
Hermit 
 

Do nothing for as long as possible. That's how 
Donny likes to respond. If you do nothing, most 
things find a way to level themselves out on their 
own. That's how Donny likes to see things.  
 
Donny likes words of wisdom. He likes to apply 
them to his life. Without words of wisdom, the 
things you do can become hard to explain to other 
people. 
 
After his father, Donny's hero is Benjamin Franklin . 
Benjamin Franklin wrote many words of wisdom. 
Benjamin Franklin used his printing press as a 
means to share his wisdom with his fellow 
Americans. Donny has many favourite 
BenjaminFranklin sayings: 
 
"The rotten apple spoils his companion."  
"Nothing but money, is sweeter than honey." 
"Cheese and salty meat should be sparingly eat." 
 



Donny smiles through life because he has these 
words to explain things. 
 
"Up, sluggard, and waste not life; in thy grave will 
be sleeping enough." 
 
As soon as he awoke Donny knew he had his 
answer. A good sleep always brought the answer. 
Father-God-Father taught him that. "First do 
nothing for as long as possible, a rash move makes a 
rash man. Pray for guidance and sleep on it, God 
will give you the answer." Donny LOVED his father. 
Donny's father could make dead things come alive. 
Like God did. 
 
When Donny thinks of his Father he sees God. But 
when Donny thinks of God, he sees Benjamin 
Franklin's printing press. 
 
Last night Donny had prayed for guidance and this 
morning God's instructions came rolling hot off the 
press. Ploppin' out hot and fresh like sugar donuts. 
Floating along in rivers of boiling oil ...plop, plop, 
plop. Golden yummers in Donny's mind . 



 
 
Today, Donny is full of energy. FULL OF ENERGY!  
 
Donny's going to need to control that energy. 
Donny's got to figure out what to pack and what to 
leave behind.  
 
 
The very first thing Donny will pack is Hermit.  
Father-God -Father told him he could do it. Donny 
loves Hermit. Hermit is his much loved toy.  
 
Donny thinks it's good to keep track of how and 
whom you love. Hermit comes after Father-God-
Father and then comes God and then Bejamin 
Franklin’s printing press and the Mr. Franklin.  
 
You shouldn't love a toy more than Father-God-
Father.  Besides, without Father Hermit simply 
wouldn't be. Father made Hermit come to life. 
 
At the thought of Hermit, Donny gets all tight in the 
part that isn't him. He gets all "full of energy". It 's 



not a good thing ("...but Father-God-Father, it feels 
so good") 
 
IT'S NOT A GOOD THING! 
 
Donny knows that he will need to get the shoes 
now. They're waiting expectantly behind the stock 
closet door. They wait there so that Donny can deal 
with himself when he gets “full of energy”. And 
Donny is so full of energy right now. Donny doesn't 
want the energy to go sour like it can sometimes. 
He doesn’t want it to spoil things. He can hear 
Father-God -Father, "Donny, you need to go take 
care of yourself." Donny will do as he’s told, 
besides, Donny wants Hermit. Hermit’s the onliest 
thing still left to love Donny.  
 
In the stock closet Donny takes off his clothes. 
Donny thinks the stock closet is the loneliest place 
in the universe. All the parts of the world that aren't 
realized yet are in the stock closet. The parts that 
didn't make sense. The useless parts.  
 



All are stacked in their cubby holes - fur and eyes - 
hooves and wax tongues - all waiting to be warmth, 
and seeing - walking and tasting. 
 
Donny can feel their yearning... to be, to be, to 
be...and he knows. Donny's heart touches them and 
says, "Donny knows". They are his family in this 
same solitary house of want.  The part that isn't 
Donny is there with them too – also wanting, always 
wanting. It’s good that the closet has a door.  
 
Donny takes off all his clothes, folds them neatly 
and puts them on the shelf.  
"Keep well thy shop and thy shop will keep thee." 
 
Donny closes his eyes and breathes for a moment. 
He is listening, locating the image with his ears. And 
then he hears them, the glossy, dark-red shoes 
sighing where they wait behind the door. Shivers 
brush up and down as Donny's stomach rises and 
falls at the same time.The shoes are so beautiful. 
They make Donny cry with their beauty.  
 



Carefully, carefully, Donny picks them from their 
shadowy spot. Their deep red dye beneath the clear 
plastic surface resting like a pool of blood. A pool of 
endless depths where nothing lives. 
 
 The soft burgundy suede capping the toe and heel 
of each shoe acts like a tense beach that keeps the 
pool of dye-blood from spilling over Donny's hands 
as he cradles them. Donny pears into them.  
 
Silver leather blankets their inner parts. It sighs and 
stretches, beckons to Donny. "Daisy". The name is 

stamped at the shivering point of the arch in 
womanly black scrawl – hinting and winking. Donny 
thinks this is the name of the one who helped make 
him, but Father-God-Father says no one but HE 
made him. This makes Donny sad. 
 
 Donny slips his teeny-tiny toes into the shoes. The 
leather of the arch brushes the soft pad of his foot, 
causing murmurs to flutter in the hallways of 
Donny's mind. 
 



Donny has beautiful feet. Donny's feet are like the 
rest of him. Small - perfectly small. Donny is a tiny 
wax-doll of a man. He stopped growing when he 
was 12. A timeless boy body supporting a middle-
aged man's head. 
 
Donny loves the way he looks. Donny looks like 
Father-God-Father made him in his shop. Stitching 
the wrong head to the wrong body. Sometimes 
Father-God-Father did that on special projects.  Like 
when he made Hermit for Donny.  “Hermit”. 
 
Donny turns to look at himself in the full-length 
mirror.  The mirror always leads him across the 
universe to his better place. Which is always a 
spiritual moment for Donny. The moment when he 
sees his body. To see the parts that have never 
been touched by anything but darkness is hugely 
significant to Donny. In the light of the naked bulb 
Donny gleams, impossibly white from his neck to his 
perfect tiny feet. "Daisy". 
 
Donny steps elegantly forth. He places his finger 
tips on either side of the mirror. Slowly, carefully, 



Donny presses forward until his lips almost brush 
the endless place of the mirror.  His breath makes 
the warm, moist foggy nothing appear on the 
surface before him. Bits of Donny's face disappear 
into it. Until..."They are there now", with the other 
part of Donny that isn't him.  Donny whispers, " I'm 
an angel."  
 
Donny stares for as long as he can.  Donny wants to 
keep his eyes on his eyes watching the foggy pulse 
of his breath seep out over his face - disappearing 
and revealing, ebbing out and fading in.  
 
Donny knows he won't win. He feels the loss 
climbing up from his stomach. Donny won't be able 
to stop his eyes from traveling down the fragile 
bones of his ribs. He won't be able to stop himself 
from following the inky blue of his veins to his belly 
and beyond. “Father - God - Father - I'm an angel." 
 
There it is. The place of Donny's "excitement ". It's a 
foggy blur - like the steamy, misty, pulsing over his 
face. It’s never fully there. Where is it?  
 



For the millionth time, Donny turns this way and 
that in the mirror. Just once, Donny wants to see 
behind that empty, pulsing gap. But, for the 
millionth time, the mirror wins. No matter what he 
does, Donny cannot see what is behind that smudge 
of nothing. 
 
Donny turns away because he’s not finished his 
journey.  Donny's energy is still too, too. And so, 
Donny needs to make sure. 
 
Donny reaches his little boy arm upwards into the 
dark and finds the harness. He pulls it down 
towards him. Ropes creak in silver pulleys, anxiously 
tugging at a heavy oilcloth bag filled with water on 
the worn wood floor Donny places his head in a 
yellowing leather cradle . He tightens the straps 
about his chin.  
 
Donny leans ever so slightly forward. The leather 
straps cup Donny’s chin like the loving hands of a 
mother.  “Daisy”. Donny's lower teeth press tightly 
against his uppers. Donny finds the gap between his 
front teeth and pushes his tongue into it. In Donny's 



mind he sees the pink flesh bulging forth, straining 
for freedom. Donny feels calmed by how the sure, 
square columns of his teeth control his tongue. 
 
"Now. Now I can. I can now right Father - God -
Father?" 
 
Without looking Donny reaches over and feels for 
Hermit on the shelf. Donny is allowed to have him 
now. Donny is allowed to hold him for this time. 
Father-God -Father said so. Donny cradles Hermit in 
his arms. Donny presses Hermit tightly to the 
porcelain surface of his hairless chest. “Hermit is my 
onliest.”  
 
Donny slowly lowers to a crouch and lifts his red 
clad hooves from the support of the floor. The rope 
creaks. The heavy bag of water licks the middle of 
Donny's back as it rises above his head. Donny 
sighs. Donny's head jerks upwards. His chin, 
snuggled by the strap, juts proudly forth. Donny 
keeps his eyes on the eyes in the mirror. 
 



NOW Donny is able to keep his eyes away from the 
place. The place that isn't him.  Donny is keeping 
things in control. Donny knows it is especially 
important this time, because last night before 
sleep,  Donny asked for guidance and God's printing 
press told Donny what to do. It said... 
 
" Three may keep a secret, if two of them are 
dead."  
 
Donny is going to have to make a long journey. And 
the closet and will not be able to come with him. 
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