
 

 

The Good Fight 

by Rudy Fort. 

 

 The New York winter he sat in the middle of was a few gusts shy of ferocious. A large 

man, Arnold Gutierrez, a 54 year--old electrician sat on a bench in Riverside Park in late 

January. A private sob in his chest and throat.  

 His daughter’s asthma had never been this bad. Her nebulizer and meds didn’t seem to 

work anymore. The ironic part of being recently laid-off was that he was home when she had this 

last flare-up. He rushed her to the ER and thank god they were able to stabilize her—where she 

now slept quietly for the first time in weeks. His 11 year-old angel. The life that transformed his. 

He had to get away from people and come for a walk once she was out, so he could think about 

his next move, and meditate as well. Very important. He had learned to meditate over thirty 

years ago and it was always a big help. A great coping device. But it would later prove a gateway 

to so much more.  

 He knew his daughter Regina’s condition was emotionally and psychologically related. 

Her mother, also Regina, had passed away four years previous in a dreadful car crash. He was 

away on a construction job. His daughter began showing symptoms shortly after her mother died. 

It was all connected. He knew it. Feeling safe was paramount to her physical health. 

 He needed to relax so he could focus and do the healing work. His breathing was 

laborious. At six one and two hundred fifty-seven pounds he had always been big, struggling 

with weight his entire life. He played football in high school. Over the past decade his fitness 



level would decline regardless what he did. Keeping weight off became nothing more than a 

fantasy. The goose down parka he wore did a good job keeping him warm as he tried to relax in 

front of the Hudson river in 17 degree weather that Saturday morning.  

 Arnold closed his eyes in preparation for meditating. He moved his closed eyes upward 

to a 45 degree angle, focusing on the “third eye”. The instant he did this, the wind gusts that had 

been steadily bombarding the river and park all morning, came to an abrupt halt. Arnold was 

startled by the instantaneous silence but did not want to open his eyes. The rustling and bending 

of tree branches ceased on a dime. Mini localized cyclones of random street trash and dust lost 

their vortex and fell to the ground in lock-step with the stopping of wildly wiggling store banners 

and vibrating street lamps. 

Arnold nervously tried to convince himself that such sudden activity was a normal 

occurrence. It was a lull. The wind would pick up again--just maybe not as strong as before. He 

waited. Nothing. Nothing but quiet. He tried to continue into the meditation, but his curiosity 

was killing the moment. He decided to open his eyes—slowly. There it was stretched out in front 

of him. The majestic Hudson River. It was still as far as his eyes could see on this clear day. It 

looked to Arnold as if there hadn’t been any wind hitting the river in weeks. The way it just lay 

there, lifeless, it made him think more of a lake or a swamp. What the hell? Nothing like this had 

shown itself to him before. But he had things happen by the river the last few times he came to 

meditate. This was not his favorite outdoor spot to meditate, but it was close enough to the 

hospital where Reggie was. It would have to do.  

The last two times he sat in this area, he was able to see into the river. He saw people 

who had died in the river. The first time it was an Indian. He lay there, under the water about 

thirty feet out and about ten feet down--it seemed to Arnold. The water above the Indian was 



translucent and strong light emanated from under him. He was filled with large gashes 

throughout his torso, and half his head had been caved in. He laid supine, looking directly into 

Arnold’s eyes. Then a voice spoke to him, telling him about the person that lay under the water. 

The voice was formal and spoke as if it were giving a tutorial. Arnold would later think it 

reminded him of those displays in museums where you hit a button to hear facts about an 

exhibition. “He was a member of the Iroquois federation and died in December of 1627 from 

injuries sustained with a warring tribe. He was 28.” Then it was the Caucasian man dressed in 

1950’s attire that had what looked like gun shots. At least half a dozen of them. The voice this 

time reported “he was a union foreman that couldn’t keep his mouth shut. He was 52.”  

Arnold was glad nothing like that happened this time. Maybe it would never happen 

again. He had come to realize that after thirty years of meditating, he had opened a few portals, 

or doorways. Seeing those people in ;the water, Arnold figured that he had tapped into what was 

known as the Akashic record; an etheric plane that is outside of the construct of time, and holds 

every event that has ever taken place in history.  After two decades of meditating he found that 

he could see into people’s bodies while meditating, and treat their various illnesses, but it only 

worked while adhering to two criteria: the person couldn’t know he was doing it and, they had to 

be people he cared about. If he followed those two rules, he was almost always successful in 

treating and curing people—except with Reggie. Her asthma was one tough S.O.B. He was 

stumped. He didn’t get it. What was he doing wrong? What was missing? 

 Just then he noticed movement in the river. Oh no, not again. I don’t have time for this. I 

need to focus on Regg…but he noticed there was no light in the water, no translucency anywhere. 

This was different. A specific area of the water began moving while everything around it was as 

still as it was when the wind stopped. The area looked to Arnold to be around thirty or forty feet 



long from left to right, and about ten to fifteen feet top to bottom. The movement was a slow 

rocking.  It began to rise out of the water from straight below. It was only after it continued to 

rise about ten or fifteen feet out of the water that he realized it was the water itself that was 

rising. How can that be??? It was a wave that rose straight up and held for a solid ten seconds. It 

was only in front of Arnold and nowhere else. It was not caused by any nearby ship or boat. The 

nearest moving vessels were way off on the New Jersey side, or all the way up by the George 

Washington bridge. Miles away. 

 Riverside park was lightly populated with a smattering of people on this frigid morning. 

Most of them were runners. The wave dropped as soon as a woman runner got within 

discernment range. As the tall middle-aged woman in full runner gear passed between Arnold 

and where the wave had just dropped, he realized she hadn’t seen a thing. People generally won’t 

see something they don’t even know exists or have no reference for. As she faded down the 

running path the wave began again. This time rising faster and with a different shape. This wave 

had four crests within it, all about the same height, swirling steadily, side by side and laid out in 

front of Arnold horizontally. That almost looks like a hand, or like…knuckles. With that, the 

smell of the river became intensified. The brackish watered estuary presented its salinity, 

sediment and moss aromas to Arnold’s newly-heightened olfactory nerve, heightened from 

decades spent at higher consciousness from the consistent meditating. And along those scents 

rode the history of all those that fought and died along the great river, revealing itself through 

pictorials to Arnolds subconscious mind. Then the wind gusts returned, with the exact character 

they held only minutes before, as the singular wave flopped down and dispersed into its body.  

Arnold would try again.                  



He closed his eyes and focused on his breath. Then he began to silently count down from 

ten to one. Relaxing body part by body part. Feelings are powerful things he thought. 

Six…five…four, going deeper and deeper. He was accessing the alpha brain wave level, the 

twilight between awake and sleep where so much was available. As he got closer to the image of 

his daughter in his mind’s eye, as he was about to “remote view” her, he got hit with a detailed 

crystal-clear picture of his wife. In his vision, she was sitting right next to him on the bench in a 

flowing white multi-tasseled gown. The gown was so ridiculously long that its tassels were wind 

blown into the highest winter-naked branches of the large tree they sat under. She looked at him. 

Her large brown Grecian eyes conveyed concern. He wanted to see her again—but not now! I 

need to see Reggie 2 right now my love, not Reggie 1. Ya know? He knew this was not just a 

distraction from his subconscious. She really was here. She leaned slowly toward his head, to 

give him a kiss, she stopped, and began to shape words towards his ear.  

He had seen her in dreams before. He knew the difference. She put her small hand on his 

large one, the way she did when she wanted his attention. I feel that! He stayed in trance and 

kept his eyes closed. She had come to him like this the night he flatlined. It was two months after 

her passing. He was in a deep depression and wasn’t available to his daughter in many ways. He 

began drinking more than he was accustomed to. The drinking extended to work. Electricity and 

alcohol generally don’t work well together. He got zapped hard. The Forman knew how to use 

the AED pads and all about CPR. He brought him back while the ambulance came. Arnold 

realized he unconsciously caused it to happen. He didn’t want to live. While he flatlined his wife 

Regina came to him and was very upset. She was never so angry with him as when she visited 

him that night. “What are you doing??” She shot at him with a flushed face. “She needs you!!” 

“Go back dumbass!!!” I don’t wanna go back. I wanna stay with you. For a split second her tight 



eyes grew big and soft, only to return to tension, as she bit her lip. She smacked him on his face 

with a solid whack. “IF YOU EVER WANNA SEE ME AGAIN GET YOUR ASS BACK IN 

THERE!!!”, she proclaimed in her Astoria Queens accent. 

He would cut way back on drinking and would never be distant from his daughter again, 

but he since wondered if the damage had already been done. Now, Regina Gutierrez, formally 

Regina Alexopoulos spoke to her widowed husband. “I love you, but you are taking the whole 

higher-consciousness meditating business too far”. He was shocked. She was the one that got 

him on the path. She took him to Yoga, which he hated for so long, and brought him books on 

meditation and the value of living a peaceful life. This didn’t sound like her. “Just be present 

babe. That’s all that is needed.” “You’ve become too soft.” With that she left. Arnold stayed in 

trance, trying to figure this new attitude of his wife. 

Now he was confused and didn’t know what to do. He knew how important it was to try 

to stay at alpha as much as possible while being around his daughter. If she sensed that he was 

relaxed then she would feel safe, and the more she felt safe…”Yo hey Arnie, hey dude wake da 

ef up” a voice suddenly spoke out of the severe winter wind, while tapping Arnold on his left 

shoulder. Arnold knew instantly who the voice belonged to. He wasn’t happy to hear him 

although he half expected him. He despised the owner of that voice but was determined to stay 

cool. “Yes Tommy”. 

Tommy Pilot. Local loan shark, drug dealer, second story man, occasional hit man. Whatever it 

took. A jack of all trades, a multi-tasking thug Arnold thought with nagging disdain. He knew 

Tommy for about two years now. He never liked him. Six months ago, Arnold was laid off with 

many others. No one saw it coming. It sent him scrambling. He made the mistake and joined 

many of his co-workers and went to Tommy Pilot for something more than a micro-loan. He had 



to do something. They were going to cancel his and Reggie’s health insurance, the rent was also 

due, and everyone he knew was broke. Enter, the vulture. Tommy had a carpenter’s license and 

would finagle his way onto jobs sites, just to get in close—and offer his services. He was a 

menacing figure who thought very highly of all things violent, and was as comfortable and 

capable inside of a jail cell as he was outside of one.  

“When you gonna do that?” 

“Thursday Tommy”. And it was going to be Thursday. Arnold had a private client, a small 

restaurant owner that needed work on his heating. He promised Arnold a check the beginning of 

next week that would cover Tommy’s payment plus put a few steaks in the fridge.  

“Thursday?” 

“Yes, listen I need a few minutes. I’ll meet you up on the avenue. About fifteen minutes. We can 

talk then”. Arnold was determined to have a healing meditation for Reggie before he went back. 

“Well okay, but listen, Thursday… you said the same thing last week. Sstime to pay up fat boy”, 

he finished with a pensive frown, suggesting violence. Arnold didn’t want a confrontation with 

him, he couldn’t afford to be any more un-done than he already was. He was on the edge as it 

was. Tommy looked to be itching for a match. Nothing was going to take the whole of his 

concentration away from Reggie, especially his own ego. The one thing he learned after all these 

years, was how important it was to avoid violence. It had such a destructive quality to people’s 

lives. And he could never heal anyone when he was more accepting of his own violent 

tendencies--that he felt barely existed in him any longer. The meditating took that away, and 

replaced it with higher consciousness, where he was determined to stay.  

“I know, but this time for sure. Got a check coming on Monday”. Tommy ignored this. 



“Heard about your daughter” he said flatly. Making a point to express how he couldn’t care less. 

Arnold felt a surge to rise and jump on Tommy. His toes and heels began to press down hard. 

Big mistake.  

Tommy never brought up anybody’s family or personal life. He was clearly baiting Arnold. 

Arnold looked down at the ground. “Fifteen minutes”, he responded flatly.  

“Yeah, okay fifteen” he said walking away with a demeanor that this time Arnold thought was 

truly threatening.  

 He was gone. Let’s try this again. Arnold had no problem going under. A second set of 

counting down and he was in a place of profound peace.  

He went right to Reggie 2, as she was lovingly nick-named as an infant. He could see her in the 

hospital bed, wheezing as she slept. His mind focused on and then entered her chest area.  

 

 There were so many steps back up to the avenue from the river. Arnold took them as 

quickly and gracefully as he could. His left knee was arthritic. He could see Tommy felt he 

needed to make an example out of him. He was that dangerous combination of a juvenile inside 

of an adult body. Arnold painfully reached the top and saw him waiting for him. Tommy was as 

tall as him and much leaner and in the best of shape. He was 19 years younger and always 

carried a weapon. Sometimes several. Arnold approached him. 

“So Tommy, like I said, Thursday for sure”.  

“Bullshit!” Tommy shot back. “If I have to wait til Thursday you should have a hard time takin a 

deep breath for the next coupla weeks”. He revealed a leather bound black-jack and struck at 



Arnold’s ribs on his left side. Arnold blocked it. Tommy looked surprised. I shouldn’t resist 

Arnold thought. It could be worse. I should just take it. Tommy swung again, and this time 

Arnold stepped out of the way at the last moment. Tommy became red faced. Arnold couldn’t 

figure himself out. He was thinking one way and his body was leading him in the opposite 

direction. Reggie meant so much to him. The main thing was to get back to her in one piece, 

even if it meant having to tape up his ribs for a few weeks. I’m about to actually fight this jerk. 

Why?...Because you don’t deserve to be treated like an animal by a second rate cheesy 

psychopath for one. 

Yeah but listen to yourself, I don’t deserve…what happened to Reggie dude? This is just your 

ego. Get rid of it! Take the hit and let him shoot his mouth off. Then when he sees the money next 

week it’ll all be over. 

This time Tommy decided to go outside and popped Arnold hard, coming down on his left 

shoulder and collar bone. I wish you hadn’t done that. 

Tommy witnessed a change come over Arnold’s large face, displaying pointed determination and 

ferocity. He never thought Arnold capable of such gumption. It threw him off balance. Arnold 

always seemed like a total gentle giant push-over type to Tommy. Always agreeable and talking 

about Buddhist crap.  

What we do for our kids they take into adulthood. If he swings again just take it! A child feels 

safe when sacrifices are made for them.  

Tommy came again, bearing down extra hard this time. It was immediately met by Arnold’s 

large left straightened arm. But you see ol’ boy, they also take what we do for ourselves, how we 

stand up for ourselves, the kind of self-esteem we walk around with, they take that too, you 



see?...Yeah I do. Arnold stepped close. He shifted off his bad knee and grabbed the weapon arm 

with both of his large hands. Tommy saw the opening and jabbed hard with his left fist into 

Arnold’s huge gut. 

Arnold didn’t flinch, continuing to work the weapon. He grappled Tommy’s wrist and brought it 

down quickly, smashing Tommy’s elbow into the driver’s window of a parked car, cracking it 

and setting off the alarm. This caused a few early morning cold weather walkers to pay attention. 

Tommy dropped the black jack. Now he was up around Tommy’s throat, crushing both coat 

lapels and shaking him powerfully.  

“I told you Thursday and I meant it you ANIMAL!!!” Arnold thunderously proclaimed. It was a 

yell that came from the depths of a repressed soul. A vibratory yawp that was seeded and then 

stumped in hard times. It waited. And waited. It was the yell of a soul that sat on top of and 

mixed with many other souls, like the oysters and other fauna in the river.  It was the yell of the 

working poor. Of those that quietly labor their life away. Of Indians and shop stewards. As 

Arnold bellowed inches from his face, Tommy couldn’t figure out how Arnold’s breath could 

smell exactly like the river. What the hell did he do? Stick his head in the damn water? He musta 

lost it along the way. It’s always the quiet ones.   

“Yeah okay” Tommy nervously agreed, uncharacteristically nodding up and down.   

“What’s the matter with you, you wanna make it so I can’t work and pay you at all?” 

“No, yeah okay.”  

  



He made sure he was sufficiently relaxed before going back to see his daughter. It took 

him a solid half hour to calm down all the way, and he threw in an extra fifteen minutes just for 

safe measure. He got off the elevator on the twelfth floor and walked eagerly into her room. She 

was sitting up bright-eyed and breathing normally.  She had plenty of color in her face and 

looked to be in a good mood. “Daddy!” she screamed with stretched out arms when she saw him. 

She had her mother’s large brown eyes. He sat next to her and gave her a big hug. 

“I’m feeling much better daddy”.   


