You innocent puppet

Becky X. Lipsitz

I. The sun don’t go down; it’s just an illusion caused by the world spinning ‘round.


Nhi was a sneaky Cyclops homunculus.  ‘Cyclops’ implies he is a giant or a Titan with one eye.  Homunculus means he was very small.  Neither mean exactly what Nhi was.  Nhi had one eye, and he was little.  He was sneaky, but evidently not sneaky enough.  Goodbye, world of Nhi.  Hello, world of new for Nhi.  An interim.  Another.  A period of waiting.  It is always a period of waiting in some form.  


I will describe the universe to you:


The world spins.


We all spin with the world.


Our feet are bound to the world.  The world is made out of crumbled feet.  My name, in fact, means “bound”.


Thus, everything comes from everything else.


It’s a vicious, lovely cycle.


The world, spinning, spins additionally around the sun.


Sunset is a myth.


Nhi had impressive webbed feet.  


Look around, Nhi.  I made the universe good for you.  I am your only friend now.  Be content.  It’s for my own well-being.  It is lonely where I am.  I described your universe; here is mine:

On one hand ( fetuses.  More than you know.  Squeamish little things but it’s not their faults.  They’re preliminary.  There’s no recycling.  They soak up what they can suck in with their secret hidden tentacles and build with no bias or opinion or emotion – that all comes later; that will join the journey; that will cause deterioration and plot and decay.  It happens to the best of ‘em, melud.  And you thought that was you?

On one more hand ( plasma.  Age.  Everything those fetuses couldn’t have yet.  My hands are clouds.  I am more like these.  I am closer to death even though I am comparatively young.  Birth’s fault.  Transparent but you can’t see through the plasma.  Everything gets so complicated!  Is this bad?  Even I can’t know and my hands are clouds and I put Nhi in his world.

?!?

Nhi: I am lost.

Ice cream assassin: I will draw you a map.  

Nhi: draw me a sheep.

Ice cream assassin: map, sheep.  Here is a box.  Your wish is my command.  At least, this one is.  

Nhi: I don’t understand.

Ice cream assassin: And foom, the universe was created.  A box.  A tree.  A rock.

Nhi: Where?

Ice cream assassin: Surely you see the tree and the rock.  The box is all around you.

Nhi: Sigh.  I am still lost.

!?!

A convex universe for Nhi.  Surreal faces look into his box at his tree, at his rock, at him.  One surreal face.  Does it have horns?  Is it made of fire?  In which directions do its eyebrows point today?  


So many questions in Nhi’s head.


Can I trust you?  What will you be like today?  Tonight?  Tomorrow?  Next week?  Next year?  Do you love me?  Will you love me then?  Why do you look at me that way?  Can you read my mind?  Sometimes I think you can read my mind, and then I think that it is just that our thoughts are the same.  Will you remove the loneliness from me?  Will you forgive me for not being the most amazing one?  I am ordinary.  I’m just another one.  I eat; I breathe; I smile; I cry.

On one cloudhand, a dry fetus learning all that makes one individual and nothing that makes one human.  

On one more cloudhand, what is left when there is nothing left.

  I can take care of myself sometimes.  I want to take care of myself all the time, but I need your help, even though I won’t admit it.  Will you help me?  I apologize again for not being anything extraordinary.  I hope it doesn’t make you stop wanting me.

Sometimes I want to take you, Nhi, and put you back where you came from, where you’re left to fend for yourself entirely and I can’t help you at all.  Not out of my own laziness.  Not out of lack of love.  But because I love you so much I can’t stand to see you living for me and none for yourself and never knowing it.

II. And the children call him famous, and the old men call him insane, and sometimes he's so nameless that he hardly knows which game to play . . . which words to say . . .

Today Nhi gets to go on a trip.  Another trip.  A trip within a trip.  He is not going to go very far but it will be new for him.  Nhi’s impressive feet take him down a road.  He sees shapes.  They come, he cognizes, they go.  He smells smells.  They come, he cognizes, they go.  He hears sounds.  The paradigm is fulfilled ad repetatum.  Nhi’s hands are clouds too.  They reach out to touch the shapes, to smell the smells, to hear the sounds, and are turned away by their own intangibility.  Fog repels.  Nhi is sad and moves on in the fog.  He hears the echoes of the sounds he learned.  They make him sadder and happier all at once.  He sees more rocks and more trees, which are familiar sights to him.  

Will they be permanent?
Save the question for later, little sneaky Cyclops homunculus.

Nhi: It is later.

Bullet with butterfly wings: I guess our universes spin in unison.

Nhi: I am scared of you.

Bullet with butterfly wings: and rightfully so.  I’m corrupting you, unfortunately.

Nhi:  I’m a little less lost, though.  

Bullet with butterfly wings: are you sure about that?

Nhi: Well.  No.  But I know more things now.

Bullet with butterfly wings: . . . 

Nhi: I am aware of more things now, I mean.

Bullet with butterfly wings: good, good.

Nhi: Will they be permanent?

Bullet with butterfly wings: I see you saved the question for later.  But wait longer.  You’ll find out.

Nhi: Do you promise?

Bullet with butterfly wings: can I promise?

I feel bad, Boj, because I am your god and your anti-Christ.  I am the angel and the devil in one convenient Tupperware container.  I chose you but can ultimately choose nothing.

Proof:

Soap is one of the most cleanliness-causing things.

If I eat soap, only my innards will be clean as my outards are eaten by tapeworms.

  That doesn’t prove anything, per se, but it leads towards some hypothesis.  Ing.  

What did I take in from my trip within a trip today?  That no one knows the nature of permanence except that it is very, very unlikely.  

There was a sound.  It pulled me; it contained me.  I think that was something very close to permanence.  I think that was something very close to God, that sound.  It wasn’t like other sounds, but it was exactly like them.  That smell, too.  It’s gone now, but it is bouncing all over my brain and provoking everything.  And those shapes!  They were only shapes, but it feels like sacrilege to bond those two words: “only” “shapes”.  
Oh, Nhi.  You’ve transcended fetusdom.  It’s a long road to plasma, now.  A trip!  A trip within a trip within a trip.  You are the mirrors in the dressing room.  

I hear the sound now, but it’s distorted through the air I breathe.  I don’t feel so good.  I need more.  More everything.  It says something.  It says:

III. You’d better let somebody love you before it’s too late.

And I don’t want to talk to you anymore.  I know it’s hard, but that’s what I was born to do, because I am only human.  But you can talk to me.  When you’re lonely you can talk to me.  I hear that through the walls, too.  Get ‘im up against the wall . . . 

So much to take in.

Thus, everything comes from everything else, you might have once said to me.  Everything comes from everything else.  

That goes for you too, man.  Don’t you forget it.

Your hands may be clouds; you may have a pitchfork and a pit of fire, but you’re another creaky gear and nothing comes from nothing; everything comes from everything; don’t go away; what has become of you?  
The smells.

The memory derived from the smells.

Flashback.

Nhi: I don’t understand.

