Killing Badak        
(A very short by: Fredrick Boholst)

T

here once lived a six-year old Martian who had chosen for himself the name Badak.  (Martians get to choose a name for themselves when they turn three, the typical age a Martian child learns to speak.)  He was not much different from a six-year-old earthling in a number of respects.  Although a Martian’s cerebral cortex is one and a half times larger than an earthling’s, Badak behaved like a ‘typical’ Six-year old; a child that talked a lot, asked a lot, and played a lot.  He skipped meals, pulled his neighbor’s pony tail, stuck chewing gum under tables, and wiped his nose with the back of his hand. 


One not so fateful day he managed to watch a beauty pageant using his naivoscope - a Martian toy telescope - forty-nine million miles away.  Apparently, the planet he was watching was the planet Earth.  The year was 1974.  Carrying his bottle and naivoscope with one hand and keeping his shorts from falling with another, he trod on towards a strategic angle where he could, with his very curious mind, see what millions of earthlings as well as thousands of Martians were wildly raving about.  One could imagine a small child squeezing through several asses just to get a good view of something beyond those butts; something perhaps worthwhile and that satisfies the curious mind.


Then a song was played.  “Hey, did you happen to see the most beautiful girl in the world....”  It reverberated through his hi-tech automatic translator earpiece; so high the tech that the six-year old Martian, who was not much different from a six-year-old earthling in a number of respects, comprehended every single earth word he heard albeit with Martian naiveté. What bothered Badak and at the same time aroused his curiosity was not the song the earthlings sang nor the words they spoke.  It was why they were so enthusiastic and unrelenting about what they said and sang.  His curiosity was unspoken, however.  He was too confused of the fact that the adult Martians themselves, those who viewed the pageant, were equally in frenzy.  They were unquestioning too.


“And the miss universe is... Miss Spain!!!”  The voice of the host hovered through the primitive (that is, from the Martian’s point of view) sound system amidst the cheering crowd.  Badak set aside his confusion when he saw the scene poignant as tears flowed from the tender eyes of Miss Spain now crowned Miss Universe.  And the song was played again.  “Hey, did you happen to see the most beautiful girl in the world?  And if you did was she crying, crying....”


Touched but perplexed and unobtrusively agitated, the little Martian carried his bottle and his naivoscope and started to withdraw from the crowd of grown-ups also viewing the pageant no longer with naivoscopes but with adultscopes now.  He pulled up his shorts and with his head bowed down, walked away and headed home.  He had wanted to ask somebody from among the crowd what the scene was all about but everybody had been too engrossed in it.  Too immovable.

***

A naivoscope is much like a toy telescope and is frequently used by young Martians who belong to the upper stratum of their society for viewing the outer space. It has a range of one lightyear but it is characterized as having too little technological sophistication to see the complex “reality” outside them.  However it satisfies the purpose of seeing the outer space as it is.  An adultscope on the other hand is a more complex visual instrument that requires proper training of the user.  Such training ranges from sixteen to fifteen earth years, sometimes more, especially if the trainee wants to focus on a certain field of specialization in his or her postgraduate adultscope studies.  The instrument is used by a grown-up Martian who is expected to use it ‘properly,’ meaning: with the sophistication and complexity of looking at things the instrument was designed for.

***

W

alking back home, confusion began to form in Badak’s mind and a peculiar type of tension grew.

“Why do they call it Miss Universe when they’re all earthlings?” he pondered.  “There wasn’t even a single Martian girl there!”  He thought his thoughts had shouted this time.  He turned around if anybody heard him think.  But the Martians around were vaguely aware of his existence, too fixed in their thoughts, too detached from the world of Badak or from any six-year old Martian for that matter. “Why don’t they just call it Miss Earth?  Why do those girls wiggle their bodies with such fervor making themselves look like the very treasured Martian pet -- the Martian duck?”  He sensed the sarcasm in him and that surprised him a little bit. “Do earthlings really walk that way?” “Don’t they realize the immensity of the name they give to such minuscule beauty pageant and how infinitesimal a dust the earth is compared to the vastness of the universe?” “Or is it just a name that doesn’t mean much, like a blurred concept without any referent to reality?”  


Badak tried to convince himself he would still see something comprehensible, perhaps later, when he grows a little older, when he starts adultscope training.  But the question he could no longer contain struggled out of his lips as he approached his forty-year old, spinster Martian Aunt Nisa. 


 “Aunt Nisa, is she really the most beautiful girl in their world?” “And in the universe too?”  he asked a little sheepishly.


Without much hesitation she replied: “Yes she is, son.”


“But why, what makes her so beautiful?”  The question disarmed Aunt Nisa for a while and made her realize that there was not even a single Martian woman with Miss Spain’s dimensions.  


The aunt, when she was six years old, had not been much different from a six-year old earthling.  She also had asked essentially the same questions, exhibited the same curiosity Badak was showing but she had been left unanswered or unsatisfied with the answers given her.  She had heard her very own parents brush her queries off with the usual ‘Don’t bother me,’ or ‘Later kids... when you grow up,’ or ‘Children don’t ask questions like that!’  Of course nobody would admit that such responses hurt children.  It did not.  It had not hurt the young Nisa.  In fact it had numbed her.  It had numbed her curiosity and the questions that went along with it.  Eventually she had given up. She had given up the questions she had asked and worse, the motivation to ask them.  She had buried her desire to know so deep in her past that she lost all trace of the enthusiasm that one feels when one learns something new.  She had grown up to be sophisticated in her own sense and at forty had become much different from a six-year old Martian but not much different from a forty-year old earthling in many respects.


“Didn’t you hear her speak?” she answered.  “She was so cool yet sweet and gentle yet smart.  She has blue eyes too! I think. Her nose had a perfect curve and her legs were so smooth and straight and proportionate.  She walked like she was floating.  The X factor.  And she was 34-24-34!  How I wish I could be like her.”


Without being aware of the growing confusion in her nephew who silently thought his aunt could never be like Miss Universe because she, Aunt Nisa, was 20-20-20 and had a very long pair of ears even for Martian standards, she proceeded:  “And she’s white! Spanish blood! She was such a dear.  That is what I call beeeauty.  Oh, she was such a dear.”


The little Martian, more confused now asked once more with a voice that seemed like a desperate plea for enlightenment.  “But my teacher said my mother is the most...”


“She is so pretty," she interrupted him not referring to Badak’s mother, her sister but to Miss Spain, now crowned Miss Universe.  “Oh, can’t you see?”


 “But my teacher said my mother is the most beautiful woman in the world!” the words finally struggled out.


“Oh,” she paused, tilting her head, a little bit taken aback.  Then slowly she regained composure and sureness, as if hitting an access code to the memory storage system that carried a thesaurus of answers and a list of 'how-to's,' and flamboyantly said, “I read that story too in my first year of training!  But you don’t have to take things literally.  You have to read between the lines.  You see...never mind.  Be patient.  You’ll understand later, maybe when you grow older.”


Aunt Nisa’s answer kept Badak silent for a while not because he did not understand what reading between the lines meant but because he had thought there was nothing in between the lines.  He had believed that an apple is an apple and that beauty is beauty and could not be otherwise just because a person in his individual uniqueness and idiosyncrasies chose them to be.  He had wanted to ask his aunt on what basis she was referring her concept of beauty and by whose standard but he could not express those in words.  Instead, he asked: “Will there be another Miss Universe 365 earth days later?”


“Yes there will be!” she replied.


“So then she won’t be the most beautiful girl?”


“That’s right!”


“How can she be the most beautiful girl now when there’s somebody out there, though not discovered yet, more beautiful than her?”


“Badak, go to your room.  These things are for grown-ups.  You still don’t understand a lot of it.  But don’t worry, once you start formal training you’ll understand what grown-ups do and how we think.”  Aunt Nisa replied with irrevocable sureness.  “But not now.  Take it slow. You’ll learn.  Be patient.”

***

The little Martian who had chosen for himself the name Badak finally gave up all resistance and accepted he was too young to know things.  The inner struggle persisted for a while but he knew he had to give it up and accept his ignorance about beauty and many more things.  He decided he had to be a grown-up Martian, much like a grown-up earthling, to adapt to the adult Martian environment. Grown-up earthlings and grown-up Martians weren’t much different he sensed.  He thought of changing his chosen name for a start and substitute it with something more euphonious to other Martians who utter it.  ‘Kevin,’‘John,’ or ‘Steven’ sounded nice.  Other children and even some adults had been ceaselessly teasing him, telling him how funny his chosen name sounded.  Or maybe even letting them choose and decide a new name for him would be a good start, a symbol of a new life, a new look at life.   Then perhaps he could learn from older Martians the art of sophistication: ‘how to be cool yet sweet and gentle yet smart’ as his aunt perceived Miss Spain to be.  Then maybe he could even pursue a Martian Ph.D., a degree the intellectuals were so crazy about.  Then maybe he could start teaching others how to grow up: unquestioning and unthinking and masking such mindless acceptance of anything with intellectual jargon, obediently following trails older Martians have paved for them, unconditionally embracing ways of behaving, living, and even finding meaning in life that their parents had scripted for them—ultimately pushing them into the quagmire of mediocrity and anonymity-the philosophical mathematical mean.  He remembered an old Martian who had once opened his eyes to the sanctity of the mind and the nobility of thinking.  He, the old Martian, had even told him that to believe without question in the existence of a god is a far greater sin than to doubt such existence if sadly, you consider doubting a sin in the first place.  He did not fully understand what it meant but he knew there was something in it, some truth in it.  Maybe he had even understood what it meant but had been too afraid to say it in front of others or just simply lacked the complexity of language to utter it.

He vaguely remembered how the old Martian’s face had looked but began to doubt the authenticity of his own memory.  He shrugged it off his mind knowing what Aunt Nisa would say if he ever mentioned what the old Martian had told him.  She would say, ‘Oh, it must have been your dream,’ or ‘The old man must have been a dreamer,’ or ‘That is a dangerous question.  It’s definitely stupid of you to say that!  Just leave the analyzing to our teachers, to the Ph.D.’s.  They’re the ones to guide us.’


Badak, now exhausted not much of the earthly revelry he witnessed but with the questions he held in his mind, slowly held his naivoscope against his eyes, and for the last time took another peek at the grown-up earthlings and decided to be one like them.

His end.
