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The Incarnation of Txarstk Vxraplst

by B. J. Freedman

"Your son is the incarnation of His August Eminence Rinpoche

Txarstk Vxraplst," I heard the man say. He wasn't an old guy, maybe

fifty or so, short and fat, big round Oriental-style face with a smile

that looked like it wouldn't go away even if he stepped on a nail. I

could see the guy bowing and apologizing to the nail, and then

singing while he pulled it out and swabbed on the iodine. He had on

kind of an unusual outfit – a gray sweatsuit like something from

Target, with Michael Jordan's face on the top front, and then on his

feet these weird wooden sandals, and a bright orange scarf, with

some weird alphabet printed on it, thrown back around his neck. He

had these big black wooden beads dangling around his neck, with a

round deal hanging from them. There was a photograph in it,

probably of this Tibetan guy he kept talking about.

"But he can't even pronounce the name," Uncle Pete argued. They

were standing in the doorway of Pete's apartment, where I'd been

living for about five months.

"Nevertheless, the signs are all there."

"What signs?" I asked, stepping around Uncle Pete.

"I can't tell you," the man said, with a chuckle. Private joke, I

guess.

"Well, I can't let you just take the boy away. I just got custody three

months ago – it took me two years, after the accident." In which my

parents bent themselves around a telephone pole after a Christmas



party at the office, leaving me with no one but Uncle Pete, who was

okay, but had his peculiar habits. (I'll tell you later.) Pete got me out

of the State home and went to court and had the judge order

everybody that I was his son from now on. Must have cost him a

bundle.

"I mean," Pete went on, "I know this is a rare opportunity and all, I

mean, I've seen the movie, I'm not completely ignorant, I know these

things are possible –"

"Not just possible," the man said. "Can I ask you to allow me one

more proof?"

"Well, I guess so," Pete said. "Come on in."

We all went and sat on Pete's big leather couch. Pete picked up the

remote and turned off the TV, which was blaring out an old

Baywatch episode.

"Want some, uh, tea or anything?" Uncle Pete asked the guy. "A

piece of fruit?"

"Oh, no thanks."

"We don't have any tea anyway," I said. I was standing in front of

the Oriental guy, trying to get a good look at the face dangling from

his beads.

"Yes. Well, now. Venerable Rinpoche Txarstk Vxraplst had certain

identifying bodily marks," the Tibetan said. I wondered if the dead

guy also had a nickname that was pronounceable. "Have you ever

seen your nephew naked?"

That was a joke. One of those peculiar habits of Pete's I was talking

about was licking every part of my body until some stuff came out his

dick.

"Yeah, once in a while," Pete said, winking at me.

"Is there a figure-eight-shaped mole, very pale, on the underside of

his scrotum?"



"You mean his balls? Shoot, I don't know," Pete said. He usually

licked me in the dark.

The Tibetan smiled at me. Grinned, really, showing a gold tooth up

front. "May I look?"

"Oh, okay," I said. Let the whole world check out my tiny little

dick, I don't care. I unzipped my shorts and let them drop to the floor

on top of my Air Jordans. Pete looked at my underwear, which

wasn't too clean. The old man looked at my dick area, too, and I

started to get kind of tingly. So when I pulled the underpants down,

my dick did a weird thing – got stiff and stood up, same as when

Uncle Pete did his lick jobs. Well, it'd be easier to check it out, I

guess. "Which part is the scrotum?"

"Here," the Tibetan said, pulling my weenie up with a couple of

knobby fingers and leaning down to look under me at my nuts. He

wheezed and coughed on my balls and it kind of tickled.

"Hey," I said.

"Aha," the Tibetan said, pulling on my dick. "Look at this! What

further proof could you require?"

"By God," said Pete, kneeling on the floor to look up under my

nuts. I was afraid for a minute he might give them a lick out of habit,

but he didn't.

"You see? A figure-eight-shaped mole, birthmark, really, I think –

now how would anybody have known about that? It only confirms all

the other signs."

"What's all this about?" I asked. "Am I sick or something?"

"Oh, not at all," The Tibetan said, with another gold-tooth grin.

"It's like this," Pete said, sitting back on the couch. He was still

staring at my dick, though. It was still standing up. It seemed way too

small compared to Pete's, now that I looked at it in broad daylight. It

was almost un-American how small it was. I pulled my underpants



up over it, but it was still poking out. "Now, look," Pete said. "You

see, this man's from Tibet, a very far away place way up the

mountains near India, and they have this religion there, and one of

the things in it is that they believe that people who die, I mean

important people, the leaders of the religion –"

"Like the guy he keeps talking about? Mister Whatsisface?"

"Yes, for example," the Tibetan said, grinning at me. "Mr.

Rinpoche Txarstk Vxraplst. Can you say that?"

"Txarstk Vxraplst," I said, without knowing how I did it.

"Aha," the Tibetan said, wiping his forehead with the orange scarf.

"Jesus God," Uncle Pete said. I could see sweat on his forehead.

"I want you to come to Nepal with me," said the Tibetan. "To our

monastery."

"Am I supposed to be this Txarstk Vxraplst guy? I mean, like he

died and came back in me and that's why I got a spot under my

nuts?"

"A wise child," the Tibetan said, smiling at Pete this time. "He cuts

through clutter like a hot knife through yak butter."

"I'm only ten," I reminded him. "Doesn't Pete have to come with

me?" Pete was looking like he'd die if he didn't.

"Oh, certainly," the Tibetan said.

"I guess I could get a couple month's leave of absence," Pete said.

He took my hand in his and squeezed it. I was embarrassed, but at

least he didn't lick it.

Uncle Pete just hiked down the mountain to cross the bridge to

join the main trail to walk to the Jiri Road to catch the local bus that

connects to the bigger bus to the town that has a taxi to the

Kathmandu airport so he can get on the plane and go back to work.

He only had three months off, and it seems like we just got here

yesterday. I guess the difference is I arrived in jeans and a T-shirt



and now I've got on this bathrobe kind of thing and the beads and

stuff like everybody else here. They shaved my head and I look like a

geek, though of course no one cares. They all look like geeks, too.

The place is just weird. I sleep in a room with three other kids,

Tibetans, of course, on these ratty bamboo cots with a bunch of

strings tied on it to hold up the mattress, which is a floppy piece of

cotton stuff all stained and moldy, covered with a piece of some old

cloth probably fifty years old and washed twice. I have to drink what

they call tea but which is really rancid milk with sugar and butter in

it. That's it, too – the water's no good and there's no refrigerator and

besides no place for a hundred miles to buy anything to put in one

anyway. You eat gristly pieces of some animal, and rice, and a maybe

some soup stuff with weeds in it. And that's it. No chocolate, no

potato chips, no nothing. There's just enough electricity to keep three

bulbs blinking. Of course no TV, what stations would you get anyway

way up here? There's about ten ratty old buildings, full of geeky

Tibetans, sitting on the side of this mountain, up a trail that's up a

trail that's up another trail that you get to from a road – the opposite

of what Pete's doing to get home. It takes days to get here, and no

markets or Seven-Eleven's to stop at. Just shacks with that lousy tea

and bony meat that looks like rat to me. No showers here, either; you

wash by pouring water – cold water – over yourself, dipping a big

cup into a bucket. The Tibetans only do this about twice a week, and

boy do they stink – but everybody stinks, so no one cares. And worst

is you shit into a pan. It's like a bread-pan. You go in this little room,

it's like a closet, and if you're the last one – meaning you've squatted

over a bread-pan half-full of someone else's chunky shit, and then

wiped yourself using water and your fingers – you tell someone and a

low person takes the pan away and empties it somewhere. And



everybody just pisses anywhere they like, too, except inside the

buildings.

But I have to say it's pretty. It's like another planet, like something

from a book in school. It's real quiet, except for Tibetans always

singing, and there are just huge mountains all around, covered with

snow. The sun rises over in the direction of the valley and sets over

these mountains, and the snow turns red – it's awesome. Our part of

the hill still has a few trees, and lots of craggy rocks with trails all

through them – real strange compared to regular streets and stuff.

The other good part is: no school, no chores, really, and everyone

thinks I'm God. Kids touch my feet and women try rub the fuzz on

my head. In the bedroom I always get the comfiest bed and I get to

wash first and at dinner I get first pick off the mystery meat. I've got

old Txarstk Vxraplst's bead thing around my neck, and it's cool:

shiny brown beads from some wood, and blue and red stones. It's by

far the coolest one of its kind around here and the other boys don't

have one at all.

I guess I'll miss Uncle Pete, but he was actually getting kind of

freaked out before he left. He's better off down the hill. And I won't

miss his lick jobs, because the Tibetans have a bunch of their own

games. For instance, two days ago, old Rinpoche Smauiukn

Plytskych, one of the oldest guys here, a long-bearded, skinny guy

right out of an old Kung Fu movie, pulls me aside after our daily

lesson in Tibetan mumbling (they call it singing). He drags me into a

little room behind the main singing room, there's a Buddha statue

and a couple of candles and a little vent window way up high that lets

in a weird ray of light. The old guy's private closet – maybe he squats

in here and trims his eyebrows. We sit on this old carpet and the old

guy mumbles for a while, then bows down on the carpet, then stands

up and rips off his moldy old robe – nothing underneath! Just this



skinny old body, white and bony, and a little dick, uncircumcised like

everybody's here, hanging down like a wet noodle. He sits down and

mumbles some more and I get the idea I'm supposed to do the same

thing, I mean chuck my robe, so I do, and then I'm sitting there with

nothing on but old Txarstk Vxraplst's beads. And my dick, which

hasn't grown at all since I got here, stands up again!

Old Smauiukn Pltskych scoots himself closer to me, keeps on

mumbling, looks at my dick and then just grabs it. And then he

mumbles louder and starts jiggling around and then he starts

shaking like he's plugged into the wall socket, and then he lifts

himself off the carpet, still sitting! By magic, he just floats there,

singing, holding on to my little rod. I mean, I can see below him and

above him, there's no tricks. The guy is flying. Then the real weird

thing happens: his old dick stands up (it's not as big as Pete's, and

kind of reddish and wider) and the stuff pops out! He opens his eyes

and mumbles some more and then floats down like the Jetsons

coming home. Wipes himself off with the robe, lets go of my dick,

and sits there, laughing.

"How did you do that?" I asked him.

"Wait ten years," he says, and gets up and walks out.

Well, I figure the magic for the old guy's flying must be coming

from my dick. Not that it's anything special – I mean, it's tiny, just a

little pink thing no more than two inches standing up. But maybe

that weird birthmark on the bottom, under my nuts just in front of

my asshole, maybe that was some kind of gift from this Txarstk

Vxraplst guy, or something. So that night, I decided to try it out with

the Tibetan boys in my bedroom. One looks like he's about thirteen

and the other one is maybe eleven or twelve – it's hard to tell because

even the old men don't grow up enough to have to shave. So both the

boys have real smooth skin and not a hair on their bodies except for



the fuzz on their geek-shaved heads. Their English isn't real good,

and my Tibetan in still lousy, but I managed to communicate what I

wanted to do, so after we unscrewed the light bulb, instead of going

to sleep we all took off our grungy robes and sat on the floor. There

wasn't a lot of light – there was a bulb outside that was still on, down

below, and some moonlight reflecting off the mountains. The room

had windows on three sides, like it had been a porch before and then

got glassed in. It made it real cold on some nights, because the

windows were put in by morons who left spaces all around. But it

was hot that night, and we had the windows open – never mind all

the mosquitoes that buzzed in.

So we're sitting on the floor. The Tibetan kids are small and thin –

the older one's only my size and the eleven-year-old's about two sizes

smaller. They both have round faces and slitty eyes and big

cheekbones, like American Indians, but they're cute when they smile:

big clean teeth (from brushing with tree twigs!), and their eyes light

up. I call the big one Plong and the little one Stompy, which sound a

little like their real names. Plong sits there and stares at me because

my dick is standing up again. His isn't, but it's kind of starting to

stick out. It's weird watching it stretch out and go up. The extra stuff

at the tip sort of disappears. Stompy's looking at both of us, and his

dick, which is hardly visible, is also starting to stick out.

"Okay, sing," I tell Plong, and he sings a little, but we don't want to

wake anybody, so he whispers it. "Closer," I tell him, and then I lean

back a little so my dick is available. "Take it," I say, and pull his hand

over. A little hand with thin fingers. He wraps it good and tight on

my thing and it feels pretty good. Maybe I'll start flying this time.

Plong closes his eyes and I can see his dick get all the way hard,

pointing way up, and jumping a little bit like it wants to talk. It's one

step bigger than mine and thick like the old bearded guy's. But no



hair, of course. His balls are sagging down below, and I wonder for a

minute of he's got a birthmark down there. He's holding me and

whispering, but can't get an inch off the floor. "Forget it," I tell him,

but then he starts rubbing on my dick, which really feels good, so I

scoot even closer and for the heck of it start rubbing on his, and

singing some Tibetan. Stompy is meanwhile playing with his dick

and singing and after a few minutes the stuff comes out of Plong! So I

must be magic, after all – first Pete, then the old Rinpoche, then

Plong (who doesn't have a lot of goo, but enough to feel it). Plong

takes a break and then starts rubbing me faster, and I get all quivery,

but nothing comes out. Then Stompy pushes him aside, and grabs

my dick, and he starts rubbing it, but he doesn't fly and after five

minutes my dick is raw and Stompy's stuff hasn't come out yet.

"Come on, stop it," I tell Stompy, and lift his hand off "We can try

again tomorrow night."

But the next night the fat Rinpoche, the original one who got me

from America, invites me to his room. I guess word's gotten around,

because after we politely chomp our way through some awful tea and

a rock-hard biscuit, he whips off his robes and sits on the floor, and

waves me down, too. So I take off my robe, my dick gets hard again,

and I sit in front of him. Now this guy's got a bigger dick – real fat,

and pretty long for a short guy. He starts singing, loud and sweet –

his is the best voice in the area – and swaying around and then he

reaches over and his fat little hand wraps itself around my tiny dick,

just smothering it, and he starts tickling me underneath my balls

with one of his fingers, and sure enough three minutes of this, a

couple of Elvisy twitches, and he's a few inches off the floor! Not as

high as the old guy, but this one's got more weight to him. He's

singing away, floating there, and I'm about to burst from the tickling.

It's cracking me up, and I try to keep it muffled, but after about ten



minutes I just laugh out loud like a maniac until I start crying. But it

doesn't make any difference! The guy's still flying! Then his fat dick

leaps up, stretches out and, bingo, he pops out the goop all over the

floor. He's got a real big smile on.

Okay, it must be the tickling that does it. A couple of days later

Plong and I take a hike, to look at the sunset and try to find a goat

that's wandered away. We hike up this rocky trail on the side of the

mountain, past some trees and a little stream, until we get to a sort of

ledge where we can look out at the mountains. No goat, but a real

nice sunset – the huge valley below us with the river way down at the

bottom, and trees, and clouds below us and on the mountains across

the valley there's red snow, white snow above it, sky all shades of

blue and violet.

Sitting next to Plong, I look down and it looks to me like his rod's

hard – there's a lump there under his robes. So I tell him to open up

and I do the same, and I try to tell him about the tickling. But he

doesn't get it. So I lean over and reach under his nuts and tickle him.

Then I sit down again and lean back and put my legs in the air so he

can see the birthmark under my nuts. It's getting dark, so he has to

stick his face right up against me until his nose hits my balls and I

can feel his breath fanning my asshole. For some reason this makes

my dick feel harder than ever. I take his hand and put his finger on

the mark and he gets the idea. So we sit down and he grabs my dick

like before and starts singing, loud this time, echoing down the

mountain, and my dick feels like it's ready to pop, so I grab his dick,

which is real hard, and then he starts tickling me under the nuts and

I start laughing and he starts shaking and it looks like he's lifting up,

but maybe he's just sitting up straight. It's hard to see in the dark. He

starts singing real loud, and then I feel his stuff on my fingers. He

keeps on singing, but falls over to one side, still holding my dick.



*

This goes on for a couple of months at least. The old guys get me at

night, or in the afternoon before what passes for dinner, and they do

a little flying and my dick gets raw and they tickle me until I'm half

past bursting, and then pop goes the weasel. I guess I don't mind the

attention my weenie's getting – lot of giggling from the Tibetan girls

lately, though – and the flying is just so weird that no matter how

many times I see it I can hardly believe it. Plong keeps trying, too,

but even though his stuff comes out, he never gets off the floor. We

try it out on the hillside, we try it in the room in the morning, but

Plong never rises. And Stompy can't even get any stuff out, like me.

Well, like I used to be. Now this is the coolest part.

A week ago to the day the old man and the fat one stopped doing

the flying thing. We went back to regular singing and stuff. I asked

them why we stopped, but they wouldn't tell me. Until this morning,

when I woke up and after a quick rinse, I went down to the mess

room to have morning "tea" and there were about a hundred

Tibetans crammed in there, all waiting for me. Some of them even

had pictures of old Txarstk Vxraplst with them. When I came in, they

all started shouting, and lighting incense, and it was like having a

birthday party in the zoo or something. I didn't know what to do, so I

just sat down and started drinking tea. Everybody was laughing and

rocking back and forth and shouting at each other – it was weird, but

they were all so happy that I wasn't especially scared. Then one of the

old guys comes over and takes me by the hand walks me out, across

the ratty old courtyard (moseying goats and piles of broken building

stones) to the praying building, the bigger one. Inside, there's every

robed guy I've ever met and probably fifty more from down the hill,

or up it. Somebody's hung a million different-colored pieces of cloth

from the ceiling; it's pretty festive. The crowd from the mess room



rushes after me and sits down at the back of the room. Some of them

have to stand up; it's really packed. The old guy leads me to the front

of the room, like I'm supposed to give a speech or something. He sits

me down, sits next to me, and the hundred robed guys start singing,

real low and base, like a mumbling giant caterpillar, it's the spookiest

singing I've heard yet. Then a really old guy comes in. He must be a

hundred. Skinny, white hair, beard like a goat. Singing in this high-

pitched whistle as he sits down next to me. This goes on for half an

hour – why not, no one has to get up to answer the phone or pick up

the dog from the vet's. I'm sitting, the crowd is bellowing like cows

on downers, except for the old guy whose whistling is actually getting

slightly annoying, so close to my ear. But the weird thing is, every

time he whistles this one note, my dick perks right up and gets stiff.

Like a dog's ear when he hears a certain whistle. Then it gets soft

again until the old guy comes round to the note again, maybe three

minutes later.

The doors and windows of this place are all open – it's the bottom

floor – and a wind comes up and starts blowing leaves and stuff

through. All the pieces of cloth ripple in the breeze. Swirling around

while everybody hums and mumbles and whistles. I can hear

thunder cracking over the mountains and lightning bounces off the

windows. It gets darker as clouds roll over. The singing gets louder

and it's like the thunder comes in on cue to the singing: mumble,

buzz, ooooommmm ka-boom!

Suddenly the ancient whistler whips off his robe and he's standing

there like something dug up in a movie, naked but all bones, chalk-

white, with the oldest, stringiest dick you could imagine. No one

laughs or even shouts anything – they just sing louder. The old man

points to me: unfortunately, I know this means I have to take off my

robe, too, so I do, and then the old guy whistles my dick stiff and



hundreds of Tibetans can see everything, though I guess you'd have

to be sitting in the VIP seats to make out much – I'm still so tiny. I

imagine the old codger's about to wrap his skeleton fingers around

my dick and try to fly, and sure enough, the singing gets really loud

and the wind whips through and just as a big thunderclap shakes the

walls, I close my eyes and feel the fingers around my dick.

They don't feel as weird as I thought they would, though. They feel

almost soft, but how can that be? I open my eyes and the old guy is

sure enough flying, but he must be the regional champion, because

he's a good three feet off the floor! And still singing, and that old

noodle of his is perked up hard as a nail! And so's mine, and then the

old guy seems to float down a little, but guess what, he's not coming

down, I'm floating up! Stark naked in front of hundred of moaning

Tibetans, with the wind howling and the rain starting to pour down

like a river, I'm flying!

And then the old guy whistles and my dick gets harder than it's

ever gotten before and my balls feel like they're about to explode and

the old guy goes up another foot or two, holding my dick, and I go up

higher and he starts tickling me and I start laughing and the crowd is

singing loud enough to shake the walls and my balls feel blue and

cold and then really hot and then my stuff comes flying out!

I got a letter from Uncle Pete today. It must be three or four

months old already – the date's kind of smudgy. The envelope looks

like it's been through a washing machine and then dragged behind a

car. They get about three letters a year up here – if anyone would get

the joke, I'd have Pete send them a take-out offer from Domino's.

The pizza would be hard as a rock before it arrived. Not to mention it

would take three days to walk to a phone to place the order – if the

phone was even working. Well, anyway. Pete says he's fine, work is

good, he's saving up to buy a pool table, but his problem is he really



misses me, and thinks that maybe if I've had enough fooling around

with the Tibetans maybe I should come back and go to school. What

he really means is he misses getting me naked and licking me until

he comes off. He's probably back there licking the pillow trying to get

his big old thing to pop.

So to think about it I take a walk around the hill, on the path that

all the Tibetans use when they walk around, mumbling and thinking

and I guess trying to decide whether to have one or two swallows of

tea or if it's a good day for a bath. In the morning the path is mostly

empty; there's even a few goats wandering around free, their bells

tinkling like a broken telephone. Up from the path the trees are

hanging sideways off the hill, and the scraggly rocks look like they're

about to fall. (Once in a while they do, but the Tibetans seems to

know in advance, so no one ever gets crushed.) Down below the path

the hill slides down to the river way down below, and there's still

some fog down there, laying like an old gray blanket on the treetops.

A couple of women pass me, going the other way, and they nod

and give me a little salute with their hands and the younger one

giggles, thinking I guess about my dick. I'm thinking about it, too.

I'm thinking about how it shoots off every night (and sometimes in

the morning), with some old guy pulling on it and groaning, or Plong

trying to fly (he still can't, but we shoot off together anyway; I like

touching his dick because it's little and smooth like mine).

Sometimes little Stompy licks me, like Pete used to, and I shoot off in

his mouth and he likes it – I guess the stuff tastes like their tea. So

I'm walking, slow, Tibetan-style with my hands folded together

under my robe, and a few big black birds fly below me in the river

valley, and the sun peeks around the edge of the hill, and suddenly

I've got a rod like a rock. Then I think about my room back home, the

radio, MTV, skateboarding, stupid girls at school, eating hamburgers



and sleeping in a regular bed. And Pete licking me and huffing and

puffing. It's hard to decide, there's good things in both places. I take

a big deep breath of the mountain air, still cool before the sun gets

strong, and I start singing some Tibetan stuff just as I hear the

Tibetan kids start singing at their morning school. Their little voices

echo off the hills, it's like the song is coming from the fog down in the

valley, or the sun rays hitting the treetops. I pass a goat munching on

a bush and then a few more and then I see the goat-boy, a pretty,

ragged little Tibetan kid maybe twelve or so. He's sitting on a rock at

the side of the road. He sees me and laughs, throws away the twig

he's been cleaning his teeth with, and pulls his old ragged robe open.

He's got a cute little dick, no bigger than mine. I look at it as it

stretches out and stands up, and the kid starts laughing. So I open

my robe and we grab each other and he tickles me and we start

laughing together and I wonder which one of us will fly first.

Maybe I'll just have to stay around here long enough to find out.
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