Along Fades a Memory
Narrator: This story is a little off. Bear with me. Have patience. Pay attention. The only one who doesn’t get anything out of this is the only one without my mind. Think alike. Think at all. And above all else, don’t avoid situation, memory.
A man walks up beside me. “Hello,” he says.


“Hey,” I reply.


“Where are you headed?”


“Chicago.”


“What’s your business there?”


“Family lives there. I’m going to visit them for a while.”


“How long?”


“(What is with all the questions? Why does this guy care so much? Or does he? He probably doesn’t even care. He’s just making conversation. It’s a long ride…anyway.) 2 months.”


“Where do you live?”


“Seattle.”


“That’s a long ride for your family. You must really miss them or something.”


“Yeah. Or something like that.” (awkward silence)


“Well, this is my stop. Nice talking to you. I didn’t get your name.” He stretches out his hand with a warm friendliness that comforts the whole world, or at least the space around him.

“Name’s Jed.” We shake hands.


“Well, nice meeting you, Jed. I’m Carl. Have a pleasant memory.” He exits.


“(Why did he say ‘Have a pleasant memory?’ Oh well, his tongue probably just slipped.)” Another man approaches me. He looks different than the last. He has a certain look in his eyes as if he has no perception of himself. Almost like he doesn’t know he exists.


The man suddenly becomes completely awakened, out of his stupor. “How many times have you lived?”


“Excuse me?”


“How many times have you lived, boy?”


“(He called me boy. I’m at least 10 years his senior.) Just once last time I checked.”


“What?! I don’t believe you. That’s impossible. You must be either mistaken or crazy.”

“I’m sorry, sir, but I don’t totally understand the nature of the question and cannot, therefore, give a complete and justifiable answer.” I play along with him.


“There’s really only one answer.”


“And what would that be?” I know the answer is one, but I ask just to humor him.


“Enough to remember the times I had. That is the answer. That is my answer. Enough to remember midnight, the mountains, high school, and those one pants I had that lasted me five years. You remember them don’t you? Why yes, yes I do. I loved those pants. They were yours and mine they were, together. Only if we hadn’t walked through that forest that one time and…” He talks to himself as he meanders off.


Next, an elegant young lady sits beside me. She doesn’t talk to me, however. She only mumbles to herself as she stares at a piece of paper with random scribblings, like a child’s, sketched onto it eternally, so it seemed. She draws with her finger, invisible babblings of her mind. Then suddenly she turns to me, causing me to jump off of my seat (she jumps with me). Then she cries in a loud desperate voice that needs help, “I’m crazy.” She changes gears all of a sudden. “How many times must I look at others and wonder when they will be completely sane and normal like me.” She changes gears again. “Don’t you dare start going nuts on me.” She pushes me. “How many times have I told you it’s not polite to shake hands with opportunity? You need to slap it in the face and stuff it in your briefcase.” She storms off like a mother angry at her child, yet simultaneously like a child angry at her mother.
 
“(What makes these people do these things and say these things? None of it makes any sense. All of it is jumbled together. I can’t pick apart the intelligible between the irrelevant.)”

“You don’t and you should pick them apart.” A man has apparently been listening to my thoughts. “Your only choice now is to run with it. Remember what you’ve learned.”


“What have I learned exactly?”


“You know. And that’s what you’ve learned. Don’t you see? You’ve been put into an adventure. One that you’ll remember, probably, until the day you die. That’s what matters. That’s what you’ve run with. That’s what you’ll remember, that is, if you choose to accept.”


“Accept what?”


“Accept what just happened.”


“What what just happened?”


“Everything that just took place: you, me, them, everyone, the animals, the phonies, the jokers, the bologna, the intelligible, the not so smart, the forever. How many people can say that they remembered something?”


“Everyone.”


“Wrong. Everyone that was paying attention.” He fades away in the distance as the memories begin to grow hazy.

Narrator: Do you choose to accept the memories that we have given you, or disregard them. How many of you remember anything, something, a something? We’ll see. Time will tell and so will your faces. Thank you for your patience and have a pleasant memory.
