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A Third Question

By Martin McCabe

When I was about twelve, I started asking myself questions about things that used to be unimportant—God, myself, and girls. I came to different conclusions about all of them, but they all came together in a way I still couldn’t understand. The first was God, a question in itself—a seemingly and supposedly unidentifiable and non-understandable subject. It was a question that sat on a perch of a wrinkle inside the gray matter of my quickly ticking mind. Raised Catholic, I was drilled on the importance of community worship and being a good Christian. This really got to me and I would fight with my parents about going to church. At first it was because I thought church was boring, and then it was because I didn’t agree with the notion of the necessity of a horde of believers coming together to worship. Why was I not able to just have a one-on-one, personal relationship with God? I still don’t understand God completely, but have decided that I can tolerate the concept as long as I can believe it in my own way.

Then came myself, which I sometimes hold above God in an odd way. “Would I ever completely understand myself as well?” was the question that also bounced around inside my head. I was adopted at the age of two months and had parents, though I sometimes made it seem as though I didn’t believe I did. One day it came to me clear out of the blue when I was little, at about seven years old. My parents are white and I am black… well a mixture of Native American, black, white, and Hispanic. It didn’t really bother me. My parents had brought me up well and I had a fairly open mind. I understood that I was adopted, but color was now a factor. But, because the answer still hasn’t come to me, I will stop writing about this unanswered question.

And girls? I believe, as much as I like them, that they were put on the earth to equal men and balance the universe. Now it seems that God has made a mistake. Girls have gone from being treated wrongly to tipping the universal scales of balance in their favor. But I will fight and love… somehow.

Animals Coloring Thought

by Martin McCabe

    

 I always think to myself,

    

 Are people’s souls black or white,

     

Or purely incandescent, 

   

Like a moon hanging in the night?
    

Is the essence of their being fragile like the willow,

     

Or solid like the oak?

     

Will they fly like the hawk at noon,

     

Or fall like a fox during a new year’s hunting season?

    

These thoughts run through my mind

     

Like wolves in the snow

     

Making tracks in the matter of thought

     

Disappearing like rain into a river

     

That eventually will turn into the waterfall of my life.

Prospects of a Child

by Martin McCabe


Ejected from darkness into frightening (and not without reason) light, they come forth kicking and screaming, dragged from the warm and comfortable place they once called home. The cycle of life and death begins; without warning or choice, they start to run. Then starts the future, unexplainable and even more irreversible. They grow, adapting to their surroundings—the first trial passed, a miracle not yet fully understood. What lies ahead, does it even matter at this stage? Food, warmth, play are all they need. Happiness never strays far during this hour of life, yet comfort is always dangling from a shaky edge; anger simmers in a pot—the temperature varies constantly. Next, approximately two sevenths of the way to the end (yet it still seems so far away for something that happens so fast), learning now puts on its shoes and starts to dash around from place to place fervently picking up any item it has never owned. Conversations that will never come to an end start taking place in a room called the mind to figure out what will happen next. Sounds forming ideas and feelings start to pour forth adding more and more ingredients to the melting pot of the thing it calls itself. Then everything changes again, and not for the worst. Contact is initiated with others who share the same fate of unknowingness and the quest to learn all. Irrelevant decisions on the future still take place and it thinks more then before, and less then it will. Now—four sevenths of the way to the end—it realizes it doesn’t know why it is taking the journey and it begins to search for answers to once non-important questions. Others become key roles in themselves, sometimes just one—yet something is still missing. Now settled with the notion it knows and the thought that still it will grow to become even more, it knows what it has done, but not what it will do. Still, after half is over, it doesn’t have any idea of the end, but it doesn’t show fear. It understands it doesn’t need to fear what isn’t there. And when never happens, it is comfortable. It then goes through a phase of everything past, when all comes together to nothing. At last it realizes its destiny, the future. In the end, it is all taken care of. Anyway, it happens there is nothing to do.
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