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On the Bus
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Yesterday on the bus, while I was quickly searching my pockets for the change I had misplaced, and the bus was fast approaching my stop, what seemed to be a short fat boy left his seat and bulled into me to get past.  It seemed intentional.  I then, before I had even found the change in my pockets, stepped forward onto his foot, crushing it with that half-inadvertence that tries to better position itself for a departure.  Even before I found my money, so intent was I on getting him back.  Both of us, I felt, knew that what I had done was not unintentional.  Finally, I found my money just before the bus pulled up to the stop.  He got off first and I strode past him only to find that we both were going to cross the street at the same time.  It was then that we caught each other's eye simultaneously.  He stood at an angle.  He was short, stocky, and had a military cap on.  Rather older looking than a student, but dressed like one.  He then limped across the street almost forgetting me—he was crippled.  I didn't know what to think of having crushed his foot so decisively.  Only, was it the good one I had stepped on, or the lame foot?
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The Orange
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Repeatedly I sunk the knife into the orange as it rolled across the table further and further away from me the more I stabbed it. The juice rose in beads each time I withdrew the knife, and gradually left a trail anyone could follow to the orange.  Its pulp soon collapsed and left only the torn rind on the table.  The skin had indeed merged with the flesh; the sacs seem all to have been broken open and unable to give the torn orange the structure it had before.  It was an abortion of an orange.  A piece of fruit miscast.  A miscarriage.  It no longer looked like an orange, but like something that had suffered repeated collisions and released the vital juices beneath it with no longer a desire to function as anything identifiable.  Disgusted with having so distorted the orange, with having changed its identity, I cocked my head and as best I could licked up the trail of juice it made on the table.  What were the orange live could be called wiping up the trail of fear that it had left behind.
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The Hemophiliac
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The hemophiliac walk through the world is a constant series of dangers.  Projecting points, tables’ edges, the snaps on women's dresses, sheets of paper, blades of grass.  The very ground he walks on in a moment he could be tumbling towards.  The softest earth that seems to hold no danger in a moment will trip him and exact the libation it desires.  The ground, having passed the day when portions of it were consecrated, exacts its rights from the hemophiliac, the easy mark who in an instant will spill blood for it.  And how many years will one track of land wait for the hemophiliac, how many bunches of flowers will it support, and how much practice will it get absorbing rainfall?  And how it will finally disdain it as not the real thing.  All the time waiting for drops of blood that are no longer poured willingly on it, but that it must trip the hemophiliac up for.
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Politeness
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He was very polite. As a matter of fact he asked me in the best English if he could smoke.  Of course, I said yes, but looked away shyly and embarrassed.  At his English, because of his politeness, I don't know from what.  But why did I then look down at his foot, out of the corner of my eye, and imagine I saw his shoe off and only his gray stocking?  The thought of this rudeness—without even asking—this impoliteness irritated me. I wanted to show my displeasure, though as before I could hardly look at his feet for fear of arousing my indignation even further.  I then thought of swinging my boot down past the gray folds of his trousers onto his unprotected foot.  Pretending simply to be finding a more relaxed position for my crossed legs, when just before that I noticed to my surprise that his shoe was not off, but that it had been tucked under his seat just enough that with the support of his matching folds of pants I had gotten the impression that his shoe was off.  I then realized that I had wanted to see his shoe off, to take offense at him for the politeness he had trapped me into.
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An Amputee
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An amputee, sitting next to me on the train, keeps a one arm vigilance over his stump. Though I steal a glance at it, it is not long enough to allow it to sprout in my imagination either a hand or the missing fingers.  I am always intrigued by missing body parts—intrigued over their place of absence.  Now he's covering up the stump with a magazine, a cheap magazine.  I wonder who chopped off his hand.  And for what reason—stealing?  Merciless thought.  But no mercy can put the hand back on.  So why not?  It is a godless loss, and no god can restore it.  But why doesn't he have prosthetics done?  But then what of my natural impressions, what would that artificiality do to them?  Do you suppose he had me in mind when he didn't have the work done?  Maybe my response that he's feeling now is a deterrent to such restorative thoughts.  And maybe he keeps it unclad, exiting pinkly and swallowed (it looks as if the skin is swallowing itself), just to stir my imagination.  Droll thought, but that is not all!  What if I just reached over and kissed it!  Do you think the moisture of my lips would animate it, make it grow fingers that would reach into my mouth for my tongue and pull on it admiringly as a lifesaver?  A no more repugnant idea could occur to me.  And that is just why I think it.  There he's covered up his arm again.  Earlier he tried smoking, and now he's stopped after I coughed in my throat—a forced cough—he put it out half-lit.  He must have some feelings.  I imagine a relationship between us. Perhaps a friendship over his handlessness. What an intimate basis for friendship to take hold, where my thoughts grasp what his body can't handle.  Now he's pulled his sleeve down and is leaning over it with his free arm.  He's playing the maiden, I can tell, but this time I look the other way.
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Hand
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I mistakenly said, “You have a large hand.” His reply was, “No, I don't think so.” Then putting his hand up to have mine join it in measurement, I was forced to make contact with him. (I quickly realized my mistake.) Feeling his cold clammy skin against mine, chills raced down my spine, all I wanted to do was wash my hand as soon as possible.  I held it under the table, apart from the rest of my body, not letting it touch it until I had an excuse to leave him—the coldness, the clamminess stayed with me, clung to me.  What is the reason I was so revolted by this simple contact with a fellow human being?  I don't think I inspire the same kind of abomination in him; in fact, he was eager for such contact.  And why should his skin be any different than mine, any more loathsome, abominable?  Is it because he is unattractive, or wears thick glasses, or is not a woman?  And it is not something I can control, I have no bad thoughts or opinions of him—it has nothing to do with anything intellectual or thought out—it is purely tactile, in the skin itself.  But how is it that I know the injustice, the unfairness of this, and still can remain feeling unjust or unfair?  Because there are injustices beyond our control.  That we must live with and abide in ourselves, even though they contradict what is otherwise our moral nature.  We try to be good and fair, but our skin—against our will—crawls with an opposite intention.
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