CHAPTER 1





	It is no small discovery, this one, this hard center of a smoldering gamey life, earth, world, universe, God; and I dedicate it to no mean personalities, just a splendid son, a winsome wife and a perfect daughter, all who live under my leaky umbrella in this most inclement of climates, this Year of Our Lord, 1960.  But first --- before I reveal my find --- a bit about myself, my search, my acquaintances, my deeds, successes, failures and horrors, my life and my times, my thoughts and my conclusions, and then at long last my discovery, of course, and how I came to know it, and what it means.  You will not have to wait a great while, but you will wait a little, so resign yourself.  First I must acquaint you with the history of my search.


	On the sunny edge of Chicago, where I grew up, I began to realize that people had a crimp in their heads, a deadly furrow displacing something uncommon and substituting that common indentation called space or nothing or lunacy, which kept people from understanding anything.  For instance, they were never jarred, as I was, by lies and ugliness and the useless maudlin million products made to their rooting taste, instead they enjoyed them much, took the goods to themselves, hugging tight as if what they held was in their own likeness --- false, ugly, useless and filled with cheap sentiment, exactly like themselves.  But is this so surprising, I asked myself.  No.  How can the common man have a knowledge that is uncommon? ---of course, the answer is he cannot.  Can the barnyard goose go wild with the first wind in fall, can he spread his stumpy wings and climb out of his grubby pen?  Can the dog leave his cow-bones suddenly and go into the brush to tear down his game running?  Can the egg-laying chicken, or the chicken-laying rooster, suddenly turn into a fighting cock with a whipping kick, a fierce heart, a dying courage, a willing instinct to be great at all costs and rip feathers, skin and flesh from a jaunty similar competitor?  Of course not.


	Domestics don't take the large strides leaping from what is to what will be, these explorations are taken by the more daring, born that way and unable to be another, and it is only after the thing is done that the great and common tide comes tumbling after, unthinking, seeking only a way already proven easier, or more practical, and there is never any understanding or thought, never any consideration of the idea, the ecstatic dive into the future, that first great step, because if the common could understand they too would become distinctive for they could consider alternatives to everything, having truly understood the alternative to one thing.  But they cannot because they are after all common, and no one can ask ---for instance --- the common gnarly-rooted hedge to burst into peonies, nor the thistle to shine like an orange poppy, because the hedge and thistle are common and concerned only with survival and growth while the peony, the poppy, deliberately construct themselves with an eye toward exaggeration and beauty.  There is a great difference between selecting green and selecting from all available colors.  In the former there is no mistake possible, in the latter there can be failure as well as success.


	But any leader must be found correct by the history which pursues him or he dies out as an experimenter not on the right track.  He is judged in time by whether or not the hordes follow; and I don't say this is fair, but I do say it is true.  There are sometimes mistakes made when a daring experimenter has actually found the right way but the horde denies it and thunders ahead in the wrong direction, or may even pick the lesser leader and follow his mediocre trail into the future granting him fame or fortune or power, while his superior dies on that unfollowed lovely path that was the best one all along.  So goes the endless circle of history chasing its own tail, going nowhere but around and around in unreasonable curves because the various species progress and regress only by chance, although the superior among them continue to offer amazing alternatives.


	I felt no contempt for people, nor did I think I was better off, or anything of the kind.  (When a hundred men are cast into a sea who cares if ninety-nine of them go down immediately, while one, a better swimmer, glides effortlessly into the choppy waves before succumbing with desperate, heroic, cunning efforts failing to keep him alive?  If all men flail until they drown, who cares?)  The fact that I liked people, though, didn't keep me from noticing that what I could do and see and understand they could not.


	I grew up west of Chicago along the Salt Creek (the longest creek in the world, by God), where I caught soft-shelled crabs and then baited my hook with their bellies to catch bass and bullheads, while some of my friends unfortunately carried home their crabs like misers and denied themselves the chance for fish.  I set snares for the elusive pheasant as it pranced a few feet through brush only to shove its lovely ringed neck into my wire loop, I found its pencil-line trails poking through the yellow weeds to water, I looped the wire correctly, fastened it securely; while most of my friends could not.  I adapted to the clumsy hurtling rabbit and caught him too, I steel-trapped the muskrat and more spectacularly the mink, and I didn't find it difficult.  I found most difficult the very idea I had to accept that my friends could not do these things well, and although I made many excuses for them, soon I had to cease blaming fate and put the blame on their clumsiness, and afterward I could do nothing but smile with boredom as they discussed their theories on how to fish, snare and trap, urging me to try some so they could see if any worked.  I shot squirrels out of trees, and I had to admit I was a better shot, either because of a gifted eye, a steadier hand, a determination, or what, but more did fall to the ground, brother, when I shot than fell when my friends fired away hitting limbs, leaves and ticking houses, swearing that something was wrong with their goddamn sights, their sleeve caught, something was in their eyes, the gun was bent, etc., so I couldn't ignore their clumsiness and my skill for long.  I caught caffish, possum, coon, trout, and all the others, occasionally a dove, pigeon, a buck and once on a weekend a deer with an arrow, and another time a bear with three arrows.  I was the best hunter of all that I knew, and my friends recognized it, too, complimenting me on it with smiles and many shakes of their less confident hands.


	We were then, at least, still related by our devotion to similar interests, or to put it more truthfully my broader range of interests in part coincided with their total interests.  There were so many things I never could talk to them about.  For instance, after thinking about our differences --- and this is the first thing the uncommon man is rudely made to do, for his vast differences cannot be ignored --- I concluded that all skill is based on an intuitive ability to know instantly what comes next.  I think this intuition is the great separator between those of us who are used meanly by fate and those of us who are able to excel to the point where we can control our own future.  It is something men are born with or without, and there is nothing that can be done about it, except to reveal whether or not they have it.  The clumsy man can yearn and try and seek and work and study and reason and worry and revise, but he will never be anything but clumsy although his labor may produce competence.  The man who knows what to do and what to look for --- I like to call him a glider, because he seems to skim through life growing unhappy at only what he finds around him and never with himself --- may not know why or where or how, but he does know what, and this is enough, he sees something not seen, he understands something not understood, he can do things that aren't usually done, and all speculation takes place by others, who after observing the amazing performance try mightily to understand it, the better to reduce it to their own level.


	Only idiots contemplate themselves, trying to discover genius of one sort or another.  The real genius, I'm afraid, is brought quickly and painfully to the conclusion he is unique by the very events of his life, those tumultuous times when he knew, he saw, he understood, and he could have done the right thing, but was stopped by those who neither knew, saw or understood anything, or by the times when he succeeded gloriously in doing the proper thing, but no one was profound enough to recognize his victory, no hands applauded, no one recalled it; and, bewildered, he had to watch his great effort pass unnoticed into the past awaiting resurrection by some great soul of the future, or awaiting nothing at all but destruction.


