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It was a strange day, 
in the middle of wide world 
And the sign said buckle in, an occasional wind might unfurl. 
 
I started a book once. It just kept writing. It didn’t want to stop. It didn’t like to be 
edited. It swung from a chandelier and gave me the finger, and bulked up on 
words until it was so heavy with conception it refused to be birthed, as though the 
living had happened already when no one was looking - and it was never going 
to be happy until one of us was dead. 
 
But I refused to die and so did it.   
 
In cinematic comedy, the real story happened at another speed, 15 ips, on 
another screen. Like all stories, this one was really about finding your way home, 
your own proverbial true north. Poetic, pedantic... because that tricky compass 
points to magnetic north, and THAT is shifting almost 40 miles every year, faster 
than any other time in human existence. North and south poles can even swap 
places, an event we are about 450,000 years late for, but even without science- 
we say home is where the heart is, and hearts are broken or even replaced 
sometimes so where does that leave us? In need of navigational skills at the very 
least. Wings and a prayer. Boots and a boat. Freedom is what we seek. 
 

 To Self.   
Away from Self.  

 
So here we are, both sailor and sea, in a dream, flying over everything. Today is 
Sunday. Call me Ishmael. 
 
Miles behind you, out of frame.. 
 
There were tales of demonic longitudes, mysterious pulls from the earth’s core 
that took ships down in carnivorous waters, digested in the dark silent seas, 
with pieces ripped open and left for divers to find later, to reconstruct the crime.  
 
Murder by osmosis.  
 
Men would point to that place on the map and shudder, knowing that somewhere 
immersed there was a creature so wild and expansive it could grip tons of steel 
and wood and crunch it in its jaws. Its reach so long, it could pull planes down 
from the sky, and then the next that came after it. 
 
The coast guard hastily explained the curse of the Bermuda Triangle as compass 
variation, which is to say the mathematical difference between our two norths. 



Ten years ago, 590 miles separated true north from magnetic north. 590 miles - 
from Knoxville to New Orleans, so if you thought you were buying whiskey in 
Tennessee, and you wake up to find yourself at Mardi Gras, well that was some 
whiskey wasn’t it? And if you lived in Haiti and were a mere 600 miles from the 
Florida Coast, it’d seem like a million. 
 
Maybe it’s the distance between what you say and what you mean.   
 
So your eyes watch the stars or the seas, perhaps you will see that sometimes 
the two norths take you to the same place. Buddha sat under a tree for 6 years 
and from there found his way home. Odysseus wept for 7 years, Penelope 
unravels yarn for as many, but even Poseidon's rage does not change the 
navigation for a soul's true doppelganger. 
  
But these are all dreams, aren’t they? To fly over, to gaze upon from your 
sleeping self, measured in miles, longitudes, latitudes; hieroglyphics, tongues 
that run over lips to say a word we’ve never heard before. Below are deserts and 
ravenous lions and cafes, and seas with monsters felt but unseen.  Above 
and traveling - 590 miles, and then 6000, she flies with her hair blowing behind 
like a short-stringed kite. It’s all honey on a spoon that we put to the light, for the 
sweet liquid that reflects our face and the sun outside a small cafe where you go 
for tea though you are more accustomed to coffee. 
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