
Buddy Holly's Suitcase

NARRATOR:

Time was an old timey like myself would be able to tell ya the time for sure. Back then you'd just 

look up at the clock and like as not it'd be high noon or two in the afternoon or some other time that 

you could put your finger on, sure as night follows day. Things ran different then too. Mostly by the 

clock. So as you could haul up at the station and damn if the two o'clock train wasn't just pulling in 

just like its name suggests. That was how it was back then. Or how it seemed to me. Things were 

fixed in place by that there clock and others jest like it. Clock in just about every room and some of 

us even had our own watches and all these crazy machines would be harnessed to some bigger 

machine that we couldn't see of course but which we all knew somehow was there. A sort of a disc 

where the world was a sort of a globe and a man never stepped out of his shadow but to enter the 

night. Things fixed each in its place, like the past, the present and the future. And none of the 

shifting around that you might expect if you came over the ocean and still had your sea legs on 

when you came to the solid ground. Each thing had what they call its OK corollary. Each Chairman 

Mouthful its Will Faulkner. Each Able-Linclon its Helen Kane. Each sweet corn heart its Lee J. 

Cobb. And each character trait'd carry its very own spooked glass of Cary Grant milk. 

We called it Augustinian, after Saint Augustine, a feller who'd made his mark as a writer of sorts 

some time back in the past, which was where he stayed when he died, as he did. Past, present, 

future, each in their own drawer, folded and each with its special treasure perhaps wrapped up in the 

folds. There's a filing cabinet here which only allows you to open one of its drawers at a time, so 

you don't go toppling the whole shebang over and break your arm or a leg. That Augustine designed 

it all just so and that's the way it should be if you ask my opinion. You cain't open all the drawers at 

once and no one in their right mind'd want to try. It's not a matter of risk, jest common sense and 

there's precious little of that around her now. There's been a run on sense, for sure, and when they 

talk of scarcity you know it's nothing to do with grain or water or oil but with what people got 

between their ears.

Now understand I'm talking about another time when I talk about those times. A time I could put my 

finger on same way you can a pistol. Now it's all a-bobbing around on account of this feller 

Bergson. He said out with the old fangled clocks and to hell with the sun and moon and tides and 

all, that stuff's all in your head anyhows. Put it this way, he told me: take your eyes off of that there 

clock and its hands that just do the same thing each day like that was something. And instead stand 

on the bridge or by the bank and look into the river. Now, see, you - you are a cork and at times your 



bobbing this way and at others that. Sometimes you get stuck against a rock. Other times you're 

suddenly heading up stream and find yourself back where you began before just as sudden you're 

shooting down river on the rapids, this way an that and never for a moment knowing which is back 

and which is forth. And that is Time. You come to a lock and from where you're sitting you can't tell 

whether you're going to go Up or Down, you just is. The whole lot of you, bobbing along like a 

bunch of rubber ducks washed overboard into the ocean and drifting like some continent of rubber 

ducks – brighter than Bikini Atoll, dumber than a sandbag salesman in Tuvalu. No past, no present, 

no future. Just this Dang Duryea, complete with its cracked trumpet sneer like one man alone can 

see the light from the darkness. One feller providing the landing lights even if the island itself is 

busy sinking.

Now Buddy Holly used to carry a little suitcase round with him all the time and that's where he put 

his money and his things. And after he died the way he did, the suitcase hung around and was 

passed around till one day it came up for auction. Auctioneers being what they are, the feller felt he 

had to measure this case and that's when he discovers that Buddy's suitcase had a false bottom – the 

outside was bigger than the inside. And in this special place, well that was where old Buddy hid his 

gun. See he wasn't going to be caught by no surprises. He knew – Buddy knew that that outside was 

bigger than the inside and he knew too that no one else was going to catch on to the fact that that 

was the case with Time. That was Buddy's little secret. And he carried that secret with him, like a 

loaded gun. You gonna stop a bullet for Buddy Holly? Ask yourself! You gonna take a bullet in the 

gut so you can prove to Buddy Holly that you know that this dimension is bigger or smaller than 

that dimension? Course you're not! He's Buddy Holly. He's got the case and he's got the gun. This is 

the case. That is the gun. None of your business to try and get in between them, even if there were 

enough room to do so, be like trying to get your ear through the jamb of a door just to hear what the 

feller on the other side is saying about your new haircut. You ain't gonna do it.

See, that's the way this Bergson, the Frenchman, said it'd be. That's how it is from Now On. You get 

my drift. You get my drift and I get yours and all of us is just drifting along and sometimes it's like 

this life is a  raft of blood and you sure a hell better be careful when you disembark. And if you're 

carrying a case, you better hope its a bit like Buddy Holly's. Only you better not do what Buddy 

gone and done and leave the case behind when you set off on your final journey. Boy, that way's 

even worse and the curse of it is there ain't no way to turn around once you gone through the door 

marked Exit.


