Walt


God looks like David Bowie.  Or rather, he is David Bowie.  He uses David Bowie’s body when he speaks to me.  


-My form is not for the human mind to perceive, He explained to me.  To my children, it is incomprehensible.  You are veiled, as you must be, from my ultimate truth.


When I first met David, or God, or whatever, I was peacefully asleep.  At the foot of my bed, a bright gas appeared, radiating enough light on the side of my face to blind me through my shut eyes.  There was music, also.  Bach’s two-violin concerto, I believe.  Soon a form appeared through the shining fog.  At first it was a silhouette, but soon a famous glam rocker stood in front of me.  


With his hands in the bidding position, he said: -Good Morning Walt.


“Good?” I asked, “It’s freakin two AM.  What the hell is good about it?”


He smiled.  He must have known I would respond this way.


-Do you know who I am? He inquired, through a large,  warm grin.  He probably knew my answer to this too.


“Well you look like Bowie,” I said.  “Which means someone slipped me something in my drink or I’m in one vivid dream.”


-No my son.  I am the Lord God.


I then, of course, asked the obligatory image question, to which I received the aforementioned explanation.  “So,” I asked, “Can I go back to sleep?”


-No my son.  Not now, or ever again.

*
*
*


I had a History teacher who used to get impassioned when speaking of the pinnacle events and movements in cultural history.  “Our revolution was one of natural progress, of course.  What we’re not taught as kids is that our reasons for separating from England were never that great.  They had always been a good parent to the colonies: protecting us in wars, funding us in our endeavors, and of course, they did provide us with some of our best thinkers.  But most inhabitants of the colonies were now third and fourth generation immigrants.  With each generation, our feeling of being indebted to the mother country dissipated as our feeling of entitlement grew.  Mentally we were already our own nation.  We had our own culture, our own economy, and small pockets of our own government.  The revolution was just natural; all we needed was an excuse.  The tax arguments served as a point of contention as a point of contention, something to cite as a palpable reason for separation, because for the most part our reasons were abstract.  We had to split and form our own nation because it was simply natural to do so.  When, in the course of human history, it become necessary…”


He would go on and on like this.  I loved it.  God didn’t.  Walking home from school, God and I discussed my teacher.


-He knows not of what he speaks.


“What do you mean?” I asked.  I wasn’t afraid to talk to Him in public because He had assured me that only I could see him.  I was chosen.  “The man has a doctorate,” I pointed out.  “Which is more than I could say about you.”


-He is arrogant with what he thinks he knows.  He sees not the grander scale.


There was one speech my History teacher made that particularly angered God.  Normally God likes to sit next to the whiteboard, shiny pants crossed, fingernail painted hands folded, watching me.  


-You must learn the right things, my son.  He told me.  Watching me at school was part of this.


“History,” My teacher began, his hands lifted at either side of his face, “is divided into rises and falls.”  God’s two-colored face stopped looking at me and started looking at my teacher, and a concerned look came over His normally cheerful visage.  “As Boethius once said: ‘History is a wheel.  Rise up on my spokes if you like but don’t be disappointed when you’re cast back down again.  Inconstancy is my essence, says the wheel.’  Many people, philosophers mostly, have touched upon this notion that we move in waves.  Hegel was the first to propose that history is a series of revolutions: upheaval and collapse, over and over with no end in sight.  Marx took this to the next level.  Marx proposed that all governments are innately temporary because to have a government is to have social imbalance: a proletariat and a bourgeoisie. Social imbalance is the factor that leads to revolution, when one group rises up on the wheel and another is cast down.  What Marx suggested was a means to stopping the wheel and breaking it down.  Communism is all about ending the class system entirely and thereby eventually destroying the need for government and the revolutionary cycle entirely.  Of course, in order to do this, one must throw away all connection to the past.  The people must be loyal to nobody and nothing but the society as a whole.  No nation, no organization, no God.”

*
*
*


November can be painfully cold.  The bell rang at the end of school on November 23 and I began my walk home.  I was starting to get lonely; I hadn’t seen God in a few days.  Normally He’s with me at least when I awake and when I walk home.  Sometimes I can’t get any sleep because He insists on talking to me for so long.  This week, though, He was nowhere to be found.  Maybe He was actually attending to His divine duties, which I’ve never actually seen him do.  No water into wine, no making the blind see, He was always just watching me and smiling and asking me questions.  What I liked about a landscape covered with fall foliage.  How my parents fighting made me feel.  Why I like girls as opposed to guys.  Some seemed rhetorical, but He wanted answers to all of them.  And He always loved whatever answer I gave, even when I was being flippant.   I’m convinced that God isn’t actually omniscient because of these questions.  He understands us: why we do the things we do and what triggers what response, but we still surprise him sometimes.  He created all of this and now he’s watching it unfold.  What I still don’t know is how large a role he plays in everyday life.


On November 23 I finally found God amid a large group of people not a hundred yards away from my school.  I was still lighting my cigarette when I walked into a large man’s back.  The man didn’t even seem to notice.  I picked up the cigarette I had dropped and took a puff.  Standing on my toes and looking down from my angled face I saw eight people, four on each side, in the center of the human circle that I had joined the perimeter of.  Directly across from me stood God just outside and to the left of the circle.  He smiled and waved.  His makeup was almost entirely gone, though his hair was still long and wavy.  His features had become more angular and his fashion sense more conservative, but I could still see mascara around his big, deep eyes.  I smiled back and turned to refocus on the impending altercation at the center of this circle.  What had probably occurred was this: two of these characters had gotten into a dispute over, say, Nas versus Jay-Z, and the situation had escalated into a matter of honor.  Where honor is concerned, violence is the preferred medium of communication.  They had both gotten three of their ‘boys’ to join them and here they were, ready for battle as planned.  

They were all armed to the teeth.  I knew this because I had seen these fights before.  Their knives were well hidden, perhaps their guns also.  People would get hurt, nobody would get killed, and the combatants would share a drink pretend it never happened at the next party.


This fight bothered me more than most, though.  One of the ‘boys’ had an air that hurt to take in.  Like the others, he was there to support his friend.  The boy paced back and forth yelling like the rest, but there was something in his eyes.  The boy was not angry, nor was he scared.  He was just indifferent.


   -You are looking at the child in the hat, are you not?  God had appeared behind me.  He did this sometimes.


“Yeah,” I said.  “There’s something about him.  And its not like he even seems out of place or anything.  It’s his eyes though.  This kid doesn’t even care that there’s going to be some serious violence going on in a second.”  

Speak of the devil.  A knife came out, one of the leaders was cut along the cheek, and limbs began to fly at faces and stomachs.  I kept focused on the one with the eyes.  He tackled his prey and began hitting it repeatedly in the face.  Still his eyes did not change.  Then the others were upon him.  His brethren already beaten and crawling away, the kid with the eyes was the last target for the two standing fighters.  They took him apart like a pack of wolves would a caribou: striking and falling back, taking turns.  Having seen enough blood, I left the ravaging.


On the walk home, I addressed God, who walked with his hands behind his head, taking in as much air as he possibly could with each breath.


Timidly, as more of a vocal pondering than a direct query, I asked: “Why do you let things like this happen?”


-Why do you question the violence here and not violence elsewhere?  Do you consider mortal sins more grievous when you witness them personally?


“What we saw today was not of humans.”


-But it is, and it was, and it will be.  It is as innate to humans as photosynthesis is to the trees and grass.


“You can stop it.  You have before.”


He was silent.  He never answers me when I corner Him.  I lit another cigarette.  I must have smoked ten since school had ended.


-My son, He said, This smoking habit of yours must cease.  It will kill you.

*
*
*


Coked out, blurry, breathing slowly and irregularly, and feeling isolated, leaning with my back against the sofa I asked: “Why did you create us?”


He didn’t even look at me.  God sat in His simple wooden chair (it was my chair, I bought it) looking out the clouded window, his hands folded and his legs crossed.  Signs of age were becoming more and more visible on him.  Wrinkles could be seen upon close inspection of his face and his beautiful, Bowie hands were looking more skeletal every day.  

“Did you hear me?” I yelled.  In the world of the addict, they call this a relapse.  I hadn’t used coke for a long time; they had warned me of the side effects I was now experiencing.  Perhaps my increased belligerency was part of it.


-Why must you understand, my son?  Mine is not for you to question, you know this.  

His questions came less frequently nowadays, and his smile had transformed into more of a content grin.  I still saw Him, but we rarely spoke.  When we did, though, what He spoke of often scared me.  Sometimes I could not even decipher it.  At one point, He visited me in the form of a cat.  He began to speak as the cat, and His feline mouth grew larger and more humanlike with each word.  Terrified, I ran out of my house screaming.  I continued running for what must have been miles.  When I asked about this later, He claimed that it was not He, but the Devil who had assumed this form.  But I could feel His presence in the cat.  It was unmistakable.


“Goddamnit I don’t want anymore questions, I want answers!”  I think my head was swaying back and forth at this point.  “You did a miserable thing when you made us.”

-My son, I made you because I was compelled to do so.  Creation is my essence, my only existence.  The artist makes art for it is his raison d’être.  I am to create what will be.  My design was my masterpiece and humans the focal point.  What worth would the Mona Lisa be with out her intriguing smile?  In my creation called the universe I added just enough tone to each individual part that nothing is more accentuated than anything else.  The weight of the picture of perfectly even, and in an evenly weighted painting the focus is placed on the center.  So in the center I did place my most glorious and beautiful creation: humanity.  They are preferred over all of my creations for they carry my most brilliant device: free will.  Humanity is the one stroke that makes my picture perfect.


The arrogance of this bastard.  If I could have gotten up I would have punched him right in his stupid, British face.  “Its not perfect,” I snapped.  “Its bloody horrid!  There’s poverty and starvation and rape and murder and deceit and hearts break every day.  You sit there, staring out at your wonderful creation while a mother has to go into prostitution because she can’t feed her children!  You breathe in the autumn air as a man decides he is willing to blow himself up if it means taking out a few infidels!  If you can’t maintain a pet you shouldn’t have bought one to begin with!”


God rose from his chair.  God’s smile was gone.


-Do not dare question me, boy!  You know nothing of my grand scheme!  I have seen billions upon billions come into this world, live in this world, and leave this world that I have constructed!  I know what is correct and what is right and what is wrong!


“Bullshit.” I stared directly into his face.  Somehow, I rose from the ground and looked into his eyes.  “You know what?  I finally understand why you spend so much time with me.  It’s because you were fired, isn’t it?  You failed, Mr. President, you’re out of office.  Now go away.”


He stared right back at me, breathing deeply and repressing a tremble.


-You need me, Walt.  You cannot live without me.


I lit a cigarette, walked over to the window and began humming Paul Simon.  I was smiling wide.

*
*
*


“Well Mr. And Mrs. Yorke, thank you for meeting with me.  I know this has been a hard process on all of us, Walt in particular, but I would like to take this occasion to have a little overview of Walt’s progress.  As you both know Walt was first brought to after having a nervous breakdown in gym class in which he started shouting for God to help him.  Walt was very introverted at first, but under hypnosis Walt revealed to us that he thought he sees God quite frequently and that God insists that he tell no one.  Well of course this was troubling to us and naturally to you as parents.  But knowing that Walt has schizophrenia was only the beginning of the process of making him better.  While we all know that Walt is a great kid and sharp as a hell too, he did have his drug addiction to overcome.  We couldn’t give him anti-psychotics until he was proven clean for a length of two months.  Mixing the drugs could have produced permanently damaging results.  This, of course, was a hurdle we had to clear.  But Walt, the little wonder, kicked the habit after only a month in a gradual step down program.”


“Yes,” Mrs. Yorke broke in, “Walt says that he had an epiphany in his brother’s apartment one day and hasn’t touched drugs since.”  She was so proud of her boy.


“And our tests indicate that he is telling the truth.  He’s been clean for about a year now.  Of course, as soon as Walt was ready we put him on the anti-psychotics.  And we got mixed results at first.  Most worked to an extent but there were many issues.  Some made him desperately depressed.  Others did not fully deal with his hallucinations and one even made them more frightening.  Finally, we found a combination that truly works for Walt, and he claims to have not had a hallucination for months now.”


“Now,” Mr. Yorke began in a tone of concern, “How do these things affect him?  I mean, I’ve noticed him being a little quieter, but then again Walt was never too loud anyway.”


“Well of course there are side effects to the drug.  Walt complains that painting is harder for him.  He finds getting inspiration to be trickier, but overall he is pleased with the drugs.  And the side effects will lessen with time, as he grows more accustomed to them.  Unfortunately this is something that Walt will always have to live with.  Walt’s psychosis is not only part of his past, but in fact still part of him today.  The difference now is that Walt can see clearly.  He can tell what’s real from what’s fake and he can lead his own life well.  If nothing else Walt has become truly liberated.  Now Walt can choose what is best for him, a decision that he may get right or he may get wrong.  No longer will Walt’s life be curtailed by delusions and dementia.  Now his life can truly progress.”

