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To the Reader

The present
micro-volume, Black Man in
Europe, consists of a selection of abridged chapters from the novel
of the same title by Nathan A. Jones. Perhaps Mr. Jones shall
option his first novel to broke cannon
press. Perhaps a publisher rich like
Croesus shall pick up Mr. Jones’ postmodern expatriate gem and pay
him Attatulpah’s ransom for it, which would only be right and
fitting. We wish Big Nate the best, whatever he chooses.

* * * * *
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Down at Night

The Bible was fulfilling itself as I
silently trembled, watching out of the window overlooking Rue de
Bergère. God was admonishing his people with calamitous and
deceptive changes of season. Lightning flashed out of the east,
heaven and earth seemed to pass away. Outside there were two in the
street, and one was taken, and the other left. Inside, at the well
of drinks, one was spared, the other, not.

Charcoal was the sky, something out of Poe.
The floodgates of heaven beat the earth like a Senegalese, his
djimbé. Still, my mind wandered back to the softness of her voice;
to the sweetness of her perfume (divinity must smell like
this).

I lie in her bosom, warm and nurtured as a
child. She fills my ear with spiritual salve, soothing as a
mother’s love. Sheltered from inclemency, I daydreamed about the
day I would finally arrive in Europe. And here I am.

Following Richard Wright, Chester Himes,
James Baldwin, Josephine Baker, Sidney Bechet, and Lois Mailou
Jones, I am here to finally receive acknowledgement for my talents,
person, character, and humanity. I am here, in Paris, to create
novellas, vignettes, stories, prose, and romantic poetry. I am here
to lounge in cafés, to comb the Latin Quarter, to stare out at the
River Seine. I am here to sip old vines. I am here to sport a black
beret tilted roguishly, a cashmere sweater over my shoulders, grey
flannel on my legs, suede loafers couching my feet.

This dream of Paris is not new, neither the
one about Bordeaux or the Côte d’Azur.

Then, years ago, the fresh smell of jasmine
and clover filled Mama Enola’s kitchen, as I dreamed. The kitchen
inside the 1930s Victorian that Grandpa remodeled over the course
of two summers and one fall, relying on carpentry skills that he
never had to learn.

Mama Enola’s homemade peach cobbler and her
famous tea cakes, that she would make for all her grandchildren,
and would sell on occasion, when family members needed financial
help, were cooling off in the window pane. I was lost in
thought.

In another time, in another place, Yani was
listening intently, reacting with her hands, screwing her eyes,
every now and then running her fingers through my locks.

“Why this talk of Europe so
much? And what is your fascination with this European lifestyle?”
she stormed.

“Baby, it’s been calling me
since I was eighteen, and I can’t let that voice go, not until I
know what it is. It’s part of my destiny.”

“Well, are you going to
take me, or do you expect me to wait for you?” Yani
protested.

“I hope you wait because
it’s something I have to do by myself,” I tried to explain. She
turned and left the room. I continued to sit and reminisce about my
first trip to Europe. I feel my feet touching the ground at Gare du
Nord. I hear the euphony of French. I see Renaults, Citroêns, and
wide, tree-lined boulevards.

Who would ever have thought that a boy from
East Oakland, by way of Assumption Parish, would come face to face
with his dream? The first time my feet touched French soil, I felt
higher than Kaya and the Holy Ghost combined. That high never
completely left, it lingers in my lungs and loins, fortifies my
blood. Being there was like a boy’s first kiss, a virgin’s first
love, and the more I experienced, the more I wanted more.

As I was relishing all of this, Yani came
back into the room. She moved closer to me than before. She began
to ask me a series of why’s and what’s.

“What will you find in
Europe that you don’t already have here?” she lamented.

“Freedom, peace of mind,
respect as a human being, and acknowledgement of my
craft.”

Yani did not seem to understand that once a
Black intellectual crosses the ocean blue, he or she quits Tally’s
Corner, slays Jim Crow, and climbs life to find no ceilings – at
least there is the hope of it. He or she slowly realizes that art
is its own reward, a ladder to ethereal modes, to places that
efficient, hardworking, monotonous souls rarely see, let alone
taste.

There is more to life than survival than
sterling credentials. I always hear the voice of ancestors saying,
“Do better than we did. Create a legacy for yourself and your
children”. I told Yani that I wanted my legacy to begin with art.
At these words, Yani opened up, a little.

We talked for hours that night. I told her
of my Spanish flat in Barcelona. It was located on the fifth floor
of an apartment nearly one hundred and twenty years old, in the
heart of Barcelona, near C/D en Blanco 54, 2-2, a block from the
metro for Plaza de Sants (running off the red and blue lines).

For two weeks I had no hot water. I showered
with cold water in a half-sized tub. At certain hours of the day,
the city smelled like dead fish and garbage. Every night, I slept
nude because of the heat, not to mention the humidity. While the
city partied all night, I studied in quiet isolation like a monk in
my garret (a regular Benedictine was I).

It was surreal to me. I did not know the
language. I did not know the cultural codes. Nor did I know how
impersonal Spanish were. None of those things mattered though. For,
as Chester Himes said, “No matter what I did or how I lived, I had
considered myself a writer . . . It was my salvation. The world can
deny me all other employment, and stone me as an ex-convict . . .
as a disagreeable, unpleasant person. But as long as I write,
whether it’s published or not, I’m a writer.” And that’s exactly
how I feel.

* * * * *

Deep Soulful Eyes

You are lifetimes manifested

6000 years of mother
wit

Eyes are
Heaven’s constellations,
illuminating

Deep soulful eyes piercing my essence and
existence

You are Nandi’s, Sheba’s,
and Nzinga’s lamentations

Reigning and raining
on Earth’s embryonic creations.

A micro-cosmic expression of you, I am.

Reflecting the spiritual-physical,
metaphysical manifestation

Image…image…images…of…God/Dess, Goddess…

…Imagine me…

A reflection of your
effervesce, reminiscent,
consistent

Blessings
reincarnated over time,
your seed, human and divine

Arcs of love filling my
soul with celestial treasures,

The MA’AT I represent, a wingspan on 42
precepts/principles inscribed

Deep soulful eyes welcome me, as I can come
inside

Your sanctuary and lie in your lap wisdom and
knowledge.

Deep soulful eyes speak to
me in your language of divinity.

Invite me in, tune me in, and never let me
go,

Until our
Creator returns home
for His second
coming.

Deep soulful eyes, be
my high and
pride.

Eyes soulful and vast, bless me! bless me!
cover me!

Release me back to
myself as Sankofa returns
me

Back to the sanctity and solidarity of my
mother’s womb.

Soulful eyes, you are
infinite lifetimes manifested.

* * * * *

Starry Nights

Wo’set pillars are aligned perfectly with the
Constellations

Perfection is knowing our “universe’ is
sacred like biblical scripture

Memories are the pearls, which give way to
wisdom and knowledge

Freudian dreams aren’t models for timeless
discussion

We are the time capsules-the love designs we
create

We learn from Shakespearean tales of
tragedy/comedy

Othello’s deceptions, suspending our
disbelief

Time is paradise, man’s sanctuary on
Earth

Each second a year

Each minute a decade

Each hour a century

Experiences we can and cannot fathom

We find each other like spirits passing
through night

We seek and search for ourselves at the
bottom of the well

Reflections of distorted watered mirror
images

Tapestries designing our Asili, cultivating
our loneliness

While love becomes a sacrificial possibility,
that jars our souls

Unfamiliar yet once visited in remote times
pass

We pass on fulfillment, affairs of what might
become

Like is ephemeral like sand castles

A touch like an anachronism

We fit like an angel apexing a Christmas
tree

We revel in aphorisms, brief statements of
truth

You become my aphelion, a planetary orbit
farthest away from me

Your sun, I remember the night

* * * * *

 England: Bill
Sikes

It is 1998, a Tuesday, mid-evening. My
flight on Virgin Atlantic has just landed at Heathrow International
Airport. I am extremely excited, tired, and nervous. However, there
is one bit of good tiding: everything is in English, therefore I do
not have to switch my tongue back and forth from French.

London appears to be a very beautiful city,
so far. But like any metropolis, the illusion is always what you
see first: the elegant shops, the monuments of marble, the
financial district, the blue ribbon restaurants, and the good side
of life. One can fall in love with these first impressions.

Of course, London has an underbelly:
ethnically segregated areas, ghettos, the tenderloin, and squalid
industrial wastelands (unfit for even rats). Though, I am looking
forward to seeing Brixton, Eastham, Tottenham, and those parts of
the city where people reside who look like me.

Until now, England and the English were
stuff mediated through Shakespeare, Dickens, and Sherlock Holmes.
England was also music: the Beatles, the Rolling Stones, and the
pop rock groups of the eighties. Of course, England was the
Parliament, Queen Elizabeth, Prince Charles, and Lady Diana.
However, I wanted to know less about the royalty and the trappings
of English high culture, and more about the commoners, especially
those of African descent.

This backpacking trip marks my first to
Europe and England is the first stop. Like any newcomer, I will
quickly learn the ins-and-outs of the city. I will have to find the
International House on Great Portland Street where I will be
lodging for a few days. To get there, I will take the
Underground.

I will need to find the best place to
exchange money. I will need to learn how to make a phone call and
where to dine cheaply. Eventually, I will head to my cousin’s flat
in Tottenham, and stay a few days before crossing the Channel into
France.

[image: tmp_008ce28558f9c81ce638a8243d6779dd_aTV1_p_html_7d460cc.jpg]

London reminds me of back home, San
Francisco: it is rainy and misty like there. I feel foolish having
just left The City where the rain had drowned months, to end up on
another continent where the gray drowns more months.

I retrieved my personal items from the
overhead compartment, checked for all my vitals (passport,
identification, money, travel guides, etc). Before heading to the
front, I collected my faculties, took a long sigh and a stretch.
Very slowly, more than two hundred of us trod the aisle, after ten
and one-half hours across the Atlantic.

As I am about to alight, the flight
attendants and the pilots promptly bid adieu.



“We hope you have enjoyed
your flight. Thanks for flying Virgin Airlines,” they chime in
mechanical unison.

“And thank you for a safe
and wonderful trip,” I reply.

Having left the plane, headed toward baggage
claim, it dawned upon me that those were the sexiest flight
attendants I had ever seen. They were right out of a movie. I
smiled a Chester Himes smile, glad to have had a Virgin flight.
Better-than-average food, superb service, good movies, and
beautiful women conspired to seduce me.

Walking through Heathrow, I was astounded by
its size. Most incredible were the three different terminals
leading to three different rail platforms. After the long trek from
the airplane to baggage claim to retrieve my oversized pack, I was
directed to stand in the visitor’s line at the customs gate. During
the wait, I noticed that I had been the only person of color on the
flight. Though I should not have been surprised, I still could not
believe it: I, the only bird of my stripe flying the friendly
skies.

I reached the customs counter sooner than
expected. I dug into my blue Howard University windbreaker and
pulled out my passport. I handed it to the customs agent. He looked
it over and began to fire away.

“How are you Mr.
Jones?”

“Fine, thank
you.”

“Are you traveling
alone?”

“Yes.”

“How long do you plan to be
in England?”

“I shall be here for a
week.”

“And shall you be visiting
anyone here?”

“I shall visit a
relative.”

“Enjoy your
trip!”

“Thank you, I shall
indeed.”

The customs agent stamped my passport before
handing it back, and I walked off in search of the Underground. I
felt like an immigrant who had just docked on Ellis Island in New
York. About the Underground I knew nothing, not even how to get
there. And, even once I found it, I still had no idea of which
train to catch to the International Student House located near the
Great Portland Street exit.
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Fortunately, there are maps, and this one
was in English. I kept looking at the signs above me, making sure
as I walked through the airport, that I was headed toward the
Underground. And I was, for I eventually reached it.

According to the map, I was to take the
Piccadilly line, then transfer to the Circle (Yellow Line), and
travel east to Great Portland. Sitting at the Piccadilly line, the
train arrived in approximately ten minutes. I boarded en route to
the International Student House.

I heard an automated voice saying, “Mind the
gap.” I started to laugh. I knew what the warning referred to, but
it was so strange to hear it phrased in John Bull’s English. As I
sat down, I realized that the ISH was approximately twenty-four
stops away, quite a distance.

I made it to the Circle (Yellow Line), and
waited for the next train to come. After a long thirty-five-minute
ride, I got off the train, ascended three flights of stairs, and to
my surprise, I was exactly one block away from the International
Student House.

Through the misty showers, I took my time to
the ISH. I was somewhat refreshed. The Underground ride had been a
dirty one. I peered all around, taking in everything that I could.
The sights were amazing. Students flocked everywhere, and on every
corner, there was a bank. The English were definitely about their
money.

Into the ISH, I approached the receptionist
counter. Behind it stood a young Brit. She sported a spiked, blonde
butch, heavy-eyeliner, a tube of lipstick, and a leather bodice
crisscrossed with chains. Actually, she was a throwback to the
eighties punk rock era. She stared at me and I stared back. Before
I could say anything, she spoke very quickly with a thick accent
that clogged my ears.

“Can I help you?” she asked
with a slight attitude. But I did not care.

“Yes, you may. I have
reservations for the next three days. I paid in
advance.”

“Okay, let me check the
reservation list. “Uhhh . . .” she searched for my
information.

“What is your name and do
you have your ID and/or your international student ID?” she
inquired.

“Yes, I have everything you
need. Here’s my passport, my student ID, and my reservation
receipt.”

“Okay, sir. I see that all
has checked out. Let me get you a key to your room.”

“Thank you.”

“Sir, I need to inform you
that you will be sharing a room with three other people. Is that
okay with you?”

“Have I a
choice?”

“No. Unfortunately, all
rooms are shared. But do enjoy your stay, and if you need anything,
consult your ISH guide. It will tell you everything you require:
office hours for the front desk, when breakfast is served, and the
amenities offered by ISH.”

“Thank you very much. I
will look into it.”

Leaving the front area of the ISH, I
realized that my room would not be easy to find. The hallways were
a maze, the envy of Dadaelus’ labyrinth that concealed the
Minotaur. A string of corridors, left, right, left, right,
straight, around the corner, right, left, right, go back to the
left, right?

After walking what seemed to be an eternity,
I found my room. I went to the door, inserted the key, and entered.
I could not believe my eyes. It was a military bunker. There were
two sets of bunk beds, two metal closets, and four concrete
walls.

As I got situated, trying to make myself as
comfortable as possible, I decided to take the top bunk, to the
right side of the room, closest to the door. Like a wave of ocean
crashing upon my back, a strong feeling of nervousness and
insecurity suddenly came over me. I abhorred the energy in the
room. I considered my roommates weirdoes.

To lighten the situation, I began to
introduce myself. I had to establish my territory. I wanted to
create the illusion that I was a veteran traveler, and that I
harbored no fear or discontent at being in a room full of
strangers. Summoning my American confidence, I started in.

“What’s up guys, I’m
Anthony, from the USA.”

“Hello Anthony, I’m Mark,
from Canada.”

“Allo, Anthony, I’m John,
from Australia.” John’s accent proved thicker than that of the
receptionist. John, I’d admit, had me a bit spooked from his
appearance alone. His energy reeked of a potential serial killer.
Although he tried subtly to intimidate me with his insane skinhead
stir, I could not show any signs of fear. So, I put on my Oakland
Black Panther face to parry any sense that he was bigger or badder
than me.

“Hello Anthony, I’m Simon,
from New Zealand.”

“Good to meet you fellows.
It’s a pleasure,” I said firmly.

Finally, I felt more comfortable. I dropped
my backpack to the floor, and began to place my things in one of
the portable closets. I finished quickly, and ventured back to the
main area of the ISH. I carried my pack with me, leaving it in a
safety holding room, where it seemed like every pack in London
lounged. Returning to the front desk, I noticed a picture of Jomo
Kenyatta, the former African leader of Kenya, hanging behind the
counter. Funny, I had not noticed it earlier. Had Kenyatta spent
some time at the ISH? If so, then I felt in good company, and for
the first time since landing at Heathrow.

Time was really moving fast. Before I knew
it, one o’clock struck, and people were still rambling about. I
decided to go to the front desk to buy a BC card. This card would
give me pay-phone access to call stateside. I had to tell my mother
that I had safely made the trip to London.

Mothers tend to be overly concerned about
their children, and my mother is certainly no exception. My mother
made me promise to call her upon arriving at each of my
destinations, and to leave all of the contact information. So, like
a good son, I called and left a fully detailed message.

Next, hunger called me, and I ventured out
for the first time. Strolling down Great Portland Street,
excitement overtook my senses and I felt transformed as if I were a
werewolf. The London special mantled me. The north side of the
Thames pleased my sense of elegance.

Surrounding me were Bobbies and beefeaters.
My mind recalled Masterpiece Theater and “London Bridge is falling
down.” Red double-decker buses whirled uncontrollably around
Piccadilly Circus. I followed them and experienced vertigo.

Strolling in the outpost of advancing day, I
wanted to see all of London’s landmarks, but ‘twas late. Regents
Park, London Zoo, the West End, the British Museum, and Big Ben
reluctantly drew me forth, though Super-Ego urged me to return to
the ISH and to partake of the stale fare of bar and grill. But I am
propelled by ubiquitous footsteps and enticed by carousing
cheer.
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By the time I reach Leicester Square, I am
full – to the point of overload – with Mayfair refinement and
tourist entrapments. My Ego or my Id – I do not know which – tells
me that food can wait, that now is the time to see the lions.

So I stroll, but before I can take two
steps, strangers approach, two of them hem me in. They pat their
coat and pants pockets.

“What’s up lad? What’s up
laddie boy, where are you going t-night?” Yeah, lad, what do have
for us?” the other prods.

They start tugging on my clothes. I am
shocked. On my first night in London, these two pricks are trying
to mug me. They are also trying to assault my manhood, for they
keep calling me lad. I swing Jack Johnson blows to their heads, and
they back out of the way.

“Muthafucka, don’t ever put
your hands on me,” I exclaim, still swinging and moving forward. I
cuff the tall one on the ear, and ask him low large does a “lad”
grow in London, England.”

“Lad” echoed in my head,
and I thought back to my grandmother. Once a New Orleans pig
stopped my grandmother and grandfather and called my grandfather a
“boy.” Wittily but angrily, my grandmother asked the pig, “How
large does a “boy” grow in your country?” Language and individual
words may change over time, but some words retain their original
meaning, power, and violence.

“Give us some money lad,”
the tall once said, feeling his ear for blood, “or we’re going to
carve you into a bloody pulp.”

“If you’re bold enough to
cut me, then you’d better kill me because if you don’t, the peelers
will find both of you stinking in the morning.”

The tall one was bluffing, but the short,
barrel-chested one with a scar on his cheek kept scanning the
street, his right hand tensely holding something inside his coat.
We stood there for what seemed like hours. I tightened my fists and
shuffled to the right, keeping the taller one between Tom Thumb and
me. I pulled back and faked with my right, meantime shooting a
lightning left to the tall one’s chin. Tall buckled back into Tom,
nearly knocking him over. Then Tom longed at me – all I saw was a
flash of silver in the streetlight.

I backed away, this time keeping Tom between
Tall and me. With my right hand, I noticed that my leather had been
cut through, cleanly. I heard the footsteps of passersby coming up
the street and availed of that opportunity.

“What in the bloody hell
are you doing?!?” I yelled. “Get your thieving, Bill Sikes’ hands
off of me! My words became weapons. But they rushed me anyway, one
high, the other low. The knife pressed my side and I did not know
what to do. I feared that If I yelled again, the little one would
stab me right above my hipbone. The few pedestrians were still
about seventy-five yards away.

What to do? I feigned like I was fainting,
and as they both struggled to hold me up, the knife flew loose, and
before either of them could grab it, I kicked it across the street.
The knife, some version of a bowie, sounded plangently, a metal
lamentation of unrequited assault.

While my assailants focused on the knife, I
brought my right fist to my chest, formed a tight elbow, and caught
Tall in the Adam’s apple. His knees bent too much and he fell to
the ground, choking. Tom started to run for the knife, but I kicked
at him, tripping him up, and he skidded on the asphalt.

Immediately I ran over to him and stomped
him about the groin, arms, legs, chest, head, spine, back. “Don’t
you ever put your hands on me, you British bitch!”

Tall had one hand on the ground, trying to
get up, but he was severely gasping for air.

The passersby rushed to the scene and looked
at my two assailants, then looked at me. Their faces suggested that
they knew I was a foreigner from my dress and accent. They also
seemed to understand that I had rather emphatically resolved the
situation lying before them.

During that brief moment of silence, I felt
calm and justified, though my anger, nervousness, and frustration
had not completely abated. The two men and three women stood
stock-still as if in disbelief.

I turned and headed back to the ISH. When I
arrived back to my military bunker, all I could ponder was rest,
and allowing my spirit to dissolve my recent encounter with the
riff-raff outside. I thought to myself, if this is any indication
as to what I am to expect from Europe, then I am in for a
beautifully fantastically unexpected journey. Carpe diem!

* * * * *

Great Portland Street

The West End of London, Great Portland
Street

Formally known as the City of Westminster
(c.1540),

A borough of London,

North of the River Thames,

Busy and thirsty for non-stop foot traffic,
transient community, non-fluff

A historic trailblazing Duke

Developer and owner the eastern half

Controller of Marylebone
strong-holding the 18th and 19th centuries

BBC Radio,

Yalding House,

Number one Newsbeat,

Not the Guardian, yet influential
international reporting

I wonder sometimes, what this looked like
centuries ago before my arrival

What did the city smell like?

How high were peoples’ personal garbage
piles?

How long did it take to sanitize the River
Thames for fish to breathe and live naturally, again?

Were there other sources of fresh water to
drink?

Or did they import wine from French
vineyards?

Curiosity lurks, as I imagine what the German
composer Felix Mendelssohn Compositions sounded like.

Were his melodic sounds justified because of
his birth in this Romantic epoch,

Reflecting timeless sensation?

Were smells from the city inspires languid
symphonies, concertos, oratorios, piano, and chamber music? Or did
Fingal’s Cave eerie watery echoes serve as teacher to give natural
atmospheric cathedral sound, to his sound?

Great Portland Street had a silent history to
share, although foreign to me.

* * * * *

Aqua Fresh!

Buckets of rain fall from heaven

Leaving eternal and indelible impressions on
humanity

Adam’s lost paradise and Noah’s vice,

Waters of heaven and hell continue to
devastate my days

Complementing nature’s imperfections, my body
encapsulates

God’s pleasure

His beauty

His wrath

Causing conjecture to overwhelm my
inner-spirit

Gray clouds of inquiries perpetuate depths of
endless rivers of

ambiguities

Here I stand wet once again,

Swimming in the same cesspool of liquid
uncertainty,

Only to be greeted with endless unrest.

El Nino and grayish dismal overcast, I
thought I left in The Bay Area

Tell me Lord, will this season of rain cease
to alleviate?

Or will it turn over souls like unstable
gravesites in a New Orleans cemetery?

* * * * *

 Germany: Kassel

It was a hard morning, trying once again to
prepare myself for another trek across Europe. After all, I was
leaving one of the most intriguing cities on the Continent. If it
had been possible, I would have extended my trip well into the
weekend, but my next adventure played my heart like a harp.

The night before, I had promised my friend
Teresa, a stunningly beautiful Afro-Asian-Jamaican sister, that I
would rendezvous with her in Paris. Teresa was originally from New
York, but now she resided in the City of Lights. As fate would have
it, my plans got changed. Moreover, my mind was set on other
escapades. I wanted to see what the Eastern Europeans lived like,
and just how different the cultural experience would be, especially
seeing as how I did not speak German.

I would be taking one of the famous,
world-class ICE trains. Recently, one of the ICE trains skipped the
tracks and collided with a freight train. But it was too late to
turn back now. And, if collisions were not enough to vex me, Kassel
being the home of the Nazis did. I consoled myself thinking of
Hansel, my one contact there.

Packing for such trips is always a Herculean
labor: organizing souvenirs, rearranging clothes to fit into my
pack, assessing my currency, checking for my passport and its copy,
reviewing the timetables for the trains, and making sure I gave
myself ample time to arrive at the station.
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In most stations that I had encountered over
the past few weeks, mishaps of one sort or another seemed
unavoidable. On the one hand, train stations were an unsatisfying
and mundane experience. On the other, they proved pleasant and
relaxing. Much of the action took place there, and there is where
someone like me might meet bevies of amenable female travelers who
had also been backpacking for two or three months.

The more I thought about it, the less awful
it seemed. For one, my Euro-Rail pass entitled me to first-class
accommodations. It created a haven on wheels.

Membership has its privileges.

The weather, though, left
much to be desired. However, if one was lucky enough to stumble
upon a bonne vivante, then a rainy day could burst into sun-filled summer
madness.

It is now 8 A.M., and I have just arrived at
Central Station. I approach the ticket counter to pay my unwanted
tariff. Tariffs were the downside of traveling by rail. For every
country I visited by rail, I had to pay a travel commission
fee.

“Good morning,
mademoiselle,” I said.

“Good morning to you, sir.
How can I help you?” perked the station agent.
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“I’m on my way to
Frankfurt, Germany, and I need to purchase a ticket.”

“No problem. That will cost
you 20 guilders.”

“I think I can handle
that.”

“Did you enjoy your stay
here in Amsterdam?” she asked.

“Indeed, indeed, I did. You
have a very lovely city. I expect to come back sometime soon,” I
stated with grandiloquent smiles.

“Well, have a safe journey
to Germany.”

“Thank you!” I
said.

My ticket was first-class, direct to
Frankfurt, with an open connection to Kassel. Again, I was excited
and nervous at the same time. With each new embarkation, my stomach
became squeamish.

I sat in Central Station for about ninety
minutes. I read a couple of magazines and wrote in my journal. I
was thinking how essential this visit to Germany would be for me,
as I had preconceived notions about Germans and their history.
Still, I pried myself open to whatever experiences would befall me.
Just as I finished writing in my journal, I looked up at the
schedule board and noticed that it was 10:15, and my train would
leave in fifteen minutes from platform C.

The train arrived on time. I lifted my
green, oversized pack, and prepared my ticket for entrance.
Maneuvering through four train compartments, I made my way to
first-class. I placed my pack in the overhead rest, and took a seat
next to an olive-toned woman, with hair darker than midnight, deep,
cola-colored eyes, an angelic aura, and a body by Fisher.

Of course, I was very pleased to see her,
but I did not want to draw any attention to myself. Summoning my
inner calm, I made myself as comfortable and as inconspicuous as I
could. The ride would take five hours, and I did not want to make a
scene.

Two months in Europe had taught me that
anything was possible, and that every moment was an adventure.
Europeans had a certain attitude about life and the moments
therein. For them, life was enjoyed and appreciated in ways
unfamiliar to most Americans. Life in Europe was lived with a
freedom strange to me.

But, thinking of this freedom taxed my inner
calm. How could I sit here next to this woman and not say anything?
To remain silent would amount to being a slave. Is she single and
available? If so, is she amenable? These questions formed a tidal
wave battering my calm.

I decided to distract myself by placing a
call to Hansel, informing him that I was on the 10:30 Mach train
headed to Frankfurt, and that I would arrive in Kassel in
approximately five hours, collisions notwithstanding. Repeatedly, I
called, but no one answered. I left several detailed messages
concerning my arrival, my whereabouts, and a precise description of
myself, down to my gray flannels, Egyptian cotton broadcloth shirt,
and cognac brogues.

I hung up the phone and headed for my seat.
On my return, I noticed that she was gone. It was just my luck.
Sitting down, I tried to suspend belief in her disappearance. Five
minutes next to a black man from America, and she got scared and
ran. Maybe my own insecurities and assumptions allowed me to think
as much. But before I could relax, a subtle, sultry, thickly
accented, elegant voice whispered in my direction. My heart raced
like a greyhound in the bend at fifty miles per hour.

“Excuse me. May I have my
seat?”

“Certainly, no problem . .
. Let me get up . . . Here you are!”

I was glad to see her, and knew that I would
say something before too long. But I decided to wait. I was hoping
that she would initiate conversation. Patiently, I observed, spying
for any an opportunity to engage her.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/20170
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

cover.jpg
Black Man in Europe

Nathan A. Jones
(blackbard)

Edited by Stanhope Porter
and
Charlotte Y. Williams

a broke cannon micro-volume
SajeTanira Publishing Group





tmp_008ce28558f9c81ce638a8243d6779dd_aTV1_p_html_3f0d9ec1.jpg





tmp_008ce28558f9c81ce638a8243d6779dd_aTV1_p_html_4bfbf5d4.jpg





tmp_008ce28558f9c81ce638a8243d6779dd_aTV1_p_html_7464250f.jpg





tmp_008ce28558f9c81ce638a8243d6779dd_aTV1_p_html_7d460cc.jpg
POCKET ATLAS &GUIl POCKET ATLAS & GUIDE

LONDOR LON DON

# Index to streets

# Places of interest

s Famous buildings
* Museums

s Theatres —Cinemas
* Arlgalleries

# Excursions

% Pageantry
# Sights—Ceremonies

=3

Geographia






tmp_008ce28558f9c81ce638a8243d6779dd_aTV1_p_html_m640dcefa.jpg





