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CHAPTER ONE

​
Lovely Day

 


​ It's 6:25. My alarm
is going to go off in exactly five minutes. I hate when this
happens. It always happens. My body is somehow built that it
jumpstarts with precisely five minutes before the alarm. But I
treasure those five minutes. They are the only five minutes of
certainty I have. That small period of time when I am calm yet
eager, that brief moment in time when things slow down and you calm
yourself. You are waiting for a truth to happen. It's like a window
that opens to what life should really be like. Living the rush as
it actually unfolds, growing with it, sharing,
rejoicing.

I smell the cold. Its gentle creep swaying
through the air, carrying a black shiver. It's wrapping me from my
feet up until it reaches the very tip of my nose.

6:30. The alarm goes off. It's Bill Withers. I
think...yeah it's definitely "Lovely Day". Cheerful. I remember
playing this to her one August day at the beach. She liked it and
asked me to play it a second time. That was a good day. Today would
probably not be as good.

I have to get out of bed now. First thing
first, my bladder is pressuring me.

I get out of bed and stretch. I love
stretching. It reminds me of childhood. The same goes for yawning
to. I don't know why. I'm weird that way.

The floor in my bathroom is ice cold. It's the
kind of cold that hurts. You don't feel it right away but then it
hits you and the pain is crippling. My bathroom is tiny, but it has
everything I need. The previous owner even managed to squeeze in a
small tub. There's a sink, a mirror and a small shelf. On the shelf
is my toothbrush, a Gillette razor and half a cigarette. I love a
man's simplicity. I never could understand how women could need so
many little bottles and colored jars, so many lotions and oils,
face creams, hand creams, exfoliating creams, regenerating creams.
It's like they're ill-tempered undead, in constant need of repairs
to blend in. There's a good movie by John Carpenter that it always
reminds me of.

The mirror is telling me I've grown old. But I
don't feel old. I can't feel old. Not until I find her. It's 6:45.
I'm starting to get hungry. Where's my cigarette? I know it's not
good to smoke on an empty stomach but old habits die hard. I don't
remember where I left my coat last night. And my glasses. I never
thought I would end up with glasses. I though I was the lucky one
in the family that would be able to escape this shortsighted
genetic curse. Because everybody else in the family seemed to have
this problem. My mom, my dad, my grandparents had quite funny
looking ones, all of my aunts and uncles. My family was like this
god-given gift for ophthalmologists. And I seemed to be my clan's
greatest hope. I was the one that would break the chain. The chosen
one. Because they all were wearing glasses from very early ages, so
by the time I reached college and still could see with an eagle's
skill I managed to secure a truly special spot in my family's
history. But as I came to realize, with time, no one escapes their
destiny. Plus, now I understand the irony of a shortsighted man
searching for his glasses.

There's the coat. Better hurry because my
stomach is starting to make that gnawing sound again. I never knew
how or why the human stomach could make such weird sounds. When I
was a kid I used to practice controlling the sounds and trying to
play the radio tunes. I don't do that anymore.

I open the door and walk out. I like the
building I live in. and believe me if you could see it you would
have a hard time believing it. But if you look really close, if you
take the time to share your time with it, to get to know its story,
you always find something that makes it all worth it.

Take my hallway for example. It's long, more
than a hundred feet, but it's very narrow. It feels like a wound
healing. If you stare down along its way you can feel it slowly
closing. There's a musty smell from the old raggedy carpet on the
floor. But somehow I find it has a certain familiarity about it
that's very comforting to me. The walls are covered with magazine
and newspaper cutouts and pictures. It started out as a kid's
schools project and people thought it looked good and just went on
adding stuff to it. It has been given life. Piece by piece, people
shared time and energy with this building. I like it better
now.

But the best part about my building is at the
very end of my hallway. There, on a tall painted glass window, in
the hot summer dusk, breathes in the most beautiful light my eyes
were blessed to witness. It represents a scene from Heaven with all
its glory. With children dancing in the glory of God on a fresh
green meadow and the most beautiful flowers and trees blooming with
joy and exaltation. The tiny shards of colored glass fill the
opposing staircase with a kaleidoscopic light shimmering all the
way down. That warmth it manages to radiate and the tranquility are
what made me fall in love with it. It's the only place where you
seem to be climbing down into Heaven.

And just before I reach the top of the stairs,
I stop at the last door on the hall. I stop and listen to the
honey-dripping music that comes out. My neighbor is Persian. He has
one of the most incredible voices I have ever heard. It's soothing
and yet powerful enough to stir up feelings I never thought I would
be able to feel again. Every morning he takes fifteen minutes to
sing, as pure and as true as he can. I always admired that. The
dedication, the strength and the devotion to one's calling -- I
never seemed to have any particular set of skills or talents to
manifest. I was able to do about everything at an acceptable
level.

But there is one thing that made me special and
no one knew about it. But I wasn't the kind of special that you
have to be careful about the words you use around me. You didn't
have to worry about making strange noises that would send me
throbbing to the ground kicking and screaming. I was special
because I never forgot stuff. I know it doesn't seem very uncommon
or unique, as all of us store vast amounts of information and
emotions in the neatly ordered cabinets of our minds. We all
remember our first kiss, the first time we shared a beer with our
dad and the feeling of becoming a man we got from that experience.
Our first teacher, the first girl that smiled at us, the first
stolen cigarette we ever smoked. We remember bad and good feelings
alike, we don't discriminate and we can not make a selection of
what we wish to remember and what we want to erase completely. We
simply cannot or aren't really willing to do so. It is the way we
are built, its part of our mechanism. But as our time on this earth
stretches, and the complexity of our lives deepens, we start
unconsciously to select. It's the way our mind protects itself
against pain, against useless information, it's the way we can keep
going on without wallowing too much in the past.
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