Tim Miller

Ghost


To impose solitude upon the self, the selfless imposition of that which causes self to gain and, at the same time, lose meaning.


To give character to that which lacks definition, the formation of some form yet unconceived and inconceivable.


To create substance within the void, the creation of the uncreatable and already created.


To instill meaning in nothingness and nothing in the meaningful.


To live; to be.


To die; to cease.


I choose the choice in between.  I walk the other path.  I am and I am not.  I walk my own path.  I walk alone.


The living often tell stories of all sorts of ghosts and phantoms.  The dead do not bother with telling stories, and for good reason.  Yet the ghost stories persist, the myths of the undead.

I am not undead, nor am I among any “living dead.”  I simply am, and I then I am not.  I do not live and I am not dead.


I never died; there was never a moment after which I ceased to be.  One day I merely discovered that I was no longer.  I was no longer existing.  Perhaps I never did exist.  Perhaps the thought of ever having existed is my greatest fantasy.


No, I remember.  I once was.  I once was different from what I am now.


My life was not an easy one, even though they said that I had it all: power, wisdom, success, respect, love.  But I was always missing something.


I’m missing everything now.  I lost my life but I cannot find my death.  I’m not even sure I want to.  I’m not sure about anything.


Anyway, I was always missing something, back when I was living.  Power?  What good is power?  To use it is to lose it, and to hoard it is to invite death.  Which did I do?  Did I use or did I hoard?  Did I abuse or did I squander?  I tried to exercise my power justly and sparingly, but… did I go wrong somewhere?  Did I alienate those around me?  Did I push them down?  Did I push them away?  I never wanted power.  The mantle was thrust upon me.  I only did what I thought was best.

But I must have done something wrong.  I must have been missing something.  Why else would I be what I am now, a wayward wanderer, a lost spirit, a shell of a being?


I was intelligent.  Supremely intelligent.  Everyone thought so.  They even called me wise, supremely wise.  All types of people came to me for advice and counsel.  They came to me.  Teachers and students, kings and leaders, even other wise men.  They all came to me.  I tried to help them as my own judgment dictated.  I tried to share my wisdom with any who asked it of me.  I wanted everyone to have access to my gifts.  I wanted to touch people’s lives.  I wanted to help, to teach.

But now I’m what?  A ghost?  Dead and not dead?  Alive and unloving?  I am nothing now.  All the wisdom in the world could not save me from this fate.  I am lost now, just as lost as any who ever sought my guidance and wisdom.


The world was mine.  I could go anything, go anywhere, mingle with anyone.  People knew me.  My triumphs were many and varied.  I lived the dream that everyone secretly aspired to.  I lived that dream, and now I am but a dream myself… a nothing…


What was I missing?  I had success!  I was the envy of everyone!  What went wrong?


I’m desperate now!  What was it?


Love?  You say that I was missing love?  You never knew me.  I had love.  I had love greater than anyone.  I had love that spanned the universe.  I had love for every atom, for every beam and particle.  I had love for the unloved and the unlovable; I had love for the outcast, for the evil, and for the wretched.  I loved those who hated me.  I loved everything.  I loved them all.  I loved every human being on my little planet.  I loved the planets.  I loved All Creation.  I loved, I loved.

And my love was requited!  For every soul that hated me another dozen loved me more than life itself!  I had love!  I gave and I received!  I had love!


But now I am no longer a creature of love.  Love is for the living to share and for the dead to receive.  There can be no love for me now.  The world has changed.  I am no longer a part of that world.  I am lost.  Who did it?  Who was the murderer that all but killed me?  Whoever it was has punished me with a fare far worse than death.  I am but I am not.  I cannot die and I cannot live.  I did live!  Someone did this to me, to me!


To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost!  It was deicide!  Deicide in the first degree!


Holy, Holy Ghost.
