


 Thick globby streaks of gold and navy paint 
adorned Jerrika Houzer’s apartment walls. She tried 
to imitate the old master Van Gogh and did so with 
a stunning amount of incompetence, but it was all 
she had of his art. Originals and prints had all been 
burned and memory alone was her guide.  
 One stormy day she stared at the mural, and then 
through the window directly aside it. The Dalai 
Lama’s illusion projectors decided on rain that day, 
liquid copper rain. She covered her nakedness with 
a paint splattered tee and a blue and white stripe 
pleated skirt, the kind with the stripes alternating 
each crease and running vertically. No footwear.

 She stepped outside. When the illusionary rain 
fell upon her body, it materialized into pennies. It 
did the same upon hitting the concrete, or anything 
else for that matter. 
 “It’s all just an elaborate magic trick,” she mut-
tered under her breath. Only later did she realize 
it was unfair to call it a magic trick. “Science trick” 
was better nomenclature. It was the kind designed 
by the 3rd clone of the 15th Dalai Lama himself.  

 It was made for the sole purpose of making your 
mind doubt what your sense organs whisper about 
reality, but she felt the gravel underneath the pen-
nies shift between her toes. She trusted the gravel, 
though almost no one else did, and even if they did, 
they never said it. One fellow she passed by that day 
surely trusted it. He was weary and shirtless, prob-
ably weak from syphilis. A rather large mustache 
adorned his face and his exposed belly bore a sign 
that mirrored his current state: The weary nihilism 
that no longer attacks.

 After many blocks, he disappeared from view (he 
was a large fellow, standing 20 feet) and she arrived 
at the local television screen for daily meditation. 
Oprah the 5th was smiling in an egg shaped chair. 
The set was minimalist. They all were. Another 
egg-shaped chair was positioned at an open angle 
across from hers. In a typical bright orange, in 
contrast to all the rest of the white, sat the 4th clone 
of the 15th Lama. He was also smiling. The typical 
Dalai Lama smile, a smile with heavily upturned 
lips, lips turned so high they almost met the bot-
tom of his bright half open eyes. Large perfect teeth 
shined as if they were the spot lights of heaven. Old 
cartoon monsters seemed kin to that kind of large 
grinning mouth.
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