there's a painting of an old woman on the wall in

front of me; a great portrait, hung high on the wall

in a frame gilded in gold.  the woman, who's life must

certainly have been regarded as disctinct from those

around her (for how else would a portrait of her, and

not her contemporaries have ended up on the wall), is

horribly ugly.  she resembles the unpicked vegetables,

left between the rows of a garden to rot, yet she

herself has been draped in fine fabrics and strings of

pearls.  to her right, i now observe, sits a vase of

beautiful yellow flowers - roses, i believe.  they are

completely occluded by her overwhelmingly distasteful

presence.  upon further investigation, i find that my

scorn for the woman comes not from her aesthetic

appearance, but from her pride - which the painter has

aptly communicated.  her tired, sorry face has been

plastered with the faceade of a smile.  the smile

speaks of benevolence.  the benevolence stems from an

understanding of her power over others.  though she

may be willing to put it to use for their benefit, she

would never relinquish it.  this power is the source

of her pride.  how easy it would be to strip her of

this pride.  we would simply need to remove her fine

fabrics, strings of pearls, and painting from the wall

- in much the same way as her youth, beauty, and true

relational compassion were slowly eroded by the

passing of time.  now, long after her death, the sole

momento of her life with which i am presented is this

painting.  it suits her.  i wonder if she herself

gazed at the canvas after the artist had made his

mark.  i wonder if she nodded her head in approval.  i

wonder if the painter slowly seethed as he accepted a

nominal fee for his work - an exchange of monetary

wealth for a life of representing others.  i wonder if

anyone else has ever stared at this same painting. 

there are dozens here.  i could fabricate a story

about all of them - building opinions from facts,

tales from opinions, and lives from the very same

tales.  it's an inverted pyramid that surely holds no

weight in the world of reality.  but this is writing,

and i am an author.  my power is not exercised over

other human beings, but over words and ideas.  i want

to grow into this power.  i want to include the

perception and contemplation that it requires in my

everyday life.  i want to produce something physical -

just as the painter of the portrait - so that my words

and ideas might indirectly inspire others after i have

gone.  i don't want power over anyone - i don't

deserve it.  i only want power over myself, and the

ability to let even that slide from time to time.  i

want to live, and know that i am living at each and

every moment.  

that's all.
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