I was ready she had a steady boyfriend, my best 
friend, so we did it on the sly. Not that I am ascetic all I wanted was sex but I am always 
fearful of leaving my body and taking a chance, so I couldn’t get it until I learned how to 
treat a woman as a person not simply as a sex machine and I only learned that after high 



school and could look back in my high school career and cringe—what power high 
school has over me till this day: I still cringe at the things I did in high school—one of 
my key issues in growing up is realizing I could not redo what I had done but could 
reinterpret it in the light not of the past but of my future. Not that I ever learned from 
my mistakes, ha ha or from my suffering, ha, but in learning what it means to be alive 
and not always living in the past, or the present, the past isn’t in front of me the present 
is, what can I make of myself, how can I do it, not simply accept what was given to me as 
a provincial boy from the sticks—when I told my best friend that I wanted to migrate to 
the city he asked why I wanted to become corrupt like city dwellers who can’t fish, hunt, 
or even swim why some even can’t ride a bicycle and they wear such fancy-dancy clothes 
I wouldn’t be caught dead among them, they no longer even go to church—then 
unfortunately the present did not blink by—the tortoise beats the hare, and there was no 
end to my time in high school and when my mother said these are the best years of your 
life I wondered who she was talking to: here where I had no choice and all I had was the 
ability to disrupt which was interpreted as disobedience not boredom and couldn’t wait 
to escape this provincial cow-town. Couldn’t I have found one interesting moment, one 
interesting teacher, one intense person couldn’t they have taken me somewhere else even 
if we lived in the hinterlands there were planes, trains and buses? I never thought of high 
school as glory days like my best friend, and at his funeral the ex-prom queen would 
come and say nice words as she sits in front of the pew with her children, while I would 
wonder who she was until she stood up and spoke and I could then imagine her wearing 
a black dress and veil but she would feel uncomfortable talking to me because I was not 
the same person I was back then while poor Dick stayed pretty much the same and 
forgot to lead his life, as Jane actually did, and maybe it’s better that I never had enough 
nerve to speak to her at first. At her words I would start crying and wouldn’t be able to 
stop myself and would hate myself for being so falsely sentimental because truly I didn’t 
even want to go up to her anymore and thought how Dick wasted his life in his 
hometown. I first learned about pataphysics in French literature, jargon sounding 
profound, we had that too only called sociology; how we all lead different lives than we 
think we should—imaginary solutions, poor Dick and Jane, but did you waste your life 
or do we all somehow lead the lives we want to lead and even if he always said he was 
going to escape this life, but I have responsibilities and Jane would kill herself if I left, 
didn’t he always do what she wanted and who am I to say he didn’t—again the 
courtroom scene where I stand naked before a judge, enough of that image, Dick wanted 
his life so much he refused to hang with me nor I him after we went our separate ways; 
we never would listen to one another each thinking the other one is envious. How he had 
married, bought a house had children when I couldn’t even get out of bed in the 
morning, it took me time to learn—if you go to bed in the wee hours awakening with 
the afternoon sun it is difficult to learn; there he was going to bed earlier than his parents 
while I was prowling the streets searching, looking, searching for what, looking for what 
not wanting to go back to my room while he achieved the impossible dream a stable life 
that I could only imagine usually with a woman I just met, I have a simple imagination 
and who I saw last became the desire even as I realized most of them were not for me 
even if I imagined it would be so nice to have one. I wasn’t into a harem or spreading my 
semen around and the second time I had sex with a woman I liked it I enjoyed the act 
itself that pleased me but the nervousness and anxiety leading up to it was fraught with 
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danger, should I put my arm around her? be careful don’t poke her eye with my elbow, 
does she want me to continue? how will I know? So much anxiety there was no pleasure 
when she led me to bed, no pleasure in anticipation, and how when it was over was so 
exhausted the only moment of pure joy was my climax, later I started to wonder if during 
the act my lover was experiencing pure joy the way Jane did with me in the backseat of 
her Chevy. But she made sure I had foreplay even as I wondered would I be able to keep 
it up—boy did I get hard fast, I couldn’t keep it down no matter how hard I talked to it, 
and later when they turned over and fell asleep I wondered why I was so excited and 
silently slipped out of bed into the common room laid my forehead on the window and 
felt the pleasure of the cold window against my forehead and recalled the moment and 
now wondered how to get her out of the dorm room without being seen, the dorm 
mother awakens quite early and I would have to be sure not to fall asleep to get her out 
before the sun comes up. Is this happiness? I wasn’t exactly sure what happiness is but I 
knew it wasn’t lying next to me in bed, this was an adventure and I’m not one who likes 
adventure, I’m so afraid I wouldn’t even go with strange men who I met in bars, i.e. new 
friends until I felt I could trust them more, I’m easily led and didn’t want to fall in with 
the wrong crowd, i.e. my mother and father gave me that speech before I left for the city. 
I thought it would be sexual instead my mother said my father should talk to me and 
what he said was not what I expected, I thought he would talk about women instead he 
said you are easily led so make sure you don’t get yourself in trouble, be careful of city 
folk they sometimes say one thing and do another, don’t fall in with the wrong crowd—
why I eventually had to stop seeing Jane and only saw her when Dick was present so I 
really didn’t have to know her, because in front of her husband she wasn’t the same 
person that I recalled from youth when I would fantasize about her before falling asleep, 
it was Jane I was thinking about in bed with other woman. Jane and my friends from 
high school where I had no choice but to be friends with them because I didn’t know 
better, or at least from the multitude of people who shared similar attitudes as me a small 
number became my buddies but as I grew up realized what they wanted was not what I 
wanted even if I wasn’t sure what I wanted but I knew I didn’t want what they wanted 
because what they wanted was ingrained in our culture and you couldn’t shut it off like 
you couldn’t shut off the television even if it had an off switch. TV, movies, newspapers, 
teachers all spoke the same language and somehow I realized what I am supposed to want 
is not all it’s cracked up to be and I started liking silence better than garbled speech—
jargon that sounded profound, not that I could sound more profound only not go in the 
direction they went: they stayed I left. Thank goodness for geographical diversity, I had a 
chance to go to a college I shouldn’t have been allowed to get into I wasn’t prepared, hey 
we didn’t even have biology courses least it interfere with the Bible until the Soviets 
launched Sputnik and we were in a rush for excellence, and all of a sudden serious science 
was taught. My friends couldn’t understand why my folks would pay so much money for 
a private college when we had good ones right here in state, and they were right there 
wasn’t a dime’s worth of difference between them, I know, I sat in on some of their 
classes except maybe prestige but I didn’t go for the school but for the city. When I first 
told them I was going they didn’t believe me I had to show them the letter of admission, 
which said that you have cafeteria privileges but it’s closed on Sunday and all they 
wanted to know is how am I supposed to eat on Sunday night. They laughed but I 
wanted a different culture, a new culture, that’s the words I used when I finally tried to 
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explain to them why I’m leaving that I didn’t want to spend most nights drinking, or 
figuring out ways to get girls pregnant, somehow I never could understand the joy in 
that, i.e. pricking a condom with a needle so some sperm could slip out. How Dick and 
Jane’s first child was born. Dick thought it cool to have a home to come home to after 
staying out all night with the boys, freezing our butts off hanging out but he said at least 
he now had a home to go home to. We had always hung out even on the coldest nights 
of the year so as not to have to go home to our parents’ house and would drink vodka to 
keep warm, especially on nights when there was a game the next day, we were always 
afraid to do our best and always had excuses ready, this is what I am thinking about as 
they lay his coffin into the ground, even as we hadn’t been together for a long time now 
and we hardly ever met alone again and when we did he ordered a double neat even if he 
was driving home and had a wooden leg while I sat next to him sipping beer. Drinking 
next to hunting  and suicide were big here because of the ugliness and boredom of life, at 
least Dick didn’t stoop to that young it took him some time; it was always called 
accidental but we always tried to stop hunters from going out alone because that’s often 
when they did it, no one wouldn’t say I am going to commit suicide only go out hunting, 
drinking and hunting were a deadly combination; sometimes the landscape would be so 
pretty i.e. they wouldn’t even build bridges over them to spoil the view of God’s nature 
and men would leap to their death immediately giving way to their instincts, if they 
could have stood back and thought for a moment they may not have given in, but to do 
that you had to believe in culture and these newfangled ideas that forced me to leave this 
insipid place. When I first came to the city it was like coming to another planet, I recall 
after the first rain I was walking in Riverside Park and the bushes appeared like 
diamonds the way the water glistened off the bushes and that has always stayed with me 
and I tried explaining that to Dick and he said you think we don’t have rain here. Yet the 
medieval university that started out as Double Truth, one for the community and one for 
that allowed the university to push its version of the truth soon became the Double Lie, 
the outside world full of journalese and the university jargon, teaching empty 
nothingness all abstract thinking not allowing us to learn what the good is by becoming 
aware of what good is. And even if I never found a good teacher at whose feet I could sit 
but my first year roommate did suggest I go downtown and study serious acting and then 
I was moved by the knowledge of European intellectuals who had migrated here before, 
during and in some cases after the war. Here at least we had serious conversation. 
Uptown it was similar to what I escaped from only adding drugs, but downtown we 
talked about what really is going on and didn’t confuse ourselves with things and I could 
feel real possibilities uptown classes were like listening to lectures through a pane of glass 
you couldn’t take them seriously they were always about the group, never about the 
individual never about how an individual lives has to make choices, decide for himself, 
why downtown became so important to me theater inspired revolution like Hauptmann’s 
The Weavers or Harriet Beecher Stowe’s Uncle Tom’s Cabin, both plays I saw 
performed at the Dramatic Workshop in total theater with projectors, films, slides, and 
sounds. I was ready to quit school and become an actor but a professor talked me out of 
it, he said school is boring, you’re right, school is dehumanizing, you’re right, you don’t 
learn anything, you’re right but if you leave now and take any job it might pay a nice 
amount now but it still will be worse than school you don’t know anything take 
advantage of this opportunity learn downtown but finish up here then you can find a job 
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that at least will pay a living wage. This was my sociology teacher uptown, he didn’t 
know squat but his idea was sound that I work at school like a job from nine to five then 
have my evenings free so I was forced to sit thought hours upon hours of boredom so 
that I could be prepared to carry on. Now back home watching them put Dick into the 
ground I couldn’t help laughing when Jane said to me he’s with Jesus now, again this 
place is hopeless, still only talk Jesus not about him, still don’t believe in science only 
divine science that it has become difficult to come back to people who don’t believe in 
thought that can provide insight into human behavior and think nothing of why the 
person did it; never wanting to wrestle with their conscience because our conscience 
doesn’t lie and can’t be spoken to; this is not a place where you can mount a defense like 
a courtroom but touches you personally and deeply, it cannot be shut off least of all by 
sleep: early in the Civil Rights movement it is these outsiders who are causing trouble 
always looking to blame us as if we were hicks. This was not my thought when I escaped 
with vermilion cheeks that were becoming hairy, one of the reasons I didn’t feel like 
coming home from college is I started growing a drooping mustache and my mother 
would always harp on me to shave it I looked foolish wearing one and she would never 
let up so it was easier not to come home and it was pure chance that I was paired with a 
roommate from New York so he knew the Village and would take me down there, 
others were paired with solder boys who if you asked what they did over the weekend 
could say I flew in an airplane learning to fly, kill, fuck, drink take drugs but never mix 
with townies. He called me after the first year to tell me he wouldn’t be back he was off 
to Hollywood to try and make it as an actor, and my first thought was that I would 
quickly have to find someone else, the one who said to me you’re not in Kansas anymore, 
and from him I learned to refine my thoughts not just feel them except feeling not 
thinking is the key to acting and he hasn’t made it as an actor, one of the reasons I 
became a director, the other being I was talking to this girl explaining my views on life at 
the Caffé Cino, a small little cabaret in the Village with a beatnik and she said I sounded 
profound what do you do and I thought she wouldn’t take me seriously if I said actor so 
said director instead. And it worked I was able to use language to change myself and I 
even noticed myself taking in deep breaths while I spoke as opposed to letting words 
flow without thinking between breaths even if it didn’t come easy as my life started to 
acquire new meaning as opposed to when I first came to the city and thought now I will 
be different I am in a new place and a new me would develop and three weeks into the 
new place all the new me said was if only I could start over somewhere else a new me 
would develop and then realized I was in a new place but it was still the old me. 
However I learned to use words not fears even if words didn’t always take the fears away 
and at times I would fall back into the old ways usually I could come out of it again 
because I no longer would stand outside myself and look at myself as an object but 
realized I am and in I am I can make change and not have to be who I was. Of course 
none of this took place in my college education only in my real education where the 
important stuff wasn’t on the curriculum. I realized the only way not to fall back into the 
old traps was not to engage in it even as Jane always called me back, and she never 
believed I wasn’t the same person anymore, as she tried to come to terms of her failed 
love. We became much better friends because we no longer snuck around and slept 
together and we started celebrating birthdays and holidays together at least by post and 
she said she kept all my letters because they were like missives. Probably true because I 
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was trying to be like Pepys then and could sit down and analyze and even kept written 
journals even as a professor told us to write less so it doesn’t become a chore and I only 
did it until graduation then lost all interest in recording my every thought, and now when 
I reread some of that stuff wonder who that young man was since I certainly have 
nothing in common with him, then I was thinking of happiness, how can I lead my life 
happy, whatever that was, but I said I would know it when I saw it but only saw it 
downtown in the theater where the marriage of art and thought was taking place right 
before my eyes, which was exactly what Jane would say if she could lead her life over 
again. She felt old and washed up a mother of two, only she said it without humor so I 
didn’t want to believe her. Yet here I am watching him being buried at twenty-six and 
still no one is speaking the truth, it’s as if he stayed the course not that he used to hit his 
wife and she would accept it as her curse because that’s the way men are. To me freedom 
was blowing this ugly place even if escape is not all it’s cracked up to be, I was no more 
free in New York than I was here in the boonies, but I had to get on that bus and arrive 
at 42nd street, the Greyhound bus terminal and there was no one there to meet me so I 
walked uptown and the stimuli were so fantastic that I began to link walking to thinking 
but I was alert enough not to fall into a well and watched for cars and people, my 
thoughts are not that deep, even as I became confused and walked downtown first and 
it’s taking me a long time to find out what I wanted—naming allowed me to understand 
and drew forth from me what I wanted, still I never have gone to Europe, all the rage 
now, students do their junior year abroad, that would have been nice, leaving boredom 
behind for a year, back then all I could think of was getting enough credits to get 
through and since nobody encouraged me didn’t do it, the worst mistake of my college 
career, like my senior year of high school where they never fail seniors Dick and I would 
dream of escaping this place and my guidance counselor asked where I want to go and 
when I said New York he didn’t look askew but suggested I apply to colleges there, it’s 
easier to go to a new place with something than just go cold, and if you don’t like school 
you at least are in the city and can then figure out what you want to do—Dick and I 
were together so much others thought we were going steady not Dick and Jane which 
made it okay for me to be with Jane all the time because I was a friend of Dick’s, of 
course, that made her forbidden fruit even if the code said she was off limits because she 
was going steady with Dick, but we had more in common in that both of us wanted to 
leave she because she was smart but her parents saw no reason to pay for an education 
since she was going to marry and have children, she would have done better at school 
than me but Columbia was all boys then and Dick almost went he won a football 
scholarship but injured his knee and the scholarship was taken away, so I was told and he 
told everybody, and he stayed home to his prom queen. I walked up the West Side of 
New York, afraid of all the new sights, i.e. colored and Hispanic people and cars 
honking all over the place but when I made my way to the dorm it was filled up, they 
had no record of me, lost all my stuff, i.e. too many students accepted that year and they 
didn’t have enough space in the dorms, so I was booked into the Arvia house a boarding 
house on the Upper West Side where I met Norman, my roommate, who was from 
Brooklyn so I had a man who knew his way around the city as a personal guide, and right 
next to the West End Café, a bar, made famous by the beats who hung there a generation 
before me, my father had told me if I didn’t like the place to call and he would drive and 
pick me up, and he would have, he loved sitting behind the wheel of his Oldsmobile on 
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the open road while I never learned to drive, why Jane picked me up at the airport when I 
came for the funeral, that and she wanted to tell me something, almost in a whisper, but 
she wanted to tell me why she finally broke with me: she didn’t mean to she meant to 
break with Dick but her mother kept harping on her not to go with me because I was 
leaving for college while Dick was at least staying in the state not going off to a big city, 
who knows what he will do there, and partially to get her mother off her back and also 
because she had to decide then, she just didn’t want to become an old maid like her elder 
sister she saw Dick as a better marriageable prospect, she knew he would always come 
back but if you go to the city who knows what will happen to you. I did what my 
professor said, almost, I went to class when I could, studied to five then had the evening 
to myself, only the evenings many times extended to mornings and it was difficult getting 
up for my eleven o’clock. But I would work five days a week, never on Saturday or 
Sunday, and then get up as best I could and start over on Monday, but there was never a 
smile on my face as I pushed the boulder up the hill day in and day out, by my second 
year at least I learned only to take afternoon classes, didn’t care what they were, I had no 
major except afternoon, and had all evenings and nights to explore the city even if this 
freedom and independence wasn’t all it was cracked up to be, but I could see the future, 
i.e. when I finished with school and not have to waste my time in endlessly boring 
lectures because I realized the humanities do not have a grounded truth, all was opinion, 
at least in the science courses you could say A and everyone agreed what you were talking 
about, in social science each teacher had his own definition of A. I began learning the 
city, more important, learned to walk everywhere and in walking around ignored my 
surroundings, unlike Norman who would always point out the sunset, a lovely cloud 
formation, an interesting site on the street, or a celebrity or two who I would never 
notice only see people not faces, he loved pointing out actors or actresses drunk or 
stoned, but then I would make no plans and let the gods or fate or my inner gut decide 
where I was heading and what I would do that night, the difference was Norman did the 
same thing as me but he planned it, later I realized this saved a lot of effort. He liked 
New York in the fall, he said it’s better than the bitter winter where the cold eats right 
thought you and you can’t walk anywhere, I laughed at his description of the cold ten 
degrees, fifteen degrees, that wasn’t cold we had weather below zero, only I was 
chagrined to find out they had a wind which we usually didn’t have and cold with a wind 
attached to it is much colder than simply twenty below and in the winter was trapped 
indoors I quickly learned cold is worse with a biting wind. I knew Chicago had the hawk, 
who knew New York, had one too. Lucky New York had thrift shops and I was able to 
learn to dress warm even if nothing fit right it was warm, and I even learned to get a wear 
or two out of them if I folded them first before I had to wash them, and I learned how 
to do laundry even if the first batch of underwear all turned blue because I didn’t know 
how to separate light from dark, Jane laughed, everyone knows that she said when I 
wrote, but I said no it is not inborn my mother never taught me that—gender roles were 
very specific and girls across the street at Barnard would actually sew buttons on my coat 
when they came off because I was tying a belt around the coat, one girl was quitting 
school because it was so boring but before she left she insisted upon sewing my coat, 
then I never saw her again, of course my mother assumed my wife would sew for me. 
When standing in front of the Arvia house window masturbating sometimes would think 
of her now I can’t even remember her name? I would imagine us living together only she 
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wanted real freedom unlike me and wasn’t ready to stick it out in school nor go home 
she wanted to travel the country and she didn’t even wait for the semester to end, like 
some fellow classmates who however then would join the service, she up and left in the 
middle making sure to fail all her classes and not be readmitted: she insured her future 
would not be one of her past, going back to college, I had no such guts and my future 
was continued by my present accommodation to the existing order. I sounded profound 
but she acted, we may have been thrown into the world but she had the ability to act on 
her guts I would think hence not have to act my life remains a mystery to me. Jane comes 
up to me, since when did she not become the image in my mind when I masturbated? and 
thanked me for my card of condolence, she said she always liked receiving cards from me 
because instead of a simple Hallmark card I actually wrote something in the card even if 
she at times couldn’t make out my scrawl and she asked if I would like to be among the 
coffin carriers, after all you guys were best friends and he always thought highly of you, 
he never thought highly of me he hated pseudo-educated people he thought I was acting 
Jewish with my use of big words and desire for education, besides he didn’t understand 
what I was doing as a director, that wasn’t real work as far as he was concerned—work 
was work where you got your hands dirty and you came home exhausted at night, so I 
held the casket next to his eldest son, and I wanted to say fuck you Dick for killing 
yourself and depriving your children of a father—that no matter what he has a 
responsibility to them he threw them in the world and now he’s left them wounded, 
who’s going to care for them—we may be thrown into the world but our relationship 
with our parents does make a difference and the interruption too will matter. Of course I 
don’t say it, I’m too polite but that was my thought as I looked into the brown eyes of 
his eldest son who I ask how he’s doing and all he can say to me is he’s fine. He won’t be 
all right for a long time to come. The casket banged into my knee and I almost buckled, 
not because I am getting old but I played tough in the greatest game of my life—the 
communists were on the other side of the ball, our coach had told us, and you couldn’t 
just give up not in my country you played hurt in the high school football game even if I 
was walking on crutches the week before, coach insisted I would play through it, of 
course he’s now dead and doesn’t know of the pain in my knee especially when the 
atmospheric pressure changes and I have to go and sit down next to the family, the 
younger son comes over to me, wasn’t shy at all and hugs me calls me Uncle Tom, I try 
and remember if I ever actually met him, maybe when he was an infant but I’m not sure, 
the baby who was supposed to save the marriage but in the end may have destroyed it, 
but nobody will tell him that, he was the only one in town who seemed to enjoy my 
company, I noticed my old friends when I attempted talking, conversing, who I was 
prepared to be nice to had no interest in me. At first I took it to be something wrong 
with them but now I’m beginning to realize that I’m not the same buddy I was back then 
even as I wonder what I did to provoke such a reaction but leaving may have been the 
cardinal sin. Looking at the plot I thought it strange Jane would be staring at the place 
where she too would be buried, even if she remarried it would be too late to change plots 
they already paid for this one and when her sons bury her they can mouth the worlds my 
parents are together again. It’s strange being at the funeral of your first high school 
buddy, it reminds you in a concrete way of our mortality, worse than when older folks 
die, that is the natural order of things, this is not. Only there is no natural order of 
things, the world may exist out there but I only exist to others because of my relationship 

16 Frederick Mark Kramer



to them and I felt scared but couldn’t put a specific meaning to the feeling just an overall 
sense of uneasiness. Afterwards Jane told me that she will probably not visit this grave, he 
is not here, but then thought maybe I will for the boys’ sake so that they don’t forget 
their father, and she had no illusions that if she had died first that he would have ever 
visited her, so she would tell me when we started corresponding again. All of a sudden I 
could no longer commiserate with all the people I ran away from, before when I had 
wanted to run away, my guidance counselor convinced me to have a plan, and afterwards 
told me she was very worried about students like me who only applied to one college 
because what if they didn’t get in but then said the few students I had who did that never 
failed to get into that college, it’s remarkable, all my worry for naught. I remember 
laughing at her and her naivety what’s the big deal you take a bus, find a place, look for a 
job, have an adventure and then have life. I was glad to see how she wised up over the 
years. At least I didn’t end up doing what I didn’t want to do, not yet anyway, with 
Dick’s death I now started wondering about my end for the first time, I mean we all 
know we’re going to die, but it’s always so far in the future there’s no sense thinking 
about it, now because of Dick’s action the future became much closer. And interesting 
now that I finished college, which bored the living shit out of me while I was there, feel 
good it gives me a better chance at future projects whatever they may be. Dick couldn’t 
leave his job at the grain mill, it supported the family even if he hated it, why else would 
he smoke, drink, hunt, kill, so much. I can always do something else when the play 
closes; there is no progression in art who knows if another play will come along, there 
have been many one hit wonders in this business. My first play at the Living Theater, 
you didn’t just go there someone had to initiate you in such a hole in the wall theater on 
Fourteenth and Sixth, where I saw The Connection, scared when I first walked in and 
this colored jazz musician was practically begging in the lobby, man I can’t go on, can 
you give me some money I need a fix before I can do the show, it was real it was 
frightening I still don’t know if he was real or part of the cast, I had never seen such a 
drama where society was the enemy and we were forced to conform, otherwise take 
drugs. I could see how most of us succumbed to this belief even if we were against it. 
Immediately I saw we live in a time of transition the older forms of living have no 
meaning anymore but we haven’t developed new types of thought, all we can do is 
deaden the pain of existence with mind altering drugs, only Dick couldn’t even do that it 
became too much for him and one day he just decided, and it must have been quick, I 
wonder did he even think about it before actually doing it—our urges powerful but our 
thinking feeble. Jane said he never ever talked about committing suicide and then goes 
and does it. In the play if you fail to conform you speak to a psychiatrist if that fails you 
go to prison. Dick shortcutted all that. In the play we were not seated passively there 
were no chairs and if we didn’t like it we could take it out on the actors of course not the 
director, they’re always off stage, but the purpose of the play was not to entertain but 
rather to force choice upon our anxious lives by being in engaged with the performance. 
His younger son comes up to me puts his arms around me hugs me as if we know one 
another but I gather they did talk about me, but how do you tell a five year old his 
mother was hot that she went out with the star of the football team and became my 
masturbatory girl sometimes it’s more difficult to do it with a woman than the Jane of 
my imagination. Or as my new love says she’s your shiksa goddess even if I am not 
Jewish but she is. She explained to me that German and Polish women loved the Jew 
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because he was the other to them, dark haired, riveting brown eyes, hooked nose, 
furrowed forehead, wondrous mouth who held a woman tight but was gentle with her, 
even if Jane had none of that she was blond, blue-eyed who had an intelligent look yet I 
was always so surprised at the commonplaces that came out of her mouth now that I was 
learning to appreciate the intelligence in women. It always surprised me how quickly she 
made that leap into adult life, marriage, child, home, real furniture, responsibility, second 
child to save the marriage, while I struggled to find meaning in existence it’s as if she said 
nothing is as important to me as being an adult and an adult is unhappy and does things 
he doesn’t want to do for the children and so she did everything possible but to assemble 
a family no matter what the cost. She saw me as a perpetual student, yet I didn’t see 
myself that way. Now the baby son is acting out his anger towards his father by being 
kind to me, she gave him no love, she has told me that she resented the way he trapped 
her once again in the home almost as if she forgot how exhausting her eldest was and 
thought it would be easier with the second, only it was worse because now she had no 
more illusions the marriage was a disaster her young son didn’t change Dick and she 
realized her husband would never become a man all he was was a little boy in a man’s 
body. My Jewess said the same thing one is not born a man one only becomes one, only 
she said it on stage and I confused the actor with the role when she said on stage I have 
only one great love in my life and now it’s over, and if anybody wants to be the second 
come back stage after the performance , which of course, I fantasized about doing but 
never did but when I ran into her in the book store was able to use that as my opening 
gambit that started a conversation that hasn’t ended, except she didn’t like being called 
my Jewess because as she said she is an individual not a type: I’m me not an exotic 
creature. Now the son of an old flame is confronting me with her kindness how I ruined 
his life because she never paid any attention to him and always talked about me, as if I 
had anything to do with that—except choice is an interesting concept are we nothing else 
but the choices we make, the acts we do, or is there something else connected to those 
choices, those acts, i.e. we observe our acts and in the act of observation can sometimes 
think about them besides did she have to make me her dream boyfriend aloud? When 
choice is accompanied by reflection it’s different than when accompanied by desire that 
is more like a high than something thought out, besides desire isn’t voluntary even as you 
do it you have no idea why you do it and that isn’t a true choice only something that 
contributes to your existence or the species existence, or a blind act. There I go again 
thinking the court room scene again, maybe Perry Mason will come to my rescue at the 
last minute and bring out a surprise confession from the real culprit except I see myself 
on the stand hustling about absorbed in my mundane life and all of a sudden I’m 
confronted with the fact that if I encouraged her to be free she might think it meant be 
with me, and I might have thought it too even as I bedded my Jewess. Better not call her 
that even in my head it might slip out in conversation, get used to calling her Rachael. 
Legality is superficial and only interested in punishment not getting at the truth as if I 
have any idea what the truth is, but at least I know it’s not only judgment; it won’t be the 
easy way, as if I could actually have married Jane, her mother would have never approved 
of me, the educated one as she called me, and she would have ever truly defied her 
mother, to be able to defy one’s parents one has to have some thought otherwise it is 
pure spite and in the end you succumb to their logic because you don’t have any ideas 
your own and to get ideas of your own you have to escape parents, friends, 
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