Need/Desire

Karma in English class.  The supernatural, the stellar, the eternal and internal; the forces of nature that rule our lives in accordance with a pattern that we can devise – if we dare.  Interspersed, peppered even, with beginnings of remarks, trains of thought, which, when their conclusions become definably inevitable, trail off interrupted, the unsaid remainder becoming louder by its absence.


Maybe it was this aura that was cast that made it happen.  Or maybe it was, as the professor might say, I myself who did it through constructive visioning or whatever it was.  Probably Buddhist or Zen or some such.  (is there even a difference?)


But no.  It couldn't have been.  Because how can you envision the third to last thing you'd ever think would happen?  I'd never have thought to find him there—but there I go, overdramatizing.  It was not the third to last thing, nor even close.  It wasn't all that terribly unlikely.  It felt significant to me, because I had spent the previous semester watching him in a completely different kind of class.  But really, considering the number of guys I do spend time watching, random chance should have placed at least one of them in a second class of mine at some point.


I'm defensive enough to want to point out that I'm not completely frivolous, nor the frightening sort of person who stalks people she doesn't know, even though those are the first two personality types that leap to my mind as someone who would watch a guy that she doesn't know and doesn't talk to for a period of several months.  The reason that I do it is summed up rather nicely by a song on KTCL called "Crush Story" by the band Too Much Joy.  The chorus says "Everything you've ever said is brilliant/Anything you wanna do is fine with me/This is much better than love."  The thought is that in idealizing someone you don't know, you can imagine them as anyone you want them to be.  Too much of this can get unhealthy, since no real relationship will ever work like that, but I figure I'm entitled to my small fantasies.


Only one thing worries me.  In this course, I have a feeling that everyone will get to know everyone.  And I don't really want to know him.  If I learn too much about then I'll feel like I've invaded a real person with my fantasies.  Also, I'm still infatuated.  I see him and my heart-rate really does pick up, my senses get more acute, I feel good to the point of not feeling so good.


I get turned on by knowing that he is turned on.  Reading a piece about sexual hunger, knowing that he feels it, experiences it, pretending that it could have been I who inspired it, keeps my mind out of focus, dizzy in a way.  It feels both good and bad.  It feels like an insatiable need for a cigarette during an acid trip can feel.


It was my first time tripping acid, the last time I remember feeling so clearly like this.  It had been seven hours since I'd dosed myself and I was very near to peaking.  I was out at the smoking area behind the dorms during the half-hour break between study hall and checking in for the night, a little past nine-thirty.  I remember how good it felt to consume the smoke from my cigarette, to drink in the light of the stars.  I was riding on the attention from the other kids at the area, who knew it was my first trip and were drawing circles and spirals and curves for me in the dark with the burning points of their cigarettes.  I couldn't get enough of anything.  I had a nonsense phrase that I repeated to myself over and over because it felt so good to say it with all the n's and m's and soft vowel sounds.  I could feel heat coming off the huge old tree that stood in the are, feeling that it was part of the products of whatever chemical reactions trees have going on inside them.  But the overriding feeling was of enjoying whatever was around—cigarettes, stars, attention—and needing more, never being satisfied, riding just on the edge of fulfillment but never quite crossing the line.


It feels nearly like that, but there's an edge of worry now that wasn't there then.  It's the need for excess that I feel, but on the acid trip it was a naïve desire; now I know that excess is imbalance and extreme imbalance, extreme enough to upset the delicate balance that is life.  How can living creatures feel a need for death, for excesses and extremes that cause it?  In a high school psych course, Freud was taught to have believed that there were two primary motivations within people: sexual, creative impulses, and destructive, death-oriented impulses.  I hated Freud.  I will not readily subscribe to his ideas.  But that's what we were taught that he said.


Hallucinogens must be much on mind, just now, because I am also remembering a mushroom trip, later on, during my first year of college.  I was 'shrooming with some kid that I didn't know, and it was his first experience with mushrooms.  I remember that he had a lot of questions about cultural taboos and why they had to be.  Why can't I say this?  Why can't I do that?  What is this concept of "wrongness?"  He also wanted to know why people have to be separate, why everyone can't eliminate the barriers between themselves and others.  This aroused again this needing hunger in me, a need for intimacy, not sexual but closer than that, emotional and intellectual intimacy, opening everything you think and feel to someone else, knowing and experiencing everything that they think and feel.  Inherent in this hunger was the necessity that it be a closeness to someone that I hadn't known for long enough to make this closeness normal or acceptable.  It was a need for simultaneous safety through the closeness of knowing and the security through the distance of unfamiliarity.  Maybe it's this need that drives the promiscuous to sleep around, to desire intimacy without commitment.
