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A Kiss in Time

 By Pat Henshaw

From the time I knew the difference between
spray paint and a soda can, I’ve wanted to be a muralist. When I
was a kid, my mom and I would walk back to our apartment through
the dingy streets of downtown, past monumental brick walls painted
with gateways to better places.

On 12th Street, a group of
stylized children beckoned me to a pristine playground where
everyone was happy and smiling. The painted paradise was signed
Mo’e. One day, I promised myself, I’d be Mo’e and give other kids a
dream like the one he’d given me.

After my mom died, I began my career as a
tagger, got caught, went to juvie, got out, tagged again, went back
to juvie, and got out. At seventeen I recognized the revolving
door, so got a job selling stuff to tourists in Old Town.

Ten years later, I was still selling crap,
but I saw an ad saying the local Arts Commission was looking for
area artists. I was stoked until I read that only artists with
college degrees or a “significant body of juried work” were even
eligible to apply. Talk about a bummer.

With a juvie record, but no recent tagging,
and no “significant body of juried work,” I was feeling
hopeless.

Yeah, I was living the life. Selling stuff by
day, tending bar or partying, drinking, fucking by night. But life
was like a hamster wheel. I wasn’t getting anywhere on my dream. I
was just marking time like I’d done in juvie. Something had to
give.

A coworker, a cute little preppy named
Monika, told me about the City College art program.

“Eric, you can make contacts there and work
on your art.” She bounced from foot to foot, making me a little
more hyper.

“Moni, I’m too old. I’ve almost gunned down
thirty.”

“Naw, you look like you’re eighteen,” she
said with a giggle. “You get carded all the time.”

True. At twenty-one I’d gotten a DMV ID to
prove I was of age. Now I worked for a club and felt sorry for the
guys like me who looked like perpetual kids.

“Besides, who cares?” she asked. “You could
suck up some classes for your dream job, right?”

When I remembered myself as a little boy who
wanted to step through the brick walls and live in another world, I
realized she was right. So what if I was the oldest guy in my
classes? If I could push through the wall and touch my dream, it
was worth it, right?
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