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Now, that we can’t see each other – Du bist ja 
weggefahren. On your trip (sarcasm). I forgot. OH SO 
BLANK. There is chocolate around my mouth. Even 
though you aren’t here I want to let you know just the 
lights. the seat was tiny and the windows dirty -who 
cares. The third person singular carries a black frame 
around my eyes. Dream, vielleicht oder vielleicht oder 
oder =DER! no recollection. My hair is sticking to my 
head. My hair is not in the window of the FIGURE. 
Somebody is selling sliced mangos on the street. 
Packed in a plastic bag. The woman doesn`t 
talk. Unless you buy one of hers. Only one word. 
CONCLUSION / The space in between is not the 
space of the figure and you are not the figure. Wer 
kennt schon den Mensch! 
(schön?/ egal)
Autonom.
There is no figure.  The figure is not the figure 
I haven’t been thinking lately and it is a hole. A dark 
and deep and far down bottom hole. There was only 
one thought yesterday. How do the house plants feel 
when they see the leaves falling off the outside trees. 
Does it make them sad? It makes me sad/ happy and 
the air smells. Smells like it did last year. 
Oh wonder! Oh unknown bird! You sing in the morning, 
to your friends to your friends and together. Secret/ 
Sacred. Screaming voices upstairs. Not you. You know 
your songs. Where are you?
The figure is not the figure. The concrete is not the 
figure. It is not the figure. The floor. (The figure is not 
even standing on the floor) 
On the hill. Different birds, different dogs. The air 
moves slowly and your hair is still wet. I like to touch it. 
Touch me. Touch it. Streiche es dir aus der Stirn. Deine 
Haut.
Dein Haar. Streiche es hinter deine Ohren aber es fällt 
dir wieder ins Gesicht. Du lächelst  und ich lächele 
zurück.
There is no figure, the figure is not the figure. Der 
Leutnant kommt zurück. Scheppernt stellt er seine 
schwarze Tasche ab. Ich habe angst. Ein bißchen.
How do you feel? Do you want to go outside and see?
Opening of thoughts: jump into the sky while standing 
on the ground.
It is the same. And the same. Again the same. Angry! I 
am angry.
There is no figure and there is no NO figure and I am 
Angry. ANGRY. I would tell you and I would tell the 
lady and the bus driver and the third person singular 
who keeps sticking around. The figure is not the figure. 
The figure has no arm, has no shoulder. The figure 
has no thoughts it is thought it is not there the figure 
knows.

- Over there, see? 
  This is the last one. 
- Do you see? 
- How it makes itself unseen? 
- How it makes itself hidden. 
- I am happy to have been shown this, on this day, 
- I feel -- 
  renewed. 
  As if I have just taken my first breath.  
- I am glad that you are coming with us.  There is a clarity that I feel. 
- 
- I wonder -- will there be another?  I can remember another. 
- Yes, I can remember too. 
- There will be.  Though I do not feel it yet. 
- How long have we been here? 
- It’s hard to say. 

- There is still much time. 
- Yes, there is still much time. 

- Listen. 
- Did you hear that? 
- They’re calling your name.  They begin to accentuate each other. 
- It’s an unfamiliar sound, a name I have not heard in a very long time. 
- I am excited for the transformation to take place. 
- It will not be long 
- Yes, there is still much time. 
- 
- I see it now, how it rests there: hidden. 
- It isn’t how I expected it to look. 
- What did you expect? 
- I’m unsure.  I expected it to be… 
- But that’s just the way it is, 
- Yes, and I am glad for it. 
- I can hear it now.  the sound is clearer. 
- I can hear no other sound but it. 
- I am excited for what is to come.  
- It won’t be long now.

ERIC VEIT

The real q
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o m
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 p
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rom

. 
 

What’s up dude? 

Just got here. 

Get shrimp for tonight. 

Going home now. 

That guy’s a dick. 

It’s raining. 

Awesome. 

How are you? 

Right. 

Yeah. 

Man that sux. 

Good night. 

Where is it? 

I miss you. 

Lucky You. 

My phone is dying. 

Cool. 

My favorite bar. 

The best. 

Not interested. 

Good to see you. 

We’ll see. 

Sounds like a plan. 

Let me know. 

Ok, maybe next time. 

I haven’t talked to him in a while. 

Yes. 

It never yellows. 

You’re probably right. 

It works! 

Fab thank you. 

Is 11AM good? 

Left a boot in there. 

Might be there for a bit. 

Good for you. 

Eating a McDonald’s fish sandwich. 

Amazing, take a picture. 

Nope, too scared. 

That severely limits our options. 

Let’s do it. 

Thanks. 

Good luck. 

Waiting to hear. 

No thanks. 

Awesome. 

How are you? 

Right. 

Good night. 

Where is it? 

Yeah. 

My favorite bar. 

Eating a McDonald’s fish sandwich. 

Not interested. 

Lucky You. 

What’s up dude? 

My phone is dying. 

Get shrimp for tonight. 

It’s raining. 

Man that sux. 

Good to see you. 

We’ll see. 

Sounds like a plan. 

Just got here. 

Let me know. 

Ok, maybe next time. 

That severely limits our options. 

Good luck. 

That guy’s a dick. 

I miss you. 

Cool. 

Going home now. 

Fab thank you. 

Thanks. 

Is 11AM good? 

I haven’t talked to him in a while. 

It never yellows. 

The best. 

Yes. 

You’re probably right. 

It works! 

Might be there for a bit. 

Good for you. 

Left a boot in there. 

Waiting to hear. 

Amazing, take a picture. 

Let’s do it. 

No thanks. 

Nope, too scared.

Visit 20 Forthlin Road in Liverpool, the adolescent home of 
Paul McCartney, and remarkably a replica of Paul opens 
the door though his name is John. Inside you find replica 
Chinoiserie wallpaper, a replica piano, a replica 1950s 
television, a replica kitchen sideboard, a replica twin 
bed… all described as such by the replica Paul. John’s 
resemblance to Paul is perplexingly uncanny, though 
perhaps as you would expect in a house of replicas. Despite 
a few inches difference, stand the men side by side and you 
will find the same arch of eyebrows, the same angle of eyes, 
the same fullness of cheeks, the same floppy, sandy hair, 
the same width of mouth. As the live-in custodian of the 
house, John is required to give tours four times a day, nine 
months a year, but it is obvious from the type of information 
he dispenses, it is clearly not his Beatle’s knowledge that 
got him the job. 

Mostly John talks about his personal relationship with Paul, 
or at least as personal as can be for someone who has 
only briefly met the house’s former occupant (in 1968 when 
their hands momentarily touched while petting Paul’s sheep 
dog Martha). Indeed though, their relationship is about as 
intimately connected as a shadow follows its object. In 
his tour John recounts, in his deep Scouse accent (same 
as Paul’s) the many times he has been asked to stand in 
front of the house to have his picture taken. Occasionally 
he will even raise his thumb or twist open his mouth in that 
trademark Paul way.  Mike, Paul’s younger brother, visits 
the house from time to time, and on their first meeting, 
he remarked that John looked more McCartney than he 
does. Having lived in Paul’s house for over twelve years 
(even longer than when Paul lived there), it comes as no 
surprise then that the line between where Paul ends and 
John begins has blurred. As a result, you have to wonder 
what is the effect of hiring a replica Paul on the popularity of 
the attraction? Even if John does talk mostly about himself 
as if he was Paul, isn’t that what we wanted in visiting the 
house? Isn’t he the living embodiment of our desire to be as 
close to our hero as possible? 

Recently, the National Trust, the governmental organization 
that oversees 20 Forthlin Road, has extended the number 
of months tours are offered at the house with the hope of 
eventually opening it year round. For the National Trust, this 
down-at-heel council house reaps far greater interest and 
potential profits than most of the fancy historic homes on 
their registry. For a man who has practically become the 
inhabitant of the house, not just as its guardian but also as 
its exhibit, this is deeply unsettling. Imagine, all those extra 
houseguests! This is John’s job, but is it fair? It is a museum 
after all, not his personal house. But is it an invasion of 
John’s privacy when his job and his life are the same? Is 
John required to agree to the same lack of privacy as the 
celebrity Paul, just for being his surrogate?

JAMIE ISENSTEIN
MCCARTNEY DOUBLE VISION
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For years, decades, we’ve known that something like this was eventually likely to 
happen, yet we took no steps to prevent it or to deal with it if it did happen. Its as if 
we’re fated to suffer.

It was quieter that morning. I awoke to my dog’s frantic barks. As I stumbled out 
of bed to see what she was trying to tell me, I was met by my mother. Mother 
didn’t want us at the windows. I turned and looked out the window and up ahead, 
I saw it. I saw what I thought for a split second was a lightning and 1 second later, 
I heard this dry explosion that literally shook every single window of the building. 
I screamed for help and my neighbor heard me and rushed outside. In the most 
frightening moments of our lives, it is reassuring to know neighbors are there to 
help. 

At this stage all hell was breaking loose. I was on a surface street, approaching the 
freeway onramp, when my car started to move up and down. I had just planted a 
half-acre of grass and saw this huge cloud with strange pillows under it. I thought 
there must be a big accident. People were coming up the street carrying bags, 
leading loaded wagons, even one pushing a wheelbarrow. I was in shock as we sat 
and watched the floors give way.  My face was turned to the high wind, the high 
heat and the pressure was pushing down. That’s when I felt a tremendous shudder!! 
The noise. It was absolutely deafening. The sound was of a hundred million ball 
bearings falling on metal. A baby’s high chair crashed into my dining room wall (and 
we don’t have children). Part of the family van melted. A big yellow piece was lying 
in the center of this circle apparently hanging from trees. I could just see it tumble, 
tumble. That’s the wall that you could see coming at you. There were snakes and 
other venomous animals in the water. There were numerous farm animals around, 
and they all seemed to start making noise. Because of the noise it was impossible 
to communicate with anyone at that stage. I fled with my brothers and my parents 
to the mosque. We managed to escape alive by climbing over the wreckage and 
into the street to the south. I was one of the last people out and when I did get out I 
felt scared and dazed at the same time because I had trouble putting what had just 
happened together. We ended up in a drivethru freezer and then when they closed, 
we ended up going home with a lady and her sister. 

And after it ended, we were reluctant to come out and see what had happened. 
Everything was crystal clear then we decided to leave. My family was in the front 
yard, waiting for me, and I was stuck in the back. I had visions of the wrong family 
being told that there son/husband had died. The gentleman helped my mother into 
the truck and then he helped me. If he had come down the hall he would have been 
hit in the head by falling objects. We still had no idea what was going on, but it was 
clear that the bus wasn’t going to be going anywhere for a while. 

Everyone wore dust masks when they went outside. I think I just stood there 
talking to people for the longest time, but I don’t remember anything they said. In 
a short period of time the police and several residents had blocked off the streets 
to traffic, and I remember hearing people screaming in the background, and others 
yelling to get help. I was sort of crying the whole time and really scared. I guess I 
didn’t understand what had actually happened, it had all happened so quickly. I 
do recall at one stage (probably about 3 minutes after the initial blast) one of the 
crew appearing and in looking at the damage turning quite ashen and mouthing to 
himself “fuck!” My mom cried because now this was all we had. There were some 
clean-up crews but not nearly enough. The electrical cables in the walls of our store 
were melted and had to be changed a distance of more than 150 yards. We were 
able to fix our trampoline though. Then, they gave us blankets because we had only 
our nightgowns on. 

Watching the two work together brought a sense of normalcy that for us had just 
been lost. I’m slowly moving on. Because of what we knew, what we had. It will 
take a long time for us to forget; we were born again. They are connected—I’ve 
come to see how fragile life is, I truly have. We stayed with my Mom’s friend for 
about 3 days, and then we went on vacation to visit relatives in the Midwest. I spent 
the first night with a cousin, but I didn’t want to overstay my welcome. Everyone 
was asking us what happened, what it was like to see that. The house is currently 
being re-built and our group will move back soon. I can’t imagine living there, 
knowing what had happened in 1978. That means you know that what happened to 
me, what I feel, is the same feeling that you have.

http://www.nrdc.org/storycorps/
http://www.nwnc-redcross.org/disaster_testimonials.htm
http://www.airdisaster.com/eyewitness/ 
http://www.notfrisco.com/calmem/earthquake/
http://www.huffingtonpost.com/josh-schrei/the-ladakh-cloudburst an_b_683187.html
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g 

m
e 

ab
ou

t 
th

e 
S

ul
fu

ric
 

A
ci

d
 in

 t
he

 a
ir 

an
d

 w
e 

ta
lk

ed
 a

b
ou

t 
th

e 
ci

ty
 b

ei
ng

 
so

 q
ui

et
, y

ou
 k

no
w

…
” 

 H
en

d
rik

 is
 r

ef
er

rin
g 

to
 t

he
 

b
lo

ck
 o

n 
ai

r 
tr

af
fic

, t
he

 v
ol

ca
no

 in
 Ic

el
an

d
 a

nd
 h

is
 

d
ow

ns
ta

irs
 n

ei
gh

b
or

.  
“T

he
y 

sa
y 

it’
s 

ok
ay

, t
he

 a
ir 

an
d

 a
ll.

  N
o 

p
er

m
an

et
 d

am
ag

e.
”

   
 “

P
er

m
an

en
t.

”
   

 “
W

ha
t?

”
   

 “
P

er
m

an
en

t,
 y

ou
 s

ai
d

 ‘p
er

m
an

et
’. 

 A
re

 y
ou

 
d

ru
nk

?”
   

 “
W

ha
t?

” 
 It

 w
as

 h
ar

d
 fo

r 
H

en
d

rik
 t

o 
ad

m
it 

th
at

 
he

 m
ig

ht
 b

e 
d

ru
nk

, t
ho

ug
h 

he
 u

nd
er

st
oo

d
 t

he
 

q
ue

st
io

n,
 s

ay
in

g 
‘w

ha
t’

 b
uy

s 
fe

w
 s

ec
on

d
s 

b
ef

or
e 

d
et

er
m

in
in

g 
ho

w
 b

es
t 

to
 g

o 
ab

ou
t 

an
sw

er
in

g 
it.

   
 “

A
re

 y
ou

 d
ru

nk
?”

   
 “

N
o.

” 
 T

hi
s 

w
as

 u
su

al
ly

 t
he

 b
es

t 
an

sw
er

, t
ho

ug
h,

 
no

w
, a

s 
he

 t
rie

s 
to

 r
ec

al
l t

he
 a

ct
ua

l n
um

b
er

 o
f 

b
ee

rs
 o

r 
ki

os
ks

 o
r 

b
ee

rs
 a

t 
ki

os
ks

 o
r 

th
e 

d
og

 t
ha

t 
ne

ar
ly

 t
or

e 
hi

s 
le

g 
of

f f
or

 b
um

p
in

g 
in

to
 t

ha
t 

as
s-

ho
le

, h
e 

ca
n’

t 
se

em
 t

o 
m

ak
e 

he
ad

s 
or

 t
ai

ls
 o

f i
t.

  
“N

ah
.”

  H
e 

sh
ou

ld
n’

t 
ha

ve
 s

ai
d

 ‘n
ah

’ b
ut

 it
’s

 t
oo

 
la

te
.  

It 
ha

ng
s 

th
er

e,
 t

he
 ‘a

h’
 p

ar
t,

 d
ra

p
ed

 a
cr

os
s 

hi
s 

to
ng

ue
 fa

r 
lo

ng
er

 t
ha

n 
ne

ce
ss

ar
y,

 d
ra

w
in

g 
its

el
f 

in
to

 a
n 

un
d

en
ia

b
le

 s
lu

r. 
 

   
 “

Ye
s 

yo
u 

ar
e.

”
   

 “
W

hy
…

” 
an

d
 it

 is
 a

 g
oo

d
 q

ue
st

io
n,

 h
e 

th
in

ks
, 

on
e 

th
at

 s
he

 o
w

es
 h

im
 a

n 
an

sw
er

 fo
r, 

fir
st

 o
f 

al
l “

…
 a

re
 y

ou
 p

um
p

in
g 

yo
ur

 b
ik

e 
up

 o
n 

th
e 

ki
tc

he
n 

ta
b

le
?”

 
   

 “
Yo

u 
ha

ve
 b

ee
n 

go
ne

 fo
r 

th
re

e 
ho

ur
s.

”
   

 “
S

o 
yo

u 
th

ou
gh

t 
yo

u’
d

 ju
st

 b
rin

g 
yo

ur
 b

ik
e 

up
? 

 O
r 

w
ha

t?
”

   
 “

W
he

re
 h

av
e 

yo
u 

b
ee

n?
”

   
 “

N
o…

” 
 H

e 
is

 t
he

 o
ne

 a
sk

in
g 

th
e 

q
ue

st
io

ns
 

no
w

.  
“N

o…
  I

 a
sk

ed
 y

ou
, w

ha
t 

yo
u 

ar
e 

d
oi

ng
 

he
re

? 
 W

e 
ea

t 
on

 t
ha

t 
ta

b
le

.”
  H

e 
re

gr
et

s 
th

is
 

co
m

m
en

t 
a 

lit
tle

, s
ee

in
g 

as
 h

e 
b

ot
h 

p
ol

is
he

s 
hi

s 
sh

oe
s 

an
d

 d
id

, j
us

t 
la

st
 w

ee
k,

 t
ry

 h
is

 h
an

d
 

at
 s

ilk
-s

cr
ee

ni
ng

 r
ig

ht
 t

he
re

, w
he

re
 h

er
 u

p
-

tu
rn

ed
 b

ik
e 

b
al

an
ce

s 
b

et
w

ee
n 

its
 h

an
d

le
b

ar
s 

an
d

 t
he

 s
ea

t 
ab

ov
e 

th
e 

sm
ea

re
d

 p
rin

t 
of

 A
n-

ge
la

 M
er

ke
l’s

 fa
ce

, o
n 

th
at

 v
er

y 
sa

m
e 

ta
b

le
.

   
 “

Yo
u 

le
ft

 a
t 

ei
gh

t.
  I

t’s
 e

le
ve

n.
”

   
 “

It’
s 

no
t 

th
at

 la
te

.”
  T

he
 c

lo
ck

 is
 r

ig
ht

 t
he

re
 

on
 t

he
 w

al
l a

nd
 s

he
 is

 b
ei

ng
 g

en
er

ou
s.

  
   

 “
O

h.
” 

 S
he

 w
as

 b
ei

ng
 g

en
er

ou
s 

an
d

 h
e 

w
as

 
d

oi
ng

 h
er

 a
 fa

vo
r, 

th
at

’s
 r

ig
ht

.  
“Y

ea
, I

 w
as

 
tr

yi
ng

 t
o 

fin
d

 t
he

se
 c

hi
p

s.
” 

 H
e 

ho
ld

s 
th

em
 

ou
t 

ag
ai

n.
  H

er
 fi

ng
er

s 
ar

e 
sm

ud
ge

d
 w

ith
 b

ik
e 

gr
ea

se
.  

W
he

n 
sh

e 
d

oe
sn

’t 
re

ac
h 

fo
r 

th
em

, h
e 

he
lp

s 
hi

m
se

lf.
   

 “
I d

on
’t 

b
el

ie
ve

 it
.”

   
 “

W
ha

t?
”

   
 “

Yo
u.

  I
 d

on
’t 

b
el

ie
ve

 y
ou

.”
   

 “
D

on
’t 

yo
u 

w
an

t 
an

y?
” 

 H
e 

as
ks

.  
S

he
 

re
m

ov
es

 t
he

 t
en

ta
cl

e 
fr

om
 t

he
 b

ik
e 

tir
e,

 a
h,

 
an

d
 t

ur
ns

 t
he

 b
ik

e 
ov

er
, l

ea
ni

ng
 it

 a
ga

in
st

 t
he

 
fr

id
ge

.  
“I

 lo
ok

ed
 e

ve
ry

w
he

re
.  

Ju
st

 s
o 

yo
u 

kn
ow

.  
I b

ro
ug

ht
 t

he
m

 fo
r 

yo
u.

” 
 A

nd
 h

e 
d

id
, 

he
 h

ad
 b

ee
n 

sl
ig

ht
ly

 d
is

co
ur

ag
ed

 a
ft

er
 t

he
 fi

rs
t 

tw
o 

sh
op

s 
d

id
n’

t 
ha

ve
 t

he
m

, b
ut

 m
ad

e 
so

rt
 o

f 
a 

ga
m

e 
of

 it
.  

H
e 

w
as

n’
t 

ab
ou

t 
to

 le
t 

th
at

 s
or

t 
of

 t
hi

ng
 g

et
 h

im
 d

ow
n.

  H
e 

fe
el

s 
p

re
tt

y 
go

od
 

ab
ou

t 
it 

to
o,

 m
is

si
on

 a
cc

om
p

lis
he

d
, f

un
 h

ad
 

in
 t

he
 p

ro
ce

ss
.  

“I
 s

p
en

t 
th

e 
la

st
 t

hr
ee

 h
ou

rs
,”

 
H

en
d

rik
 h

ol
d

s 
up

 t
he

 d
oo

rf
ra

m
e,

 “
w

al
k-

in
g 

ar
ou

nd
 t

he
 n

ei
gh

b
or

ho
od

, l
oo

ki
ng

 fo
r 

yo
ur

 
ch

ip
s,

 a
nd

 n
ow

 y
ou

 d
on

’t 
ev

en
 w

an
t 

th
em

.”
  

Th
at

 is
 t

he
 p

oi
nt

 is
n’

t 
it?

  H
e 

sh
ou

ld
 b

e 
p

ro
ud

 
he

 s
ho

ul
d

, h
e 

fo
llo

w
ed

 t
hr

ou
gh

, g
ot

 d
on

e 
th

e 
im

p
os

si
b

le
 a

nd
 w

hy
 s

ho
ul

d
 h

e 
b

e 
he

re
, w

he
n 

sh
e 

d
oe

sn
’t 

ev
en

 w
an

t 
th

e 
th

in
g 

he
 s

p
en

t 
th

e 
la

st
 t

hr
ee

 h
ou

rs
 s

co
ur

in
g 

th
e 

ne
ig

hb
or

ho
od

 
fo

r?
  T

he
 s

tr
ee

t,
 a

 d
ar

k 
cr

ue
l p

la
ce

 w
he

re
 c

ar
 

lig
ht

s 
st

un
 m

en
 li

ke
 d

ee
r 

an
d

 g
ar

b
ag

e 
ca

ns
 

th
ro

w
 t

he
m

se
lv

es
 a

t 
yo

u 
w

hi
le

 t
ry

in
g 

to
 w

al
k 

d
ow

n 
th

e 
si

d
ew

al
k.

  “
Yo

u.
..”

 a
nd

 a
s 

he
 s

ay
s 

it,
 h

e 
b

el
ie

ve
s 

it 
“…

 a
re

 b
ei

ng
 u

ng
ra

te
fu

l. 
 I 

ne
ve

r 
sh

ou
ld

 h
av

e 
go

tt
en

 in
vo

lv
ed

 w
ith

 a
…

” 
if 

he
 s

ay
s 

it,
 s

he
’ll

 h
av

e 
to

 g
iv

e 
hi

m
 t

he
 ‘s

p
ee

ch
’ 

an
d

 a
lm

os
t 

b
ec

au
se

 h
e 

ju
st

 w
an

ts
 t

o 
ge

t 
it 

ov
er

 w
ith

, s
o 

he
 c

an
 g

o 
to

 b
ed

 a
lre

ad
y,

 e
ve

n 
th

ou
gh

 it
 h

as
 n

ot
hi

ng
 t

o 
d

o 
w

ith
 h

is
 b

ei
ng

 la
te

 
or

 h
er

 la
ck

 o
f d

es
ire

 fo
r 

ea
tin

g 
th

e 
fe

w
 r

ea
m

-
in

g 
cr

um
b

s 
fr

om
 t

he
 b

ag
 h

e 
ho

ld
s 

to
 h

is
 c

he
st

 
w

hi
le

 h
e 

sa
ys

 it
, “

…
 a

n 
on

ly
 c

hi
ld

.”
  T

ha
t 

w
as

 
it,

 it
 w

as
 o

ne
 o

f t
ho

se
 r

ea
lly

 h
ea

vy
 s

tr
aw

s.
   

 “
R

ea
lly

?”
   

 “
I s

ho
ul

d
 h

av
e 

kn
ow

n 
b

et
te

r. 
 G

ue
ss

 is
ss

 
m

y 
fa

ul
t 

th
en

.”
  T

he
 b

ag
 c

rin
kl

es
.  

It 
w

as
 a

ll 
hi

s 
fa

ul
t:

  T
he

 in
ab

ili
ty

 t
o 

co
nd

uc
t 

a 
no

rm
al

 c
on

-
ve

rs
at

io
n,

 t
he

 d
el

ay
ed

 c
hi

p
 d

el
iv

er
y,

 t
he

 fl
at

 
tir

e 
on

 h
er

 b
ic

yc
le

, t
he

 s
m

ea
re

d
 fa

ce
 o

f A
ng

el
a 

M
er

ke
l o

n 
th

e 
ta

b
le

, a
ll 

of
 it

.
   

 “
N

o.
” 

 S
he

 li
ft

s 
th

e 
ha

nd
le

b
ar

 a
nd

 s
p

in
s 

th
e 

fr
on

t 
tir

e:
 it

 s
p

in
s 

tr
ue

.  
“N

o.
” 

 S
he

 s
ay

s.
  “

It’
s 

m
in

e.
”

H
erschel W

alker w
as b

orn in 1962 and
 raised

 in W
rightsville, a tow

n of 2,000 p
eop

le tw
enty m

iles b
elow

 the gnat line. I w
as in 2

nd grad
e 

w
hen he arrived

 in A
thens. That year, 1980, is still one of the m

ost m
em

orab
le of m

y life; I d
ecid

ed
 that I w

anted
 to b

e an artist, and
 G

eorgia 
w

on its first and
 only national cham

p
ionship

. The tw
o things are inextricab

ly linked
, as m

ost of m
y early w

ork w
as d

evoted
 to d

raw
ing 

b
ulld

ogs, footb
all helm

ets, and
 heroic p

ortraits of H
erschel. It is hard

 to overstate his m
ythic significance in the state of G

eorgia- w
ell, at least 

in the G
eorgia I rem

em
b

er. M
y grand

m
other fam

ously got out of an exorb
itant sp

eed
ing ticket b

y telling the state troop
er that H

erschel’s 
p

erform
ance had

 p
ut her und

er a sp
ell- he und

erstood
. H

erschel sp
oke w

ith a gentle southern accent, and
 p

ossessed
 a calm

 that m
ad

e his 
athletic p

row
ess seem

 like a sup
ernatural gift. H

e ranked
 solid

ly ahead
 of other fictional characters in m

y life, follow
ed

 b
y S

up
erm

an, The 
Incred

ib
le H

ulk, H
an S

olo, S
anta C

laus, and
 G

od
. I still b

elieve in H
erschel. 

H
is ascent as an athlete is a thing of b

lues legend
 or com

ic b
ooks. A

s a young introvert, he sp
ent m

ost of his tim
e read

ing and
 w

riting p
oetry.  

A
fter b

eing b
ullied

 and
 ostracized

, he b
egan exercising furiously at the age of 12. O

ften alone, he d
id

 thousand
s of p

ush-up
s, sit-up

s, and
 

sp
rints- freq

uently d
ragging a truck tire b

y chain for extra resistance. H
e never lifted

 w
eights or w

orked
 out in a gym

. In high school, he 
scored

 85 touchd
ow

ns and
 led

 his team
s to m

ultip
le state cham

p
ionship

s in footb
all and

 track. H
e w

as also valed
ictorian.

H
e arrived

 at U
G

A
 to great anticip

ation, a p
rom

ise that w
as realized

 on S
ep

tem
b

er 6th w
hen he literally ran over Tennessee’s A

ll-A
m

erican B
ill 

B
ates and

 trotted
 into the end

 zone. S
tunned

, legend
ary rad

io voice Larry M
unson b

lurted
, ‘H

erschel just ran over tw
o m

en.. just d
riving and

 
running w

ith those b
ig thighs..m

y god
, a freshm

an’. A
nd

 so it b
egan. H

erschel got the b
all on alm

ost every offensive p
lay. H

e never sp
iked

 it, 
or d

id
 an end

 zone d
ance. A

fter every touchd
ow

n he just hand
ed

 the b
all to the referee, and

 hum
b

ly returned
 to the sid

eline; as though his 
scoring w

as just an inevitab
ility.  O

n his b
ack, G

eorgia w
ent onto an und

efeated
 season, b

eating favorite N
otre D

am
e in the S

ugar B
ow

l for 
the national title. In the first half of the cham

p
ionship

 gam
e, H

erschel d
islocated

 his should
er, and

 w
as told

 b
y d

octors that he w
ould

 have 
to sit. “I looked

 at the d
octor, and

 said
 ‘You’ve got to b

e joking m
e. You’ve got to p

ut it b
ack in p

lace.’ I told
 m

yself, ‘I d
id

n’t com
e this far to 

d
islocate m

y should
er and

 not p
lay. S

o, they p
ut it b

ack in p
lace, and

 I w
ent b

ack on the field
.”  H

e scored
 tw

o touchd
ow

ns, lead
ing G

eorgia 
to a 17-10 w

in, and
 earning S

ugar B
ow

l M
V

P. 

The im
p

ortance of that season is hard
 to grasp

 in the internet age, after the A
tlanta O

lym
p

ics and
 the econom

ic/p
op

ulation b
oom

 of the 90’s 
‘new

 south’. O
nly the 1976 election of Jim

m
y C

arter w
as com

p
arab

le at the tim
e. N

othing of the sort had
 ever hap

p
ened

 there, and
 the state 

university’s footb
all team

 em
b

od
ied

 regional id
entity. I guess it’s sim

ilar to the w
ay som

e nations feel ab
out their w

orld
 cup

 team
s. H

erschel 
w

as a legend
 and

 had
 w

on it for the p
eop

le.

H
e w

as A
ll-A

m
erican for 3 consecutive years, and

 should
 have w

on the H
eism

an Trop
hy in all three. They aw

ard
ed

 him
 nom

inally in 1982. 
H

e w
as unstop

p
ab

le; accord
ing to m

any, the greatest college running b
ack of all tim

e.  W
hich m

ad
e it all the m

ore p
ainful w

hen he d
ecid

ed
 

to forgo his senior year and
 turn p

ro w
ith the N

ew
 Jersey G

enerals of the now
 d

efunct U
S

FL. I w
as crushed

. S
ad

ly, he w
as the first college 

p
layer to d

o that, earning one of the highest salaries in sp
orts und

er ow
ner D

onald
 Trum

p
. H

e w
ent on to an illustrious p

ro career b
y anyone’s 

stand
ard

s; w
ith com

b
ined

 rushing stats in U
S

FL and
 N

FL, he is 5th in p
ro footb

all history. B
ut m

ost G
eorgia fans feel that he w

as m
isused

 
and

 m
isund

erstood
 in the p

ro gam
e. In the N

FL he b
ounced

 from
 city to city, and

 w
as fam

ously trad
ed

 b
y D

allas for a b
und

le of p
layers that 

estab
lished

 the C
ow

b
oys’ d

om
inance in the early 90’s. H

e never p
layed

 on a cham
p

ionship
 team

, w
as p

lugged
 into d

ysfunctional system
s, 

and
 could

n’t m
eet the high exp

ectations of those w
ho p

aid
 for d

eliverance. H
is overw

helm
ing talent d

id
n’t fit the w

in now
 m

arket structure of 
the corp

orate gam
e. H

erschel’s ab
ilities w

ere too p
ure, and

 sp
oiled

 b
y m

oney- or so I like to think.

In 2008, he released
 an autob

iograp
hy d

etailing his struggle w
ith m

ultip
le p

ersonality d
isord

er, w
hich historically has b

een linked
 to genius 

and
 extraord

inary ab
ility. H

e claim
s that he can’t rem

em
b

er the season he w
on the H

eism
an, or the m

om
ent he received

 the aw
ard

. I certainly 
d

o. In ad
d

ition to p
laying footb

all, H
erschel is a b

lack-b
elt in tae kw

on d
o, d

anced
 w

ith the D
allas B

allet, w
as on the U

S
 O

lym
p

ic b
ob

sled
 

team
, alm

ost q
ualified

 as an O
lym

p
ic sp

rinter (100 m
 in 10.22 sec), and

 is now
 at the age of 48 com

p
eting in m

ixed
 m

artial arts. H
e has 

w
orked

 w
ith countless charities, and

 still d
oes 3,500 sit-up

s and
 1,000 p

ush-up
s every d

ay. 
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ALINE CAUTIS

4 SQUARE 5 TIMES EXPERIMENT FROM ROMANIA WITH LOVE

Ship In A Bottle.

Animists believe that all things have a spirit to them.
Objects have a sort of subtle influence.  I believe this influence is noticeable but VERY 
difficult to register.
I’m no Animist. 
Don’t start spreading rumors. 
But where one finds or places objects and what one keeps around oneself effects the body 
in an occasionally very recognizable fashion, but mostly in minuscule ways, extra-minuscule 
sometimes or oftentimes.
According to physics, just watching an event or object effects or changes what occurs to 
that event or object all the way down to and particularly at the smallest smallest smallest 
smallest ever-so-small degree.
It seems there’s a whole universe of infinite smallness inside us and another one of 
infinite largeness going out and we are stuck in between.  It’s like our minds experience 
comprehension in some new type of Platonic Model, if you know what I mean.
Maybe there’s something to those Animists.

Spooky Action At A Distance.

Voltaire - Doubt is not a pleasant condition, but certainty is absurd.
Steven Thompson - Doubt is certainly pleasant in absurd conditions.

I once asked a physicist from Columbia University the age of the atoms in my body.  She 
said millions and millions and maybe billions of years old.
Four years later, I asked a physicist from Drexel University what would happen to the body 
unprotected in Space.  He said body parts exposed to light would burn away and that 
the rest in shadow would immediately freeze solid. However, he said the atmosphere-
compensating pressure in our cells would cause them to expand and burst  in the vacuum of 
space.
I suppose we would erupt into a mist of molecules and atoms, but that’s uncertain.  Even If I 
knew I wouldn’t know how quickly and if I knew how quickly I might not tell you anyway.

Maybe that guy without a spacesuit in 2001 could blast himself out from his pod towards the 
door HAL will not open.  Maybe he could survive that. 
Maybe. 
Maybe he wouldn’t freeze instantaneously or burn away. 
Maybe.
But I’d like to ask a physicist.

I bet the potential for life is a quantifiable property of matter. 
Probably there is a formula we can invent to help us understand it.

I like to remember that sound happens in the ear but everywhere else is silent.

Psychopomp.

John Cage - Art is a sort of experimental station in which one tries out living.
Steven Thompson - Life is a sort of artificial station in which one tries out experiments.

Ship In A Bottle.
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