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To Georgette,

who keeps me grounded

and aloft​​​​​​
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Sorry, but this isn’t your usual kind of book, so no chapters and no table of contents. This is my idea diary for a year, and every entry is exactly one-hundred words in length. In other words, no page wordier than the paragraph you’re reading now. Nevertheless, each forms a complete story, essay, opinion, tirade, tip, etc. They range from the sacred to the profane, the mystical to the worldly, the serious to the ribald and risqué. Some will make you think, some will make you cringe, others maybe make you laugh, but all make you wonder what comes next.
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The Wonders of 100
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Anyone can make their point with a thousand words, but a mere hundred? It seemed like a challenge in focus, discipline, precision, as well as the ruthless restraint that brevity demands. But isn’t 100 the lofty square of the human manual digit count, the base-10 double whammy, the wherewithal of all percentages? Making it my limit, I found it profoundly liberating. Who needs all those words, each striving to flaunt its own importance? As I lie in bed each morning, a new idea sprouts in my head, and as always, the words blossom and grow. Then comes the exquisite pruning.

​​​
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Mystery
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God claims he’s been around forever and he knows everything. But Mystery laughs at God’s braggadocio since God sprang from Mystery. But while Mystery can’t explain things any more than God can, Mystery marvels at its power and its ignorance. It revels in its own mystique. It can make almost anything possible, yet it has no idea where its wondrous powers come from. But Mystery is comfortable with that. It not only realizes the one and only impossible thing, it relishes it. Mystery knows that if it could figure itself out, it would shrivel into a barren ball of knowledge. 
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​​​An Interesting Person
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He’s so educated and experienced, a veritable chattering human three-ring circus, full of charisma and energy and stories. But when science develops a means of telepathy, and we know exactly what’s in each other’s minds, we won’t find him so interesting after all. We’ll only see a poser who’s buffed a fake persona to an eye-catching gleam. We’ll realize what’s inside him is nothing more than what’s inside us. Maybe we’ll even realize that if we freed our own minds, let them soar to the heights that they can, we would find them the most interesting things in the world.
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​​​Cosmic Timepiece
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We stare at the big clock and its elaborate mechanism, at all its whirling gears and wheels and springs. We imagine ourselves tiny parts of it, with our own little wheels and gears, but ones that by their spinning somehow comprehend it all. The scientists among us, with their ever-grinding gears, claim they know something of how it all works. Yet some of us wonder, must everything work the way the clock seems to work? Has our clock fascination stunted our imaginations? Did the clock make us or we make the clock? And is telling the time really that important?
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​​​Faces
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Funny about faces. Sometimes people with the frowniest, unfriendliest-looking ones turn out to be the nicest, most trustworthy persons, while the most smiley and engaging faces often belong to the biggest fakers. Funny, all right, but why shouldn’t the things we use to decipher each other’s feelings highlight the absurdities of being human? Yes, we’re attuned to the tiniest nuances of human faces. We practically dive headlong into the abyss of each other’s eyes in search of the other’s soul gazing back at us. Do we use the most absurdly superficial means to put a face on each other’s self?
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​​Helping
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We strive in this thing we call the world, our gathering place, the stage that our souls act on. It’s the medium of exchange of all that we share, all the ways we help each other. But many of us, most of the time, get caught up in so many things that help no one at all, not even ourselves if we’re honest. But then we happen on a little boy who fell and needs caring for, or we carry an old woman’s groceries for her. And in such moments we realize helping is the most moving thing about life.
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​​​Unconditional Love
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Love without any conditions, any expectations? What is that supposed to be a badge of, superior humanity? Or, dare I say, an inferior variety? I love you no matter what? Freely given love, unearned, unjustified in any way? Would that be the kind of love that causes people to shield their criminal relatives from justice? The kind that causes parents to spoil their children? The kind of love that lets you forgive anything, no matter what? A Christlike love that requires self-sacrifice for its ultimate expression? Is “we love each other because we love each other” such a tawdry proposition?
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​​​Real or What?
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Your mind real? What does that even mean in our no-nonsense age? Aren’t you convinced that real implies things that can be seen, heard, touched, tasted, or smelled, even if only secondarily via scientific instrumentation, in other words, things other than whatever your mind is? — your mind, the very thing that makes any sense out of all those senses. Isn’t your mind a mere phantasm, howbeit conjured up by real things, just the insubstantial, but full of thoughts, product of neurons and electrical impulses doing what comes natural to them? What questions for such a wisp of nothingness to answer!
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​​​Achievement
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Are the achievements that society applauds the greatest achievements? Is the frenzied striving that people require the worthiest of endeavors, enough that it should consume us? Any genius, or anyone else gifted with enough creativity, know-how, and ambition, can wow the world with the next great thing. Meanwhile, meandering in a field, the lowliest halfwit gazes in unthinking awe at a flower or a dead bird or simply at the air. Thrilled by the wonder of existence, devoid of pretense and delusion and judgment, open to the beauty of all things, he lacks the tiniest itch to achieve anything more.
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​​​Half-Asleep Creatures
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Writhing, shape shifting, sprouting elaborately clawed and bejeweled appendages, ever growing and evolving for my delight. I study their parts, their toes and eyes and spines, the curious designs in the twisting tapestries that decorate their bodies. I often fixate on a single shape or structure, study it from every angle, trace its contours, savor its elegance. But I never trouble with the how or why of them, my half-asleep consciousness oblivious to the plodding narrative of cause and effect. Maybe God, from outside of time and space, lets the universe and its evolution delight him in the same way.
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​​​Too Real
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The beautiful young woman seemed wholly familiar, an intimate acquaintance, yet I couldn’t conjure her name. When I absently cupped the soft fullness of her breast, I felt even more embarrassed and immediately withdrew my hand. But she smiled and invited me to touch her again, wherever I wanted, whenever. I stroked her cheek, told her how much I cherished her company and wanted her to be my friend, but I was happy with my wife. Then she backed away from me. She grew sullen and distant. When I woke up, I realized my dream girl had become too real.

––––––––
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​​​Metaphors
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That’s why we’re in the world, for the metaphors. How could we communicate with each other without them? How would we say we get an idea, or fathom it, or under-stand it, or accept it, buy it, or whatever? Even the word idea comes from Latin and Greek words for form and seeing, both worldly fare, even though our ideas could be so much more. What would minds without a world, minds suspended in some amorphous, homogeneous, unimaginably metaphor-less ether, ever have to do or talk about? Or would they forego talking and doing, find satisfaction in simply being themselves?

––––––––
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​​Facing the Dream
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Consider that you may already be in that place you call heaven, nirvana, enlightenment, bliss, or whatever, that it isn’t some future destination, but your present reality, but for whatever reason, you simply don’t realize it. Instead, you dream of striving and conquering, or of dissatisfaction and misery, whatever it takes to keep you focused on the dream. Maybe the way to wake up is simply to let the dream go. But what’s so simple about leaving a dream world you’ve thoroughly convinced yourself is your real world? Maybe start with imagining your way out of it, imagining yourself dreaming.
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​​​Smartass’ Comeuppance
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Everyone could see how pathetic his crazy need for acceptance was. So, why diss him, and even be so mean about it? A superiority thing? Punishment for the sheer effrontery of his existence? At the ritzy party he threw at his house, a “friend” from where he worked, this outspoken smartass, “humorously,” but viciously, trash-talked him at every turn. I was only a peripheral acquaintance of his and felt no real affinity for him myself, but I felt no need to watch anyone hurt him either. Spilling my red wine in his “friend’s” lap only made the best of sense.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​All-Souls God
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Maybe a soul isn’t something that you’re handed on a silver platter by an almighty God you claim to believe in. Maybe you have to grow a soul, go deep into yourself, find your innermost core, then winnow it, shape it, nurture it to the point that it can stand with other souls, be their eternal equal, one with them. Maybe it and they communicating, without words or other worldly distractions, is the true meaning of prayer, maybe even of the mind, the thoughts, the dreams of God. Maybe clinging to a lesser reality is the real meaning of sin.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​“ & % $ # @ ! ”
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Fool, you’ve done it now! You’ve taken that rotting carcass of a word, and like some blustering, know-it-all god breathed new life into it. Now it’s on a rampage, doing its own resurrecting. Writhing and biting, striving with its ill-tempered kind, the friction scorching everyone. You could claim you weren’t yourself, that something overwhelmed you, that blah, blah, blah. Yet there it stands, bigger, stronger, even stupider than its creator, threatening to devour and regurgitate, to rename and redefine you. Your only hope, and the only hope of all its victims, is to drown it in a sea of kinder words.
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​The Door
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When you get lost in the so-called real world, get caught up in all its hustle and bustle, in all its nonsense, just remember that somewhere in the back of your mind, or maybe near the limits of your peripheral vision, but always somewhere, is that door. You might not be able to pass through the door yet, but you can always peep through it, get some sense of what’s on the other side. If your mind’s eye stares and squints hard enough, you can even glimpse your real self there, even see everyone else’s too. So, remember that door.

––––––––
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​​​Last Thoughts
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The EMTs seem to be playing with you. One’s bouncing your chest, rocking you to sleep, the other’s shouting some gibberish. It’s like you’re a baby again, being jostled by careless nursemaids. Who knew today would be your last? It’s just how things go, right. Of course you know what’s happening, even if they don’t yet. It’s all so familiar. How many times have you been here before? And the pain, the sadness, all the drama, when it’s so natural and inevitable? And yes, suddenly you do see your last life pass before your eyes, but who’s looking backward now?
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Just Ride It


[image: ]




Stop thinking in your usual way. Whatever that way is, it’s become stale and brittle. Same tired ideas, same logic, always the same predictable conclusions? No wonder people stagnate, get bored, depressed, even suicidal. You need to let your unconscious rear, take the reins, do its thing. Then, like a tiny jockey on a great, galloping beast of a horse, ride it, but with blinders on the jockey. Blur your mind, choke off the words, go with the flow of your unconscious. Let that raging stallion carry you where it will. You’re only along for the ride of your life. 
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​​​Bonerpart
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He was as short and rotund as the emperor himself. When he strutted about the stage in his flamboyant uniform, everyone howled with laughter. Yet his conquests surpassed those of the legendary lovers. When he unveiled his magnificent endowment, even men’s jaws dropped. Ladies would swoon. Yet even one so gifted couldn’t flaunt himself willy-nilly — no pun intended — in polite society. So, his lot was the stage. But how better to entice adventurous ladies to “ascend him,” as they would boast to their peers? When he died, every lady who’d known him would fondly recall her fling with the emperor.

​
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​​​Young Jesus
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When Jesus was only a boy, he could do wondrous things. Not any wondrous thing he wanted, but when he was really moved by someone, he could do whatever it took to help the person. All Jesus knew was that when he felt deeply for someone, then he concentrated on what that person needed, it somehow happened. With more practice, he found he hardly needed to concentrate at all, yet he still couldn't understand why he could perform such miracles. He figured God must be behind it, but he wondered why God would first need him to care about someone.
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Self-Confidence
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Knowing you can do something, and do it well, makes all the difference. Not thinking or believing or hoping or feeling you can but knowing you can, knowing as in without a doubt. So, how to get this thing called self-confidence? Some people seem to manufacture it out of thin air. Where else would it come from when they’re obviously unworthy of it? Or maybe they’re convinced of it by those who claim to love them. The real thing, genuine self-confidence, the kind that lets a person truly excel, is the personification of excelling. It must be born in you.
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​​​White God Dead?
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When he drifted awake, found himself floating in cloudy whiteness, he thought he’d finally left the world of black and white and every mongrel shade in-between and was now in a pure-white heaven, for white people only, all created in the image of the pure-white God. But to his horror, a dark-faced nurse entered the intensive care unit. Other dark people ministered to him throughout the day too. One doctor — or so he claimed — had skin as black as night. Till finally someone else loomed before him, a monstrous black angel welcoming him to the hell of his own making.

––––––––
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​​​The Key
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The thing about human beings, the strutting, blustering fools who dominate the Earth, is that they believe they can come to know everything, that it’s just a matter of applying their genius and perseverance. The idea that some things, if not ultimately all things, cannot be fathomed by their vaunted minds is their worst nightmare. They can only go to sleep at night by banishing any thought of their conceptual impotence to the realm of things too ludicrous to ever be taken seriously. And for them, the most loathsome denizen of that realm is humility, the key to all understanding.
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