
 

 

 Two Poles 

The young man sat, slumped forward, with his head in his hands.  His mind was in acute 

confusion, intense anger, and of wanting to urgently flee from where he was.  He was only 

seventeen, yet he felt the weight of his very survival was resting on the decisions he was about to 

make.  The weight was greater than he could support, yet here he was supporting it.  The weight 

wasn’t physical, of course, but to his mind, this weight he felt seemed so heavy he believed it 

could indeed crush him.  The young man felt his very survival depended on his subsequent 

decisions. Yet, the more his young mind probed for answers, the more the sense of dread, 

disorientation, confusion, and anxiety grew because of the apparent lack of meaning in a world 

he found absurd.  There didn’t seem to be an answer that could satisfy the intense immediateness 

that his pending decisions demanded.  Every answer to every question was tossed out because his 

thoughts no longer seemed like his thoughts; instead, they were espoused beliefs, thoughts, and 

answers that he had learned from others and taken on as his own. Now, in this moment of 

needing an accurate answer for his very survival, he couldn’t come up with an answer that 

resonated with his truth.  All his answers seemed as if he was plagiarizing others and not being 

original to himself.  So, the young man sat, and he sat, and he finally sat upright and removed his 

hands from his face.  His hands and eyes were wet from his tears, and finally, he let his head fall 

back onto the chair and rested.  The afternoon turned to dusk, and still, he sat.  The young man 

had learned some time ago that when he didn’t know what to do, he should do nothing.  And 

now, as he sat still, he began to feel deep inside his brain, a single bubble beginning to rise 

through the dread, the disorientation, the confusion, and the anxiety, and as he watched the lone 

bubble rising upwards in his mind, it surfaced, and popped. He could clearly hear his answer for 

what his decision was going to be.   
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His phone ringing in his pocket startled him, yet he answered it.  “Hello,” he said.  “Hello, 

Andrew; this is Michael from the gas station.  You were supposed to be here forty-five minutes 

ago, so where are you?”  The man’s voice was stern and confrontational, and Andrew’s reply 

was immediate.  “Oh yes, Michael.  I quit.”  After a short silence, Michael spoke, “So Andrew, 

shall I send your final paycheck by mail, or do you want to pick it up?”  “Oh,” said Andrew, “I’ll 

come to pick it up.  And Michael?  Thank you.”  With that, Andrew hung up.   

Andrew relaxed back into his chair and watched as more answers began to find their way 

through his dissipating dread, disorientation, confusion, and anxiety.  He could clearly hear that 

there were now two questions that he needed to ask himself, and he needed to know the answers 

to these deeply personal questions.  He also understood that he not only needed to ask himself 

these two questions now, but he needed to ask these two questions continually.  As he began to 

gain control over his reckless thoughts, his mind began to grow calmer.  Andrew smiled at how 

simply he had settled such a period of sharp, intense questioning about his core existence.  He 

settled on asking himself two questions: who am I, and why am I here?  And as he sat in his 

barely furnished apartment, he smiled a faint but perceptible smile.  He finally knew something 

for himself, and even though that knowledge was simply that he needed to ask two questions, the 

idea to ask those two questions was his idea and his alone.  Andrew had not heard those two 

questions before.  No, everything he had learned thus far, or so it seemed to him, were things he 

had learned by rote.  Andrew realized that his learning thus far had been through memorization 

and repetition, and by learning that way, he had pleased and satisfied almost everyone around 

him except himself.   

At first, his two questions were met by answers of who he was not and what he was not here for; 

because Andrew didn’t know who he was nor why he was here.  Today had been Andrew 
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learning who he was not and what he wasn’t here for.  His entire life had been spent either doing 

what others wanted or demanded he does or getting punished for not doing what others wanted 

or demanded he do.  Yet now, his, as yet, barely tapped character seemed to be jostling his 

learned personality for space and recognition for himself and himself alone.  Andrew was 

alarmed, of course, that he had been so pliable and tractable for his first seventeen years, and he 

said to himself, I am not going to live my life by simply following the options that society offers 

me, as those options only seem to satisfy those who created those options.  No, I want to find out 

who I really am, and I want to find out why I am really here.  With that said, Andrew felt hungry, 

but with no food in his apartment, he decided to walk to the local grocery store.   

Andrew’s quest to find the answers to his two core questions seemed simple.  Asking and 

answering who am I and why am I here didn’t seem like it would or should be that difficult.  And 

yet, for Andrew, there appeared to be two very distinct poles to choose between.  There was 

good and bad, going to school or not, getting good grades or not, and everything seemed 

relatively easy for Andrew.  Now though, at seventeen and just out of high school, the biggest 

question being asked of him was what was he going to do next?  Within that one big question 

was the options people suggested he take, with one option being college.  The two poles of 

getting further education or not getting further education didn’t seem to be a big decision for 

him.  Andrew didn’t know what he wanted to be yet, so college wasn’t in his immediate future, 

and a decision wasn’t necessary.  People suggested the military, and again he was unaware that 

few people knew him because they would never recommend the military as an option if they did 

know him.  Andrew was one hundred percent anti-war.  Other well-meaning people suggested he 

get a good job and work there.  They said he would get a good pension and health care, and 

Andrew thought, I’m seventeen!  Retirement begins decades from now.  No, I’m not doing that!   
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Andrew had always liked creative writing. And that was something he was very attracted to 

doing.  He had written poems and short stories, and while they had been well received, Andrew 

had only ever been consistent at one thing, and that was being confused about who he was and 

why he was here.  His confusion had led him to read many books about his soul, and he soon 

learned that his Western education, his education by the Catholic church, and being raised in a 

primarily soulless society had stunted his soul.  And so, his life went on, with Andrew drifting 

from one job to another and Andrew seemingly adrift in life.  Andrew had no mooring with 

which to make his base, and Andrew had no steering nor a destination to head for.  That is until 

one day, he packed a few things into a duffle bag, collected his money from the bank, and set out 

to hitchhike across America.  Just like that, Andrew left.   

Andrew, now much older, had met a woman who was also a writer, and he liked her very much.  

He wasn’t sure of her intentions, but he wasn’t worried either.  One afternoon as they sat outside 

in the warm sun, he said to her, “I'm not sure you remember me telling you this, but I dropped 

out at 17 years old after a difficult first 17 years. I loved finally being able to be free. I kept 

trying to conform, but getting a steady job led to boredom. Once I had mastered what I was 

doing, I didn't see the point in doing it any longer. It wasn't as pleasurable as doing a new thing. 

And so, I traveled into the unknown fearlessly, happily, and optimistically, and if I met 

disappointment, I kept going.”  Andrew paused for a moment and then continued, “People rarely 

meet a real traveler, so they assume they’re like other people.  But travelers are not like other 

people; they’re travelers.  The name comes from those who travel, right?  Most everyone thought 

I would stop and settle down. But that’s not what travelers do, is it?  Traveling became habitual 

for me.  Looking back at the places and people I left would have meant taking responsibility for 

something I did and perhaps the pain I caused by simply doing what I wanted to do.  Despite my 



Two Poles 
Page 5 

 

 

immediate need to keep traveling that hurt others, I kept doing it and refused to look back. The 

excitement and pleasure of going forward alone were too good even to consider stopping.” 

Andrew and his girlfriend looked at each other.  Andrew continued, “Not too many years ago, 

but maybe a decade ago, I decided that my life was without deep meaning.  And it’s funny that I 

realized that because I had set off all those years before finding a life of deeper meaning.”  

Andrew squirmed in his chair because he felt embarrassed that his path had veered far from his 

expectations.  “I had chosen a life of pleasure because pleasure allowed me to escape the pit of 

pain I lived in.  Seeking pleasure allowed me to learn how to be smooth, superficially gracious, 

and sophisticated when I desired a woman or there was a job I wanted.” 

Andrew took a deep breath, asked his friend if he could continue, and she nodded her approval.  

“A quote by Victor Frankl caught my attention: “When a person can’t find a deep sense of 

meaning, they distract themselves with pleasure.” 

“I then began the long and challenging path of extricating myself from my very pleasurable 

situation, but I developed a physical problem that almost killed me. I didn't die, and eventually, 

my plan to drop out of the rat race again came to fruition. The transition took longer than I 

thought it would take, but I learned a lot.” 

Somewhere in all this, God became much more important in my life.  I’ve always had a 

relationship with God, but it started to become more refined as I lived my life.  I detest religion 

for many reasons, and I decided to spell God using lowercase letters.  So, God became god to 

distinguish religious God from non-religious god.  It seemed a crucial distinction then, but it’s 

not as important now.  But I came up with this:  Ask, believe, receive.  We ask of God, believe 

that God will give us what we ask for, and then receive what God gives us.  But God also asks of 
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us.  God believes that we will give God what God asked us for, and God waits to receive what 

God asked us for.  It’s a relationship, a two-way street.” 

After pausing for a moment, Andrew smiled and said, “I’m sorry this is so didactic.  And I’m 

sure my talking this much and for so long has gotten boring for you.  But if I can finish?”  His 

friend nodded yes, and he continued, “I've paid those I hurt with my voluntary, self-imposed 

punishment for the wrongs I did, and I've apologized to those I hurt when I was able to, without 

expectations. I've forgiven the wrongs done to me without expectations too.  I'm living a life of 

meaning now, and while I'm occasionally lonely, I'm normally happy and optimistic. 

Occasionally I'll meet someone who will make me happier.” 

Andrew took a deep breath before saying, “I like myself now, and I pay attention now.  I'm 

astonished by life now.  And I write about life now.” 

His girlfriend spoke to Andrew calmly and sincerely, “There's too much meanness today.  I've 

lost several friends of twenty and more years because their hearts got mean. My heart isn't mean, 

and so I protect it. I haven't watched the news in forever, and I love the calming effect my 

writing has had on me.  I’m glad I’ve met you, Andrew.”   

Andrew interrupted her by saying, “And I’ve been happier since I met you.”   

Then she continued, “As my mind empties the daily trivia that society wants to clutter it with, I 

too become free to think my thoughts.  And while my thoughts and your thoughts are very 

different, we are both artists trying hard to be artists.”  She stopped, smiled, and said, “But next 

time, it’s my turn to talk for as long as I want.  I have to go now!” 

 

The End. 

 

Written by Peter Skeels © October 25th, 2022 

 


