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Max Winter
MY BLUE HEAVEN

| should help myself. My spirits are still asleep. My eggs have been
cooked. Notinsunlight but in steam. When you remember me, be sure
to note my high, intelligent forehead. My thoughts run from east to
west. From cheek to cheek. | have begunto think visibility would be a
goodidea. Thisfrom someonewhose contentment isexceeded only by
the size and dark shade of hisblinders. Let me have another piece of
toast. Let me have anapkin. My habits at this hour run to sloppiness.
Four out of five psychologists, scratching themselvesthrough ratty un-
derwear, testy at being awakened for amerely human question, report
that sleep deprivation leads to unhappiness. But isit not true, doctors,
that unhappiness and weariness are one and identical: weariness of
trains, weariness of hardwood, weariness of October, weariness of gusts,
weariness of baked apples, weariness of one’s own sexual organs,
weariness of Avenue A, weariness of bed, weariness of speaking to
some ever-distant person? But | am not an unhappy man. | simply
dept little and woke early. Thereason wasnot you or | or it or them or
we or meor hisor theirs. Alice kept me awake, floating above me, a
chiding ray in my autumnal forest. | chanted, “Welivetoloveandlove
toliveandlovetoliveandlivetolove,” but | could not achievethestasis
| needed. | needed. But that's bubbly in the topsoil. Let it fizz. Let
me have another cup of coffee, now that you' ve peed. Your full thighs
and urban smirk are aimost enviable. Almost. | do not depart my
heliport so easily these days. You see, | have other concerns. | am
covered with hopping and unkillable green bugs. Or | must be. Not to
complain. No one likes a complainer. But I’ve begun talking to the
stars. They don't move around so much. They're optimists. And
they’ve performed steadily for many years. Venus is my favorite.
Venus, like night, isalwaysavailable. And al of youwho know me, al
of you who think you know me, I’'m never coming around here, never
again, no more. Brando? And there goes the tram to Roosevelt Idle.
When | wasinvisible, | thought spotting thetram meant good luck. But
at this point it means the ambassadors are going home. The ambassa:
dors have left. The ambassadors are no more. Alice brought me here
and told me she didn’'t know me. That | felt nothing for her. | told her
she wasn't watching, | felt thingsfor her at every crosswalk, for every
thinkable and unthinkablereason. Andthen her tonguein my ear. Where



is that tongue? But more importantly, where is that ear? | must find
that ear. | guess | should settle it up. Less of atip than a transom
through which my generosity thoks on the counter like aletter that says
“Thiswill have to betheend of it al,” and if you wake up cryingin a
cold water bath, who ever finds out? Ninety centsought todoit. Okay,
adollar. And | leave you, Greeks, picking eggsfrom my molar. And |
wak out. Oh,it'sdtill dark. | turntotheright, and alittlewhitelight will
lead meto my, blue, heaven.
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