A VIEW OF THE GODS
     M. Anthony Ricciardi

The two large windows of my small, cheap studio offer me a fine southwest view of Seattle's cityscape--only partially obscured by the two-story west wing of this somewhat dilapidated apartment building.

Quite recently, the opposing west apartment became occupied.  The new occupant was an older woman who, immediately upon moving in, placed in one window--directly facing mine--a large color tapestry of Jesus Christ.  This particular image was of the kind favored by those of Catholic inclination: the enlarged, bleeding heart exposed and luminous, a thorny crown upon his head, stigmata oozing, and huge, homage-imploring eyes that seem to follow you from every angle.

Each morning, I rise, the curtains open: JESUS.

Come rain or less rain, good coffee or bad: JESUS.

Soon enough, I came to a routine anticipation of this daily divine greeting.

"Morning J.C."

"Morning Michael."

And I permitted, perhaps unconsciously at first, some efficacy of icon; the possibility of the epiphanic or miraculous.

"Well, J.C…”, I would say, "…got anything for me today?"

How easy it was, looking into the face of messiahhood, to desire hope; a signal or a sign.  How sacred, this seduction.

But as the days and nights passed, as the face of this Jesus became ever more imprinted upon my occipital lobe, I evolved the thought that something might be lacking on my part. I began to consider the possibility that ol' J.C. might be in equal expectation of me, seeing the mirror of hope in his brown eyes--as much in need of my efficacy...

"Well, Mikey…", he seemed to say, "…got anything for me today?"

Having already permitted a half-skeptical hope, it was a simple matter to invest this image with a degree of consciousness, or, perhaps, some meta-conscious desire.  Perhaps, after two millennia of psychic dissipation, there was now a need for psychic rejuvenation.  No, it was not homage that those eyes implored, but inspiration.

And so, not wishing to disappoint, I made offerings: my music, my poetry, my philosophy, my daily activities within my rented ritual space.  And I confess that I wished in these offerings some potency, some grace and gratification for him, or, at least, some voyeuristic amusement.

But I will never know for certain if my offerings were found acceptable or if I, like he, had been weighed and found wanting….

One morning, as I prepared to greet the Nazarene, I beheld instead a transformation--a royal changeling...

It was ELVIS.

ELVIS, in purple and black.  ELVIS, eyes imploring.

Gone was The Christ.  Here now was The King…from Jesus to Elvis: a divine metamorphosis...

Oh well, I thought, and so it must go, this dance of messianic succession--a continuum: Deus ad nauseum.

And though I am no great fan, still, in these days of transient spiritual trends and instant idolatry of celebrity, some credit is due.  Elvis has staked his claim on the collective unconscious.  He has achieved status and staying power in the public pantheon. Yes, some homage is due...

And so now, I carry on this communion.  Come rain or less rain, good coffee or bad, I continue my offerings of music, and poetry, and philosophy...

"Morning Elvis, you in the mood for any Nietzsche today?"

M. Anthony Ricciardi
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