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PREFACE

	 

	O


	ver the years I have written a few stories that I enjoy reading to people once in a while. The ones collected here are products of my observations. Some were inspired by things that I have observed, while others are hiding some of my observations about things.

	As usual, some of them have very sexually oriented cores. I like sex and I like writing about it. It is also somewhat of a blow against the empires that be. The majority of the world seems bothered by, and/or afraid of things that are too overtly sexual. 

	There is of course that problem that occurs when you have children and grandchildren. Your works will eventually get into their hands and some of them will disapprove strongly. Some others of them may be too young to read this kind of stuff. As always, I admonish them, as well as my other readers: Keep this book away from children!

	***

	
 

	The Artist or the Asshole 

	ESL - June 2014, Woodhaven    

	[image: chalk-clash]  

	Ever since I started performing in public, I have been beset by the artist’s dilemma. How do you stay true to your art while making a living from it? 

	 

	
 

	 

	The Artist    

	
		Sits down and writes about anything, anytime, anywhere.

		He takes photographs of things that catch his eye, he writes music, and he makes videos.

		He publishes whenever and wherever he can.

		He takes it all out on the road - his guitar playing sucks, his technique is non-existent, his voice is scratchy and rough.

		People laugh at him, throw things and boo him off the stage.

		He does not care - he keeps doing it as if he is possessed by a demon - he probably is.

		He keeps at it day after day, week after week, month after month, year after year - eventually, he gets pretty good at it - when he recites a poem or sings a song people's ears prick up - the conversations become muted - when he's done there is applause and once in a while a standing ovation.

		He becomes more and more creative - he writes stories, he writes novels, he invents things.

		He takes other artists' work and makes it his own by creating variations, collages, and oblique interpretations.

		It does not occur to him that he needs anyone's permission to do that because art does not need permission.

		Some of his creations are considered upsetting, obscene, subversive, aggressive, and in bad taste.

		He does not care and he has no intention of controlling or censoring himself because art does not need justification.

		He knows that he is putting his well-being and sometimes even his freedom at risk and he is afraid - but he can't stop, he won't stop, he can't be stopped - because



	      TRUE ART DOES NOT COMPROMISE!

	 

	The Asshole

	
		Sits down and writes about love.

		He takes photographs of people in love. he writes music about people in love, he makes videos about people in love.

		He takes it all out on the road - his guitar playing sucks, his technique is non-existent, his voice is scratchy and rough.

		People laugh at him, throw things and boo him off the stage.

		He does not care - he just keeps doing it as if he is possessed by a demon - and he probably is.

		He keeps at it day after day, week after week, month after month, year after year - eventually, he gets pretty good at it - when he recites a poem or sings a song, people's ears prick up - the conversations become muted - when he's done there is applause and once in a while a standing ovation.

		... that's when he meets her - the one who will change his life - the one who will make him the subject of his art. It is love at first sight - most mutual and all - they move in after a week or so and swear undying love and fidelity.

		Things are great - the sex is phenomenal - she's a good companion as well as a great cook - and it seems that his life is on the brink of a logarithmic curve.

		He can still take photographs of people in love, he can write music about people in love, he can make videos about people in love, but one little thing has changed - he can now publish whatever, whenever, and wherever it pleases her.

		He knows that true art does not need justification, true art does not need permission, and true art does not compromise. He knows that he should pack up his guitar and his notes and get the fuck out of there!

		He could just stay and do as she pleases - but it seems to him that art and love cannot co-exist.

		Given the tough choice that he has to make he sits down and writes:

		"Should I Go or Should Stay?" - The song makes $1.000.000 but who gets it?



	          The Artist or The Asshole?

	***

	
Brother Theodore

	ESL - March 2009, Woodhaven

	[image: chalk-Theo]

	 

	Some people seem quite unfathomable.  Sometimes I think they are a product of the American society, but I guess that makes me sound provincial. In any case, this guy was one of them.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


S


	ometime in the second half of the '70s, I got to sit in on one of Brother Theodore's rants. It left me feeling a lot like I felt lying in a dark field just before dawn on October 24, 1973, while my tank was burning.

	I came to New York on December 15, 1975, after living for 14 years in the land of Israel which took place 14 years after I was born in a country named Romania. I have always been a dreamer, a stargazer, a somewhat displaced human and I am still not sure that I truly belong HERE (doesn't matter how you define that.) Looking at myself in my mind's eye I see a Candide, a Billy Pilgrim, a Michael Valentine (before he fully grokked humans.)

	I don't think anyone can imagine the impact that day-to-day life in America had on me (even I cannot and I've lived through it.) My English was improving constantly and the time came when I could finally understand what Dylan was singing about. It got so good that I could even understand every one of Zappa's words (with or without the Mothers) even though I still had no idea what the Hell he was saying. Saturday Night Live - which I watched religiously looking for clues - was in its most potent incarnation.  There was a guy on 5th avenue protesting his status as a battered husband and another guy who dyed his head with shoe polish to simulate hair and played a drum kit on the sidewalk. Every day, in front of 550 5th avenue (that used to belong to the Shah of Iran) there was a crowd of Iranian protestors who took turns torturing and hanging each other to point out the injustices in their country. I was catching up on music by listening to The Fugs and Captain Beefheart.

	In the present, I feel that I have made great progress in understanding American humor. I read most - maybe all - of Robert Anton Wilson's writings, I saw "Abel Raises Cain" and I met Alan Abel (he claims he didn't do the "battered husband" gig.)

	Lots of other funny things happened in the meantime.

	Imelda's shoes - seemed more important than the fall of her U.S.-supported husband.

	The Ayatollahs - replacing another U.S.-supported tyrant with an extreme regime so tyrannical it is even starting to worry the rest of the Arab world.

	The raid on Waco - no one knows for sure what happened (besides lots of deaths) some of the evidence, including a bullet-ridden church door disappeared the next day.

	The children of the YFZ Ranch - removed by the authorities for all kinds of bogus reasons - but happily returned later on.

	As for Brother Theodore, I wasn't sure at the time that I didn't end up in some kind of strange cult. I thought it might be something like the Church of Scientology where I had previously watched a very twisted "History of the World" movie. His name did come up in conversation once in a while, but somehow, I never caught any of his appearances on the Letterman show and it is only now that the mystery is resolved. Many thanks to Uncle Bob Martin who has posted a link to the Brother Theodore Collection (it seems broken now.)

	I am still digesting the stuff but I believe I am starting to see the light. Will the above serve as an intro to Brother Theodore? I say it will serve as well as any. I have a few points of similarity with the good old Brother - I was not myself in a concentration camp but I had lost a lot of my family in one of them and though I do not usually advertise this, I believe that a lot of my thinking processes were influenced by this fact. Just like Brother Theodore, I cannot get rid of my heavy accent (though it's not as strong as his.) I believe I have finally come to terms with the absurd in its various incarnations from Kurt Schwitters, through Dali, The Fugs, Frank Zappa, and on to The Plasmatics and G.G. Allin. In an event that seems in retrospect imitative and pretentious, I once read John Lennon's "A Spaniard in the Works" and "In His Own Write" out loud to a circle of friends on a beach in Israel, none of whom understood the English language (the puns do not work at all in translation.)

	However, unlike Brother Theodore, I have always been an immortalist. 

	He says: "As long as there is death, there is hope!" 

	I say "Fight Death - LIVE!"

	***

	
I & the Other

	ESL - April, 2011, Woodhaven
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	I used to run a ‘Monthly Thought’ column on one of my websites. Some of the thoughts seem to belong here.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	




	



S


	o, I just finished watching a documentary named "The Quantum Activist." Amit Gotswami, a celebrated physicist is expounding his theories about quantum mechanics, non-local consciousness, God and so on - anyway, go see it, it's well worth it.

	He is actually saying the same things that mystics like Jesus, Buddha, Bayazid, and others, have been saying for thousands of years. These teachings are not that complicated, it is just that most of humanity is not willing to take the necessary steps to understand them. 

	Dr. Gotswami says that at a quantum level, matter can only be thought of as potentially manifesting at a certain place at a specified time and that it only does so when it is under observation. He then posits the idea that there is a Universal non-local consciousness that manifests that matter continuously - think of it as God if it is easier for you - I call it Love.

	The problem that I always had with this kind of thinking is that it appears incomplete. I wish Gurdjieff, Ouspensky, and others like them were not that oblique and obfuscated and that Crowley's writing didn't bore the crap out of me – perhaps, it is possible that they explain the part that I keep missing. Here's the thing, I accept that on a basic level we are all part of one thing - we are all God if you like. So the problem is always, how do we reconcile that basic idea with the personal "I" that we inhabit? 

	 

	When we meditate, it is easy to accept universal Love, God, and feel one with "the other" but we do live in a material enclosure that has all kinds of other needs, so meditating can only be done for short periods.

	Whether we do, or do not meditate, there is a major chasm between the "I" and "the other" - it has been dug by generations upon generations of us trying to interact with each other while placing the "I" over "the other." Most of the systems that we have in place today seem to have been developed for that exact purpose - just think religion, politics, economics, morals, language, etc.

	I do think about things like "do unto others" derogatively most of the time, even though it is not such a bad idea. What is missing from that phrase is Love - Crowley's law: "Do what thou wilst - with Love - is all of the Law!" is a lot simpler and more complete.

	Most bible thumpers are missing some important parts of their creed – it would be so much easier to accept that Jesus said "... He died for your sins just as you will die for His" (and somebody chopped off the second part of the statement) - he also said "Love thine enemy as you would thyself" quite logical when you accept that you and your enemy are One, but still not easy to accept. That truth means that if one human doesn't get to go to Heaven, none of us will.

	This is what this Gotswami dude recommends: For the world to become a better place we need to "BE" in a meditational state once in a while so that we can feel our connection to each other and to the entire non-local system that we are a part of. Other times we have to "DO" things which is what he calls our active everyday mode. Alternating the two states he is channeling Sinatra as he advises: DO-BE-DO-BE-DO. I'm with you pal though I'd rather you were channeling Bowie, but here's the thing: If matter is just a potential manifestation in the mind of God - once this non-local consciousness (God) stops thinking of me - do "I" disappear? am "I" then un-created? And what about my consciousness? Is that also a direct result of the non-local program? Does that also vanish when the matter does?*

	Here's what I think: The matter (of your body) does most certainly not vanish when you die - it just gets transformed into other kinds of matter - some of it quite living thank you very much! The consciousness that is generated through the interaction of your brain, your body, and the assorted chemical processes they go through is some kind of energy - and again, I don't see how energy can be destroyed - it can only be transformed. (and another thing, just how does this consciousness relate to that other non-local consciousness - is it of the same kind?) So, just because we have not yet devised a "scientific" method to track the exact path this energy takes does not imply that it vanishes into thin air.

	My recommendation to everyone: If you want to understand the Universe and our current existence a little better, meditate more and think less (do not give that up - just don't expect science to come up with all the answers.) 

	*June 2019 – I just re-read this and I find the last paragraph to be quite redundant, but I like its silliness so it stays.

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Holy Hikers

	ESL - March 2015, Woodhaven
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	H


	arry and Radha Krishna were a young, healthy, and very good-looking couple. They loved the outdoors and often went on long difficult hikes. Their good friends Eva and Harry Gabor would join them a lot of times. On one such occasion, they were joined by Jesus and Maria Christ, who were also friends of the Gabors. The Gabors’ Toyota Sienna Limited minivan was perfect for the ride. They got to North Elba at dusk and spent the night at a motel just outside town. At dawn, they were at the start of their chosen trail getting their assorted gear out of the minivan. Everyone was properly prepped for the adventure sporting good hiking attire and boots, except Jesus who was very fond of his robe and sandals. He did not even carry a rucksack like the others, his only concession to hiking being a very sturdy walking stick. When Radha asked him, he replied that God will provide.

	They started at a very brisk pace, slowing down a bit as the day went on. Quite early in their hike, while negotiating a very treacherous-looking trail, they ran into Buddha. The trail was just a narrow strip on the side of a mountain with a vertiginous drop on the other side. Buddha was sitting in the middle of the trail meditating. He looked just the way his statue always does and he seemed to be in a very deep trance, so the hikers decided to wait. After about 10 minutes, Eva, who was in the front at the time, went up to him and rubbed his huge belly.

	“Is it waking him up?” asked Harry Gabor.

	“Not likely, but it’s supposed to bring good luck,” said Harry Krishna.

	“I’m, getting bored,” added Radha.

	“I read somewhere that ‘if you meet Buddha on the road, kill him’,” offered Maria.

	“Come on,” said Jesus “you know I’m a pacifist. Besides, that is just a Zen koan that is supposed to teach you a lesson of sorts.”

	“I heard about Zen,” said Harry Krishna “Perhaps the sound of one hand clapping would do the trick. We should try it.”

	Both Jesus and Harry Krishna proceeded at once to produce the mythical sound. Harry Gabor went:

	“I might one day tell this story to my grandchildren. I just wonder what the proper expression might be. It can’t possibly be ‘two hands clapping’. Maybe ‘two one hand clappings?’ That does not sound right. How about ‘two individuals doing that one hand clapping?’”

	Buddha, stirring but still with his eyes closed gave him an answer:

	“Human language is sometimes not appropriate for expressing certain things.”

	He opened his eyes and seeing the hikers, stood up and bowed.

	“Please forgive my inconsideration. This is supposed to be the road not taken, so I did not expect anybody else to be on it.”

	“Actually,” said Eva “this is the road less traveled. The road not taken was  to the left of the fork in the road.”

	“In that case, I will have to return to the fork,” said Buddha while levitating to a height that allowed them to pass underneath him comfortably “take a good hike.”

	They walked on. Radha, at the tail of the procession, was the only one curious enough to look up.  Later on, she remarked that Buddha’s belly was famously his most outstanding feature probably because no one had seen his ass before.

	At the end of the trail, there was a zip line that ended at a clearing in the woods below. The Gabors enjoyed the swift rush of endorphins released by the combination of height and speed. Jesus and Harry Krishna just picked up their women and went into a controlled levitational glide that placed them next to the Gabors all the way.  A nice clean sweet water lake was taking up part of the clearing so they all filled up their canteens except Jesus who walked out on the water gathering some large lotus leaves. They built a little bonfire and Jesus told everyone that he will prepare lunch. While the preparations were under way, two men walked into the clearing. A woman with her face covered up by a hijab was walking behind them.

	“Hey Moses, what’s up?” asked Jesus.

	“Just taking a little hike. Do you know Muhammad?” answered the one with the graying beard.

	“Yeah, hey how goes it, Muhammad? Would you care to join us for lunch?”

	“And why not?” was the answer.

	Muhammad asked Moses for his flask and sent his wife Fatimeh to fill them up. Maria started handing Jesus lotus leaves which filled up with food as soon as he held one with both of his hands.  He in turn handed them out to the others. Eva had in the meantime covered a large tree stump with a floral tablecloth on which she laid out some cups and flatware. 

	“What is this stuff?” asked Radha.

	“Manna, of course” replied Jesus.

	“Funny, it tastes just like chickpea curry.”

	“Mine tastes like a moussaka,” said Harry Gabor.

	“And mine looks like hummus,” said Moses.

	“Yeah mine too,” added Muhammad “just, how am I going to eat this without pita?”

	“No problem,” said Jesus while reaching into Maria’s knapsack. He pulled out a nice fluffy pita bread wrapped in a cloth. Maria unwrapped it and put it on the tree stump next to the cups. Fatimeh took it and gave it to Muhammad. As soon as she lifted it, another pita appeared on the cloth. She gave that one to Moses, and then took one for herself. The Krishnas and the Gabors didn’t want any bread. Maria got some cups and poured wine out of her canteen handing them out to everyone. Muhammad and Fatimeh declined of course, but Muhammad said:

	“This hummus is a bit dry, perhaps a bit of olive oil?”

	“I don’t see why not, if I can turn water into wine, I can surely turn it into olive oil as well,” said Jesus and touched the flask that Fatimeh held out to him.

	“Good wine, what is it?” asked Harry Gabor.

	“It’s Italian” said Jesus “Cantina Zaccagnini Montepulciano.”

	They ate in silence for a while ‘til Muhammad broke it up with a loud burp.

	“Thank you, Jesus, that totally hit the spot,” he said.

	“Glad I could help, but you still look troubled. What’s up?”

	As Muhammad was pondering his answer, Moses jumped in.

	“It’s difficult to be a prophet with 1.5 billion followers. I only have about 13 million and all they cause is tsures.”

	“What is tsures?” asked Eva.

	“It’s like agita, anyway I brought down these 10 commandments and everyone swears that they obey them and that includes the Moslems, the Roman Catholics, the Greek Orthodox and all the 3000 varieties of Protestants. But the Jews are the worst. I can almost understand the ones who have ‘come back with a question’ but the ones who have ‘come back with an answer’ and joined the others who never had a question? They just sit around most of the day looking for ways to thwart the commandments and the divine directives. For example where it says “Thou shall not murder!” They managed to convince themselves that ‘murder’ is not at all the same as ‘exterminate,’ ‘decimate,’ ‘eliminate,’ ‘kill.’ or any of the other words that mean just about the same. So, that makes them feel like they can kill as many animals as they please and eat them, or just mount their heads on their wall. They can also eliminate, decimate, or exterminate any number of enemies on a battlefield. I could go on for quite a while, but you probably get the idea.”

	Muhammad decided that he would say a few words anyway.

	“La ilah illa Allah, Muhammad Rasul Allah (There is no god save Allah and Muhammad is His prophet.) True believers utter these words uncountable times during their lifetimes. It is the most important saying in Islam. Now, Islam is derived from the Arabic root ‘Salema’ which means peace, purity, submission, and obedience. One of the most important things that I have tried so hard to teach is that the Koran has all the teachings. Every true believer is charged with the duty of reading the Koran in the original Arabic. I made a mistake in that I did not make a strong point of the fact that they also need to have their understanding of it. That the divine flow of Allah’s mercy and greatness will come into them through that understanding. What has happened since I have last walked this Earth is that 1000 thousand fake imams, kadis, and other charlatans have appointed themselves the interpreters of the Koran. They preach their lies in Allah’s houses and twist the one true religion whichever way they like.”

	“Let me tell you,” said Jesus “I have my issues as well, some of which may be similar. All I ever wanted to do is teach that love is stronger than hate and look what happened. They have built a religion in my name that says much more about hate than about love. They terrify little children with the specter of Hell, a place that they will go to for their eternal damnation if they do not behave, go to church, and accept Jesus. Most of the ones who grow up and manage to not become brainwashed by their parents, teachers, and preachers will eventually open their eyes and hate me. I don’t blame them, how could they love me, when they realize that the teachings say that there can be no Hell without Jesus. I wish I could tell them that the only Hell is the one they build themselves and that the only damnation is the one they inflict upon themselves. Hate is small, concentrated, like a laser beam but its focal point is located inside you. Hate will not affect the hated one even 1/10th of the affect that it will have on the hater. Love, has no limitations, focus, nor downside.”

	Harry Krishna joined the conversation:

	“To chime in with a few words, I have to say that my main issue is similar to Muhammad’s. The Hindu scriptures are written in Sanskrit and a lot of the billion-plus Hindus in the world are illiterate, or they are literate in languages other than Sanskrit. A lot of them want very much to follow the religion of their ancestors but are incapable of reading the sacred books. So we have pundits, gurus, and other interpreters who ‘translate’ things whichever way they like. Most of the rituals that they developed are quite complex and the consensus amongst the practitioners is that if you mess up the sequence of events, or do not follow the prescribed rigmarole, your ‘Puja’ will be meaningless and so you need an ‘expert pujaist’ to get it just right.  Anyway, we should just clean up and move on.”

	At this point Harry Gabor offered a quick prayer:

	“Thank you, God, for making me a humble plumber. We do not have such complex issues.”

	“Plumber is fine by me” added Eve while kissing the back of Harry's hand.

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Who's Side Are You On

	ESL - April 2005, Woodhaven
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	B


	y the time you get to be 13 or so, you have a pretty good idea about what's what. The schools try to teach you more stuff, your parents think they can still influence your thinking and you are not always so sure about things, but you're cocky. At this point in your life, you may have already acquired the one ingredient that I personally never managed to - I mean faith. 

	What I did manage to acquire at some point, is a belief that things can be analyzed logically and a feeling that there is no rush - everything will be resolved in its own time. Which is probably the main ingredient that goes into the creation of an agnostic.

	So, here’s my main point: I have the tools to make decisions about most institutions and/or philosophies without the need to analyze them too much. For instance: at some point in my past I have decided to be on the side of God, even though I am an Agnostic. What I mean by that, is that at any point that I do not understand God’s actions as described in the Bible, let’s say, I assign Her (there's no known reason why God should be referred to in the masculine), benevolent intentions. To give you an example: When God asks Abraham to sacrifice his son, I can easily assume that she has a great sense of humor and she is trying to get Abraham to loosen up a little. (I will, in the future put on paper my thoughts about God’s sense of humor.) Other interpretations could easily ascribe an allegorical basis to biblical stories with the intention (a la Aesop) to educate.

	Yes, you have to take it all with a grain of salt, and you need to realize that you have the right to change your mind at any given time. To give you another, for instance, I gave up on organized religion a long time ago. I do not think that humans have the right to burn, torture, kill, etc., other human beings in the name of any dogma (theological or otherwise.) I think that they misunderstood God’s intentions.

	And so, you know who you are, and you’ve come to me and my 'Institute of Applied Thinking' - what exactly do you think my intentions are? I would appreciate it if you would ascribe to me benevolent or at least benign motivations (It is also philosophically sounder to find the simplest motivational explanation for things – like a straight line being the shortest distance between two points.) In any case: 

	WHOSE SIDE ARE YOU ON ANYWAY?

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Cheekless Kafirs*

	ESL - March 2009, Woodhaven
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	To some Americans, Islam is scary and not easy to understand. Making such a generalization is ridiculous. I was born into a Jewish family and looking back to the history of the Western World I find that Christianity was a much larger cause of misery than Islam ever was. If you’d like to be afraid, look closer to home – The FLDS for example worries me a lot more than Sam, Ali, Ahmed, and their Moslem families who are running a few great delis in my neighborhood.

	 

	 


- Hey, Ali, marchaba* - let us share a good cup of coffee and celebrate.

	- Marchaba, and what is it that we are celebrating?

	- The cheekless kafirs are at it again - in some distant land named Ireland they are blowing each other up.

	- Who are these cheekless people?

	- These are people are so skinny that they have no cheeks. In the Western lands, it is fashionable to be skinny and some people go to some kind of Mosque and pay money to some kind of teacher that teaches them how to be skinny. Some other people are so afraid of getting fat that every time they eat something, they have to throw it out of their bellies again.

	- So are the skinny ones blowing up the fat ones?

	- Oh Ali, you're so funny - do you not follow politics? These are just people of different religions.

	- So if it is not the skinny people against the fat people, then some of the people on the other side must also be cheekless.

	- This is just so. Not too long ago they were just blowing and shooting each other up pretty as you please. Women and children too; and then they stopped for a few years.

	- OK., so were any of them following the prophet? 

	- They are following one of the lesser prophets: Yssa*.

	- Now I'm getting a little bit confused - which side is following Yssa?

	- Both sides! 

	- Whaa - so how can we tell the difference? 

	- Well we can call them Christians alif & Christians bait.

	- You mean like in Christ? Is he the one that said that when somebody strikes you, you should turn the other cheek?

	- There you go Ali - I knew you were a smart boy.

	- Now I get it! The cheekless ones do not have cheeks so they cannot turn it, so it is OK for them to blow some of the others up.

	- That's it! Not only is the coffee on me, I'm also treating you to a nargileh with the finest tobacco.

	- You know Hamid, I don't think that is much cause for celebration - to me, it sounds just like us and the Sunni - women and children get hurt all the time.

	- But Ali, the Imam is the one who carries the prophet's teachings. We must make the Sunni understand this in any way we can.

	- My sister's husband is a Sunni and they have 3 children - go celebrate by yourself – ‘A-Salam Aleikum’* Hamid.

	***

	 

	Arabic        English

	Kafirs            non-Moslems

	Marchaba        good morning

	Yssa            Jesus

	Salam Aleikum    peace be with you

	Alif            A

	Ba            B 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Chinese Christmas

	ESL – October 2015, Woodhaven

	[image: chalk_tree]

	I re-read this one a couple of times. It made me laugh and it made me cry. I cannot decide if I’m a genius or a despicable villain. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


PART I:

	It’s coming on Christmas

	They're cutting down trees

	Joni Mitchell

	 

	... anyway, I'm Jewish and an agnostic to boot. Still, I would like to understand this spirit of giving, and so on. So I tried! I poured myself a nice glass of cognac and meditated on the metaphysical nature of this holiday. I know Jesus was also a Jew and I think, that his TRUE followers would not mind my Jewishness at all. So, I thought about what I could give someone, anyone. After a while, it dawned on me that the cost of my cognac (and I mean just one glass of it), could probably buy a pair of rabbits for someone in Africa. For those amongst you who may not be aware of this, rabbits multiply a LOT! An African family of four could easily survive on that pair of rabbits for a very long time and even prosper. So, I could have one less drink a day - that should make quite a difference. But what about the oil that I use to power my car, heat my home, recharge my cell phone and my notebook. Now that could probably generate enough power to run a small village in Nepal or somewhere. The clothes I wear, most of you may not be aware of the labor and natural resources involved in manufacturing a pair of jeans - but I know! 

	 

	My thoughts kept going in that direction for a while and then it just dawned on me: Africa and Nepal and who knows which other geographical areas of this Earth might be a lot better off if I just killed myself. They could do wonders with that extra money (haven't figured out yet. how it would get there - but why should I care, I'd be dead!)

	 

	I do not have any particular reasons to stick around much longer. I have already accomplished about as much as I can hope to. I wrote some pretty good songs. I played on a lot of stages - though none of them was too big, I still consider that an accomplishment. I published a couple of novels and lots of short stories and poems. I have sired four children and they, in turn, have blessed me with nine grandchildren. I also fought in a couple of wars and (not that I kept any count,) I have removed a little more than that number to make place for them on this Earth. 

	 

	As I contemplate my options I gaze at my computer screen. I must have been checking my FB page because there it is. My cousin Virginia had just posted something or another and I am reminded that I have promised her that I will write a steampunk Christmas story. What the heck, I might as well do that before I go. Wouldn't take long as I already have some notes for a Christmas story. Not sure how much steampunk spicing I can throw on there, but I'll give it a shot. One more drink and here we go! 

	 

	
PART II

	… and so this is Christmas,

	with presents galore,

	another year's coming

	with a brand new war

	 

	John Two Lennon

	 

	Bo is sitting in a little rocking chair next to her window. She is a little eight-year-old Chinese girl. It has been more than a month since she had last been outside her home and she is looking at the street with longing. Once in a while, an older steam car is driving by down in the street. Though quite young, she is an avid reader and she knows that Detroit, her hometown used to be the car capital of the world. The steam car was a descendent of the steam locomotive and over the 200 years since Puffing Eagle, a lot of technological advances have taken place, especially in the fuel industry. An automobil as it used to be called, could carry enough fuel to take one to Toronto in less than 5 hours. It could carry 4-5 passengers and reach speeds as high as 45 miles an hour. Sadly, some 10 years previously, Google in conjunction with an Israeli upstart company, had come up with a much superior fusion engine. The new helions as they were called, were powered by water and they could drive all the way to Vancouver without the need to refuel. They could reach speeds of 200 miles an hour, though that was illegal in most of North America. In addition, if they were running low on fuel all they needed was to find a lake or a little stream or any other source of sweet water to re-fuel. She was not sure how that worked exactly. After all, didn't the automobils need water as well? Her daddy had explained to her that the automobil used liquid coal to heat the water which created the steam that drove the engine. The helions, on the other hand, broke down the water into its components which could then catch fire with just a little electrical spark. The fire would create a little explosion that moved the pistons inside the motor and because the process was much simpler, very little energy was wasted. She was still not sure how that worked exactly, but it was not that important. She'd seen only one helion and it was quite ugly. The automobils with their four wheels on each side connected by shiny levers and their high coaches sitting about the steam engine and the fuel tank were much more majestic. The ornamented canopies and crenelated roofs of some of them made them look like little traveling palaces. In comparison, the helion looked a lot like a football with wheels. It was all of one color and though it had windows all around, they were small and narrow. She had mentioned that and her daddy explained that to reach such super-high speeds they needed to be aero-dynamic to minimize the effect of the air drag.

	 

	So, Detroit was practically dead because all that the people in Detroit knew, was how to build automobils. The automobil was dead as well. Nobody was building them anymore and the parts were becoming harder to find. 'I am going to go together with Detroit and the automobil,' she thought. 'I may not be an old model, but there are no spare parts for me either.' Six months earlier Bo had been diagnosed with a severe form of leukemia. The bone marrow transplant, the radiation, and the chemotherapy did not seem to have any effect on her disease and though her parents had not given up, it did not seem like they could accomplish any miracles. Fifteen years earlier, when they had first arrived in Detroit and opened their little Chinese takeout, things were looking very promising. Fortune had favored them because, in less than a year, General Motors would erect a new plant just a few blocks away. Needless to say business picked up so much that within a year they were running a restaurant that employed 25 people. The lawyer that had drawn their rental contract, had managed to put in a buy option so a year later, they bought the building that their little takeout used to operate in. In another six months, they also had enough money to buy a nice little house on the outskirts of town. 

	 

	Behind Bo in the brightly lit living room, there was a beautiful Christmas tree decorated with little dragons, waving cats, Buddha statues, and many red balls and paper ornaments. A large red star was topping the tree and the whole thing was wrapped around with red paper streamers. It all looked so good, you wouldn't even guess that just like the rest of the ornaments, the tree was made in China. Strangely enough, the Chinese economy was booming more than ever, thanks to some very shrewd moves made by their government. The devaluation of the Yuan had the desired effect of striking a serious blow at the western economy. Somehow, they had also made friends with Israel and were slowly becoming the world's number one helion manufacturing country.

	 

	Bo heard her grandpa get up from the sofa and make his way to her. 'Are you cold Xiao-Bo?' he asked her. Though she was already 8 years old he still loved to use her milk name. 'No yeye I'm fine.' He came over to fuss with her blanket a bit anyway and kissed her forehead. Grandpa had moved in with her parents 12 years earlier when her mom had become pregnant. From her parents' conversations, she had gathered that it was not easy to get him to the US but somehow they had managed it. By that time his wife had passed away and he had no other strong ties to China anyway. He was most honored and happy to come and help his daughter and her family. The pregnancy, however, had ended in a miscarriage. Bo had looked that word up finding out sadly, that she could have had an older sister or a brother. Bo was quite precocious and her reading skills were so advanced that she had finished the last of the Harry Potter books only a little bit after her seventh birthday. 

	 

	She loved her parents and being that it was Christmas eve she wished they would hurry up and come home. Grandpa had called them earlier and she could hear him talking to them. He kept badgering them to close the restaurant and come home already. He understood that times were rough and they could use every penny, but there were more important things. Thinking about her parents, she wondered about the beautiful Christmas tree that they had decked in the living room. They had never had one before and she knew that neither of her parents believed in those kinds of things. From all her reading, as well as other kids’ conversations when she was still in school, she had formed a minimal idea of God. She was not sure how it all worked, but she knew that on Christmas his son was born. She started thinking about God and how big and strong and powerful he was. About his son Jesus and about how he loved everybody and how he had healed the sick and walked on water. And she remembered how the kids said that you could pray to God and ask Him for things. So she thought: 'Please God, please heal me. Please make me whole and let me stay with my grandpa and my mommy and daddy because they are going to miss me so much. Please sweet baby Jesus, please heal me like you have healed the sick. I don't want to die. I want to live. Please let me live.'

	 

	The Leviathan was circling overhead. It was steam-driven, buoyed by helium, and a hundred times larger than the largest whale to ever swim the seas of Earth. Detroit may have been dying, but not everyone in Detroit was broke, sad, or miserable. Most of the elite, the rich, the ones who had never learned how to make anything other than money from the misery of others, were up there in the sky. They were celebrating Christmas in the ballrooms, restaurants, and theatres of the Leviathan. In the ornate rococo shopping strips, one hundred Santas were waiting next to Christmas trees, for rich little tykes to come and climb into their laps. The gothic, architecturally correct casinos featured one thousand scantily-clad Santa pinup girls who would bring drinks to the gaming tables. They could also lead you to the exclusive inner sanctums where you could get them to do anything you liked. The fountains featured statues of half-naked mermaids with Bailey’s Irish Cream flowing out of their nipples. Manikin Pis sculptures were pissing diamond-distilled vodka and naked Nubian beauties had chocolate liquor gushing out of their asses. Somehow it all seemed more obscene and debauched than usual, but who are we to compare? The place to be was the Oscar Wilde Theater. The director had the place decorated in steampunk chic bordello style. Everything seemed to be made of leather, brass, silk, or a combination of them. The abundance of courtesans male and female were dressed in leather brass and silk. Shiny brass gears connected anything that needed to move like doors, curtains, or toilet seats, to a steam-driven engine. It was also the material of choice for the bracelets, nipple rings, and other bodily decorations that adorned most of the courtesans. They were of course at the disposition of the spectators to do with as they pleased, though, of course, the spectators were themselves a part of the spectacle. 

	 

	In Bo's living room, the steam-driven grandfather clock is whistling seven hours. Two miniature peacocks seem to come to life behind the glass, while a little train is spinning horizontally around the clock's dial. The seven whistles are accompanied by plumes of steam from the locomotive’s stack. As if on cue, as the last train whistle sounds, large snowflakes start falling from the sky. Bo gazes through the window pane gladdened by the sight. She had read somewhere that no two snowflakes are alike, so she is comparing them trying to see if she can spot the differences. Her eyes get a little blurry from the squinting, but it seems to her that there is some kind of writing on the snowflakes. 'Maybe it is God, or Jesus, sending me a message.’

	 

	“Yeye, yeye please come.”

	 

	Her grandpa comes quickly, worried. 

	 

	“What is it my precious little pearl?” he asks.

	 

	“'Look, there is a message for me written on the snowflakes.”

	 

	“Oh, Xiao-Bo, there is no writing, and if there was, my old tired eyes could not see it as well as yours.”

	 

	“I cannot quite make it out. Can you get Daddy's magnifying glass from his desk drawer please?”

	 

	 Grandpa gets her the magnifying glass and she is trying to open the window but is not strong enough. 

	 

	“You're going to catch a cold,” says grandpa. 

	 

	"Please grandpa, just for a minute so I can read the message.”

	 

	 Grandpa, not wishing to refuse, cracks open the window and Bo lowers the magnifying glass to about an inch above the snowflakes that have landed on the window sill. After examining a few of them she starts sobbing silently. 

	 

	“What is it my precious little lotus flower?” asks grandpa “What is the message?”

	 

	“There is no message,” she replies “'it just says Made in China.” 

	 

	PART III

	 

	Father Christmas give us some money

	Don't come around with your silly toys

	Father Christmas - Ray Davies

	 

	... and then, I had another cognac, and my mind, being the kind of finely tuned mind that most of us Jews possess, took a look at the situation from a second angle. It occurred to me that my daily ration of cognac (4-6 glasses or so) would mean 4-6 more African families a day. Multiply that by 365 days and you get 15 - 22 hundred more people a year. My drinking lifespan has so far extended to 50 years or so, building that up to a conservatively estimated net population growth savings of more than 100,000 people. Now, during my lifetime, some 5 billion extra humans were generated, inflating the population of Earth to over 7 billion. If it wasn't for me and my cognac that number would be larger by at least 100,000. It seems like a mere drop in a bucket and at the rate the world is going, we might run out of food and other resources soon. Thus killing myself might be a coward's way of shirking my responsibilities. What I need to do is: increase my daily dosage. So work with me people, help me save the world: have another drink!

	***

	A/N: The Stark Anthology published only part II of my story. Is it better with the other parts? I cannot truly say.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Grassroots Psychology.

	ESL - February 2006, Woodhaven
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	On with the ‘Monthly Thought’ contents.

	 

	 

	 

	 


F


	reud assures us, and a lot of the shrinks that came after him concur, that our subconscious mind is dark, twisted, and mostly fit to be tied. The conscious mind is (most of the time) supposed to be sunnier and somewhat more logical. A lot of our problems arise from the struggle between these two components of our psyche. I believe that there are a lot more than two levels that make up our mental conglomerate, but, for this little ditty, these two will suffice. 

	So, here is how I attempted to deal with this particular conundrum: Just like the rest of you out there, I have no idea what might be hiding underneath my lovely surface; Therefore, I assume the worst. I try not to lie to myself and pretend that these dirty, despicable thoughts do not exist. So, out of the hidden dungeons of my mind, I take out imaginary things and I paint them with the blackest brush I can conjure. I examine them, and I then apply the light of reason to their dark analysis. After that, I place them back where I found them in the secure knowledge that if and when they come to stalk me, I will know how to deal with them.

	I will try to give a small example: Let us examine incest; Freud’s theories, are mostly based on and around our sexual drives and this is the area where he claims that a lot of our problems are rooted. Therefore, it is logical to assume that I have incestuous thoughts. Incest in general seems to be tied to the fashion of morals (Hey, I like that term!) During biblical times, it was customary for men to marry one or more of their sisters (check out Abraham again and try to read between the lines.) In the beginning, there was nobody else anyway. There are other incidents like Joseph in Egypt that make us understand that particular social practice. It is also well known that the pharaohs married their sisters and so on. Modern man has a better knowledge of genetics and therefore he/she understands that this kind of relationship could result in totally unviable offspring, and uses that as the main argument against incest. Modern man should however also remember the advances made in the field of contraception and the termination of unwanted and/or defective pregnancies. That argument does not hold much water anymore. It is also funny that Christianity forbids marriage between first cousins while Judaism allows it. It seems that the state doesn’t get involved in this kind of case but it would if the liaison was between a brother and sister. In light of the above argument, it would seem that logically, there is no physical reason why any kind of incestuous sex should not be allowed; HOWEVER, the social and psychological aspects of such events will be extremely heavy. When you grow up in the same house with someone, you develop a certain loving (hopefully) rapport that doesn’t have anything to do with sex, and at the time that you become interested in that particular happening, you already have all those ties that you will place in jeopardy if you act out your impulses. This becomes even more pronounced when we are contemplating sex between parents and children. According to Freud again, this is a very common desire in humans. According to me, I can understand the motivations and I fully accept the possibility of their existence in my sub-conscious,  but when considering the social, moral, and legal implications, I have to agree that failing to curb these desires might make me a disturbed person who will not be allowed to co-exist peacefully with the rest of the tribe. 

	My conclusion, of course, is that you can react logically to your hidden desires and follow a predefined course if they become manifest. The same logic should apply to all of your actions, regardless of where the impulse comes from. For instance, if your neighbor’s dog talks to you and tells you to go out and kill someone, remember that you are the one who is responsible, not the dog. The same thing applies if you think the Devil is talking to you. Or maybe God, tells you to go out and kill your only son; Hey, wake up stupid! You are the one who is going to do the deed and you will have to live with it. God had no problem carrying that kind of burden but remember: You are only human!

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Grandpa's Marina

	ESL - July 2018, Woodhaven
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	watched this commercial for dog food - I think Purina. Their main argument was that you should treat your pets like you'd treat your family. This is why their dog food is made with 100% beef or chicken etc. They offer beef and peas, chicken and carrots and so on. They do not explain when exactly dogs had become omnivorous. There is a debate about this, but some commercials compare dogs to wolves. It is a true comparison - they are very closely related. Nobody in their right mind would try to feed peas or carrots to wolves. It's even funnier to see cat food with ingredients like spinach, rice, wheat, soy, and the like. No one thinks that cats are anything other than carnivorous. The commercials also talk about all the great vitamins and additives that your pets need in their diet. Well, your pets don't have any say in their diet, so you believe that you need to treat them the best you can, just like you'd treat your family.

	Grandpa is 83 and his third wife just passed away last month. She was sick for a while and they had to take a second mortgage on the house. Anyway, let's cut to the chase - grandpa lost his house. I looked for a good assisted living facility, but my wife loves grandpa - she wouldn't hear of it. So, he moved in with us. It's not too bad because he is ambulatory and his bowel movements are still under his control. The one major issue is his dentures, or I should rather say his gums. The dentures are just fine, but they hurt his gums a lot, so he prefers to spend his days without them. It raises some issues, especially as he is still very fond of filet mignon. 

	It was when I discovered Grandpa's Marina that our problems were solved. No, it is not a place to park a boat, but a brand of canned food for older people. Some very clever (probably Russian) advertisers came up with this name. Marina is a Russian girl's name and grandpa remembered an old-time movie with a girl named Marina. There was also a hit song back in the 1950s which made it an easy sell. Turns out Marina is a company owned by Purina and their stock is doing a lot better (I did buy some). 

	It was touch and go for a while, but grandpa gave in when they came out with their file-mignon and truffle fries. Not cheap, but the new slogan convinced my wife 'Why would you treat your grandpa worse than you treat your pet. He's family too, isn't he'?

	Grandpa still loves to have a drink or two now and then and he says Polish potato Vodka goes especially well with the pulled pork and peas meal. I think he'll be all right for a while though last Friday I spied on him crushing a Viagra pill and mixing it into his chicken cordon bleu. I waited 'til he was done before I walked in on him.

	"Hey grandpa, how are tricks?" I asked.

	"That's a funny question to ask me tonight of all nights. I have a date".

	He wouldn't say anything else, but he finished his mush just before the Uber driver called to say he was right outside. Grandpa walked out the door and gave me a big grin and a wink.

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
On Thinking.

	ESL - July 2005, Woodhaven
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	What do you think?
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	hinking ..., it is not something you should be afraid to do. Statistics say that only 10 - 15% of people think. There should be more of us out there who think. The process is not very complicated unless you try to understand it - so, don't. Here are some guidelines:

	a. You have a large number of thought-building blocks that were given to you by your parents, your teachers, and all kinds of other preachers. What you need to do, is take them out once in a while, dust them off, examine them; and discard the ones that seem too absurd. For example, I told one of my daughters that the rubber tip on the handle of her toothbrush was placed there to stop the brush from sliding down the drain when accidentally dropped. She believed that until sometime in her twenties. It was a joke; I think she could have discarded that one much sooner.

	b. You then take these blocks and reorganize them in a scheme that seems more realistic and more sensible to you. For example The Golden Rule (Do unto others as you would have them do unto you.) What a crock of shit!!!! I know people who derive a large amount of pleasure from being tied down tightly and having all kinds of unspeakable acts performed upon their bodies. Yuck! - Unspeakable is not that bad - if the unspeaking part is not performed by or on me. And if you think that is rare, what exactly do all of you think of tattooing? OK - there is no tying down, but all those needles? I am not opposed, please do not misunderstand, I just do not want any for myself. There are many other areas, especially in the fields of pleasure, on which opinions and feelings are very much split; How about tongue piercing? - Nipples? - Clitoris? - Penis? By now you should be able to get the drift so I rest my case.

	c. So, the point is that you should take out these dinosaurs and walk them once in a while. The thing to keep in mind is that your mind has an infinite number of levels the number and purpose of which is programmable by you (or somebody else, if you are too lazy.) Here's one more example: Incest, It has been ingrained in most of us that that is a bad, bad word and its contemplation is almost as bad as its actual practice. In a lot of societies, not only was that O.K., it was rather the norm to marry your sister (the Egyptians for instance.) How about screwing your wife's sister? I think that is considered incest, but according to the bible, it didn't stop Abraham. Hopefully, none of you people decide to turn off your computer and have sex with one of your relatives. (It is OK to do that with your primary cousins of the opposite sex if you are Jewish.) If you do, you have misunderstood me and you should read this thing over again. 

	You might also want to wait for next month's thought on "Choosing Sides," and another future thought on "Living Within Your Chosen Social Group." I have to add here that one of the more annoying (to me) trends in non-thinking, is the one that has to do with weight. Especially, the weight of human females. "Get off of that stupid diet!!! Have a bite, because you're wasting away. Look back at art during past centuries, and try to find some masterpieces, that are depicting skinny women." I'll give you a few clues - La Gioconda? Venus Rising? The Three Graces? I could prepare a list of a thousand zaftig (as in chubby) nudes, but here's my point: whom do we compare them to today? Cameron Diaz? Paris Hilton? Penelope Cruz? Unh, unh! Yes, there are a few lights within this boney darkness (Kate Winslet - oh Goddess, Elle McPherson - yummy, and then ... but let's keep this impersonal.) 

	d. So, what I am getting at, is that YOU may appoint any part of your mind the master/mistress of your thought processes, and YOU may control what you are thinking, how you are thinking, etc. Exactly who is YOU, and how this process works, is not that easy to explain, but check out Douglas Hofstadter’s writings, especially Gödel, Escher, Bach and rent or better yet, buy the DVD called What the Bleep Do We Know?

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Morning Prayer

	ESL - September 2014, Woodhaven
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	here is a line in the Jewish morning prayer that says: Thank you Lord for not making me a woman. I always thought that was extreme male chauvinism. However, this is how some rabbi or another explained it to me. A woman's burden is very heavy and the males respect that very much. They are happy that they do not need to cook, clean and bear children. As if, they couldn't cook or clean. I do not think that cooking and cleaning is forbidden to men, anywhere in the bible or the other Jewish written and/or oral traditions. Let's see what other things make it difficult to be a woman. Well, there is the thing that they have a period that makes them unclean for a while. They need to go to a ritual bath to cleanse themselves when that time is over. Taking a shower or a bath at home is not an option. They might contaminate everything or something. I guess I could go on with it but let me just tackle the next topic. Respect! The males respect the females so much, that the females are relegated to a balcony. They are not allowed to touch the Torah scrolls, not allowed to become Rabbis, and if 100 or 1,000 of them pray, it is insignificant. The only way prayer can be significant is if there are at least 10 men who are praying it. Otherwise, Jehovah (Jewish God) does not give a shit.

	This is how I finally understood how this one little prayer has affected even non-Jewish women everywhere.

	I was standing in the man's room line in a bar on Atlantic Ave, in Brooklyn - 4 guys were in front of me - one of them mentioned to the one behind him that he needed to take a dump so it would be better if everyone waited - we did. After that, 3 of us went in to pee - by the time I got out 2 minutes later, there was no more line. Passing by the ladies' room I counted 20 women waiting in line. so it made me understand that a woman's life is hard. Not sure that they try to make it easier. The man's room has two pissoirs and a toilet bowl. Women could have the same kind of arrangement, it's only a matter of perspective, but I guess public toilets are designed by men. I have since then seen public men's pissoirs in Paris and Amsterdam. The men can just stand and pee in a public toilet where only the front and middle part of their bodies is covered. I haven't kept up with the latest toilet designs, but chances are that women's toilets are still way behind. 

	In this day and age, I see only one natural difference between the burdens of the sexes - men cannot give birth! There is no other reason why men and women should not be treated equally and that one single difference should put women a bit ahead of men in every aspect whatsoever.

	So, yeah, I still do not think I can explain that to the Jews, or the Muslims, and any number of other screwed up ethno/religious groups.

	A/N - Re-reading this in 2020, I have to say that the technology has not changed much, but the philosophy is catching up. In a lot of progressive countries, individuals can choose their preferred gender. Thus a female may use a men’s room and vice-versa.

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
The Golden Rule

	ESL - March 2009, Woodhaven
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	Do unto others!

	 


K


	etchup is tasty on French fries - Right?

	Well - I dare you to try and put any on my fries - you'll end up with my fork stuck in your hand faster than you can say: "But I was only trying to help!"

	When I was a kid, I wanted to have an earring, like a pirate, but those days are gone - not interested!

	But, look around - can't say that the fashion didn't catch on - good for them! - Not for me!

	Or, a tattoo - the same thing applies.

	I know a few people who love to tie other people down and do strange things to their genitals.

	I also know a few people who like that done to them. It's fine by me - I have to admit that it was fascinating to watch (some of them like that) - But, not for me! I seem to be able to achieve the same results without making such a big production out of it. I also prefer privacy.

	I even know people who get a sexual kick out of laying their cigarette in an ashtray in such a way that it touches the tip of a stranger's cigarette laying in the same ashtray (arrrrrrrrrrrgh.) That's OK.

	I like a little blow job now and then - do unto others? - it'll probably take some major torture to get me to do it - maybe not even then.

	 

	You're probably thinking: What a nut!

	Well maybe - but, I'm fine with it - I'm not hurting anyone - I do not need to convert anyone - I do not think my way is the best - I do not think my way is the only way - I was not put on this Earth to make anyone think like me, talk like me or joke like me - I do not think you will go to Hell if you do not listen to me - I do not think there is a Hell - if there is a Hell and you would like to go there, be my guest. I think I made this point.

	So I do NOT need someone to shave me! If I need shaving - I will shave myself! It's the same with saving:

	Jesus died for somebody else's sins, not mine! 

	I resent the fact that anyone considers me a child, an incompetent, a being incapable of achieving a higher spiritual level, incapable of being taught - so let him do unto others - OTHER THAN ME!

	Every time the Evangelists - I mean the ones preaching the bible - get on the subway, I get the shakes. These are the descendants of Torquemada - they are the ones who want to do UNTO ME - unspeakable acts of FAITH to save my soul! They are the descendants of the inquisitors who tortured, mutilated, and burned at the stake uncounted multitudes of my spiritual and physical ancestors.

	Sometimes, I do feel that I want to do to them what they are doing to me. I want to show them all the atrocities that this GOD of theirs has rained on everyone he didn't like. I want to show them how he made sport of his most devout followers just to prove a stupid point. I want to show them how he rewarded the cruel and the unjust and how he dealt with the just and the faithful. I want to show them the part where he has cast down his opponents and I want to make them think about war. In HEAVEN as it is on EARTH the victor writes history. You want a good example: show me one WWII ally soldier who got accused of war crimes - you can't huh? I want to open their abominable book and show them where their GOD said that I am just like him in every respect except one: immortality. 

	Hey - guess who's judging whom when I get there! Lucky YOU - I am not like YOU - I have compassion - I am a HUMAN!

	Do unto others as you would have them do unto you? In its many variations has been an accepted Christian axiom and it enabled some Christians to rationalize their stupidity and twisted souls into torturing and murdering other human beings. It has also to my deep regret been the accepted principle of many religions and philosophies.

	Please, DO NOT DO UNTO OTHERS! - unless they indicate that they want you to - it might be better to do nothing!

	Do unto others - my ass.

	***

	
Say No to Death

	[image: Image]

	Death is not acceptable!!!!!

	Ashes to ashes and all that crap.

	It is brainwashing; It implies that at some point in life you must accept death! That is ridiculous! If you accept that you have to die you must accept that death is the natural outcome of life. And the question is: When do you accept this proposition? 

	Because as soon as you accept that you MUST die, you are as good as dead. To elaborate, if you accept that you must die and have no control over the time of its happening, then you must live your life as if it could happen at any given moment. It also follows that life being such a very-very short and temporary condition, there is no need to guard it too carefully; After all, there is no way you can know whether it is supposed to happen in any particular circumstance, and thus, if a circumstance arises where you may need to lay down your life for whatever stupid reason (your country, your people, your clean underwear, etc.,) you should be glad to jump at the opportunity. Which leads us to the obvious conclusion that you're a SUICIDAL MANIAC, and so if you decide that you are bored, just go ahead: who cares what you do anyway? 

	And so, I do not understand the moral stand against suicide; after all, all of your most pious and dedicated to life guardians (your church, your government, your parents, your teachers, and so on,) keep telling you that it is O.K. to die. Of course, you shouldn't dare to take any kind of control over the process because they have every intention of condemning and damning you. If you fail in your attempt, the government may prosecute you and at the least, put you in a nuthouse for observation; Your parents, teachers, and priests will fuss over you and make sure you 

	can't handle sharp or potentially lethal objects like pencils, belts, shoe laces, or clothing (they usually forget about that one; after all, they wouldn't think you are dedicated enough to rip up your pants, plait them and hang yourself,) and they'll keep asking themselves (at least, your parents would:) What did we do wrong? Why you assholes, you told me that it is OK to die; that everybody does it and there is nothing to be afraid of; that you go to heaven and it is sooooooooooo great, etc., etc. The government may or may not fuss much, it would just persecute you to remind you that no matter what the constitution says about your right to your own life and the pursuit of whatever blows your hair back, they were joking; they are the only ones who can decide if the cause is good enough and then they send you to serve the greatest good in places such as Vietnam, the Golan heights, or Hiroshima and Nagasaki and such. 

	 And if you succeed, everybody tries to forget that you have committed such a gross indiscretion which is a little difficult sometimes because you get to be buried anywhere but in sacred ground. 

	Let me just tell all of you: Fuck you!! I am not going to die!! I am staying right here on this plane!! I don't believe in heaven!! I don't believe in Zimmerman!! I don't believe in Elvis!!

	I don't believe in Beatles!! As a matter of fact, I don't even believe I am John Lennon!! 

	***     

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
L’Avion de Sandra

	ESL - Septembre 2011, Woodhaven

	[image: chalk_blind]

	Looking at the cover of this album still evokes sweet images of Sandra’s budding little titties and Mia’s hairless slit.

	 

	 

	 

	 


L'Avion de Sandra. 

	Now, just where did that come from? 

	I was doing the dishes when it popped into my head. It is French, of course, and it means Sandra's airplane. I took French for about 3 years in elementary school. I used to be pretty good at it too, but 40 some years with almost no practice made me forget a lot of it.

	L'Avion de Sandra. 

	I think I have a modified form of Alzheimer's - I call it Al's rhymer’s disease. Things just get twisted in my mind, which is why I always carry notes with me that I refer to when I sing, recite a poem, or tell a story. Without notes things come out funny like for instance, The Rose might sound like this:

	    Some say love go take a shower 

	    You smell worse than any goat 

	    But don't take more than half an hour 

	    Or you might just miss my boat

	 

	L'Avion de Sandra. 

	 

	When I was about 14 and living in another country, Sandra was one of my neighbors. She was living in an asbestos shack much like the one I was living in, and she was about a year or so older. You all probably want to know about the shacks - they were temporary dwellings erected by the government to house poor immigrants. But, back to Sandra, she did not have an airplane, what she did have, was a busted curtain, so I and my buddies used to amble casually by her fence when we knew that she might be changing into her pajamas. On some days we would be rewarded with a view of her budding little breasts (the window did not afford a view of her nether parts,) whereupon we would all make some kind of excuse to each other and run home. I assume that they were all playing with themselves though I am not admitting anything.

	 

	L'Avion de Sandra. 

	 

	Some years later, 1969 or so, Cream broke up. Clapton got together with some guys (Winwood, Baker & Gretsch) and recorded an album that was eventually named Blind Faith. The name was taken from the title of a photograph by Bob Sidemann that served as a front cover for their first and only studio album. It was the bust of a naked young girl holding an airplane. That cover caused a lot of controversy and in the US it was replaced by a photo of the band. Funny, we were supposedly founded by people who had run away from British religious persecution, so you'd think that we'd know better, but NO - now and then we gotta stick it to them - D.H. Lawrence? Ulysses? Blind Faith? - well, fuck you, you bloody Brits! Not on my watch! (It's Uncle Sam, you know). That photo raised mixed feelings in my mind but not necessarily of the kind that I would have to beat down at once if you know what I mean. The girl's name was Mariora and she was holding a spaceship model (looked like a plane to me)! I did not know her name at the time and I just looked it up (could have been Sandra - which would have made me somewhat psychic because the name was only released to the public many years later).

	 

	L'Avion de Sandra. 

	Am I secretly and unbeknownst to even myself a pedophile? I doubt it! When I was 9 or so, in pre-historic times, and living in yet another country, I had another neighbor named Mia. Now Mia was around my age and she was dark and cute. I have no idea what her cultural/ethnic background was - people used to say that hers was a family of gypsies. Be that as it may, Mia would cover her face when she became embarrassed. The boys (though not me, I was, believe it or not, too shy) figured out some things, that would bring about that kind of mini-crisis for Mia. They would tease her, on her way from school, and she would pick up the hem of her dress, cover her face and run all the way home. The thing is, she never wore any underwear so we could all enjoy the view of her hairless little slit and cute little butt.

	L'Avion de Sandra. 

	Life has allowed me to meet and get close to girls and women of varied shapes, races, and ages. I even married a younger woman, but as the expression goes, she was no spring chicken. In my little feuilleton, Sandra was 15, Mariora was 11, and Mia was 9. Feelings aroused by the memory of their yet-to-develop into womanhood bodies are more of nostalgia, the beauty of youth, and the remembrance of things past. In other famous stories, Juliet was 13 to Romeo's 17, Beatrice was 8 when Dante (9 at the time) was smitten with her and Aisha was 6-7 years old when she was betrothed to Mohamed who was 50 plus at the time. Their union was consummated when she turned 9 or possibly 10, after which, we are told that she went back to her toys. For me, sexual arousal belongs to bodies in a different class - without going into too many details, let's just say that the mound of Venus needs to have some grass on it (freshly mowed is O.K. too.) I also need someone that I can converse with, without the distraction of childish toys. Still, I guess Sandra could have been my Juliet and Mia my Beatrice but there is no Aisha in my life, which is just as well - Praise Allah! I would hate to be the prophet of anything!

	L'Avion de Sandra. 

	Don't know what it might be, perhaps a shard of a waking dream.

	L'Avion de Sandra. 

	A vision of the Lotus-eaters, telepathically placed into my mind.

	L'Avion de Sandra. 

	A partial memory implanted by the aliens who had secretly abducted me.

	L'Avion de Sandra. 

	Whatever it might be, it sure has a great ring to it:

	L'Avion de Sandra.

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Allah'hu Akhbar!

	ESL - October 2005, Woodhaven

	[image: chalk_Alanis]

	If you guessed Alanis Morissette, you were right. This is a still from the movie ‘Dogma’ in which she played God.
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	n Israel "akhbar" is, like so many other Arabic words, actually used as part of the local slang. The word means great, but in the local usage, it is more like: awesome! incredible! and other superlatives. I have learned since then, that the Muslims apply that epithet to Allah, which is, as everyone probably knows by now, what they call their God. I have heard similar descriptions of God from Jews, Christians, Hindus, and others. Everyone knows that God is the greatest, the mostest, the supremest; He is omnipotent, omnipresent, omniscient, and so on, and so on. He works in mysterious ways, He is inscrutable, inimitable, immutable, infinite - He is God!!!

	So, then it stands to reason that God also has infinite love, infinite patience, infinite humility, infinite understanding: He is everywhere, He is everything, He is all things and unlike the popular misconception that God is genderless, the reality is that God is all genders. And She is worthy of our love, our trust, our faith, our lives, our souls, etc. Now, know ye all that I am and have always been, (since I converted from atheism,) an agnostic. I would however most certainly agree, that if there were a God, He/She/It would certainly be omni-everything.

	Therefore, it is extremely baffling to me that so many people, do not have a problem with the fact that someone as moronic as let’s say, G. W. Bush knows the ways and the word of God, and he can change the laws of the land to reflect that knowledge of his. Doesn’t anyone know that God is a lot more Akhbar than any human can ever encompass? How can all these puny little idiots claim that they are the only ones who understand the word of God? And how can so many millions of us be so easily swayed by the charms and glib words of a Khomeini, a Swaggart, a Bakker, a Dollar, or a Jay?? How many self-styled Guru’s need to buy fleets of Rolls Royce automobiles with our hard-earned cash before we understand? What kind of University does a Satmar Rabbi graduate from to become the leader of a powerful Jewish orthodox faction? What makes him so much smarter than your average New York subway bible thumper? How many of you out there believe that an illiterate moron who can barely read, can point out to you something that you might have missed in your 200 or 300 re-readings of the Bible? 

	So here’s a word to all the Rabbis, Gurus, Pundits, Ayatollahs, Popes, Reverends, Ministers, and all other kinds of holier-than-thou riff-raff: Allah is indeed akhbar; She is so akhbar that none of you have the brain capacity to envelope the magnitude of that concept. To all of you who say God is Great, I would like to say: She is indeed and a lot greater than you can imagine. And when you all come to me and try to explain, cajole, threaten and bribe, let me just say this: I can look inside a flower and see much more God than any of you can ever conjure with your pitiful efforts. I know then that She loves me, and I am not afraid of all your invented Hells. She would never send me there. You have to work very hard and become a Hitler, a Stalin, a G. W. Bush, or some kind of Richard the Lion-Hearted to get there.

	Allah, the most akhbar, the most merciful, most generous, and most loving friend in need indeed. Love her because She is beauty, goodness, and mercy, and never-ever be afraid of Her.

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Who is the Master Who makes the Grass Green?

	ESL - September 2005, Woodhaven

	[image: chalk_master]

	Guess I keep harping on certain subjects. Mostly, because I feel that they need a bit more hammering in. I do try to approach them a bit differently.
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	ome of you may have heard this before (especially if you are one of my children or friends,) but for the ones who did not and for the ones who may not remember it too well, here it is, black on white (or some other two contrasting colors that will enable the reading of this.)

	The way this color vision works is like this: The white light of the sun includes all the colors of the rainbow in it. When that light shines on something, that object is rejecting one color and absorbing all of the others. So if it is grass that we are talking about, the grass is absorbing all the colors of the spectrum except green. And so, the funny part is that we call the grass green when in reality, it is all colors except green; Green is the one color that it rejects. So when you say the grass is green, you are subscribing to a preconceived notion that everyone else holds on to. The truth is that: GRASS IS EVERYTHING EXCEPT GREEN. 

	Here is another thought for you to examine: Science says that green is the color with a wavelength between 5000 and 5400-angstrom units. It cannot however tell us how that looks to you, or me. I can accept that everyone who can perceive colors, calls the color that occupies that part of the spectrum green, but no one can prove to me that what they see is the same thing that I see, even though we give it the same name.

	So here is the point that I am getting to, you, of course, are the master who makes the grass green. Not only do you make it so by decree (as I was trying to demonstrate in the previous paragraph,) you also make it so by your very existence. Because let us face it, without some kind of sentience to construct all of these elaborate theories, languages, perceptions, etc., none of this would be available, nor indeed necessary.

	So, to take this little thought exercise a little further, you need to embrace the concept that the goings-on in the exterior world, are all forwarded to your brain by your senses but the interpretation is taking place in your own, private and personal brain. Science can explain all of that for the rest of eternity, religion may preach at you till it is blue in the face and your mom may box your ears when you misbehave, but none of them can change the fact that the one thing that gives life and existence to all of creation is, your, own, brain. Any thought that you hold about morals, religion, science, and so on, is totally and absolutely your interpretation of whatever it is that is out there.

	So, if your neighbor's dog tells you to go and kill someone, and you do it, it is not the neighbor or his dog, not the Devil and not the aliens; you did that. Etc.

	YOU ARE THE MASTER WHO MAKES THE GRASS GREEN. (Or brown, if you so choose.) 

	***     

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Apartheid State of Israel

	[image: Image]

	I received the following e-mail from three different people:

	(If you get tired of the hyperbole skip to the end for my comments, and boy, do I have some).

	This is the entire message as I have received it:

	The following letter was written to the President of Rutgers State University by an Israeli citizen after reading her published comments on the Israeli/Palestinian situation 

	Dear Ms. Kates,

	I think you are a remarkable woman. You are neither an Arab nor a Jew, you do not study the Middle East or any associated subject, and correct me if I am wrong, you have never visited the region. Therefore  I am somewhat astounded at your expertise and at your comments on  Israel being an "Apartheid  State". I have lived in Israel for many years and I would be delighted to take you on a virtual tour of our country.

	Let me first give you a couple of minor points. Israel occupies ).1% of the land mass of the Middle  East and it is the only  Jewish state,  not only in this region, surrounded as we are by 22  Arab states but in the world. Let us begin our "virtual tour".

	You have already been through immigration at  Tel Aviv airport with your boyfriend, whom we shall call Ken.  You will have filled out a  visitors form. This form will not ask you,  as it  will in  many of  the Arab  countries that surround us, what is your religion, and  it will certainly not ask you, as  they do in Saudi Arabia for a "certificate of religion." The day is Sunday! You will want to attend a church service. No problem in the Apartheid state of Israel. We tolerate and freely allow worship for all religions.  This is more that can be said for nearly all of the surrounding 22  Arab nations. In fact, many of them would not even have a single church, let alone a synagogue.

	After a lovely service, you and Ken would head for a leisurely lunch, maybe at one of the lovely beachfront restaurants of Tel Aviv. You would most likely have returned to your hotel and put on a very casual outfit, as fitting for the very hot Israeli summers. This could be a pair of shorts and a tight-fitting skimpy t-shirt. No problem in the Apartheid state of Israel. In Israel, we allow freedom of dress, especially for women who are not made to wear bulky long robes, a veil to cover their face, and wouldn't it be a pity if you had to cover that lovely coiffed hairdo, as you would probably have to in most of the surrounding 22 Arab states. During lunch, Ken could gaze lovingly into your heavily painted eyes, complete with a good application of black mascara.  He would be free to lean across and kiss your lips, finely painted with lip liner, 2 shades of burgundy lipstick, and gloss. People would think you were probably in love,  especially as Ken has displayed a  good wine on the table. Public displays of affection and consuming alcohol in the  Apartheid state of Israel is nothing unusual and not even scorned upon. That’s more than can be said for many of the surrounding  22 Arab states, where your glossy lips would be considered whorish and alcohol is forbidden.  But  Ken, being a  little flirtatious,  pinched one of the young waitresses while you went to reapply your lipstick. It was harmless and luckily for the young girl in the Apartheid state of Israel, her father and 6  brothers will not take her to the family pool in the evening and drown her, as they would in some of the 22 surrounding Arab states.

	After lunch, you and Ken drive around. You are even allowed to drive. It is not forbidden in Israel. You stumble across a kindergarten. The children are running around and enjoying themselves. They are not made to sit for hours reciting by rote pages of meaningless texts from religious books. Their games are in the sandpits or on the swings. They are not infested with hate or told the only honor to their lives will be in death.  In the  Apartheid state of Israel, we rejoice in life and living.  We do not promote murder and violence by brainwashing our children with hatred, as they do in many of the surrounding  22 Arab states.

	By the end of the day, you and Ken come across a political rally. Many thousands have turned up. In the Apartheid state of Israel, all the citizens, men,  women, Jews, Arabs, and Christians are free to vote. We are allowed to openly criticize our government and our media, including the TV  and newspapers, offer without prejudice, a choice of opinions. Every person has the right to openly agree with or condemn the government. This can certainly not be said for most of the surrounding 22 Arab states, ruled as they are by oppressive dictators, where any dissent is met with dire consequences.

	Of course, most of the 22  surrounding Arab states can't offer you a good old-fashioned homicide bombing as a tourist attraction. This can only happen in the Apartheid state of Israel, surrounded as we are, by so many hostile countries, determined as you are to wipe us off the face of the earth. Where else can you get on a crowded bus, often packed with children and come face to face with some poor plighted Palestinian ghoul, who thinks life isn't very jolly,  having been fed and brainwashed by evil organizations like Hamas, to believe that the only way forward is to murder innocent people.

	This dehumanized creature will have been fed on a  24/7 diet of lies and hate incitement. He will have been coaxed with the reward of 72 vestal virgins waiting for him in Paradise.  His demonic mother will be dancing in the street, waving her $10,000 check. While Israelis are scraping their dead children off the sidewalks, the Palestinians will be lighting fireworks and dancing in the streets to honor this mass murderer as a hero, often to their children who are being systematically nurtured to the next generation of mass murderers.

	The Apartheid state of  Israel--forgive me,  Ms. Kates,  but you seem somewhat confused as to the meaning of the word.  It usually refers to segregation. It’s funny, isn't it, that a large section of the Jews who live in the Apartheid state had to flee for their lives from nearly all of the surrounding 22 Arab states. These countries not only have no tolerance for Jews,  they refer to anyone who is not a Muslim as an Infidel and an enemy. I find it somewhat curious that you find nothing  "apartheid" about these countries. Maybe you should do a project on how many churches there are in Saudi Arabia. Let me help you-  there are none. It would not be tolerated.

	I am proud to live in this Apartheid state. In  55 years we have become one of the most technologically advanced nations on this planet, with many innovations that have made Israel a true leader in many fields. It is tragic that we live in a region that feels threatened by our achievements. Israel is not an  Apartheid state and it is appalling that a so-called intelligent and thinking person like you can go around finding feeble excuses for murder.

	Ms. Kates, there is no justification in any society for getting on a crowded bus, often packed with children, detonating an explosive belt, often packed with nails and shrapnel, and destroying innocent lives. This is not a freedom fighter, or a person seeking justice, but a chronically irreversibly evil human being.

	 

	I can only assume that one day in the near future, Ms. Kates, you will chip off that heavy layer of makeup and discover your conscience.

	As always, 

	David.

	END OF ORIGINAL MESSAGE

	-%-

	My Comments:

	I have tried to find the original letter, that this was a riposte to, and failed. For starters, David is very insulting to Ms. Kates, and that kind of makes me disagree with him right away. 

	I did find out that the person who supposedly wrote it was not the president of Rutgers State University but just a student there. I don't know what she said in it but this is what I have to say to David and all the other deluded fools who champion the Laws of the State of Israel: True, there is no Apartheid in Israel and there never has been. What there is in Israel is a little bit worse than that.

	In Israel, there are no laws to keep the various groups from inter-marrying because there is no way they can legally do that. Where in South Africa and Rhodesia it was illegal for blacks and whites to marry each other, the church could have easily done that provided that there existed one enlightened priest (and I am told that there were a few.) In Israel, there is no way, in any church, synagogue, or mosque, that a Muslim can Marry a Jew or a Christian for that matter of fact. Try to understand that David - A JEW CAN ONLY MARRY ANOTHER JEW OF THE OPPOSITE SEX - MUSLIMS CAN ONLY MARRY MUSLIMS - CHRISTIANS CAN ONLY MARRY CHRISTIANS - AND SO ON. I was just debating this with a friend the other day and he was trying to explain to me that I do not understand, that that is what it takes if you want to be a Jew and live in Israel, and then he started telling me about France, about anti-Semitism and all kinds of other things that had nothing to do with the fact that the Laws of Israel are accomplishing by omission something that laws of South Africa only managed to control partially. And David, though I have not read the original letter I do not think that it was comparing Israel to any of its neighbors the way you and my buddy want to do because you cannot muster a good enough argument to support your point of view. Does the State of Israel have the right to do this? Well, it certainly has the power and the support of a majority of its citizens. I hope you all enjoy the fruits of your 57 years of conflict; the economy is surely booming (tell me it has nothing to do with war, I would like some more fairy tales.) Does it have the moral right? It depends - ask any Yeshivah boy and he will work that newly learned Pilpul crap on you till you won't know what's hit you. Ask me and I will just tell you - NO WAY!!! Ask God and if you don't receive your answer fall back to the Torah. Just make sure that God really said what you think She said - The Kabbalah does not seem to think it is as simple as all that. And remember, that no matter what you do or think in this life, one day it will end and you will have to face HER - and Lotsa Luck to You! 

	 

	Unlike Ms. Kates (if that is true) I have lived in Israel for 14 years. Let me end with this: Israel pretends to be a democracy, but in reality, it is a Theocracy. I have dual citizenship and my Israeli passport says that my nationality is Jewish. My US passport says I am a US national. Tell me again about the meaning of segregation David.

	*** 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Is There Life After Mars?

	ESL - April 1985, Lindenwood 

	[image: chalk_Pioneer]

	This drawing was part of the messages borne on the Pioneer and Voyager spacecraft.

	The following is a research paper that I wrote for my English class while attending Queens College. I also handed it to my Physics professor because I thought that he might enjoy it. He graded it A+ though I explained to him that this was kind of extra-curricular. The English grade was A- which was not bad at all. I was quite flattered and showed it to a few friends, one of whom was so impressed that he made 100 copies and handed them out everywhere. It is still quite cute so - here it is again.

	T


	he Viking mission, having landed on Mars quite some time ago, has shattered the dream of millions; all the people fond of Percival Lowell’s vision of “networks of canals” and Martians living on the red planet. Alas, the probe’s evidence, “ . . . seems to weigh against finding even microbes there. Nevertheless, the possibilities seem endless; after all, Mars is just a stone’s throw away from Earth. The Universe, however, though perhaps not infinite, is of almost incomprehensible size. So what else could be out there? And is it intelligent?”

	There seem to be three different groups with three seemingly different answers to these questions, involving three very dissimilar ideologies. Interestingly enough, they are all affirmative despite the unequal and contradictory nature of their basic assumptions. Even though this paper is concerned mainly with the scientific point of view, it is only fair, as well as a part of the scientific process of investigation, to dwell somewhat on the other views. It is also fair to point out that the Scientific Method is going to be employed in looking at the evidence since it is the only one that can prove its workability.

	The first group that is going to be discussed can justifiably be called the UFO-logian group because of its association with those kinds of phenomena. The UFO (Unidentified Flying Object) is a generally accepted acronym for a series of (thus far) scientifically unexplainable events. In most cases, the (photographic) evidence is of very bad or (written or verbal) mystical quality, and it is without exception unpredictable and non-duplicable. The bad quality of the evidence and its sometimes mysterious disappearance are explained away as results of the activity of space people (the UFO crews) because for instance, “… they would find some people worshipping them as ‘gods’ which they would not allow.” or by some sort of official plot, “[Captain Edward Rupert] . . . said he had been ordered by the Air Force to destroy any reports that looked authentic. “… In a lot of cases, space people have been reported as having been seen, and even having carried conversations with earthlings … I have had other saucer experiments, some with space people directly or face to face …“ is an example of that. Another one involves a conversation between a gentleman named Jack Schwartz and an alien, that took place in the latter’s car, “… we come from a tribe of people who crash-landed in a rocket ship on Earth thousands of years ago.” E.T.’s do not seem to like being photographed and no clear pictures of them are available; in a lot of cases, they reportedly disappear, as in the case of Mr. Schwartz, who lost contact with “XB-15” shortly after their conversation.

	Several loosely related sub-groups make this one up but they are similar in kind and their differences are mainly in the type and degree of importance and/or mysticism that they ascribe to UFOs.

	The second group is much larger, most probably the largest group of people that can be included in any one loose association; it is composed of individuals who believe in a non-mechanistic creation by a higher entity, a creator. This group can certainly be called the religious group and it is included in this paper for two reasons; one of them is that their most basic tenet, the existence of one or more gods, is answering our main question affirmatively and without any shadow of a doubt. After all, one or more gods (depending on the individual religion) have created the Earth and even the Universe and therefore, by definition, they are most certainly of extraterrestrial origin. If the number of supporters was to be considered the deciding factor in accepting it, then this should most certainly be the prevailing one. This group is divided into more factions and sub-groups than any other and one of them is the second reason for including it here. The faction in question has been very active in the United States lately in advocating a pseudo-science called creationism. This is an important topic because of its relevancy to the subject, and because it is employing the Scientific Method in trying to disprove many of science’s discoveries.

	Robert V. Gentry is one of the scientists who subscribe to a creationist view of the Universe. He is involved in researching the halo rings left in various rocks by radioactive isotopes; his research leads him to believe that, “ . . . the Earth may only be on the order of 10,000 years old – a factor 4.5 x 105 smaller than the age most geochronologists give it.” It appears that his research is very well regarded by his colleagues and only his conclusions are disputed.

	Nalin Chandra Wickramasinghe is another creationism believer; his background is very different from Mr. Gentry’s and so are his views. Mr. Wickramasinghe is a Hindu raised in Ceylon (now Sri Lanka) and he says, “… [he doesn’t] even share the basic premise of the Christian faith, much less the Christian fundamentalists’ trust in the general ‘inerrancy of the Bible in its original autographs’.” That is Mr. Gentry’s belief and it is probably mentioned in the original, to point out that this is indeed a different opinion on the subject. “Mr. Wickramasinghe currently heads the Department of Applied Mathematics and Astronomy at University College in Cardiff, Wales. And for the past 20 years, his work has tended to focus on inquiries into the possible composition of interstellar dust. He is quoted as saying, ‘Two years ago, Sir Fred Hoyle and I reached the conclusion that a whole body of astronomical data pointed to microorganisms being present on a colossal scale in space – some 52individual cells being present in our Galaxy’.” Mr. Wickramasinghe is further saying that “Other experiments using ‘contamination-proof’ techniques identified 17 amino acids within the Murchison meteorite;“ Amino acids are some of the building blocks of life and, based on that, and on the detection of living cells in the Earth’s upper atmosphere, he is concluding that life came to Earth from outer space. When speaking about evolution Mr. Wickramasinghe is saying that “...the probability of discovering this set of conditions crucial to life by random shuffling is one in 1040,000, a number that exceeds by many powers of 10, the number of all atoms in the entire observable Universe.”… [therefore, he is] compelled to seek a non-mechanistic ‘creator’ for life.”  Both scientists have testified in a court of law, on behalf of Arkansas, in defense of creation science. U.S. District Judge William Overton has, “In his opinion of the case issued Jan. 5, [1982] concluded, ‘creation science is not science’.” 

	The research mentioned by Mr. Wickramasinghe has been undertaken by H. D. Pfulg of the University of Giessen in West Germany. At the time of the article, the results, “… are to be published soon.”

	The data are quite valid and will serve to introduce us to our third group, the scientists. They have a lot of circumstantial evidence and well-thought-out theories but, so far, no direct data on the existence of extraterrestrial intelligence. The line of approach pursued by science is based on the premise that this kind of life would have to mimic the development of life on Earth; this is mainly because Earth life is the only kind of life discovered so far and therefore, the only measuring stick available. Thus, one of the first necessities for our kind of life is a planet. “We have to assume . . . that complex life must grow and evolve to intelligence on planets orbiting stable stars.” The detection of planets orbiting other solar systems, is a very difficult task however, in the words of David C. Black, “We now possess the technological capability to mount a comprehensive search for other planetary systems.” Such searches have been going on for a while on a smaller scale, and of all the stars investigated to date, the most promising one seems to be Barnard’s Star; A study of the shift in the star’s center of mass conducted by Mr. Black together with G. C. J. Suffolk, “ . . . assumes three planets for Barnard’s Star.” And so, it seems that even though no planets have been observed outside of our solar system, their probable existence is a generally accepted scientific fact.  Other relevant investigations are the ones being made into the possibility of spontaneous life generation; even though we have seen some evidence that seems to point to the existence of life in places other than Earth, which is still not conclusive enough. Also, it does not explain life and is therefore somewhat suspect. Many experiments on the generation of life have been conducted so far; speaking at a conference on communicating with extraterrestrial intelligence (CETI), Carl Sagan has described such a series, “… with this encouragement we can do the experiment one more time and mix together a mixture of methane, ammonia, and water, supply it with energy and see what molecules are constructed.” (And later on), “... a wide variety of such experiments have been performed … and what we find is that not only are amino acids made in high yield but also the nucleotide bases and sugars, and indeed all the small fundamental building blocks of biochemistry.”

	Mr. Sagan was presenting a formulation of the “…  number of technological civilizations in the Milky Way at or beyond our level of technological advance.” The formulation as devised by Frank Drake is as follows: N = R*fpnef1f;fc1. 

	This formulation is the central issue of the CETI conference and its factors are discussed at length by an international panel of scientists. The applicable ones are: the rate of star formation averaged over the lifetime of our Galaxy, the fraction of stars that have planetary systems, the mean number of planets within such planetary systems which are ecologically suitable for life, the fraction of such planets on which the origin of life occurs and the fraction of such planets on which intelligence arises. (For a fuller development, please refer to the proceeds of the CETI conference.) This formula is revealing the extent of extraterrestrial intelligence. Most of the factors in our formula can only be replaced by probable figures; at present these probabilities are not even statistical because we do not have any data at all on some of them. What we are talking about are subjective probabilities; their nature is defined by Terrence Fine thus, “The subjective view … encourages the holder to use his informal judgement, beliefs, experience in arriving at probability estimates… “ In a summation of the conference which expresses very nicely science’s position on this matter Mr. Fine says, “We would judge that the concept of subjective probability is at present the only basis upon which probability statements can be made about the extraterrestrial intelligent life.”

	In conclusion, the shortness of the UFO section may seem strange but that is not for lack of written reports; on the contrary, this kind of literature is available in enormous quantities and there are even specialty book stores that deal in UFO writings exclusively. Nevertheless, the two samples used are typical and explanatory; space people can be talked about but their existence cannot be proven as yet, they have to be seen to be believable.

	The religion section is somewhat longer but fairly poor in religion per se. The reason is very similar; a creator’s existence cannot be proven yet either, and existing evidence can at best be described as circumstantial and given to different interpretations. In addition to that, the mystery is what makes God, a God and not just another ET. Also, one of the basic requirements of most religions is faith without inquiry.

	And thus, again, we come back to the Scientific Method; it may not be the best possible system of thinking, but it is the best humanity has so far devised for coping with natural phenomena. Also, it is the one that can devise working models, of situations and events, which are taking into consideration all the known factors that are relevant. And most important, it is the only method of basing conclusions on measurable evidence, and on experiments that can be duplicated. As we have seen, is on the verge of proving the existence of life in outer space and it has certainly accepted the possibility of extraterrestrial life. The search for it is an ongoing task and the proof may not be that far in the future.

	***

	
BIBLIOGRAPHY

	Black, David C. “Detecting Extrasolar Planetary Systems.” The Planetary Report, 3 (March/April 1983), 9-10.

	Black, David C., and Suffolk G. C. J. “Concerning the Planetary System of Barnard’s Star.” Icarus, 19 (1973), 353-373

	Brin, David. “Xenology: The New Science of Asking, ‘Who’s out There?’.” Analog, 103 (May 1983), 64-82.

	Easton, Thomas A. “The Future of Biological Engineering.” Analog, 102 (November 1982), 42-49.

	Gatewood, George D., and others. “In Search of Other Worlds.” The Planetary Report, 3 (March/April 1983), 8,15.

	Gulkis, Samuel and Wolfe, John H. “The NASA SETI Program.” The Planetary Report, 3 (March/April 1983), 6-7

	Mundo, Laura, The Mundo UFO Report. New York: Vantage Press Inc., 1982.

	Nicholson, Ian. Astronomy. 1970; rpt. New York: Bantam, 1972.

	Raloff, Janet. “They Call it Creation Science.” Science News, 121 (January 1982), 44-46.

	Rosenfeld, Albert. “Life In the Lab.” GEO, 3 (April 1981), 38-62.

	Sagan, Carl, ed. Communication with Extraterrestrial Intelligence CETI. 1973, rpt. The Massachusetts Institute of Technology, 1977.

	Wilson, Colin. The Occult. New York: Random House, 1971.

	Woodcock, Gordon R. “To the Stars!” Analog, 103 (June 1983), 38-50

	
The Lions, The Churchills & some Chocolate

	ESL - May 2009 & 2014, Woodhaven
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	This is the best photo I could find of the Churchills with Stan Solomon. As I have said in my story, that was the only Israeli band that had any shot at worldwide fame. After Stan, they became just average.


 

	I 


	 lived in Israel for 14 years (1961-1975.) Still have some ties to that country. This is just about all the introduction I need so that I can get to the actual subject: Israeli pop/rock music & me.

	The sixties (that's when I got there at the age of 14) were a musically enlightening period in my life. I did not care very much for the early 60's Israeli music scene; it was mostly Russian & Middle-Eastern influenced folk. In retrospect, I realize that some of it was quite good and I do listen to that sometimes, however, what was getting my blood to flow faster was Rock’n’roll. Elvis was O.K. but my favorite singer was Cliff Richard. In those days he was just a punk and his repertoire included every rocking style you could imagine. I do not think anyone dreamed that he would one day be knighted. His voice would be velvety and extremely seductive one moment and screeching like an animal or Little Richard the next. He loved Little Richard so much that he adopted his name. I realize nowadays, that the first name that he used, Cliff, was a synonym for rock.  I did get to see him once and I was not disappointed. It was a highlight of my teenage years - amazing that they granted the guy a visa - the Ministry of Education, later on, managed to prevail upon other governmental offices and deny the Beatles that same privilege. In the late '60s & early '70s, things improved a bit and I did get to see some foreign bands the greatest of which was by far Mungo Jerry.

	The local bands that I remember from the early and mid-sixties were The Sing-Sing and The Blue Stars - they were quite interesting and while the Sing-Sing covered just about everything, the Blue Stars specialized in surf music which was quite a novelty for me.

	During '67 & '68 I was stationed in a town named Rosh Pina which was only about 20 miles from Tiberias – which is a very happening city on the shores of the Sea of Galilee. Most clubs/restaurants would book a band for the weekend and you could have a bite and a drink in between the dancing, in your bathing suit. When I got too hot I could just jump into the sea to cool off. So that is where I became more aware of the booming local music scene. Bands like The Spiders, Uzi & the Styles & The Chocolate played those clubs and I and a few of my mates would sneak off to catch a band whenever we thought we could get away with it.  Some of them got busted one day when they ‘borrowed’ the base ambulance to drive to town. Luckily, I missed that one.

	Anyway. my memory is not that great anymore and trying to research that scene proves difficult; I do not possess a Hebrew keyboard and the English sites are missing a lot of the info I am looking for. 

	A/N: in 2020, you can get an on-screen keyboard and shift win10 language to anything. Makes things much easier.

	For instance, I loved The Chocolate band, but all I remember is that they did a great cover of The Tremeloes - Suddenly You Love me - I also remember that Tzvika Pick & Shuki Levy were in that band. Surprisingly I haven't found any mention of that even though Tzvika Pick became a major pop star in Israel & Europe (he wrote the Israeli Eurovision winner for Diva International) & Shuki Levy became a major Hollywood composer and movie producer (Power Rangers and many others.)

	The Lions were playing that scene way too many times for my taste - they sounded like a watered-down version of the Beach Boys (I was never a fan.) OK, their sound was very good for an Israeli band of the time. I do however curse the day they broke up - it was a day of mourning for Israeli music because their bass player and vocalist Dany Shushan joined the greatest of all bands The Churchills and somehow they were never the same for me. I have to admit that their Jericho and Jericho Jones albums were very good, but somehow they did not live up to the first Churchills incarnation.

	The Churchills were by far the greatest thing that ever happened to Israeli music!

	By that I mean the '68-'69 Churchills band:

	Robb Huxley - Guitar, Vocals

	Miki Gavrielov - Bass

	Haim Romano - Guitar

	Stan Solomon - Vocals

	Ami Traibetch – Drums

	 

	You can find more info about them on Wikipedia and other sites so I am not going to dwell on that. I just want to say that the first time I heard them cover Set Me Free (I hadn’t at the time heard the Vanilla Fudge cover) I was hooked. I probably went to more than 20 of their shows and I would never budge from the speakers. Until today, I think that  Stan Solomon was the greatest and most soulful singer I have ever experienced in a live setting. In 1969 he decided for personal reasons to leave the band and on a very, very sad day, the remaining members replaced him with Dany Shushan. OK, I may be a little too harsh on the guy, but seeing him for the first time with the Churchills at the first Israeli Rock Concert (I think it was in 1970) was quite a letdown. Additionally, they covered songs like Living, Loving & She's a Woman which didn't quite work for me. The rest of the boys proved over and again that they still had the chops whether it was playing with Shalom Chanoch, Arik Einstein, or any of their other numerous projects. For an idea of how they sounded head to Churchills YouTube

	 https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=B_nO_JGmoNk 

	and listen to the only album featuring Stan Solomon. It's one the rarest psych LPs selling nowadays for $6,000 if any are available at all.

	 

	On a more personal note, by 1969 my English was good enough for me to start singing in that language, so I started my own band. The Surprise - I was aided in that by a kid who brought a Beatle bass from Germany - he wanted to be a drummer so he sold me the bass. The band was completed by my upstairs neighbor Shlomo and later on another kid named Kobi. We didn't have any equipment, so I used my Sony tape deck and an old radio for amplification. The rehearsals took place in our bomb shelter (everyone's got one in Israel.) 

	[image: chalk_shelter]That's me on top of the shelter entrance with my beautiful Hofner Beatle bass.

	Our marketing skills were non-existent a fact driven home by the take from our first show 1.87 IL (Israeli Lira - it was probably about 50 cents in U.S. money.) The drummer left us and we eventually replaced him with someone a bit older and with some experience (it sucks but I forgot the guy's name.) We changed our name to The Love Machine and played some more gigs.

	[image: chalk -Love-Machine]

	The Love Machine - l-r: drummer ?, Me, Shlomo, Kobi (Hey man - it's Jackie! - 2014 note.)

	We got a manager who owned a dilapidated PA and wanted me to leave the band and embark on a solo career - I wouldn't hear of it. He kept booking gigs that called for me to attempt singing a-la James Brown (which I hated – not James, but trying to sound like him) and French and Spanish songs (drove me up a wall - though in my fifties I sang in a multi-lingual ethnic band and kind of liked it.)

	A year later Shlomo joined the IDF and that was that for the band. We looked for potential bandmates amongst University of Haifa students (I fell in love with a guitar one of them was playing - a Hagstrom - got one now). Kobi would never stop wailing when he had a guitar in his hand so nothing came of that. A bit after, the long arm of the IDF grabbed him as well, so that was that. I had to sell my bass because I didn't have enough money to repay the loan I took when I bought it. We lost track of the drummer. After service, Shlomo joined a kibbutz and Kobi went into banking. I went on to DJ at the 120 Club in Haifa for a few years, got married, and suffered through a permanently failing marriage and a long career as a Technical Support Specialist.

	In '73-'74, after Kobi finished his 3 years of IDF duty the two of us attempted to put together another band. We had some rehearsals with Kitsch & Poliker but my wife kept complaining about the potential late hours of a musician so I gave that up. I didn't think much of the two of them anyway - they belonged to a class of Israeli wanna-be-rockers who didn't speak English but they insisted on singing in it - sounded quite funny. Poliker used to work in a salon that belonged to his mom I believe, and we used to laugh at his attempts to pick up riffs from the radio in between drying customers' hair - cooky kid - like the one who used to sit in the window and pretend to play guitar (Richard Goldblatt - I don't think he knew how at the time,) to impress the girls. Later on, Richard (the window kid) became a studio musician and movie music composer. In the '80s Kitsch and Poliker had a couple of hits with their band Benzine and after the band broke up Kitsch wrote a couple of good songs for the movie Volkan Junction (Haiim Romano of Churchill's fame was the music director.) Yehuda Poliker became one of the top Israeli pop stars.

	The music itch never left me - over the years I have played in other bands and I have written quite a few songs that I am very happy with. I never quite reached a point where I could give up my IT career and get back into music until now. I have finally retired from that and am slowly getting back into the field where I belong. Check out some of my songs here: http://www.llime.com  Musically speaking it is too bad that I have left Israel all these years ago. Kobi who has been a banker for many years now got together with Kitsch and a couple of younger kids and they are playing again. I still hope that we will do some stuff together eventually.

	Spent November 2013 - March 2014 in Israel - lots of fun. 

	Got to play a couple of gigs with Kobi - great!

	P.S. Just found a rare one on youtube: The Chocolate & The Lions together singing Mary-Anne 

	https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uZyO1S3mtrc

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Western Long Island

	ESL - August 2010, Woodhaven
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	I read this one a few times in public. I’d like to think that it is the kind of story that Edward Gorey could write. Anyway, I like it.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


F


	or centuries people have been wondering about lost continents like Atlantis or Mu, lands that time forgot lands in the center of the Earth, and so on. I would like to point out that sometimes, these forgotten mythical places may exist (or may have existed) right in your backyard, so to speak. Let me direct your thinking processes towards one such place.

	When you drive around NYC you see lots of signs directing you to Eastern Long Island. But there are no signs for Western Long Island and you do not hear anyone mentioning that forgotten land. I became intrigued by this seemingly unbalanced geographical anomaly. It is inconceivable that the Eastern part of an island could exist as a singularity, totally without its counterpart, The Western Island! I did some research, pieced together my findings, and I have come to this astonishing conclusion:

	Western Long Island was once as real as Eastern Long Island is today. I believe that it still exists in some kind of dusty, unvisitable dimension. All of my sources are in total agreement about the basic facts that I will now reveal to you, that is, with exception of the chronology of it all. One source insists that as recently as 1948, that magnate, philanderer, and secret murderer (according to “The Cat's Meow”) William Randolph Scott, has maintained a very large estate on that part of the island.  

	The roots of it all are somewhat shrouded in mystery, but it seems that about 2 or 300 years ago, some of the classiest of Boston society, decided that Beantown was becoming too crass for their stratospheric highnesses. They quietly moved their affairs and their residences to Western Long Island. Please keep in mind these were ”THE” most aristocratic elite in the country. Why their accent was so, so nasal, that you and I would probably not understand even half of what they were saying. That may have eventually, led to their downfall. Western and Eastern Long Island were separated by a very narrow isthmus, allowing only a narrow two-lane road as the only connection between the landmasses. Many of the lower classes traveled this road because there was lots of menial work that needed to be done. You know, cooks, valets, gardeners, governesses, nannies, au-pairs, chauffeurs, etc.

	Anyway, here's where we get back to that nasal part. As our group of aristos had less and less contact with the rest of the world, the nasality of their accent became more and more pronounced, to the point that it started affecting the size of their nostrils which became larger and larger and larger. The size and sensitivity of one's nose became a mark of distinction influencing the desirability of a proper life partner. As their nostrils grew their speech became more and more intelligible to outsiders. These "aliens", speaking a language that was impossible to pronounce with only your average nose were not even making an effort to be understood. They didn't seem to care about worldly affairs and after a while, a "Gulliver's Travels" fan dubbed them the new Houyhnhnms. Fewer and fewer menials frequented Western Long Island because they could not understand what these strange people, with the otherworldly noses were trying to say to them. Eventually, everyone would just drive past the fork to Western Long Island and go about their own business.

	It is said that William Hearst was the last outsider to set foot on Western Long Island. He was not one of them, but being so rich and influential he had managed to keep his place for a long time. Of course, he was rarely there and when he was, he usually came and went with his own very large entourage, not at all mingling with the Western Long Islanders. Be that as it may, he may have been overheard saying that the place looked deserted with not a soul around.

	The road to Western Long Island was quite quickly covered with weeds - the entrance to it, that no one used anymore anyway, was hidden by the trees and vegetation that border all of New York state's highways. The last few native Eastern Long Islanders who had set foot on that other part of Long Island have since passed on to a different and hopefully better world. No one knows what became of the new Houyhnhnms and how they all had seemed to vanish according to Hearst. There are a few theories, mostly too ridiculous to recount. I will however mention my favorite one:

	As their nostrils evolved, they were of course used more and more to make sounds of derision and disdain giving rise to a new and otherwise never heard of general psychosis. Basically, the Houyhnhnms became so annoyed and belligerent that they snorted each other.

	The one grand dame with the most prolific schnozzle of them all eventually died of chronic alienation.

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	



	




	A Rose Is Born

	ESL – June 1997, Twin Rivers
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	This story is trying to illustrate my belief that the super-ego has the power to control the mind, as well as the subconscious. Originally I wrote the story from two completely different points of view but decided, later on, to cut it down a bit. My thesis is quite obvious and there is no reason to belabor it. 

	The attempt to see events through the darkest possible lens still scares me even when I remind myself that it was only an exercise. It points out that suicidal thoughts are most likely to be found in my subconscious no matter how many times I proclaim myself an immoralist, and that I need to be on guard against them constantly. 

	The only other thing I ever wrote that is this dark was my version of ‘Gloomy Sunday.’ There are a bunch of translations out there but none of them do it justice. People forgot that in the 1930’s it was also nicknamed ‘The Suicide Song.’ I rarely perform that one, it is too disturbing.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


The Bridge.

	My feet are killing me. Phil is setting a crazy pace and I feel compelled to keep up with him. The abrasions previously caused by my new sandals are turning into suppurating lesions. My children are so far behind us that I see no trace of them. It’s just Phil, me, and this accursed, interminable bridge. There is no hiding from the sun and I am sweating profusely. I find it hard to believe that I got hood-winked into this crazy endeavor. I have spent nearly 200 dollars that I could not afford, to trudge across this infernal bridge and listen to some old, tired, and mostly Irish musicians’ attempts at making music. The bridge stretches in front of me, disappearing over the horizon. The East River is winding its vile, polluted waters under us in an obscene attack upon my thirst. Large, passing trucks are frequently shaking this whole unnatural structure with such violence, that for the first time I am feeling some hope - a hope that the next one, will hit the one chord that could reduce the whole blasted thing to a large pile of match sticks. The water may be unspeakably filthy, but underneath it lies the promise of eternal peace.

	At the Site.

	Strangely enough, we made it to the concert site. Entering the fenced-in area is a traumatic experience. People are laying their filthy hands on my person, searching for drugs, or weapons, or something. Other people are yelling uncomforting things into megaphones and nowhere is there heard even one: ‘Welcome to the Guinness Fleadh, enjoy your stay.’ Dust is moving freely through the air, settling on everything in sight. It’s in the food and your drink. The prices are exorbitant, hot dogs for three dollars and fruity non-alcoholic concoctions for five. The beer is an astronomical six dollars a pint, and the only two available, are Guinness and Harp - blasphemy, you can’t even get a proper black and tan. An assortment of Irish lads and lasses is mindlessly mingling inside the compound. A lot of the girls are wearing only short shorts and bras, in a shameless disport of female flesh – ‘Hey, take a good look at this old man, look but don’t touch.’ Most of them are sporting metal accessories in a variety of body parts. There are pierced noses, eyebrows, tongues, navels and for all I know, nipples, labia, and clitori. Everybody is sporting a dozen or so rings in each ear and some ears are transversed by little metal rods. I have stumbled upon a nightmare manifested through the collaborative efforts of Dante, Steinbeck, and DeSade. If I had my way, I would show these punks some creative piercing - for the girls, needles, and thread to stitch their vaginal lips together so that I will not be the only one deprived, and for the boys, a big spike up each ass to wipe that smug look off their collective faces.

	The Concert.

	Some kind of gook is torturing an electric fiddle to death. On further inquiry, I am informed that Bloo, is the band that won the talent search; - talent, what a joke, this music sounds like a collection of trash cans falling over again and again. A lot of idiots in the audience are waving little pieces of blue cloth in support of the idiots on stage. The rest of the day winds down from there. A long string of forgettable Irish faces matched with equally forgettable Irish tunes. A guy whose claim to fame is the fact that Tracy Chapman sang one of his tunes, is followed by a Texan who cannot decide whether he is Johnny Cash or a reincarnation of Hank Williams. Christy Moore, the Grand Old Man of Irish folk, sounds like a Vladimir Vysotsky wanna-be, and Van the Man sounds like what he is: A tired old fart who has crossed all the seas a thousand times, fronting a bunch of hired hands. Tomorrow, twelve more hours of torture.

	We Meet.

	John Prine is no gold mine. An inferior kind of Dylan, that your sister later informs me is said to be hot - Hot? Another joke! Doesn’t anybody know the meaning of the word? This is the same sister who lured you to the concert with promises of men. Your preliminary assessment was almost correct: There is one addition to the couple of thousands of Irish dickheads, who is not - Irish that is. My mind is playing that same old joke on me: It keeps insisting that somewhere out there, I have a mate. That all I have to do is look into her eyes and I will know. I look into your eyes and I see nothing. The rest of you looks equally unpromising. Stringy hair, lipstick-stained teeth, bitten nails, and a badly maintained and malnutrition-ed body - a tired, overweight woman on the verge of a nervous breakdown. You - look into my eyes but you might as well be blind - can you not see that I will drag you down into the depths of my despair? And yet, you kiss me. For the rest of the night, we cling to each other like two drowning souls desperately hoping that the other, may know how to swim. 

	Time Passages.

	I should have my head examined. In the two weeks since I have met you, we have managed to speak on the phone every day. Asking for your number was quite daring of me, but calling you, was totally out of character. And the things we are discussing? Like living together - are you totally off your rocker? I must be mad to be on the train on my way to you. I just put twelve tense hours into the annual Rollover/Crossover process and I am bushed. How dare I contemplate having sex with you? The day after your son’s birthday, I noticed something growing on my face - I hope it is not skin cancer. And the birthday? I don’t want to talk about that. The only good thing I can say about it is that at least I did not have to deal with your entire family since nobody showed up. Everyone makes a mistake now and then, but this will be my last one - When I get back to New York, I will go and visit that Bridge of my Damnation for one last time. 

	The Sex - TO BE

	I cannot get it up. It’s not surprising, I am tired, nervous, and irritable - nothing seems to work. My attempt at penetrating you with a semi-inflated member was doomed from the start. The oral stimulation is useless – it does absolutely nothing.  My feeble attempts at otherwise pleasing you have probably left you more in need of a cold shower than ever before. I don’t know what I had expected of you - redemption, elation, absolution, solution, or maybe just your healing power. Please forgive me, I am exhausted. I will sleep a little and when I awake, I will disappear from your life just like a bad dream does after you awaken.
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	O Glorious Day! 

	All my fears, all my doubts, all my sorrows, all my troubles - gone, gone, gone for now and gone forever. I am awake and you are still by my side. I throw aside the sheet and gaze upon your body and it is as if a veil has been lifted from my eyes. This is the body of a Goddess, a body worthy of Rubens’ palette, of Renoir’s brushes. But they are not here, I am.

	
		I brush my lips across your nipples

		They try to poke me in the eye - so shamelessly.

		I run my palms over your skin

		I hear your spirit cry - in ecstasy.

		I move my hand a little lower,

		The fount of life is overflowing - energetically.

		No longer is there need to wait,

		I enter through the Mystic Gate - hey baby, it is me, me, me, me ...



	 

	Sometime later, we are at rest. I am still on top and inside you but for now, the passions have been curbed. I look into your eyes, and now I know!.

	The Sex - IT WAS !!! 

	and 

	it

	was

	GOOOOOOOOOOOOOD!!!

	***

	A/N: I love John Prine and I admire Christy Moore. I am equally fond of Van Morrison and none of the other acts were as bad as I depicted. It was just the lens that I was looking through at the time.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
There's No Such Thing

	ESL - January 2013, Woodhaven
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	Internet? Did you ever consider that it might all be just inside your head?
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	he world is a scary place! There are people out there who do not believe what they've learned in school - they do not believe what they read in a newspaper - they do not believe what they hear on the radio and they most certainly do not believe the lies that they see on TV. They do not believe that there was such a thing as the Holocaust - they do not believe that a man has walked on the moon - they do not believe that Muslim terrorists brought down the twin towers and they do not believe that the Sandy Hook massacre happened.

	Then some do not believe there was such a thing as the twin towers but they are a small minority no larger than those who believe that the Earth is flat.

	There is a larger number of people who believe that things like the Sandy Hook massacre and the fall of the twin towers were orchestrated by our government in an attempt to gain firmer control of the masses.

	At times, I feel sorry for them and I cannot resolve in my mind whether they are very simple-minded fools who fell into the clutches of a clever manipulator, or they are pathologically delusional like so many of the homeless in NYC.

	Most other times, I am just afraid of them - they are mostly fanatics who do not differ from fundamentalist religionists - descendants of the people who burned my ancestors at the stake for daring to disbelieve a particular brand of crapola. Oh yes, having had the privilege of being born and raised under a communist regime, I will include atheists in this same boat! Science rules - my ass! Things that science "proved" impossible a century or two ago are performed every day by simple humans (and that includes the ones who may not believe in them if they gave it a minute's thought.)

	Stephen Hawkins, very likely the foremost genius scientist of our generation, has recently managed to disprove one of his own older theories - nobody else has managed in the last 10-12 years or so, even though most of them felt that it was wrong. There's got to be a joke somewhere in there - a science that most of us do not understand, a scientist that most of us do not understand, a theory that even the scientists didn't quite understand, etc. It's like E=MC something Mr. Einstein. Why it's elementary my dear Albert, the math is awesome (I do not get it, but that's what they say), the entire world accepts it like it was handed down by the burning bush itself, but it just plain feels wrong! Here's a little experiment for you: They say that Canopus is a star located at a humanly difficult to grasp distant location - yet I can send my thought to that location and it takes no time at all - it's almost instantaneous.

	Here's another funny thought, all of the above, as well as myself, actually use the very media (web, TV, radio, and so on) to disseminate and promote disbelief in the very system that has made that possible. 

	Anyway, I am an agnostic - I do not believe nor disbelieve anything strongly enough to kill for it. I am not going to quibble over semantics - if someone asked silly questions like: do I believe in the need to protect myself and/or my family strongly enough to kill for that? Well I claimed agnosticism not inhumanity - I still belong to that phylum (or whatever they call it.) I tend to believe (or disbelieve, depending) in the probability of an explanation, in the possibility of the existence of a natural cosmic body or some such phenomenon. Some things are high on the scale of probability while others are lower and some are so low they are practically scraping the Earth's core.

	A few principles of logic have guided me through the maze that is my past life and one philosophical tool that I have learned to appreciate and am still constantly applying to situations and information about those situations was developed more than 1,000 years ago by a Jesuit monk named William of Ockham. His logic states simply that when you have eliminated the highly improbable, and the somewhat improbable, what you have left, no matter how strange, is the truth! This is known as Occam's (a.k.a. Ockhgam's) Razor. 

	Sadly, we are now coming to the disturbing and extremely absurd part of my little diatribe: If you had at your disposal, an army of scientists, unlimited funds that you can replenish at will because you control the issuance of such funds and as much military and other kinds of manpower as you wish, how would you go about contriving methods that will keep the masses placated? Keep them from developing mental issues that will cause them to commit atrocities like the Sandy Hook massacre? No, it is not gun control, not population control through economic manipulation, nor mental dummying through poor education, or culling through faulty and inferior vaccination. By using Occam's razor I can only come to some very strange conclusions that I intend to disclose through several feuilletons and blog posts. Be prepared, for some very shocking revelations: To affect real and efficient control you need to make your actions seem totally and ridiculously improbable and allow transparency and criticism that exposes actions so improbable and moronically contrived as to make anyone with half a grain of intelligence burst out laughing.

	So, yes, contriving to fabricate an entire non-existent space program is laughable, improbable, and ridiculous! This is why I intend to investigate the possibility of it being totally and absolutely true, in one of my future exposes. But for the more immediate present, I am going to address a subject with which I am a lot more familiar: The World Wide Web!

	Do not be deceived:

	There’s No Such Thing!

	*** 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Where Is that Cross that I Have to Carry?

	ESL - July 2016, Woodhaven
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	on't start me up with that Jewish shit. That famous guy with a cross was Jewish too. Besides, humans do not have enough limbs nor are they constructed in such a way that they can be nailed to a Magen David (David's shield). Makes you wonder if the Jews are awaiting an alien Messiah with six limbs and is that why they had to repudiate the one called Christ?

	I am an artist. After many years of struggling with the way our social hive is functioning, I have finally achieved this epiphany:

	I AM AN ARTIST! and that is that.

	My head is filled with new story ideas and new tunes that can go with some of these stories; where there is any space left, it is cluttered with novel inventions and ideas for new ways of employing old artifacts. I look at things and I see new ways of making music, new ways of hinging a toilet seat so that it will not be peed on, new ways of getting strangers to talk to each other when they cross paths on public transportation, new ways of using rosary beads, new ways of selling yarmulkes to the goyim because they need them, new ways of solving armed conflicts and a hundred more new things, but I am an artist!

	I NEED!

	What I need is someone who will pay my bills, prepare my meals, heal my ills and keep the fucking taxman off my back.

	I need someone who will read what I write, listen to what I say, and hear what I sing.

	I need an audience, a manager, a cook, a wife, a bunch of beautiful and well-behaved children, a guitar,  a pen, a computer, a recording studio, and a stage.

	I need to find a better way.

	I need a pension, I need social security, I need a grant for the arts, I need the dole, I need a handout, I need a soup kitchen, or maybe I just need to tell everyone to go fuck themselves.

	I WANT!

	I want too many things that keep me from my art. 

	I want my Broadway shows, my Roseland, my Fillmore, My Beacon Theater, my Carnegie Hall, my Lincoln Center, and all the live bands on the Lower Eastside. 

	I want Peter Lugar's, City Island Restaurants, Suzy's Chinese on Bleaker street; I want Tequila Sunrise with their 120 varieties of tequila.

	I want the Potato Republic and I want a Two Booths slice of pizza. 

	I want to drive to a casino sometimes, play the slots, put some money on a roulette number, play a few games of blackjack or Texas hold 'em, roll them dice a few times, and blow the smoke of a fat cigar into my cognac snifter. 

	I want a home that I can come back to after getting shitfaced in some low-brow dive. 

	I want a wife who will understand that the pain of the world lies heavily on my shoulders and that I need to get blitzed once in a while so that I can forget about all of that.

	I HAVE!

	What I have are bills and obligations that I have to fulfill so that I can get a little bit of what I need and perhaps a little bit of what I want. I have a pile of mail that needs sorting.

	I have some movies that I need to return to the video store. 

	I have 10 internet sites that need constant maintenance and TLC that will one day allow me to be an artist and not an accountant, businessman, or future entrepreneur. (Yeah right!) 

	I have 11 guitars, (2 acoustic 6 strings, 2 acoustic 12 strings, 6 electric guitars, one bass guitar), a banjo, 3 keyboards, 2 saxophones, 2 computers with recording interfaces, an electronic drum machine, congas, djembes, bongos, shekeres, cymbals, gongs, harmonicas, recorders, a bugle, an accordion, a conch, and many other small instruments. I also have a house and I have 2 cars. But I do not have enough time! And I am running out of cash.

	I WISH!

	I wish I could leave all these behind. I am 62 years old and there is a possibility that I am closer to the end than I am to the beginning. I do not have an urgent need to leave a legacy behind me; I just wish I could write a few more songs, tell a few more tales, have a few more laughs, and have a few more drinks. 

	I wish I was strong enough to get up and go one day. I have enough money left to get me to someplace warm maybe on the fringes of the rainforest. I would bring a guitar, a good knife, a good old-fashioned flint, the clothes on my back, and as much as I could fit inside a medium-sized backpack. I could get lost in that forest and live a carefree life with the trees and the animals for an audience. I know that you can find fruits and nuts all year round in the South American Tropics. When I was born I knew nothing about taxes, gas bills, telephone bills, mortgages, insurance bills, heating oil bills, cable bills, or credit cards. I wish I didn't know now what I didn't know then.

	So, I am an artist and this is my cry of rage, this is how

	I rage against the machine,

	I rage against the dying of the light,

	I rage against .....

	Ah, what's the use ... I'm pretty pathetic, aren't I?

	Oh yes, I guess I did know that - this is the cross that I have to carry - actually, I have carried it for most of my life.

	Fuck it!

	[image: artist]

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Waiting for Antonia

	ESL - February 2016, Woodhaven
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	t was 1985 and my marriage was finally over. We had decided to get a divorce about two years previously, and it was a fairly friendly agreement that we ironed out between the two of us. I never cared too much about money or possessions, so she got the house and everything in it except my record collection and my guitars. I moved into a small studio apartment about a half-hour walk from there, and I used to come and visit the kids quite often. We had four of varying ages: a 16-year-old girl, a 12-year-old girl and boy twins, and another three-year-old girl. I thought it only natural that children should live with their mother. At the time, I was working very long hours and I could only come and visit in the evening. Even though the divorce was just a legal formality, it was taking a heavy toll on me. I started drinking a lot more than usual and got busted once. As a result, I lost my driver's license. Yes, I could have taken the remedial classes and gotten myself reinstated, but I did not trust that I could stay sober all the time, so I had let it expire. I was frequenting a local bar near our old house and sometimes, I would be there beyond the 4 am closing time, going for breakfast with the bartender. My ex knew about it because I did not make it a secret. We used to yell and scream at each other a lot, but strangely enough, we did care for each other. One time, when I was complaining to a family friend about it, she pointed out that we had much more in common than I imagined. She contended that though we did disagree and carry on about it, our fights were about things that no one else would even think about. Anyway, I had retained a key to our door and my ex would let me crash on a cot in the basement whenever I felt too drunk to go home. Besides, the shortest route was through a park or a cemetery, both quite unsafe in the middle of the night. The walk could have been no longer than half an hour, but taking cabs every day would have been much too dear, and the three bus rides that I would need, would have potentially lasted for three hours. Sadly, I would once in a while end up in our old bed and we would make love and fight a lot, just like in the bad old days. As I said, we cared about each other and the attraction was most certainly still there. In the morning when I would leave, our youngest would climb up on the radiator in the porch and stand in the window reaching out for me and breaking my heart with her cries of ‘daddy, daddy’ in between her loud sobs. 

	 

	So, in 1985, my marriage was finally over. The divorce had been final for a long time, but the marriage truly ended when she started seeing someone else and I had to return my key. In 1984, I had quit my day job and started playing guitar and singing in a bar band. Music has always been my passion, but I had given up on it when she wouldn't let me pursue that dream. I had let my hair grow long again and I started writing music once more. There were a few years of tears, beers, and shifting gears. Our drummer got busted on some drug charge and went in for one to three, so the band was on hiatus so to speak. The kids seemed to be taken with their potential new ‘daddy’ so I decided that it was a good time to reconnect with my roots. I flew to Israel to see how I would feel about moving back. My parents were happy to see me and I could sleep on their pull-out sofa anytime. My mother wouldn't quite say it, but I could see in her eyes the ‘I told you so!’ admonishment. I'd spend my days at the beach, it was only a short walk from my parents’ house. In the evening, I would take my guitar out to open mic sessions. It was on one of those at a club named Academica that I hooked up with Lisette. The club as its name implied, was frequented mostly by students as well as some of their professors. Lisette was in her final year of architectural studies at the Technion. She also tended bar at the Academica three nights a week. In the two weeks that had passed since I had come to Israel, I had no problem finding a few one-night stands. I guess a lot of girls thought I was a rock star and an American to boot. But, back to Lisette. She was an Australian of French descent, very blond, green-eyed, fair-skinned, and extremely beautiful. She could have been a plus-size model and that's just the size I love my women to be. Not truly obese, just somewhat larger than your average model. I didn't know what she found in me and frankly speaking, I didn't care. For some reason, it appears that younger women have always been attracted to me. I ended up at her place and in her bed on that very first evening. On a funny note, she was renting a little studio in a condo located only a block away from where I used to live with my wife. The house that she lived in was very similar to the one we used to live in. The one different thing was that the first floor had been split into two studios. The second and third consisted of very large three-bedroom apartments, one on each. My romance with Lisette was going very well and hanging out at the club, I hooked up with three guys and a girl who were looking to start a band. They were very interested in the psychedelic '60s and I fit in right from the start. It was amazing to find young people in the mid-eighties who wanted to cover It's A Beautiful Day. We ripped into White Bird as if was written especially for us. I was never very wealthy, but luckily, some of my bandmates came from very affluent families. They already had a dynamite P.A. and really good mics and amps. I got a little pickup for my trusty Seagull and one of the other guys would let me play his Hagstrom through a Marshall combo, so we were set for sound. We hooked up with an audio student who loved to ride our mixing board and we started gigging only about two weeks later. All this time Lisette was by my side when she wasn't in class, and I was at the club when she was working. It didn't take long before I moved in with her. 

	Life with Lisette was quite different. Where my wife used to be upset by the friendliness of the Israelis, Lisette liked people. On some weekends, we would sit on the grass outside our studio and have a little impromptu picnic with whichever neighbors happened to feel up to it. The grassy area was surrounded by 5 more buildings similar to ours, so there was never a shortage of picnic-ers. On one such weekend, I had decided to make a big pot of chili con carne. This is not a very well-known dish in Australia or Israel. I love a good burning hot chili now and then and I had decided to share that with Lisette. Sometime in the early afternoon while my pot was bubbling happily, the doorbell rang. Malka, our third-floor neighbor was the one who rang it. We asked her in and Lisette poured her a glass of wine. Malka took a sip and said:

	"I'm not staying long. I just wanted to invite you to a movie. Yoel and Shula have just returned from the Netherlands and they brought back a few movies that haven't made it to our country yet. As our TV is much larger than theirs, we decided to screen them in our flat. This evening is the first one and it is called "Antonia."

	"I saw that one," I chimed in "it is one of my all-time favorite movies!"

	"Well, then it is settled. Shall we say 7 o'clock - Lisette?"

	"Fine by me" replied Lisette.

	"Just one thing," I added, "does any of you keep Kosher?"

	"Not a chance," replied Malka.

	A pot of chili tends to become quite large after I add all of my favorite ingredients. So, by 7 o'clock we rang Malka and Yossi's doorbell. Lisette was carrying a bottle of tequila and a bag of tortilla chips, and I was carrying a pot containing about half of my three-alarm chili.

	Malka welcomed us in and showed me where to rest my pot. Yossi was a Yemenite Jew and his wife Malka was Ethiopian. They were a funny couple, both of them quite dark, but where Yossi was thin as a rail, Malka was quite hefty with a very nice looking rack and that amazing African booty. Yoel was an Israeli sabra and his wife Shula had been born in Romania, but she had immigrated at a very early age. They were both quite fair-skinned though somewhat tan. All of them were somewhere in their early to late thirties I believe. None of them was familiar with chili con carne so I gave them a brief description. They assured me that they all loved fiery spiced dishes, but they had all eaten dinner already. I got Malka to serve the chili in little bowls and placed a bunch of tortilla chips in a large serving dish. Yoel had brought a dozen bottles of Israeli Goldstar beer so pretty soon, we were all sitting around a low table packed with drinks, and snacks. I had a beer and Lisette had a glass of red Galil wine in front of her. It seemed that the girls were drinking wine and the guys had opted for beer. I insisted that everyone needed to have some tequila with my chili. I then instructed them:

	"Here's how it's done: you take a tortilla, dip into the chili, place in it your mouth and chew. And then depending on your familiarity with good pepper, you keep on chewing or, you down the tequila. Lisette, the heat of the pepper, is an oil, and nothing allays the burn better than a shot of good alcohol." I picked up my shot glass and said: "So, a toast before we begin. Here's to new friends and good neighbors." 

	Everyone else had picked up theirs, but they waited to see what I would do. I dipped a chip into my bowl of chili, placed it in my mouth, and chewed happily. They all followed suit. The expressions were quite varied. I don't think they expected it to be quite as fiery, but our neighbors seemed to like it. Lisette's face, on the other hand, was turning quite red and she started fanning her mouth. I motioned with my tequila and we all downed our first shot. 

	"What the fuck," yelled Lisette while we were laughing "I didn't expect this." 

	I leaned over and kissed her, "Don't go crazy now, in time, you will get to love it."

	We chatted about this and that for a bit had a couple more drinks and Malka complimented my kitchen skills. All of the others agreed, except Lisette who gave me a dirty look. It was time, so Yossi dimmed the lights and started the movie.

	I couldn't quite remember how the movie was supposed to start, but after the first 3 minutes, I realized that I had not seen this one before. To start with, the dialog was in Italian, though it did have English subtitles. For the first 15 minutes, it seemed to be about two young Italian film students, making a documentary. One was holding the camera, while the other one, holding a microphone, was accosting young women on the streets of Napoli. In between, the two youngsters were describing their love for Pasolini, Fellini, Antonioni, and especially Tinto Bras. It didn't take long before we gathered that they were trying to find out if any women would be willing to star in a movie that would include erotic scenes similar to the ones in Tinto's masterpieces. I think this is when that hash pipe started circulating. You can say all kinds of nasty things about Israel, but no one disputes the quality of the hash found there. One of my favorite scenes from the Dutch Antonia started running through my head. One of Antonia's granddaughters, a lesbian by preference, wanted very much to have a baby. Antonia hooked her up with a guy and they had sex in some hotel in Amsterdam. As soon as she managed to receive the donor's sperm, the granddaughter, whose name I do not remember, did a handstand against a wall and started shaking herself up and down. I guess she was helping those little swimmers along, but visually it was very arousing and novel. Anyway, one of the young moviemakers inserted a little commentary at this point. It seems that based on the material, they had decided to release this part of the documentary as a separate work. 

	A young woman, dark-haired, dark-eyed, and fair-skinned agrees to go with the boys to their impromptu 'studio' which is in a motel located nearby. She is somewhat on the Rubenesque side and she has a very melodic voice that is enhanced by the beauty of the Italian language. She sits down on the sofa and at first, the boys are interviewing her. The camera moves back and forth between the questioner and the girl.

	"Thank you for agreeing to pose for us," says one boy.

	"You're welcome."

	"What is your name?"

	"Antonia."

	"And how old are you?"

	"I am 24."

	"Good. You understand that we are going to ask you to pose in various stages of undress?"

	"Yes."

	"We are also going to ask you to do things to yourself."

	"Yes, I understand."

	"And you give us permission to make an audiovisual recording of this session."

	"Yes."

	"You also give us the permission to use this material in a movie context."

	"Yes."

	"OK then, please sign this release form that says pretty much what I have just asked you."

	He hands her the form and a pen and she complies.

	The cameraman is starting to give her directions:

	"Can you please unbutton your blouse?"

	She does that, revealing a pretty, white silk brassiere with a red rose pattern.

	"Why have you agreed to this?" asks the first boy again.

	"I have wanted to be in a Tinto movie since I was a teenager. Didn't have the courage and now that he's had a stroke, I will never get to do it. So when you guys mentioned his name, I thought why not? I'd love to show myself to you and get you hard and inflamed with lust."

	"Lift your skirt please," interjects the camera boy.

	She does that revealing a pair of silk panties that match the brassiere's design.

	"Now touch yourself between the legs," says the camera boy and she does.

	They keep quiet for a span and I am wondering to myself: ‘This is going to go further. I wonder what our neighbors are going to do. I also wonder what Lisette and I should do. Should we stay or should we go now?’

	I might have missed some dialog, because on the screen, Antonia is pulling aside the crotch of her panties revealing her vagina. The lips are closed quite demurely and there is only a little line that shows where the main show will take place. Her pubic hair is trimmed so that only a little triangle of it is left above that crack. I could give a blow by blow of the action on that screen, but I was much more involved in what was taking place off the screen though, in reality, not much was observable. We passed the hash pipe back and forth a few times, and I kept refilling the shot glasses. I did not know how to react to the situation and as Antonia was worming up to her task, I was getting a bigger and bigger erection. Luckily, the only illumination came from the screen and no one could notice. I presumed that everyone else was getting aroused as well, and I am almost sure that Yoel and Shula, who were sitting by themselves on the loveseat, had their hands inside each other’s pants. I couldn't be sure about Yossi and Malka, but I know Lisette was quite distracted by the action because she kept dipping into that chili and shoving chips into her mouth without any visible side effects. Just a few more notes about the action on the screen. Antonia, of course, got naked at some point. She kept fingering herself with one hand, and once in a while, she would tweak her nipples with the other. She had very beautiful tits with large rosy nipples and everyone was surprised the first time she landed a loudly resounding slap on one of them - ridiculous, but very arousing at the same time. She kept slapping them alternately, and she asked the boys:

	"How about it guys? Is this getting you hard? Would you like to fuck me?"

	The camera boy was quite playful because he aimed at the other boy's crotch that was displaying a serious pole pushing against it. He then moved it up to the boy's flushed face and he was saying:

	"We will not do that on camera. This is not what the film is going to be about!"

	I keep calling them boys because they both looked so very young, but from the credits, I could guess that since they were both second-year students at a film institute, they would have been about 20 years old or so. Anyway, in our room, everyone was quiet, the one exception being when Antonia was handed a huge dildo. it was transparent and it seemed to have some kind of coil inside it. Antonia slid most of it inside herself though I would have estimated it at about 50 centimeters in length and perhaps five in diameter. Shula let out a:

	"Holy shit, look at the size of that monster."

	I was dying to take out my cock and stick it deep inside Lisette's pussy, but I guess, I didn't have the balls, as they say. I wanted it to be over so that I could run downstairs and do that very thing. I guess the others were in a similar situation and the boys on screen were probably in the same kind of predicament. And even though it was so patently ridiculous, none of us dared interrupt Antonia. She was truly a star at that point and there we were, each and every one of us:

	Waiting for Antonia... to come.       

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Defending Sexual Congress

	ESL - June 2020, Woodhaven
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	his image is a bit fuzzy, but I want you to realize that what you are seeing, is an image of two beautiful, naked women. If you pay more attention, you can see that their shaved pussies are totally exposed. If you think a bit about it, you will ask yourself, why do they not care? Am I supposed to be a part of this?  Do I want to? Well, I am total with it. How about you? Are you the kind of person who believes that sex is a God-given boon? I mean the bible says that we should be fruitful and multiply and this is pretty much what is intended (if you add me)... Sorry, I didn’t mean to use an image of two horny women, but I was trying to make a point and this was beautiful and royalty-free. It makes me want to finger-tap on the keyboard while using my other hand to stroke my cock. I never actually heard a good argument against sex. I was born in a country with a Communist regime and I left there a little before my 14th birthday. I think they could have explained something about it before that age. Apparently, the religiously oriented cultures tell their children that sex is evil – I think. Of course, I disagree, but that’s not exactly the point that I’m trying to make. I am trying to build an argument in favor of sexual encounters. (I think therefore I fuck.) Let me try to bring some logical support that may have nothing to do with this research that is currently giving me a boner. So, staying away from that arousing condition (down, down, dog), I do not have many excuses. I mean like, sorry, to be honest, I just have a huge boner, and I need to fuck you. Well,  it does work sometimes. That’s not it either – I need a better reason. Wait I am losing my focus. The whole idea was to point out the fallacies of modern society. I mean the mere mention of fucking is capable of throwing an entire social enclave into a spasmodic WTF? OK back to the bible for a minute. I was kind of kidding about it. The bible condemns sexual intercourse that is executed for any reason other than procreation. The thing is that sexual congress, or intercourse or fucking, or making love – no matter what you call it, if it is done correctly it is the greatest possible human joy. And it can happen between two or more consenting individuals of any sex. Of course, I also approve of solo, couple, or group masturbation. Besides the joy that this act can bring you, think of it as an act of rebellion as well. I could analyze the mores of different countries, but I just want to make a short point, so I will stay in the USA. All major religions disapprove of fucking without their express permission (meaning marriage). The government sets age limitations which are sometimes bogus. I mean, a 13-year-old girl could get married if she gets parental permission. So it’s like oh, oh, you fucked a 13-year-old girl – go to jail! But there could be a special dispensation: Mommy says yeah! Daddy says Yeah! Preacher (Rabbi or whatever) says Yeah! The President says Yeah! Go ahead and fuck her already. We are all imagining your cock inside that tight little pussy. Too bad it’s not like in the days of old when we could have watched. 

	[image: C:\Users\Pojk\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\Content.Word\chalk-nude beach.jpg]

	Well, here’s what I say to that: I disapprove of this government and I disapprove of all major religions. I also disapprove of most minor religions, the exception being the ones that incorporate nudity and sex, like Paganism, or Wiccanism. Therefore, I try to show my little cock to the world whenever possible (like at nude beaches). I used to have sexual intercourse with different women whenever the opportunity presented itself. I am getting older and less attractive, plus I am also married. Anyway, I say that having sex is the most basic act of civil disobedience. So, when you fuck someone, remember that you are also making a statement: Fuck Colonialism! Fuck Imperialism! Fuck Militarism! Yes, boys and girls Make Love Not War!

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	AFTERWORD

	ESL – June 2020, Woodhaven
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	 kept thinking that I should wait until I have at least 300 pages, but my stories are so diverse that I am currently preparing four other collections and none of them is even close to the 300 mark. So I decided to pad this one up a little. Amazon does not let you put a title on the spine of your book if you have less than 150 pages. So that’s it, I just passed that mark. It should make for an easy short read. I hope you will find my stories entertaining and perhaps even somewhat thought-provoking.

	*** 
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