The Legend of the Scarecrow

As I walked by myself and talked to myself, myself said onto me: what a lunar eclipse, what a meteor shower, it's just a night for me. And I'm everything and I'm nothing, a being of hay, of cloth and straw, and I'm Teddy and Ted has wandered in cloth and straw since Walpurgis Night. And Walpurgis Night has come around again, a year has passed, but what's a year? A year as birdman is nothing, because the birdman has wandered the earth since the dawn of times, and he will be here to the very end. So I am everything and I am nothing and I am Teddy and the lunar eclipse is following me. It follows him, it follows Teddy, it follows the man of cloth and straw.

It was a year, an entire year, just a year since Ted became a man of straw and as he'd always been there and he knew everything, a year was only a short time, a long time that was a short time and therefore he knew. He remembered the evening when he had become the strawman, he'd become the birdman with a brain of straw and he remembered it as was it yesterday, because it was yesterday as everything happens simultaneously and everything happens at different times, and as I've been here forever and I'm going to be here forever, a year is just a long time that has become a short time and therefore Teddy remembers it as was it yesterday.

And Teddy remembers the first time he saw him, he saw the birdman, the man of straw, as he was walking where Ted is now walking and that's where he saw the man, it was here on Hoffmann's field just by the grove where the spring disappeared. The holy spring where Ted had gone to extinguish his desire because he had desired a woman, her name was Calluna and he wasn't allowed to desire her. But when he got there, he passed the spring, he didn't know why, but now he knew, as he knew everything and he knew nothing, but back then he hadn't known why he didn't stop, but continued onwards to the grove and trough the grove and to the field, to Hoffmann's field where he saw the man, the strange man of hay and straw.

He saw the man, he saw this creature which he believed to be a man and the man came closer and when he walked, it looked so strange as if he didn’t walk. He didn't move his legs, he glided or almost floated in the air, and he reached Ted and Ted saw the man and he felt strange. This man was no one else but the birdman, the torn scarecrow from Hoffmann's field, but now the scarecrow was not standing, it was walking across the field and it came closer, it was so close now, so close to Teddy that he saw it's features. He saw the hat, the red hat, and the painted scary face. And Hoffmann had been clever, really clever when he painted the eyes, because although they were only painted, they were alive, they had life, and they watched Teddy, they watched him with a look that made Ted shiver and made him shake because it was the eyes of a reptile, so cold.

Teddy was paralysed, he was petrified, by this cold and cryptic look, so he froze and couldn't move when the scarecrow lifted its arms. His arms were made of cloth, though, they were a jacket and it was black and it was filled with hay and straw and the man, that strange birdman, let his fingers, his straw fingers, close around Teddy's neck. And then they squeezed and they strangled and Teddy gasped and he couldn't breathe, but he didn’t fight back, he let himself be strangled, he let himself be strangled until he was dead. And he was everything and still living and still dead and he knew everything and was everything and hot and nothing and cold and didn’t want to know. But Teddy had to, the man had to, because the hay had disappeared from his neck, instead there were fingers, real human fingers, and they belonged to a man.

Where the scarecrow had been standing, strangling Teddy, there stood a real man and it was Enoch, Kevin Enoch, who was a keeper at the zoo. He had disappeared, completely vanished, a year ago and now he was here, in front of Teddy, removing his hands from Ted's neck and he said, "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry, but I have to get back to the zoo. Soon the animals will have offspring and they need me at the zoo, so I'm sorry, but I have to leave now, and you'll be wiser, wait and see." And then he left, Kevin Enoch left, and he walked through the grove to the zoo and Ted just stood there and wasn't Teddy, he wasn't just Teddy, but me as well and the man too. He was the birdman, but he wouldn't accept it although he knew. He had to see it, it had to be shown to him, so he walked to the grove. He walked to the lake in the grove, to the stone in the lake where the holy spring rose. He had to get to the lake, see it in the lake and he walked or didn't walk, he almost glided, he almost floated and he stopped short with small jerks.

Teddy stopped at the lake and he knew what he was going to see before he saw it. He knew the look that would meet him in the water, in the mirror of the clear water, but he wished and didn't wish that he would see it, that he would have to be what he would see. He looked into the lake and was met by his own cold look and he saw that it was him, that the scarecrow was him. There was the hat, the red hat, faded and old, and there was the hair, so wispy, so very wispy as it was made of straw. And he saw the scar, the long scar that ran all across his face, right there from the eye, the left eye, down over his cheek and through his mouth and the chin too and disappeared below his face. And Teddy remembered, the man remembered, that the scar was not a scar but a tear, a deep, deep rip made by a flock of crows in the face of the scarecrow that he had been standing in Hoffmann's field. The man remembered that, Teddy remembered that, and Ted saw that his nose was painted and his mouth was painted too and it went from one side of the face to the other. And there was a huge gap between mouth and nose and the birdman was dressed in black, he had a thin neck and thin limbs and I have a reptile's cold look in my eyes.

The hayman looked away from the mirror of the lake with his cold and hard eyes and Teddy's eyes were just painted and they searched for the stone and he knew, but he didn't know that she would be there on the stone where she had always been and she was there, the big toad, the big, big toad that was blue. And Teddy looked at her and wanted to know, although he already knew who he was, but he couldn't open his mouth because it was painted, it was just painted on the cloth. But he could think, his hay brain could think and he was able to use telepathy, so the scarecrow sat there by the lake and directed his thoughts to a toad that was blue. And Teddy thought and he sent her questions and the questions were all alike, because who am I and what I am and I know but please answer me.

The toad answered, she thought the answers and Teddy remembered her sound. He remembered the voice, her voice, as he heard it every day, all the time, he had always heard it, would always hear it because she would always be there just like him. And her voice was as hoarse and rasping as her body was wet. She was so slimy, so cold and obscene and her voice cackled, "I don't please anyone, but I'll answer although you know the answer, because you're my strawman, my little hayman, my old scarecrow and also you. You are Teddy, you're still Teddy, you are a primitive knowledge, a magic knowledge, but still Teddy and still you. You contain everything that they had ever known, all the people who were the scarecrow before you. You hold this primitive knowledge and their knowledge and your knowledge too, because you are you. So you are both everything, both everything and nothing and you've been her for ever and will be here to the end of time and you know that, you know it, Teddy, you know it, Scarecrow, my little man of straw."

And Teddy's voice thundered against the toad and his voice said, "You are my friend," and the toad cackled and she rasped and she said, "Am I now? I'm not very nice, no. I'm not very sweet, no. But I'm wise. I have my knowledge like you have yours, but although you know everything, you have to learn everything, and you'll learn, oh yes, you'll learn that desire is no good. It's not important to desire another person, not like that, but of course you know. You know full well what is important, you're so annoying and I'm tired." And the toad crawled, she jumped and crawled under the stone, that was her home and Teddy sat there, Teddy and I sat there and I know that I was a birdman of straw.

Teddy was a birdman, he was a scarecrow and he could just end it if he wanted to. He just had to strangle another person who was then doomed to take his place. And Teddy wanted to and he didn't want to, he couldn't strangle and be free. He wanted to be the strange hayman and be one with everything, with the things you didn't know about and the things that you knew. He wanted wander in the mist and in the darkness, be that what nobody knew, and Teddy was that, he was everything and he was nothing and he was me. He did everything that this strawman, that this scarecrow, had done. He stood on the field, on the Hoffmann field every day in rain and sun and sleet, and during night when darkness had descended, he walked in the grove to visit his friend, the big, blue toad. He made his round there every night and walked from the field to the grove and then continued on paths close to town. He walked on paths parallel to town the many miles to the wood in the North and he stopped there and he stood there at the gate to the zoo, because Enoch, Kevin Enoch, had left him with a need to go there, so each night I went there and had to stop and look at the zoo before I was able to continue, to return along the paths to the lake, to the lake in the grove, to his friend, who was a toad that was blue. And he talked, he telepated with his toad the entire night and when morning broke he returned to the field, to Hoffmann's field and he stood there, Teddy stood there, I stood there and was a scarecrow all day and every day.

It was a year ago, only a short time, only a long time that was a short time, that Teddy had become birdman and met the toad and knew everything and every evening, this evening too, he walked to the lake, but she was sleeping, the blue toad was sleeping as it was still early, not even nine. So Teddy continued through the grove and past the grove and he was conscious and he was cosmic and also clumsic as he was clumsy. And he was smart and he was the stupidest of all the stupid, and the wisest of all the wise for he was everything and he was nothing and he was Teddy and he was me. And I went to the fence, to the hole in the fence surrounding the fairground where he had seen her, seen Calluna kiss this guy, but he didn't stop. She was in there, he and she were in there, they were there this evening as well, but he just went on and he passed the fence behind which he had seen her, had seen them both. And he thought that Calluna knew, she had to know as she was in the fairground and she came to the fence. She came to the hole in the fence and she looked through it as if she knew that he was there and he knew, the strawman knew, that she didn't seen him, she just felt him, felt something, felt someone, but didn't know who. So Teddy passed the fence and went past the fairground and out on the paths that went parallel to town.

I walked the path by South Street and he had tried everything because he was made up by four or five races and three different genders at least and so much more. He had so many sexual preferences that he didn't think that he could remember them all and he wasn't a believer, but he believed because he contained five of the approved and ten of the rejected and also seventeen of the forgotten religions and he remembered the dinosaurs, it was like yesterday that they walked the Earth. It was yesterday and he knew why the Coelacanth had started to grow legs and he is indifferent to peace and war, to murder and love and to whales and whale steaks and to begonias and bees and bee stings and babies and barbarians and every god and every king and every country and if he could speak, really speak, he would speak more languages than any other person had ever been able to understand. And if he had had a heart, a real heart and not just one of straw and hay, he would love more people than any person could ever stand. He would love Calluna, he would love her lover, their future children and everyone else. Oh yes, he would be kin to God and every man and if he could cry he would have cried more tears than there is fluid in a human body and if he could laugh, his laugh would have deafened mankind for an entire week.

He walks the path in his eclipse, in the lunar eclipse, I walk the path close to the street that is called Moon Street. Many moons ago Ted saw his sister there, he saw Nini, the crazy Nini kiss Tim in Moon Street. And Tim was once his mate, but he just walked on, like he walks on now and I walk the street because I'm in him too. There's a woman in him, among his minds, among his previous inhabitants, but only one. There is a woman, her name is Lise and she was a scarecrow, the only girl. The rest were guys and he was a product of several identities that had become one and it is chaos, his mind is chaos with so many paths of consciousness. But they are one thing, they are the same thing because they are beautiful and cruel. They are tough and they are chaotic and they are Teddy and they are me, because I'm everything and I'm nothing and I know everything and he is me.

Teddy walks on, on his paths and past Crystal Street and The Glade, he walked in the meteor shower, in the lunar eclipse and he has walked here in all kinds of weather. There are only three types of weather and they are stable, unsettled and unreliable, and he has walked here no matter what. And he has lived and he has foraged because he needs to feed as he is Teddy, he is also Teddy and Teddy cannot live without food. But he has no mouth, it is only painted, it is only panted on a rag, so he has to feed through osmosis and it is okay for now. During summer he lives from fruit, he lives from fruit and berries that he finds, but during winter he has to find the murderer within him, because he has a murderer in there too. And Teddy uses his inner murderer and kills small animals on his way. And he has a scout in there and it is lucky because the scout knows how to make a fire and then there's the chef, the brave chef, who can make even sparrows taste good and that's how Teddy lives, that's how he survives both winter and spring, by being everything and being nothing and being everybody and himself.

Teddy stops at Wood Road, the scarecrow stops there, and he leans again the fence, up against the fence to the zoo, and he raises his arms, this arms made of cloths, and he wraps his fingers around the fence and he shakes the fence. It makes a racket and he screams, no he thinks, the scarecrow thinks a scream that wakes up the animals and make them roar and the zoo is just noise, the loud noises of animals and the noise of the hayman, so now Enoch knows that he has been there. And Teddy walks to the tree in Wood Road, the tree that is a secret that Enoch has given him. Only Enoch knows about it and that is why Teddy knows it, that is why I know it, and he walks towards the tree. It is an old oak tree, a hollow oak tree, and in the tree there is food, Enoch has put it there and it is always Enoch's favourite dishes, they are dishes that Teddy doesn't like, but then he just uses the Enoch in him to eat the food, the food that Enoch loves. And the Enoch is happy and Teddy would have been happy too, could he have been happy, because the food makes Teddy free. He doesn't have to kill small animals, today he does not have to do it, and he thinks his screams and knows that Enoch understands because Enoch has been everything, he has been nothing just like Teddy is now everything, he is nothing and me. I walk back, he walked back, along the paths that he had come. He walks the paths, the winding paths, back to where the scarecrow came from. He walked fast, but not fast, he didn't walk, but he floated, he glided and floated and he stopped short with small jerks.

I reached the grove, entered the grove, and went down to the lake. It was half past eleven and by the lake the blue toad sat. The voice of the toad rasped in Teddy's head and it said, "You're late, you know? You know which evening this is and that we have to leave?" And Teddy looked up, he watched the sky and a meteor and I said, "I know. I know this evening, I know too that we have to leave, because I know everything and I am everything, I am the birdman, I am him. To be Teddy or not to be Teddy is not important. I know that now." And the toad watched him with slimy eyes and she cackled, "Oh yeah, you do?" and she said, "Then get out of here," and she jumped and she leaped and she crawled under the stone and she was gone.

And Teddy knew what he wanted to do, he knew everything and he was me. He withdrew from the lake and the holy spring that rose from there, and he hid behind huge trees and he was gone, gone, but still there. And he could hear everything and he could see and at midnight all the people came, all the ill and the strong of faith, and they arrived too, Calluna and her lover and Tim and Nini, and everyone. And Calluna and her lover, they had married, but he didn't care, he was everything and he was nothing so he could no longer care.

They stayed a long time by the spring, I though they would never leave, but finally they left and he went after them, because he was Teddy and he was me. He was a scarecrow and he followed them and he knew that one of them was going to take his place because he was a birdman, an ugly scarecrow that knew everything, that was everything, but he was nothing, so he just waited for it to happen. He waited for the chosen one to fall behind and it happened like he knew it would. He who knew everything watched it happen, one of them fell behind and walked alone and all by himself. And Teddy walked, no he floated in an alarming speed up beside him and he chased him and reached him and he stopped short with a small jerk.

He raised his hands, I raised my hands, and they were limb and made of hay, and he put them around the neck, the human neck, and they were strong. And he squeezed, but there was no horror, no pain or surprise to spot in Tim's eyes, these big eyes, just empty indifference in the same way as there had been no expression in Teddy's eyes when he became straw. And Teddy saw how his hands were real hands and not just hay and he removed them from the neck, from Tim's slender hay neck and Teddy thought that once he had seen Tim, many moons ago he had seen him kiss her, kiss Nini, kiss Teddy's younger sister. He wasn't totally indifferent, so he said, "I'm sorry, Tim, I'm not out to get revenge. I don't want to harm you, but I had to get out now, I had to get back now. I take it you understand? You understand because you are everything and you know everything and you know nothing and you are me." And he looked into the cold eyes, into the scarecrow's cold eyes. And he looked at the face, the scary face, that was his face and now it was Tim's, but the scarecrow turned away from Teddy, it glided rather than walked and it went to the mirror of the lake to see if this was real, that he was Tim and he was a scarecrow and he knew everything and was all, and Teddy ran through the grove to catch up with the others and to congratulate them. He would congratulate them on their wedding, he was so happy for them and no longer sad. No longer sad and mad and jealous and he caught up with them at the fence. And he was Teddy, he was everything, he was me and everyone, so look to thyself or not look to thyself, the selfsame thing will be.
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