JOCKO WEYLAND - In Memory 
Jenny went to the pool to pick up her mother who was very excited and the first thing she said was, “I just swam with a dead guy!” It was at a pool in Frankfurt where mostly older people went and had a social time, not a real serious lap-swimming place. People were friendly and formal in that German way, swimming along next to each other and shaking hands in the water. Jenny’s mother went there all the time and there was one man she always saw that came every day. An older gay man who always dressed well, fastidiously, and wore a toupee. A serious swimmer who did his laps and said hello to everybody and shook hands. On that day he was there as usual when Jenny’s mom leisurely did her laps and then she noticed some kind of commotion so she stopped and saw the man being dragged out of the pool where he lay on his back at the edge with one arm in the water. Another woman stopped swimming and Jenny’s mother said, “Do you know what is going on?” and the woman replied, “He’s dead, he’s definitely dead.” Very nonchalant. He lay there with his arm falling further into the water. The lifeguards had left to call the ambulance but it was too late. It was just the two women in the almost empty pool and the corpse and now one of his legs slid into the water also. Jenny’s mother said, “Dead, really, are you sure?” and the other woman said, “Yes, he’s really dead.” “Shouldn’t we get out of the pool or something because he’s dead?” and the other lady answered, “Life and death are so close together so what does it matter, he’s passed on and they are coming to take him so why don’t we keep swimming?” She’d recently been in Mexico and there they had a better attitude toward death and passing on. Coincidentally Jenny’s mother had lived in Mexico so they got to talking about Mexico and the Day of the Dead and all that and sort of hit it off, swimming next to each slowly in the empty pool with the dead guy lying there with his arm in the water and his leg slipping further in, getting deader. Then Jenny’s mom said, “You know, he was never that nice to me and didn’t say hello like he did to the other people, but he did swim every day so as a testament to his memory maybe we should keep swimming.” So they kept going, a few more laps, in memory of the dead swimmer.
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