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I.

I think she was wearing a pink dress.  Doesn’t matter anymore, I guess.

So anyways, Dad grabs Trevor and me by the arms and drags us out of the hotel room.  I remember the neon lights were flickering green and orange but I could still tell his face was red.  His hands were tight enough to leave bruises.  I was eleven, Trevor was nine, the girl was ten.  

“Never, ever, ever, ever fight over a woman!  The day will come when you realize that the only person you can completely is your brother, because he will be the only person who really understands you, who has seen everything you’ve seen, who shares the exact same interests.  Never fight over a woman!  Never!  NEVER!”  

Trevor and I thought he was crazy.  Now we think he was crazy-brilliant.  True-stuff.

II.

Ants do not care about the color of the sky.  Ants have never learned to play the violin nor how to arrange flowers.  Ants do not like warm baths.  Ants have never collected baseball cards.  Ants do not sew flags, they do not dream of their mothers.  Ants do not smelt bronze for swords or engines or statues of other, long-dead ants.  Ants do not sing or write poems, they do not sketch landscapes or maps or portraits.  Ants do not invest heavily in research and development.  Ants do not engage in elaborate mating ceremonies that involve dreaming of their future spouses or impressing them with their ability to acquire wealth and social-political-economic status.  Ants do not play football.  Ants do not sing national anthems nor hymns.  Ants do not pray.  Ants do not chant.  Ants do not build cathedrals.  Ants have never developed strategies or tactics.  Ants do not know who Niccolό Machiavelli or Karl von Clauswitz or Sunzi or Miyamoto Musashi are, which is besides the point since ants cannot read.  

III.

My chair is not uncomfortable, but it is also not comfortable.  The chair is made of steel, painted to look (somewhat) like hand-cast and beaten iron.  That makes it weatherproof but also (somewhat) aesthetically pleasing.  I am drinking sweet tea and typing and occasionally stopping to look at attractive females of my species walking by.  The females are wearing fashionable clothing and have applied chemicals to their faces.  This in an [unconscious] effort to demonstrate their capability to survive and adapt to new physical and social technologies in the rapidly evolving human social-political-economic world of human interaction, thus indicating that they would be a satisfying mate.  Some of the females have been successful in their efforts, some have not. 

IV.


And that’s when Andy Taylor stood up, raised his right hand and said, “a Scout is Trustworthy, Loyal, Helpful, Friendly, Courteous, Kind, Obedient, Cheerful, Thrifty, Brave, Clean and Reverent.”

V.

It is the middle of the third quarter of play and Graham is up by thirty points.  Tazewell has little or no chance of successfully winning.   Tazewell has possession of the ellipsoid.  One man in green throws another man in green the ellipsoid.  The receiving man in green stretches for the ball in spite of his obvious defeat.  The receiving man in green touches the ball slightly, with his fingertips.  A man in maroon, running at the maximum speed for a human being of his size and level of physical fitness jumps after having accelerated over ten yards.  The dorsal line of the man in maroon is now parallel with the playing field surface.  The man in maroon’s right shoulder-blade impacts with the torso of the receiving man in green just below where the receiving man in green’s armor ends.  The receiving man in green’s backbone provides inadequate stability given the mass and velocity of the tackling man in maroon.  The backbone of the receiving man in green breaks midair, then splinters upon his impact with the ground.  Fragments of bone become lodged in the receiving man in green’s spinal cord.  The result is immediate and permanent paralysis below the point of breakage.  The man in maroon vomits repeatedly on the sidelines while men in white carry the man in green off the field and to a large building where literally millions of dollars in wealth [being a composite symbolic representation of both labor, skill, and material] will be utilized to keep the man in green alive in spite of his radical loss in utility to his human community.  

VI.

It is the middle of the summer during the seventh decade of the Twentieth Century, as reckoned by members of the Western Culture and those other cultures that have adopted the Western Culture’s particular interpretation of Earth’s solar year.  Several men in green are walking through a jungle in the southeastern region of the largest continent on Earth because they were told to by their commanding officer who was told to by his commanding officer who was told to by other commanding officers and so on and so forth, all to prevent communism from killing everything.  There are other men wearing black and sitting in the trees twenty-five English yards away armed with rifles that they took from dead men in green.  The men look at each other, then raise their armaments, careful to fire at the same time, thus maximizing their sniping capability while avoiding giving away their position.  The two men slide down from the tree, the one falling back, the other moving in ten more yards on his stomach.  The men and green have instinctively pulled together.  This instinct evolved before weapons capable of releasing significant amounts of shrapnel from a single point were developed: it is a goal of modern training to eliminate this clumping instinct, but it has not been entirely successful.  The man in black who is now fifteen English yards away from the men in green is sweating and thinking of his mate and his biological progeny, a female less than four months old.  The man has never seen his progeny, but does have a photographic reproduction of her visual image.  He keeps it tucked into his shirt, along with a photographic reproduction of his mate and himself on their day for ceremonial and legal joining.  The man in the black has a small ellipsoid that he took from the bodies of dead men in green.  The man in the black removes a small metal object that prevents another small metal object from initiating a fuse burn.  The man in black swallows hard, then throws the ellipsoid at one of the men in green.  The ellipsoid hits the man in green, then falls on the ground.  The man in green screams a vulgarity and then falls on the ellipsoid.  The fuse within the ellipsoid has burnt to the point where the heat energy sets of a massive chemical reaction, leading to a massive release of energy which in turn propels metal shrapnel, once the body of the ellipsoid, into the body of the man in green.  The torso of the man in green is stripped of much of its organic matter, while the non-organic matter composing his endoskeleton is fragmented wholesale.  The man in green dies unable to talk, but he is repeatedly thinking of his mother and his mate.  The other men in green survive, but shaken fire their weapons repeatedly into the jungle.  The man in black crawls through the jungle on his stomach, shaking but calm.  The man in black is found by the other man in black two hours and three English miles later, vomiting and rocking back and forth, holding his photographic reproductions in his hands; at the same time the surviving men in green have summoned a machine capable of removing the remains of the dead man in green, though not until their ammunition is spent and another machine has burnt approximately a cubic English mile of vegetation and non-sentient zoological life.  

VII.


The scene reminds me of a cartoon that used to appear with some frequency when I was a child before mothers of children began to complain that Wile E. Coyote and Elmer Fudd were too violent but forgot to stop their kids from watching HBO.  The cartoon involved two armies, yet neither were human.  Rather, the armies were ants.  The ants were divided based on their genetic and, one must assume, socio-historical lineage.  The ants were anthropomorphized and used complex weapons whose technologies were roughly corollary with those being utilized by the various major powers of the Second World War of the Twentieth Century (again, as reckoned by the Western Culture).  Obviously this scene is entirely fictional.  The scene before me, playing out on the hard red bricks underneath and around the false wrought iron of my table, is not only not anthropomorphized, but Warner Brothers animators had absolutely no hand in its creation. 


The black ants are smaller.  My mother would have called them sugar ants.  The red ants are larger, and come in two forms, one with smaller mandibles but larger bodies, one with smaller bodies but larger heads and mandibles.  The two armies of ants are converging on the assortment of biological material left behind when a male of the human species, carrying away the remaining material from the meals of two human females, tripped and fell.  The sugar ants were the first to arrive, and being very efficient at both leaving behind their chemical signatures (to draw peers from their community), soon had an efficient line of transport.  They were taking the organic material back to their community.  None of them are thinking about their mates, because they are all females and none of them would mate.  None of them are thinking about their children because they will not breed.  


Soon the red ants arrive.  They are larger and somewhat slower, but stronger and capable of carrying more.  Those with larger mandibles begin to assault the smaller black ants, breaking their bodies, then carrying them, still writhing, back to their hives.  Those with smaller mandibles concentrate on harvesting biological material.  Undeterred, the black ants continue to assault the matter with waves of workers.  They have traded strength for greater energy concentration on numbers.  The red ants have traded easily replicated energy-conserving bodies for more powerful physiologies.  Several of the former die, none of the latter.  Both hives are receiving significant amounts of biological matter.  Ultimately the male of the human species returns and notices the remaining biological matter.  The male of the human species uses a set of tools to remove the majority of the remaining biological matter.  The red ants disperse, the smaller black ants remove those scraps of matter remaining in niches too small for the red ants to have reached, then retreat to their earlier general scouting activities.  I see no red ants and can only conclude their scouts are concentrating on a different region.  

VIII.

Bud Light Commercial #4556a:

Story and Screenplay: Jon G. Whitaker and Eric D. Smith

Setting: The Golden Pines Bar; Pound, Virginia; circa 2002

Smith sits on a barstool, back to an advertising mirror behind the bar. Whitaker is beside him, staring at a woman who would be moderately attractive with a different hairstyle.

Cast of Characters:

Eric D. Smith,

Graduate Student . . . . . An intellectual and a philosopher; political-minded and obsessed with women and propriety

Jon G. Whitaker,

Neo-Bohemian . . . . .Poetic and intellectual; funny and an unusual blend of hyperactivity and mellowness.  Highly cynical.

Announcer,

Disembodied Voice . . . . . Vaguely resembles the Supreme Deity of 

Monotheistic Religions

Synopsis:


Neither Smith nor Whitaker are married.  Virtually all of their friends are.  They 

are incredulous as to whether they should and/or could enter said state of affairs.   

They are not drunk, but hope to become so within the next hour or so.

Whitaker

I am going to buy a horse.

Smith

No you aren’t.

Whitaker

No, I’m not.

(Both drunk from their beers.  Honky-tonk music blares from the {illegal} dance hall.  Eric peels the label off his beer.)

Whitaker

I need to get laid.

Smith

(Spinning bottle in his right hand)  I have never laid my coat down on a puddle for a woman.  Sometimes I wish I had, wish I’d ruined something expensive, something houndtooth and green from Brooks Brothers, just to make a women feel meaningful.  I tip my hat sometimes, and hold doors and buy flowers for no reason except to bring someone random something beautiful, but there is no sacrifice in any of that, which makes me wonder: am I really a gentleman, or just a pretender, a man waving a pretty flag while praying for semi-Pavlovian response.  (Pauses to drink beer.)  I’m really not sure.

Whitaker

You need another beer.

Smith

I need another beer.

Announcer

Drink Bud Light!

IX.


There is a sound, but I can’t write it.  The sound whispers from the soft rubber buttons make when they are pressed into the hard plastic and silicon of the DVD player’s remote control.  Ppf.  Maybe that’s it.  Hmmmm.


There is another sound, that low-high hum-buzz from a muted television that cuts bones and grinds teeth.  The sound isn’t made by the movie, per say, but by the machine that the movie is being projected on using a combination of optical and electronic technology, including but not limited to lasers, vibrating artificial membranes vacuums, and highly advanced semi-conductors.  


On the screen is the woman.  She is [fill in the oppressed ethnicity of your choice].  The woman is dying because the bad men tried to take away her progeny, a young female.  The young female cried, as would most mammalian juveniles will when they are attacked by strange individuals, regardless of their species.  The woman responded as most adult female mammalians would when they perceive their young to be in immediate danger: she attempted to do something, anything, to save her progeny.  


The bad men have weapons.  The bad men wear frightening uniforms made more frightening in the poor light.  [Before I paused the machine,] One of the bad men pushes the woman backwards.  The woman falls down, then as she rises to again defend her young, one of the bad men hits her with the butt of his gun.  Blood now covers the woman’s face.  The woman blacks out.  The female juvenile is dragged away from her mother another ten English yards.  The woman wakes up.  The woman screams and tries to stand up.  The bad men are tired and want to go somewhere more comfortable and drink alcoholic beverages.  One of the bad men shoots the woman in the chest.  The woman falls dead.  


Ppf.  

 
The word, “paused” and two parallel vertical bars appear on the screen in florescent green.  There is no juvenile female on the screen.  Only a dead woman.  Crumpled.


Sigh.

X.

Her nose lifts up and touches my chin, a baby’s foot grating on shark skin.

Afterword.


I shut off my computer.  The computer is off.  I fold it up, slide it into my briefcase.  I zip the briefcase shut, pull on my jacket, then sling the briefcase over my shoulders.  I walk into the bathroom, urinate, wash my hands, look at an in-grown hair between my thick brown eyebrows, then walk out of the bathroom and out of the bathroom again.  The human male is standing over the red ant nest with a can of aerosol anti-bacterial treatment and a lighter, laughing as he sprays the nest.  The human male notices that I have stopped and am watching him, then, with a guilty look, slinks back into the restaurant.  The smell of burning hair is in the air, but I know its not hair.  Ants aren’t mammals, after all.  

