If I ever want to see evil, then all I have to do is look my self in the mirror. I was not always this way; things just happened to turn out this way.   Jimmy thinks to himself.

 
Hey Jimmy, hurry up and pass the ball the other team is coming. 


Okay Charlie

As the game finishes up, Charlie and Jimmy hurry to each of their homes to finish up their homework. 


See you later, Charlie.


Okay Jimmy.

Jimmy picks up a short black comb, and combs his hair backwards. Well, I have to get going now; he thinks to himself.

It is winter time and the leaves outside have fallen on the ground. A few kids down the street pass a football to each other. The weather sends makes Jimmy arm hair freeze up as he walks down the street, the sunlight glimmers off nearby cars. 
Peaceful can be the world when it wants to be. 


Alone and dark is the world when it can be.

The pain never ends. 

Watery and red are his eyes as he picks up a coffee cup from the café table. Change on the table, fiddle and arranged the coins provide some inner fulfillment, but this does not last long. Jimmy must part for now. The day is new; time is passing.

“Please cash this check Mrs.,” Jimmy says. The middle age woman is quite young looking. Her ring finger is filled however, and her love is not for him. No one, not even if they were past friends.

Things change. 

Choices are made.

Things are like that. Just as they are, and they cannot be changed.
Hey Jimmy.

Jimmy, are you there?

“Come on and speak to me Jimmy!” Her voice is sweet and is pure happiness. Jenny is her name. And, life is filled with a positive aura when she is near.  “Oh Jimmy, when are you going to quit day dreaming?”

A horn yearns as the yellow vehicle draws near. It is time to go now, and Jimmy steps into the car.

They arrive at the station, and Jimmy hands the driver cash. “I won’t be needing this anymore,” Jimmy says as he leaves. “Thanks,” the driver says.
As Jimmy enters the station, he meets up with a young male. He is dressed up in uniform and has a nice smile on his face. “Well, what can I do for you,” the man asks.

“I would like to turn myself in,” Jimmy speaks.

“In for what?” 

“I have killed someone.”

A sigh is heard as the man takes Jimmy to a small white room to await a regular officer. 

As he waits, Jimmy thinks of what to say. His mind draws blank as an officer steps into the room.

Officer says, “So, you are the murderer, and would like to make a confession.”
“Yes,” says Jimmy.

“You see officer I have murdered myself.”

After being place in the mental prison of the mind, Jimmy leaves the station in an effort to free himself. “Strange kid,” the officer says to the station clerk as Jimmy walks out the door.  Where to now, Jimmy thinks to himself.

An elder aged man walks his dog and passes Jimmy as he walks down the busy street. The dog is white and of a fox looking type bread. The dog’s leash is a dark black. The man’s hair color is of a moderate grey color. His pants are of cream color, and his shirt is a color of dark green.

His wife used to call him Henry. That was his wife. His daughter used to call him papa. His mother used to call him child. His friends used to call him buddy boy. 
As he walks down the street, he thinks to himself and tries to smile. 

The street lights glimmer now as Jimmy exchanges paper for paper. He takes a seat and awaits his journey. Jimmy looks up then down again to study the ground. Dirt is in between the fine cracks of the cement, and makes some of the ground look dirty. 

A bird flies by as Jimmy looks up and waits. The bird is blue and has fine wings. Small are his wings, and happy is the bird. This is a good bird. A young woman walks along side the bird, as it flies in her same direction, from afar. 

A man greets her, and they embrace each other with a hug. 

Times like these are dear, friends are near. Love turns into bliss, and bliss becomes forever deep in the heart of many.
The young woman wears a blue dress. The young man wears brown rags. The lady’s high heels raise her feet above the ground. The man’s running type shoes keep his feet close to the ground.
“Yes my lady, some day things will get better for us,” the man says to the young woman. “They already are, they already are,” the lady replies back.

The man looks at Jimmy, and Jimmy looks away. The man then studies the ground while watching the ground for fragments that might interrupt the lady’s walking space. 

The train doors open, and Jimmy walks inside. As Jimmy takes a seat, he notices a news paper that shows a picture of two burning buildings. The buildings are large yet appear small in the picture. The flames are on the middle floors of both buildings burning simultaneously. A man is jumping from one building trying to fly.
Jimmy tucks the paper back to the side of the seat, and transfers his eyes toward the window. Lots of land construction is in view. As the train continues to move forward, the construction comes out of view, and a large lake comes into view. The lake is blue and dark. Jimmy eyes lids come to weigh. 
“Jimmy, that is where I grew up,” Jimmy’s father says. “Now it wasn’t always so developed, it used to be just farm land, but hey look at it now.” The train parts through the land. Their love for each other builds upon each other. 
A baby cries, and Jimmy’s eyes widen. The baby’s eyes are blue like his mother’s eyes and his mother’s dress. She tends to him, and then places him back into his cradle. Jimmy’s eyes drift towards the window.
Sky Scraper buildings surround the old train. Birds can be seen from afar flying deep into the city center. 

The large buildings grow from few to many, and so do the amounts of people. Crowds swarm offices and shops. 


Jimmy’s heart beat grows more rapidly in beat. A bird, a crow, flies by over the train as Jimmy parts.

The roads are near and show cars. There is a blue car with dark windows. There is a green car with a dog leaning out the window. There is another green car with four passengers. There are black, yellow, tan, white, purple, brown, red, silver colored cars. There are new and old cars, and they all roam down the streets. Above all, the cars travel toward the center of the city.


The roads turn and begin anew. Buildings change from small to tall. Buildings surround young Jimmy as he becomes old again like a playground turning into a landfill. Cops run down the street chasing other ones their age. A man plays basket ball, and woman plays with her baby who looks like a doll. These are all things Jimmy sees. Jimmy sees many things, and with so much for one to bare, Jimmy rests his bones on a bus bench. 

“Daddy, when can you be young again?” 

His father replies with this, “I am young everyday I am with you, young Jimmy.” “Okay Jimmy, our bus is here, we must get going.”

“Okay daddy.”

The sun drifts down. The sky turns from blue to black. Small drops of water 

begin to fall, drip drop is the sound from here to afar. Jimmy is awake by the weather, and his hair soon goes from dry to wet. His mother’s knitted sweater starts to wear.


Time slows down and no one is near. Jimmy sits and stares. He looks at the only moving thing, rain drops, filling up a puddle in the middle of the street.


“Jimmy, you better put on your sweater, it is cold outside,” Jimmy’s mother says.


“Aw mom, but I don’t want to, and I hate that sweater.”


“Now, now Jimmy.”


A car squeals by Jimmy as it tries to avoid a dog. There is a loud bang. People rush outside to check upon the driver. “Somebody get a doctor,” a middle age gentleman shouts as he examines the driver who is laying on the sidewalk.


The wooden telephone pole appears to be somewhat bent. The dog in the middle of the street just lays there like a stuff animal dog that someone threw away in a trashcan. The driver tries to get up but cannot. A woman shows drops of water down her face as she stands near, watching the driver breathe then stop completely.


Jimmy looks around at the crowd that surrounds the driver; then, he looks at the little Wizard of Oz Toto looking dog. He then looks towards the yet larger crowd growing as an ambulance siren draws near. Jimmy takes a look at the dog again. He walks closer to the dog and begins to study it.


“Mommy, mommy, I want a doggie.”


“Jimmy, we cannot have a doggie right now, maybe later.”


“Aw mommy, you never let me have what I want.”


The dog’s fur is very rough and is blended in with a shade of blood red. The dog’s eyes are open and they point towards the bench, which Jimmy was sitting on. The paws of the dog are somewhat dark and have skin pealing off. The toes are split apart in an abnormal way like a branch split in two. The dog’s mouth is wide open and its tongue hangs out.


Jimmy gently picks up the dog and walks to the front of a nearby store, a barber shop. He then lounges the dog into the outside trashcan. The trashcan has a display on it that says “Please recycle.”


Right next to the barber shop is an old pizza parlor. The newly redecorated wall paper and neatly colored neon sign stands out. The aroma of pepperoni, cheese, tomato sauce, and bread travels throughout the whole bock.

Jimmy steps in and is greeted by a bald cubby man. He says “Welcome to Joe’s Pizza Parlor.”


The room houses 7 small tables with 2 chairs next to each table. A young couple sits near the window; they eat a mushroom and pepperoni pizza as they say words to each other. There is a father and a child sitting at one of the side tables. The father has blondish brown hair combed back. The son has short blond hair combed in a natural way with the top part combed towards the right. Two older gentlemen sit near the back and seem to be discussing business matters. They are both rough looking, yet both are dressed nice in suits.


Jimmy takes a seat near the middle of the restaurant. A young teen-age waiter comes to Jimmy’s table and asks what he wants to order. Jimmy orders a soda and continues to sit and think about things.


The dog did not move; the driver did not move. The thought of these events puzzle young Jimmy.


Knocking sounds are heard from a door. Jimmy blindly wakes up from a couch and answers the door. A man and a female in blue uniforms stand before Jimmy.


A car skids in the middle of the road. A loud bang is heard.


“Sir, we have terrible news to report to you. Your mother and father have just died in a car accident. They were both dead upon arrival.


Is it okay to cry. Does crying really matter? When one lets go, what does one have left?


Jimmy pays for his drink and starts to run and run out the store and outside. Sometimes he yells as he runs. He runs until he cannot run anymore. He, then, stops to take a seat near grass padding near the sidewalk, and he slowly drifts off to sleep.

Cars pass on by as Jimmy dreams. Next to Jimmy, a local bank, people take out money all throughout the night. A female in a red sports car steps out of her car, and, then, she steps towards a machine with buttons. She has long black hair and a long black dress. When she is finished, she speeds away in her car never stopping again.


“Good-bye mother” Jimmy says.


“You know, I never got to say good-bye.”


The lady in the black dress fades away as young Jimmy falls to his knees and never stops crying. The white daisies that surround the field Jimmy is in do not ward off the smell of silence and emptiness.


The night turns brighter, but not so bright. Redness light shines throughout the city and on Jimmy’s dirty face.


Jimmy is awake. He gets up and starts walking east, towards the center of the city. 


The bus stops. The ambulance siren stops. The doors of the large building open.


People lay left and right. They lay on seats and beds. People in white uniforms roam. Bottles of liquid, knives of flesh, knowledge of books roam. A baby is heard crying in the background.


Jimmy continues to walk through the ward of people. The presence of death is in the air. A little girl sitting next to an elder woman’s bed sits. Water drops are seen on her face. The elder woman, in her bed, appears to be in a deep sleep.


How does one say good-bye? Is one supposed to let go of total attachment?

One may never know. Jimmy begins to cry, almost for no reason. 

A man with grey hair sits with a metal cane in his hand as it stand upright from the cold looking tile floor. A woman next to him is lying down on the same bench type chair; she is looking up at the ceiling. They have a conversation. They are seen by Jimmy and both appear to be crying; however, their tears cannot be seen. Jimmy continues to walk on.

Past a receptionist with a pink uniform talking to a young man with a white dress shirt, and black cotton pants, Jimmy continues to walk. 
The big doors lead Jimmy past all the drama.

Quiet is the new room. A hall is filled with quietness.

Kids run throughout the hall way.  They are laughing and chasing each other. There are three of them. The one chasing the girl and the other boy has a blue shirt and brown hair.


The lights flicker on and off. Quiet is the hall which Jimmy walks through.


More doors lead to more rooms. Straight Jimmy continues to walk. The doors make a fan like noise as they close behind him


The clerk desk is to the lower right of Jimmy Wayne’s view. The lady behind the desk is putting folders from her desk to the cabinet behind her. Violent colors are the folders with colored name labels. Jimmy continues to walk on.


Past rooms filled with still air, Jimmy continues to walk.

Past the man with grew hair and the woman with a cane. Good-bye Joe, Good-bye Rene. Life continues to carry on.


Below each foot, Jimmy continues to walk.

Piece of mind, piece of heart they each intertwine and flow throughout the hospital floors.


The glass is cold as Jimmy places his nose near. Thick as it is, it remains see through, clam, and alone. Breathing and each alone are the young who move without much fight. Stars are their home as the lights shine on. Young without much movement, a child catches Jimmy’s eyes. The label says Michael, but is he really Michael or could he be merely a person of his own. 


Age among the same, they are all the same. The little one is among many. There must be 20 or 30.


The air between Jimmy’s lips appears on the glass as he retracts his face from his face.


Joe is at peace as the lady sitting next to him weeps. Tears here and lost. Life lost, nothing found. 

Nothing seems to be the same, Jimmy tucks his arms and legs in, and he begins to yawn.


Children are heard laughing.

“What are you going to do when you get older Jimmy?”


“I am not sure Sammy.”  “What about you?”

“I want to be a doctor Jimmy.”


“He he, you are going to be Doctor Sammy huh.”


The marry-go-around stops spinning and the two start to run off as if racing each other to their destination.


The walls are white; the walls in the hospital are white. Jimmy rubs his eyes, and he regains consciences. His legs and arms unfold as he stands up and begins to walk, an endless motion that never stops.

The blue sky has turned from light blue to a deep black. The doors behind Jimmy close. The doors are automatic like the sun and the moon. Jimmy starts to think about what would happen if the doors stopped working. This distress does not last long, and Jimmy continues on his way.


Business owners and consumers begin to vacate the street buildings, and as if time passes in dramatic speed, people fill the space of the day as night turns.


New cars roam the streets. Perhaps as if by routine, the cars travel without stopping. Things change, but they do not. They are the objects that cannot change for they are themselves.


Lines begin to form; people begin order which they do not. Life continues to cycle for all eternity.


When will we ever change? Does change ever change or progress?


Jimmy decides to stand, or rather wait, in line.


Cars pass by, and people smile.


Things change but how?


Jimmy moves forward. Someone from behind kicks Jimmy’s foot forward, by accident.


After receiving an apology from the person behind, Jimmy turns and continues to look patiently forward and wait in line.


Protection and defense, one of the guardsmen pats Jimmy down; then, he gives Jimmy the okay to go on.


After exchanging some currency for a ticket, Jimmy explores the inside of the building.


Club hopers and night goers surround the room of music. Jimmy takes a seat and observes his surroundings.


Jimmy notices many people who show off their flesh.


One man who is dressed in black pants and a blue shirt walks to another man who is dressed similar but has shorter hair. The one with longer hair lounges his arm at the other’s face.


The violence is sought out, and people circle around the area. The blood spills on the attacker’s hand. He is clearly winning the fight. As if winning or losing matters, Jimmy notices.


Jimmy’s stomach starts to rumble, and the whole atmosphere escapes Jimmy as he leave the room to the rooftop which is vacant. He takes a seat and starts to drift off.


The violence, the fear, the anger, the mind, the un-openness of everything surrounds the area.


Blood does not drop. The fingers remain close together.


The rain falls, but no one is home as if a fire were going on. Things change.


Jimmy sits still, and he is unable to move. The pressure against his left arm restrains him.

Maybe someday things will change but they cannot right now, at least to Jimmy’s knowledge.


A female sits down, next to Jimmy. She has short red hair.

The fear spreads and spreads until the loneness can take no more.


The lady with short red hair lies down next to Jimmy, and they both face the night together.


You probably do not remember me. It has been so long. You probably will not remember me. It will be so long. Time passes so quickly.

“Young Jimmy a new girl has moved next door a couple of days ago, I guess now you guys will have a new friend.”


“Dinner is ready.”

You probably do not remember me. It has been so long. You probably will not remember me. It will be so long. Time passes so quickly.


A rat squeaks, a bird cries. The morning sun has come to wash away the rain.


Jimmy opens his eyes. The sun or the moon shines clearly. Jimmy can see clearly. As Jimmy gets up to feed his morning hunger, he notices a strange figure near. The person is dressed in dreadfully dirty black clothes and the snitch of them is worse than his own. Her shoes are worn out which makes them barely shoes at all. Their cheap ideal leather hardly helps out their quality.

You probably do not remember me. It has been so long. You probably will not remember me. It will be so long. Time goes by so quickly.

“Jimmy, I know we have been friends for only one year now, but I have to go far away.”

“Why?”

“I do not like the way my father treats me. He makes me do things that I do not like. I am going to run away now. Bye Jimmy, I will miss you.” 

You probably do not remember me. It has been so long. You probably will not remember me. It will be so long. Good bye Jimmy.


After using some left over brown cardboard to cover the girl up, Jimmy continues his morning and uses the building’s side stairs to climb down onto the city. 


Closer to the ground, Jimmy’s feat are still.

Walking steadily, the ground moves. 


Rains start to fall like tear drops from the soul. Who would have known, life would be this way. Jimmy looks confused. Time passes.


Jimmy seeks shelter underneath the morning sun. Sleep walkers roam and life become undone.

Birds fly in Jimmy’s direction and life flies forth. Walking, Jimmy does not notice them. His feet glide on the sidewalk as if he were on air.

The strong survive, or do they really?

A lonely bird flies down from the rest of the flock; it is near the curve of the sidewalk. Food flows inside the bird’s mouth. Blood flows through the bird’s veins. The food unites with the blood. Together they become one.


People walk on by, some smile; others just remain the same.


Mean or ignoring; are they the same?


The bird flock continues flying on their own.


The bird with the white strip on its head, sunlight gleams on its young pigeon head 


A pond splash disburses the shoe like reflection, and the bird flies away in a tussle. A feather falls to the floor from the tail of the bird.


The same man who started the fight from inside the club last night is spotted by Jimmy as they each walk in different directions across the street from each other. 


Jimmy and the fellow exchange glances. The man speaks.

“Hey you got the time?”

Jimmy searches his left pocket and pulls out a scratched up wrist watch.


“Yeah, it is 6 am.”

“Thanks, dude.”

Jimmy struts left, and he continues walking down another street.


Walking closer towards the city’s center Jimmy does. Water runs down a ditch until it reaches a sewage drain.


Deep down the water travels. Into the heart of many it goes.


Infestations of flies run amuck; a few rats from the right side of the water search for dead animals and human outage to fend off of in the endless river of fluid.


Lifeless, a car drifts by young Jimmy.
Jimmy takes a look at this object. Turquoise blue Cadillac is it. Classic style, very clean and shinny is it. This car travels behind and beyond another beautiful car, a new looking pricey BMW. Both cars look very nice like, in the sunlight. The black BMW turns left and is greeted by numerous other beautiful looking cars. A nice red Corvette roams by. The car’s sheet metal is nicely waxed and provides a luminous reflection of the sun as it zoom more into the city.


Shop keepers raise their garage like doors, and they begin to move their store supplies to there past locations.


Grey in color are the garage like doors. They lift up as if there were weightless.


People sing. People are heard singing a chorus song as Jimmy passes a store of songs. The sound of music comes from life like sounding speakers. The music becomes so apparent tears are heard in the background of the music’s words.


Thoughts change. Jimmy looks around. A gas station, people pass and exchange eye contact with each other. Life, friends, and non-friends are these people known and people as of yet to know.


Life choices, does one really change. Alters of another, what does it change? Does it change another?


Jimmy continues to walk. Images from the dark come out into the light. Hardly seen, Jimmy continues to walk.


Jimmy continues to walk. Like desert rain, sand builds up between Jimmy’s toes. Grass grows, but it does not where people roam. Jimmy continues to walk.


Roaming are those lost and found. Romance found and lost.

“Jimmy will you remember me?” Sally says.
“I will.”

She is the beauty of the earth. The wind does not exist around her. She moves so life like, and she smiles as she surpasses.


Tears start to fall.


Will thinking about you help? I thought our love is strong. I thought we were like souls. Why can I not see you anymore? Where have you gone?
“Come on Jimmy, let’s go swimming”

Jimmy smiles.

The air is undone.

“Don’t go Sally.”

Eye drops fall off jimmy’s face.


A drop, isolated from the rest, falls off Jimmy’s face.


Things change. Everything seems to change. The scenery around Jimmy collapse as all is washed away and rain begins to fall.


Rain, thicker than water, begins to fall. Rain, thicker than tears begins to fall.  Rain, thicker than blood, begins to fall. 


Time passes. Clocks tick. Clocks make ticking sounds. Clocks begin to fall. Clocks begin to fall. Everything begins to fall. Life freezes. Life begins.


Desert plans surrounding, and life begins to move much more rapidly. Time is changed. The heart begins to beat. Thump. Thump. Thump. Life begins to live.


A desert rat squires. Running around, it does. Across the desert plan it travels. 


Birds swore above, in the sky so dark and cloudy.


Life ends. Then, it begins again. Things change. I change.


I have never felt this way about a girl before, or for that matter, I have never felt this way about anything before. 


People walk. People walk back and forth as if in circles. Are these impulses? Or, are these feelings of the heart?


The desert sun starts to fall as the desert sky begins to rise.


Trapped in time, what is one suppose to do?


Run away, run away the bird flies. Deep into the sky, the bird’s wings flap.


Eyes open. Eyes shut. Jimmy beings to regain consciousness.


“I love you,” says the bird. Fly away they both do.


Jimmy regains consciousness. His arms spread apart as if they were made out of bird feathers, eagle feathers. Jimmy then puts one food in front of the other. 


All feelings seem to wonder off. All worries become meaningless.


Jimmy smiles as tears flow freely now. Life is well, at least for young Jimmy.


Time is changed. Colors change. What was once light grey is now deep dark red.


People rush. Mothers cry. Birds fly away, never to be seen again.


I cannot sleep. Something in my life does not feel right. The non-sleep amplifies my feelings ten fold.


Where are these feelings? Why can I not find comfort? Rest, am I not suppose to find decent sleep? Is this my fate, am I cursed?


Forever may my life be this way, but I cannot live this way.


The desert is quiet now. A flock of insects come near. The cacti plants are in full bloom. The earth lays motionless.


I lay motionless. I observe the wide desert sky and the great sandy plans that meet it. It is beautiful. All is beautiful.

Temperature rises as inner flare up. The ranging sun that burns deep rages on.

To be free and to attack those who oppress. 


Jimmy will not have it. He struggles to fight.


I lay motionless and start to cry. Why do things have to be this way? Is it choice? The darkened sky is filled with stars, bright stars. I cry.


Some of the stars connect; other stars remain alone. Or, are they all alone?



I puzzle about how space fits so nicely up there. Up there is where beauty exist.


Eyes shut, I drift off to sleep.


Siren sounds bust into the air as people surround the motionless figure.

A circle surrounds Jimmy. From afar, the circle appears to from a letter.
Scooping down, a black bird soars.


The crow lands on top a store building. Letters surround the young victim who is now twice as old.


Jimmy lying there faceless and motionless, his legs are spread apart equally. His fingers are spread equally. Jimmy’s life is spread equally.


I, where am I. I am there among the ground. Among the gathered, I smile.


Time starts to fly as Jimmy is checked for heart movements by an old young gentleman. The old female talks to Jimmy at what appears to be words traveling at great speed to him.
The unimportant time slows down a stop.


Two blocks away, children jump rope in a group of three.


A young girl near, begins to laugh as she hugs her close friend.


Jimmy’s heart starts up again. Blood flows through Jimmy’s veins and out through his heart.


Pressure is applied to Jimmy’s heart. The old man gets a harness as the old lady keeps pressure on Jimmy’s faint heart.


Without words, a crow flies overhead. It crows loudly. Its wings grow steadily faster as a helicopter joins it in flight.


Flying or gliding? Drops of water from the helicopter fall onto the ground as the flyer lifts off.


“Jimmy.”




“Jimmy.”




“Are you there?”


“Jimmy.”



“Jimmy.”


Lights flash.


“Deliver me from this place to somewhere far away.”



“Take soul and spirit.”




“Protect me, please.”


Sand fills in between Jimmy’s toes.


Does one exert to self comfort or does one remain in pain. Does self comfort make one idle, and does pain press to self destruction. What is best?


Waves crashing and seagulls are heard.


Jimmy lies down. Unable to move, he falls fast asleep.


Time will tell where this story ends. The mouths I feed shall never end. So, let it beheld death before thee.

Waves are crashing. Daylight breaks.


Without a friend, I am alone.


Waves are crashing. The fish in the sea gather closer to view the pathetic body that lies before them.


“Time and time again I have told you not to not be concerned of where others dwell.”

“Now look around you and tell me what you see.”


“I see nothing.”


“Very well, you have nothing.”


Waves are crashing, and a flock of seagulls swoop down to the sea and eat the school of fish.


“Why must you always be hard on me, mama?”


“Well, because you are my child, I must prepare you for what may come.”


Time changes, day breaks into night. The sky is restful as the helicopter scurries into the depths of the city.


An eagle soars and falls as the helicopter lands on the large building.


Emptiness, needless feelings are never met.


Feelings, what are they? Where must they come from?


Home, traveling distant spaces, to where?


“Are we home yet mama?”



“Not yet, child.”




“Not yet.”


The landing space is soon filled with many busy people. People, are they busy or just standing still? Movement in time is forever changing.


Isolated from the rest, Jimmy awakes from his deep sleep.


Amazing things one can do if one only tries.


The battleship glares, and suddenly time slips and then time starts moving again.


Holding off many, the ship takes stand. The random and different shots never seem to stop as war rages on.


Forever spoken, a bird flies overhead. Shaped just like a dove it is. This young bird flies circles around the ship. Undecided or decided, home is non-existent.


Life changes as there is a thump like sound, Jimmy lies arrest upon a nicely prepared bed.


“Forever sleeping is I, for I can never wake.”



“I can never wake.”


Laughter is heard in the background. But, this laughter is laughter of whom?


Jimmy searches his thoughts as though nothing can be found.


“He is going into shock. Someone get me an IV, and a scalpel. We are going to have to cut him open,” doctor says.


“Life is strange sometimes, don’t you think?”



“Jimmy.”




“Jimmy, don’t go.”





“Jimmy?”



“Yes mother?”



“You may call me sister, sister Marry.”



“Peace my son, you must rest.”


A black gown with a hair covering attachment she, the lady who speaks, wears, “A long journey it is.”


“He is going to into shock.”



“Someone, get me a damn EKG, hurry,” doctor says.


The lady, the blond haired lady with white overcoat and nice identification card, applies the instrument to Jimmy’s heart.


Between her hands is a heart, a deep red heart.

“Clear.”


All is silent.

“Time doesn’t stop now does it?” George states.



“Na, I guess not buddy,” Jimmy says.


“Look at the ocean. Isn’t it beautiful,” George says.


“Life is beautiful,” Jimmy says.


Jimmy looks in bewilderment at his wife Jenny.



Jenny is all suited up, and she smiles back at Jimmy.


Her hair is tied back. Her beautiful black hair is awesome like, Jimmy thinks.


Light flashes. A white light flashes. Everything seemingly disappears.


A white light blinks off and on. It blinks on and off. As time freezes, all is dark.


Moment is still. Movement is stiff.

Dark subsides as light does arise.


Moment stays. Movement starts.


Things are portrayed through these.


A light changes.


Things that would be seen are now unseen.


My head aches. The pain does not subside.


The body is well. The head aches.


Blood flows from the heart to the brain. The blood, it intersects with brain chemicals.


The brain aches. The body is good.


The assert memories of the past through the blood. This blood travels slowly to the heart and shakiness begins to grow.


The heart faints away.

Darkness is seen with grey clouds.


The sky turns from grey to purple to red; then, the sky turns into nothingness. All becomes nothingness.


Everything is gone except for clear air. Then, air is gone.


Nothing is left. Moments next, nothing is gone as well.


Silence is presence; then, it too is taken away.


Time, time everlasting is not near, nor was it ever near.


The existence of everything disappears. Existence disappears.


Non-circular, non-linear everything was.


Non-connecting points these things have become.


Rotation above and around and sideways does go about these points.


Surrounded by many, a group of a few are in focus.


Rotation around these few points continues at a relatively faster rate of time and speed.


Where does one of these points end?


Is one’s beginning one’s end as well?


One point is isolated from the rest in terms of narrow closeness when viewed from afar.


The point does not move yet it does inflict self change.


Everything stands still. Love is still.


The moments of isolated time keep love in place. The isolated still is time.


Frozen in time, Jimmy lies still. The earth lies still.


A dog in the dark lies still. Last breath, last scent is all gone. 


Rotation of the earth begins to spin. Slowly at first, then much more rapidly the rotations become. The sun begins to rise. The sun’s rays, they shine. 


A train horn passes by. Like nothing still, the sound is here; then, the sound is gone.



Time becomes ill; here at last is the moment I have come.


The train comes near. No one shall fear as the train never stops. Nothing in this life could ever make it stop.

“Janet” Jimmy says followed by a short grunt like laugh.


Tears begin to fall.


Life begins to pas me by. 


Alone from the rest, isolated, I begin to cry.


I can not stop; I will not stop thinking of you.


Life is not the same. I miss you.


Do you feel the same?


No, that does not matter now. Nothing matters now.


Air drifts away, and it is gone.


Isolated from the rest is a place deep within the heart.


A place where doves roam and flowers fill forever what can be seen.


I lay here and cry. My face is smiling. Life is in awe as I lie still.


“You ever wonder what we are here for, why we are here for.” Jimmy says


George replies, “Like Dr Freud is said to have said ‘to kill and reproduce like all cells’”


“It can’t be that simple George. There must be something more. And, I must find out this. I must find what is more.”


I must find the answer. Your beliefs are wrong. I must search for the answer. I must isolate myself from you. Isolate, yes, I must isolate myself from you.



Isolate…






Isolate…







Isolation…


“He must be put into isolation.”


“He is getting out of hand.”


“I agree.”


“Tell Daniel to get the guys to tie him down in room 7. I am going to get some volume injectors.” A well built gentleman speaks clearly to a young female dressed with a white uniform coat on. 

“Time will get you. Time will come to get you.”



A loud laugher is heard in the background.

“Hold him down; I am going to up the dosage.”

“Everything is going to be all right Mr. Frederick. Everything is going to all right.”


And, that was that. And this is this. Time has changed. Many things have changed.


George punches his fist into the wall.
“Why does everything have to be, so, damned messed up?”


“There has got to be something more to life.”


“Progress?”


“You want progress, try going to work everyday and see what kind of progress you make of that. What kind of fulfillment you make.”


George pauses for a few seconds.



“It just ain’t happening. Things don’t change. Things just seem to change, but they are just the same. They always were the same and they always will be the same.”


Julie looks into George’s deep shadowy eyes as he continues to speak.


“It ain’t right, and there is nothing we can do about it. It seems like we are just wasting time.”


Drops of water fall from his eyes.


“It is just damn near, I might well die.”


Julie takes off her shoes, and then she takes George’s hand and caresses it. She then reaches out for a nice embrace of two lonely souls.


Like this means anything. A moment is in time. A moment is lost in time. Forever spoken are these. The voices of many are these.


Julie starts to disappear as he knew she would.


Only time can stop a moment’s passing. Only time, but time never does stop. Time never does comfort. Time never does cry. Time does not care for George, just as time does not care for countless others.


A Lost soul, I know who I am.


George continues to sit and stare.


Life of one is gone. Too many have lost. How does one move on. How does one even begin to move on? I cannot know, nor do I wish to know.


But that was then, and this is now. And now, I lie still in my bed, and then my eyes close. And, I am dead.


Glass shatters and young kids dash away.


Laughter is heard in the background as they scurry.


Long dark pigtails are the girl. With summer time shorts is what she wears. A white t-shirt of a character from theme park completes her outfit. Brown curly hair, knee socks with blue cap and baseball uniform shirt George wears. Cubby in weight, overall covered straw hat is what Jimmy wears. 


Jimmy can be seen holding his hat as we runs away.


Near gone, old man Mr. Burns can be seen opening his front door out of anger.


Time passes by and so do people.

 
Mr. Burns dies later that week.


After everyone was gone, George Jimmy and Julie go to leave flowers on his grave.


Walking is the lonely man. 


Foreseeing that he himself is blind, trying to talk like trying to write in the dark. No one knows what is best. Let alone what is next. But unlike many, this man refuses to try anymore. Life is ending too soon. Everything gone, nothing left to sallow. 

Father to son, son to father, spirits arise and pass. One spirit stays. Stays momentary then the spirit passes once more.


What may come has come, and will come once more.


Michael spreads his arms and tilts his head back to urge out a loud roar.


Birds fly, eagles soar. The inner ritual has begun as Michael becomes totally blind.


What has lost, and what has found.


Youngness onto thee, age begins to defy the limits of time.


As once old, now young, Michael curls up on the grass and begins to cry.


“I miss you father!”

Echo in the wind.


The winds glitz.


Shadow among one another, the tress surrounding gloom, then they release.


The air travels once more, and Eric’s spirit is gone.


Life has begin at such an early age for young Michael who is now a man with many hairs on his face. With few hairs on his head top, with all but two buck teeth lost. A man of many sorrows, a man of many pains, with many fears, this man curls up and cries.


Tomorrow or today maybe he will lay down and die. Or perhaps, he will give in and refuse not to try.


“Never!”


“Return to me young boy.”



“Return to me in time”


These were the five words printed on old man’s Eric’s grave plaque.

Change, as once feared, is never too near.


“Cold is the wind I have yet to experience.” 

Jimmy’s eye lit up as he sees Jenny.


“The past is yet to come again.”


“Until once again I can overcome it, it will not end.” Jimmy says.


“You know not what you say.” Jenny says, “You should rest now.”


“Oh, but I do know what I have said too well. I know it all too well. For you see, I cannot sleep. I cannot sleep any longer. I must awake. I must face my adversaries. And, above all, I must face time itself.”


An old man’s words are Jimmy’s. For he has many a beard on his tattered face and many of blemished creased skin.


“Just let me wake.”



“Just let me wake.”


Jimmy wishers as he drifts off into a deep sleep.


We were kids once again, Jenny and I. Well, kids are such a commonplace relative term. Relative to old age, you see. I don’t suppose that matters now though. I don’t suppose and of that matters now. We just were.


Walking near the sore of the ocean’s end, Jenny and I continued to hold hands.


I always enjoyed the ocean. With its deep dramatic colors, I could dream about it for days. But, this was not a dream. This is that of reality, and what has to become of it as it must.


Jenny and I, I long for, and dream of. Oh lovely Jenny. I could never imagine of what might have happened, what would have happened that tragic day.

It must have been so, I expect. I made it. Yes, yes indeed I wanted it all to end. Everything indeed for, I hated it all. I hated everything. And to this day, I seldom remember why this is so.


I do remember one thing though. I do remember I love her.


Time slows down as it always does when time matters.


Clocks stand still. Everything stands still. Life as a whole is motionless.


Things lost and forgotten reappear; then, the world begins to spin again almost effortlessly as if it was meant to spin in such a way.


Jimmy awakens.


Jimmy looks at the clock at hand, the clock above the doorway entrance.


A blond haired female walks right in through.


“Awake at 7:44 a.m., wonderful.”


“Where am I, what has happened.”


Time passes like wine at a gathering of soldiers. Soon Jimmy became well, but only after spending time in the hospital and given remedy.

Jimmy met many people there.


But, all so painful are those who were queer.


Nonsense with the word and the world!


“Take me out of this place, let me go. Let me go!”
like a caged beast are his yells.


Dept in hair growth, and aged thin, lost is he.


Circuitry runs wild throughout the walls as they monitor this cage of his.


Thoughts run wild, throughout Jimmy’s mind.


And, I refuse to be nameless. I refuse to be non-famous.


This life is only one.


I will not spend it without making something of myself in this world.

You ever have a story to be told, but did not know how or if to tell it. Well that is my story. This is my life.

Telling my story would leave my life too open to bare.

I cannot ask for sympathy because you are not me.

Monitoring of Jimmy continues as do all things that were once meant to be.

“Can they ever hear him, a voice a chough in a cell?”

“Jimmy takes a seat on a bed of thin as he awaits evolution.

Only time is his hope. Time to live, time to die; time to wait for one man it is all just too much to bare.

Moments pass like sour grapes in a stomach of emptiness. These moments become isolation points of which there is no return, for there can never be a return, not ever.

The whole concept is enough to drive a person wild.

Oh memories you say? Ha, memories cannot compare. They are the vagueness of what cannot compare. They are that of what is lost, just as that of life or paper burning in fire; or even worse, like paper burning its entire existence into a big grain of sand.

Separation you say? There must be some rationality to all of this. It must come to a conclusion you say? Well where does all this disbelief and lies told come to end?

How long will your faith, ever last?

Who or what are you ever waiting for?

The remains of this life as all things are passed in time.

And, even time does not care, for time could very well be unreal, just like you and me.

Damn, I hate being here. The people who own this place do not let me do anything at all. How the heck would they like it if I told them not to touch kitchen appliances; then, made for them to eat.

One who does not have control of his or her eating habits is I. Lack of growth? No, this is lack of disgust over how abnormal these living conditions are.

One man’s life controlled by his living conditions, the things that bind him to survival are not of his control?  Whose decision is this?

Even the bed he sleeps on, even though he paid for it more or less, he does not have any life in that as well. For, the sheets which are to be washed cannot be washed, for using household appliances is forbidden in this place of theirs.

It is not enough that you cannot use your environment, but it must also be pointed out so that you feel the full effect of this suffering, this madness. For, you are nothingness.

Do not play coy; any privileges you have such that as going outside are only mind tricks and are temporary. For, before long you will return to the less than full life you once were part of.

And, these things, this place would go on for years until you became the person you were meant to be, a wicked old wrench without an ounce of spirit.
Structure or no structure, I hate this place. I hate everything it is.
I dream about escaping this awful place more and more each night.

Ha/ Jimmy laughs as he listen to voices being brought out in a adjacent room.

A place like this can make a person strange.

But it was not always like that.

Jimmy remembers a pleasant evening in the hospital’s garden.

A wondrous blue butterfly opens its wings and flies away ever so swiftly.


Its meeting place is above head to a near thin plant’s branch.


Nothing stops it. I\t is forever free.

Growing with great concern, Jimmy awakens from a dream.

I want it all to go away all this mess.

And that was that.

Everything was gone, every single thing.

And, Jimmy had his eyes closed as he stared into the open sky of pure dark blackness.

And, it all seemed to end. Everything in time seemed to end. 

The reflection of the mirror seemly became broken, and the little pieces of what was left began to scatter everywhere. Further and father away these things became. More distant from one another they were.

Many ashore, many among each glass piece begin to drift closer to one another and rejoin into a shape unlike the one before.
“NO!” Jimmy shouts once more.

The daily break, an eye shadow lot of tear begin to fall.

Young Jimmy is young no more, nor is he ever young again.

Eyelids lift as rain falls. Jimmy is awake by his own thoughts, and his own wishes, and his own dreams.
But, before we begin, we must count to ten.

Ten are the lies to be untold.

The memories of old are forever gone in lingering past.

For, what the future unfolds is that forsaken by the deep everlasting past.

Reshaped into a new fold for Jimmy to grasp with a new hold are these things of time.

These memories of mine are left to swallow.
These memories of mine shall divide the time I have left, and that of which I have spent.

These awful memories of mine shall forever bind me to the ground with my two feet and stick in my hand wishing for a better tomorrow.

“No more,” Jimmy shouts again.

“No more,” Jimmy’s shout is heard even louder from afar.


Forever dreaming, I wash away the tears that are deep inside.

My stride is slow, and staggering.


Jimmy walks on through the passage door.

Overseeing many on lookers, he smiles as he passes them.

But, this smile of his is that of a false smile, for inside he feels not of joy, but that of pain and bitter contempt for there world that surrounds him.


Not the bitter hatred contempt you all might have thought, but the contempt of being lost and possessing nothingness.


The end is near for this adventurer you might say. But, this, of all things is untrue. He will continue as all things meek and bleak do. Then, he shall forever go on trapped in a lonely cage in the ground and rout away as all things do.


But wait, there is hope. The hope that ever lasting pain might disembark. Of course, such an end could come only near the end and then last only a few moments at the very most. For, without the simplicity of the everlasting pain being abrupt by a short happiness then bitter end of death, the happening of all things, then if, it were not for the abrupt happiness followed by death then the forever pain is surely set to come forth again. Almost as if by rebirth, the pain will continue to grow and surpass even that the memory or memories of such a past of short happiness would not be known even to existence. Short live of such joy is not as short as the presence in time this life has and will have marked.


For whatever sweat, this soul will be forgotten quickly, for his presence in life does not even call forth any remembrance from anyone or anything.


And, when everything is gone, when all life except for one ceases to exist, and, even that soul awakes from time itself. If at once, looks at all things that has become. It will notice nothing. Not of this life that was not was. For5 this cannot be changed. This time being, God, this creator of all things, this one and only, this of which can not be seen, this one from which books speak of.; He or she will overview time and will overview himself or herself and find nothing of Jimmy as a life. For, Jimmy is nothingness.


And, lost, how does one become lost? What bitter end has become what begins? How is such a thing as a life to remain un-lost until the bitter end?


Do thee follow others, or do thee make thy own path?


But, what if when one wishes to make one’s own path, then he or she is blockade by another for pure malice?

What if this other were your friend or even your family?


Would it then even matter?


All this is hog wash, for even if a life is wrongfully altered by another it does not matter now as it does not matter when it happened.

Jimmy continues to walk rigorously against harsh cold winds.

Alone is he, for no one dares come near.

His shoes leave marks on the sidewalk as rain begins to fall.


Weather in the ice cold, Jimmy’s face turns to that of a face with wrinkles. And, his hair of dark brown and black turns to that of a willowish white.


This Jimmy, forever changes remains on this long streak path of his un-choosing.


Rigorous as it may seem this path becomes him and he is this path of cracks, and curves, and broken mirrors.


Broken pieces are he.


Forever untold, he cannot cry, he cannot weep or moan. For, his words are unspoken and he is in a deep isolation of pain.

The rain continues to fall, only harder now.
The uncanny resemblance of people, but of these people they lead different lives. The strange occurrences of similar people, the ones they are the same, are they not?

The pain cannot stop. Not even when the rain does not fall.

This unbearable feeling cannot be escaped from.

This is Jimmy. He runs wild and unforgiving through a grassy land.

This place where birds shore, once in a few, wings of snow a feather perhaps might fall.

