


These days I spend most of my time remembering things, so you might say my future is 
starting to look a lot like my past. I mean, if you just look at the pictures. 

I remember post cards with vivid scenes of your favorite places to visit, and then I remember  
the ones that are maps, and—I remember—well, it’s like the guy who gave someone a stopped  
clock because, after all, at least it was exactly right twice a day. Or let’s say, somebody standing  
alone on a country road, or walking back and forth on that road. Or let’s say, walking back and  
forth at the same time.  

This is hard to believe, I know, but somewhere there stands a picture of me eternally youthful,  
while I, the body guy, age and, let’s face it, slowly decompose. What is it that holds us  
together? Only the picture, too, degenerates, even more slowly, or what’s worse, it is  
outmoded by new means of representation, or what’s worse, it just goes out of style. This past  
that rings you up, knocks three times at your door, appears uninvited in your private  
chambers. “Long past?” “No,” the ghost says. “Your past.”

Time moves faster now because things don’t last as long. It gets harder to waste time, and  
believe me, if I am not managing to completely waste your time, it is not because of a lack of 

commitment, or effort. I was trying to say that this world is not a dream, but now it appears 
that my judgment was at least premature. For a time will come when it is no longer a question 

of “a time will come.” The light comes from inside your terrific will. The dark also lights you 
up. Heaven is only heaven till you get there. Your will, your will will save you. 

We defy augury. If you choose to go back to earth and live again as a human being, you can do 
so. You can live a second life on earth or live in the form of those who walk on the light, or in 
the form of an animal if you choose. What is the opposite of reincarnation? To die a thousand 
deaths, and be no further ahead in dying than you were for the first. It must be what a page  
feels like, turned and turned and still getting nowhere, like a line of dialogue in a play that’s 
been performed for two thousand years. What is the matter with you? Did you not hear me the  
first time?

 And that’s why the people . . . I meant to say, that’s why the people so little resemble their 
pictures. But I mean, why should they? Why shouldn’t people look like the sun? Or a toaster?  
Or the far-off galaxies with which, you hear, anyway, they have so much in common? And 
what about that light, that’s parceled out in little particles, or are they waves now? Can you 
keep up? Not me. I have been thinking this one over, and you know, I’ve started to notice, 
trying to account for, oh, I don’t know, gravity, painting, company, the ghost-lights—I’ve been 
thinking: My idea of order is the same as my idea of a big mess.

Part of me isn’t real. The whole world by firelight, even if the fire is, what, 93 million miles 
away. Even the little microbes you can see, the galaxy clusters you imagine. I mean,  

everything is possible because something is burning up. And that thought then becomes a 
picture, and that picture closes its eyes, and that thought eats itself.

History begins with a sacrifice. (Not yet, the goat cries.) Remember the moment when they 
lowered the body into the ground, and the flowers you saw, and then the monument you only 
imagined. When history required it, the words—the very same words you are using, every 
day, yes, even you, little one—the words ranged themselves into divisions, battalions, into vast 
armies. And that’s when they knew it was time to rebel, not because conditions were so  
terrible, but because Well, hell, we’ve already got this army . . . You will need to invent a faith to  
guide them, and of course, grievances to redress, because what feeds a body better than a  
sense of having been unfairly used? Do not make the mistake of fixing the flaws in the system, 
of filling in the gaps, because after all, it is greatest errors that shed the most light. You will 
have to bring a lot into being—a cosmos—but just show them these pictures and they are sure 
to do most of the heavy lifting. You will not end, as your words will not end. If you expect me 
to say that your words will live forever, you’re going to be disappointed. But they will never 
end. The ocean may burn up but the waves will not stop, because though they cease to find  
form, they must always be waves. Or particles, maybe. 

OK, I’ll give you that. I don’t know whether any of this will last, or for how long. I don’t know  
what endures, and what actually passes into the void, or where the void came from, or what 
the void did to deserve it. I don’t know where you are now, or what you are doing; and I don’t 
know whether we meet, or where, or what you make of what for a minute or two distracted 

you, or whether your casual focus was actually the distraction, or the distraction the focus. I’ll  
never know. There’s no way you can tell me. I can’t read your mind. I can only be sure that 
you have one. I don’t know if you will accept my guidance, or whether you ought to. I may 

 have gotten it all wrong. After all, I’m only human. For now.

Bernard Welt 
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