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			This book is dedicated and created in the conscious memory of a hero of social troubles...

			In loving memory of John Shick. That who committed suicide by committing a shooting spree at the place...

		

	
		
			12 speed… 
Ride Intuit…

		

	
		
			The WARD’d

			Brian is sitting on the bed in the empty room as a lady walks in. She has a name tag and a clipboard. 

			“Brian?” She asks, “Are you Brian?”

			“Yes” He responded looking up from a blank stare at the wall. “Are you here to tell me I can leave?” He asks and laughs “Maybe we are having some.. leaving issues?” Brian laughs.. as he points to the wall.. “looks like an off white peach, but not pink.. Fancy..”

			The nurse squints across the room and pauses. “No, I don’t think.. You can leave when the doctors say so...um I’m here to...” She pauses again.

			“Oh.. You don’t think?” Brian questions and laughs again..

			“Would you like to talk to me for a minute?” -She asks slowly..

			“Do I really have a choice?” -Brian asks

			“Well, Brian if you don’t want to talk with me now I’ll have to keep a note of that and come back another time. It says you haven’t been taking any medication that the doctors prescribe.” -Nurse

			“I don’t know what the hell type of medications ya’ll think you want to play with but .. I’m fine.. Or maybe something.. is wrong with me.. I keep having this ringing problem in my ears.. regardless of what I think or whatnot .. and my neck hurts.. or something..” -Brian

			“Have you been hearing voices or anything?” - The nurse asks as she motions with some paperwork..

			“Hearing voices?” -Brian leans back a bit..  “Is there some reason why I’m not supposed to be hearing voices?”

			The nurse looks up “Excuse me?”

			Brian thinks.. “Is there some reason I shouldn’t be able to hear people’s voices?”

			The nurse answers - “oh no.. I meant ..voices that aren’t there..”

			Brian laughs into a coughing cluster of hacks and acts dramatic.. “Can I hear people that aren’t supposed to be here?.. What the fuck? Are you saying that .. I’m not supposed to be here? Or.. I’m not supposed to be able to hear what you asked me? Because if this is some type of riddle of sexual prowess..  I think I need to be able to hear voices..” -Brian

			The nurse stands to cross the room towards the door while scratching a note..

			“No, you must’ve been... doing something..” The nurse says strangely and squinting and sits on the empty bed across from him.

			“It was just anxiety… I think..” He says while taking in a big breath “I think it was.. I mean, I’m pretty sure it was..  like a panic attack.” 

			“When did this happen?” She asked Brian and scratched at notes as if he was third eye blind or something..

			Brian Responds - “Somewhere between my death making more sense than my life combined with an empty hope for success..” 

			“Well, that’s what I want to talk about with you then.. Why do you think that happened?” - The nurse claims..

			“Well... I keep getting this weird dream..” -Brian

		

	
		
			The Hallway

			“Brian.. Brian, Hello .. You there?” 

			She stands over him as he looks up confused and she looks back snickering.. 

			“Well, what happened? Looks like you got a cut on your head..” -she said

			Brian looks around from the ground and rugs up to a staggering stunt of remembering what..

			Wrinkling his nose into the setting sunshine as he points at the streetlamp on the sidewalk. “No, um.. Oh Yeah, I must’ve run into this light-post.” -he claims while reaching up and feeling the cut on his head... 

			The young girl responded with a bright laughter that snickered into a kackling at hymn like a green day that was stoned for the temple of pilots..

			“I was trying to tie my shoe and I swerved and didn’t see it.. I think.. Or did I?” -Brian Contended and rubbing his head..

			“You were trying to tie your shoe while the bike was moving?” She asks “And where’d this bike come from?” ..

			“What does it matter? I don’t know. I just found it or something..” Brian throws his hands up in the air and falls back into the grass next to the park he was riding out from.. “Sheeeesh, it got caught on the chain guard or something..”

			“Did you steal it?” -She insists in question..

			“What?” -He raps back at the girl.. “What the hell does it matter to you? Where the heck were you going to?”

			“I was just walking to the band music thang at the park..” And then I saw you on the ground..” She responds mudhoney’d as it gets..

			Brian gets back up and grabs up the bike .. “Maybe, I stole it..  But, I think it really needed some real love at any rate of coincidence.” He persists as he picks the bike up into a hoisted position ha-side of himself.. Holding the bike like a phone.. Brian grins still considering in himself the possibilities between 2 types coincidences’ and the perfect timings’..

			“Bring-Bring-bring me a world of .. May I take your order? Brian spins the wheel of the bike closest to his reach ..apeer-ing to eyeball nothing with no focus at all and echoes into the wheel as it fans the breeze that smooths through the park with ease..

			She leans towards him. “Did it respond? What did it say? Is anything there?”

			He laughs and spins the wheel again as he sets the bike back down.. “Oh, OK.. So, I don’t think that.. Maybe, nothing responded..”

			The girl questions Brian like a smashed pumpkin that regrets spoiled seeds and she inquires as if it really mattered. “What the hell do you mean? Maybe, nothing responded?”

			“Oh well..” says Brian “If i could sell you an abandoned barn and on the receipt I could remind you to pray for Jesus as a tax relief fund.. Would that be a compliment for me or them or anybody?” 

			She shouts back- “You’re not making sense.” 

			“What’s the difference between nonsense and perfect sense?” -Brian trials “Sometimes I think I’m not a person.. Just a thing.. Sounds like I just lost my job.. I think I’d fire you for fake problems that peddle sneaky suspicions..” 

		

	
		
			Pool’d over

			Candid sights for sore eyes as Brian wakes to find himself slowly aware of where he is.. He rolls off the couch onto the floor as a blanket wrapped around his leg drags and pulls against his purpose into a relinquished stretch.. Crawling a bit to reach an old TV sitting on the desk.. 

			The TV snaps a loud hiss as he reaches to turn the volume down.. Perhaps that.. He thought he would just test the thing and see if it was even plugged in.. Flipping through the channels that may have been worth watching.. But the static appeared to blink and fade as though the tuning ability was not a possibility.. Looking toward the living room he could see the bike near the door.. The TV then tuned a channel suddenly in a static wave of a war movie of some sounds and explosions.. Then it seemed to be re-channeled to another strange sound that was more war effects as the picture puzzled in pixelated waves until.. Brian switched the old tube off from its streamlined crunch of viz-hoo-walled-buzz.. Diluted static of the early sunlight barely creeping into the house .. 

			As Brian found this morning morally fused with thoughts and his eyes still bugged from a vexed and temporarily troubled insinuation.. Like the wilded history pointed through the known entrapments of the rude instances of intuition.. It was .. About long enough to hear the screen door squeak as Brian was looking at the bike on the porch and snagging up his backpack.. He looked back at the old TV as it was a reminder of.. another times’ taste of sharing what they love.. A war machine’d of mastery for the “tuff as nails” propaganda.. that seemed to be intact.. Perhaps there are the best moments in our lives .. If you were a Radiostar ..you would remember them.. with a killer’s scent of question.. They say that.. And many things in life are like riding a bike.. Once you have.. you should know what to expect.. As the money reasons they war to hymn as he was.. that he found that.. riding a bike was better than walking.. To what we thought.. when it comes to traveling the commune of now-here in particular to go.. And so.. 

			Riding any direction into somewhere he had never been was a home to how a moment felt to Brian when he had thought of it. Riding west would be ok for at least 1000 miles or so and so.. Could put some wind beneath the rubber and reflectors slapped with paint.. All secured to go.. And all together and over a moment that became a day-long ride into the road that reads like western philosophy made from a scientific emotional displacement.. or even like a new flavor for a baked potato experiment ..about power conditioning.. At minimum the equation tenders availability into conveniences with a gas station at the end of every sentence.. And as he slowed to a stop and let the bike rest to the wall of the side of the station.. He reaches into his bag to recover the empty water bottle and strolls tired into the store with everything as it should be.. and as if it was all a meant to be.. a mistake of perfection about the beautiful side of a blind faith.. 

			A voice laughs up a comment from nowhere .. “You look as beat as a ripe sweatband”.. The brickwall reads a tag made for the omage of the past tense from a cheap paint-can sprayed like..

			“BLOoD SWeaT and Road Dust..”

			A method of house warming for the taught mindset in the art of path making insights.. Something like the recognition of how or who may be making dust and or eating it.. and what all that could mean.. And the sound of a voice that seemed to scratch the focus from the way he listened and sharp as fresh air..

			“I may have imagined myself about a million times over all of these sumtioned ways of could be, like persuading in the chances of happenstances’.” -The voice troubles..

			“What the?” Brian looks around for a voice.. what sounded like a ripoff that decided to go pro haircut.. Brian’s eye’s blink 182 until he can see a stringy being of a man of who’s voice somewhat exploited the time and space continuum .. “Are you the DJ or something?” Brian asks as he fills the water bottle from the walls’ nozzle outside the dead-head of a gas station..

			The man appears to crawl a bit from around the side of a dumpster.. seeming to fit between the glare of the sun about the shadows and the steel structuring of the huge monstrous.. been there before..

			“Awkward in any case..” The man mutters to and about. “Does this mean the store is closed?” The man asks the kid.. and laughing like a toy gun from the 70’s sounds .. 

			“Better watch out for that hoes’ water kid.. If I could.. I would warn ya about that.. That shit is dirty” ..

			Brian sidesteps .. “I think maybe.. That maybe.. the parents could be over-rated..” Brian twists the water faucet and relinquishes it with slogs and chugs..

			“So is that the case they gave ya?” The creature of a man hops down to the ground. “I don’t see how I could be the DJ.. But, I think people do.. I mean.. a.. they do sometimes call me the potato man..” 

			The old man gasps and roars a chuckle. “Yeah sometimes life is a well processed incentive that has a long shelf life .. Then the nother somebody will be telling you to avoid the processed foods, but then making sure you take a multivitamin.. What the hack did they get a vitamin from? Vitamin trees? Every since people been working with the computers they can’t find reality enough to afford the appearances.. Are you one of those new age hacker kids?”

			Brian squints back into the sun setting.. “New age? I think maybe I could be.”

			“Well than skip a license and work for free .. dumb!” The potato man cracks off gaspin laughs wide open..  “Do ya Get it? FREE DUMB! Ha  ha ..”

			Hacker Brian stairs off. “If how I looked was the judge of how I felt .. it might be as valuable as scratching a cute coochie or something..?” 

			“Well why wouldn’t it be? Nothing is free is what they say but..” answers the man as Brian continues staring off.. “The insinuation would be socially a no Profit margin.. I think maybe I should feel lucky but I don’t want to enjoy it.. I mean.. What’s lucky? Is it up to me or is society deciding about it all?..” Hacker Brian contests as if trying out for the misfits .. “What’s my luck? Who decides the lucky rules?” Brian apeere’d to demand a response..

			The potato’s voice groans a bit.. “Well, if you aren’t sure then just don’t say anything.. it could be that crazy sound garden as the poor people comply by raging against the machine..”

		

	
		
			Pool’d over

			The sound of a large truck seemed to hover around Brian and rumbling the ground as the truck parked close to the building where Brian was sleeping under the old 10 speed.. He had leaned it against the back-wall.. The rims and bike frame war like bars of his cage and he looks up from the protection of his double hooded sweatshirt to see a person in the cab of the delivery truck moving around and then the door pops open.. and a fog of cigarette smoke puffs about the air mixed with the organic stankolang of burning diesel.. 

			The driver looks at the young man stooped from his sleep.. “Hey.. You hungover or just a wanderer?”..

			The short driver lights up a cigarette and offers any cigs for Brian with a common persisting wake up offering.. “I wouldn’t have parked so close but I didn’t see ya.. All I saw was the bike..” ..

			Brian waves a half cared motion laying back down into stillness.. “Yeha, I’ll smoke it in a minute.. just leave one on the ground..”  

			The driver drops a couple of cigarettes on the ground next to the bike tire.

			“Hey man, you want a coffee?” ..The man offers.. “I make serious custom coffee and cream and I got it with me.. I make it .. I call it.. The Great Moses..

			Brian moans.. “No ma.. schools out for summer..”

			But, the Driver crabs on .. “Common you gotta try this one mate.. What’s ya name?” The driver reaches into the truck and tosses a fresh papercup toward Brian and the cup bumps off the rim spokes of the bike as a rolling, hollowed sound next to him.. He then he reaches to pick up the cup.. 

			“It’s just you, the cheap loner bike riding champ?” The man asks in the pretense of intent as a shared sonic youth..

			“The Great Moses..” Brian repeats back grinning like a spin doctor and leaning up more and sitting up..

			“Yeah Well..” Marks’ back the man.. It’s just milk and honey.. But this is my favorite.. this blueberry honey.. It’s your lucky morning Mate! Man you gunna love this!”..

			“Blueberry honey?” Brian’s tiredly interests wake’d him as he pushed the bike to the side and scoots into a sitting slaggard.. then rubbing his eyes as the driver digs around the truck for somethings’.. 

			“Well I never.. Heard.. anybody complain.. about a Great Moses in any form that I make it.. I decided this combo is the big blue virgin.. So, I guess it would be more rightly the.. The Big Blue Moses.. Maybe that sounds too much, but it was originally that.. I made it.. the milk and honey coffee Moses with blueberries.. but then I found this blueberry honey and I am in love..” 

			The driver pours between hot water and other things and turns with cigarette smoke foo fighting from under the lid of his hat.. Handing out another paper cup that looked stolen the same as a service station’s style.. And Brian takes it and fits the cups together to double the insulated morning moment.. He sneezes and coughs and holds the heated cup in front of his face like a powerful source or force of inspirations’.. 

			“Smells very sweet. Yeah man..  Have you ever put nothing in it?” -Brian 

			“Nothing?” the driver puffs more foo-fights like a blues traveler..

			“You know.. Weed?” Brian insists in a question as if the burning bush was just found or something..

			The driver flinches a bit.. “Weed ain’t nothing.. But, Yeah that’s the way to do it though.”

			Brian leans in feathering through like a wallflower.. “Oh, so weed ain’t nothing? Well, then if weed ain’t nothing.. What is weed?”

			The man coughs back.. “OMG kid, Now you’re getting intuit.. Wondering around the ideas of socially intrepid moral aptitudes are about knowing the seen and unheard. But its not about suicide… Its a hanging gesture man.. but not suicide.. If you ask me ..about moral aptitude in society.. or what you should assume.. It’s out the window kid.. but its not about suicide.. ” 

			Brian interrupts lagged by the might in the bosstone.. “Who said anything about suicide?”

			The driver trumps back.. “I don’t know .. I’m just saying.. Heartburn is a flavor like hurt feelings.. Why do you think they go to church for? Milk and Honey? Your guess is as good as mine.. it’s OUT THE WINDOW KID” - The drivers voice seemed to trail off..

			Brian thinks off and about.. as the diesel plumes blurbed the sense of it all feeling like an empty candlebox..

			“What the heck makes ya think I’m talking about suicide?” Brian asks and looks up.. and as a moment flies by the way they say it does.. He realizes he is still sleeping in the same place under the old 10 speed bike as a stream of morning light had begun to warm the front of his hoodie that had been hooded over his face.. And nobody was around.. 

			It is possibly assumed that Moses paid by spreading the waters and walking in the path of righteousness and as the light formed a brighter bulbous blue glow.. Brian jumped up and packed out with the road as a highway built for machines made of heavy throttles and hard trusts.. The pavement reflected the paths of the rocky bed of truths padded from the insolations between the sky’s qualms ..with the earth.. An element of guiding farthest from bias is.. English as concepts.. it is what it sounds like.. As if your opinions really matter.. And of course in the highest ways of pretension.. This guy would sustain to say that luck happens.. But luck can’t be explained.. or else it wouldn’t happen.. A functional forget about it ..on an auto-piloted sense of conclusions for timeless advices.. that can’t come in a rush.. Do you need to find the roots of commune? Don’t ask the auto-pilot for directions.. Sometimes you got all the luck and.. Could be the luck had.. Choose.. Punchlines that rude the power of choices because society is wired to the tune of a time manipulation.. for a machine of used shoes.. A Radio Fantasy.. Or that’s what some may say ..and that people want to be heard.. and or if they hurt.. Or perhaps for those of whom prefer not to worry as comfort in the absence of social awarenesses’.. That obscure highway of annoying insights as the wind bolds your eardrums and you decide finding keychain items scattered as nothing is a new creative hobby.. Spare change is a comforting incubus of the verve in the goo-goo-dolls time costing resources.. Wherever Nirvan is found in the tunes of social stamina as they stall and or stunt.. 

			Suddenly Brian is tagged out from his hypnotic tethering the lines between the gravel and smooth of the grooves by the sound of a vehicle from the side slowly.. 

			“Maybe kids shouldn’t be riding bikes on the highways.. “ Says the officer from his patrol car as he smooths cruze beside the peddled ease Brian had slowed too.. 

			“What? I’m not a kid” says Brian ..

			“Teenagers are kids..” The officer smarts back ..

			Brian stalls a moment and peddles onward.. “yep.. ok teenagers are the kids”

			“But you’re not a kid.. as far as riding a bike.. I’d say teenagers aren’t kids if we are talking about riding bikes .. Right?“ The officer obviously humorously amused at the nobody young man from who knows where..

			“OK OK.. I’d say a teenager that rides a bike is still a kid.. but it’s not a childish thing to do..” Brian states as he continues riding with the oasis of a radiohead..

			“It’s not?” the officer asks and laughs “oh yeah, of course not.. Well don’t ask me what I know about it.. as far as society being a kid at heart and all that.. But resourcefully .. Everything is all about sex..” -cop

			“Everything is all about sex?” -Brian asks back to the soul asylum..

			“Well kid.. I did not complain about.. them thinking that ..How I live on donuts.. They don’t pay me to explain that stuff you know.. so I gotta go..”   The officer drives off forwardly with horse powered propulsion and Brian looks around and suddenly.. As Brian laid there listening and realizing he had found the faith no more side of social propaganda.. just woken up.. from some strangely loud muffler dodging dingo of a car.. crushing it in the twilight of the nowhere traveled highway.. RAmbling an echo of fading grace as Brian rolls over and looks past the sleep in his eyes to see some tail lights simmering from the sights of no-doubt.. The tics and tacs of bugs flighting around the light from above the side of the wall tickled like the lemonheads and as he had a real sneaky craving for hot coffee .. of which insinuates a brief lag of waking .. but most dudes can breath as easy as the sun rises.
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