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I meet with my clients 
and remember to smile 
appreciatively at their 
comments. I thank my 
boss for his opinion. I 
listen to my colleague's 
gripes, my cabbie's theo-
ries, my neighbor's fore-
cast.   
I agree with my wife 

on where we should go on 
vacation. I listen to my 
son's breathless descrip-
tion of his video games. 
I call my mother, I 

pay my bills, I floss my 
teeth, I lower the seat, 
I wash my hands. I read 
the headlines, I answer 
my e-mail, I clean up 
after my dog.
I eat salads for lunch. 

I skip dessert. I drink 
1% milk. I sort of try 
to go to the gym every 
so often. 
When the day is spent, 

so am I.

Every 6:58 a.m., the 
clock radio clicks on. 

And so it begins.

I cuddle briefly with 
my wife, groan out of 
bed, and stagger to the 
bathroom. Then I put on 
the kettle, rouse my son, 
and take a shower. 
By 8:02 a.m., the dog 

is walked and I am out 
the door, dressed, brushed, 
breakfasted, keys in my 
right hand pocket, wallet 
on my hip. I smell of 
shampoo, deodorant, de-
tergent, and scope.
I am fresh, alert, 

well-caffeinated.



So, where has the day gone? 
Who took it?

Where is the living I supposedly earned today? 
Am I supposed to wait for retirement to get it — 

When I'm older and even more decrepit? Is that when 
I'll visit the South Pacific, play rock and roll, cook 
bouillabaisse, memorize poetry, read the classics, smell 
the roses?
I have a wonderful life in so many ways, but as I 

lie in bed staring at the ceiling, I wonder: is it 
passing me by?
What if I could add just one more hour to the day, 

time just for me? 
What would I do with that hour? 
And what difference would it make to the other 24?



My plan is simple. 
To start each 

day with a difference.
To start it earlier.
To reset my internal 

clock and add another 
sixty minutes at the 
head. Sixty minutes just 
for me. Each day, from 
5:58 to 6:58 will be 
mine, alone.

How will I spend 
it?



next morning, I’ll just be groggy and dull no matter 
what I did the night before. 
Starting the day off by paying myself first will 

add an effervescence that will keep a bounce in my 
stride all day. I have so much to be grateful for, so 
much I could appreciate a whole lot more, so many 
ways to better myself as a person, and though this 
project seems like a minor step, I am very excited 
about how it will enrich my life.

It'll be a great journey ... If I can get used 
to the jet lag.

I’m not a morning person. My wife gets up and 
chirps with the birds but I grumble and grunt 

about like a bear emerging from his lair in April. I 
need caffeine, I need quiet, I need a bit more shut-
eye.
I manage to get through my morning ritual because 

it is just that — a mechanized, polished routine that 
doesn’t take much brain activity.
 How observant, involved, alive will I be at the 

crack o' dawn?
I considered giving myself a different hour, say, 8 

PM to 9 P.M. But no. That would be borrowed time, 
an hour I’d be taking away from someone else: from 
my wife, my son, my friends, my social self. 
And, besides, the last hours at the butt end of the 

day are shopworn. They lack the energy and potential 
of the early morning. They are fueled by reserves, 
running on fumes. And whatever long-term influence 
they’ll have on me will be diluted by slumber. The 



My internal clock is 
trigger happy. I 

wake up several times 
before the alarm so by 
5:58, I am already feel-
ing exhausted by the pros-
pect of this experiment. 
My wife, Patti, wakes up 

as well, far too chipper. 
She says:

I growl and swing my 
creaking knees over the edge 
of the bed.
My first mission is to sit 

out in my terrace garden, 
eight floors above our 
manhattan street, and 
commune with nature, with 
our plants, with the season. 



These tulips have 
definitely had it. 

I was excited about 
planting them all last 
fall, we put in two 
hundred bulbs. But now, 
here I am, looking at 
them carefully for the 
first time and the show 
is over, I have missed it. 
What else have I missed?

I duck back into the house and add 
another layer and a wool 
cap. Then lean on the 
railing and look out into 
the wind, like some North 
Sea mariner and review 
my objective. I want to 
add an extra hour to my 
life. But is this the sort 
of hour I wanted to 
add? Freezing on a 
balcony when even the 
flowers are still asleep? 
What am I doing?

A balloon, bloated with helium, comes home from 
partying all weekend. Now 
it’s coming back down to 
earth after too much fun. 
Full of stories of what 

it’s seen. A little bit green. 

Our hydrangea plant 
is lush and meaty. 

There are so many colors 
in every petal. Periwin-
kle, pink, magenta, crim-
son.... I feel inadequate 
as my brain is too cold 
and sleepy to access my 
full color vocabulary, I 
could use a box of 128 
crayolas ... sky blue, 
cobalt. 

What is the func-
tion of all these 

colors in a plant? Is it 
all about bees? Do they 
really care about all 
these hues and swatches, 
like mad buzzing decora-
tors? And these dark 
circles on the pansies, 
are they just bull’s-eyes 
or landing pads? Can’t 
plants just say, “Look, 
I’m a flower, come on 
over, and let’s get it 
on?” Or do colors indi-
cate flavors, like 
Jello packaging? I 
taste a couple of 
petals. They all 
have the same, not 
very good, flavor. 

Do the plants 
know that 

there are other 
plants around them? 
Do they know if one is 
ailing or blooming? Do 
they talk to each other? 
Do they mention me?

The critic pops up 
again: this plan 

calls for me to force 
myself to have adven-
tures and yet this is the 
most I have the nerve to 
do? To go six feet 
from my bed and suffer 
in the wind? Is this a 

character building 
exercise? What am I 

trying to re-
claim? 

The sky is very 
clear with purple, 

gray, pink clouds along 
the horizon. Birds in the 
trees across the street 
seem to have their CD 
collections on mad shuf-
fle. It’s wild with bird 
song and twittering,

The 
clo-

vers are 
folded in on 
themselves, still 
asleep. They remind me of 
plants I encountered in 
my grandmother’s garden 
in Pakistan, they were 
called ‘touch-me-nots’ — 
touch them with a finger 
and they curled up, little 
taco shells. These clovers, 
none of them particularly 
lucky, wait for the sun to 
hit them, to begin the 
job of photosynthesis. 
“Clover” so far the only 
plant I’ve been able to 
identify and understand 

at all. Oh, yeah, 
it’s a weed, too.

Sirens, cabs beeping down 
below. I’m in a bleary 

reverie but still in the middle of New 
York. This is not fitting in with my 
need for silent contemplation, some 
incredibly important Zen experience.

Urp. 
I have the worst gas.

we noticed.

SWF Hydrangea 
seeks drone.

One seagull. One jet. One chopper.

The first day 
and it’s not 

going particularly well.  
My brain keeps provoking 
me, asking me why I’m 
doing this, how long do 
I think I can keep this 
going for, nagging, 
sniping, crabbing ... I've 
been out here for seven 
minutes!”



Spring is my favor-
ite season, alleg-

edly. I anticipate its 
arrival all winter. Yet I 
haven’t much noticed this 
one at all. It has come 
and almost gone without 
me. Sure, it’s cold this 
morning but I am start-
ing to thaw, to feel 
alive again.  I must 
work harder to be pres-
ent. I must spend more 
time out here in my 
garden, watering, weed-
ing, noticing, knowing my 
friends and neighbors 
out here in the dirt. How 
sad to think they have 
been brought here just 
for our pleasure and yet 
I have refused to heed 
them, to learn the lessons 
of their growth and 
death.

Belgian mums. Sprout-
ed a tag. It has 

no fragrance.

It’s windy up here because we are so 
high up, a full eight stories above 

ground, maybe a hundred feet above sea 
level. Many of our plants have had a 
tough time surviving under these Himala-
yan conditions. Our gnarled crab apple 
tree was devastated over several blus-
tery years. I am being undone by it. I 
am less tough than a pansy.

Cut flow-
ers are 

sad, like little 
corpses, whereas a 

potted plant, a living 
thing, comes with respon-
sibility. You’re giving 
someone an obligation, a 
life to look after, to 
water, to talk to, to 
worry over, as opposed to 
giving them a dozen 
corpses, that they can just 
toss unceremoniously, after 
a while. 

These little pansies 
are spent; just a 

week or two of Spring 
and they are done. The 
temperature has been all 
over the place and it’s 
rained too much. These 
pansies are over it, their 
dying little heads shift-
ing in the wind. Or 
are they like 
me, half dead  
‘cause it’s so 
damned 
early?

I'm not dead yet!

Me, neither!

I am.

This blows.

Aw, leaf me alone.



them. But many of them I 
buy in a frenzy, ten at a 
time at a used book store, 
then bring them home to sit 
in a pile. And despite my 
first enthusiasm, I may not 
get a real chance to sit down 
and read them all cover-to-
cover and pursue what it was 
that I first found exciting 
before they migrate off and 
get put away. Soon they 
blend into the landscape of 
the bookshelves and lose their 
novelty and attraction. I 
forget the original reason I 

had for buying them and 
they become strangers. 
I read something or other 

most every day but the time 
becomes less and less. In this 
hour I have today, I obvi-
ously won’t be able to read 
all of the books on my 
shelves. Instead I'll just 
browse around and dip in, 
trying to find those books I 
only half know and to en-
counter old friends, lost in 
the woods, the pleasure of 
whose company I may have 
long forgotten.

T he next morning, I vow:  won't be froze again. I 
will condiuct my next dawn 
adventure in the comfort of 
my libarary. I will wear my 
dressing-gown and my slip-
pers, with a nice warm cup of 
tea as my companiion. The 
frigid spring will remain 
sealed outdoors.

My favorite episode of 
The Twilight Zone: 

Burgess meredith play a mild-
mannered man with bottle 
thick glasses who works in a 
bank. He loves to read and 

takes his lunch breaks in the 
bank's safe so he can  read 
in peace. 
One day, an atom bomb wipes 

out all mankind except for 
the bookworm, protected in 
the safe. He discovers the 
city library is untouched and 
starts to stack up all the 
books he can now read in 
peace. He is chirping over his 
good fortune when his glasses 
slip from his nose and smash 
on the ground.
I’ve always collected books 

and I like to have loads of 



B ooks are such time machines. I have books I’ve owned since I was a kid, 
books that remind me of when I was kid, 
and books I went back and rebought 
because I owned them when I was a kid. 
I guess I’ll always keep them around — 
touchstones — to go back and touch 
(though not necessarily read).
When I was in my adolescence and early 

twenties, I accumulated books about people 
who ran away to the South Pacific. They 
fed an enduring fantasy: to move to 
Truk in Micronesia when I graduated 
from college (an idea I'm still working 
on — kinda).

That’s when I first read The Cruise 
of the Kawa: Wanderings in the South 
Seas by Walter E. Traprock, 1921.
I’ve owned this book twice. When I 

first got the book as a kid, I studied 
the book quite intently. It has photos 
of explorers in safari suits and solar 
topis posed in the jungle with fetching 
native girls in grass skirts.   I was a 
little perplexed by some of the content. 
For instance, a photo of a nest filled 
with speckled, cuboid eggs and the 
caption: ‘This is without question the 
most extraordinary picture which has 
ever been taken of a any natural 
history subject....Skeptics have said that 
it would be impossible to lay a square 
egg. To which the author is justly 
entitled to say: “The camera never lies”.’ 
Or another, of the author, bearing the 
caption:  “The gun carried by Dr. 
Traprock is a museum-piece, having been 
presented to the author’s great-grand-
father by Israel Putnam immediately 
after the Battle of Fort Ticonderoga. 
Thanks to constant Upkeep it is in as 
good condition as ever. This is also true 
of Dr. Traprock.”
As an adult, the book reveals itself as 

a silly spoof. The cuboid eggs are 
plastic dice. Dr. traprock is a skinny 
actor in a fake moustache. The native 
girls are covered in boot polish. The 
jungle is just a crude theatrical set. 
I lost my original copy when I went 

to college but came across a second 
copy about ten years ago and had to 
have it. I gave it a protective plastic 
cover and every couple of year or so I 
take it down, spend half an hour in dr. 
traprock's company. I think it’s a 
pretty good relationship we have.

I say!

mama!



Of course, there were the fabulous 
celebrity stamps: the 25th death anni-
versary of Kemal Ataturk. The 16th 
death anniversary of Quaid-i-Azam, the 
Centenary of Dr. Maria Montessori. I 
guess I missed out on the brangelina 
commemorative series.
And Disease was a hot topic too: 

Malaria education, help the blind, eradi-

cation of TB, fight against cancer, Health from Herbs. 
I love a good malady but why did philately grip me as it did? 
When I was ten, collecting stamps was a way of bonding with grown ups. They 

liked to encourage it in me — It was “a good hobby for a boy” sort of thing — 
  and I liked the attention. We knew people around the world and they would ship 

packages full of stamps ripped off envelopes for me to soak and dry and store 
in my albums. I was so compulsive about how they were arranged, in perfectly 

having them in the right 
order, etc., possibly to pay 
appropriate tribute to the 
effort of those who’d sent 
them to me. I had a low 

distanced rows, exactly in denominational sequence. 
My compulsive neatness was motivated by a lot of 
anxiety, trying to accumulate the complete set, 

throbbing dread of some stamp monster that would come in the night to check my work.
Do kids really like philately? I don’t remember trading stamps with other 11-

year-olds or even talking to them about the subject. When I mention stamp col-

he’s even licked a stamp in his life.
This collection reflects so much effort, anxiety, yearn-

ing. And yet it mean nothing now. It’ll just sit on the 
shelf until someone, probably my son, tosses it one day. 
Time spent I’ll never reclaim. You can't lick it.

lecting to my 11-year-old, he looks at me like I was 
suggesting he clip coupons or collect shoelaces. I doubt 

I take down another book: my old stamp album, assembled when I was ten or so. It’s devoted entirely to  Pakistani stamps. You probably have many of them 
in your collection. 
My earliest ones are from the year of Pakistan's partition from India — 1947 

— handed down from my grandfather. He was compulsive about getting first day 

issues for the first couple of decades of the country’s existence. He kept them all 
in hand typed albums in his safe, sure they’d be worth zillions one day. Thus his 
current status as a zillionaire. 
The most common series of stamps were printed in dull monotones, little engrav-

ings of places that I’ve never seen. A series of pictures of gas refineries. Some 

than one color but they still had the lamest subjects: The 16th anniversary of 
UNICEF’s founding. The National horse and cattle show, 1963, the Centenary 
of West Pakistan's High Court, the first convocation of East Pakistan Agricul-
tural University, Chittagong's First Refinery, Rice: we export the best,  the 
50th anniversary of the first airplane flight from England to Australia (an 

auspicious event no doubt but why would Pakistan make a stamp about it?).

nabob's garden. A mosque. An empty valley. Eventually stamps were printed in more 

No autographs, please! Ah, get over yourself!

I want to drink your blud.



compelling as my horny 
fantasy. So I asked my 
costar if she thought we’d 
done it right and should 
we rehearse more. She went 
off and complained about 
me to Eric.
Here’s the scene: 
ME: The world is inside 

out as it has always been 
but something  has hap-
pened it is easier.
WINIFRED: What has 

happened?

ME: You were kind. (HE 
leans forward and gently 
kisses WINIFRED).
Phew!
I really enjoyed acting 

when I was a kid and 
kept doing it through 
college. I liked being on 
stage, I liked the at-
tention, I liked the 
permission to be some 
other person, I liked the 
whole process of bonding 
that happens when you are 

part of a company. And 
I like being able to open 
this old dog-eared pam-
phlet and go back and 
recapture that moment, 
to be there in the high 
school auditorium thirty 
years ago, to be sixteen 
again, to feel those 
feelings come back, the 
nerves of being on stage, 
of kissing a girl, that 
physical, visceral thing 
comes right off the page.

In my junior year in 
high school, 1977, I 

played the lead in a play 
for the first time. It 
was a one-act play: 
‘Impromptu’ by Tad 
Mosel. 

an awkward, shy kid and suddenly I got to strut 
around on stage in front of the whole school, wildly 
declaiming, even kissing the hottest girl in school. 
 My copy of the play is filled with anxious, me-

chanical, puppeteer notes to myself: “more intense,” 
louder” "Put out hand to touch arm, turn around to 
leave", "Walk stage left” that sort of thing. 
There are also lots of dreadful doodles and car-

toony faces (precursors of Homer Simpson). It's been 
thirty years since I committed the script to memory 
almost thirty years ago but it still is weirdly very 
familiar, still living up there in some dusty neurons. 
Just rereading it fills me with the stage fright and 
weird excitement. The play is full of intense moments 
that appealed to my adolescent angst. My character is 
always outraged — we’ve got to tell them the truth, 
we’ve got to the essence of what this is all about  — 
the sort of thing that I always felt when I was a 
teenager, that I’d be the one to get up and expose 
all the hypocrisy. 
"I was walking down a crowded street, my mother 

and father in front of me arm in arm. I was very 
small. I stopped walking, 
they kept on, not notic-
ing. Finally I couldn’t 
see them anymore, I was 
all alone. I think I was 
happy then. But that’s the 
only time.” 
When I was sixteen 

that was like, yeah, in-
tense, man.
The kiss was the big-

gest, most nerve-wrack-
ing, horrible, wonderful 
moment of all. 
I had been anticipating 

it for weeks but the 
first time we did it in 
the rehearsal, it seemed 
cold and not nearly as 

Here’s the original script 
I used, unopened since. 
The play is obscure, 
abstract, Pirandello-esque. 
It's about four actors 
who are sent onstage and 
told to put on a play — 
with no script, rehearsal 
or knowledge of each 
other. 
I played the younger of 

the two males characters. 
The other was played by 
my coolest friend, Eric 
Drooker, who also directed. 
The play was a highlight 
of my adolescence. I was 



The center is made up of 
distinct pieces of armor 
like a pinecone which radi-
ates out to a pattern of 
interlocking sections around 
the edge. Under several 
coats of wax, the armor is 
decorated with not-quite-
symmetrical strokes and 
patches of black, red, and 
orange. 
The front of the shell 

has a little roof like a 
porch, which he glower 

beneath. The surface 
is sensitive like 

a finger-
nail. 

As I stroke it, his 
front paws twitch in 
rhythm. Finally he slowly 
puts out his head, then his 
legs and rotates counter 

like a cactus with a few 
pimento swashes. 
His eyes are flat and 

black but quite expres-
sive and forceful. A red 
dot makes a third eye 
in the center of his 
forehead. On his lemon 
yellow underbelly, I 
find a game board 
divided into a dozen 
symmetrical but uneven 
areas. Each area con-
tains a circle paint-
ed with a sum-i ink 
swirl, like a phase of 
the moon.

He is waiting to make 
his move again. 

clockwise looking for an 
escape route. He can be 
pretty fast when he 

wants to be but I put out a 
hand and he hisses, then retreats back 

inside.

Mohammed is a lovely, alien creature. He 
has graceful lizard claws with long 

clear nails. His legs fit neatly into wheel wells 
in each corner. Most of his skin is yellow and green 

Suddenly he lurches forward into 
the fruit bowl. Does he need to go back 
into water already? Am I killing him with this exile?
He pushes himself up against the fruit bowl, up to a 

30-degree diagonal, and cranes his long neck, peering 

It still looks chilly and grey outside, so I wander around my warm apart-
ment ins earch of another cozy adventure. I end up in the itchen with our 

turrtle, Mohammed. I’m not sure how we came to own a turtle but we have for about 
a year now. Initially, we 
thought he was a box 
turtle, so Jack named him 
Mohammed, after Ali. Box. 
Boxer. Mohammed. Get it? 
Turned out he’s not 
actually a box turtle 
but his name has stuck. 
I’ve ended up being 

the one who has to 
clean out his tank every 
week but that’s about all 

I’ve 
had to 

do with him. 
He’s always 
seemed to me 

to be somewhere 

to the kitchen clock tick. 
Mo’s shell is milk 
chocolaty like a 
peeled Easter 
bunny. The pattern 
on the shell is like 
black and brown 
peacock feathers. 

between a pet and a plant, but today I want to get 
to know him better.

I begin by taking out the 28 small stones and two big slabs of rock from his aquarium and 
rinsing out his tank, filling it with fresh water. 

Then I put him in the kitchen counter where he 
sits sulking inside his shell. This goes on 

for a while so I sit calmly and listen 

I am the greatest



dude, i'm so outta here

I love music. It's always in the back-
ground, scoring my day. 
There's music on my radio 
in the morning, even in 
my shower. The cab driver 
plays African mix tapes, 
my colleague's cell phone 
plays a Top 40 ring 
tone, and it leaks from a 
bike messenger's head-
phones in the elevator up 
to my office. I own 
thousands of CDs, and 
carry hundreds around 
with me everywhere in my 
iPod.
And yet, how rarely I 

get to actually listen to 
music. To listen with 
undivided attention, to 
transcend the moment, the 
lyrics, the song itself, 
and feel the music seep 
into me.
That's what I'm going 

to do today.

I love jazz, and Miles 
Davis most of all. But 
it's been ten years since 
my sister gave me a box 
set of Miles at the 
Plugged Nickel, six CDs 
covering every set he and 
his second great quintet 
played over the course of 
a weekend just before 
Christmas in 1965. 
This morning, I'm going 

to listen to their four 
performances of one song: 
"I Fall in Loves Too 
Easily" by Sammy Cahn 
and Jules Styne. I'm 
going to listen as in-
tently as I can, alone, 
with headphones, in the 
semi-darkness of dawn. 
And I will note down 
what I think about what 
I'm hearing. I'm no 
musicologist but I'll do 
my best to describe what 
I think and feel about 

up like the driver of a 
crashed car wedged 
against a tree. Eventually 
he pulls himself back, 
clanging against the 
bowl, then thudding back 

to the ground. 
He turns to his 

He sinks to the bottom, 
swims around, resurfacing 
as I feed him dozens of 
little green pieces of 
food. He is ravenous. My 
new friend.

right and tries to make 
a suicidal break for the 
edge of the kitchen 
counter. 
He is clearly thinking. 

He finally decides to 
find a back route along 
the counter back to his 
tank. He makes a massive 
push over  the fruit bowl, 
completely vertical, almost 
makes it, extended to 
twice his normal length, 
then pivots and hangs at 
an angle then turns and 
thuds down again. 
A breath, another Hercu-

lean push and he makes it, 
clambering over the fruit 
and into the spice rack, 
exposing his wheel wells, 
studded with those beau-
tiful ink swirls. I grab 
him before he topples the 
knife block and drop him 
into the fresh water of 
his tank. 

An hour is not 
nearly long enough 
to watch him.



song in the third set with a sweeter, 
less creaky tone and long, achingly 
sustained notes.  Herbie is more present 
between the pauses in Miles' horn and 
the drums knock loudly on the door and 
strut in, then the high hat takes over 
as Miles begins to trill. This version 
has a lot more spirit but less soul. It's 

less clearly emotional, more lyrical, and 
the crowd sounds a lot more energized 
and noisy; at one point someone starts 
to clap along with the rhythm section's 
afro-Cuban vibe. The band feels more 
together, more at the same temperature, 
but I prefer the way the varied emo-
tions of the first take showcased Miles' 

what I'm hearing.

Miles comes on alone 
and center stage. 

The club audience takes a 
few bars to simmer down, 
to quiet the ice in their 
glasses, and the cash 
register can be heard 
tolling in the background. 
Miles horn's is raw, and 
hoarse, as if he is too 
choked with emotion to be 
articulate. The melody 
appears in fragments, like 
the indistinct words of 
someone who is crying. 

After five minutes of 
soul baring, Miles 
lets Wayne Short-
er's sax join in; it 
is louder, sharper, 
more energetic, 
like a consoling 
friend, here to 

cheer Miles' 
up, pointing 
out what's 
still good 
about life. 
Williams' 

drums 
build 

and accelerate the tempo 
and then Herbie Hancock 
extends the mood with a 
splash of varied colors — 
light, effervescent, — 
then deepening and 
broadening to a 
tone that's warm 
and rich. Miles 
returns 
revived for 
a couple of 
bars but then 
wound back 
down and 
resolved the 
melody, with a 
sparseness 
that reminded 
me of Chet 
Baker but 
with a human-
ity and intel-
ligence that 
Chet never 
could achieve. With 
a final bleat, 
Miles snaps off 
the light.

Later that night, 
Miles kicks off the 



Shorter's solo kicks off 
with long, low notes, 
raspier and somewhat be-
boppier than his others' 
This version seems more 
expected, less exciting 
than the others but still 
very full of 'story'. 
That's the word that 
pops into my mind. 
Still I find it harder 

to place the feeling of 
what I know of the 
lyric, as I it's the most 
polished, least spontaneous 
take. I guess after a 
few days of playing the 
same song, their vibe is, 
by definition, more re-
hearsed. 
There's a lot of energy 

and interaction between 
the band, particularly 
Miles and the rhythm 
section. Herbie's short solo 
is denser, tighter: sheets 
of sound that wash over 
the high hat. Miles seems 
to come in before Herbie 

is done — again confident, clear statements — much 
more melodic than emotional.  Miles ends the piece with 
a longer, sustained feeling than the usual depleted 
bleats and blares.

I had never listened to any hour of music so intently or with such critical attention before and it seemed 
to me that I had understood music in a brand new way. 
I had gone from being a fan, an admiring but usually 
somewhat perplexed outsider, to actually being inside the 
music, feeling the way the performers did, sharing the 
emotion they were transmitting. It was a rare thing for 
me but I now know how to go back there. 
I felt energized and gloriously happy past lunch time.

heartbreak.

Immediately, I like 
the balance between 

the drum and horn way 
better on this take. Miles 
is not hesitant at all, his 
notes peel, energized, 
confident, a guy saying, 
"I know, I know, I fall 
in love way too easily" 
but he's not taking it to 
heart, he's not broken by 
it but self aware and 
even exultant. His solo is 
the longest I've heard so 
far. Shorter comes in as 
a little surprised, his 
first few bars coming 
from somewhere else, but 
then he manages to match 
Miles' energy, even top-

ping his enthusiasm and 
optimism, chirping up to 
the tenor sax's highest 
register, then striding 
down through the chords, 
carrying the melody. As in 

the last take, I'm a 
little bothered by 
where they seemed to 

crowing back up the scale, 
slowing it back to a few 
broken notes and then a 
couple of long braying 
bleats.

This take kicks in 
so sure, crisp, much 

less abstract; the crowd 
is almost silent, contrib-
uting to a sense of 
intense concentration.
Hancock and Williams 

are punchier, more melodic, 
behind Miles' opening solo, 
there's a call and re-
sponse thing between the 
three if them, picked up 
by Ron Carter's bass. 

manding on this version; 
clear, clean notes, no 
slurring, then winding it 
down, slowing the pace 
until he's all alone, then 

have placed the mikes 
during the piano solo; it's 
like I'm sitting down 
behind the drum kit, 
forced to listen past it 
to hear Hancock's perfor-
mance at the keys. Miles 
comes back earlier than 
usual; he is most com-



then making occasional 
sneezes, then sticking his 
head deep into the bags. 
Normally I would assume 
some dog has peed here 
but I think he’s actually 
nasally x-raying the 
bags. No intention to dig 
in to the bags, just 
browsing, shopping.
Half way down the 

block he turns back to 
our apartment, pees, poops 
by a fire hydrant.

 We 

head west another 
block, stops to drink 
some water that’s in 
the grooves in the 

pavement. There was 
garbage here and he’s 

drinking the trash soup. Aha, some chicken bones. He’s 
very hesitant around them, knowing I’ll stop him, he 
gives a little tentative lick of one wing but moves 
on knowing I’ll jerk his leash. Now north we go, pee-
ing on another tree, barks at nothing, unsure about 
going to the park, am I expecting him to lead? I do 
and we head north. 
The ground is wet from the pre-dawn rain and the 

sidewalk is very juicy and full of aroma. I can smell 
the trees in the park from across the road. A cab 
squeezes on its brakes and makes a peep, Joe lets out 
a sympathetic bark. We encounter a brown mutt; he 
and Joe smell butts and then suddenly tense up. What 
was going on? The situation seemed benign and then 
almost broke out into a fight.

We pass a wrinkled faced shar-pei then a fat 
brown and white mutt with a smiling owner but 

the dogs ignore each other. He finds something tiny 

I walk my dog most mornings and it’s mainly a mindless chore. We walk a regular path, and 
once he’s done his biz we head right back to the 
house. The whole deal usually takes ten minutes or so 
and I generally listen to music or the news en route. 
But I know that being with a dog is a wonderful 

way to get in touch with my inner animal. I want to 
slow down, be completely present and observant and 
try to see the morning from Joe’s point of view. I 
think there’s a lot I’m probably missing, stuff that’s 
important to him, and that is no more trivial than 
the stuff that occupies my mornings.

Rather than 
leading Joe on a 

particular path, I will 
let him determine 

where we go. 
He’s getting 

his bearings, sniffing the 
wall by the front door. 
Now examining abandoned 
rolls of carpet some 
garbage bags, First pee 
of the day by the tree 
near our front door.
There’s a dog a block 

and a half away and Joe 
lets out a couple of mini-
barks, announcing his 
presence.
Sniffing , sniffing, a 

big exhalation and mov-
ing on. He examines the 
contents of the bag 
through the plastic. Pees 
on the nest set of gar-
bage bags. Nose to the 
ground, along the edge 
of the gutter and 
finds, more garbage bags. 
Sniffing, 

Yeah, I'm talkin' to you, 
ya ugly rotweiler!

Ahhhhhh!

cluck, cluck!

Wait, I think I forgot 
my keys.

Does this picture 
make me look fat?



down, pops out a knuckly 
turd, and ignores them.

Just as he finishes 
his third poop of 

the morning, a thin boxer 
stops up the path, pees, 
scrapes his nails on the 
pavement, then strains at 
the leash and passes by. 
Joe makes a beeline to 
where the boxer just was 
and smells the ample pee 
sample he left behind, 
apparently preferring his 
info second-hand rather 
than sniffing the source. 
He generally avoids big 

dogs, avoids hav-
ing invariably 
to submit to 
some 

White blossoms have fallen from the tree and sud-
denly Joe drops onto his back and wriggles and rolls 
in the blossoms. He huffs and smells some more, 
breathing in the scent.

A squirrel jumps onto the lawn, followed by a half dozen others. Joe ignores the grass and heads 
off after the squirrels. He chases them madly and 
they effortlessly spring back in to the tree and 
disappear.

In the dog run, a woman with an arthritic old 
black collie is the only dog. The dog’s examine 

opposite sections of the run, ignoring each other. Joe 

critter 
five times 
his size. 

We’re in 
the 

grassy area by 
the dog run. Joe 
is very into smell-
ing beneath the tree. 
The rainwater ampli-
fies the aroma. It 
smells good, sweet, 
fecund, like the woods. 

little thing and chews on 
it briefly, He’s so short 
and his nose is always 
just a couple of inches 
above the ground. He 
hears a squirrel up in a 
tree over a homeless man 
gathering cans.

We get trapped 
between two largish 

brown dogs of equal size, 
both outweighing Joe by 
a good thirty pounds. As 
they come together, they 
and their owners chatted 
and Joe lets out grumbly 
mini-barks when one of 
them heads towards us. 
When they approach, the 
owner and I discuss the 
antisocialness of our dogs 
this morning and when 
the other dog’s back is 
turned, Joe darts in an 
smells his oblivious butt 

hole. The large dog tries to reciprocate 
but Joe darts away. 

We move in a more determined pace 
north then due east side. He gets 

ready to poop again but two Pomeranians 
with jingling leashes pass. Joe hunkers 

ha, ha.

How 'bout 
those Yanks?

Grrrr, I'm a 
Mets fan.



dog 
run, spar-

rows in the 
trees. I can 

smell the morning, 
the wet grass, the urine 

in the sand, onions fry-
ing somewhere far off.

Two very frisky 
malti-poos join us 

in the dog run. One of 
them immediately leaps 
onto the bench beside me. 
Joe comes over to sniff 
her privates but she sits 
down coyly. Eventually she 
rises and Joe smells her 
deeply, his nose buried in 
her wool.  Now they begin 
to play, off in a mad 
dash around the perimeter, 
under the benches, danc-
ing, swirling., running 
and leaping. 

The game suddenly 
stops as all the 

dogs watch a wire-haired 
dachshund out in the 
grass; his owner has 
taken him off the leash 
and he is running freely 
after the squirrels. The 
caged dogs look out 

enviously until the ro-
dents are all treed. They 
go back to their game, 
jaws clicking, then fall-
ing exhausted under the 
bench, panting with 
happiness.

stops and looks around at me, letting out a long bugling call , wags his tail, 
then digs tentatively in the sand y ground. He stares fixedly back at the squir-
rels, now back on the lawn and hopping around. They brazenly wave their tails at 
him through the fence.

Joe keeps sitting, staring around. I wait for him to do something, then 
realize what he's up to. He’s listening and sniffing in the air. I close my 

eyes and slow down, tuning my own senses. I hear trucks, cabs, dogs in the big 

PREPARE FOR 
DOMINATION!

You and what army,
Wiener boy?

Must ... not...submit...

AAArgh!

So, anyways, I 
encountered some 

rather pungent urine 
over by that bush...

Hey, whose turd??

Hey, Shaggy, how's the family?

Yo, Joe, how's it hanging? 

Mornin', fellas.

No kidding? I'll have 
to check it out.

Musta been a good 
half cup full.



I see just one runner on the street. But 
the Dolphin Fitness Club 
is full of joggers. New 
Yorkers are running, not on 
the sidewalks but indoors, 
on a treadmill, for a 
membership fee.

I leave my apartment and head due east. 
The sun is still lurking 
behind Brooklyn, and the 
sky is light mauve, 
There's more activity 

than I'd anticipated at 
this hour. Cabs trundle 
past, A man feeds a small 
child from a 64-ounce cup 
of soda. Another guy in a 
suit and tie lugs a huge, 
bulging suitcase down the 
road.
I see a dozen janitors, 

mopping their lobbies, hosing down sidewalks, 
dragging transparent blue bags of recyclables. 

They’ll be going home after lunch.
The air reeks of the garbage piled high by the 

curb, waiting for the Sanitation Department. Most 
of the stores slumber behind Closed steel gates, 
dirty with graffiti.
The other people I encounter seems to be coming 

home from a bender or to have no home to go to. 
In a doorway, a bearded man sleeps with his knees 
bent, a crumpled dollar by his head. 

I'm being depressed by the forlorn 
feeling in the air but then I pass a 
brownstone building swathed in ivy and a 
huge blooming rose bush drenches the 
sidewalk with perfume. 
My mood improves.



Outside the Church 
of the Nativity, on 

3rd street and 2nd Ave. 
A Man communes at the 
steel security gates; The 
Man, middle aged, 
Hispanic, in jeans and 
a T-shirt, prays to a 
three-foot-high 
Madonna through the 
fence. First Mass 
isn't till 8:30. He's 
getting a head 
start on the day.
Two blocks down, 

by the projects, a 
Mentally disabled man 
and his father sit on 
a bench in a dusty 
playground. The son 
is flailing one hand 
and rolling his eyes. 
The father holds his 
other hand and bends 
his head, praying into 
the littered ground.
The Church bells 

are tolling. But I 
have yet to find 
one with a mass 
this early though. Are the 
bells just habit? Or an 
Alarm clock?

How many 
people are up in 

their apartments, down 
on their knees, praying 
for a good day?

On the Bowery, someone 
has thrown out heels 

of bread. Fifty pigeons 
of all sizes and colors 

fight over them, eager for 
breakfast. Outside the 

homeless shelter, men stand 
around, smoking cigarettes, 
and sipping cardboard cups 
of coffee. Are they up and 
about, ready to grab the 

bull by the horns? Or just 
anxious about spending 
another minute in some 

scary room lined with bunk 
beds.

An enormous man 
walks two enormous 

rotweilers into a play-
ground, past a sign that 
reads "No Dogs allowed". 
Another enormous man 
opens a minivan and yet 
another enormous rotweiler 
leaps out. So far I have 
seen four dogs this 
morning, three of which 
were enormous rotweilers. 
The lawn around the 

projects is lush and 
thick and serene, though 
strewn with the occasion-
al dirty diaper.
Murals commemorate the 

dead. Here’s George who 
died seven days after his 
twentieth birthday. No 
one writes graffiti on 
it. Respect.

I'm trying to cut back on 
my carbs.

Gimme a break. 
I'm off duty!



At the very end of my street, there’s a baseball field on the river, the FDR 
drive is busy with traffic. A cop stands by his car, looking West. Over his shoul-

der, The sun is well above the horizon. 

A fat man comes out of the deli, opening a fresh 
pack, firing up his first 
Newport of the day. 
A mom heads to work, 

dropping her little son at 
day care. A ninth grader 
hurries past clutching her 
American History book to 

her chest, way early for 
school.
Crates of Milk are 

being delivered. Not by a 
milkman in a white suit and 
a visored cap but by a 
shambling guy in a stained 
sweatshirt, jeans, dread-
locks and a sighing truck. 

The streets fill more 
and more with freshly 
showered, crisply pressed 
people, and the dinginess 
and dirt and long shadows 
fade away, eclipsed by the 
morning energy of those 
out to carpe the diem.

Outside the Hells An-
gels' club, a woman in 

her mid '40s with grey 
curly hair, a large roller 
suitcase, and several dog 
turds sit quietly, waiting. 
The woman smiles, almost 
beatifically, quite content. 
Is she in the afterglow 

of some wild night of 
initiation in the club HQ? 
Is she lining up to en-
roll? Was she thrown out? 
Waiting to get in? What 
the hell?

Someone has thrown out eight stoves, a fax 
machine, a zinc sink, some bar stools, an 

ironing board, a table lamp, a floor lamp, vene-
tian blinds, and a large bag of olive branches, 
all stripped of their bark. An aborted arts and 
crafts project?

  Down the block, more junk, including a bird 
cage containing a sneaker. It’s not Duchamp, 
it’s garbage.

There’s a homeless man 
wearing a sweatshirt 

from my Alma mater. Wonder 
what year he graduated?

I’m struck by how much 
poverty there is on my 

street. Something about 
this hour of the morning; 
it simplifies what I usu-
ally see, boils it down, 
Clears out the background 
stuff so I can understand 
what is there. There’s a 
lot of morning-after 
kinds of debris: bottles, 
cigarette packs, condoms. 
The few people I see are 

dressed way down, in sweat 
pants and T-shirts, un-
adorned, begrudging, out 

here because they have to be, 
appearing as they truly are.
As I head back to my 

home, there’s construction 
and growth, but the far 
end of my street seems to 
be falling down, Decaying. 
Not a profound thought, 
but still something I 
rarely consider. I should 
think more about these 
neighbors of mine who seem 
to be struggling. As one 
part of town gentrifies, 
the other is getting 
decrepit.

Why did I major in 
Art History!?!



TO DO:

Read from 'Leaves of Grass' by Walt Whitman
Contemplate my hypochondria
Play the harmonica
Watch C-Span
Go North
Go to a 6 a.m. church service
Write a proper letter
Go West
Self-portraits with my father
Learn to knit from my wife
Build a model ship
Watch ESPN
Learn to play the drums from my son
Go South
Draw thirty things I own and haven't used in a year
Draw everything in my fridge
Watch Spanish TV
   Etc.


