                                                                   I AM  YOURS                        
                            
It is through him, with him, and in him that I am able to tell you my story, for I am just a thing, a piece of plastic that one day became his. He needed me one late spring afternoon. I was perched on a carousel in a supermarket when he found me. There were others there too, but he chose me. After trying me on and examining us in the mirror that pointed down from the summit of the plastic stand, he tossed me into the basket with the rest of his groceries. And so begins my story, my life as somebody's, our journey.
     Not that it really matters, but I was made in a far away country at the other side of the world, a place where people earn very little for the work they do. The others and I were packed into boxes and shipped across the oceans to this land. Eventually, after further shipments and waiting periods, I was displayed on this column-like merry-go-round with dozens of others at this super-market in Maine. I am not the really expensive kind that cost ten times more; however, he bought me and used me right away, for it was a bright sunny day and he needed me. We then went on a ferry boat ride out to an island where he lived, where I was now to be with him.
     It is of the utmost joy to have a function in this world of created things and to have that function engaged. What good is a boat that never gets to float on the water and crash through the waves because it is stored in a shed? Or a piano, a guitar or violin that sits alone, neglected, untouched and never played. Imagine being a house that never is lived in! Although we are not sentient beings like you, our existence is no less real than yours, and you'll have to take it from me that we long to be used, to function as that which we were created for.
     I knew I was in good hands. My owner, my host, my master, was a careful man who spent a good deal of time outside, always wearing me on sunny days. He often left me in his car after driving around the island that we lived on. I thought that there might have been others for some sunny days I just sat there waiting on the dashboard, wondering where he had gone and why it was that I was not needed; but in time I was always back on his head, touching the bridge of his nose with my middle, extending my arms to hook and rest on each ear. I protect his eyes and these were the eyes of an artist, a man who painted pictures, seeing through me as he did scenes at various locations outdoors. He often painted seascapes for we were out on this lovely island twelve miles off the coast of Maine. I was particularly helpful in screening the glare that bounced off the sparkling water and I blocked the wind from his eyes as well, as he sped off in his boat.
     When he went golfing I sometimes came along. If it clouded up he put me into the zippered pouch of the golf bag where I was mildly assaulted by golf balls and tees - but not harmed. I firmly believe that I am a bit more durable than those sissy, expensive kind that have to be kept in a coffin-like case so as not to be injured. I say this because he talked of me once to a friend who fancied my appearance. He let the guy try me on and said," Yeah, they’re just the five dollar cheap ones but they get the job done." The other fellow was one of those people who used only expensive things, thinking them always to be better. He envied something in me, or us really, for my master and I had a different relationship than his expensive pair and he .He was a guy rich by inherited wealth and most likely he had a whole slew of things that rarely got used: all of them idle, captives in some dark room, screaming out for help. "New owner please, someone who needs us! “It is possible many of them would never be used while his for he probably kept adding things to his possessions, further minimizing their chances to perform their wanton task. I felt for these things; but I knew myself to be a lucky one.
     My master was not a man of many things and he even worked at having as little as possible, wanting only things that he needed - I was needed. He kept making all these paintings and other humans would come over and take them away, leaving us checks that he would deposit in his bank account when he made trips to the mainland. He had many paint brushes of various sizes that I often sat next to in his studio and if we could talk to each other we could have said, "You know, he couldn't have done it without us!” He took good care of them too, cleaning them well after each use. They loomed over me, standing up in jars like truncated flower stems with cropped haircuts. Some looked quite old and worn, being rounded now from their once square head. The newer ones next to the old made me reflect on the fact that these useful things do see their days and a time will come when it ends for each of us!
     I did have some close calls. Once he went to a cocktail party and brought me along. We were all out on a porch watching a colorful sunset. When it became darker I was put on a table and he forgot about me, leaving me behind when he departed. Someone put me in a drawer with some other threatening items like nails and screws and sandpaper. They were loud people who seemed careless for one of them threw some heavy thing on top of me - a hammer I think. Stuck in a drawer with a bunch of tools, I hoped he would remember me; or did he have others that I did t know about?
     The next morning the phone rang. I knew it was him. "Are they sort of wrap arounds?" said the voice above me. "Yeah they're here." He came back and retrieved me and off we went to do more paintings, more picnics, more of the things that he does during the sunny days of summer.
     One other close call was when he was going waterskiing. He was standing on the float with the one ski on about to do a "flying dutchman" dock start, when he realized he was still wearing me. He yelled at them to wait and the powerboat backed in closer to the dock. He threw me accurately to the guy in the boat, but I bounced off his hands and was deflected into the cold dark green water. I thought it was over as I sank but there was a splash and then I hand grabbed me. The fellow in the boat had dove in to rescue me.
     After several days of sunny weather my outline became etched on his face, a paler color from screening the sun from around his eyes. On or off him, I proudly had become a part of him. Soon the season ended and I was packed up into his toilet kit. We were going on a trip to warmer places so he could (we could) keep painting.
     Our first stop was Hawaii! He used me often for it was almost always sunny. He met a woman and she was constantly with him. She tagged along and watched as we went painting the fantastic scenery of this most majestic place. One day in the car she tried me on but her head was too narrow so I slipped outside her ears, making her laugh because his head was so much bigger than hers. When the time came that we had to leave, she wanted him to stay. He told her that he couldn't and she wept. Her crying made him sad too and I concealed the tears that welled in his eyes when we departed, continuing on our journey to the Southern Hemisphere to experience the season of summer again.
     We first went to the island Rarotonga in the South Pacific, then to New Zealand and Australia, moving constantly, seeing magnificent things, meeting different types of people, and of course painting along the way. He carried all of his things with him: the oil paints, the canvas and stretchers, a staple gun, a few sets of light clothes, a pair of Teva sandals and some tennis shoes. All of us were like a team chosen by him where each player sees ample playing time. All of us served him. The same way that the trees and flowers and colorful birds, the pink and the black and the white beaches belong to these lands; I myself belong to this man. I don t have the eyes that can see, he has them for me to protect. For all that is made beautiful and fair and lovely is made for the eye of the one who sees.
     After six months of traveling, we flew back to his country: the land of many things. We first stopped in California for a couple days where he accidentally left me behind. He headed back to Maine without me! I was forlorn, left in a room that was rarely used. Alas, a man handled me and tried me on, but I was too big for his head. He inspected me from all angles looking for a brand name. I never was branded - a nameless pair of sunglasses; so he may have thought me to be one of the more expensive types, a possession of my master's worth returning. I felt lucky for the people of this land usually discern value by the price of us things. If he had known me to be the cheap thing that I was, he probably wouldn't have packed me neatly into a little cardboard box and sent me back to my owner.
     After bouncing around in the mail for a few days, I arrived at that island in Maine. My master picked me up at the small post office and he brought me home, opened the package carefully, and he saw me. "Alright!" he said to me out loud. "You're back!"

