How To Digest Bunny Wisdom

Even though it's dready been cracked into four distinct pieces, the mirror lying in the middle of
this forgotten street distracts you with the way it shimmersin the bright sunlight like something
indecent. You look down on it, troubled by the vacant stare reflected in the cracked surface at
your feet. The face you see is undoubtedly yours, perhaps moretired and distant, but the harsh
light makes your eyeslook dead. For a moment you wonder what you're doing there, before you
suddenly crush the shards of mirror under your hedl and let the bright sunlight explode in a

million fragments of light on the dusty pavement.

"Y ou can't change aperson,” you say loudly to no one, "at least not where it redly matters.”

Y ou haven't changed in years, not Since she spat on your shoes and ran out into the rain, not even
araincoat on to keep her dry. In this strange country, wearing your strange tourist clothes and
tired eyes, you look dightly dtered, taler even, but that's not enough to make adifference. You
were an asshole then, and you're till an asshole now.

Y ou wak away from crushed mirror, feding lost and ecdtatic a the thought of being lost. Logt is
what you have ingead of something more permanent or meaningful. Lost makes you fed
adventurous and free, and you quickly legp up the white set of airsin front of you. These steps,
like the ones before, lead to the same intricate passages, endlesdy twisting and endlessy similar.
All the whitewashed walls |ook the same in that impossible, blinding sunlight.

Youd gladly ask for directions back to the plaza even though you don't speak the language and
would rather keep away from thelocals. Unfortunately, you haven't seen anyone in hours, not
even akid into whose hand you could shove afew miserable banknotes to lead you back. You
quicken your pace, trying to escape the maze of monotonous passages and desolate doorway's
that aways lead to yet more gairs. With your left hand you wipe away the sweet from the
corners of your eyes, the swest that has been drenching your body for hours. Y ou never
imagined you could swegt this much.

When you open your eyes you see another flight of stairs and you run up two Sairs at atime,
eager to get somewhere. The stairslead you into a courtyard enclosed by the same immaculate
walls. And in the courtyard, a man dressed in coveralls and wearing a straw hat stands on top of
an improbably long ladder and paints awindow. He looks peaceful and serene, and because he's
the first person you've seen since breskfast you smile broadly as you approach him.

When you get close enough to see what he's doing, you redlize that he's not painting awindow
but an daborate murdl. The window in the picture looks real enough to jump through: the sky is
dazzling blue and infinite, and leafy branches grow wildly on the other sde of the window like
fingersthat reach for the sun. The painter ignores you as you stand puzzled at the foot of his
ladder. 'Y ou wonder, "What kind of man would do that?' After painting another perfect streak
of blue, he stopsto admire his sky. The window is amost complete.

"Hdlo!" you shout, a bit too loudly, at the man standing above you. His brush touches the wall
again to paint a puffy cloud in the background. Ordinarily, you'd stop to admire his



concentration, but right now you smply want to find your way back to the hotel. You arethirsty
and tired.

"Which way? Out?' you scream hoping he has a least a rudimentary grasp of English.

"Hotd!" you say as he enlarges the puffy cloud in his painted sky, Hill obliviousto your
exisence. You're about to shake the ladder when he puts down his paintbrush and extends one
bony arm towards the left corner of the courtyard.

Helooks down at you, still pointing, and smiles. Reassured, you smile back and wave your
hand, and for a second you consider kicking his ladder just to see the look on hisface. But
instead you run towards the end of the courtyard, and oh, thelook of disbelief when you
encounter yet another solid wal! Tears of frugtration mix with the warm sweat on your skin, and
you wipe them away again brusquely and run aong the wall looking for some sort of crack
through which you might crawl. The whitewashed wall isimposing and unmoving, even when

punched repestedly, angrily.

Determined to finally kick down his ladder, you run back towards the painter. By now he
finished painting the cloud and the window and he Sts at the foot of the ladder methodically
cleaning his hands. The window looks red and exquisite, and even that painted cloud looks as
though it's about to fly away. Y ou want to srangle him.

"You lied!" you shout a him even though he's sanding only afoot away from you.
"Yes" Helookstired, or maybe just bored. You're abit taken aback and soften your voice.
llWr.Iy?l

"If there was a door there, and there isnt, it would only lead to your old self and lill nothing
would change. | wanted to paint you one, but you came here looking for something different,
some spark of life that you once had indde you."

Y ou dways hated people who talked vaguely and philosophicaly about things they didn't know
shit about, their meaning velled in heavy symbolism. 'Y ou meant to say that much, but before
you can throw out your retort, he just dropsthe rag in the dust and climbs up the ladder as you
watch speechless. Once he reaches the painted window, he extends his arm confidently, grabs
the latch painted on the wall, and with a dight tug opens the painted window. You canfed a
light breeze wash over you, and you grab the ladder putting your foot on the first rung.

"Stop,” you say, "come back!"

He puts one foot over the ledge and smiles sadly & you. Y ou've dedt with anyone who tried to
jump through amura so you begin to climb after him, with alook of desperation and mild
confuson in your eyes. But ingtead of waiting for you, he degantly shifts his weight, kicks the
ladder away and flies out the window, over the branches, and into the painted sky.



Dazzled by your fdl, you quickly jump to your feet even before he disgppears into the painted
cloud, and lean the ladder againgt the wall. Ignoring the painin your leg you dimb after him,
determined to find away out. Once on top of the ladder, you get to verify that the window is
merely painted on, the latch just a dark line of paint againgt the blue sky. The window refusesto
open even when confronted by your figs

Y ou want to scream, but you decide it won't do any good. On the painted window you find a
note: "Only By Going In Will You Find A Way Out."

"In?" you wonder as you climb down the steps gingerly, the note clutched in your hand. You
decided that you didike the painter for leaving you such puzzling notes and audacioudy flying
out a painted window. Once you reach the ground, you findly kick the ladder, and it fdls, like
before, with aloud thump raisng dugt into the air.

Leaning againg the wall, you unbuckle your pantsto have a closer look at your injured leg.
Your hipisbleeding and bruised. Suddenly you fed indescribably sad, tears swelling up in your
eyes and your lips quivering uncontrollably. For some reason, you start thinking about her,
before she spit on your shoes, and how she often tried to make you fed better by playing with
your genitals and anus.

In amoment of intuition, you squat on the ground and gently press afinger againg your anus.
Pretty soon you have two, then three sdiva coated fingers probing your ingdes, and it doesn't
take you long before you can insert your whole hand into your orifice. Y ou bend over and to
your surprise you find that you can fit your head between your legs.

"Only by going inwill you find away out,” you repeet the painter's advice, saring prudently at
your cavity. Because your back hurts rather intolerably, you pull your shoulder between your
legs with agiant heave you plunge your heed in while holding your anus open with both hands.

Y our insdes are dark and moist, and you pause to alow your eyesto adjust to your darkness
before proceeding further. 'Y ou push your neck in aswdl, and find that with a bit of effort you
can aso pull inyour arms. Crawling forward on your elbows is difficult & firdt, but gets eesier

as the passage gets more dippery.

Y ou findly manage to pull your legsin, and you search into your shirt pocket for a pen-light.
Onceyou turnit on, you notice apair of legs stuck ahead of you. Startled -- you didn't think
anyone crawled up here before -- you edge forward cautioudy just to be kicked in the head by
one of thelegs.

Y ou are mortified when you redize that the painter has crawled in here ahead of you when you
weren't looking, and is now proceeding to kick you in the head repeatedly. Y ou never expected
such violence, and in your own body too!

"I didn't think you'd make it here, but I'm glad you did," he says as he ddlivers another
resounding blow.



Y ou reach up and grab hisfoot, but he quickly yanks it away and start climbing further up your
bowes. Y ou chase him, but the stench coming from the painter or your lower intestines (you
can't be sure), is dowing you down. Somehow, you manage to lose sight of him as you make
your way through the endlesdy twisty passages, dl aike. Deep within, you can hear the steady
pulse of your heart shaking your blood, and you fed more confident, more aive somehow.
"Thisismy body," you remind yoursdf. "Il squish him likethe little bug heis”

In afew moments you reach ardatively large opening (the somach you decide), and find the
painter dressed in a bunny costume sitting comfortably on one of your ulcers. It hurtsto even
look at him.

"Y ou should watch what you egt," he saysin afriendly and somewhat dissrming way. Y ou point
your pertlight a him and glare.

"Whét are you doing here?" you ask.

"Therés dl this bitterness and regret locked up in your belly," he saysignoring your question.
"Y ou've been tightening dl muscles, cramping down on everything for so long your whole body
turned againgt you. No wonder she thought you were atight ass."

"What would you know about that?' you ask, suspecting that he won't answer this question
ether.

"That was years ago. It'stimeto let it go. No need to keep it bottle up insgde like some sort of
secret you don't darereved. Shetried to loveyou. Shetried so hard until it hurt and then she
tried some more. But it's hard to love something that's dead inside. Halow. She had no choice
but to run out in therain theway shedid. "

"But | loved her."

"Only with your mind, with your andytical and crud sdf. Never with your heart. Therésthis
whole world of sghs that you don't even see, thisworld of posshilities, of meaning and depth.
He gartsto flal his hands with flourish. "One of these days you'll have to give in and accept that
change happens and it requires imagination. 1t's not bad, it's not good, but it's change and it
keepsyou dive."

For awhile you sat in slence, listening to the heaving of the lungs the way the heart echoed and
blood rushed around you. When you look down, you see that your somach acids started to
dissolve your left shoe.

"I'mtired,” you say, dightly overwhemed by everything. "I think | have to go away for a
while"

"You go ahead," the man dressed in the bunny suit said, pointing upwards. "I'll St herefor a
while and dissolve in your gastric juices.”



Y ou leave him behind and continue to climb until the fleshy walls narrow around you and you
step into amoist tunnd you assume is your oesophagus. The beeting of your heart islouder and
more immediate and you can fed it trembling near you, shaking your entire body. Findly, much
to your surprise, you can see light at the end of thetunnd. That's about al you can see asyou're
vomited out onto the dusty street. Oblivion.

Much later, when you open your eyes again, you see the sun going down above the high wals
and the painter squatting at the end of the courtyard painting you adoor. "No need,” you say,
gmiling & him and wiping off your shit and vomit from your clothes. You fed like a changed
man as once more you lean the ladder againgt the wal and climb towards the window. This
time, you're sure you can fly even through a painted window.



