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“Wow, whoever thought a museum could be so boring.” I don’t think I could have deadpanned that one any better.


Jackie scoffed, but she remained silent. Three weeks of rain make everything deadpanned. Three years of school in New York and still it failed to garner our adoration, or even respect. Hell, I think we would’ve taken venomous anger towards this city; but it bred only apathetic anger. New York challenged us by housing the melancholy parade of those who’d come to accept the city itself as their ultimate challenge. We’d exhausted ourselves looking for a way to stand above the crowds of the self-portraits of supposed artists and action heroes. Everybody was great, especially since they were great in New York.

We weren’t pushy as we drudged our way through the El Greco exhibit, or the displays of Sumerian necklaces. We waited to stand in front of each glass cage, tilted our heads as if to find an angle that would suddenly make art meaningful, and moved on.


There now, in front of us, a large diamond held in a necklace. A famous diamond. An expensive one that people would care about.

I look to Jackie for a moment, and tilt my head to the other side inquisitively. We’d been together for these years, always standing together with focused attention to potentials for adventure. We stand close and examine the room around us for the final time.

This cage holds, it seems, a pathetic coup d’etre. Forever, forever hereafter, those who would trace the path of the Fates’ tapestry will run their fingers of the dent we were poised to articulate. Articulate in a drab, dense pattern that looked the same no matter what direction you looked at it. I doubt there are diamonds anywhere on it anyway.

Without dramatic theatrical lighting spinning in my mind’s eye, I smash the glass.

