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This is a work of fiction, like everything else.

CHAPTER 1

That thou shalt set apart unto the Lord all that openeth the matrix...


Exodus 13:12

Existence and Bad Karma


When I was a young man, or an old boy, depending on your perspective, my parents enrolled me at University. But the space-time coordinates were wrong. It smelled bad and I knew that I should not have been in that particular location at that particular time. If either had been different, my present existence would have been drastically altered and I would not be writing this now.


I fought my parents about the location first. “Please,” I urged, “let me go there instead.”


“No. You want to be a doctor, don’t you? You have to go here,” they countered.


“Well then,” I parried, “send me next year. Give me a year off to work and live away from home.”


They were adamant. They thrust. The coup de grace. “We’ve spent money saving a spot for you. Besides, if you don’t go now, you might never go.”


So I went off to University. After all, my parents were fiercely proud of me and determined to continue a legacy and make me a professional like a doctor or lawyer. And I, at heart, loved my parents. Seeking their approval and affection, I backed down and went off to University. At that time I lacked the moral conviction to say no to another and select my own path, even if it differed from the road my ancestor had paved. I jumped through the looking glass stupidly, and landed at the wrong space-time coordinates because I trusted my parents and wanted to please them. The karma was bad and the smell was acrid like cold sweat. The falling glass scratched me, and I got an infection.


Before my twenty-first year, I stopped being an old boy and became a man. I had learned to say no to certain indulgences and started to gain an appreciation for life and love. I was becoming an individual. But the strength to drop everything and cut my own trail or die came later when I reached thirty. This evolution followed a nervous breakdown brought on by what I refer to as “a bad work experience.” The strength I gained was the type of mania some call battle madness. I worked and took graduate courses at night, frenetically. All of this, partly to punish myself for permitting others to injure my psyche, partly to help me forget the injury, and partly to fulfill conditioning to become a professional. And through this process, I grew twenty years in five.

Opening the matrix


I grew cognizant that I analyze my experience in the state of nature, as though I could step back and watch myself relate to nature; and I was taking notes. You know what I mean, don’t you? If I got angry, I would step back and count to ten and watch the situation. But it was more than that. I could recognize the pregnant pause when others tried to elicit a response from me. I knew the right thing to say to a young woman, as though I had a copy of the script to the play. I had learned to smell the fear, lust, antipathy, and hate in others. I became aware that the woman sitting across from me might glance over as she turned her head and stretched her back, arching her breasts outward toward me. I took notes that my pupils dilated as my heart and pulse rate quickened. I knew that I started to perspire and that my face was flushed as an erection blossomed in my pants. But most significant, I took notes that when her back relaxed and her eyes returned to level, they took on an inquisitive and apologetic tone as though she simultaneously urged, “I didn’t display my breasts to you.” And, “You saw it. Didn’t you? I can smell your reaction.”


I became cognizant of the beauty and brutality of nature and humanity and I felt the waste of energy and resources was irrational. It was all so personal to me as if only I could see it and only I could be affected by it or change it. But I had no desire to control it. I was beginning to open the matrix and pierce the veil.


I can describe the veil. It’s an infinite curtain designed to insulate humanity from the forbidden fruit, the raw majesty of the cosmos. The way to the veil is not guarded really, but it is kept. You see, on the other side of the veil is the precipice. Many people who push their way through simply fall into the chasm. Others ponder it, like Hamlet who feared the dreams that might come if he jumped.

Jumping through the veil and Awakening


I was not invited over but I gave the caretakers warning that I was coming. They did not dissuade me. I fell to a ledge below the lip of the precipice where my hand clutched hold. From my vantage point I could not see very far. There was no room to look down or look over. To see, I realized, I had to climb back up. I had another option, of course, loose my handhold and drop into the chasm…

The sociology of smells

…Sight and smell are the senses responsible for binding together any animal society. In humans, as in most mammals, the mother and newborn imprint the other’s smell at birth. Furthermore, the chemistry of the individual newborn is influenced by the local geography and composition of the soil. In the case of shore dwellers, body chemistry is tied to local currents and water characteristics. To say that a certain clan or tribe is imbued with a certain trait may be true on the genetic level, but it is certainly true on the fundamental biochemical level of smell. A Kansan farmer who enjoys his homegrown produce and corn-fed beef exudes different chemical signatures than a Tibetan herdsman whose diet is fresh yoghurt and mutton. The smell of one in the presence of the other will certainly trigger a reflex. The soil, the food we eat, the chemical preservatives. All of these things play into human interaction on the primal level of smell.


As I lay there I thought. Western civilization is constructed upon the rationale that the human being is superior to other animals. The Genesis myth takes responsibility for this concept. I have known since my teen years that I was nothing more that an animal with an intellect evolved to compensate for weak physical attributes. (If not for this compensation, the cosmic dance would not have allowed my ancestors’ nucleic acids to replicate. An idiot Homo sapiens would have been devoured by a carnivore, died of exposure, or ate poisonous food.) And like any other animal, man’s drive to feed and procreate is severe. Why does man go to war if not to win medals and glory to impress females at home and take females abroad? How does this differ from two peacocks vying for the attention of the hen; or from one stallion battling another for territory and a harem? Isn’t conquest itself the manifestation of the victor pro-creating his culture upon the vanquished?


Choice and risk-taking adaptations complement the human intellect, providing a method for man to overcome the fundamental natural drives. I imagined that a hunter chose, once, to join with others armed with clubs and stones, and it was a risk to corner a wild boar and bludgeon it to death. It was a choice to tie and bind a sharpened, pointed stone to a wood staff, and it was a risk to impale the boar. It was a risk to domesticate the dog, the goat, and the aurix; and it is a risk to engage in social intercourse with another human being. Human civilization is a risk grown out of a genetic adaptation for choice and risk-taking.


But neither civilization nor law is uniquely human. An ant colony maintains a division of labor and each member of the society follows a code of law, though scent-cued instinct and biochemistry regulate behavior there. Infractions, if they arise, are punished swiftly and severely with death. Humans codify law because the adaptation for choice and risk-taking may sometimes lead to negative or anti-social behavior. The codified law here complements scent-cued instinct and biochemistry but is itself instinctive. Man’s instinct to survive and procreate require that he announce law to regulate the product of his intellect and choice, a cosmic wild card that permits man to be greater than the smells, chemical cues, and conditioning that drive his behavior.


I smirked whenever I thought of the sociology of smells. High society had created taboo regarding sniffing others in public. Elaborate gestures, visual markers, and verbal warnings took precedence over olfactory cues as man grew a greater intellect and invented civilization. Then civilized man made another choice and took a risk to seek out scented water and oils, using natural aromatics to mask or complement the human scent, camouflaging sexual cues or threat warnings. If a new perfume was strong enough, the aroma would greet a passerby at arms length. In some cultures, the perfume itself may have become the measure of wealth and status, supplanting the human musk. Science creates aromatics that either include or mimic natural biochemicals to elicit an instinctive response. In modern society, perfumes colored and brightened the animal musk. At the base of the best perfume and cologne lay animal smell. High society camouflaged it. Homeless society kept it pure, for the most part.


Certainly, though, scents and odors are crucial to human existence. It is no accident that humans find the aroma of hot cooked food attractive, and the stench of rotting flesh, repugnant. Who could deny the protective and nurturing emotions that a newborn baby’s scent engenders in men and women? Even baby oil, basically a petroleum distillate, is scented to complement baby smell and trigger this same response. Similarly, a musky perfume for females will elicit sexual response in men. Money has a smell, too. The scent of money cues sexual and aggressive behaviors in people: nostrils flare, pupils dilate, and skin perspires. Perhaps the greatest engineering feat of the twentieth century was to transition human response from the scent of cash to the scent of plastic.…

Freedom and Jesus Christ was a Buddhist


We went out for a cigarette at seven thirty, directly after slop. I thought aloud that homeless people are more free than any other people. Soup kitchens and Churches provide free sustenance and clothing. Libraries provide access to information and the thoughts of others. Homeless people do not have to work unless they want to. I asked Marcus, “Isn’t that the ideal of the Buddhist monk?”


“What’s that?” Marcus was not sure of my question. His face contorted in confusion.


“Buddhist monks.  Don’t they take a vow of poverty or something?”


“Yeah.” Marcus caught on. “Buddhist monks may have very few possessions. Usually just one yellow robe and a bowl with a spoon or chopsticks. The community provides for them as they navigate the paths of life in search of a greater understanding.”


Marcus explained that the original Buddhist monks were homeless seekers walking from place to place, experiencing life in a quest to pierce the veil for the panoramic view at the precipice. They call it nirvana.


“I think Jesus was a Buddhist.” I said aloud to Marcus.


“Don’t talk nonsense!” snapped Peter from several yards away. His tone was hurt and angry as though I had spit in his eye. Marcus head and ears perked up and at attention. “Jesus was a Christian!” snapped Peter.


I smiled then. I had caught him. “No, Peter. Jesus was a Jew, but I think he was influenced by Buddhism. Think about it. In the gospels he tells his disciples to drop everything and follow. He shows them that worldly goods only burden the spirit unnecessarily. He traveled extensively to experience life and reach a greater understanding.”


Peter was not impressed. He was now visibly agitated and his index finger shot up and began to shake at me as he spoke, “Jesus was a Christian, and the son of the one and only god. He personally died for my sins so that I could go to heaven and not suffer in the eternal pit of fire. He was no Buddhist.” Peter was hysterical and shaken by the whole discussion. I thought it wise to drop it before he suffered an aneurysm.


“You’re right, I guess. Jesus was a Christian.”


I had learned long ago that not everyone desires to pierce the veil. Most people take god’s admonition to heart and steer clear of the fruit of the tree of knowledge. It’s safer and more comfortable.


Peter walked away and Marcus smiled. “You may have something there.” Marcus was a kindred soul. He was in his mid-fifties and of mixed ethnic heritage. He read often and had, like me, a zeal for an eclectic mix of knowledge. He was divorced and had been homeless for about five years. We sat there on the concrete wall watching pigeons on the asphalt.

I looked at my friend and we both appreciated the smell.


Just then a young woman walked past. She was about eighteen and wore a tight pink skirt that hugged her hips and cupped the round contours of her firm backside. Two open buttons at the top of her white blouse revealed her chocolate brown cleavage as it shook like a firm Jell-O just coming out of the fridge. And her nipples pressed against the fabric. Her lips parted hello, exposing white teeth for an instant as she strolled by on this extraordinarily hot April evening. A light daub of Poison wafted around her like a sex aura. I looked at my friend and we both appreciated the smell.
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