… An Elephant Fly

                The fortunes of life, I’ve been told, are never uninteresting, what with reincarnation, and transmigration, and transmutation, and cloning, and recycling, and digestion, and elimination. You just never know what is waiting for you, on any given day, right around your own personal hypothetical corner, figuratively and literally.

                Why, just the other day, I awoke to find myself in a tightly compacted mass of human ooze, at 2:30 AM on February 26th, a Sunday, in a used condom, on the sidewalk, just outside of the Cocks-Tail Lounge on Bridge Street on the east side of Cleveland, lying in the slushy snow and salt; when out from the liquor establishment stumbles Gerald Green and pukes everything he’s consumed in the last 12 hours right on top of me. The smell is something like simmering sauerkraut, with kielbasa, and cheese fondue.

                While Gerald lies unconscious right beside me there on the sidewalk with the right side of his face slowly freezing to the cement, a half starved mongrel creeps out from the alley beside the bar and eats all of the steaming puke, and me, while growling at Gerald, as if he’s really got serious competition.

                When the dog finishes all the puke, and me, and the snow, and the salt, he saunters off towards the depot on the other side of the street to follow the tracks in a direction towards the river.

                Unfortunately for the dog, the alcohol in the puke affects his equilibrium and sensibilities so completely and quickly, that he is unaware that the friendly whistling he responds to and begins running towards is actually a New York Eastbound freight train, which, upon impact, scatters parts of the helpless dog and me, and the puke, and the alcohol, and the salt, and the snow over the next 223 yards of track on its way towards the Big Apple.

                At dawn, a flock of crows discovers the feast of us on the tracks and picks and claws and squawks and smacks its way through each delectable particle for the remainder of the morning, until the tracks, ties, and gravel are depletedly decorated with only rare bits of brown and black fur and white bone.

                Fortunately for me, the one very crow, that finds and chooses to consume me, is infected with a virulent strain of West Nile Virus.

                Within a few hours, a family of four, a mother and father with their three-year-old son and baby daughter in a carriage, plus a pedigreed Irish Setter, are taking a stroll through the Metro Parks, when the young son runs from his mommy’s grasp and picks up the dead crow by a leg from under a park bench, and brings the stiff carcass to his daddy, “See the birdie, Daddy?” he gleefully exclaims.

                The father, a university professor from CSU, removes a Topps Friendly Market blue plastic bag, reserved for the dog’s poop, from his right hand coat pocket and gladly accepts the crow from his son’s outstretched hands, placing the crow in the bag, with me inside the crow, along with parts of the dog, the puke, the alcohol, the snow, and the salt. He removes a twist tie from the other coat pocket and securely seals off the bag’s contents from the elements. He then takes several Bounty sheets from his right pants pocket and wipes his son’s hands vigorously to try to remove all possible contaminations from the dead bird. He places the blue bag handle loops over the top brake lever on the carriage, and the family resumes its Sunday afternoon stroll through the park.

                 So, I think I might actually be going home with a new family. When we all get home, the mom takes care of the kids; and the dad takes care of the dog and me. The dog goes into the house through the dog port, after its leash is removed, to then go and lie down under the baby grand piano; and I get placed, while in the crow, and in the blue bag, into the lie-down freezer in the garage, in the dark, along with, you know….

                 The next morning, when the dad goes to work at CSU, he gets me out of the freezer, and loads me in the back of his SUV, and he drops me off with one of his Tuesday night bowling buddies at the biology lab to be examined.

                 But no! I get shipped over to Case Western Reserve to the real University Health lab with a whole plastic box container full of other dead birds recently collected from the local area for examination.

                 But no! I then get shipped to the CDC in Atlanta where scientists are putting together a major governmental investigation disclosure proceeding for the US Senate on necessary toxicity levels of pesticide spray used in combating West Nile Virus.

                 Meanwhile, I am moving. Yes, I know; my host, the crow, is dead, but slow decomposition entails the formation and expansion of gasses internally; well, I am being moved, then.

                 Senator Myron Travelsworth and his golfing mate, Microbiologist Stashu Kruptnitzski, are flying from the CDC to Washington with charts, data printouts, and a neatly choreographed exhibit of dead birds to demonstrate the pre-concluded necessity of saturation spraying on cities and suburban settings for the West Nile Virus. All of these recently acquired dead bird specimens are the considerable proof necessary for delivering such a conclusion.

                 A taxidermist student from the University of Atlanta has stood my host, the crow, up on a wire stand inside a hermitically sealed vacuum contained plexi-glass box. We are exhibit #36A-

47B12D.

                 In Senate Conference Room 21, I and the other sealed containers are placed on a large table along with the data and a lap

top audio-visual slide show presentation system.

                 And right when Senator Myron begins his exposé and the television cameras begin running, my host the crow determines it is

the right time to present me to the on-looking world as a bubble-gum bubble extrusion, a thing of noble whiteness exiting from out of the nether parts of a thing of decaying blackness.

                 Mother, Father, quickly, turn on the TV. Look at me. I’ve made it. I’m being revealed from exhibit #36A-47B12D in Senate Conference room 21 in the Rayburn building in Washington DC, on a real mahogany table, and I’m being filmed by CNN right now as we speak. Can you believe it? 

