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                               Untitled

                                               By Martin McCabe

(A story of a man experiencing not only the bad and good, but also the joy and rewards from bettering one’s self and others, this first installment of a novel supports the premise that self-realization is essential to a successful life.)


The irrelevance of the conversation was frightening—not only frightening, yet funny as well.  Who else would spend life's precious moments in controversy over the consistency of one type of oil to the other?  It was a scene—one of many they often had in the old days after their bond of man and wife.  Why people at the local drugstore had to witness what they did was beyond them, eggs and milk, cover for the watching eyes and curious ears of the common passerby.  After much ado, yet another faceless brand was picked to suffice their hunger for the proof of the others unworthy choice.  We couldn’t agree, not even to disagree as children on the baseball diamond might do, and if we did, it would evolve into an argument about agreement and the justification of such a right between to warring opinions.  Placed in the shopping basket was our disturbing item of great much-has-done, and in our hearts another cold stone that would soon tip the scale of love in neither of our favors.  At least it was sunny outside, sunny side up, eggs and milk, if only we could just cover our feelings for just a while to listen.  Maybe then the problems could have been solved; the many problems there were that plagued our simple life.


I reminisced about the days we might have enjoyed the clouds, laying in the park.  Pointing out the different shapes, forgetting the nightmares of life with dreams of day oh how I wished those times would return.  Like a sister or brother, the times we needed comfort we could rely on that family love, the feeling of warmth, the lack of coldness if one might share a lacking we shared.  No more was this enjoyed; it vanished altogether as a friend you know, which you see, little by little at more lengthy periods each time.  Eventually you cease to long for this friend’s company, for you have strayed so far apart you have nothing in common.  This inner salvation, friendship, packs its suitcase, and before you know hope of hope returning you realize it had purchased a one-way ticket.  Now you have to journey to hope’s destination and reclaim your former contract, and though difficult, for now you feel like nothing at home is enjoyable and leaving your present state is ultimately uninviting.  This feeling was all I now shared with my wife, of four long drawn out years, the years in which we strove to ignore our growing discomfort of each other.  If only we could have come to grips with this feeling before now we could have at least salvaged friendship, If not the tidbits of love we might have left for safe keeping.  I found at that moment that Ignorance is only bliss until you finally understand, whence then you are stuck either savoring your good fortune or dwelling on past mistakes.


I stopped mid-stride on the short path to our car and atop the disheartening gray as my mood pavement, and in front of god, my wife, and a small and haggard old woman leaning on her dinosaur of a car unleashed my thoughts in torrents.  The questions, the answers, the demands, the myriad of jumbled conclusions I had been stacking up in this hole inside myself I let loose.  I forgot whom I was at that moment not forgot but didn’t care.  I had no control of functions of my body, only mind, I could only think as my mouth did the hard labor, and labor it did for a few long moments in which all my decisions leapt off my quivering tongue.  In the end I stood shaking, an unbearable heat receding from my body and coolness replacing it.  I felt as I had when I first proved my father wrong, we I first danced with a girl, when I graduated from college…  It was a beautiful feeling.  For her it must have been the same.  She stood in awe—paper bag in hand, pocketbook in the other, mouth slightly ajar.  She nodded.  There was no more loathing, no more discomfort, not tears stained her once again beautiful face.  I smiled a bit… and moved forward to embrace her in a hug with feeling now returning.  We gazed into each other's eyes and held a silent conversation with the lines of each other’s faces, my distinctive chin and her dark olive cheeks telling tales only each of us remembered and I knew that it was alright.  We looked once again at each other and then laughed aloud, casting a sideways glance at the old woman that couldn’t decide whether what had just happened was for the worst or best.


I ended up driving her home; well both of us home…  It just seemed like we were again at that point in our lives where we were both independent once more.  Decidedly, we chose not to break out the suits and paperwork to discuss our mutually and gracefully planned separation.  It was said that legally we would still be bound until at which point one or either of us decided to one again becomes tied through love to another.


For the next few weeks we planned our trips in separate fashions and at different times.  It seemed right to do so because we were leaving and going in separate directions.  I was suddenly at a point in my life where I could pick up where I left off and with my past dreams in consideration go on.  To make things easier on myself I told her she could take whatever she chose to take from the house.  It seemed at the time that not being able to look back, my memories would fade and become more vague over time.  Selling the house was an obvious solution to funding our journeys, and so I placed all my miscellaneous items and equipment into a self-storage long-term garage.  Pictures and books that had once littered our house for nothing more to impress guests and look at in our mostly present in the past down time seemed odd, but if there was anything I wanted to remember from this experience it was the waste.  I never again wanted to make, If you will, a mistake as grand as this.  Closing the door to the garage was a challenge, and I found myself breathing heavily and feeling that same cool feeling as I did with my wife all over again.  I watched as the grooved orange door slid closed and shuffled my feet backward to keep them from being pinned to the cool stone floor of the warehouse.  Pinned to the floor, an odd thought for I had just become released from that which even now my feet were once again subject to.  Relief stuck in a pleasure filled sense as the metal slats on the bottom of the door finally began to fall into place.  In a split second decision, I knelt quickly and slid the key under the door, knowing that if I ever fell subject to regrets I'd have to think twice before explaining that to the person at the front desk.


I picked myself up of the floor and walked to my small hatchback, my mind spinning with emotions and nervous feeling of unknowingness.  Where would I go, what would I do, I knew that I wanted to get away and that I had already delivered my two-week notice to my employer.  I blocked fear from my mind, I held a great record and had decent credentials, and there was no way I couldn’t find a job wherever I turned up.  I turned my face to the sky just once more to look at the clouds before I closed the door.

* * * * *

One year later I found myself in Lansing, Michigan—not only a change in climate and altitude, but culture as well.  I rented out a little flat near the university and choose to finally partake in my unused B.A. in theology and philosophy and a B.S. in science.  I went for a couple interviews at local high schools during the day, and at night went to small workshops on the classroom and teaching in general.  I had never taught before in a classroom environment but the whole idea seemed interesting so I ventured onto a soon to be new road of my life.  I landed an interesting job at a school by the name of J.G. Summers High School, and accepted it at first because I had nothing else.  They wanted an earth sciences teacher and because that was covered slightly in my learning and the fact that I picked up new information rather quickly I jumped at the chance.  It was ironically the summer I started working at Summer High School, and Michigan summers not sharing that much in common with what I was used to I felt a slight longing for home.  I had moved to Michigan more out of a chance to get far away from my past life than to enjoy the new, and now that I was settled in I knew I was in for some challenges.

People might say change is good for a person, but I say its all relative.  Relative to what your moving away from, the speed at which you do so, and whether or not where you were was truly a place you needed to leave.  My heart wanted so much to go back that I worried it might not be healthy for me to stay, but the burdens I no longer had to carry brought me back to reality.  I had left what one might call friend's back home, friends, friends one might call pals… more like people who were there half the time when you really needed them and half the time not wanted when they needed something from you.  I knew there was no real reason for me to yearn, to want to return, to subject myself to the sorrows of the past.  I decided to tuck the thoughts far away, bundling them up in the warm feelings of joy I was prone to feeling whenever I thought about my little flat and my newfound job.

(To Be Continued)
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