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JUST MUSING:  

 

The duck dies in 24 hours.   

 

 

My text:   

“The duck dies in 24 hours.” 

Her response:   

“And you die in 24 hours, 5 minutes bastard - Merry Christmas asshole!” 

Stay with me and tolerate the language, it is the least of our problems.  In this muse, I 

have deleted all identifying names from the muse to protect the reputation of all involved.  One 

thing I have not changed, the duck was a gift, a gift given during a time of stress.    

I don’t remember the genesis of the stress.  Stress which could have been Sam’s, may 

have been Ike’s fault.  Whatever the source, however many number of visits they paid, their 

visits reduced me, outwardly, to a sad and pitiful soul.  So sad, so pitiful, that my “Nameless 

Friend” found it appropriate to visit and shower me with a gift from her heart – a duck.  Not just 

any duck pray tell, this duck was possessive of yellow tone (I guess the material pretended to be 

feathers) – a brilliance which only have been obtained from food coloring.  I put any amount of 

money on it that the color is food dye yellow #5.  Old Ducky also was possessive of bright 

orange beak, feet, and hat.  A hat which said Old Ducky was trying much too hard to impress.  

My later research, before I decided to do what I did to Old Ducky, was to determine the source 

of his/her color.  You could probably get the color by using food dye yellow #5 [12 drops] + 
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food dye red 40 [6 drops]).    And since organic product in vogue, you could probably get the 

same ridiculously brilliant orange by shopping around for some Polly-pop sticks and then 

looking in your kitchen cabinet, 12 yellow and 6 red Polly-pop sticks, with a little paprika mixed 

together – voila! Well, maybe not organic, but probably less likely to kill you … but I digress.    

And finally, Old Ducky had a bow around his/her neck (I couldn’t tell whether Ducky 

was “he fowl” (drake) or “she fowl” (duck or hen)).  None of this really matter to my “Nameless 

Friend”, the duck was to cheer me up.  It was at this point I realized I had to get better or die, 

retire or be stuck with Old Ducky. 

 

  

 Now I need for you to hold on a little bit longer.  I’ll agree Old Ducky may be “cute”, 

“sweet”, “adorable” and any other adjectives the female gender have declared to be their own; 

words which have escaped the gender revolution which we have all been witnessed over the last 

thirty/forty/fifty years.  Any man would rather sit in a mud hole, in ten degree weather, in the 
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middle of some godforsaken barren field, with his worst enemy, pretending to have fun, rather 

than use any of those words to describe Old Ducky.  Any man would rather wet the bed (read 

wet as meaning pee), while lying next to his female companion, even when lying in bed with a 

woman the first time, rather than to use the word “so cute” to describe Old Ducky.  My maleness 

also tells me I rather tell the most embarrassing, most uncomfortable and revealing tale, truth or 

lie, in mixed company no less; a tale, truth, lie so embarrassing that half of the people sitting at 

the table would never speak to me again, than to use the word “sweet” to describe Old Ducky!  

And I believe my recalcitrant behaviors/beliefs are shared by most men, if not all of mankind. 

 Now, I must admit, I was dutifully polite and accepted the gift from my thoughtful, but 

“Nameless Friend”, who so thoughtfully wrapped her gift prior to giving it to her then 

chronically depressed friend.  I picked my chronically depressed head up, opened the gift and 



4 
 

then thanked her.  I heard her talking, but had a difficult time concentrating as I inspected Old 

Ducky.      

 When Nameless left, I placed Old Ducky in a drawer containing two stuffed cats, a gray 

whale, and two teddy bears.  Don’t ask, but I will say I have nothing negatively to say about the 

whale, bear, or cats – they differ from each other but do not/did not/ and could never represent 

the challenge to my maleness as Old Ducky presented.    However, none of this would have ever 

made the light of day until “Nameless Friend” inquired about Old Ducky’s condition.   

The inquiry reminded me so much of the time when the office was working on stays of 

executions and Ms. Tate came to work shaking her head at her youngest child’s (Tiffany) 

reaction to the evening news.  Apparently, there were two stories reported the evening before.  

One related to the execution of an inmate by the State of Texas.  Tiffany’s reaction to story 

number 1 – nothing, nada, business as usual!  The second story related to the killing of cattle by 
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ranchers who were protesting governmental policies.  I don’t remember the State the protest 

occurred, or the policy being protested.   Pat stood in the middle of the floor with her hands on 

her hips describing how the ranchers lined the slaughtered cattle in a ditch/ravine before burying 

them.   

Tiffany’s reaction to story 2 - tears, tears and more tears.   

“Why? … Why, why, why?  … ”     

“Why are you crying?  Let’s see, the State executes another human being, all in our 

name, and there is no reaction from you.   Those ranchers kill cattle in which they were 

going to ultimately kill anyway, then put in the food chain and you’re balling.”  

 

Pat said Tiffany’s response was the executed man had done something bad and was evil, the 

cows had not.  Pat’s hands came off her hips and went skyward.  I could not tell whether her 

hands represented her praying for her child’s salvation or damnation.        

 Old Ducky hadn’t strayed from the drawer.  The last time I checked he was doing okay- 

resting peacefully in an upside down position, positioned between the two cats.  In fact, if the 

drawer was mistakenly opened by another, outside of Old Ducky’s white tail, the other would 

not have been able to make out what or who Old Ducky was.  But that was not my response to 

“Nameless Friend”. 

 “I don’t know where the Duck is?”   

 I have to tell you, I responded the way I responded for a couple of reasons.  I didn’t want 

to encourage duplicate gift giving - a double, a twin showing up at my door.  Secondly, I was 

better and hoped like hell “Nameless Friend” could see I wasn’t as pitiful, dreadful, or forlorn.  I 

had made some fundamental lifesaving decisions, which I hoped she would have recognized – 

decisions made notwithstanding Sam or Ike’s previously persistence presence.   I learned that 
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day that my response was never and would never be an appropriate response in the world of cute, 

sweet or adorable.   

“You bastard!  I give you a gift and you don’t know where the duck is, give it back!” 

Now I was totally confused.  Did “Nameless” think I should put Old Ducky on the couch 

for all to see, my animal companion?  I could get a real pet for that.   I should have told her to 

wait a minute, went home and reached in the drawer, pulled Old Ducky out by his anatomically 

incorrect ass and given it/he/she back.  But my maleness intruded … 

“No, it is my duck.  I do with it what I want.  I can give it away! Throw it away, or 

whatever the hell I want!  Don’t ask me about the damn duck again!”     

 

 I then hung the phone up!  Hung up!  Thus my texts –  

 “Duck dies, in 22 hours.” 

 “Duck dies in 20 hours.” 

 “Duck has a statement to make.” 

 At one time, our Government hid from us the dirty deeds it supposedly did in our name.  

Whether the alleged “evil man” killed was in Chile (Salvador Allende (1970)), Bolivia (Che 

Guevara (1967)), Zaire (Patrice Lumumbu (1965)), or whether the deposing of an evil man to 

install our own evil man was the goal, by way of example, Iraq (installation of Sadam Hussein), 

Uganda (installation of Idi Amin Dada)  - they were acts done in our name.  When the public, 

press and Congress (Church Committee) learned of this sad history, the Executive Branch issued 

executive orders in response to calm our protests.  Executive Order 11905 (Gerald Ford) banned 

political assassinations and Executive Order 12036 (Jimmy Carter) further banned indirect U.S. 

involvement in assassinations.    

However, my actions against Old Ducky flows from our now, seemingly, acceptance of 

torture as commendable acts to get the “bad guys”, even if the acts make “us” no better than 
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“them”.   Old Ducky will be water boarded in 18 hours, stripped of its/his/her vibrant colors (say 

Clorox bleach) 10 hours out and then whipped with his own ribbon to make it/he/she quack 5 

hours from its/his/her demise.  Once I learned no one would be prosecuted for their vile acts, 

done in our name, I decided to text and bragged about own deviant behavior. 

 “You can’t do a thing!  Nothing!  I am protected by Executive Order.  3 hours!” 

 No matter what the American public thinks.  No matter the proscriptions found in our 

founding doctrines and history, we should no longer protest and complain, it is all done in our all 

names.  No muse.  “The choices we make reveal the true nature of our character” – I got this 

quote from a beer commercial no less.  Such is the nature of our commercialization, or 

rationalization of our actions – blissful ignorance of our most fundamental foundations. 

 “Quack, quack” …  

“Really, you have nothing better to give me than that!”   


