Mr. Obvious

By Don Gerz


It was an ordinary summer Monday morning, and most everyone had gone off to work.  Mr. Obvious awakened to the smell of coffee and the snarl of a weed-eater.  His dog, “Shadow,” needed feeding and walking.  The sun was still cool (for a sun).  Rolling out of his groggy bed, he asked it to kindly make itself in spite of the split infinitive.  Confused, the bed said, “What?”

Walking into the bathroom, Mr. Obvious did his usual obligatories, which included much showering, brushing of hair and teeth, and a small amount of shaving.  Turning out the bathroom light, he left a tip and checked the bedroom to see if the bed had made itself.  It was still sleepily muttering, “What?” so he walked downstairs and fell into the great room, which indeed was large for its size.  He was not yet fully awake.

Mr. Obvious found his walking shorts on the kitchen counter.  He had strategically placed them there the previous evening so he would remember to give them his full attention in the morning light.  Picking them up, he examined a small red paint stain on the left pocket.  (He had no idea how it got there.)  He was fond of those shorts, so his lament was considerable.  Working furiously with stain remover, sadly, he made no headway.  Stoically, he faced the fact that the stain was not going to come out.  However, he thought perhaps the red paint might enhance his shorts if he learned how to look at it that way.  (He often used this method in dealing with pain and other problems.)  Already, the shorts were looking better, so he put them on but tripped as he did so, banging his head into the kitchen’s granite countertop.  Now he was finally awake.

Mr. Obvious heard the glorious cicadas outside…at least he assumed they were outside.  Pouring himself a cup of coffee, he went into the backyard to feed and walk Shadow…but not in that order.  He hoped someone would admire his paint-stained shorts while he walked the dog, but that was probably not going to happen because most people see paint on shorts as a nuisance rather than as a thing of beauty.  In addition, the morning was already becoming hot, and the heat was doing what heat often does: taking one’s mind off pure being and simple thingness.

Mr. Obvious and Shadow took off on their morning adventure.  (Indeed, a walk was the high point of the dog’s day.)  Having his own mind, Shadow zigged and zagged down the street, pointedly ignoring the cicadas, which indeed were outside (as were a great many other things).  Becoming irritated with a leaf-blower, the dog tried to bite it while Mr. Obvious pulled him away.  Continuing down the street, Shadow and a small white dog with an oriental gentleman attached to it snarled at each other.  The oriental gentleman could not control his dog, so Mr. Obvious walked around him, pulling Shadow past the disputed territory as he continued down the street where cars with doomed people on their way to work cursed their fates.  (Most of them were probably not wearing shorts...with or without red paint stains.)

Upon returning home, Mr. Obvious encouraged Shadow to eat his Gravy Train, but all the dog wanted was to get inside the house (probably to escape the incessant drone of the cicadas).  He lectured Shadow on the nature of magnificent cicada drones, explaining that it was a lot like red paint on one’s favorite walking shorts.  Mystified, the dog ruffed, “What?”

Mr. Obvious went inside his house, made his breakfast of two English muffins (one with butter and marmalade and the other with butter and blueberry jelly) and another cup of coffee.  He put on some music and began to write.  It was 9:17 in the morning.  The leaf-blower and weed-eater were silent, the glorious cicadas droned on, and the unmade bed upstairs was still wondering what to make of itself.

~ The End ~

