Once upon a time…

The universe was rather puzzled.  It had been sheer no-thingness for a very long time, a time far beyond the mere measurement of trillions of years.  In fact, time never existed, so it doesn’t really apply here anyway.  

The universe had been doing fine until this particular instant in the eternity of timelessness.  As a matter of fact, the universe was quite contented with being No-Thing.  All manifested things were latent in this No-Thingness, so what was the point of manifesting anything.  It was all there, or to be more precise, all here and now.

And now some mysterious something shuddered across the face of the Void and the universe was puzzled.  A question came up in the Universal Mind:

“IS THIS ALL THERE IS?”
With this question, reverberations rippled throughout the emptiness of the Cosmos, a blank slate without words, without images.  With this question, came boredom.  With this question, came dissatisfaction.  With boredom and dissatisfaction, arose an infinite craving for something more.  And more.  And more than that.

It is the kind of craving that once you get a used rust-bomb, you want a brand new car.  And once you have a brand new car, you want a Mercedes Benz.  And once you have a Mercedes, you want a Lear Jet.  Once you’ve conqured Italy, you want to conquer the world.  Once you’ve gotten laid with one okay lover, you want to get laid by hundreds of perfect lovers.  Never does it end.

[The Author apologizes for this anthropomorphic rough translation in contemporary terms in twentieth century America.  It is only to convey just what it’s like for the yearning in the universe to manifest itself in countless forms.  But although aspects of this mind may be comparable to human mentation, in other ways, it is utterly alien to anything we can know in our present state.]

This Primal Dissatisfaction was to manifest in all forms that arise in the universe.  All forms would be burning with this Primal Dissatisfaction.  All forms would want more than they already have.  Once they have found some gratification and got one thing they want, they would have some temporary satisfaction, but they were inevitably doomed to want something more than that.

There was one part of the universe that hesitated about going through with this – like an ex-smoker contemplating lighting a cigarette after quitting for many years.  Far, far in the past, there had been other manifestations of the universe.  They never worked out very well.  As usual, they were gluttons of bells and whistles, wanting more and more.  There had been infinite varieties of universes and there will be infinite varieties of universes to come, all manifesting from the Primal Void.  Probably this universe to come wouldn’t work out very well either, but what the hell, the show has got to go on.  Though the universe in all its wisdom was aware of the futility of manifesting, it could not resist the urge.  Let it become lost in the labyrinth of form, then try to figure out how to get out again – to become what it had been all along.

Besides, it was more fun that way.

From Fire Comes Water

Oxygen was lonely all by herself.  All over the face of the newly formed planet, she wandered, seeking a companion to complete her being.  Recently, she was released from the interior of the molten rock within and she felt a strong need to find someone to be with her.  Strong winds pulled her hither and thither.

She felt two very distinct vacancies in her outer garment of electrons, gaping holes which felt like a bugging itch to be filled.  If only she could find someone who could fill those vacancies, she would at last feel okay and complete.

Meanwhile, Hydrogen was in the same dilemma, though in a different way.  He usually didn’t wind up on planets this small, because he was very light and tended to drift off into the freedom of space – until captured by Jupiter or the sun.  Hydrogen felt a funny bulge in his being, a bulge that urgently needed to be in an atomic hole to be complete.  But most of the atoms and molecules he encountered had their holes filled, thank you, and Hydrogen floated away, miserable and destitute.

“Oh, if I could only get these holes filled!” moaned Oxygen.

“Oh, if I could only plunge this bulge in someone’s hole!” cried Hydrogen.

One day, the winds of fate decided to put an end to this misery and caused them to meet near a bubbling volcano.

“Hmmm, fancy meeting you here!” said Mr. Hydrogen, as he snuggled up to Miss Oxygen.

“Gee, you’re such a handsome atom out here all by yourself,” she giggled.

“You know, I’ve been looking for a lovely atom such as you for a long time.  Oh, I see you have a few vacancies in your outer shell.  Does that mean you’re available?”

“Is that an electron in your pants or are you just glad to see me?”

No time wasted they.  Mr. Hydrogen plunged his electron right into Miss Oxygen’s shell and they burned and burned.  There was even room for another hydrogen, so he had a friend come over and join the fun.  And, boy, did they burn!  They came together in a grand explosion.

“Oh, dear,” said Oxygen, “I’m afraid I’m going to get all wet!”

“Me, too,” said Hydrogen,  “I hope you don’t mind me dripping all over you.”

They both gasped for a final explosion.  And then, the oddest thing happened.  The fire of their lovemaking made water.  Little droplets of water began to drip all around them.

“Wow, that’s the best molecule-making I’ve ever had!” remarked Hydrogen.

“Oh, look, we’ve made children!”

“Or, to be more precise, we’ve become our own children!”

And, cuddled up into a new being, no longer quite Hydrogen nor quite Oxygen, they saw raindrops fall everywhere and sizzle the hot fires generated by billions of themselves mating everywhere.  The sun came out and caused rainbows.

In unison, they said,  “From the fire of our togetherness, comes the water of our loving.  And from the water of our loving, will come the home for a new kind of being.  And that new kind of being will be life.  And always it will remember the fire that brought it into being.  And that fire will drive it onwards!”

The Dream-Life of a Clam
What is there to say about a clam?  Clams are very clammed-up creatures.  You might say they like to keep to themselves a lot.  Not the most sociable type, certainly not whom you would have on your party list to spice things up a bit, though they certainly make wonderful appetizers.  They usually have poor eyesight and can’t hear a word you are saying.  Their memories are quite poor because they don’t really have much reason to remember many things.

What does the typical clam do all day?  Well, not much really.  They do like to sleep a lot and they tend to keep out of sight under rocks when they do this.  Others in the ocean generally mistake them for rocks.  A clam punches in to work.  Then it promptly goes to sleep.  It commutes home.  Then it goes back to sleep again.

While it sleeps, it opens its shells just a bit to snore through its gills.  While this is happening, it breathes in all those delicious bits of drifting oceanic riffraff that keep its soft succulent body alive.  The clam has dreams of wandering around in oceanic labyrinths of seaweed sand castles, munching on huge feasts that the Great Clam Hostess has laid out.

Once in a while, it notes some kind of vibration in the water, possibly one of those horrible armored fish that have it in for clams.  The clam ubruptly wakes up, takes a deep breath of water, and squirts it out through its nozzle.  Doing thus, it gets the hell out of there.  No way is it going to be food for that armored fish.  Before you can say, “Zippeezippedo!” that clam is safe and sound under another rock.  Or it finds a nice little cave where the armored fish can’t possibly knock itself in.  Then the clam promptly goes back to sleep.  It dreams of squirting nasty acid in the armored fish’s eyes to blind it while it goes away.  Or even better, it dreams of having tentacles and wrapping them around the armored fish and having that fish for dinner.

Now and then, a female clam bumps into a male clam.  If they are sufficiently aroused, they wake up for a moment to bump shells together, do an elaborate french kiss, and exchange genes with one another, like two kids showing each other their shell collection.  Into Momma Clam’s gaping mouth goes Pappa Clam’s seed gism for a new flock of sleeping clams.  Clams are very much into the oral thing.

The clams live a kind of double life, though.  When they are younglins, they are bursting with energy and don’t sleep around as much.  Eagerly, they live their lives as worms, scrawling and crawling though the salty mushy muck.  They play games sliding down the seaweed, which they also find quite good to eat.  They are also quite good to eat themselves and not many live to be clams, except the ones who know how to hide and keep still.

Then it comes time to put away the things of youth and become more mature clams.  They roll up in the mud and grow shells.  They go to sleep and dream wistfully of how much fun they had when they were young clams.  By the number of rings on their shells, you can count the number of year-cycles they’ve endured.  There is one old clam in the south part of the sea that has 100 years on him!  That is a long time for a clam to live.

So dreams the clam in his formless body in the firmness of his shell, sucking in bits of floatsam.  Lots of good dream munchies in this part of the world.  May as well dream forever and ever of being a clam.  Seems to be working out nicely.

GREAT MOTHER DNA


Mother DNA is busy as a bee endlessly gathering up amino acids for her honeycomb of proteins.  She picks up a bit of proline here, some glycine there, a pinch of aspartic acid, a drop of valine to spice things up.  She weaves the ingredients into a startling new combination for her unique primodial protein stew.  She is never quite sure what the results will be, but it is always fascinating to see just what will happen next.


She just came up with a combination the other day for hemoglobin which is a wonderful addition to any life form.  Just think, it can carry all kinds of useful ingredients for metabolism and it can handle that rather volatile substance oxygen, which is very good for making animate life jump and hop.


It’s just amazing that she can do all this with just three picks of four amino acids.  Those numbers go so nicely together.  After all, each atom is made up of three forces, positive, negative, and catalytic.  And four is such a beautiful number.  You can do so many things with four.  For one thing, carbon has four possible bonds and works so well in the chemistry of life.


Whoops, one of her children, the enzymes, is nagging her to do the split.  Well, let’s see, we’ll unravel a bit here and a bit there, and we’ll each be a single strand.  From each strand, her sister RNA will drop by and collect the pattern necessary to make some more protein children.  Her sister is always coming by to borrow some more patterns.  Well, Mother DNA will only be too happy to placate her.  After all, if they don’t do their job, no one will help them do it.  It’s up to them to keep the whole she-bang rolling along.


Oh no, she’s getting the urge again.  A special enyme child of hers, a very special child, quite bright and precocious, is pulling insistently on one of her strands and she’s getting that funny urge.  She can’t help it, she just has to stop everything she’s doing, and unravel all the way, removing her chemical dress to do something very private.  Oh, dear, now there’s two long strands of her and each strand can weave the other side of her.  Each strand sings to countless amino acids, namely adenine, thymine, guanine, and cytosine, to come join the dance and become part of her being.  They hear the call and can’t resist.  Who couldn’t or wouldn’t jump at a chance to become a part of the Great Mother DNA!  And, before you know it, ta da!, there are two new identical copies of Mother DNA!


Well, maybe identical.  It’s always fun to make a few mistakes in the copying process just to see if anything different happens.  Always vary the ingredients, that’s the Mother DNA’s motto.  After all, if you didn’t change things around, things would get so dull and boring!


Mother DNA has been doing this for a long time.  She isn’t sure quite how all this started.  Did her protein children make her or did she make her protein children?  Maybe they just joined the great chemical dance simultaneously.  They joined their bonds and started dancing in endless spirals.  

Maybe a new protein whispered in her ear:  “Make me!  Oh, please make more copies of me!  I can do so much good for you!”  And she came up with one combination or another until she got it right.  Or maybe she just used her feminine intuition to hit on the right ingredients on the spot, and Voila!, a new protein, and what do you know?, it turned out to be just the thing to match with the other proteins in her new celluar decoration scheme.

Endlessly, Mother DNA weaves on, happily humming electron songs to herself and to her children.  This is so much fun!  Pretty soon, she’ll have it all together for a new home for herself and her children, their first cell!

Once upon a time, billions of years ago…

It is very tiny.  It is composed of 10 million busy buzzing atoms doing their molecular dance.  Floating, it is carried by one current or the other of very salty water.  It is round.  It is hexagonal with crystalline spines sticking out.  No nucleus does it have within it; it’s DNA and RNA is just scattered every which way within it.  Within it, there are folds upon folds of RNA busily making an endless series of proteins.  

Proteins are what keeps it going.  Little spherical proteins venture out into the dangerous world beyond the membrane, gathering sugar molecules in baskets, picking them like berries in a land of vicious tigers from other cells that might slurp them up.  It carries out the trash molecules that have decomposed and have become poisonous beyond the membrane.  The membrane is made up of layers of fatty proteins.

That little thin membrane is what separates outside from inside.  Inside is secure.  Inside is what is known.  Inside is what is familiar.  Inside must be maintained at all costs.  Whatever it takes to keep the inside going must be done.

Outside is terrifying.  Outside is the boogeyman under the bed.  Outside there are monsters and mean things that might eat us.  Outside must be avoided.  We must take what we need from out there, but otherwise we must protect ourselves with as firm armor as possible.  The 10 million atoms inside have come to a consensus about this.  We must survive.  That is Rule Number 1.

Just how and why the atoms came to this conclusion, they cannot say.  Somehow it happened that way and then it became a habit imprinted into their very being.  Once it became imprinted, they spontaneously arranged themselves into just the right pattern to preserve the pattern.  The pattern became self-perpetuating.

What is it that holds them together?  There is something that knows what to do.  It cannot “think”, but it knows what to do.  It breathes in the gases that it needs and combines them with the food molecules and makes the energy to perpetuate its existence.  It is both singular and plural simultaneously.

Little tiny cilia waver rapidly at 100 times per second.  It can “smell” the juicy molecules it needs to survive and knows just how to propell the right end of itself towards those succulent sugar molecules and slurp them up.  It can smell the presence of bad molecules coming from a mean cell that intends to eat it and wavers rapidly in the opposite direction.  It cannot hear, though it can sense vibrations in the water.  It cannot see, though it can sense the presence of light that helps it gain energy.  It can’t reach out and touch.  It can only smell.  It can smell a single molecule hundreds of feet away, sensing its effect.

When it has sufficient food and energy, the cell does the split.  One batch of chemicals goes one way and the other batch goes the other way.  It feels a strange niceness when it does this.  It feels nice to become two out of one, and yet it is the same one.  

The more of ourselves there are the greater the chance some of ourselves will survive.  The more of ourselves there are, the more inside there is and the less outside.  Therefore we are more secure.  We must convert what is out there into what is in here.

Ah, there is so much nice sunshine and yummy sugar molecules in this patch of soothing water.  Now there are billions of us and we will grow and grow and grow.

And now this day we will have a multicelluar party!  All cells far and near are invited to the party!  Let it be assured this will be a real blast!  It doesn’t matter what your size, shape, or sexual orientation (hermaprodites are heartily welcomed!), you are welcome to come and participate.  Rest assured, there will be plenty of food, chemicals, and DNA to go around.  We’ll pool it together and see what we can come up with.

Sure, you may be an individualist on some days, but just try it for once to see what being a collectivist is like.  Who knows, you might like it once you’ve had a taste of it.  You’ll find it’s fun being part of a bunch and there’s no telling what we’ll come up with.

We can try being a slime mold and crawl over the surface of the water, engaging in a bout of mutual sun-bathing.  Slowly, we can crawl and slither along and scoop up all the reticent cells that are picky about joining a party such as this.  At the end of the day, when we are all heartily filled with all kinds of delicious organic molecules that come our way, we can split up and say farewell, it’s been real, and get together for another jamboree another time.

Or we can form a sphere.  Wouldn’t that look pretty?  We can all have little tails that waver around and coordinate ourselves so that we can choose to move up or down or sideways or any which way we want to go.  You wouldn’t know how fun it is until you’ve tried it!

Or you can go the way of the sponges and take root on the bottom of the ocean and breathe in and out through all those little holes.  We can even go creepy crawling through the sludge and no one will be able to figure out where we are next, playing hide and go seek with all the other cells swimming around in the ocean.

If you are more adventurous, maybe you can try being a jellyfish, but be careful because it’s very addictive and once you’ve started it, you may find that you can never stop being one.

The jellyfish is the king of the ocean in those ancient pre-Cambrian times.  It can swim any which way it wants because it’s cells are differentiated into soldiers who do all kinds of chores.  Some move the tentacles; these are the muscles.  Some digest the food the jellyfish scoops up.  Some cover the jellyfish in a web-like network; these are the nerves and they coordinate the activities of the jellyfish.

The jellyfish has gone beyond a mere collectivitity of cells into an individuality.  It perceives itself as one.  The world out there is something which must be struggled with.  Constantly the jellyfish is frantically looking for the food that it must feed its cells with.

The jellyfish is both male and female.  It can fertilize itself or different versions of itself.  Once in a while, it sends out little tapole like sperm cells containing DNA that hold a master pattern that is its own kind.  The little spermies are on a mission to find egg cells that are the second half of the pattern, egg cells passively drifting about in the water.  The egg cells send out molecular signals, “Penetrate me, oh please penetrate me, you little spermies out there swimming around!”  Ecstatically, they take the spermies into their protoplasmic nests.

In the first part of its life, the jellyfish grows like a seaweed on the floor of the ocean, firmly rooted onto a rock.  It is a protoplasmic polyp and it grabs whatever it can catch that passes by.  Later, it gets big enough to let go and float into the wide ocean to join the other jellyfishes.

All lower creatures are terrified of the jellyfish because it can sting and kill.  With nasty tentacles, it can circle a helpless hapless creature such as an unwary sponge, take it into its cruel embrace and slowly poison it while savoring its flavor.

Floating on, the jellyfish drifts, sniffing the salty waters for more prey for its existence. 

The trilobite crawls frantically in the primordial sludge.  It seems to have gotten lost down here and is utterly disoriented.  It seeks for its fellow trilobites but cannot seem to locate anybody.

Oceanic currents pull it back and forth on the bottom of the shores of the ocean.  There is lots of shelled ones who have passed away.  Their shells are easy to pry open with its various appendages.  Yummy gooey salty meat of the sea.

Its five eyes do not enable it to see very much of its world nor does its limited brain allow it very much freedom of cognition.  All it knows is if it sees a huge shadow passing over, that is something very evil and dangerous, and it better get the hell away, lest it become one of the eaten ones.  Or the bright light is nice and warm to rest in for awhile.  Or certain smells make it hungry and draw it in that direction.  Or other smells make it horny and have a desire to release its spermies in that direction.

It has eight crawling legs on a segmented body with a plate of armor on its back, a burden it must carry around with it wherever it goes.  Somehow it always has trouble coordinating this cumbersome body and sometimes winds up going around in circles when it meant to go a bit straighter.  It has a lot of difficulty figuring out how to make the legs walk in synchronization; some of the legs are backwards when it meant to move them forward or vice-versa.  Oh well, somehow it’ll all work out sooner or later.

It is kind of stupid.  It can’t figure out up from down or right from left.  The world out there is a confusing blur to it.  It just knows what feels good and what doesn’t feel so nice.  There are so many bad creatures who want to eat it, it’s safer to stay under the rocks and hide.  When in doubt, lay still and hope you’ll pass for a rock.

Sometimes what works well is to join a flock of fellow trilobites.  There is a great power in numbers.  The more of us there are, the more formidable we become.  We can even manage to attack a jellyfish monster or a giant worm serpent, maybe rip out its guts until it lies still, have bits of it for dinner.

Meanwhile, it is lost in the nasty sludge that is getting deeper and deeper.  There are thunderous vibrations passing through the water, coming from somewhere above, and currents of water throw mounds and mounds of sludge on it where its trapped.  It can’t see anything anymore and the sludge gets into its mouth and keep it from breathing.  There is nothing else to do.  The trilobite gives in and lets go of its existence.

It goes off into trilobite land where there are nothing but fellow trilobites and there is nothing nasty that will threaten to eat them and there is plenty to eat and there is always lots of warm sunshine in calm waters.

Hundreds of millions of years from then, a curious scientist discovers the imprint of its body in dried mud in layers of sedimentary rock.  The trilobite winds up being displayed in a museum for the perusal of hundreds passing through, thinking what weird primitive creatures these were.

The Great Squidoid Octopus Mama sure provokes terror and a lusty yest for life in all who lay eyes on her.  Eight vast tentacles project from this octogonal dragon of the Great Ocean.  And she squirts black ink everywhere to evade and confuse predators and prey alike, her temporal scribblings to all who come within her presence:  “Worship me!  Behold me!  Lust for me!  Desire me!  Be annihilated by my presence!  Drown in my madness!”  She is the new form, the octopus, the supremely surprising squirt-gun of the depths.

Hard to believe her ancestors were the lowly clams, those humble meditators in the caverns on the underbelly of the oceanic maw.  Hard to believe she evolved from lowly squirming worms.  And now she is free from grazing in the murky muck.  Now instead of being food, she eats it.  She is rather fond of the various crusted creatures that piddle-paddle about on their rickety legs, the crabby ones and the lobster red ones.  But, really, anything will suit her delight.

A male of her kind will come to pay her obesience and beg entry into her special mouth.  He will dance around her and shoot lovely ink poems of his desire for her.  He will ocean dive in elegant spirals.  If she is sufficiently impressed, she will allow him to stick his special foot into her mouth.  Seeds will pour into her to make eggs, which she will cherish and nurture until they are hatched.  And more octopi will spread throughout the ocean to terrorize the others.

She ponders on her existence.  How is it that she came to arrive here?  She gazes at her world, its multicolored hues, the great mountains of seaweed and coral, the forests of moss.  How wonderful it all is!  Where did this wonderful thing, the ability to see all this for the first time, come from?  But it doesn’t matter.  The important thing is to catch more food and grow, to make more of her kind.  If she does this, she has served her purpose.  And yet she feels driven to see more, to know more.  She has a curiosity that makes her fascinated to explore her world, walking along on the bed of the ocean, gazing upon it with bigger eyes to bring it all into focus.  It becomes more clear instead of a mere blur.

If she encounters an obstacle, she can figure out a way around it, instead of trying to go through it, which is what the stupid crusted ones would do.  She can make judgements about where the best place for food would be and can sense cycles of the sun and moon above.  It is when the moon is full on the surging sea above that she feels most in tune with the essence of her optopiness.  She is free of encumbering shells, and she has brains instead of a lobotimized lobster with only so much room for grey matter.

When the moon is full, she composes moon poems of scattered ink, squirting herself all over the spaciousness of the world below.  She rises and falls with the waves.  Free she is in the new world of perception.

The red-shelled pincered one, crawls around in the shallow waters scavanging for bits of food, unfortunate dead ones washed ashore by recent storms.  He dances fervently in the light of the mad moon above.  Why he feels compelled to dance, he cannot say, it is in the blood of his ancestors.  But when the moon is full and bursting with yellow passion, he and his fellow crusted ones dance around in spirals in shallow ponds by the wavy rocks.  Together they dance and beseech the moon to shine more upon its juicy titbits released on the face of the planet.

He finds a partner and she and he pinch each other in jolly good fun and lust, circling around, facing one another.  They clash their red shells and burst with sheer feel-good passion, squirting out their life juices to merge and make more little crusted ones.  Together they will create an ocean full of ones like themselves.  The moon shines brightly and redly on the gasping of their passion in the ocean bath of joy.

On the outskirts of this party, a giant squid awaits patiently for it to all end.  Then she will make the strike for her little ones.  She looks forward to the deliciously of their lovely white meat with considerable interest.  A clam hides beneath a rock, breathing deeply.

All night, the moon travels on from horizon to horizon, oblivious of the inspired lunacy she has drawn forth from the crusted ones.  Oh, cold orb with your pockmarked face, where are you headed tonight?  What schemes do you have for those lost ones of the earth?  Were it not for the thin thread of gravity compelling you to circle this wondrously green and blue and white planet like a vast marble dominating your sky, surely you would fly off to the far edges of space.

Towards the first calling of dawn, the pincered ones are aroused in tempo, coming closer and closer to one another.  They begin to take tentative bites.  The squid peeks with increasing fascination.  The oyster dreams moon songs singing from lunatical sirens.

“C’mon, ya gotta keep a cool head out here on this damned sweltering savanna.”

“Yeah, man, keep that brain from overheating.”

“Ain’t it great that we can stand on two feet out here.  Man, it’s so much cooler up here than crawling around down in that grass, like those dumb apes.”

“Yeah, we ain’t apes.  We the smart ones.  Cause we know how to keep our heads cool.”

On the savannah, there is a new breed of apes.  They’ve learned how to stand on their own two feet and they can see over the wide plains instead of having their vision blocked by the high grasses.  Because they can see over it all, they can dominate it all.

“We can outsmart those dumb cats and dogs, cause we the smart ones.  We got big brains and they don’t have shit for brains.”

“Yeah, pretty soon, we’ll make those cats and dogs scared shitless of us.”

“We got rocks and things like that to throw at them.”

“They’ll be licking out of our hands sooner or later.”

Standing up so high and proud, these apes cooled off their brains so they could think more clearly.  Because they could expend more energy into their lower body, their brains were free to grow bigger and bigger.

“We getting smarter and smarter every day.  We gonna master this whole damned world.”

“We got big heads now and we can talk and think and shit like that.”

They learned to eat meat.  Instead of being meat, now they were the meat-eaters.  For days on end, they would chase herded animals until they keeled over from exhaustion.  To be able to do this, they had to have a lot of extra brain cells to burn.  Brain cells burn up quick when you’ve been running for awhile under the hot sun.  They shed their fur to keep cool and their sweat glands increased four-fold on their enlarged heads.

Little did they know this would have an unanticipated side-effect.  Or perhaps their minds knew exactly what they were doing and planned the whole thing out that way.

“Hey, this is cool, man.  We can think now.  We can figure out where we’re going and where we’re coming from.”

“Yeah, and we can make up all these nifty words for things.  Like, that’s a rock, or that’s a tree, or there’s the horizon, and hey, zippeedoodah, there’s an antelope.  Want to go for it?”

“Yeah, let’s give it the chase of its life.”

“And let’s keep our heads cool while we go about it.”

Because they were able to keep their enlarged brains cool, they were able to think more clearly and succinctly than usual.  Images became more clear.  More parallel processing was done in their increasingly complex brains.  Being on their two feet made them able to hold things and manipulate things.

“Hey, throw a rock at it.  Yeah, that’s right.”

“What are we gonna cut this thing up with?  We gotta find a rock that works sort of like a tiger claw.”

“Say, I have an idea.  I’ll just hit this little rock against this big rock until we have the shape we want.”

Simultaneously, spatial ability developed more clearly in their cooled-off heads along with more sequential processing.  The brain did a magic trick and assigned the right side for the first and the left side for the second.

“Yeah, we really got a handle on it now.”

Ducks are really oddities in the general scheme of evolution.  They have odd rubbery feet that waddle along on the ground and paddle along quite serenely in water.  To top it off, their duckbills look especially ludicrous.  Imagine being born with such strange implements.  Surely, some kind of Cosmic Jester must have thought up the idea of a duck.  About the only normal thing about ducks is their wings; they can fly like any other birds.  But they don’t use those wings for flying so much; they prefer to paddle in the water.

No wonder they quack-quack so much.  They have the silliest voices when they quack.  They sound like some kind of old car horn.  How can any predator possibly take them seriously?  Or perhaps the purpose of the duck’s quack is to make predators roll over in fits of laughter, seeing ducks more as a source of entertainment than as something good to eat.  Here is a sample of duck’s language:

“Quack-quack?”  (How is it going?)

“Quack-quack-quack.”  (Could be worse, could be better.)

“Quack-quack-QUACK-quack?” (Do you think they’ll drain the pond this year?)

“Quack-QUACK-quack-Quack-quack!”  (They better not or I will QUACK them right out of existence!)

And so on they go in their quack-quackety-quack-quack way.

Every now and then, the ducks have a water fight.  They start splashing water all over each other.  It’s usually a sibling squabble over a slow fish a piece of bread someone tossed their way.  Hey, didn’t I tell you this was my part of the pond?  I want that!  The winner proudly struts about and the loser embarrassedly licks her wings. Or maybe they splash water all over each other just for the heck of it and it’s a hot day.  It’s sort of like a bunch of kids hopping in front of an opened fire hydrant in the inner city.

There are all kinds of sizes and shapes of ducks.  There are Canadian geese magnificently displaying their V-formation towards the south as winter approaches.  There are graceful white swans.  There are the more generic white ducks you always see in city ponds along with goldfish and eager squirrels anxiously seeking for pieces of bread that didn’t make it into the pond.

Then there are the blue herons.  The blue heron is a rare bird indeed, tall and graceful.  One time, I saw a blue heron along the side of a tame pond.  So still stood it, I thought it was surely a statue – until it moved a foot or its bill slightly to one direction or the other.  It appeared to be posing there, like it was some kind of movie star and this pond was Hollywood.  It stood four feet high down by the cattails.  It acted like the whole pond belonged to it.  Once in a while it would deign to move, but most of the time it was silent and still like a perfectly written Japanese haiku.


Little duckies go quackety-quack…


Cattails by the side of the mucky pond…


Blue heron stands proudly over his domain.

Drenching rains in the deep shades of the vast forest.  Strange labyrinths of bushes and muck.  Lost forever in infinite dampness.

Little pale white people march across the floor of the forest.  Down by the mist forming on the moss.  They have peculiar pointed heads with no eyes and no mouths, only sometimes a little hole in the middle.  Sometimes they are yellow.  Sometimes they are purple and green.  But they always have that ghostly look to them, like they have come from some mysterious underworld.

They are the mushrooms and they make an odd mushy sound as you pronounce them.  They are a separate variety of creature from either plants or animals.  They stick themselves into whatever ground they can find, but they do not photosynthesize.  They just feed themselves on rotting remains and stink.  They are rather stinky creatures and they are fond of stinky gases like methane or sulphuric acid.

They rather resemble dicks.  Indeed, like dicks, they have an affinity for warm, damp, dark places.  They seek for whatever passive matter they can penetrate.  When sufficiently aroused, they sneeze spores to penetrate choice spots and grow more of themselves.

You need to be careful around these weird organisms.  Some are good to eat.  Some are poisonous.  And, if you’re lucky, you’ll encounter a few which will grant you glorious views of the unity of the cosmos in flying colors.  But, even in the same species, you will never know what you are getting.  Primitive peoples would draw sticks to see whose turn it was to try out one.  You will either get a good meal, death, or Visions of God.


After a fresh rain, they will grow in multitudes like mushroom castles on the damp rotting floor.  Slimy slugs slither over their heads.  The mushy people stink and think of long lost dreams of fragrances of death in the maw of the disintegrating worms as seeds gather nutrients for the arousal of a new flower yet to come into the light of a ray of sunlight shining through a rare opening in the leaves above like a revelation of a new world.

