
    
      I have always been blessed with a strong constitution, and cursed with little athletic ability or inclination. I was able to lift a great deal, with an intrinsic understanding of form and function as they pertain to hauling shit about, however. I have learned that a lot of life is all about rearranging matter into more pleasing forms. 
    

    
      
    

    
      My talent, if it can be called that, was noticed and cultivated by my family early on. We all worked that way, we all played to our strengths. My mother was a good organizer and supervisor. My brother was a tinkerer, he liked to build. The only thing my dad knew how to do was wake up at bleak hours, work interminably hard over a long day, and come home with a paycheck. And me, I lifted and carried and pulled and shoved, like some kind of pack animal. I vividly recall being five or so and lifting an ungodly awkward amount of weight around the house, up and down narrow, early 20th century style wooden stairs. Beds, furniture every time we moved, air conditioners all around the house during summer. We only had one for a two story house and believe me, this wasn’t a cheap wall unit from WalMart. I think ours had been made before the advent of alloys or something. It certainly felt that way.
    

    
      
    

    
      I have made countless grocery runs as a youth, carrying overloaded plastic bags from trunk to counter, full of boxed snacks, endless amounts of chicken, gallon after gallon of the milk I could never seem to stop guzzling, TV dinners, rice and so forth into our old kitchen. Having two teenage boys in the house is like having a great, big, fearful black hole singularity that craves calories in the basement. My mother once said that we ate so much at every meal and in between that they took to locking whatever could fit into our freezer; my brother 
      tinkererd
       with it and rather 
      ingeniously
       drilled the lock open with one of dad’s powered drills.  My father paid for the groceries and did a bit of tinkering like my brother, a bit of heavy lifting like me, but unlike his wife or his other son he’s never said much. My mother worked jobs as well, her whole life, but she was involved in our lives more, sometimes to their detriment. All my dad did was work and when we grew too big and strong from all the lifting and eating to be threatened by our 5’2” mother, even with all of her infuriated Italian American womanhood, to be the implier of a greater physical threat. He’s a good man but that and work are all he knew how to do as a father. 
    

    
      
    

    
      When the holidays came around we would all work together to bring down the Christmas decorations from their special place: inevitably it was stuffed up so high that we needed a ladder, or if it was low it was still a long distance away from where they needed to be. This is a tradition that continued well into adulthood for us, long after we left our family home and only ended when my parents moved into their last house at 61 and 70, respectively. Bin after bin, made of unforgiving, sturdy plastic, some as light as a dream but most as heavy as a nightmare. All manner of things would be stuffed inside, all of it artificial, glitzy, and dusty. The Christmas tree was the worst of it: an eight foot monstrosity in two slick, hand slicing, shifty green bags. Once they were emptied the empty bins would have to be collected and collated and deposited back into their spots, only for the whole ritual to be repeated in reverse barely a month later.
    

    
      
    

    
      By then my older brother was into his young adulthood and became a collector of perfectly godawful junk. My father had grown up poor and never threw anything away, but I don’t know what my brother’s excuse was. He is a carpenter and is forever saving things from the trash on job sites. eBay was at its height in the early 2000s and when it came to musical instruments I think my older brother was largely responsible for their success. I have driven to suburban Baltimore from our suburban Philadelphia home to load and unload the wooden foot pedal board for a priceless Hammond organ into the back of a pickup truck. Speaker cabinets. Drums. Guitars and guitar cases. All of this would be cleaned up, repaired, restored and eventually sold off, so I would be there lifting them for the entire life cycle of every item. It only got worse when he moved out and got a home of his own. Then it became my childhood all over again. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I have always taken a well earned measure of pride from my physical strength. Now, as this talent is needed less and less in my life, as well as in society as a whole to the point where I must cultivate it with strength training during the pandemic, I often wonder how much weight I’ve lifted over the years. It must be a lot. Up and down stairs, in and out of trunks and trucks, out of industrial construction dumpsters. One could liken it to my mental, emotional and spiritual trauma, another constant, lifelong, low intensity conflict. Just been walking around with all that junk in my head and a milk crate full of guitar cables in my arms for the last 36 years.
    

    
      
    

    
      All of this serves a purpose, both the gallons of milk into the fridge and vomiting out the hardships in your head into the world in a healthy, meaningful way. My calves and legs and shoulders are huge, always have been. From my fattest to my fittest I have had diamonds under my knees, ham hocks above them and oversized onions sprouting from the sides of my torso. I walked on tiptoes for what feels like my entire childhood, probably something to do with focusing the sensory, tactile feedback into a single, strong point, hardening the muscles in my legs. I know this because my daughter, who has a special way of experiencing the world, like a Jedi Knight with a nascent, fierce but unfocused talent for the Force, also does this and her therapists have told me that’s the reason. Mine was much different. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I’ve trudged back and forth and up and down my whole life, carrying a great, silent burden. Molestation, addiction, rape. An ugly word, rape. I stumble over it even now when I bring it up to try to help others. Its so blunt and final. It’s often politely softened to “sexual assault” and though I’m not a big fan of sugar coating things I’ve used that term for that experience many times. I’ve blocked things out, lied, purposefully misremembered, drank and seduced to numb myself. But at the end of the day that only temporarily shifts the burden, like removing the drawers from a marble top bureau or taking a breather at the landing of the staircase. The weight is always there and it has to be lifted and carried. And as much as one’s home can become cluttered with garbage the head can hoard a lot more junk. 
    

    
      
    

    
      For me, my healthiest ways of coping have been writing, and thankfully, almost two years ago, entering a Twelve Step addiction fellowship. Because eventually your house is going to catch fire or collapse, and you’re going to go to jail or end up dead. But much like all the physical shit I have hauled about I have also been able to move around the shit in my head. I’ve rearranged all that matter into more pleasing forms. 
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