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Hooky


Routine: 7:35 AM; bad breath and blurred sight.  Small sounds loud.  Sticky.  My tongue tastes dry.


9:55 AM.  Still can’t taste anything.  Breakfast: somewhere between brain and stomach.  


Break-


It is 10/21/99.  An intended resistance toward the routine is now in place as I endeavor to find understanding outside of class.  I’ve been given this assignment, you see, to play hooky and forget about my tuition for an hour and a half.  I can afford it, because I now have no schedule and a weekend ahead.  

Routines tend to limit our perspectives.  We see different things when we refuse to enter into the usual series of events that squash the day; i.e. I didn’t know they swept the streets at 10 o’ clock in the morning; i.e. I thought that in order for the sidewalk at Washington Place to be truly useful, groups of thirty must cross it at precisely 9:53 AM. 


I had only briefly entered Prince St. when a woman with a very attractive girl wearing a very tight jean jacket and that Calvin Klein look passed by and a few seconds later yelled, “Excuse me!  Excuse me!”  I turned, and both the woman and the girl were headed in my direction.


But they were not headed toward me.  Behind me was another girl the woman was speaking to, “Excuse me!  Have you ever done any modeling?”


I stepped back, almost tripping off the sidewalk.  The other girl, having realized it was she who was being yelled at , said, “No”.  

The woman gave her a card, “Can you meet us tomorrow at 10?” 


“Um, actually I can’t.”


“Well, then, give us a call.  Here, let me give you…” The woman paused, and scribbled something on another card, “… my other number.” 


“Thanks.” The girl was polite.  She took the card tentatively.  “So, like, is this what you do?  Go out and find people?”


“That’s my job.”


“So, are you gonna make me rich?”


“Hopefully.  I do this all the time.  This is one of my discoveries.”  The very attractive girl wearing a very tight jean jacket and the Calvin Klein look smiled.


They parted ways.  The woman and the Calvin Klein girl went in the direction I’d been heading from.  From the other side of the street I saw the other girl drop something in a trash can.  She was beautiful, with a very natural allure.  Dark jeans and a gray long-sleeve.  Real short brunette hair.  Yet, she did not want to be a cover girl.

Somewhere in the Village I began walking behind Janeane Garofalo as she was walking her dog.  She was wearing a gray hooded down and had a dirty red shoulder bag that looked like it had been stepped on by her dog, which is a really cute mutt of some kind.  An equal proportion of people either recognized or ignored her.  Some, I think, live around the Village and see her enough to say, “Hi!” but are too awkward, hesitant, or arrogant to actually do so.  I think I will ask her out. 


Midtown.  I saw a well-dressed young man who looked very GQ, very hip in that New York kinda way.  I was sitting on the steps in front of French Connection when he walked by, scratched his forehead, and soon began bleeding from the temple.  He felt nothing, but I saw a trickle of blood down the side of his face.  I did not know whether it was better to tell him he was losing minute iotas of life (my moral imperative?), or whether it was simpler to just let him bleed and not worry about it.


Foley Square.  The KKK rally.  Cops on the verge of pummeling protesters trying to lynch a dozen activists marching in white hoods.  Somewhere, someone starts, “Cops and Clan Go Hand in Hand!” and soon the protest against protest becomes violent.  A woman is spat and screamed at and is pulled away by police trying to protect her.  Hate is ambivalent.


I headed back home.  It’s been a little over a month, and I’m starting to call my dorm room “home.” Home, it seems, is in the middle of New York City, which is surreal.  And so, I live in a surreal home.  En route, I ran into the woman and the Calvin Klein girl and wondered what they would do if I were Janeane Garofalo (I would ask her to model).

Many of us are too busy with the perpetuation of the routine to notice the deceptively simple (yet, irritating) questions that those with Too Much Free Time tend to ask.  This is the problem philosophy must endeavor to eliminate because this is the thing which makes it inaccessible to everyone save the Gandhis and Buddhas and Jesuses and Martin Luther King Jrs.


Routine slips in and it now becomes necessary to survive.  I unbutton my right back pocket, grab my ID with two fingers and show it to the security guard (Officer Santiago).  The turnstile flips, I head home.

