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 (This piece is dedicated to Family)

Minstrel roses filled the airs as the ten o'clock train beamed his breath through Coconut Grove.  The winds played in circles around Al’s carefully planned garden.  Spinach and cabbage leaves surrounded wild basil, cherry tomatoes and sweet rye shining carrots.  Rural life was the escape to a true light in life and only means of survival for the Orchids.
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Mr. Orchid and his wife Zula dedicated themselves each morning to their land.  Separately, they followed their instincts and protected themselves the same.  

Al usually worked in his wood shop making furniture while Zula occupied her long spoons in the kitchen canning seasoned fruits and veggies.  She wrote stories for their only child, Nicholas and usually read them herself at bedtime.
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Al taught Nicholas all about the sun and fishing.  He always said how some of the most wonderful miracles and graces were borne just right before the sun creased open its eyes.

Nicholas favored fishing with his dad and playing hide and seek over dishes any day but the one thing he always leap-frogged alone to took place right before sunrise.
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Nicholas rose early with the morning bird and darted to the highest peak and deep into the valleyfield, taking no time to peel out of his pj’s.  Once he reached the docks Nicky sat at the edge with his simple toes barely meeting the ripples.

Slowly, he breathed and deeply counted his brain to ten.  Preparing his lungs to the utmost, a naked child skinned himself out of his purple pair of hippopatamused pajamas and soared at the chilling universe at his feet.
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Being eight years of age was fun for this little Tonka toy.  He related well and listened to the animals around him.

Dinner was one of many sacred hours where anyone would voice their opinion, providing its decencies.  Watching a babe rumble his feelings into a wide mast of expression was as thrilling as Zula’s smooth churned butter on a stack of her hot fruity pancakes.

Guzik, 1
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Guzik, 2
Ever since Nicholas could recall he felt like there was a cricket on his shoulder, or perhaps Captain Black Sparrow whispering secret maps into his other good ear.

On Sundays, Dad would slip away into his capsule on the lake and sit there for motionless wakes a time.  Nicholas never bothered his Father on Sundays for Nicholas had expeditions of his own.  That much he understood.
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Whether a subconscious beckoned his skinny legs each morning is unknown but something drew him to the edges of a world he knew.  He relished the underwater silence where only embryonic language, a movement filtered past his tiny locomoted vessel.
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His hind thorax danced in circulations deep into the private underwater groove.  Nicholas recalled many a thing centered around his last birthday and he figured eight was swell.
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Friday went just like any other except Zula took a break from cooking while Dad toasted an electric Indian dish, one of her favorites, that was quite spicy for the little one.

Zula talked about her bridge last week while Dad reached for his cork pipe.  When this happened all knew they were in for another surprise.  Looking back on that chilly June eve Nicky wondered what did happen. What if Dad had not told His side of the story?
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After Nicholas finished trying Pop’s dish he dared to lean backwards, waiting for his latest jive.  He began with a short verse that he found crinkled in his front T-shirt pocket.  Placing his brown corked pipe in the corner of his mouth, Dad studied the ancient letters with his bifocals.  Squinting his brain at the oiled words Dad crumpled the delicate fibers into his sunburned hands.

“Forget that for now.  I’ll just tell you the story.”  Nicholas accidentally laughed because Dad loves to pretend.  He kept such an imagination for us.  “O.K.  Now, let’s step outside and breathe some of that good ole fresh air.”  Mom looked at her son, in joy, and they both pressed their eyelids into a smile.  Mom rose out of her wicker chair and looked up and out the door.  This was the happy charmed life.
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Guzik, 3



 

Stepping out and into the wilderness, all instinctively gazed to the moon.  Dad chuckled like he does in church sometimes and Mom grinned brightly with us.  The nite was crystal crisp like iceberg lettuce and smelled of lavender, sage and wildflowers.  We sat on the porch swinging in unison.  Nicholas held a buttercup in discovery.

Dad spoke once he lit his pipe and the old lantern Zula inherited.  He told us about the rabbit that lives in the moon.  Zula motioned as if she remembered the legend and raised their right palms together to the skies.  He frowned. Then, cleared his throat and told us to clear our hearts of all interference and to speak our minds.
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“Ibtabr is his name and he’s up there, even during the day.”  Dad said if we all looked hard enough Ibtabr was sitting right in the middle with his ears pointing straight up.  Esophagus and bare feet tingled with warmth similar to when one gargles with saltwater. 

“Really?” Nicholas began to think to himself.

Dad then tried to explain to Mom why fishing was so special to him.  Nicholas walked back inside and slipped into his one and only knitted jewels.
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The next morning Nichy awoke with his hippos and they crawled carefully through the clear glassened passage and into the rising sun.  Their rays were about to peek a glory of riches over the valley when he saw the most angelic creature.

A baby bear cub was rolling around closely to the pier’s edge.  Exploring closer Nich stopped red and twisted around just in case a mother was nearby.  He knew bears were protective like most should be so Nich kept looking back in the distance periodically.
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As a son becomes a man, he knelt to level with the babe.  Nich thought he heard something behind him so he slowly spun.  That’s when he heard. She spoke.  Nicholas looked up to the blue to see if Ibtabr was there but only half of his body shown in the early east.  Turning back towards the cub, he noticed her looking at him and became confused.  Nich believed her to smile at his white socks.
She shook her backside and rolled over to Nich.  “Do you believe in magic,” she asked playfully.  
“Get real!”  Nicholas thought to himself.  Dad was not behind any of the trees and he knew bears could not talk.  His pajamas got down and connected their fingers into a sandwich behind his neck, fearless to the wild creature. 






Guzik, 4

“I am for real and your father brought me back.  I can show you our place that few remember,” Ibtabr pronounced.
“Wait a minute.  This is crazy,”  Nich thought.

“Different.  Not crazy.  Follow me and listen as hard as you can,” reminded the rabbit.
They pranced into the woods past Coconut Grove and appeared within a labyrinth of purple-coated clouds.  A smooth smoking mirror stood where the sunshine was blind.  It felt like night again.

While the baby cub urged Nich with a hind paw, the cub urged him to approach his reflection even closer.  She thought, “Just look beyond the image and concentrate on your peripheral vision.  Just let yourselves communicate.”  Nich’s mind required oxygen.  He felt drained and the child in him battled for his body for at least a minute.






15

He thought about his past and wondered, “why?” about things.  Time and space were equal with his image.  Amazed at the energy he experienced he decided that adventure was within.  After his animal friend pressed him closer Nich soaked into self wave.
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Popping into another dimension is not a regular occurrence in Coconut Grove but somehow He felt secure.  Even though Nich had no need for an EKG where she took him he figured to take a chance.  He looked around and never saw the cub again but guided himself to a clearing in the forest.

The underbrush cradled old lanterns that stationed a mile ring.  Nich followed his feet until they tired.  Sitting on a quiet stump, he stretched his stiff legs and relaxed his grey skull.  Zula and Dad were probably worried sick and their son was only concerned about where a decent meal would come from.  Was he capable of the survival life?
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Lifting his caboose out of the running waters, his tummy growled.  Graciously, he picked some blackberries and licked their surface before his organs were indulged.  Nich noticed a number of trees that held crevices in their trunks, dark holes.  A portal drew him closer.  Suddenly, Nich heard rustling behind him and he flipped around to see the trees waving their monarch arms in the wind.  “Music to my ears,” he thought. To listen for no reason satisfied Him for the moment.






18

Guzik, 5
Nich opened his eyes and looked towards a dark orbit and noticed a pair of white gloves peeking out.  Startled yet curious as George to the limit Nick almost stepped backwards.  A voice appeared that echoed of a baby’s breath.  “You do believe!”  Haiti heard that and smiled ear to ear to the deck of hands.  Those gloves were stars to Nicholas and only His mind could translate the face inside the tree.
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Before Nicholas said anything a white rabbit bounced out, placed his thumpers on the ground and wiggled them with delight.

“You know me.  Ibtabr is the name.” (pointing to the sky)
Nicholas felt a suction sensation upon his entire artifice and could genuinely swear Ibtabr drank his thoughts.  Placing his stars on a stomach, He blinked to his beat.  Ibtabr sang to Nicholas about things he already knew.  He heated Nich with his fingers of smooth colored streetlights.

While this spectacular rejuvenation entered into Nich’s symphony of logic, he erased his youthful flesh and relished the future notions pulsating success into his unknown soul.  Without Ibtabr remind of the oceanic language Nich knew his lungs were incapable of holding water.  Ibtabr introduced Nicholas to a state of affairs that existed.
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Thumping his toes, Ibtabr moved the earth around Nich as he said, “Take these gloves Nicholas and wear them always to protect you . . .Your father was a gentle man.  Be true to your self and don’t forget the magic.”  Nicholas crinkled his nose and a rain of fire appeared from the earth and carried him away.
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Constantly encountering new techniques of diving and underwater breathing Nich gently wandered to the water and remembered when he was seven and how unpolished his swan was.  Naively, he pushed himself closer and closer to eternity.

Without warning, he was at the lake.  A tight rusty tunnel largely bolted and wrapped in sea moss and blue-algae, carried him into a river.  Nicholas lost all the air in his sack and began to turn.  Pale violet clouds fumbled around him, as he was thrust into unfamiliar movements of sea salt.
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“Finally, air.”

Guzik, 6
Waking in bed, Nicholas pulled the covers off and rubbed his face.  The gloves were still on his hands!  Nich leaped as a rocket from bed into the kitchen where Zula said that Dad was on the deck in the backyard.  
He resumed speed outside and found Al in the garage.  As Nich slid (à la maison) into the shade, he noticed his Father just about to sit at the band saw with his own pruning gloves.

Stars reach as sapphires cradle his eyes in the moonland I sit and speak to Ibtabr.  When he laughs, they twinkle like mercury and no one else’s so I kneel into his merry light.  Sometimes we ride around Coconut Grove and while a northern might whisk us along quickly  we climb trees and perch ourselves and listen for masts clinking at the pier.  It is still just He and 1.  That’s all I understand.
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