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Part One:  
Fiction Shorts 

 

Mild Wind in the Summer Night 
 

There is no story. There isn’t even 
necessarily any particular beginning. The setting 

is the abyss of humanity. We begin on the 
streets. 

The city streets are lacking human 
confusion on this silent summer night. 

Monuments that were built during the former 
century yield symbols that have at times seemed 
to have lost their meaning; historical markers 
that gave type a of precedent to their lifeless 

existence. But as the day is absent of what is 
human, if only for a second or two, without any 
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people around this narrative and observation, 
below the space of man love exists.  

A mild but rather tasteful wind blows and 

dances down the alleys behind the buildings and 
next to the spoils of garbage from the night 
before, and as it is felt on a stranger’s body it 
vanishes into the moon’s night.  

So much steal and wires that are  
intertwined with the natural harmony with the 
land, land that goes on as far as you can see, 
land and merely the world that reaches as high 

as human inspiration has progressed.  
Traffic is dead and the blinking lights of 

authority tell a tale of a point in time where 
pointing fingers aren’t even necessary. The 

slumber of contradiction of do this or that, the 
head nod or wave of the finger, the sleeping 
human world is a welcome reminder that the 
essence of the forgotten hearts of those now 

dead still thrive alone as the passing seconds 
keep a steady harmony with these lovely 
moments of darkness. 

And as we begin to learn about this world 

the moon is full of optimism on this most tragic 
of nights, a sad night to be sure, but a night 
with both life and death, a night full of soft 
clouds, and these clouds only further paint the 

beauty that the sun gave birth to.  
Within this city every other block of 

consumed reality is graced by the stillness of a 
wise tree, a pine or an oak tree, but so many 

trees, all still, where wisdom is sealed inside of a 
face without lips, where the animal or plant 
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intellect has no need for the forgotten truths 
that are inherent in language when the humans 
are around.  

Birds sleep in their trees, and under their 
soft feathers the green feathers that can’t fly and 
are leafs, the leaflets drip pellets of moisture and 
the roots give life to the creatures that exist 

beneath the splendor of their elder, their home, 
their life, their meaning.  

Offspring are born and after generations 
chirp them the teachings of the past, after they 

are given the world out there, after they are 
loved without the word love itself; when the time 
is ripe these young baby birds leave the nest and 
follow their genetic structure that has evolved 

into perfection.  
Above the great wise trees within the city 

the wind creates a highway for color to follow. 
The illumination of the deserted city streets 

where soon cars will collide and destiny will be 
fulfilled, the human interaction, and the day 
tomorrow that will soon be here, everything that 
is normal for them and those and he and she is 

contradicted with the humanity that exists in 
the most non-human of things. For everything 
that they have created and destroyed it is often 
the matter and the beings that we cannot create 

that remind the people of the streets what it 
truly is to be called human. It does seem that 
without observation that the wind seems to tell a 
different tale; that through replication of our 

likeness and our aspiration to conquer the 
unknown we sometimes lose that fact that as 
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fellow travelers we must constantly relearn from 
the creatures that really are our forgotten 
genetic cousins. 

 
As the sun rises the wind that has led us 

here, the breeze that flows throughout the 
corridors of our creations and enhancements, 

this wind without words reminds the human, 
the wandering stranger, that his thirst is 
constantly quenched by the life that surrounds 
his fading memory, a mind of thoughts that has 

been made up from the trees, the oaks, the birds 
and the leafs. And yes, this is really love without 
definition, and even when he forgets about what 
is good, this love is always inside of him. It is a 

memory that is like so many other humanistic 
thoughts in which its existence is disappearing 
like a mild wind in the summer’s night.  

Still, the meaning exists, and it will 

always, even without human lips; the meaning 
of love, the meaning of the human, the bird, the 
oak and the wind; the truth will always be there 
as long as the mild wind in the summer night 

does blow.  
 

The Rebirth of the Greatest 
Generations 
 

Within a small American home the lights 
dim as a lone individual places himself in the 
same rocking chair that he has sat and rocked 

back and forth on so many sleepless nights, and 
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he can’t sleep, this runs in his family, he’s still 
not used to it, and gentlemen of the night, this 
man is fifty seven years old.  

Even though he feels as if his life will soon 
be over he will always tell you that he loves this 
chair, he loves the way it sounds as it rocks and 
squeaks. He thinks and remembers his life while 

sitting within its marvelous vantage point. 
Sometimes he can even get some winks looking 
out the window when the fall at last comes. It is 
not the fall. It is the spring. He can’t sleep. He is 

angry. He has to think. Yes, the old man would 
like to have a talk with you, for you are the 
gentleman of the night.  

 

“May I ask the wandering gentlemen of 
the night, what is it that you truly want me to 
say? I dare not say that I know a dam thing 
about what any of this means. The seasons 

change as new dreams arise. 
As soon as the rain appears it passes as 

the sun covers its nauseated eyes. It is true, that 
I now ask you gentlemen what truth is as I 

ponder questions of the mind that ask if human 
beings are free to choose the truth we have 
grown our social existence upon. But after those 
questions are forgotten to be explained the 

years, the years of my life, have carried on to my 
apparent death.” 
 

The light from the lamp pierces his 

delicate skin, white wash, bruised and aged. 
Like a traditional relic, sold at an upper class 
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auction, where the fat cat abandons the 
impoverished memory of all that despair and the 
anguish and the isolation that has drawn up the 

plots of such a sleepless twitch of human time. 
 
“But still tell me! Tell me the gentlemen of 

the night, how might this old man be defined? 

My wrinkled fingers and my god dam frail bones! 
The philosophical method, the compact car, the 
burgundy shutters that never close. Oh yes, how 
I’ve read the novels of the past and stood on the 

shoulders of those thinkers whom the masses 
call the intellectually gifted. 

Oh how I’ve laughed at the bourgeois, 
which I must admit I have transformed into. But 

as I’ve aged I do admit that at times I’ve come to 
share a drink on a life stained stool with the 
sounds of all these cynical giggles and ominous 
bubbles; oh how I’ve conversed with a drunken 

friend concerning the despair that drops bombs, 
bleeds the body as the leaders that say follow 
only tip the scale and numb the tears. 

Gentlemen, I fought so hard for you, and 

this, this is how it ends?” 
 

The Wind storms on without regret 
outside of the house and the screen window 

shakes as his reflection is superimposed on the 
newly painted wall, a white frame where the 
shadow rocks and sways a fuzzy outline of an 
old shadow that depicts the ageless thoughts of 

a dying man.  
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Bugs and insect legs that were hatched in 
sheets that have not been washed sneak across 
the toes. Black and blue circulated joy scales the 

youthful legs that have in age lost the sensation 
that negates the trespassers intrusion. 
 

“I will further my inquiry as tomorrow, 

you who are the gentlemen of the night, baptize 
your obedient but fearful offspring. For I 
conduct this conversation with you individuals 
in search for the meaning that I’ve thought 

about my whole existence. Through concrete 
jungles and dusty used book stores, in the 
minds of the bewildered professors of the higher 
educated and in isolation where depression 

collides with enlightenment; over five decades 
has the body placed stress above a type of joy 
that some men say truly exists.  

And no, it is right, you know me all too 

well; it is true I never even finished high school. 
It’s true that you shipped me out to other 
countries. It’s also true that I killed men who 
were in truth never my enemy, but your enemy.  

It’s true I was a factory man and then an office 
man, just like it’s true that I’ve been poor and 
held accountable to raise my family.  

Now I’m sorry to say that I’m alone and 

vengeful. Hate has created an illusion that was 
crafted by a late blooming but now inspired 
imagination. Many eyes have judged my 
appearance while at the very same time I’ve 

dehumanized their very essence.   
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Oh how I’ve tried to try! But now death, a 
marching band of nothingness has fractured the 
youth of what is no more. 

In the seventies you said I was too old to 
fight. And sure, you were right again. Being shot 
at all over the world the bullets were still in my 
leg. Barley being able to walk you said no more 

war old man. You shipped me back to the city 
and confined me in a steel frame building that 
reached above the untamed clouds. And you 
taught me to type with speed, and so like the 

guns I shot my fingers bled as the keyboard 
clicked while my suit and tie, my soul worn 
shoes, as my passing days followed the now 
digital orders that outlined a banker’s 

manuscript. 
And oh how my feet in unison one after 

the next climbed the mountain of the modern 
world six days of a seven day week. I worked so 

many hours. I hiked up and down as the 
elevator in our government building was never 
repaired. You fired the man who fixed what no 
longer worked. This was a man who despised 

the prestige that I never even contained.  
Years like they do well they just went by, 

and so did friends. My children grew, left the 
working class nest. I grew angry. She left. My 

wife ran away from me.  
So now Gentlemen of the night, I still have 

to ask: what does this life, my life, my ugly life; 
what does any of this truly mean?” 
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Daggers of pain assaulted the old man’s heavy 
heart as his hand clenched the rocking chair. 
The old man dropped the coffee mug.  

Shatter with terror on the tip toed wood 
floors, dirty woods on the dusty ground of his 
apartment where the smell of a lifetime of 
memories still remained. Chaotic perception 

clung to a glass picture window that advertised 
this embarrassing and dreadful moment, a 
presumed dying part of his life that only lasted a 
few seconds.  

He wasn’t even dressed in his suit. He 
wanted to die wearing his uniform, his business 
suit, but as he thought this was it, that he was 
about to die; as the end seemed to grin its 

apparent teeth the old man hated the pain even 
more because he was wearing a lousy and dirty 
flannel that was red and green and unbuttoned, 
exposing his chest dripping drops of perspiration 

that strolled down the scars where evidence of 
surgery remained. 

The old man was so angry that it would 
happen this way. The moment wasn’t right. He 

still had questions to ask, things to fix; it was a 
strange moment in time where the mind is 
forgotten and the truth of life is the pain that 
reinforces one's suffering. The time was all 

wrong. He was angry. The old man didn’t want 
to die angry.  

And just as the pain came out of nowhere, 
just as an invisible bullet created deafness in 

the ears the pain that was brilliant in design fled 
into the unknown. His heart beat back to 
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normal. He no longer was going to die. The old 
man had more time, but he hurt, and holding 
his hand on his skin the pain left behind by the 

burn reinforced that it will surly return again.  
Wind blowing outside and once again 

rocking oh how the old man’s heart still beats. 
He’s alive. The questions, the investigation of 

what happened within his life can once again be 
asked, and bang and the chatter and that old 
man’s smile all wink in joyous salutation. His 
heart is alive, but he knows all too well that it 

only beats within an inflatable life that survives 
on such a god awful and lonely sea. He knows 
that he doesn’t have very much time left.  
 

“Pardon me, I had to take a second to 
myself, and now that I have my voice back we 
can carry on Gentlemen of the night.  

So yes, I say with contempt that just 

bounces back to me from your reflective eyes; I 
honestly will tell you that I’m very much aware 
that every one of you is as terrified about this 
confusing situation as the lost solider that is 

buried within this drooling man, the man that I 
am that is now only old.  

Oh you thought you could hide your 
errors from me with work. But oh how my fading 

vision has read the journals about all of those 
sensational catastrophes. Like a philosophical 
peasant I hesitated to pick up the news of the 
day concerning the plight of a forgotten 

generation, my generation, a generation that you 
called the greatest of all generations.  
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My life was good. Then, then, he died. My 
boy, the only son I had; my god, gentlemen of 
the night oh how I blame you for his death 

He was lost at sea, the sea of the streets, 
and he was lost out there at night where the 
wind now blows.  

My boy was just married to a lovely 

woman who I still love like a daughter of my 
own, and this lovely and now sad widow is now 
alone and sad forever with spite. What’s better 
and what makes this whole thing more 

depressing is that she is expecting a baby, and 
my son, her husband, my boy, he is dead.  

My child was shot and gutted while he 
was still alive screaming in public, apartments 

everywhere, terrified citizens with lights out 
watching in silence in their apartments. He was 
left alone to die as sirens echoed our hollow 
social walls, sirens that were never coming to 

help him, for nobody ever called for help. He just 
bled alone until he died alone.  

And for what? Money? The poor killed the 
poor. A five dollar bill was traded, no stolen, 

from my son’s lifeless body in exchange for a 
future spring themed funeral procession. I went 
to the killer’s case. He was only seventeen. He 
was paranoid on some form of legal drug that he 

made in an abandoned shop downtown. He was 
murdered in prison, and I went to his funeral, 
looked at his grave, and oh how I cried for the 
dead children, for my child, for just over there in 

the same cemetery was my boys place to be 
remembered. I felt so bad for both boys. I gave 
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up. I lost it. I drank and became mean. She left. 
My daughter in law ran, and oh how I dismissed 
a god as vengeful as its creations the night my 

boy’s killer was drained of its life. I came home 
and gave up. I didn’t even care to smile for the 
baby that is soon to be born. I gave up my 
search. I didn’t even care about my doubts. I 

sank into sadness and since then yes I’ve swam 
underwater within the river where the creatures 
swim and are covered in those man-made 
chemicals that have destroyed more than just 

the land we consume. And how with the delay of 
age have I tried oh so hard to forget all of these 
metaphysical and empirical truths that you say 
can give me peace. I now can only sit here and 

rock until I die with the toothless grin of my 
newly crafted face. 

And still, meaning is what I still ask for? 
As my life is soon to expire I should no longer 

care for such an absurd adventure, for there 
was never any truth. There was only life. There 
was only this pointless and controlled life.”  

 

Piles of papers filled with yellow stained 
ink within the walls that echo with decay are 
piled in chronological order in the old man’s 
apartment. A burning cigarette, an empty vodka 

bottle and broken finger nails intermingle with 
the stench of spoiled produce. A television is 
muted while an anchor propagates the dreams 
of a supposedly modern world. The sun has set 

and the street lights flutter with total 
abandonment. Under the lamps on the streets 
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where his boy was killed the city is sleeping. As 
he rocks back in his chair he lights his pipe and 
asks one more question concerning the madness 

that has never been addressed. He thought he 
would forget. He never has. 
 

“Poor servants and crashing planes and 

millions burnt! Books sold and salvation lost 
and commercialized laughter. Oceans covered in 
oil, streets abandoned, while factories lay off the 
individuals of the community as men pounce on 

the crumbs of debt. And ha, what about all the 
leafs of the fall and those colors that float in air, 
as love is distorted by this fear that is replicated 
and exchanged for symbols of faith? 

Communists and capitalists either 
elephant or donkey. Suits and ties and a 
hemisphere of deceit. All of this remains. All of 
this transcends you and me and even you the 

gentlemen of the night that I speak of. No more. 
Not right now. I must conclude our little talk, for 
I laugh with mournful doubt that only a dying 
cynic may possess.  

And yes, soon I will fall asleep, forever, 
and once this occurs I will wash my hands, not 
soul. I am an old man who existed and was 
socialized in angst, tormented in doubt; I’ve 

become too old, an old man who is now only left 
alone to breathe the polluted and arrogant air of 
this modern world. But as I pass onto death I 
now roar a thunderous no! And with these 

words I rebel in the last days of a once 
meaningful existence.  
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Good day to all I finally say. The elegant 
gentlemen of the night are always an interesting 
opponent to the old dying man. Now leave me be 

to neither think nor lose, alone with the only 
companion I ever trusted, myself. I’ve never had 
a real idea the whole time I walked this spatial 
anomaly. Now I do. It is that I only can say no 

more. I give up. I rebel with my defeat, your 
defeat.” 

 
The green trees under the mornings sun 

shines through the shades of the old man’s 
home. Space and time is delayed as the moon, 
the last of the night’s stars are inhaled into the 
properties of existence that are only defined in 

such overly thoughtless moments. Hair rises on 
the brown blotch infested arms he smiles, and 
what for, he isn’t sure.  

As thoughts are misplaced and no sounds 

are heard the horizon is cut in half. Suddenly a 
loud noise brings the old man back from the 
dead. The phone that no longer seems to ring 
remembers its design and pulses digital wake up 

calls in three second intervals. 
One, One, One 
Two, Two, Two 
“Please no more.” 

Three, Three, Three 
“Bastards, leave me alone!” 
Five, Five… 
“Hello, who calls at this godforsaken hour?” 
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As the two voices are connected by the old 
phone lines the aging man listens to a voice that 
brings the butterflies back. The Two familiar 

voices are connected together from over a 
hundred miles away by a single line, and just 
like before the beauty within life is once again 
remembered. 

 
“Dad?” A doubting but delightful voice says. 
“Beth is that really you? I haven’t heard your 
voice since…. It’s been so long. I’m so 

sorry…I’m…” 
“I had a baby boy.” She says. 
 
Nothing at first. The old man says nothing. He 

starts to cry and happiness and shock sets in, 
it’s if out of nowhere his boy is alive; it’s as if 
flowers have grown in once death filled dirt.  
 

 “Henry is his name. I named him after your old 
car that you loved. He has one brown eye and 
one green eye like you do. He’s something else. I 
can’t wait for you to meet him. ” 

 
Still, even with the birth of his grandchild, 

his dead boy’s son, still with Beth’s beautiful 
voices in his ear, still, the old man sits in 

silence. He can only cry and smile as a new day 
starts, as the wind settles, as the birds chirp- 
chirp in the what for now on is going to be 
unexpected and for now on only surreal. 

Through chords and chips and cynical moods 
silence collides with the birth of a new born Son. 
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His Name his henry, the adventure will be 
carried on. The old man will not die angry. He 
will die happy.  

 
To be Continued… 

 


