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[Chapter 1] Being pretentious was my only virtue. A man of means, though even the moon can be so far away from our mortal minds, and with such abundance; I kept walking. To be dead upon a midnights stroke, with only time to fill the gaps that leave us bare. This wasteland we call The City; bodies, silent with mortality, lie in rooms and indulge in a foggy decadence. But let us go to my one and only confidant, the foil of all means, dear Cesar.

   Cesar was a strange man, a man of secrets, and a man of means. He did what not many could accomplish, which was to have the complete face of seriousness in death. All of it was an act, and all was simply a pretension. To meditate on ones sins is to let ones self boil alive, slowly and with much agony in the sparing parts, but not many could endure, and he was no exception.

   I saved him though, saved him that night I called him. Friends are to there to talk to you, on nights when one would not feel much like going out, at all. I spent a night talking, which was the night that was supposed to be the end of his life. Conviction convinced him otherwise.

   For, I am simply a spool of thread, to be made into the fabric of imagination. In the recesses of his mind, he alone sat and rocked back and forth, mumbling tales of honeydew and sandalwood. To let one wash away, with the smoke, cleanses the air of it. Furthermore, towards the somber world, did such death and despair rise?
     "And that is the meaning." he said to me. "It means nothing, as do you. As do all of us. We are simply here to ask ourselves, if life is worth living, based on what we know." 

  He and I sat, on a Tuesday afternoon, whilst the streets were empty, yet the pavement was still warm, from the many a busy passerby that had just driven back to work, from lunch. We were too poor to eat though, as desperate as the starving child – resting inside our hearts – how our wallets screamed for money! 
   We sat and talked, a machine of vast internal working and twine, with which we molded worlds and stories. I was created in such a brothel; an orgy of steaming ideas, ripe for the taking and the moment.

     "When one accepts all, one can cast away his innate doubt," I say to Cesar, as the wind blows soft melodies into the trees. To ask the colors, why the leaves take such from them, with nothing to respond but;

     “It was no problem on my part."

     "The innate need to know," I began to list: "The innate feeling to believe in something; anything, whether by name or association. And with that the innate need, to find the higher power, we thus label it God."

   Cesar was a bright kid, but his imagination was just limited, by the countless inhibitors stocked inside ones mind. To empty his self of all is to accomplish the fulfillment, of the ultimate desire: Nothing. 

   I had no plans, and neither did he. Whenever someone wanted to talk, and spend some intimate time talking, one could always come to me. I was there, and because my planner was not only nonexistent, but blank, I could take time out of the day to make the most of it. Every person I met was given however much time I felt; and time is one of the only things that humans can be truly generous about.

   Cesar was almost in tears, for such talks brought the most feminine aspects out of him: "So no matter what I know, I lack the confidence to say what I truly know!"  

  I looked at him and offered a cigarette for consolation, for it had been too long since we had one. After lighting up, I responded: 

     "When one simply knows, rather than believing, one can simply act. When one knows nothing, there is nothing one does not know, and it no longer becomes a matter of do and do not.”
   But I did not allow a reprisal, for my mind was still rolling with fresh type.

     "It is because we truly know nothing. We discover things, that we can only conceptualize, and yet we make a category for it anyway. Always smaller; it is as if we are trying to put together a puzzle. To understand the big picture of this puzzle, on must first understand the pieces. To do so, we must make them smaller, simpler."

  Cesar was, at best, befuddled. My words were like jumbled soup, salty in the can, and he had no interest in jargon.

     "For example," I offer as my lungs hold in smoke, "everything is related: psychology, quantum physics, philosophy, economics, and even sociology." I blow out the smoke slowly, "And when one realizes that it is simply rationale that attaches the respective terminology with the correct answer, expression becomes a language. We are all striving to see the picture, but it is only possible to see the picture from a certain angle. Our bias is that angle."

     "So what makes you any different?" Cesar asked. With protest and waiting of judgment, the devil was in his eyes.

     "My only bias is that I am unbiased. I see all; when it comes right down to it, the ultimate expression and language is that of infinity."

  "Infinity… the capacity?"

     I smile as I drop my cigarette, and crush it with my foot. My student is learning! Regardless, my existence is that of a dot, with my perception allowing me to see the vast infinites within. Even the most infinitesimally small point can be a vast curtain, of pitch 

Black, mixed in a swirl of vast colors, in an array combined to that blinding white. Within which we can be lost forever… the complexities of the mind are, by nature, quite obscure and dreamy. Around my dot, when ones perception is of more visceral means, is simply a sphere; electrons of thoughts surround, and protect, the nucleus that we call self. Electrons are labeled. Some are selfless; others are selfish, while most are the opinions and thoughts of others. With which each image is a mirror of self, and when one sees the nothing within, one shall look into a mirror and see nothing but the vast infinity of space.

[Chapter 2]
   But not to get off topic: Cesar. He was a friend, a close friend, and when I heard of his death, I felt quite disturbed. For one to understand is for one to lose interest, for the innate human desire to understand – as if with a purpose— is the very basis of all human thought. We wish to understand our place in the universe, to help allow perception changes; we wish to travel back time, to fix things only retrospect can offer. We know, and yet, we know nothing as of this very moment.

   We are unsure of our actions, and so unsure of tomorrow. We are unaware and scared. The winter can be so cold, and yet, the cold damp that we call the human heart can bleed such fresh flowers and rainbows, days to remind us of dreams to come.
   At his funeral, many were in shock and wonder. Amongst the crowd, many whispers;   

     "He was so young..."

     "What a loss..." 
     "He had such a future in front of him..." and so on. And with that, I lit a cigarette, right on the spot, and threw a cigarette in his coffin. He had an open casket, as he had planned, and he wished he could have a cigarette for the afterlife: whatever that shall be. 
   Life is simply a dream, and that cigarette will last him forever. He can no longer use it. With visceral means comes practicality, and circumstance is everything. We say that we are innocent or guilty, and most is based on circumstance rather than character. Circumstance is that which involves interaction and judgment, and what else can happen when the mind multiplies into two?
   I met a girl there, a friend of his, of whom I had quite the conversation with. With bitter tears staining her eyes, she asked me;

     "So... how did you know Cesar?" 

[Chapter 3]
     "I knew him for a while. We talked a bit, and then we went our ways..." 

  She paused, as if waiting for me to say more, though instead I looked away and smoked in silence, just as Cesar had always enjoyed. The silence was too much for her to take, as most women seem to feel, and she blurted out, 
     "He talked about you a lot...you're Dekan, right?"

   Without any sense of astonishment, I asked her who she was, for Cesar never talked much about me to anyone. I was, after all, a figment of his imagination!
   "Cecilia..." at which she paused, "but people call me Circe." I smiled a bit at that one, for what woman does not corrupt the mind of man in such a manner? The numerous crowds were dead silent, albeit the cries and sniffles, as memories of Cesar mixed and matched to create his very identity. She continued, as I walked calmly off, to finish my cigarette in peace. 

  "He talked about you a lot, and he told me that I would never understand why he had to do what he did. It was your fault, wasn't it? That's why you are being so quiet!" Tears were rolling down her eyes. What intimacy they must have had!

   I stood outside by a tree, as the gatherings, to my right, were saying their last goodbyes; to that which is called Cesar. Sinners were redeemed instantly at their confession to the dead, which, in all due respect, is the ultimate testimony. Who would not take the chance to confess to a dead man? I looked at the various clouds, scattered throughout that ocean blue, as the sun worked its eight hour shift, just to go home to lousy kids and a beautiful wife.

   To my surprise she was still there, beside me, though by then she regained some composure. 

     "Did you love him?" I asked quietly. Without much interest, either, in which my voice sounded like that of a calm sailor.

   She never did answer me that. She cried and dispersed herself amongst the crowd, though I noticed her walk off. In the glimpse of my vision, I saw her pull out a piece and a lighter. For the piece was full, I assume, though it was only full of decay. When she came back, she seemed quite mitigated, and she neither spent the time to avoid me, nor the time to even toss me a glance. Not that I noticed anyway. The day passed, as I slept in my car.

[Chapter 4]
   Being in this town, rather than that vile place we call the City, was somewhat of a temporary escape. I had no friends there. The family and friends began to leave, and turned the volume of their weeping down, the car stereos up. I saw only she remained.  

   She was in a daze, and sat beside his tombstone. The actual process of burying his body was far less strenuating than the initial reception. She looked like hell; her eyes sloshed in a goopy glaze, and in a strange, gray, strangulating escape. In which her body quickly followed, I noticed her left arm shaking. Her eyes rolled back into her head, and I stood above her, watching her convulse. Strangely enough, it was as if she was in ecstasy. I wondered what I was supposed to do at that moment, but I could not help but notice that smile. Her smile was that of indifference; that of acceptance. It was that smile that left us all bare, and naked. To stand, covering our insecurities, and shaking in a winter’s night, as we stand alone in front of a mirror.

   Though I knew she was not looking at me with any intention, the stare that caught me was one that… I had not felt for years… the look of a woman after an orgasm with the man she loves… 

   It was about then that I saw a stream of vomit pour from her mouth. She suddenly clutched her arm, and, as if in pain, her face shrieked, and yet all that came out was a mild woo: whispers… as if to make out one, last cry. She was seeing death; she was dying. When she awoke, she found herself lying in the backseat of a car. Her head had been on a pillow, though regardless she had a killer headache. She was in a post-neurotic daze. I walked towards my car to see her looking, like a paranoid caged animal. She could not move, though, for the heroin was still in her body, and the waves were still rough. She felt her body rush, with tremors of pleasure and pain, of life and death, and she felt her very soul break and shatter; simply to be put together again in a moment of pure heaven.

   I had brought her a Cappuchino drink, which I enjoyed quite a bit in my younger days, until money demanded I make cheap coffee at home. I tossed it to her, and upon reaching in my pocket for some bar of chocolate I had purchase, I told her;

    "I suggest you refrain from moving, you're still pretty fucked up. You overdosed on something.

[Chapter 5]
   Sleeping in ones car is somewhat discouraging, and unfortunately she could not speak yet. All that came out were mumbles and fits of rage. She cried and cried, and occasionally vomited. She was lucky, for it seemed impossible for her to have survived. 

At that time, I was sure she was simply acting, for some superior motive, though in my days, I have seen many miracles. 

   I lit a cigarette as she lay in the back, still visiting God and seeing death on the other end of the fork. It was starting to smell, for her vomit and urine left such stains and aroma. I did not mind, at the time, for smell does not bother me much. I can always move some where else, in due time. She spoke, though it came out as "mmmphhb.... phhhb.. "

   I had not slept that night, for fear of anything happening with her. She occasionally gave me looks, and smiled in a sort of delusional way. Perhaps she was dying, and in me she saw all that could forgive. I was her father, and she was confessing to me. In my self, perhaps, she saw condolences? Days passed, and not much happened. I asked Circe if I could stay with her for a little bit, seeing as the City had made me quite strung out over the years. Living paycheck to paycheck, and without any real aspiration, can be quite depressing sometimes. Cesar and I had long talks about how the City was our deathbed; how we needed to get out. 

   I awoke much later than she, and I found her, locked inside the bathroom with a knife. I had picked the lock, and she was in the bathtub bleeding. Her cuts were numerous, however, as the cutting went on, she was weakened, and many of the more shallow cuts were made out of pure intent, rather than physical desire. I picked her up, and thousands of strands of water spilled below. The floor was slippery as I left a red trail, and upon laying her carefully on the bed, I rushed to find any sort of medical kit. After dressing the wounds, I pondered. To let this person die is something, but to know why she is doing such was to become ultimately my desire. 

   She awoke, and her screams called me from the kitchen. 

   "What the fuck?!?" she screamed, "untie me now, you rapist-faggot!!!"

I walked softly into the room, carrying a plate with eggs, bread and sausage.

  "Eat now," I told her, "your body is weak and you lost a lot of blood."

  "Shut the..." she screamed, though her scream quickly became a lesser whine, as her eyes grew more tired. I then set forth to untie her, for it was her safety I was concerned about.
[Chapter 6]
     "I want to die. I am going to die." she told me. "And you can't stop me!"

     "I do not wish to stop you. I simply wish to understand you," I replied.
   She looked at me with the eyes of a mother, who found a long lost child, only to realize that she never knew him, and he is pointing a gun at her face. She was in an awkward, blue silence.
     "Don't worry. We all die in due time..." And my mind was elsewhere... thoughts of Cesar, thoughts of walks; those nights and endless trees. Nocturnal spirits to kindle our burning thirst for knowledge. Though in the next few days, as she regained her full self, I felt a strange attraction to her. Circum-stance had brought us together. Though it was, most likely, a feeling of liking to have her around, it was somewhat an affection; akin to Love, 
[Chapter 7]
   The clock behind us, on the desk, was ticking. It was digital, so silence accentuated our voices. 

     "Why did you save me?"

   She asked, with such pretension in her eyes, and a radiating sense of comfort in her heart, that I felt a certain fear. She found a strange confidence, in our conversation, though I sensed a certain loathing… for simultaneous she detested me! Seeing as she wished me to answer such a question, I responded;

     “I don’t know… because it did not seem any one else was there to do it, and also, I did not want to drive home at the moment.” I looked calmly to see her response, though her

countenance remained static. She was beginning to realize the scope of the situation that just occurred, as we were silent. She then said, in a very straight forward manner;
     "I want to know you. Who are you? How did you meet Cesar? How did you know him?" This, I had to call forth memories, memories that I would otherwise not think about.
     "I met him at a park… he was reading, as he was wont to do, on a bench that he always sat on, face the lake and sky… and I found something interesting in him." 
   I continued;

     “He was a good friend. He was that of a mirror."

   To see in others in oneself is one thing, but to see one self in others is the true reward. I lit a cigarette, and offered her one. She took it without hesitation, though when I swung my silver Zippo lighter over to her, her face gave me that expression of awkwardness. Not like she had a light; she had been trying to quit.

  "But we never did anything. He never liked talking to me. He just didn't seem to like women..." She spoke and let the words wander the room, "he didn't seem to like anyone." Cynical as always, I thought to myself; that was the one sin I taught Cesar. One of many, though collectively he was enlightened and raised to the level of a superhuman.

   Living with ones’ true desires unfulfilled is excruciating, at best: To do and to not repent… to redeem oneself through sacrifice; to create a low simply to make the high, and then rest oneself comfortably among the low. For what is easier than naming ones universal faults than ones greater aspects? What is more human then that very degradation, the degenerate act of lowering oneself to make others happy in the very mind of the user. I had told her of such, and told her, that her wish to die was probably related, to the death of Cesar. She did not rush to deny, nor denounce any of it. She said she felt a strange affinity with him, and that his death was meant to be, just as hers.

   Though she broke, within that week, and I found her crying in my arms. After minutes passed and her tears stopped, she, with arms still wrapped around my neck, paused to look at me. I don't know what she saw, for as with any figment of ones’ imagination, it must have been pretty. She saw endless rainbows and stacks of infinity. She saw that which was forever locked inside her to keep; the obscure, pale figure she knew as herself.  In her eyes I saw a bleak face, managed by experience. Her smile was blood dripping from a fresh cut, as if years of knowledge were attained, simply to be thrown out at sea… to create a wish. Imagination floundering and soaked into a dishrag, bloody wet yet soon to be brown. I could not stand to look, and yet, her eyes held such beauty. Her iris was that of a faint, pale green, through speckles of 

light grey. Her pupils were accentuated by a very outline which befitted her. It was at this time that I realized this woman is quite weak hearted. So quick to jump off one plane and onto another, just to fear the jump and yet enjoy the flight. She was a desperate creature, as if a man with nothing left but his bottle to assuage his physical desires, and I could tell her mind was about to click into a routine mode of seduction. She looked at me with a cat-like ferocity, as if her eyes spoke of sin and nature, vast fields of untouched abelias and larks. With that of legerdemain, she began caressing my neck, whispering soft coos. 

      "I can't" I told her, "I'm just a figment of your imagination. I do not exist, so do not even try."

     "I just want to get to know you," she smiled, though still reserved. Perhaps it was all too pretentious to assume such passions, upon just meeting, especially under our circumstances.

    "I feel like I know you," she said as her eyes winced to perhaps distort my picture, as if to make my random features blend into someone else.  

    "You knew Cesar..." And with that I got up, reached in my pocket for a cigarette, and went to smoke out on the balcony.

[Chapter 8]
   I detest human contact, the epitome of such being intimate. I detest the solitude that one makes in such human commit-ments; and the redemption that one seeks upon sin. Whatever doubts that one has, one cannot deny the past.

   When I came back she was crying. She begged me to leave, for she wanted to kill herself soon, and she wanted me to have no association with it. She wanted to die alone; to die in peace, as she so delicately put it. I asked her what she thought of love. 

     "Love?" she remained silent, as if seeing my bet with a raise, just testing to see if I was leaving the question unprovoked.

     "What is really that wrong in your life right now? What justifies your death?"

She laughed, the laugh that spoke words of, you would not understand, and I simply replied with a firm stare, whispering, “try me,” in response. What clever game was I playing at this time? It was simple really: I want to know what was inside her head, 

   I want to pick at her secrets and desires; I want to know that which is human, for what a ripe infinity her mind seemed at the time. Looking in retrospect, I feel quite foolish. She must truly be insane to be attracted to such a man as myself. 

   Hair unkempt, face unshaven, with a scrawny body that reeked of excursions… drugs had consumed my everyday face and replaced it with that of sedation. I no longer cared much for anything. Though, when the obligation to care, or the physical desire—pinpointing Mans true addiction— the same reaction was always stirred: "I do not want love." It is as simply as that, 

   I know not the answer why. I do not want to be seen, heard, or simply imagined. And in she walks, into my perception, 

as do I, and from here on, I am figment of her imagination. A toy to play with, to shape, and to constantly study. 

   Simply a doll, with bloodstains on the carpet, as we all try to escape our very insanity.

   "Can we go out?" she asked me. "Maybe to a nice restaurant or to a movie?"

   "I can just leave. You seem better now. I've been here for the last few weeks... I feel very uncomfortable staying at your place and not paying any sort of rent or anything."

   "Well… it's just that, with Cesar gone, I have no one to talk to..."

[Chapter 9]
   The streets passed by, and the lights illuminated the sound. Chipper days seemed to pass us by, as we drove into the ends of the night. We talked, though I paid little attention to what I said, for I had no real interest in her. She, on the other hand, seemed quite open to say what was on her mind. 

   "My parents were always so cruel to me, that I dropped out of high school, just to spite them." She laughed; the laugh of the wise man who knew he was, at a time, wrong. "Looking back, I suppose I should have listened." The constant white line in front of me, as I drove, was quite hypnotizing. I said something along the lines of, the necessity to disregard retrospect and simply accept; to allow all things to simply happen and flow, so as they will have happened and are gone: Gone, away from our judgment.   
     "But I don't mean to bore you," I hear myself say, as I snap back to reality. "I really don't want to talk much. Sorry.

I did a lot of talking when I was younger, and many told me to be quiet..." I drove her home and was about to start my drive back to my home, when she asked me if I wanted to come in.

     "I enjoy your company," she said to me. I forgot what I said in response. It happened. The television was on a mute buzz, as voices chatted and stories unfolded across empty air. We lie, naked, with nothing but the blankets and each others bodies to keep us warm. In our gradual decay we found our forlorn in aftershock, in the depths of deep sects, for us to indulge and drool.  I was laid out, sure to have conquered the world. As with any man, when they are sexually pleased, they reach a euphoric state for quite a few minutes, afterwards, while the woman is left thinking about her desire unfulfilled, for what man can truly satiate a woman unless he wears her out physically? And I never was the type to overextend myself in such areas, though, on occasion, even I did. That night I had done so. 

     "I really like your body," she said to me. I was skinny, though my muscles were quite defined. Still, I was no body builder. Simply another scrawny guy that could retain his zestful youth, at least in spirit, which would gradual drip out and manifest into this skin and touch what we call body.   

     "You're quite beautiful," I had spoken, and it was no lie. She had dark hair, with round cheeks and big lips to accompany her warm smile, whereas her eyes would squint as she smiled. She was Vietnamese, so she told me, though her light, silky tan skin showed that off. Her eyes were actually a dark brown, much like my own, though that was because dark eyes were her favorite. She whispered that my eyes were so beautiful, and how she felt so comfortable and yet so frail when she looked into them. 
     "It is as if you are looking for something, and you can see right through me," she rambled in a daze.

   She had reached that point of ecstasy at least five times, in the hour that we spent. I never much enjoyed it though I was simply a machine to do such acts that are scripted to be perfection. I simply want my drug, as any druggie does, and to get a shot of heroin through a wet, steaming orifice was as good as any other. Perhaps I have gone too far: for heroin and sex are so vastly different, for the latter is such a natural high, whereas the former numbs and retards, to become disassociated. However, sex can feel all the better, and afterwards, leave us feeling so happy in our numb summers of content. She brushed her foot quietly up my leg as we lay, like ice upon my waiting skin, as she wrapped her legs around mine, toes curled, body rocking to her own beat of sensuality.  I matched with equal animosity, and soon we found ourselves kissing frantically.

    "Oh god... I want you so bad..." she moaned. It was about then that I felt an urgent need to leave. For I have only known her for a month, and she was already acting like a whore! I hated seeing this side of women, and I hated even more myself; for invoking such! Perhaps this inanition was from a sense of self pity; I do not deserve this, not even for a second. She was truly a sexy, beautiful, energetic person at heart. I have seen, in these few short weeks, the child that still lives inside her. A spirit which caused her to be such a catch, to my incorrigible eyes; she was begging to be an inamorata. The way she curls into the blankets, her curves outlining the night sky, with such slender, long legs to map out such desires. 

  How is it that such beauty was to be mine, when in all actuality, I deserved nothing. I did nothing. I am simply a figment of her imagination.  She began weeping after one of our three hour excursions; before I could ask, she began confessing.

     "I have never been intimate with any male, really. I have had others before you, but they felt so rigid. As if they were machines…I felt I was just another hole for them to stick their dick in."

   Used and abused, as we all our, I sang quietly to myself.

    "It's just... I was so lonely. I took so many walks, and I tried dating coworkers or going out to bars and clubs, but all the men just wanted me for my body. They just wanted to fuck me and leave me."

   The television was but a flicker in the backdrop, a simple candle solution for us to dip flames of thoughts into.

   I decided now was as good a time as any to tell her the truth. "I am no different. All men are like that. Women are objects, just because men simply see themselves. Men are, by nature, selfish, as are women selfless."

  One would die for another, but what kind of death is that for ones self? To sacrifice your self… 

   She did not seem to care, no matter how I tried convincing her. I was trash, a lowly bum on the streets. I had been homeless for months, while drifting among confidants and acquaintances. Drugs had laid a path for me to follow, a yellow-brick road of pushers and users. 

   She woke me up the other night, kissing my ear and sliding her tongue around inside it, slowly yet with ease. She began stroking my chest softly, whilst whispering lullabies, into my ear, with promises of pulchritude and ambience for the supple twilight outside. I looked into her eyes, though I know not what expression I gave. She responded with a look of lust, of blushed cheeks and inhibitions lost, though I fear it is love. With her lips half parted she lay, on top of me, carefully stroking her body against mine, so I can feel ever inch possible. 

  And in all hypocrisies of hypocrisies, I followed. I obeyed. I was the mirror that reflected her innermost desires, her innermost self, and I simply acted. Perhaps, though, she was the mirror, for I know now what I did but she would respond and cause me to do such. As she wrapped her legs around me, I could feel the muscles in her thighs begin to contract, though she squeezed me all the more tighter. Her moans, loud, for all to hear, though I kept my lips by her ear so I could whisper to her in my pleasure. She begged to feel it, the very seed of man, shooting inside her. She begged to feel it, slick, steaming and hot, as if this salty paraffin substance was a drug. She was selfless, and simply wanted me to reach orgasm so as she could know, for a fact, that I am happy.

   Though it was these nights I could not stand. I could not bear to be myself, for what else was I, except a lone speck on a piece of paper? A dot, microscopic, to even the highest degree of magnification! That was to be a bundle in a sphere of thoughts, blossomed from her being; and in their radiance, I became nothing more than her puppet. I was pleasure, I was self assurance, and I was everything but myself.

[Chapter 10]
   For I had left her some time later, impulsively and without a note; I left her the same as I had found her. I heard, some months later, that she had died, though no one would tell me how or why. Some said I could not bear it, while others thought that perhaps I was the cause. Regardless, many looked ill upon me after her passing, and I felt a discomfort in that town. I never went back.

