Tim Miller

Pigs, Pigeons, and Paradigms

The place smelled of purple.  And to the plutocracy for which it stands.  We are their evil twin.  It led anywhere but anywhere.  Unrelated thing that relates more than is relevant.  Eukaryote of dreams.


Dreams…


He awoke.  That’s where stories begin, when someone wakes up, when a day begins, when life commences once again.  Many stories do begin there, upon waking.  But must all of them?  Let’s take the liberty of going back a few moments, just a few moments before waking.  Let’s tell the story of a dream, a mess of dreamish dreams.  Let’s dream a story, the story of a dream that dreamt.  (Here’s racial memory [or not] trying to say something that can’t be said in one language.  Soñemos un cuento; contemos un sueño.  That’s the thought that was underneath the thoughts that were ostensibly in English.  In the English language, of course, to story is not a verb.  Language fails, but words do not.)


Let’s just dream.


Lots of stories end with a beginning.  Let’s mix things up a little.  Let’s begin with an ending.


The old man died.  


That wasn’t the ending.  That just happened.  Before I tell you the ending, you will have to consider this: if we begin with an ending, we will have to end with the same ending.  Give a story more than one ending and you will lose the story entirely.  Essentially, stories are all about endings.  One ending is not only the norm, but the necessity.  What is in question then is where that ending goes, and how many times you refer to it.  One ending can be used more than once, but it must remain fundamentally unchanged.  To change an ending is to change the story.  Beginnings can be changed with little effect.  The bit in the middle doesn’t matter at all.  Your ending defines you.


The old man died.  His death was peaceful, natural, smooth… He just died.  Theologians and philosophers may debate about whether this transition was a beginning or an ending for him, but for others less concerned,


“G’night, G’nesh,” were his last words.  They were also his first.  He was mute.  He had been mute.  Or so they thought.  Or say they said.  Or so he thought.  Or so he said.


“Gee, I’m mute,” he had never said once.  This was before he greeted a departing Ganesha and after he arrived from his destination.

He waited and watched.  He might have forgotten what it was he was waiting for, what it was he was watching for.  He might have remembered who he was and what he was doing.  He might have maintained some direction, some purpose to keep him where he was.  He might have lost all he was wanting, all he longed for.  


If it weren’t for

And then the building collapsed around them, destroying every piece of evidence, extinguishing every living thing, eradicating any trace of what had been there.


The world began as a giant pork rind.


Or was it as an assorted amalgam or birdseed?


Oh, wait.  It was both at the same time.


Let us start over.  Roll on the Great Flood.  Roll on the heat-death of the universe.  Let’s take thing backwards.  Let’s assume that the entire universe began as Something, and then bits of nothingness were added in to mix it up a little.  The universe used to be a solid block of matter at absolute zero.  Or something.  Then nothing exploded.


Things got a little crazy after that.  Electrons began hallucinating and eventually they got to believing in things like protons.  Then people started to invent things and believe clever myths about pork rinds and pigeon feed.  To say nothing of the crazy thing they did with gold!
The scent of broken glass pierced his nostrils.

He stared up at the image of a stony-faced monkey, who was admonishing, “Permit no evil.”

What do you believe in?

