Around the World in 42 Days

Can we know what lies on the other side of the world?  To move from newness to history, from arrogance to confidence, from here to there is like jumping on a ship and hoping for the best, back when the earth was flat and the Caribbean was India and those spices, ah those spices and their smell and their healing abilities and their swagger.  Well they just made everyone greedy.
She is doing the comparison.  Placing the samurai sword next to the bayonet, the eel near the cheeseburger, the giant gold Buddha on the beach side by side with lifeguard towers and tiki bars.  It seems odd like polka dots on a prison cell and she wonders what he will watch on television or what he will love without her.

It is not war, after all.  It is not the kind of situation where she has to worry about roadside bombs or angry citizens of a country that doesn’t want him there.  He is, after all, an international businessman now, with his pinstriped suit and his garment bag.  Not quite a gangster, not quite easy to figure out on the first glance, but somehow there with his rented bicycle, his smile.  

And so she finds new in the old, unfamiliar in the familiar, the devastatingly normal.  She paints walls and reads Dickens and haiku.  The undercarriage of the emptiness is not empty at all but filled with random objects and tasks she might not find anywhere but here.
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