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Bryan Zygmont

I Believe in Cologne
I believe in wearing cologne. Every day.

      To be certain, there are other things in which I believe. I believe 
that good beer is perhaps the greatest beverage man ever invented. 
I believe in the inherent goodness of people. I believe the greatest 
aspiration one can have is to love, and to hope to have love returned in 
kind. 

But I believe in wearing cologne above all of these.
This was not always so, despite the steady appearance of bottles 

of cologne under the Christmas tree throughout my adolescence and 
early adulthood. But my perception of cologne changed on Decem-
ber 21, 2000. This was two days after my mother lost her brief yet 
fierce battle with ovarian and liver cancer. My father, understandably 
overwhelmed with grief, asked me to enter their bedroom and to clear 
off my mother’s dresser. On top of this was a glass-covered tray, upon 
which rested several small items. One of these objects was a bottle of 
Shalimar perfume, my mother’s favorite fragrance.

I gazed at this bottle for some time, even through the tears that 
eventually returned to my eyes after two days of nearly non-stop cry-
ing. Although it has been over ten years since that Thursday morn-
ing, I can still see that small scalloped glass bottle in my mind’s eye. 
Despite the ways in which I can still vividly see that Shalimar bottle, 
I have no idea as to what the fragrance within smelled like, for I could 
not bring myself to open the bottle.

The reason?  It was still sealed; my mother had never opened it.
I sat on the edge of the bed and stared for an indeterminable 

amount of time at that unopened bottle of perfume. And I was over-
whelmed with simple questions: What was she waiting for?  What 

said it, making the idea seem unimportant to me.
“I heard he’s lousy in the sack.”
“I heard he’s mean.”
She puffed, illuminating the end of her short cigarette. “I don’t 

have a mother either.”
“What happened?”
“She died in childbirth. Guess I was something special, huh?”
“I think so.”
“Look, it’s getting kind of late,” she said, snuffing out her Marl-

boro on the concrete. “My dad likes his usual late night snack, and I 
better grab something for him. Race you down.”

“Okay,” I said, flicking my cigarette over the edge, watching it 
drift toward the world we would soon enter. After mounting my Uni-
vega, I said, “Just tell me when.”

“Okay. Ready, set, GO!”
My feet quickly left the ground for my pedals. I was flying 

down the pavement; each pedal seemed to lift my bike off the cracked 
gravel, making my body soar like a stallion during a full-blown gal-
lop. I glanced behind me. Helen was inches away, moving centimeters 
closer to the lead. Abruptly, she halted to a stop. Just as I glanced back 
to see her dismount her bike, I heard the wild honking of the Mus-
tang closing in the gap between us at an alarming speed. Dodging left, 
and then swerving right, I steadied myself, sighed, and flew down.

“You’re late, and you lost,” she said at the foot of the dimly lit 
stairwell.

“What the hell? How…. Wait! You cheated! Jesus Christ. You 
fucking cheated!” I said as butterflies returned to the pit of my stom-
ach.

“No rules and no regulations. Anyways, it was very nice to meet 
you….”

“Rory. Rory Erickson. Everyone calls me Rick, though.”
“Well, it was very nice to meet you, Rory. I have to get going 

now, though.”
“Well, good night.”
She turned left out of the ramp, heading toward Gordy’s Market. 

I watched her leave, silhouetted by the passing street lamps. I think I 
heard her whisper “sweet dreams.” But then again, it could have been 
the wind rushing against my ears. The young couple now occupied 
the bench that called to the driver. They sat, the female resting her 
head gently on the man’s shoulder, each intertwined with the other, 
their bodies forming one. 

 “Good night, Helen. Sleep tight,” I whispered into the dark-
ness. Then, I turned toward home.
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Grinding through the Blues
Strip away the layers and reveal your soul, you gotta give your-

self up and then you become whole.
Matisyahu

A heaping mountain of sandpaper is growing on the table in my 
basement. The only thing accumulating faster is the blue-white 

dust that swirls down my throat and across the room, leaving a film 
of powder over my parents’ book collection. My dad’s gun safe stands 
tall next to me, although it looks as if it has gathered a hundred years 
of dust since I started my project. Despite my best efforts, the shellac 
coating over the metallic blue paint on my Ibanez RG won’t give way 
to the gritty paper in my hand. The friction of the sandpaper incon-
veniently rubs my right ring finger as I furiously scrub the smooth 
back of the electric guitar, setting the stage for a nasty blister in the 
coming days. “I am now a broke college student who has $30 invested 
in what is potentially becoming a really bad idea,” I think as the rich, 
sparkling bright blue of the guitar fades, giving in to thousands of tiny 
scratches. I keep on sanding. It’s too late to turn back now. 

I purchased, or rather, my dad purchased, my brand new me-
tallic blue Ibanez RG about seven years ago, along with a small Beh-
ringer practice amp. The total, including a new guitar strap and guitar 
stand as well as some new strings and a dozen picks was a staggering 
$500. For a thirteen-year-old, almost nothing tangible can cost $500. 
The only reason I was holding my very own guitar was because I had 
spent about the last three months playing a very crappy Fender Squire 
rented from Uncle Ike’s music. The cord connecting the worthless 
pickups to the amp was faulty, meaning that a slight amount of pres-

forthcoming special occasion would warrant the opening of this 
bottle of perfume?  She was dead at the age of 51, and neither she nor 
anyone who loved her would ever have the pleasure of smelling that 
scent as she swiftly walked across a room.

And so, I believe in wearing cologne. Every day. I believe in 
wearing cologne, but not for the benefit of others. I believe in wearing 
cologne for me, for the memory of my mother, and as a small attempt 
to embrace Today. So when I flash by students in the corridors of 
Clarke University, and they catch an ever-so-slight whiff of Burberry 
Brit (“…a blend of Green Mandarin, Ginger, Bergamot, Wild Roses, 
Cedarwood, Nutmeg, and Oriental Woods,” thank you!) what they 
really smell is a lesson my mother unknowingly taught me two days 
after she died. Today is special because we have it, and tomorrow will 
eternally be shadowed in uncertainty. Don’t save things or words for 
special occasions. Today is always special enough.


