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            "Those who are able to see past the shadows and lies of their culture will never be understood, let alone believed by the masses."

                                                                 Plato

      

    


AMERICAN PATRIMONY 

The psychologist’s office was in the same building as a high-priced law firm. I pushed the intercom and was buzzed inside. The loud clank of the door, latching behind me like a cell block, echoed through the lobby. A grey marble floor flecked with white veins. The walls and ceilings were painted white. I stepped inside the empty elevator. Her office was on the fourth floor. It hummed as it rose. The doors split open. I walked out and stood in front of a large brown wooden door. The brass nameplate read, Dr. Rivera. I pushed the button. An old electric hammer struck a metal bell, ding, dong.

A short, slim woman opened the door. She wore a black blouse buttoned to the top, and a long gray skirt down to her ankles. Her fine straight hair, parted in the middle, hung to her shoulders. The silver chain around her neck held a silver crucifix. Small round tortoise shell glasses, her bright green eyes met mine.

“I am Dr. Rivera.” We shook hands. “This way.”

I followed her down a corridor that led to her office. Bookshelves left and right filled to capacity. She sat behind an oak desk, her back to the window. The afternoon sunlight muted by drawn curtains. There was a wooden chair in front of the desk and a couch. I thought couches in shrinks’ offices were a thing of the past. Maybe Dr. Rivera was old school, but not old.  Late thirties at most, hardly a crease on her face or forehead.

“It is highly irregular to see a patient under these circumstances. Normally, I’d have said no. But you insisted, and you sounded desperate.”

“Sorry. Yes. I guess I am.”

“I have to ask you a very important question, however, before we begin.”

“Ok.”

“In the course of this therapy, is there a possibility you will disclose any crimes committed?”

“Crimes, no. Not even a parking ticket.”

“Ok. Good. Now, please fill out the questionnaire, the medical information, and sign where indicated.”

She handed me a clipboard with the papers. Name, social security number, address, etc. Then the mental health questions: do you hear voices? are you a special agent from God? have you had previous visits to mental health professionals? A checklist of complexes and phobias. I marked my answers. My first time with a shrinker. No complexes. No phobias. I wrote my name, social security number. Handed her the clipboard.

“Robert Eisenhart, Jr., No middle name?”

“None.” I gave her my driver’s license.

She took a photo of it with her cell phone. Stacked the papers on her desk.

“Now, tell me what is troubling you?” She folded her hands.

“I don’t know how to begin. It's a little embarrassing and confusing.”

“It’s Ok. No one will know what is said here. You’re safe to discuss anything. ” 

She had a yellow legal pad tipped away from me and she wrote something down. 

I explained the blackout at Coaches bar, the invitation and the shunning. That I had no recollection of doing what was told to me. 

“I came to talk to you, to find out why it happened. I don’t understand it. Do you think you can you help me?”

“I’ll do what I can, of course.” She wrote on the pad. “What do you remember from your childhood?”

“My childhood? Not a lot. Mostly, just being afraid all the time.”

“Why were you afraid?”

“My father was an alcoholic. Everyone’s dad was an alcoholic back then. But he was mean, real mean. He beat us. There was a lot of that on the farms. But it wasn’t discipline. It was intense violence.”

“What do you mean?”

“Scary. He stalked us. Like prey. Spied on us. Appeared out of no where. Silent. A punch in the face. I never saw anyone move and not make a sound. He was fast. Some crazy Vietnam shit he brought back with him. One time my brother and I snuck to the neighbor’s farm. We had a crush on his daughter, Maureen. We threw pebbles at her window. Before she looked out, I was hit in the face with a large chunk of sod hurled at me from the dark. Pete was pelted with stones.

We ran back to the farm. Dad was there with a tree limb an inch in diameter. He whipped us all the way home. It was terrifying.”

Dr.Rivera sat silent for a moment. 

She had heard worse I was sure.

“How often did this happen?”

“All the time.”

“Was there any sexual abuse?”

“My sister. She was a special person, you know.”

“Special how?”

“Retarded.”

“How did you know she was being abused?”

“When we were little, my brother and I were going through my father’s things. We found pictures of her naked on mom and dad’s bed.”

“Did you ever see your father abusing your sister?”

“No. I never saw or heard anything. She told me many years later what had happened. I felt horrible for teasing her about those naked pictures. I didn’t know. I was too little to understand.”

“It wasn’t your fault.”

She looked at me over the pad.

“Did he ever abuse you or your brothers?”

“No. Never.”

“Did your mother do anything.”

“No. Nothing. She became a Jesus freak, always praying and reading the Bible. Her escape from reality, I guess. Jesus worked for her. But there was no Jesus to save us.”  

Dr. Rivera wrote a few notes on her pad.

“What about your marriage?”

“It was mostly good. We drifted apart.” That’s what people called it these days. Drifting apart. Slogans. Slogans explained everything.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2
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I lied to the shrink. My wife left me several years back for some internet troll that sent her dick pics and promised the highlife. He turned out to be a fraud. But, I still lost the house anyway, moved into a shitty apartment, and paid my child support until the kids were out of college.       Gone.

Got their own lives. 

Never called, unless they needed money.

I bought fixer-uppers and worked as a salesman for a local home improvement contractor. Ten percent commission. Good money. Enough to get mortgages from the bank. I had been remodeling my own houses then selling them for a profit. I lived in them two years to avoid capital gains tax. Each time I bought a larger, more expensive house.

Now, I lived in a subdivision of brick homes. All sat on acre lots. Some with swimming pools and some not. Three car garages and sunrooms and white vinyl fences and basketball hoops. It took ten years of hard work and five houses fixed and sold. This was the last one. I’d have nearly eight hundred thousand dollars in cash. I was done. I was out of the rat race. Semi-retiring at forty-eight years old. 

Maybe buy a place in Florida. Golf everyday.

Then attorney called, said the old man had every thing worked out for his burial. All was paid for in advance. Full Military Honors. There were legal papers that needed my signature. Just a formality. He emailed the documents. I read them and signed electronically where indicated. The lawyer mailed all the documents to the farm as instructed. Everything was done on the internet. My food delivered. Beers delivered. TV’s and beds delivered. Anything delivered. I never had to see another human being. Drop the stuff inside the old bus-stop-hut at the end of the lane. It’d stay dry there. Take the obligatory cellphone pictures for evidence and get. 

It was a long drive out to the old family farm and it gave me time to clear my head. I hadn’t thought about the place for years, not since mom died. From South Bend, Indiana to Hecla, Pennsylvania took six hours. First it was the flat cornfields and occasional truck stops for a hundred and fifty mile straight away. Then the perpetual road work on the Ohio Turnpike. Farms melded to cities and back again. Two lanes became three, tar and asphalt smoke, bottle necks and modern Service Centers. Ohio reeked of money. Outside of Youngstown the slow climb to the top of the plateau, and the descent into the Ohio Valley. Then up into the mountains of Western Pennsylvania, on bumpy, pot-hole filed roads. Rolling, curving highways, narrow, winding country roads paved up and down and through the Allegheny Mountains. 

Struck with the beauty of the hills and mountains, having dwelt twenty years on the monotonous flat lands of middle America, on that pervasive blandness that sprawled from Ohio to the Rockies, I felt akin.

My sister Beatrice died of a stroke on her fifty-third birthday. 

Pete right after surviving three tours in the Iraq War. The first one. 

He only lasted two weeks as a civilian when a drunk driver hit him head-on. And the son of a bitch staggered away from the wreck, only scratched and bruised. They gave the dumb bastard fifteen years in the State Penitentiary.

It was just as well. Under the prolonged duress of combat, Pete had returned home a heroin addict.

I turned off the Greensburg exit and must have been daydreaming, on auto-pilot. The long gravel driveway wound up a hill and snaked around another and disappeared into a canopy of pine, oak and maple trees. The fields had gone to seed long ago. Dad had no mortgage to pay and had planted some pine saplings, calling the place a tree farm so there were nearly no taxes. He lived off his social security and disability from the army. That gave him enough for cigarettes, beers, food and satellite TV, until all four of those finally killed him.  

Now the place was mine.

I parked my truck in front of the detached two-car garage. The bushes and weeds hid most of the house except for the front porch and the rusty tin roof. It was an old oak cabin with logs hewn into squares and stacked, each blacken with age, gray mortared seams flashed white in the sun. Black and gray horizontal stripes. The stairs creaked as I walked  onto the porch. I had my old key. For twenty years, I hadn’t been in this house. Not since mom died. I stuck in the key, unlocked the deadbolt and turned the knob. I pushed. The hinges let out a groan.

I switched on the light. The hinges whined, again, until the door banged shut against the jamb.

The kitchen was the same as I remembered. Small four burner gas stove, white refrigerator and a small countertop with sink. I stepped into the living room. The old green couch and love seat, the cigarette-burned coffee table. The gun case full of shotguns and rifles. 

It was quiet except for the buzz of the fluorescent light. Everyone was dead but me. Thought I smelled was some kind of stench in the room, maybe a dead animal behind the wall.       The odor got stronger. 

My heart thumped. It felt claustrophobic in there, in that stale air. 

I got outside. Gulped in the fresh air and calmed down. I went back and shut off the light and locked the door. Got in the truck and drove to a cheap motel and spent the night.

His body was at Baker Funeral Home. He had been dead for a couple of days when the meter-reader found him face down in the front yard. The autopsy said he had a massive heart attack. I was told he didn’t suffer. But, how the hell could they know that? I didn’t understand why people felt the need to say those things. Maybe they were trying to convince themselves, staring at the own bleak futures. Death was the inventor of denial and religion.

The funeral director named Pat McCann greeted me when I entered. He was small, old, bald, with a thin white mustache wearing a black suit with a grey tie. He took me to his office.

“It has all been arranged by your father. He made all his burial choices years ago. All paid for by insurance. His final resting place Allegheny National Cemetery. A military funeral with Full Military Honors.”

“Yes, I know, the lawyer informed me.”

“Once we knew what day you were arriving, I arranged the service.”

“Yes, of course. What time?”

“At one o’clock tomorrow.”

“Who will perform the service?’

“An Army Chaplin.”

The Allegheny National Cemetery was a collection of graveyards over ten football fields wide and two deep. All tree-lined with the same white monolithic tombstones, right and left as far as the eye could see. Sequestered tokens of lives wasted, loyalty misplaced. The American regime bamboozled its citizens, indentured them into mock-freedom to camouflage what it still was: a Company town. 
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