DEAR BELOVED PRODIGIES

(680 words)
At first I sought my future in the stars. On many a childhood summer night I lay upon the lawn, enthralled before the heavens, imagining that somewhere out among the stars life had to be much better. I fantasized a planet where only love could happen, and yearned for such a world in which to be.

When I read the first reports of flying saucers, I hoped they had arrived from the planet of my dreams. If only their inhabitants would hear the wish that I beamed towards the stars: please take me to a brighter world than this one.

They never did.

Gazing at the stars gave way to reading science fiction. I found therein no mention of places where only love can happen, but at least the futures thus explored were more exciting than any that I had yet imagined.

Science fiction then gave way to fact, as I sought to wrest my future from a career. Yet my yearned-for better life was found to be no closer than my next promotion, nor more lasting than the transient satisfaction of my previous advancement.

Unfulfilled, I reverted to the stars via counsel of astrology. In such seemingly sophisticated consultation of the heavens I would certainly divine my destiny.

I never did.

The wellspring of my future became apparent to me only in another's the sharing of his experience, a scientist who trusted me with a treasured though anomalous reverie. A feeling man who highly prized his reason, he had been among the first to see, in Lubbock, Texas, the "flying saucers" that I thought had forsaken me. Knowing of no way to accredit what he had seen, yet certain that the objects had been real, he suffered to account for their appearance.

An unlikely possibility occurred to him one day as he was strolling along a sandy stretch of beach. Contemplating the erasure of his footprints by the tide, he wondered which of our collective tracks would outlast time's erosion. What would remain of the twentieth century for future archeologists? Unless, perhaps, they should find a way to travel back through time, and thus observe us at first hand. 

Aha! Was this the occasion of those mysterious Lubbock lights: the future's eye of curiosity?  

What if, he further speculated, such eyes were observing him right now? What would be most vital to call to its attention? What would the most important message from our time to its time be? Then, quite unscientifically, his feet began to trace a salutation in the sand.  

The message he left there for the next tide to erase evoked again my childhood yearnings for a world more readily loving than this one.  In my memory his sandy beach became my nighttime lawn, his experience of flying saucers became mine of a starry night, and his sentence in the sand evoked the essence of my ponderings of a place where love prevailed. 
I sensed that history, which to us can only repeat itself, to future others may precede itself as well.

In contemplation of the scientist's sand-writ message, I knew at last the futility of seeking out my future in the heavens.  Never would I find it there, for whatever will become of me resides already in the quiet meditations of my being. 
And so the following words, though written about the scientist whose consciousness they honor, are seasoned with autobiography:

Solitary human on the beach,

walking randomly beneath the gulls,

pondering other flying objects, 

unidentified,

and wondering:

Does the future yearn to study us,

   even as our past we seek to know?

Might it be that the future hears

    and sees us in our time, 

    having programmed "You Are There" for real?

And if already, in the here and now, 

    we are being examined as the future's past,

    what greeting may we offer 

    tomorrow's historians? 

Solitary human on the beach,

no longer moving randomly,             

but purposefully etching 

in sand-letters ten feet high

a salutation to an eye that's yet to see:

                      DEAR BELOVED PRODIGIES, 

                      I HOPE THAT YOU ARE KIND.      (1991)


