
     “Hideous Triumph of a Good Samaritan” 

In a brazen act of good will, a man decides he’s going to make eye contact with everyone he meets 
that day. No wayward glances into glowing screens, endless refresh of something unread. No 
sneaks of cleavage, impossible curves of women. Nothing but two people looking at each other at 
the same time. An active dismantling of civil inattention. Celebrating the insanity of place, it  
almost eats him alive. 

He starts simply: the bathroom mirror. Remembers that the point of the exercise is to practice the 
skill, not to approximate the feeling. Windows to the soul and all that. Catches himself for a mo-
ment. The difficulty is maintenance. Can’t keep it. He knows newborns instinctively lock eyes with 
their caregivers. He knows researchers at university who manipulated the gaze of a cartoon rabbit 
on several boxes of cereal, asked a panel of adults to choose one, and of course the most frequent-
ly chosen one was the one on which the rabbit was staring directly at them. (Silly rabbit.) He 
knows contact begets contact. He knows this and doesn’t know this. The mirror is fine, but only 
leads to reflection. Something with a greater level of cooperation, maybe. 

He turns on the television and vows to make contact with all the characters on screen. Side-by-
side talking head news show. Single-camera cinéma vérité comedy. POV confessional reality pro-
gram. He wonders am I soft in gaze? Do I love with my eyes? Am I dilated? A commercial for 
something fast-acting screams across the display and disassembles him instantly. 

Okay, okay: all four burners of the stove are OFF, OFF, OFF, OFF and the coffee machine is OFF and 
all the light switches are OFF and the sink faucet is OFF and the television is OFF and the computer 
is OFF and the windows are closed and the bed is made and keys, wallet, cellphone, pen, notepad, 
book, backpack, but what about the oven (?) the backdoor lock (?) the side window (?) has the 



trash been taken out so it will not smell (?) have the dishes been done so they will be dry (?) has 
the laundry been transferred so the mold won’t set in (?) have all the tiny incalculable mecha-
nisms of life been set into motion (?) has the crushing weight of gravity been compartmentalized 
into the thin metal coffin of the utensil drawer (?) is it all errand (?) is it all chore (?) is it all done? 

Turns key in lock, faces the swarming outdoors. Just gotta walk possessed of sense, like an ac-
countable creature. See with an unobstructed vision. It is with the eyes that lion tamers hold their 
animals captive. Did you know that fish don’t blink? He makes it three steps outside his apartment 
before a man in a ragged sharkskin suit comes barreling towards him.  
 
“Sir, are you aware that your soul is in dire trouble?”  
 
“Oh, no -” 

(Now our man could have practiced by staring into the milky eyes of a blind person. Or perhaps 
even fish the empty space of someone’s dark sunglasses for a pupil. Pay for a webcam. Go to ther-
apy. Schedule an optometrist. Play a round of poker. But no, and here we are.) 

“Soul magnetism is all in the eyes, sir. Your’s is weak, very weak. Imagine feeling yourself bathed 
and uplifted by superconsciousness.” 

“I couldn’t possibly - ” 

“Do you keep good company? Here, a photograph of some great saint or master before you. At-
tune yourself to the attraction you feel there.” 

(Pictured here, some great saint or master. His cloak is white, his hair is white, his beard is white, 
his skin is white, his teeth are white, his eyes are wide, his palms upturned, his sandals open-toed, 
his demeanor equal turns welcoming and judgmental.) 



“Ah, I don’t feel anything.” 

“Nah, you feel it. You’re just suppressing your animal electricity. Connect with the eyes, the most 
occult organ in the body. Summon up your vital fluid.” 

“I must be on my way. Good luck.” 

“Sir, you are leaving your soul in jeopardy. You need the laying-on of hands. You need the royal 
touch. You are sleep walking.” 

“Look me in the eyes. Enough, enough. Here, just take it” and he shoves a wad of crumpled dollar 
bills into the chest pocket of the sharkskin suit. 

Back in the apartment, the man collapses behind a locked door, hyperventilates, huffs big salty 
tears and thinks yes oh yes oh I did it. Remembering his mantra: 

 someone’s glance 
 conveys an affair 
 momentous bliss 
 overwhelms me 



But then just as easily: 

 someone’s glance 
 conveys an affair 
 momentous bliss 
 overwhelms me 

We find ourselves celebrating the smallest of victories. But what about the big time? This man 
wants it all. Anyone can duck the gaze of a street peddler (we’ve all had far too much practice). 
How ‘bout a woman? Locking eyes across a milkshake with the big blues of your high school 
dream girl? That’s the big time. If only Marina Abramović was still rotting in her chair at the Mu-
seum of Modern Art. To stare so deeply, with the all the museum goers chomping at the bit, you 
could lose yourself that way. But what a way to go. Searching engines for something like compan-
ion or confidant, but only getting things like psychic or escort. No, it has to be Marina. If he could 
have that, 736 hours and 30 minutes of static, immobile silence in the museum’s atrium with Ma-
rina, he’d be so happy he could feed his body to the crowd. How much sight can the eye hold 
without blinking? How far is the field of vision? Please oh please, how much longer till the artist is 
present? 

The man places a pot of water on the stove, turns it to HIGH, and stares at his reflection till it boils 
away. 


