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mammals (whatever that's supposed to mean), mourn
the death of those in their social circle (i.e. Family,
friends, etc.) In our human circle, in times of crisis or
grief, people are hard pressed to supplant their emotions
with rational thought or belief. | can not condemn this
behavior. But | question the effectiveness of the tokens
of comfort a culture, or any culture, has to offer.

| don't question the validity or invalidity of people’'s
beliefs, only their effectiveness. Why does a family
mourn, when before death they are comfortable in their
convictions and thoughts concerning the reality of
death? I find that some ignore the thought of it until its
reaping those around them or on their own heels,
chasing. Others have superstitions that prevent the
discussion, or mere thought of it, lest they or someone
they care for succumb to its grim harvest. Some accept
a pacifying doctrine so as not to worry about death while
living. Pedagogues are just as vulnerable to pathos as
playwrights, painters and poets. They try to assassinate
their fears with the weapons of rationale, but serve only
to mask the darkness with positivist ideology. Poets and
the like are accustomed to expressing themselves while
living, and will consequently reveal their opinions in their
art, or resort to personifying or trivializing death in an
unavailing attempt to control or conquer their predator.
It takes a rare or battered individual to cease the
influence of emotion. God knows | try, but fail as
miserably as the Stoics who wailed when Socrates had
died.

The door swings shut as | return from my late night
stroll. 1 find it ironic that the most real and certain
aspect of life (death) is most frequently handled with the
most irrational of means. | suggest that open rational
discussion, blurred with every human bias and opinion
take place more regularly if we are to see life for what it
Is and not just a state of "not dead yet."

| return to my stationary cup and carefully observe the
sterile black elixir. No more bubbles, and the coffee’'s
cold. I could still drink it, but I'd rather pour it out.
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To the random passerby, we would look like an average
group of pencil neck geeks gathered around some new
techno-gadget that is the size of a fingernail, or gawking
at the previews of Star Wars on our computer screens,
or maybe even gathered around cheering for our
favorite team while watching a baseball game. No, no.
I'm sorry to disappoint you, but this is way more
exciting. This is real life drama, kids. Ah, but it's not
much different than TV.

"Hey, | wonder if there is a balcony on this side of the
building"

"Hmm.. no | think the only one would be in
Throckmorton's office"

"Haha, yeah, let's try THAT!" someone remarked with
sarcasm.

"It WOULD be pretty neat. You know, I'm wondering
how loud the flames are"

"Hey look, there's another firetruck,"

We claim to be compassionate, loving human beings,
here to look out for one another. But when their houses
burn down, we're more than glad to watch. Entertain us,
people. We're fascinated by your demise. We can't help
it. It's like that bug in the A Bug's Life preview. We're
drawn to the light of the fire. We love watching houses
crumble. Burn, baby, burn!

They say one man's garbage is another man's treasure.
| say one man’'s tragedy is another man’'s
entertainment! What is it about death and destruction
that makes cold sweat roll down our backs in
excitement? Or maybe the right question to answer is,
"What's the Meaning of Death?" with a touch of "Why to
Live?".

Because when we put everything down and stop what
we are doing to admire death, we are actually coming to
terms with that which makes us live. As | stood with
these co-workers of mine, all our problems seemed to
dissipate for one quick moment. All our QE versus R&D
conflicts were overlooked. We were all just stripped
down to our basic human instinct.



And this instinct is the need to deal with death. We all
do it. Just in different ways. In fact, maybe we do it so
much that we don't even realize we're doing it. Maybe in
the process of dealing with death, we trick ourselves into
thinking we are actually "living". But without death, this
living is meaningless. We NEED death. We need its
mysterious taunting to keep us cowering in fear. To
keep us from running around like wild geese in our
superman underwear and flip flops. We need its mystery
to keep us in check. We need its dynamic finality, like a
blow delivered to a brick wall, to make our lives seem
worthwhile. We need its always unpredictable timing to
keep us guessing. Maybe even to make us realize the
rare occurrence of joy that life brings with it before
going to bed at night. And then one bright summer day,
we'll go to work, fall down clutching at our hearts, and
at that one instant, maybe we’ll even see the faint
fading image of who we really are.

So as we stand nervously laughing at stupid jokes and
gawking at the beauty of the bright reds and blues
against the stark black smoke that rises to the heavens,
we too are coming to terms with death. We too are
seeing it for the magnificence and significance it has had
on our lives. We too are standing in awe, with total
respect and reverence to the one and only thing that has
kept us living. The meaning of death.

And what IS the meaning of death?

Ever since we were all little boys and little girls playing
house, or showing each other our genitals in our
parent's bedrooms, ever since we were first encountered
with the idea that there is a finality, that life in all its
glory is just a faint little echo in the tunnel of time, ever
since we realized that life actually ENDS, we have
become bitter, self-centered bastards who go on to
become empowered members of society. We seem to
want to leave a mark, to become immortal in a way by
living on in the memories of those that are still living.

We grow up. We find new ways to deal with death.
Religion is basically a philosophy centered on the idea of



dealing with death. Without death, there would be no
religion. All religions promise a better "life" after death.
We can't accept the fact that when we die, we turn to
ashes and disintegrate into fertilizer for weeds. So we
make up fairy tales to trick each other into denial. Death
will not get the last laugh. We are immortal. Our bodies
may die, but our souls will live on for all eternity.

But only the very faithful (and truly ignorant) will place
their entire trust in religion. Because in the back of our
minds, we are all thinking the same damn thing. "What
happens if this is all made up? What happens if |
believed in the wrong God? What happens to my soul
then? What happens if we really DO just turn into
fertilizer for weed?". We cannot afford to place all our
trust in this one investment. So naturally, we split it up.

We place our faith in other things... like our work. We
spend our entire childhood studying books and
understanding calculus so that we can sit in a cubicle
and be given mindless work. We like mindless work,
because it keeps our mind busy. A busy mind is a good
mind. A busy mind does not walk around into the dark
regions of thought where we think about death. A busy
mind helps us deal with the inevitable.

Then we marry and have kids. We name them after us.
John Pendleton Il. John Pendleton Ill. John Pendleton
IV. Don't you think ONE of you is ENOUGH? More than
enough, even. Do you think this world really needs to be
constantly reminded of a wretched old man's feeble
attempt to keep his name alive?

We tell our kids how to act. We brainwash them with
false notions. We introduce them to the concept of
death. Our kids are our future. Literally. We want them
to be who we wanted to be. We want them to be who
we never were. We want them to make us proud. To
carry on the lineage for generations and generations and
generations. It's this promise that kept Abraham happy
in Genesis. The same promise keeps us happy today.
Not much has changed.

With this in mind, it makes sense that we would stand in
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on some guns and were too fucked up by their own
ideas than acceptable. You can't blame the culture, since
everyone else at that school, and in the nation, is
exposed to that same culture, and the majority of us
don't go postal. And while maybe we could have done
something to prevent them from obtaining the guns,
there will always be ways around such restrictions. The
sad fact is that there are just some sick motherfuckers
out there, and we can't do much about it. But such
optimism isn't going to make anyone feel better, and
thus won't serve me well as a campaign platform or
magazine headline.)

Of course, the flip side of this coin is something a bit
sadder. While we might be used to politicians and quasi-
official opinion makers using any excuse to promote
their personal agenda, they aren't the only ones trying
to take their turns in front of the camera. In the week
following the school shooting (I'm refusing to call it a
tragedy because it's hard to find 20-some lives more
important than the countless numbers lost everyday
throughout the world. For a few days there, the news
reporters seemed to focus on Littleton to the exclusion
of their previous moneymaker, Kosovo. But of course, in
this case, the bodies were American, and photogenic, so
'tis expected to be.) we have seen every survivor of the
incident, and everyone who knew anyone at the school
line up to feed at the trough of publicity are the
survivors of the incident. | think I've now seen every
citizen of Littleton at least twice, and have heard all of
their grieving rituals.

I'm not insensitive; | understand that many have
suffered a great personal loss. But don't they trivialize
this loss by feeling the need to make it public to the
whole world. Did your son really die to get you 10
minutes with Larry King?

And thus the cycle continued. Psychos begat death
begat media coverage begat copycats; even my old
Middle School was shut down in the following weeks due
to an email threat sent to several students. Of course,
what triggered the "initial" incident in Littleton is not
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All 4 doors simultaneously opened and slammed shut. |
lay there in a daze, not sure what had happened or
would happen. 4 figures came toward me, dressed in
black slacks, black shirts, and black ties, two dark haired
males, one blonde male, and a blone female. | struggled
to get away, flopping on the pavement like a dying fish.
The figures came closer. | began to plead for my life
with them, but my words fell on deaf, unfeeling ears. A
hand grasped my left arm near the shoulder. Another on
my right. A third set of arms lifted my struggling feet off
the ground. "Let's go,"” said the female in a sharp voice.
I was stuffed into the trunk of the Lincoln. A needle
pierced my leg. | fell into a deep coma almost before the
trunk lid shut me off totally from the light of the world
forever. The car backed up and sped away.

| awoke in a groggy state an undetermined amount of
time later. The room that contained me had no windows.
A single shaded bulb hung from the ceiling provided the
only illumination. In the halo of light | could see four
pairs of feet, arranged in a semicircle around the
stretcher | was fastened to. One pair of feet shuffled and
began pacing toward me. As the light rose to reveal the
owner of the feet, | realized that it was a woman. Locks
of blonde were reminiscent of a long ago incident that
hung somewhere back in my memory. The face was
familiar. | struggled to bring back the lost memories.

"You're awake," she said to me.
"Where am 1?"

"That is no matter now."

"What am | doing here?"

"You've been recruited. Look at yourself," she said. She
pulled a mirror from her pocket. | looked, but the
reflection was not me. Instead, | saw a mass of
electronics and metal protruding through my skin.
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face as she stared out the window. Her brother noticed
but he said nothing and kept looking out his window in
the front seat. This same scene had been repeated more
than once.

Edith dropped the kids off at their respective schools and
then headed towards the post office in order to buy
some stamps. This was a alteration to her normal
routine. Normally she would head straight to the
interstate after dropping off the children. After running
her errand she headed towards the interstate to head
into the city. Her mind was more on her presentation
than the road as she neared the interstate onramps
from the direction opposite of where she normally came.
She moved over to turn right as normal and saw that
the light was yellow so speed up to make it onto the
onramp. But she did not make it onto the onramp.
Because of her change in routine and her mind being
focused on the presentation she did not realize she was
turning into to offramp. She did not have time to react
before she saw the semi-truck in front of her. Nor did
she ever feel any pain from the massive truck literally
running over her small sedan. She died instantly.

Edith woke up shaking in darkness on a sidewalk near a
bar in the downtown area of the city. As she was
awakening she thought to herself about the immense
realness of the dream she thought she just had. Slowly
the blackness that was unconciousness faded into colors.
She stood up and noticed her surroundings. "How the
hell did | get here?" she said aloud.

"How do any of us get here?" a voice responded. "We
just end in the least likely place we should be and then
wait for it. That way we can not get back to see the ones
we love before we leave."

"Wait for what? How did | get here? Who are you?"

"So many questions... do yourself a favor and accept it
when the time comes."



"Accept what..." her voice trailed off as the man who
had been talking to her disappeared into the wall of the
bar. The answer to her questions were there in her
subconcious but she refused to accept it. There was no
way, it was just a dream, she thought to herself. She
thought she must have been druged and then placed
here. The street she had awoken on was empty. There
were no cars going in either direction and there were
none parked along the street. The only light being
emited on the desolate street were from two dim street
lamps across the street and from the neon sign hanging
about the bar's door.

As Edith opened the door the sounds around her went
from silence, only broken by the wind, to that of a noisy
crowd. She seemed to be swallowed up by peopel as she
entered the bar. The bar was packed, it appeared to be
a very popular place. But no one noticed Edith, every
person's attention was heavily invested in the people of
their party. Even when she cried out for help no one
noticed her, not a head turned. She screamed as hard
as she could and still no one noticed. Frustrated she
stood in the middle of the bar staring at the people with
tears streaming down her face. She ran out of the bar
not even noticing that she did not open the door but
simply went through it.

Edith stopped in the middle of the street and sat on the
ground holding herself and sobbing. She sat there
rocking herself and feeling sorry for herself. She thought
only of herself and repeatedly wondered why this was
happening to her, not even considering what was
happening. Then from down the street came a loud
wooshing sound like a heavy wind was approaching.
When she looked up she saw a light was approaching
with the sound. Without thinking she ran in the opposite
direction of the light. She told herself it was a car. She
knew deep down what it really was but would not
believe it.

As she ran reality began to blur and she lost the
sensation of running but not that of movement. Then
suddenly she was no longer moving. Even though she



knew her eyes were open there was nothing but
blackness. The darkness faded back into reality and she
found herself back at her house. She saw her family and
watched them as they went about their lives without
her. She knew that they would not be able to see her or
hear her. She realized that she had run away for her one
chance to pass on. Now she was stuck.

She stayed in the house and watched her family. No
matter how much she tried she could not leave the
house. Everytime she walked through a wall leading to
the outside or went through an open door she ended up
back in the house. There she stayed watching her
children grow up. No matter how much pain it caused
her as she watched their lives without her she could not
look away. She watched birthday's and eventually
weddings. Then the kids moved on into college and off
to their own lives. The house eventually became vacant
and there Edith stayed watching the house rot. Her
existence was tied to the house.

Finally the decay of the house became too much. She
watched as people entered the house and talked about
plans for its destruction. She could do nothing but watch
and feel the pain of her existence. When the day came
for the demolition she wondered what would happen to
her. As the wrecking balls tore through the house her
reality fractured like glass. Eventually the last shard of
color that tied her to Earth disappeared and fell off her
vision and then there was nothing but blackness. With
coming of the never ending blackness came the removal
of the pain, infact she felt nothing. She simply existed
looking upon nothing but blackness. All through her
sentence in the house she thought over her life and
finally realized the things that were important. But it
was too late, or was it...

The blackness gave way to the light of a hospital room
and she watched from the side of the room as she was
born. She saw the doctor cut the umbilical cord and
announce the arrival of a new baby girl. She saw her
mother cradle her and look into her eyes. But something
was different. She walked over and looked into her
mother's face and saw it was a different woman. "Thank
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starting points general statements are made, statements
which are likely to be true about almost anybody. Visual
and verbal feedback from the subject is then used to
pursue accurate statements and abandon dead ends, all
the time honing the initial guesses to more and more
accurate conclusions. In the hands of an expert, the
technique can be frighteningly successful, almost
uncanny. Most of the time, the subject is one individual
but there is nothing to prevent the human race being a
collective being. Often probability theory enters the
equation. Plus, Nostradamus was a doctor - he met all
types of people and he had travelled all over Europe.

Whether or not Nostradamus had special powers of
prophesy, the actual quatrains are too vague to be
interpreted specifically. The irony is that one cannot
know with a degree of certainty until after the event.
But then, hindsight and experience is always the better
teacher.

Furthermore, Nostradamus could be the very cause of
the violence and suffering that he hoped to eliminate.
Although apocryphal, there are stories where both Hitler
and Napoleon were influenced after being introduced to
the work by their respective aides. And even now,
scientists are looking into the possibility of space
stations, time travel and transporters following the
success of TV shows such as Doctor Who and Star Trek.

The question remains, therefore, that can 'The
Centuries' be believed? Whatever the answer,
Nostradamus obviously had a good reason for writing it.
Faced with severe violence in the future, he thought that
if the people (that's us) knew about it, they (we) could
change their (our) ways.

Okay, so no-one may have listened in the past but is it
really to late to start now?

(c) Pravin Jeyaraj 1999
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