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Sebastian M. Armendariz

Black Avenues

Amongst the multitude of dawn-lit animated prisons rode a 
compact, salt-glazed, green Ford. It glided across man-made 

plains indistinguishable from the rest of the mindless boxes with 
which it joined in parallel movement. There were no spectacular 
speakers, no pristine paint job, no revered rotating rims. Nothing 
made this car extraordinary, that is, nothing exterior. However, 
where the shell was a bland, static palette, the interior was vibrant 
with confl ict… 

“Now you just can’t make that assumption.”
“We are a part of a vast class separation, and the cause of 

that separation is the neglect of the poor by the rich. It’s not ex-
actly a new idea, and it is defi nitely not an assumption.”

“You have no proof.”
“Nobody has proof anymore! Only scientists have proof, but 

if you have not realized, no one listens to scientists because their 
proof is too damn long and even worse, they use the metric sys-
tem. You know who people listen to? Dumb fucks. Because they 
use words that are short and sweet, make just enough sense, and 
sound really good together. That’s one thing all good politicians 
have in common: they are just dumb enough to get through to the 
people and just smart enough to get away with acting that dumb.”

“You are preposterous. The people may actually surprise you 
with their intelligence. We are not all lemmings.”

“Maybe not all but most, and most is all you need in this 
country.”

“How about us?”
“What about us?”
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“Are we lemmings?”
“You are. I, on the other hand, am not.”
“Well that doesn’t make any sense, considering the circum-

stances. We wanted to be politicians once, remember? Rule the 
world, lead the people, bring sanity to this rock.”

 “Well, I’m not sure sanity can be brought to an inanimate 
object, and besides, the last thing we need is to lower our IQ to 
attempt to serve the people.”

“Such literal negativity. Have you ever tried optimism? It 
may suit you.”

“You are optimistic enough for the both of us. I’m man 
enough to see the reality. I’m not a pessimist; I’m a realist.”

“Full of shit is what you are.”
“Perhaps, but full of shit is what the world is, too. Which is 

why the world and I don’t get along so well. You know, that whole 
opposites attract thing? But that is why I have you.”

“And why is that exactly?”
“Look. You’re driving your car, obeying these arbitrary lines 

drawn by invisible people, paid by an invisible hand and enforced 
by very visible assholes. Obedience is your best trait, it’s why you 
can survive in this world.”

“So you’re saying the reason I survive is because I obey? 
Well, if no one obeyed these, as you say, arbitrary laws, we would 
all perish. It would be chaos. We need them.”

“Do we?”
“Yes.”
“That is why you’re a lemming.”
“Because I follow rules?”
“No, because you don’t question them.”
“Well, that’s why I have you.”
“That’s why you need me.”
A pause ensued in the confl ict. During this debate, however, 

a partner in mechanical movement, curious enough to stare at any 
car it passed, glanced inside the almost derelict Ford. Observing 
as if watching a silent movie, the unnoticed driver blinked once 
or twice in confusion, assessed the image, and fi nally sped away 
gratifi ed by the accurate, yet peculiar, analysis. 

The pause broke. 
“Revolution. When does that happen?”
“Excuse me?”
“You question laws and authority, these ‘invisible hands’ as 

you call them, yet you still obey the laws. In action we are the 
same. When does your questioning turn to action?”

“At the same time yours does.”
“But I don’t question the society in which I live. I have no 

basis for revolutionary action; my basis for action is the law that 
has been put before me.”

“You are the type who is given a plate of food and you gladly 
eat all of it, for you are hungry. I am the type who is given a plate 
of food and asks who cooked it; if the answer is provided and sat-
isfactory, I eat and am happy, if it is provided and unsatisfactory, I 
must eat but am unhappy, and if the information is not provided, I 
still must eat, but I know something is defective with the cook or 
its establishment.”

“If you eat in all three scenarios, if your end action is the 
same as mine, why question?”

“Because it is only when no one questions that the cook can 
serve you shit and not be responsible.”

“So in the midst of all your anti-government questioning is a 
core of responsibility?”

“Exactly. Those in power, the cooks of the world, must be 
held responsible by those for whom they rule, and they do not 
feel that responsibility unless their actions are questioned. For 
instance, these lines.” 

“But that warrants unwanted confl ict. If we are to be a 
peaceful civilization, we must succumb to the fact that those in 
power are there for a reason, and they must be trusted. Obedience 
is not and should not be viewed as a weakness, but as a necessary 
role in the pursuit of peace.”

“What is this naïve obsession for peace? It’s intoler-…”
“Naïve? How can you call peace naïve? The one ideal which 

all cultures, religions, and societies crave is naïve? You are intoler-
able.”

“Of course it is naïve. The one thing which cannot be at-
tained is that which all want. There is no peace. All cultures, 
religions, and societies seek their own peace. Ironically, because 
of our cultural selfi shness, there is a global and internal war for 
peace. If we were mature, we would abandon the idea of peace 
and pursue knowledge, and, according to Mr. Socrates, knowledge 
comes from questioning.”

“Well, as you go questioning that which cannot be changed, 
I will obey that which can bring order.”

“Well, Mr. Obedience, you just ran a re-...”
Another pause ensued in the confl ict. Pressure, lights, 

combined with overwhelming, excruciating stimulation. It wasn’t 
pretty, but it was beautiful. A beautiful event in the sense of pure 
aesthetic impact and effect, the kind which onlookers can’t pos-
sibly unsee. A perfect symbol of American dichotomy, a scholar 
would say. And through the production of beauty, a female police 
offi cer… 
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 “Sir, are you OK?”
“What do you think? Stupid… Idiot. How ironic that the 

boy can’t follow the very thing he protects. Well I suppose we’ve 
seen the consequences of arbitrariness. We’re lucky to be seeing at 
all right now. Look at these cop cars! Shiny black SUVs in a neigh-
borhood where crime is as real as a dress made of cotton candy. 
Yeah, I suppose the gap is as big as you say.”

“Sir, who are you talking to?”
“What? Who…? Oh. Myself…Fuck off.”
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