
LIGHT OF MY EYES

The ferry moved into the fog off Port Angeles, Washington, and the 

Olympic Peninsula, as a loudspeaker called everybody in from the bow of the 

ferry. The deck hand put out the rope on the bow and horns blew: bwhah bwhah. 

The exit from the boat for passengers is in the bow. A look through the fog at the 

sharpening clarity of the shore asked: Who knows why we are here, being the souls 

we have chosen to be?

The boat’s horn answered: bwhah, bwhah.

Canada had been a sea change. At the Canadian border with my friend, 

Arthur, he had been interviewed three times, a rich Jew, wearing an expensive 

watch and diamond rings, a man who bought junk for a living, and sold antiques.

The first inquisitor, a woman in a pants suit, put our information on a yellow card 

and sent us to talk to some guy in a uniform.



We had docked at Victoria, British Columbia.

Everybody gets talked to at least once. We had been talked to twice and were 

waiting for the third.

My friend told the woman at the first interview that he hadn’t brought his mace 

with him across the border and that may have set them off.

I said nothing.

At the first interview, they ask you the usual stuff.

“You’re not carrying anything, blah, blah, blah?”

“No.”

Apparently something came up on my friend when they ran him through the 

computer.

It’s interesting to find out what they know about you. We were led through a glass 

partition to a bench, facing a room with another uniformed man behind a desk. 

We had been separated from the rest of the herd, we were off the boat, we were in 

limbo.

I waited on the bench while they grilled my friend behind a heavy door of 

officialdom.

Fifteen minutes later, they let Arthur go.

“A mix up,” he said.



I said: “So it seems.”

They didn’t bother with me.

On the harbor at Victoria, there was a breeze in the afternoon.

The light glistened off the ripples the quiet sea, as a sea plane putted past the

yachts  in the harbor. I was sitting at an outside table at a coffeehouse on the 

square. It is a beautiful little city filled with the languages  of international voices, 

and brick buildings from what looked to me like the turn of the last century.

Then I shot pool with Arthur at a place called The Sticky Wicket.

The bartender was talking to a couple of Americans about American politics.

The taller of the Americans said: “It could be about pork chops, and the 

government will tell us it’s about  chicken soup, you know what I mean?”

It was a sea change.

At home, there had been days of wooden characters with siege cannons for 

words, and blind were these tones of rhetorical blandness,

wrought with jingoism, and it’s a sad commentary on our times, that there were no 

wise voices aloud.   I took to the hills and rose with the road into the tangles of 



time.

The streets of Weed, California, had been sparkling with rain in the neon of 

the downtown light, the huge mountain in the background touched by lightning, as 

I stood in the parking lot of a flag draped motel, next to what looked like a 

convenient restaurant. 

I was lucky to run across this place in downtown Weed, in the midst of what 

had been a rainstorm in the mountains, sheets of water around every bend in the 

rising road, to this mountain, where flying saucers are said to roam. 

There was a large American  flag on the long, low, green roof of the 

restaurant that caught my eye as I made the second turn into town.

 

At the motel office, I had pressed a buzzer to the flash of lightning and then 

thunder surrounding me. A woman’s voice had said: “I’ll be right down.”

A back umbrella over her head, wearing a yellow rain slicker, I watched the 

woman make her way down a precarious looking pathway to the motel office from 

a grey wooden bungalow up the hill.

“Where are you from?” the pretty East Indian looking young woman had 

asked me after I had asked her if she had lived there long.

“Five years,” she said. “I’m from Millbrae.”

“Carmel,” I told her. “I went to Los Gatos High. Not that far down the road. 

A debit transaction and a room key later, I opened the drapes of a 



room with a view.

One look at the room was a reminder that sensible people look before they 

leap. In the right conditions, this room could be the wrong place to be. It was a 

conscientious failure. The room smelled of elbow grease, cleanser, and air 

freshener, but there was a lurking mustiness, lurking biological mysteries, and a 

hint of mold about the building. With a hot sun beating down on the green roof, on 

a hot day, this box could be hell.

The rain had taken the edge off the day, and I cracked the small bathroom 

window at the back of the room until it stuck on the paint and warp of the wooden 

frame. The screen was intact, and reminded me of a lesson I’d learned in Syracuse, 

in a bigger box, under different, but similar circumstances. It had been late, next to 

a train station, downtown, the first inn on the road, a tasteful room, a stylish place, 

with incongruous spots on the 

walls: next to a suitable print that matched the colors of the room, next to a solid 

wooden dresser, at eye level, another spot.

I hadn’t looked at the room ahead of time there either, and when I opened 

the window, every mosquito in Sicily made it’s move, and I spent the rest of the 

night with a rolled up newspaper, purposefully putting spots on the walls. I’d kill 

one creature, not find any more, go back to bed, and then I’d hear that buzzing in 

my ears again, all night long.

I had driven all day long and found myself in a box, facing a mountain that 

jumps out of the horizon, one of the worlds alluring sights.

The room’s television got the weather channel, the whole country a front at a 



time, a break from the carnage. They still didn’t know how many people were in 

those buildings. The Trade Towers were down, the Pentagon had been on fire, and 

the world sent its condolences. There were flags everywhere, every car, every 

building, every spot you could imagine, a flag, big, small, red, white and blue.

 I have an image in my mind of them, the victims, jumping through the 

flames, carried by fear and anguish, their lives gone in moments of grief, and 

terror.

 I would have thought as I fell: “Maybe I’ll be the one, the special one, the lucky 

one, to make it, to walk away and be!”

Everywhere, the distinctive resonance of the national anthem, written in the 

smoky haze of cannon fire, from the deck of a ship in Baltimore harbor, during the 

War of 1812, that most people don’t remember, like they don’t remember the 

Maine, or the Gulf of Tonkin, or do they reason why nineteen Arabs, mostly Saudi 

Arabians, would want to fly passenger planes filled with people like you and me, 

on vacation with the kids, on a business trip, a joy ride, a lark, and there they were, 

the victims of people who were sure that they were doing the right thing by killing, 

doing the right thing for their people and their cause, their separate reality 

overweighing their lust for life, and driving them like a storm into the winds of 

time and destruction.

They could see the good in this, just as other voices, other minds, could see 



the wisdom of smart bombs and depleted uranium rounds, and strategic strikes and 

collateral damage, and they saturated the airwaves with condemnations, and talk of 

revenge, revenge, revenge.

`A pretty girl had arrived with her umbrella and led me to a box in the 

mountains.

I had run from the madness and found myself with thunder and as my 

companions, facing the weather channel. I wrote on a yellow pad with blue lines, 

with a fountain pen from Germany filled with Florida Blue ink, made by 

Waterman’s of Paris: Trade Towers Victims, 9-14-2001. There are no voices. 

There is no knocking. They will not rise up, the dead. They lie in dust and debris. 

They wait as witnesses. They wait for our response to their end. Their dreams are 

over. Their lights are out, and peace cries foul at the madness to come from what 

has been done in the name of revenge.




