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PART V: DISPOSITION 
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The Road Less Trampled 

Well… here we are, nearing the end. And, you know, in retrospect I 
feel like I’ve tried to drag this out as much as I could. Despite my oft 
muted demeanor, I share at least a few traits with my fellow man, and a 
certain nervousness in knowing the end is near is certainly among them. 

What is familiar is sufferable; what is unknown is unbearable. 

And defining a person’s essence through written or spoken word is a 
daunting if not downright impossible task. Words themselves do not form 
an idea: res ipsa loquitur may be the greatest irony ever conceived. At 
best, words serve as shorthand metaphors to those whom are accustomed 
to their use; at worst, they mask and deceive. Regardless, all ideas are 
misunderstood – most notoriously by idealists. And for all the paper 
floating and the ink slashing, for all the cheap pens and the dead trees, for 
all the breaths taken and the tongue wagging, very little is said. 

Authority, ownership interests, occurrences… A thumbs up or thumbs 
down on clay tablets, hieroglyphs, papyrus, paper, hard drives…   

It’s that simple, and if someone tells you otherwise, be wary. 

I have belabored memories of those who preface everything they say 
with I think, I believe, or it’s my understanding… It’s as though those 
phrases are meant to suggest some universal generality or some ever-
looming specter of variance in whatever is being said. And when used in 
the extreme you get this sense that the person doesn’t trust their own 
perceptions or ability to reason – their daimon, if I might borrow the 
mother of religious abstractions for a moment.  
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Or perhaps that they lack capacity, I don’t know. 

Hey honey, you locked the door, right?  

Uhhh, I think I did.  

Isn’t that a real kick in the face? Jesus, just say I don’t know! Is it some 
verbal poison? Is it that unbearable? 

I loathe those types… 

Or perhaps I just loathe myself. 

Regardless, for the life of me I can’t fathom what has created such a 
schism, where one will readily question their ability to perceive and recall 
but will wholeheartedly adopt the position of another merely because of 
the way they articulate it through metaphors and verbiage. To someone of 
my particular disposition, the only conclusion to be drawn is that it cannot 
be what was said but how it sounded. I suppose in some sense it is what it 
is not. And in that vein I truly hope that whoever falls upon this meditation 
doesn’t consider it for the words on the page but for how those words 
resound in one’s mind. 

My love. My praxis. My… daimon. 

***** 

So on we go to the happenings which plaster my end days with 
ambiguity. I didn’t die on some battlefield with a bunch of other 
meatheads, and I didn’t rot away from old age in a hospital bed, 
reminiscing with the love of my life holding my hand ever on into eternity. 

It wasn’t happy or sad. It wasn’t thrilling or erotic. It wasn’t dramatic 
or comedic. As you might imagine if you were paying any attention at all, 
it was one thing and one thing alone: the Epic. And as pain coursed 
through my arms and shoulders, through my neck and into my brainstem, I 
realized that living constrained through someone else’s expectations – 
continuing what we all must do as children – is far worse than any disease.  

Perhaps even worse than syphilis.  
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And if so many people are willing to give their lives to television or 
even the older, more traditional entertainments of religion and politics, 
then why not give mine for the ultimate sound. 

Surely the end justifies the means. 

At some late hour, at some point between delirium and lucidity, fear 
driven, I questioned whether the Work would be lost on the rest of the 
world, whether it would be a madness wrought only for me. Some small 
part of me worried that the few copies in existence would be shit-canned 
along with all the other trash and garbage that had piled up in my 
apartment. And though I was uncertain whether others were ready to 
embrace its profundity, and if so how it could be disseminated, I knew I 
didn’t want it to disappear into a landfill, along with all the other plastic 
saviors of our disposable culture. 

Was it finished? Well, not by my standards… but my hands were so far 
gone I couldn’t pick up a phone let alone pluck a string. Perfection was 
unattainable so approaching perfection would have to suffice. It was a 
depressing realization, but in that odd bout of despair veiled opportunity 
knocked at my door. 

The journalist from that AA meeting dropped by unexpectedly one day 
and asked to follow up on a few things before submitting his story or 
report or whatever the hell it was to the Post. If I remember right it was a 
week or so after I’d been fired from Boozkamisch.  

I was near completely debilitated, and as you might imagine the house 
was an absolute wreck. Trash, bloody gauze, dirty dishes, and dirty clothes 
found their home on every level plane in the apartment, and I couldn’t 
help but kick shit about as I lurched toward the door. I’d stopped going to 
the laundromat after I was fired, so it was no longer a question of what to 
wear but what was the least disgusting to wear. And on that particular day, 
it was my bathrobe and an off-white undershirt, a pair of briefs, and my 
last pair of clean mismatched socks.  

I knew it was inappropriate attire but I didn’t have enough strength to 
feel ashamed.  

After I opened the door and saw him I couldn’t help but feel relieved it 
wasn’t Mom. She’d not been by for some time and hadn’t seen how my 
lifestyle had devolved. Her visits became less and less frequent as it 
became more and more difficult to keep up with routines and appearances. 
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I was hoping I’d be dead and gone before she had an opportunity to see 
what I’d become. I figured they could pretty me up and put me in a casket 
or burn me to ash for the sake of her memories. 

I think she’d prefer it that way as well. 

“Hiya Fred,” the journalist began upliftingly, as though we were 
chums. “Mark Adamson with the Post,” he put his hand out and slowly 
pulled it back. I said hello, feigned a smile, and opened the door further to 
signal reluctant approval.  

“So we’re looking to publish the series I’d mentioned soon…,” he 
immediately began yapping as he walked through the threshold, but as 
soon as he got a clear waft of the stink and began wading through the 
trash, he quit with the pleasantries and getting me up to speed on his 
endeavors. 

“I need to ask you a few more questions to shore everything up. Do 
you have a few minutes?” 

“Sure.” I scratched through the layers of bandages on my hands as I 
slowly crept back into my lair of filth. The bandages were dark yellow and 
brown, and I have little doubt that he immediately noticed a profuse stench 
emanating from them. As I scratched, my nails dug into a grimy sludge, 
temporarily leaving ridges in the bandages until use smeared the sludge 
back even. I couldn’t help but notice a brief but honest facial gesture when 
I turned to face him which immediately retreated for the sake of cultural 
diversity. 

It was a face of false acceptance. 

“Well, uh, Fred, I guess let’s get down to it. Can we sit?” As I was 
about to push some trash off a seat and offer up the tarnished Formica 
table in the kitchen, he quickly interjected.  
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“Actually, before I forget, I was hoping to get that copy… of your 
music, and, uh, see your studio.” I couldn’t tell if he was generally 
interested or if he was just humoring my hobby and buttering me up so I’d 
talk more when he started asking questions. 

!  
Despite my reservations I nodded and directed him into the back room. 

We walked in and he immediately noticed the wall of compact discs. 

“What’s all that?” he asked curiously. 

“Those are other pieces I’ve used to create the Work.” 

“What do you mean other pieces,” he prodded. 

“Well, they’re pieces of music. No…,” I began again. “They’re 
compositions of musical concepts, nothing great like the Work, just 
nuanced movements which were condensed to their essences and put 
together to make the masterpiece.” 

I could tell in his eyes he was skeptical at my use of the word 
masterpiece. I probably would have been skeptical too had someone told 
me a masterpiece was housed in such a shithole. 

“So…,” he continued slowly, “each of those CDs are different? They 
are all different recordings?” 
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“Well, yeah, they’re each their own.” 

“But there’s probably over a hundred CD cases stacked up there,” he 
responded skeptically.  

“Yeah …,” I said offering him closure.  

“And so you took from those songs to make the one you’re going to 
give me,” he asked. 

“Well,” I said grasping at a bit of energy to explain. “I wouldn’t really 
consider them songs so much as compositions – you know, representations 
of ideas presented in audio, similar to a novel or an art exhibition. Just like 
you wouldn’t describe a novel as a paragraph, you wouldn’t describe those 
compositions as a song. Each disc contains anywhere from ten minutes to 
several hours of work, and each stands alone – except for that pile there.” I 
pointed to a pile of discs near the recorder. I couldn’t fit that on one disc 
back when I recorded it because it was almost eight hours long, and the 
compression software wasn’t developed to accommodate it; its premise 
actually served as the basis for approximately one minute, thirty-seven 
seconds of the Work, or 168 bars, or 46 different phrases, depending on 
how you want to divvy it up. For quite some time, it served as the 
backbone of the Epic. 

“And so what’s that pile then,” he asked. I felt a bit frustrated having 
already explained it, and then it occurred to me that I may not have 
explained it at all. 

“An eight hour composition,” I responded succinctly. I could sense his 
disbelief. Hell, at that moment, taking in all the studio work I’d done over 
the years, I stood there in a bit of disbelief myself. The sheer amount of 
content recorded on those discs was a bit overwhelming, though in 
comparison to the Work it was very little in the way of accomplishments
—no more or less than much of the other sub-par trash floating about the 
airwaves. 

Quality over quantity, and all that jazz…  

Or perhaps he thought I was just recording some lovey love bullshit – 
one of those open mic night amateurs making a bunch of noise to get sex. 
In any case, he waited patiently and humored me while the copy was 
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made. I pulled it out of the computer, placed it in a slip, and handed it 
over.  

“Hey, did you record it wrong? This is a DVD.”  

“No.” 

“So it’ll work in a CD player? Or will I need to put in my computer?” 
It appeared he was at least somewhat trained in investigative journalism. 

“Yeah, it’ll work in most audio devices.” 

He smiled and shook the disc in front of him. “Well thanks, Fred. I 
can’t wait to listen to it.” 

We exited the room and walked back into the kitchen. He quickly 
pulled out pen and paper and began jotting notes. I wondered if he didn’t 
pull out his recorder because there was no clean place to put it on the 
table.  

Or perhaps he was just plain disgusted. 

The first barrage of questions was more of the same, clarification of 
this and that. He asked if I’d still been going to the cripple meetings, how 
the weather affected my hands, how it affected recording and work and 
other less germane things. At some point, in some oft-handed manner, I 
mentioned that Boozkamisch fired me. His eyes grew wide and his interest 
piqued, and all the questions then revolved around my former position 
with the well-known brewing company. 

“Did they tell you why they fired you?” 

“No.” I didn’t even talk to Frank in person. His assistant called my 
desk around 4:30pm on a Friday and said that the company was letting me 
go.  

“‘Sorry Fred, but get what you need and be out by the end of the day,’” 
I believe is what she said. “What I wasn’t able to get that day – my 
possessions, I mean – I had to pick up at the HR department at the end of 
the week.” 

I didn’t tell him, but I knew they fired me because the other employees 
couldn’t bear to see my wasted hands—let alone shake them. And paper 
pushers and telephone operators don’t trust a man if they can’t shake his 
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hand. I considered for a moment whether the smell of genitals was the 
primary motivation in developing a culture of hand shaking. You know, 
like the Toxoplasma that binds the rat to the cat in a never ending circle of 
consumption. Perhaps they couldn’t trust me because they couldn’t smell 
my musk. 

Or perhaps they suspected syphilis. No one wants to be around that 
sort of thing. 

“So they didn’t even give you two weeks?” he asked. 

“No.” 

“Any kind of severance… or, uh, medical benefits…,” he stumbled, 
“…for your hands… while you’re looking for work?” 

“No, I got my last check direct deposited just like the one before it.” I 
suddenly became nervous in the interview. Perhaps they were right. 

“And how long had you been there?” 

“Well, I can’t really remember. Six, seven, maybe eight years?” I was 
becoming anxious and growing tired of the interview. 

“Had you ever been in trouble with the company prior to having this 
issue…,” he looked down with a slight frown, “…with your hands?” 

“I don’t believe so.” 

“Do you believe you were fired because of your… disability?” 

It took me a bit to consider the question and it was somewhat different 
with the other concerns floating about in my mind. Notions of causation in 
such questions make it really difficult to give an accurate response. Did 
they fire me because of my hands? It seemed to be that every possible 
behavioral violation, hygiene issue, and oddity which resulted in my 
termination was ultimately tied to my hands – perhaps even the syphilis 
since I’d not had sex.  

I concluded that it was all because of my hands and so I responded 
accordingly. 

And then it was done. 
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“Thanks so much for the additional information, Fred,” he said, after 
packing his things and casually collecting my contact information. “Oh – 
and I can’t wait to hear your song. Hey – do you mind if I show it to some 
other people?” he asked, waving the disc in the air again. “Who knows, 
maybe I can get you some free publicity.”  

“No, that’s fine,” I said exhausted from the tit-for-tat.  

He felt his shirt pocket, pulled out a smoke, and put it in his mouth. 
“You mind if I use your bathroom before I take off?” he asked as the 
smoke bobbed up and down. 

“Sure, go down the hallway and take a right before you get to the 
studio.” 

As I sat there in anticipation of laying back down I heard a bit of a 
commotion, almost like a howling sound and a slap, and the journalist 
briskly walked from the bathroom, into the hallway, and towards the door.  

“I’m sorry,” he said as he walked toward the door. I noticed his shoes 
and lower portion of his pant legs were dripping wet. He wiped some toilet 
paper across his brow, and I noticed the stench of raw sewage. “I really 
hope…,” he looked down, “…I’m sorry, but I made a mess in your 
bathroom. I hope—” He started heaving and he put his hand up to his 
mouth in an effort to control himself but the puke flowed from between 
his fingers and splashed on all the other filth surrounding us.  

!  

“—you’re able to… figure things out.” And after shaking some puke 
bits from his hands to splatter around the kitchen, I never saw the man 
again. 
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***** 

The Epic was novel in form yet common in substance, as natural as 
fractals, and yet as artificial as plastic; as common as salt water, and yet as 
rare as flying fish.  

Indeed, the world had never heard anything like it.  

Over some seven years, my life became the Epic. And even in the last 
of my presupposed days I heard and lived through those perfect notes, 
through the graceful oboe and the tyrannous snare drum—not through the 
grim suffering and fairy tales fabricated by others, but through truly 
actuated sound. I heard it at all times and it was so roundly crafted, so 
cyclical—like the movement of the stars in the night’s sky—it never 
ended. Although the constraints of time and human perception required 
that the piece be memorialized in linear fashion, the end blended perfectly 
with the beginning, and when an audio device was functioning properly 
the song never ended, it only recycled in upon itself, each time offering 
new beauty. 

It needed no material representation: I heard it at all times. 

I found solace through the journey itself, through bettering the 
composition. And it was only in the final weeks at my apartment—that 
nexus between evict and evicted—when acclaim found my door. 

Knock, knock, knock… someone pounded upon the door. I’d been 
served paperwork several days prior by a cop—unlawful retainer or some 
such legal nonsense. There was a court hearing in a few weeks, and it 
stated that if I failed to appear judgment would probably be rendered 
against me. 

You’re too late, I thought as I read it. Judgment’s already been 
rendered.  

I was lethargic, wallowing in bed half asleep, nearing on nonsensical, 
and considering whether or not I should sell my musical equipment or 
sacrifice it to the elements.  

The Work was as complete as it was going to be, and I was waiting—
waiting to die. I pushed myself up from bed with my elbows and started 
toward the door. Knock, knock, knock! The asshole kept pounding, and I 
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wondered if the Sheriff had come early to throw my shit out on the curb. I 
peered through the peephole and saw a fancy man in leather gloves 
peering back at me. He appeared out of place, and I wondered for a 
moment if he’d mistaken my address for a cocaine dealer or some other 
unscrupulous peddler to the wealthy. 

�  

 I watched through the eyehole as he carefully removed one of the 
gloves. Pound! Pound! Pound! he slammed.  

If I don’t do something soon he’s going to bust the goddamned door 
down, I thought. “Yes?” I said eyes wide as I opened the door. He was 
immediately looking at the hand half holding the door open. 

“You must be Fred,” he said looking through the gauze into directly 
into my eyes. “Hey… Mark showed me your song, and, um, I want a copy 
of it.” 

It took me a moment to shake off disorientation and register what he 
was saying. “Who’s Mark?” I asked once I had my bearings. 

“Mark. Um, he works for the Post? And I work there too in 
marketing… He showed a bunch of us your song, and I was—oh, what’s 
the word—moved, no, astounded by it!” I stared at him confused and he 
continued. “What do you call it? Mark said you never told him what it was 
called.” 

“Well, I’ve never named it,” I said still confused as to why he was at 
my door. 

“Well, you know, it doesn’t need a name as far as I’m concerned… 
And I’m willing to pay you for a copy.” He put his hand into the pocket of 
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his blazer and pulled out money clip. “Mark told us how hard you worked 
on it and all, and I know you’re having some medical issues so I wanted to 
give you at least a hundo for it.” 

He then swiped a hundred dollar bill off the top of the clip and offered 
it up. I wondered for a moment if this was some sort of trick. “You want to 
pay me for the song—I mean the Work?” 

“Bingo!” he said boisterously, pointing his index finger at me. “I’ll be 
honest with you, Fred, Mark thought I was crazy but I can’t get your song 
out of my head, and I really need that copy.” 

“Well,” I said through a puzzled brow, “it’s going to take a bit of time, 
but stay out here and I’ll make you a copy.” I left the door cracked open, 
and after rubbing tiredness out of my eyes I went to the back room and 
burned another copy of the Work. It seemed as though it’d be the quickest 
way to get him out of my miserable life so I could get back to being—well
—miserable. I still couldn’t comprehend why he was offering me money, 
as though he were really going to pay me. The cynical side of me thought 
this was some kind of ruse—that he wouldn’t be there when I returned, 
that this was some kind of cruel trick by that journalist, some way to 
discredit me since his article flopped. 

…at least I’d never seen anything about cripples on the news. Then 
again, I never watched television. 

Or maybe it was revenge. When I checked the bathroom after he’d left, 
I saw what had happened. He was using the toilet, probably appalled from 
the rotten first aid pads and toilet paper heaped all over the fixtures and 
littering the floors, and a wad of gauze actually fell into the toilet as he 
maneuvered around trash. And for some reason I’ll never understand the 
plumbing in the building sometimes bubbled up a foul smell of raw 
sewage. If he’d been around it enough he would have known that you need 
to step back when it gurgles. But when he flushed the toilet clogged and 
immediately began to overflow, and I guess what ensued could be 
described as the perfect storm. As a result of the pressure from the clog the 
toilet belched sewage and blood all over his shoes and pants. He hastily 
backed up, stumbled over the trash, and fell forward right onto the toilet as 
it gurgled. 

I took a glance in there as I walked by afterward and lightly heaved as 
the smell of death drifted into the hallway.  
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The landlord can figure all this shit out when I’m gone, I’d already 
decided. 

After about 30 minutes or so I returned to the door with a copy and 
oddly enough he was still there. 

“I sure appreciate you doing this for me,” he said reaching for the 
DVD with one hand and offering up the money with the other.” It was an 
odd offering of tit-for-tat body language. It felt awkward taking that much 
money for a copy, almost as though it were some charitable donation or 
handout. 

It just felt wrong. 

A fair shake exerted itself from some unknown part of my 
consciousness. “I can’t take this much money for it,” I began. “Do you 
have anything smaller?” 

“No—but I want you to have it,” he replied steadfast. 

“Well, that’s not right. Here,” I held the DVD out, “just take it.” 

“You’d just give it away?” he said after looking at me for a moment 
with a puzzled demeanor. 

“Well, I didn’t make it to get rich,” I said surprising myself. Why in the 
hell I did make it, I wondered. “I made it because I needed a master—,” I 
began realizing the embedded pretentiousness in what I was about to say. 
Just let it go and lay back down.  

“…it’s a gift, you know. Just take it.” 

He looked at me for a moment, trying to understand. “No, you don’t 
understand. I want you to have this.” He stuck the money to the top of the 
bandages on my left hand and quickly turned and walked away. 

!16



�  

Perplexed, I closed the door, looked down at the money, and smiled. 
Someone appreciated the work. Someone actually listened to it, I thought 
as I headed back to the bedroom. I laid back down humbled by the man’s 
passion. He either understood or he sensed my impending doom and 
wanted to make it a bit more manageable. I quietly reflected, hoping it was 
the former. 

An hour or two later there was another knock at my door, and as I 
awoke from my listlessness again a heavy sigh couldn’t help but escape 
my lips. 

Art for its Own Sake 

It was a couple weeks or so after that when people began hounding 
me, and I was completely unprepared. No one could’ve ever guessed that 
an instrumental could be so popular in this day and age.  

I mean, seriously, who would of?  

After a century of Michael Jacksons and repetitive, three-minute 
quickies, who really would have guessed that mankind could maintain the 
capacity to appreciate art for its own sake?   

Just one other individual came that day, and there were a few that 
trickled in sporadically in the days thereafter. But over time more and 
more people came to my door each day, fiending for the sound that 
lurched between their thoughts.  

Many, if not most, tried to describe the Work as copies were being 
made; breaking down into tears trying to express how it affected them in 
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bizarre, abstract ways; thanking me repeatedly for making it and offering 
to help me in any way they could; fumbling all over a word salad with a 
brazen disregard for how crazy they actually sounded. For some, it 
appeared the Work was their sole focus to the exclusion of everything else. 

It was odd. And what’s odder is that I, of all people, saw it and thought 
it was odd. 

Some carried such an extreme focus on its nuances that they reminded 
me of myself—zealots I called them. Admittedly, they were a bit 
unnerving, though I was humbled and secretly applauded their devotion if 
for no other reason than that I understood it. 

At one point I ran out of DVDs and started turning people away 
because I was in no shape to get more. It was only 15 or 20 minutes later 
that a woman who was turned away returned with all the discs she could 
afford. I felt rude telling her she bought the wrong ones but it had to be 
said. “If I’m going to burn more copies…, I need DVD-RWIIs to image 
the Work,” I said in a broken fashion. She wasn’t the least bit put off, 
immediately leaving with a couple other people and returning with what 
was needed in even greater quantities. 

They were so pleased to get their copies and so pleased that they could 
help me make more. 

Another day I was in so much pain that I simply didn’t want to make 
copies, and a middle-aged man offered to make them if I’d let him have 
one at the end of the day. Exhausted from what was becoming a day-to-
day grind, I gave in and taught him the cumbersome process of duplicating 
it. I tried to observe him for a bit to ensure they were made properly but I 
couldn’t focus. The fever had begun to creep back into my head and 
cheeks despite the Aspirin, and I could feel a cold that wouldn’t leave me.  

It was a rote process though—probably not dissimilar from whatever 
monotonous task he performed to pay the bills—so through repetition I 
think he figured it out. 

At some point a nurse offered to clean my bandages and clean my 
home after I’d gave her a copy, and despite my decrepit state another 
woman that same day offered me oral sex. I declined both of their services 
but after being relentlessly pestered I finally let some of them clean the 
apartment. A couple people even stayed for a couple of days, putting 
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newcomers to cleaning as they came and went, and the place was spic and 
span within a couple of days. 

Once all the garbage was removed I was able to clean my hands a little 
easier, and I felt somewhat reinvigorated by the sanitizing smell of Lysol. 
It was as though at least some of my symptoms were a direct product of 
my environment.  

�  
For a time, I was able to think a little bit more about the odd 

circumstances surrounding me. I was also able to finally go through mail 
which had been piling up for god-knows-how-long. One parcel was a 
notice that judgment had been entered against me in the eviction case. I 
was ordered to be out of the apartment in ten days or the sheriff was 
authorized to physically remove me and my belongings. 

It didn’t bother me. I’d been prepared to go down with the ship for 
some time. 

�  
To keep my mind off the inevitable, I started making copies when no 

one was there, and I left them at the door as a grab-and-go. I was granted 
some solace in this regard, though some still wanted to explain their 
epiphanies. But no matter how many copies I made, no matter how long I 
toiled, no matter how many people agreed to help me, there were never 
enough copies, and more and more people kept showing up. 
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One zealot was a paralegal for some big law firm downtown, and he 
noticed the eviction noticed on the kitchen table. He didn’t know if there 
was anything he could do to prevent the eviction, but he said an attorney 
in the office loved the Work as much as him and they’d file any paperwork 
they could to slow it down. 

“I know he’d love nothing more than to push this thing out as far as 
possible. You want us to do it?” he said biting at the bit. 

“Sure.” 

And he was gone to do whatever needed to be done. They always say 
that the devil is in the details, and all lawyers do all day is split hairs over 
the failure that is the written word. But, you know, if the devil truly is 
among us he dines with the number crunchers—the bankers, the actuaries, 
the stockbrokers, the financial planners—those who dabble in empirical 
meaninglessness dressed to look meaningful. 

Besides helpful gratuities like the legal assistance I was offered other, 
more questionable, gratuities were advanced as well—some even of a 
sexual nature. It was quite astonishing how quickly my sex life grew once 
the Work was out there. And I have to admit that some of the offers to go 
out on a date or have a few drinks and watch television were enticing. But 
in the end I couldn’t risk getting STDs, so I thanked them when the offers 
were made but inevitably declined. One woman was quite explicit with her 
gestures, and I could feel warmth in my cheeks and an awakening below 
them when she propositioned me.  

Well, wait, you don’t need to know about my private life. I mean, I 
wasn’t a complete prude… well, no, you get the point.  

But I’ve got to admit, some of the offers shocked the conscience! 

A Mother’s Love 

It was embarrassing, to say the least, when Mom came to the 
apartment out of the blue. She’d been coming by less and less, I imagine 
because of all the trash that had been piling up. I mean, no mother wants 
to believe her son is living in such squalor, and Mom really didn’t have 
time to keep up with all my needs, what with the hours she put in at work. 
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And if you can’t do something right perhaps it’s best not to do it at all. 
At least I thought the platitude went something like that. 

No, I understood. 

Mom was no doubt a workaholic, and it seemed like she was always 
doing something or another work related. I could tell that my problems 
were causing her anxiety too. For Mom, if something wasn’t done right it 
was botched, and the individual who botched it was undoubtedly 
contemptible. Each time she visited there was a certain ambivalence in the 
air and in her body language. I don’t think she could tell whether I was 
contemptible for everything that was happening to me.  

Was it all done right? Neither of us really knew. 

But by questioning my integrity I suppose to some extent she had to 
question her own, and I’m sure those internal discussions must have been 
unsettling. She didn’t even know that I’d lost my job or that I’d soon be 
evicted. I imagine if she did the veil around that moral question may well 
have been lifted. 

No parent ever says I want my kid to be a bum when they grow up. 

When the handle told her the door was unlocked she walked right into 
the apartment holding some ready-to-eat groceries as well as some 
sanitizer and other household items. At the time, there were three, maybe 
four people at the house waiting for copies in the kitchen and living room. 
A couple dozen or more people had been coming by each day to get copies 
so I quit locking the house and just let people come and go as they 
pleased. 

At some point in self-reflection I asked myself what the hell do I have 
to lose and was only met with silence. And it was a lot easier to let people 
waiting get the door every time someone knocked. 

She’d not seen what had been happening over the last month, and I 
don’t think she ever saw any one else in my apartment—ever. So it’s fair 
to reason that although she was probably surprised at how clean the 
apartment was she was outright shocked that anyone was there, let alone 
what appeared to be a random gaggle. I can’t exactly recall what they 
looked like but I believe there was an older woman with a patient face and 
a knitted scarf, a poor looking black man in flannel, and some balding 
factory laborer half covered in grease on his lunch break. 
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Maybe a few others, I don’t know… 

I couldn’t hear exactly what was said, but I believe she immediately 
became apprehensive at the sight and asked them what they were doing in 
the apartment. While they were saying various things another younger 
blonde in a short shirt walked in. She was waiting on her friend who 
followed me into the studio room. 

After someone pointed her in the right direction, Mom walked passed 
them and cautiously moved toward the studio, still gripping the groceries 
in both hands. As she approached I have little doubt that she heard the 
college girl telling me how interesting and unique the Work was and how 
it was such a ‘feel good’ song. She sounded all giddy and excited, 
nervously laughing after describing how it opened her mind. I couldn’t 
help but think she was some sorority bimbo, but the stereotype seemed to 
be in conflict with who I originally perceived would appreciate the Work. 
Something just didn’t seem to make sense with it all. 

The DVD ejected and I gave it to her.  

She asked if there was anything she could do in return. “Just say the 
word,” she said showing me a tongue piercing through a provocative 
smile.  

I got up, turned around, and noticed Mom in the entryway for the first 
time. My neutral demeanor somehow immediately became more neutral as 
our eyes scanned one another for emotional weaknesses. The girl, sensing 
the tension between the two of us—but not sensing the nature of the 
tension—pulled out a torn piece of paper and said, “Well, here’s my cell, 
Fred. Call me whenever.”  Holding the disc to her chest, she side-stepped 
around Mom and met up with her friend in the other room. After a few 
more excited laughs bellowed from the room, I heard the door close and 
knew they’d left. 

After a certain sizing-up, the look Mom gave could have melted rock. I 
couldn’t imagine what she was thinking but it was a little more apparent 
when she began an unforgettable colloquy.  

“So what the fuck’s going on here, Frederick? I… I just can’t believe 
what I’ve been hearing… and seeing.” 
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My immediate presumption was that she was upset about the people, 
so at first it made sense to explain the situation. “Well…,” I began 
sounding shy but a bit prideful, “You know, I’ve been copying my song 
for people, Mom. You know, a lot of people have been listening and 
asking for it lately.” I gave her a half-cocked smile meant to show my 
satisfaction in the Work’s recent success. 

“Don’t give me that bullshit.”  

My brow furrowed when my explanation failed to satisfy her but in 
retrospect I suppose it made sense. Despite her firsthand knowledge of all 
the toil I’d put into the Work I don’t think she ever really thought anyone 
would ever want to listen to it. Over all those years and all that work and 
all my sacrifices, it occurred to me that not once had she ever asked to 
listen to it. 

Although she’d often asked if I was still recording, she never asked to 
hear any of it. Those countless gestures, parroted over and over again 
throughout our time together as it turned out were nothing more than a 
rote nod to another one’s meaningless endeavors, and the fact of the matter 
was laid bare before me. To her, the Work was just a way to pass time. 

“What bullshit?” I responded a bit defensively. It was all I could think 
to say. After a few moments of silence and glaring she finally responded. 
“So what are you doing here now?” 

“Well, what do you mean?” I was standing on a precipice, oblivious to 
the nature of gravity and friction. 

“Oh, don’t give me that. Junkies in your fucking living room… 
Wooing young sluts with some lovey-dovey bullshit… You’ve let yourself 
go for so long you’ve become some scummy pimp fuck.” 

“Wait, what? No, I was just—” 

“No, you disgust me—” she interrupted escalating the now apparent 
confrontation, “—and I get it. You tried to fit in with those college kids, 
and I remember… I remember hearing the stories about the toga parties 
and drunken orgies and the dope smoking, and pissing the floors… and I 
know all about what you’ve been doing in the city lately. Smoking… 
Drinking… Drugs… Fucking these faggots.” 
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True, I may have spoken a bit hyperbolically when I described my 
time in college to her, but this was beyond even that. “What are you—” I 
tried to speak louder, somewhat fearful that others might hear the 
ridiculous things she was saying, but then I spoke quieter, fearing my own 
faux pas crucifixion, “Faggots?” 

“Yeah, you think people around this city don’t talk? You think I don’t 
find things out about your despicable lifestyle? About the people that have 
been coming to your door?” The absurdity finally rendered me speechless 
and I just starred, tempting her with my eyes to explain herself. 

“I know about your trips to the meetings, talking with the other 
scumbags who’ve ruined their lives. Lying to me all this time… saying 
you have my allergies… Pathetic.” 

“Well, no I—” and she interrupted me. “What are you going to say 
about it? WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU GONNA SAY?” she thundered. 
“Oh, poor Frederick. Poor, poor Frederick. Don’t blame him. He’s 
powerless. He can’t help but drink, he can’t help himself,” she said in 
some mocking tongue. “…and whatever other bullshit those scumbags put 
in your head.” 

I briefly compared her allegations with that of my former boss. Even 
Mom thinks I’m a drunk? With so many similar allegations bearing down 
on me, I couldn’t help but question my own assertions. 

Maybe I really was a drunk. 

Stumbling in between thoughts, all I said was, “Well—” 

“Well, well, well, WELL WHAT? Had too many drinks last night? Are 
ya still drunk? Stumbling over your words like a washed out bum… You 
know what, here, take your fucking food.” She threw the bags down as 
hard as she could almost as though she were Charlton Heston chucking 
stone tablets at idolaters.  

� 	
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Cans went everywhere. “Have some breakfast with your faggot 
boyfriend next time you’re hanging around the bathrooms in the park.” 

Although my lip was shaking I still maintained a silent reproach. She 
took the silence as resent and began a sarcastic tirade. “Oh, you think I 
don’t know about that homo you met up with the other day? Did you give 
him a good suck job?” 

I was so shocked I couldn’t help but reply. “What on earth are you—” 

“Oh, don’t go back into the closet now, Frederick. We may as well put 
everything on the table—that faggot that works at the Post, prancing 
around with his rainbows and his lad-de-da, all proud to be queer. I’ve 
seen so many fag articles penned by that guy I could puke.” 

That guy was gay? I hadn’t even noticed… “Mom, I’m not—” Again 
she spoke over top of me. “…and then my son – my own flesh and blood – 
meets up with him, and for what? To go someplace downtown and have 
homo sex in a bathroom stall… Yes, yes, Frederick, I know what you 
people do in that shelter after hours. Oh, I know… but I wouldn’t have 
believed in my wildest dreams that my son was taking dicks down there… 
not until I saw the truth on the five o’clock news.”  

I guess the cripples had their day, and now I was having mine. 

“But I come to your home… bring you food… because I wouldn’t 
believe it. I couldn’t believe it. I truly believed you were sick. And what 
do I find? WHAT DO I FIND?” I could tell in her voice that the wall 
around her emotions was beginning to crumble. “What do I find…” she 
said finally letting the tears flow. 

I couldn’t imagine what the article said that was so incriminating. 
What could have possibly led her to believe all this? 

“It’s all true! Every bit of it.” She punted cans and bags all over the 
room as she full out cried, and I half ducked to avoid being hit by a soup 
can. One of the bags burst as she kicked it in air, and chips went 
everywhere.  
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“A friend called and had to tell me about the other gay that came by 
the other day,” she said with her eyes cast down, almost as though she 
were self-reflecting. 

�  

“You think people don’t talk? You think I don’t hear about your 
despicable lifestyle?” 

�  

I was at a loss on what to do, but as I shriveled and slightly cowered in 
her anger, I said, “I can’t believe what you’re saying, Mom… It’s just not 
true.”  

“How many bastards are yours? How many?! How many groupie 
whores have you fucked while I’ve been supporting you, Mr. Rockstar? 
How many homos have you plugged?” 

It didn’t even make sense: was I gay or was I using women?  

“I—I—none!” I blurted out. 

“Bullshit…,” she said with certainty. “Fucking bullshit. You think I’m 
an idiot? You think I’m blind?!” 
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I didn’t know what to say so I took a step toward her. “No, Mom, you 
don’t understand…” 

“Oh, I understand… I understand… Do you? I’m a laughing stock at 
work, people whispering about it behind my back… Did you see the 
news? Can you believe it? He’s a homo…” 

“Mom, what did you see on the news?” I pleaded. 

All this time I, I— ” she sniffled ignoring me. “I see the cesspit you’ve 
made out your home.”  

If only she’d seen the house a week ago.  

“All this time, I thought you were really ill. But… but… these whores 
and their syphilis… and those diseased-ridden fags…” Her crying 
lessened and her voice quieted down as she seemed to speak to herself. “I 
should have seen it with the way you’re wasting away, with how secretive 
you were about the doctor visits. You’re diseased… You’ve got AIDS from 
all the homo sex... and it’s ruined you.” 

Where was this coming from? She’d never spoken to me like this. And 
I’d never heard her say these kinds of things, this hatred for gay people. 
Her face was a bright red and she was breathing heavily from the hard cry.  

“I—” I just let it go, fearing ever so slightly that maybe Doc had it 
wrong: maybe it wasn’t allergies. Maybe it was syphilis all along. 

She turned and started sternly walking towards the door with her head 
down, no doubt ashamed to look at me. I immediately ambled toward her 
and got in front of her in the hallway, and she looked up at me but in the 
moment I was given to clarify everything I froze.  

I had no idea how to combat all these allegations. 

The moment was gone and a foul grimace consumed her face before 
she spit in mine and pushed me aside. “Wait, wait, Mom,” I begged. “Just 
wait a minute,” I said passing the people still waiting in the living room. 
“Hold on.” I followed her to the door only to allow it to be slammed in my 
face. 
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And she was gone. I stood there staring at the door in silence 
perplexed, and  the greasy laborer quietly stood up from the couch with his 
hat in hand and softly said, “I’m so sorry, but I’ve got to get back to work
—but if I come by later could I still get a copy of the song?” 

 It’s not a song, I thought as I nodded in defeat. 

***** 

In the days thereafter people started coming by more infrequently and 
I thought the inner-web of friends and associates from the gay journalist 
had finally dwindled. The song had peaked in local circles and would 
finally peter out.  

Honestly, I found relief in the decay. 

But in the midst of winding down a better-late-than-never zealot 
mentioned I was in a video that had gone “viral.” When he mentioned it, I 
immediately thought that damned journalist was doing something else, no 
doubt adding to Mom’s misery. 

I asked what it was about and the guy pulled out a fancy phone. 

“Check this out.” 
 

Heed the Beacon or Kill the Heathen? 

It’d occurred while I was waiting for the sheriffs to come throw my 
shit out—even after a zealot paid all the rent owed, the court costs, and 
even paid the landlord’s attorney’s fees! Apparently that didn’t matter: I’d 
breached the lease and there was no going back. 

So I had to go—and after I’d rented for years upon years upon years 
and never missed a payment! I probably paid the entire building off for the 
greedy sonofabitch. It wouldn’t have surprised me to find out the landlord 
thought I’d become a drug dealer or other ne’er-do-well, what with the 
people coming by at all hours. For him it was probably an easy out. 

The guy was grinning in anticipation while the phone loaded the 
television clip. 
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Another news story had cropped up about throwing cripples out in the 
winter. It seemed similar to the journalist’s story, but it had a different spin 
on it—and, you know, it was really kind of boring. I guess there was 
nothing else to report, so they made a big deal out of asshole landlords 
who, like most reasonable people, care very little about things they neither 
see nor hear. To most, it makes a lot more sense to feed a starving alley cat 
or donate twenty bucks to a charity for a co-worker’s brother who has 
lymphoma than to send even one dollar to some former gulag called 
Vorkuta or some long dying tribe of cultural misfits living in an area that 
gets 4” or less rainfall each year on average.  

A puff of smoke in the imagination! Poof! 

It was mostly old people getting the boot and living on the streets until 
the end when I was the crème de la crème. They put my ass on a pedestal 
and showed the world my freak-wretched hands alongside some 
comments taken out-of-context. I mean, I didn’t know they were going to 
quote me. 

“Can you believe it?” the female news anchor asked her audience 
rhetorically. “Throwing this poor man on the street with such a debilitating 
disability?” They showed a shot of my football hands.  

�  

“He can’t eat, can’t make his bed, he can’t even brush his teeth… I 
mean, this is terrible—contemptible!” After they showed off the freak, 
they cut back to the anchor who instead of moving on to the next bit of 
drudgery mentioned the Work and said she was listening to it while on air.  

And then I noticed she actually had ear buds in. “This man is a musical 
genius,” she said with tears welling up in her eyes.  
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She was clearly going off script. “And this… and this sleaze bag 

landlord may as well be throwing out Mozart… or Beethoven! This just 
isn’t right… and I think it’s the landlord that should pay rent!” After that 
you could see the camera twitch slightly, as though the he was getting 
nervous in continuing to play a role in the debacle. She looked to the left 
offstage and then quickly uttered, “I tried to get it played for you all rather 
than the normal commercial bullshit, but the editors wouldn’t allow it. 
“It’s… it’s contagious though, and I respectfully disagree with their 
decision because everyone should hear the great work of Fred Hegel… 
Everyone—” And then they cut her off.  

It was quite apparent her career was over. And she never mentioned 
that I did it all to myself, that I chose this lot and the landlord had very 
little to do it. That would’ve solicited a different response from the man-
on-the-street and would’ve ruined the play on empathy that was the whole 
of the poor cripple piece. People wouldn’t have felt bad for the freak that 
chose it.  

He chose that therefore he chooses this, they’d think. Not that it 
mattered, what with the show the anchor put on. I really didn’t know what 
to think of it. 

And a little truth never hurt anyone. Well… I guess that isn’t true. 
Truth is a nebulous concept, and the only reaction one should have when 
Truth is invoked is a particular cautiousness, as though you’re treading on 
a tightrope catching flame from a pile of red hot coals beneath you. The 
burning coals, Truth; the rope, cognition; the feet, perception; and time—a 
catalyst for despair. Can you make it across before you’re consumed by 
the Truth of the matter? 

No. And to those poor fools the coals temper and eventually consume 
everything. In hindsight, it’s easy to find causality. 
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Truth—a fiery cancer. 

And the news cares very little for merely informing the populous but 
for informing for the sake of further informing… a practice purely 
intended to beget more of itself for the sake of survival. To be fair, the 
predisposition was certainly not limited to any one discipline. If she would 
have only thought about it more, Mom would have probably held a high 
regard for these people—even Mark Adamson. They didn’t just pass time
—they bent time and refracted light as a means of survival. 

Some fishermen believe fish bite fake bait more readily than a worm 
or a cricket, and where they do the tendency is to offer up more inedible 
trash to appease and eventually capture their worth.   

Hey—it’s only natural.  

Sure, the business owners were probably upset that the anchor made 
them look bad. After a quick glance of the comments beneath that video 
clip, so far as the audience was concerned not allowing the cripple’s song 
to be played put management alongside the object of criticism. Money 
over sincerity. Greed before compassion. And informing for the sake of 
informing is a bad trade when you lay with the covetous landlord in the 
eyes of the onlookers. 

For a moment that would color the rest of her life, that newswoman 
stood outside Truth. Her sacrifice is noteworthy, and in any case they 
couldn’t have played the Work even if they wanted to: the embedded 
systems on the disc prevented poor quality playback over the airwaves.  
The news station was, however, inundated with calls: people desperate to 
get the Work that didn’t have pen and paper handy when the anchor 
blurted out my name, people complaining about how badly they and the 
landlord were treating me, people shocked at the news anchor’s on-air 
meltdown, and others who were just plain curious about the circumstances 
surrounding the whole debacle. And when some guy from the station 
called apologizing and asking where they should direct the calls, I gave 
him my address and told them the Work was free to anyone who wanted it. 

“Free?” he asked perplexed. “I don’t know that we’re comfortable 
giving his personal information out like that…,” some know-it-all type 
said in the background. Another whispered “get it in writing.”  
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These people were lost in a maze, chasing intangibles in a never 
ending void. “It’s not copyrighted and I’m giving it out for free. They can 
do what they want with it,” I told the ghosts on the other end of the line 
with certainty. 

 

!  

“But… this song looks like it could go to the top.” 

“That may be,” I said offhandedly, “but what would you have me do? 
Copyright the cure for cancer?” 

�  

Let them have their cake and eat it too. 
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