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WAR

It´s easy to be happy here, in the light of the sun. You just have to close your eyes.

   But there are days I just can´t take it. Especially when I´m planning a trip to Europe. Like now (during the holidays). Is it only in my fantasy, that there are still places in Europe that are more human to people than the States. This society is not only tuff, it´s even cruel.

   Every day, people are shot to death. Every day, children are hit by bullets. Every day, young men fight their street-wars by passing each others turfs armed with military automatic weapons. They drive by an enemy´s house and point the weapon his direction. Most the time, bullets spray down innocent people who happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. Too often, that´s a young child playing in a front yard.

   I know a young boy who doesn´t dare sitting in the family´s cauch anymore watching televison. He sits on the floor. There, the bullets flying through the window have a lesser chance of hitting him.

   The street war involves every ethnic group living in this diversified society. It´s not only a black war. It´s very much a white war. The europeans, latinos, japanes and chinese organize gangs. Hundreds of them. Sometimes I think I see them. But I´m not sure.

   What I see whereever I go, are all the homeless people. Thousands of people forced to survive in the middle of all the violence. Noone really knows, but at least 6.000 of all the homeless in the city of Los Angeles alone are children. Evicted from there homes because their parents couldn´t afford to pay the rent. 

They are forced to face pictures noone should have to see during a lifetime.

   On the freeway entrances, homeless men stand with signs in their hands "Work for food". They´ll go with anyone anywhere to do anything to get fed.

   Some of them clean windows. So does a black guy next to a car-wash before the freeway-entrance to the Ventura freeway. I´ve seen him there for months now. First, I couldn´t understand why he chosed that particular spot, next to a carwash. Obviously, he did some business, he kept showing up. 

   I never let him clean my window. Not that it wasn´t dirty. First, I felt uncomfortable, didn´t even know where to look when I saw him. He has only one arm. If that made a difference! Like me beeing uncomfortable had anything to do with him. No, this was all about me! 

   My second excuse for not affording paying him a dollar for washing my carwindow was that the dogs would bark so much if he came that close to the car.

   Excuse me? So what?    

   After a couple of months this man started to look happier. Sometimes he even smiled. His back was straighter.

   I admired him. He made himself go to this streetcorner every day to try do make some kind of a living. And it seemed like he made it.

   One day I made it, too. He didn´t know it, but he had for sure taught me a lot by not giving up.

   The day I finally made it, all the windows were spotless. And I could care less if the dogs barked. I stopped by the red-light and pulled down the window and just handed him a 5-dollar bill before the light turned green.

    He looked at me. He knew. He had seen me too, for months.

    He´ll win his war. Eventhough he´s probably lost a few others. 

