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are we equals yet?
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The skull.

The skull is mortality. 

The skull is death.

Death is real.

Death is experiential.

Death is beyond words.

We can never know death. 

Freedom is real.

Experiencing freedom is an impossibility.

To experience freedom we require language.

Language has rules and parameters.

These rules limit our ability to 

experience.

We know no freedom.
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it all changed again.  A right turn and a sudden loss of 
light that always caught me by surprise.  The streets were 
no longer so closely grouped.  Light pooled below them in 
a black landscape and the road was suddenly rough.  The 
shoulders fell away to dirt and small patches of grass.  
A lone pub stood with a single light pointed at the sign.  
Then the refinery was all that was visible.  Blazing in the 
dark, looking like a small city with distant industrial 
noise carried in the window with the smell of the river 
on the breeze.  There were no people to see, just the 
product of their work in steam or smoke drifting into 
the sky.  Another turn and the road ahead went black once 
more.  The streets lights were even fewer.  The flash of a 
rabbit running in terror in front of the car, and a jolt 
I remember from the first time as row after row of empty 
houses could be seen.  The houses stood lopsided and uneven 
in their rows, pulled here on trucks from some other place 
and left.  In the distance there was a flickering light.  
The road ran straight to it.  I would follow until it was 
over, I ran out of road.  There were high metal gates set 
into a brick wall.  Behind them was a tower, spouting flame 
into the night sky.  I would pull onto the rough shoulder 
and stop.  The car gave the same familiar death rattle it 
always gave after a long run.  My legs would ache dully.  I 
gazed up at the flame and stretched my back.  Another row of 
houses behind me, the windows dark and empty, added to the 
surreal and apocalyptic feel of the place.  I would light 
a cigarette and watch the smoke I exhaled be drawn away 
with the breeze, still blowing cool off the river.  The 
flame roared, but the sounds seemed muted out there.  I was 
never willing to speak out loud, in case my voice boomed 
in that weird quiet.  I imagined the houses slowly coming 
to life, flickering lights in each one, and a sudden rush 
to get out of there, to leave somewhere I wasn’t supposed 
to be.  That is how the journey would end.  With my peace 
gone, my sudden awareness of the various aches, and just 
how tired I was, I would finish my cigarette and crush it out 
in the dirt.  With a cough I slumped back behind the wheel.  
I would search myself and never find a trace of what I had.  
The thoughts would come crowding back.  I knew every  time 
though, that at least for that little while, I was free.

I used to drive, late at night.  For hours, in an ever-
widening loop, I would pass house shut tight.  I would 
pass stores, locked but with the signs lit, advertising 
to my late-night eyes enticing offers I would never take 
up.  There were twenty-four hours stores where I could 
buy cigarettes and piss.  My reflection is left in every 
cracked mirror in every partially cleaned customer rest-
room in town, pale and half-aged, slump-shouldered under 
some imagined weight.  I felt nothing as I drove.  It was 
sacred and holy to me, starting the pursuit and grasping 
nothing and holding on for as long as I could.  The sulphur 
yellow street lights all had halos through the dirt on the 
windscreen, the creaks and cracks and groans of the car 
were a choir, I smoked like a thurible and crushed butts 
into the overflowing ashtray.  Even on the hottest nights 
the air coming through the window would wash cool across my 
face.  Eventually I would steer toward the river.  Through 
the city was the usual route, the only signs of life were 
the drunks spat from the mouths of pubs and nightclubs 
or a hunched figure making a doorway a bed for the night.  
A detour took me down the long stretch to a ferry stop, 
prostitutes waiting on the corners in increasing numbers.  
The cop cars cruised slowly up and down, warning off the 
johns, and the mean eyed cops would eye me with suspicion 
as I passed.  I would slow down and ready myself to turn at 
the ferry stop, or perhaps find a park and stretch my legs, 
depending on whether anyone was lurking in the shadows.  I 
would find my path back, head up the hill past the cops and 
light another cigarette at the perpetual red light that 
caught me.  The transition from old to barren to a hideous 
attempt at progress took place outside the car.  The 
buildings thinned to intermittent scraps of old and half 
built before I hit that second forever red light at the 
curve before the hill.  The hill was thickly populated, 
the homes growing in stature the higher their position.  
At the very top stood the mansions, gated against ingress 
unless invited, but they held no interest for me.  The 
narrow streets carved into the hill were trenches for the 
old and new rich to block with expensive cars.  I would 
glance up, always, and wonder a little, but there wasn’t 
anything that could steal my focus.  Between the steep 
hill and the river the road curved and without warning 
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