I will be watching the grass grow


She was sitting there, her head supported by the bus’ window.  It was dark outside and the neon of the advertisement was shading her face’s features to a bluish tone.  She looked in her forty, but who could know for sure with this kind of lighting.  

A soft natural smile was bending her desiccated lips and a finger was trailing on the pan of glass, drawing or writing something over her mirrored image.  

She was pale, or was it again that flickering glow over hear head? Or the fact her Tibetan wool hat was black, framing her round checks under her blacken under-eyes? Or the burgundy wool coat?

Her gaze was extinguished.  She was in the bus, but at the same time, very far away of all the commotion there is in a bus full of college students.  

In front of her, even so, there was action.  One student of Latino origin was describing what she identified as a “White attitude” to one of her Haitian friend.  A third one, talking with them, was Caucasian, alike the majority of the bus’ load.  

“Anyway, that was awful.  It began to rain during our assignment and the two girls with me had an umbrella, but none of them offered to cover me up with it.  Even worst.  .  .  ” she was vindicating.  ”.  .  .  when it was the time of doing the work, I asked where we were supposed to meet.  Of cours’ it was a team work.  They said we will do each on our side.  But, hey.  .  .  I know those two white worked together and just let me on my own.  That is always like that, that “white” attitude, thinking they are better than everyone.  ”

The older lady eyes sparkles and they suddenly left the pan of glass to look at the one standing right above her.  

The chatting between the three friends stopped, and like conspirators, they looked at the lady with a polite “Have you something to say?” question literally painted on their face, inviting silently the elder to spit it up.  

“I was, when I was your age, given the same attention.  ” She declared softly.  ” And I am far than being immigrant, as you may well see, ladies.  Do not let your differences stops you that way.  There is million of reason beside the obvious to segregate.  That appears to be a human’s tendency to judge other on difference rather than on similarities.  ”

Her voice was broken on the end, like if saying that was scaring herself up, like it was painful.  And the three strangers, the one above the lady in burgundy coat, her Haitian friend and the Caucasian sitting beside the woman in Burgundy nod respectfully, the three of them.  

Relief shows on the woman expression with the reaction of the teenagers, and she resumes her prior action while the three girls resume their chatting about how the collegial life sucks.  

No further comments came from the lady.  

The bus stopped at one booth, to let down some passengers and gather some others.  

Every single heads follow the halting movement forward in a unique harmonious wave.  

Then they regain their stance.  

The man that was sitting on the other side of the lady raised and went out.  So the Latino girl sat.  

The lady pulled on her wool coat so nothing would touch either the left or the right passengers.  

Then, assuredly remarking that there was one of the seats for single person available, she rose, bowing with a grin to the Haitian girl.  “Please.  ”

With a wobbling gait, she reached the seat.  Her drawing was finished on the other window? Or was it only because she was rare qualities in this speeding world, thoughtful enough to insure the three friends could be sitting together?

“I will have to email something about this to Cayk.  ” whispered the distracted lady for herself, like for taking a mental note of it.  ” I wonder how he felt hearing me after so long.  ” She continued with a sigh, letting her head fall on the window’s pan gradually.  Her eyes were drawn to the glass again and the fog on it.  Her hand hoisted toward it and she drew something again with the index, lost in her thought.  

Underneath a pair of glasses and a nose that she sketched, she wrote “CAYK” with a pre-school kind of clumsy writing.  

Terminus, everyone rushed out but the lady in her burgundy coat.  She had problem getting to stand.  When she finally managed, she took support on the wall of the bus to go down the few steps.  Then she started limping her way toward the subway entrance.  Just a dot amongst the others people running and walking around.  

But there was a feel about her of another time, something that had slow down.  Out of breath, she took pauses along the way.  

A few scarce tears fell off her eyes, rolling down the cheeks.  

But always that smile bending her lips naturally.  

Was it raw pain or was it the cold October weather? Or, even, was it the thought about that Cayk or the one about all the segregation her species called human was still endorsing?

Who would have known?

She finally got inside and she halted, pushed on every side, but nevertheless standing there like a rock in the middle of the water turmoil.  She unfastened her buttons one after the other, her back near one of the wall of the entrance, so she was not too much in the way.  

Dear Cayk!  

You kept me so busy with your emails for a time that I did not judge it was logical to post here in more.  

But now that you are so busy that you are no more answering, I do have time.  

I appreciated all the email you sent.  Each of them for what they were

I kept myself to tell you I was that much interested because I do Love you enough to accept that you are not mine, in the sense of so many lovers in this world says it.  

And we are not lovers.  

I doubt we will ever be more than circumstantial friends.  Though sometimes, my romantic mind would dream of more.  

Some people do need, to feel they are loved or love someone to have a ‘belonging’.  

I do not need that.  

I just need to know you are safe, happy and healthy.  That suffices to my soul.  

And I do plan it will stay like that.  

Of course, I know you are coming to that meeting at the end of the month.  You let go too many clues for me to ignore them.  

I am just playing the indifferent, in a way.  

And “playing” is not truly an appropriated word for this.  

Because my motivation to come for that meeting is above all interest I could have in you.  

You being there is just the cherry on the Sunday.  

But I am so not expecting anything for once.  I am totally at peace with it.  

I do hope you will see the changes He made to me.  

Because I do not feel to sit and have to tell you about it.  

I have so much to do.  

One of our common friend said I will find a job sooner than I think.  

I wonder if she knows what is in my heart, what is in my soul.  

I wonder how many people, ministers or not, will stand against this desire.  

Because I am not much of a fighter.  

The Lord has more than one way to give Water to ones that is thirsty.  

And He knows more about His toolbox than a screwdriver can say about a nail gun.  

Love, my dear Cayk!  

Kocha

Dear Cayk,

I do not know if you know what that feeling I am in this afternoon is.  

I feel like I am on death row and that soon, yes very soon, I will die.  

That I can’t escape to this.  That somehow I deserve it for some obscure crime I did.  

But I ignore which crime I did?

No one wants to answer me on that.  

At the same time, I feel like it is just that this happen.  

It ache inside, it forces me to do things I would have never did otherwise; like being somehow reckless.  

I do not want to die at all.  

Life is wonderful.  

Life is meaningful.  

Life is such a gift He gave to us, with all the irresponsibility we prove so often we have.  

Who would want to die where there is still so much to do?

Where time is in so short in supply?

I look around me this afternoon and it seems so much like everyone is oaring in a dinghy with only one oar.  Me include.  .  .  but I am immobile at this moment.  I am just observing.  I have a map, I do not know if others have a map, but I am turning it in all sense and I do not find the North of it.  

The coast I am seeing is not at all matching what the card is displaying.  

Should I let the map go and trust my gist?

We are doing very good circle, more or less perfect.  

Some are oaring very fast and the nose of their dinghy raise above the water, but they are not making much of a bigger circle.  

Some are in a break of it, bobbing up and down with the waves, enjoying the landscape through the fog.  

Others are whistling a little tune to have some courage growing up.  

A few are busy; they are trying to raise a sail over their dinghy because they are tired to oar.  

They hope to catch a wind of some sort and they do not mind the neighbors that are mocking them about it.  

Perhaps is it the solution?

Some have just giving up.  They sit there, the chin in their hands, all morose and green.  Do they have seasickness?

Others, yet, are sleeping.  

A few are too drunk to even care.  They are just partying.  

Others let the oar go and are trying to swim instead.  

Some are calling for help and want a lift into the other dinghy.  

Some tried to help them, but their embarkation has been overturned.  

I am trying to see where the people I do care about are?

What they are doing at this moment?

There is some I would like to tow, even if I do not know where I am heading myself and why I am in my dinghy.  

But I am calm.  Even when there are very big waves, I just brace on each side of my little vessel and close my eyes.  

I feel that any of them may overturn me also.  

I would like to help the one I fear that will drown, even if I do not know them.  But each time I am standing in my dinghy.  .  .  it threat to capsize.  

Wait, I just saw someone on a kayak.  .  .  whoa.  .  .  I want one like that.  .  .  you can’t topple in a Kayak.  .  .  

I need a kayak!  

And I live jacket.  .  .  

I am going back to the drawing board.  .  .  there is surely a way to turn that makeshift parody of boat I am standing in into a kayak.  .  .  

Kocha

Dear Cayk,

It is funny how sometimes radio plays exactly the tune that fits with the mood you are in, in that precise moment.  

Urban cookie collective - Feels like heaven

Feel the raindrops come falling down

See the sunshine through the clouds and

Oh oh, and it feels like Heaven

Is this has to do with the fact lot of people do feel alike yourself without you knowing it?

Is that somewhere all human brain of a certain region sets on that thought or is it only a chance, only a random fact that my brain attention was pricked by this tune because I felt that way and I would not bear any attention, lets say to a tune speaking of a Love break if I am not myself in that mood?

Is it a mere fact that my brain is sifting and letting only in what sound like me, at this moment?

The encouraging thought with this UCC tune is that it is positive lyrics.  .  .  

What worry me is that it is pretty repetitive?

Am I on ‘repeat mode’?

Time to change?

Kocha

Dear Cayk,

Today, as everyday of my short life, there was true blessing that held me to befall into saddest conclusions.  

It was pouring dogs and cats.  

For the average human being, that will suffice in dampers down one mood.  

But me, I love that the Lord send us rain every once in a while.  

Where there is rain, there is plants, flowers and greenery growing up and thriving.  

The buds are finally bursting open in the trees around here and the lawn is turning greener by the hour.  

I always wondered why people, when they are considered normal, do no more appreciate what Nature can give us as pleasure for the eyes.  

I am rejoicing in thinking of all the beautiful pictures I will do of that and for all the animals and birds that depend on the plant for living and building nest.  

I saw one crow totally destroying the nest of another bird this morning.  I could have shout at it and save the poor little eggs, but as harsh as Nature can be, it is the Lord’s creation and I felt that there is a reason for certain things to happen.  

When humans play the superhuman and try to ‘save the widow and the orphan’, it is often for their one well-being or profit and not always in the sense it is supposed to be for the ensemble.  

We do so much think to our own bellybutton.  .  .  so not to the ensemble of souls.  

It is warm outside.  I do no more need a coat.  

I read Abraham and Sarah stories.  

I make parallels between Sarah and me.  

I do admit I am often laughing when I ‘learn’ something is to happen.  I do not trust that inner voice often, because I fear that it is just a trick of the mind and not the Lord speaking.  Why would He speak to me, huh?

And when it finally turns out exactly like that inner voice and those dreams announced to me, I doh!  

I am glad He is more patient with me than I am with Him.  

I am stubborn.  

I do not allow myself to believe that I do see those things.  

And of course, I do not want to talk of it publicly.  

What a fool would I been taken for.  

Beside, I am not always right.  My mind and my inner voice do are clouded by tones of things, like everyone else on this earth.  Be it my own pride, my own set of beliefs or more simply the fact that I am but an humble human trying to trust Him but at the same time clinging to things I think are important.  

But what are those things compared to His plan?

Often : dusts and ashes.  

Be blessed today, my friend.  

Kocha

Dear Cayk.  

I chose to write to you through that place, each time that my heart is wishing too.  

There are a couple of reasons for that.  

Firstly, and very selfishly, it will appease me.  

Secondly, it will capture moment that would have passed unnoticed otherwise.  

Thirdly, this could help you if ever you fall on it and have the patience to read it.  

Fourthly, no one will know but me and The Lord, what is fantasy or the truth in this.  One may as well assume that what I am writing here is but a mere fiction.  And this is very relieving.  

I do that for myself, at first.  I cannot lye to you and say I do that for you.  

I am not doing that for you to change your mind about me or to influence you in any ways.  

The Lord will provide to that if it has to happen.  I truly believe He will do what is the best for us, so I am not going to send you that link.  

One day you will search for something and fall on the letters I will write here.  That day will be without me acting up for you to come here.  

And if you never come and if you never read.  .  .  I will not be hurt.  

I just hope that if you do red those lines I am writing up, that you will respect the passage of the time, the ignorance of what was happening on your side while I was writing and the fact I let it open to the whole world.  

No one knows who Mitaly is; no one knows who is Irish.  So do not blush or feel ashamed, if you’re reading.  

For everyone else but me, you and The Lord, this is just the journal of a woman living an unreasonable infatuation through the end of it.  

It is just the lucubration of a fool that is convinced she fell in Love with one that will never re-love her.  One that could not.  

Kocha

« Bom on griot ak riz colle, s’il-vous-plait, M’sieur.  »

The black man on the other side of the counter rose with a suspicious glance at the lady that entered.  

“You went to Haiti? Me, I am not going there.  I did not go for the past twenty-two years.  ”

“Too much violence, huh?”

“Yes, Ma’m, it hurts my poor old heart to say this, but our poor citizens are just not aware they are manipulated.  Too much analphabet.  “He commented.  

It was like if she was somehow of the family, suddenly, even though her skin is so white, you can see her blue veins.  

He shouted to his lady for what she wanted.  

But you know how Haitians are, they are not really shouting when they are.  

“oh, oh.  .  .  .  Pa bom gres no!  ” she specified, remembering how this use to be so full of fat that half of what you had to eat was to be trashed.  

She was so concentrated on what she was doing and the conversation she had with this man, quite interesting in more, that she never noticed the man that entered behind her.  

Neither the other man chatting with her about some fact that makes the people from Haiti so vulnerable.  

She was in it with all her heart, even though she never placed a foot on the island.  

“That is what you got to be too much with ministers.  ” declared the white man to interrupt the chatting.  

“You hang in Neger places and starts speaking Neger.  ”

She ignored him a little, but he has his way to be remarked.  

He came and hugged her holding her by the hips.  

Her eyes widen.  

She finally said : ” I was speaking Creole seventeen years ago, mind you.  I was animating a radio show in replacement.  ”

“Yes, yes, I recall.  I also recall having forbid you to do it because it dirties your nice white mouth.  ”

She flicker a glance to the black man serving her.  

He was just pretending he was not hearing anything.  

“I bet it is your Cayk that taught you to speak it again.  I learned he was in Haiti at some point.  ”

She drenched and started shaking.  

She twitches her jaw and took a deep breath.  “How did you learn these?”

“I also know you sent him your scarf because he lost his father.  Nice of you.  Now.  .  .  ” and he sat on the counter.  ” Do not tell me he is the next one in your bed? You know, I can manage that he has nothing to show you if it will come to that?” 

The threats make Kocha backs a little.  ” No one is on a waiting queue for bonbon with me.  ” she first stated, making a pace forward in an “I do not fear you anymore.  ” attitude.  

“Oh, but I do not care.  Where is he right now? At daddy’s home.  .  .  .  He would have been better for him to return in Australia with the sheep.  ” spits Rice again.  

“You know, that is a threat to his life and I can easily go with that to the police and he will be protected and advised that you did it, right?”

“Yes, I know.  But you wont.  Because you do not know if I am joking or not.  ” he declares, sure of himself.  Jumping down with wave.  ” Makes nice dreams.  ” he wishes her before scampering out.  

The young lady sighs of relief.  

“What a sad character.  ” states the black man, giving her the Styrofoam contain that he placed in a plastic bag.  ” You think he will do wrong to your friend?”

“I can’t know, but I will have a close watch on that one.  I can be a fierce lion when it comes to protect people that I love.  ” she firmly confirms.  

“He knows where the other man lives?”

“Certainly not, otherwise it is a piece of that man I would have had and not only a threat to pierce my heart.  I am really happy that when Annabel gave me my friend addresses, I just shred it up and trashed it.  Although he could have been of use to me, it would have been way to easy for him to know.  Thanks for the griot.  ” she finishes, bowing and then scampering out.    
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