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Taken from  

Visions of Michigan 
By 

Andrew H. Kuharevicz 
 
A Beat from the Past 
 
“Just getting old Henry.” he said 
“Nice meeting ya man.” I said  

 
And as he got in a car to go back to D- 

Town, well I stood there in awe shucks man, 
cause that was a privilege, and still, just 
like a fan would, well I was frozen, maybe I 
was bored, perhaps even tired, but yeah, I just 
stood there in some kind of euphoric 
amazement, almost like I had me some kinda 
religious experience er something.  

Standing there I could feel the grass on 
my bare feet and my eyes were just wide open, 
just open to the earth as it really is, just 
alive.  

I stood there and Jon said “don’t worry 
Henry, it’s all good, it’s all good.”   

I shook my head yep-yep, and as his car 
drove away I gave a peace sign, two fingers, 
but my hand was backwards, so I’m not sure 
what that meant. And yeah, I really wasn’t 
paying any attention to what I was actually 
doing at all, cause I was in a daze, and yeah, 
I just stood there, stood there on my own two 
legs like a statue, like I just took part in 
history er something.  
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The Hunter-Gatherer Preacher Man 
 
After his sermon was over, after I came 

back from flushing the toilet, cause I walked 
away when I couldn’t take any more of his 
talking and talking, and yeah, that Apostolo 
just kept on with his talking.  

After I splashed some cool water on my 
face, cause man I was just trying to let go of 
all his bizarre and crazy words; after I 
walked out of the bathroom I walked down the 
dark hallway and then down the narrow steps 
that led back down to Apostolo’s basement.  

I heard sounds man, always sounds, 
always hands tapping on anything they could 
find, and as I walked the sounds and beats got 
louder and louder the further down towards 
the heart of the hell that I for some reason 
willfully buried my lost days within.  

In the basement I could hardly see a 
thing, because there was only this red light 
bulb hanging from a couple of wires, and even 
though I was blind, even in the dark of my 
stumble, even with that red light flickering 
my anger, well even then the music was fueled 
by the large group who just moments ago 
Apostolo was jazzing up with his dreams for a 
future where everything they wanted to 
happen would actually come into fruition.  

And the drums and guitar were leading 
the deformed banter of multiple voices, and 
the hands and hands and so many sets of hands 
kept pounding and pounding and beating on 
the drums as Apostolo led with some heavy 
licks on his steal-plated guitar. And like I 
said, there was only one light down there in 
the basement, so I never coulda really see the 
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seven or eight or maybe ten people that were 
constantly in Dusty’s house, always man, I 
mean these Kids were always there. They were 
in that rented college home, just listening to 
Dusty talk some words and words and then more 
words, and then they all would drink and play 
some modern Michigan tribal music; chants 
that in these times seemed to be less about 
renewal and more so mutated from the past, 
ticks and tocks set in motion from long ago; 
sounds of the universal hissy-fit that were 
sent from the melody of outer space and then 
received with humans with bug antennas for 
ears; sounds that then poured out of the lost 
souls that came from the embryos of all those 
waves of forgotten tones that now have 
transformed into some kinda organic and 
voiced and often out of tone deaf harmonic 
moaning of desperation. 

And I wasn’t sure why I was even there 
with these people, but like I said, I’d had me 
really nowhere else to go. It seemed that if 
there was a point and I was on the search to 
find this point, well then I thought maybe my 
adventure should start down in this basement 
with these off the beat kids, and yeah maybe I 
should just start down here in the dark, then 
work my way up towards the dang ol light. I 
mean I didn’t have a clue where to start my 
road or where to go from here, and well, I had 
me that paper-degree and my youth, so I 
thought, yeah, why not, yeah, to hell with it; 
why not just go out there, go as far as I can 
go, just like I thought Sophie was doing in 
Europe, the reason why she left me, you know, 
to search for that light. And that’s just like 
I was trying to do, at least I thought I was. 
Wasn’t I? Wasn’t I just searching for that 
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light of life? And wasn’t that the point to it 
all er something, the all of somethin a 
rather?  

And I wasn’t too sure why I was hanging 
around, cause to me, well it seemed, that even 
Marxism and Darwinism and capitalism had been 
stripped of their non-emotional meanings and 
had been washed down and distorted by these 
kids; young adults raised with the internet 
and the poetry of digital programming, raised 
with war, raised with commercialized music 
videos of war, raised during the eighties and 
nineties while wearing clothing styles 
depicting images of dissent and revolution, t-
shirts with a clenched-fist, t-shirts with the 
word anarchy, the word rebellion, the words 
rise up; Clothes and jeans and t-shirts and 
buttons on road packs that were made by 
capitalism, made by their so called enemy, 
made by their conformity, made by their 
melancholy and so called spiritualism; 
wardrobes that were made by children in 
foreign lands with forgotten hands and whom 
sewed my clothes in Mexico, sewed my clothes 
in Korea, answered my calls in India; hands 
that stitched up our American dream with 
conforming patches of just the hypocrisy, of  

just once again the same ol dang thing.  
Back then, at Dusty’s house, surrounded 

by all those people, those good-good people 
and don’t get me wrong they were very nice 
friends of mine, but they were just confused 
like I was, only they were different than I 
was, cause um, well they never  admitted to 
not knowing. Everyone thought they knew 
everything, and they said so over and over 
again, and I think they said “I know-I know-I 
know” so many times that they  forgot what 
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they were saying, forgot what they were 
knowing, forgot what they said they knew so 
much about.  

It felt as if I was surrounded by death 
and rebirth over and over back then. And the 
cycle happened so many times, everyone died 
and was reborn so quickly that people seemed 
like they morphed into a brand new person 
from one day to the next, and well, I stayed 
the same. Everyone would always say “Henry, 
you need to open your eyes, change a bit, and 
just see things different, you know pal?” 

Yeah, all that I’m trying to say with 
these sentences and tales and words is that it 
was really hard keeping up with how different 
things were from the now to the next now, 
from Monday to Tuesday, from four-o’clock to 
five o’clock, and what was backwards was now 
forwards, and who your best friend was, well 
now they were your enemy. I was cross-eyed, 
tongue-tied, I was a lost seer entangled with 
the madness.  

 
And Now, well I’m… 
 

Dreaming and sittin’ by Summer Bonfires 
 

 


