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This thesis consists,of a full-Iength novel, entitled.

Ultraviole~; ~nd an accompanying essay which represents an

.attempt to establ~sh the novel within a'context of recent

literary trends, against the background of modern aesthetic ...

, '

theory.
1

,
The essay is divided ioto three major sections (a four th

section discusses the attached novel). The first part exam-

ined Ortega y Gasset' s ide.as on the "dehumaniz,ation9 of
• •

modern art; this leads 'into a look at the nouveau roman in

France and the essays of Alain Robbe-Grillet, its le.ading

spokesman, who insisted on the freedom of the novelist to

•
(

flout the 'conventions o~ the

concludes with a few remarks

,
past and create new.forms. It..,
on the predominance' of form in

1

modern art and literature, as opposed to the traditional

concentration on the human content of' the work. The es say

,~~s seeks to demonstrate how one stream of fiction evolved,

fr

with Joyce; Pr~ust, Kafka, Beckett and others,
, ,

traditional nineteenth-céntury narrative structures to

c

the current dehumanized aesthetic of form.
, .

Ultraviolet, while not as radical as sorne of the ante-

cedents discussed in the essay, was wr{tten in the same
,

general spirit of iconoclasm, with emphasis on the formaI

elements of construction at the expense of the human mate-

rial that forms its subject matter.
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-Cette thèse cen~!ste en un roman intit~l~ Ultraviolet,

.et est accomp'agn~e d'un essai repr~s~ntant une· tentative

d'~tablir ~e roman dans le 'contexte des nouvèaux courants de

la litt~rature !~cente, sur le fond de la th~orie esth~tique

'b
moderne:

L'essa~ est divis~ en, trois 'sections pri'ncipales (une

quatrième discute le roman ci-j~int) .~' La premièr~ partie

examine les idées de <1rtega' y Gasset sur la. "déshumanisation"

de l'àrt moderne; ceci nous amène à jeter. un regard sur le
- '.

nquveau roman en France et aux essais de ~lain Robbe-Grillet,.
, .

porte-parole, qui insiste. sur la liberté du'

•
Il se termine par quelques remarques 'sur'

fi des conventions.du pass~.et àcr~er de.à faire

for~es.

son principal..
romancier

. n.ouvelles

la prédominance des formes dans l'art et 1; littérature

derne, pa~ opposition à la tradii10nnelle c~ncentrat~on

mo-

sl,lr

l'aspe~t hum~in des ouvrages. Cet essai tend à dém~tre~

comment le courant de l'imagination a évolu~, en commançant

par Joyce, Proust, Kafka, Beckett et bien d'autres, de la

construction descriptive trad~onnelle du dix-neuvième siè

cle, à la courante esthétiqut des formes.

Ultraviolet, bien que n'étant pas aussi.radi~al que

Qertains de ceux préc~d~mment di~cut~s dans l'essai, fut

, .'écrit avec le ~ême esprit gén~ral d'iconoclasme, et avec une

emphas~ sur les ~léments des formes de la ~onstruction, au

détriment du thème humain qui forme le sujet de son contenu.
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To fix this degree and the limit? to the memory of the past,
if it is not to become the gravedigger of the present, we
must see clearly how great is the "plastic power" of a man
or a community or a'cu~tu~e; l mean the power of specifically
growing out.of one's self, of mak~ng the past and the strapge

. one body wi th the near and the present, of 'healing wounds,:
replacing what is lost, repairing broken moulds. The~e arè
men who have this.power. so slightly that a si~gle sharp ex
perience, a single pain, often a little injustice, will '
lacerate their souls like tne scratch of a poisoned knife~

There are others,' who are so little injured by the worst
misfortunes, and even by their own spiteful actions, as'to
feel tolerably comfortable, with à fairly quiet conscience,
in the midst of tJ:lemr--or at any.rate shortly afterwards',,
The deeper the roots of a man~s ~nner na~ure, the better'will
he take the past into himself;and thegreatest and.~st

powerful nature would be known by the'absence of limits ~or

the historical sense to overgrow and work harm. It would
assimilate and digest the past, however foreign,and turn
it to sap~ . "

--Niet~sohe, The Use and Abuse of History,

History, history!
History begins for
with discosery.

W~ fools, what do we know or care?
us~th murder and enslavement~ not

,

1• --william Carlos Williams

"

1
aIl history's i!-.,.winter sport'or th],"ee:
but wexe it fi~, i'd still insist that aIl
history is too small for even me; .
for me and you, exceedingly too small;

--e.e. cummings '. , .

Stevens

,-

•

loto a savage color he went on.

\, --Wallace
\ .

~.
vi
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Je sortis
,Noyé dans
bonheur.
une neige

dans la ville sans fin. O.fatigue!
la nuit sourde et dans la fuite de .
C'était comme ~e nuit d'hiver, avec
pour etouffer le monde décidément.

--Rimbaud

Begin with a mountain. In this light lthere iS'none)

it iS, OnlY~ fathez::, a dense clump of black· fatherhood.

one s'ide, 'near the top, facing east, illuminate a crass.

On

. .

This cross consists of cables and wires and fla~ strips of

steel, skeletal and insubsta~tial, a mere frame for t~e'lights,

rising to a height of one or two storeys. Ultimately~ it is

orrly lights, a constellation in the shape of a cross. It

.faces east, toward the hamelands of the founders. It declares

itself' a gaudy text, a thing to be construed•.To sorne, .in

touch wit~ the tradition of the founders, it may represent
\

liberty; to others, without ancestprS, it may signify death.,
This is the mystique of the symbol: it 1's both death and the

freedom from death. The mountain i5 a father because it· is,
always .there, it is"dark and unknowable, ie is the final

point bf reference. -~_.

•

(

Thè city is a, port, situated' on a great river that has
"

always fed it. It is a city of churches and banks, infatuat~d

•
with its own past and worried about a future that may be de~

f ici'ent ï,n memory. Je me souviens: a c~y of desperation.•

More than other cities, this is a city of the imagination.
"

What strikes the visitor most forciblTis the confluence

of language. There is the language.ofthe.founders, who

parcelled out the land and built churches.like c~âteaux to
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pin it down, an~ there is the language of the conquerors,
1 •

whp .appropriated the prior demarcations and the slender,

c~rving streets and ~rected~~ Eve~ere in the world

this scenario .of a process is known 'as history: history is

wha~ happened before liying memory, milk spilt so long ago

that it has evaporated. In this city of souvenir (m~) 4nd

memoire (f.) the process isnot perceived within ~his con-
.

text; it is apprehended in the singular language of the

memory: èvery-

city as a species OL betrayal, deprivation,
. (

there is no distinction between history and
•

, 1'V10 • Here

or h~s happened is equally alive. Nothing

•

}hing that happe~s

<...
ever evaporàtes or dis,soives . It is concentrated (as it is

/

,
everywhere) in the mother and father, the river and moun-

,
tàin, the worship and' commerce, the English and French

of the island city o~ Montreal.
*' 1

'.-

. .'

,.'

",.
...----.

'.

\
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Louis Riel, the father of French nationalism in Canada,
..

fi

• 0

wa~ educated at Collàge du Montr~al. He was hanged in
"."'... ~ ...

Req!lIla on 15 November 1885." As the only: mythically gigantic

figure in the history of Canada" he partakes of the imagin

:ation of'heroism.' In a cou~try memoral:?le for its co!,\sistent

lack of efficial d~fiance, Riel, whose pri~ary mode of

existence, even in madfless,'was to d~fY, occup~es a crypto-
• 0

'satanic position in'Cana~ian history. He 'is the will te

freedom'èxorcis~d 'in death. He is the half-breed Christ

of self-affirmation.

After two battles, at Fish Creek and ~toche, ~iel

This is the way' of f~lle~
..j

.
t

surrendered: Actused of-treason, he was un~epentent.

Becaise he was now,being forced to beli~ve' in his own
,

death, he talked of freedom.

, .

demonstrates.

jury was not impressed. The people of Quebec, on'

other hand, ,proclaimed the justice of his cause (which .,

.• angels,

was their cause ~lso) and denounced the government. Laurier

defended Riel ,in a speech -he gave in Champ de Mars. Mac-

donald, declared tl)at Riel shoulà: hang, "though ~very dog

in Quebec bark in'his favor."

9 /
(~ ,', : .

.. ,. '.

• -.

\
1.Jo
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SQ,if there live in Montreal an historian who has

as' he would surely ac1tnowlèdge, encountering his own memory .',
'" .'-'.:

His subject is himself: his rel,ation to the abstractions
, . , ' 0

formalizea, in the sibling conc~pts of ind(pendence (ex~p-

-

,

-. .
give, a portion of his life (a

to ilvestigating the evolution

'.
small portion. admittedly)

of th'e city, he~s ,~e'rel;, "

tion) and expiration (dissolution). Insofar as he himself,

is not arr abstraction, he must perforee he' boupd, perhaps .

~ven trivialized,.by

state defined.by 'the, ' .

the emotional nexus
.~

word desire. In an,

. ""-
contained ih the

effort ~o trans-

"

. ,

cend this nexus, to aspire t? seriousness (and to a?oid.the

'trap of passion), he must project the terms of his 'desir~

.onto its'object. He must,' in other words, see the world as
•

,hi~lf and himself as the world (by world he:means cit~),:
. _ " '. .r -,

and proceèd fro~tl that. iden:J.ty ~o a conc:usion that is in

the nature of revelation-~de~ystification. Bis object is.

not ~o discover (objective) but ,to become (subjective). he

must;. become is!'morphic with his ·memory.· .. This, at lea!>t, is

, "

how hé conceives of it.
•

It is aIl a matter o~,correspondences.

•

..
...

" .

Des r~ves suivÇl.nts •.--~é$ amours! --gu.i lui vinrent dans
• . "

le~·lits ou·dans les rues, e~ de leur suite et de leur fin,

de {Jouc;es cohs'1dérations reli' euses se dé(

,/
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The c~ty of Montreal, roughly ~riangular in shape~

•
. . . . ~ . .

sits in·the St. Lawrence, a stone in the stream. Its .~

st~eets are laid out--have happened~-organically, rippling
. . '\ .

'o~twa::':::; ~he' ~rig~nal ,town by t~e river'to enclose ~nd

advan beyond the mountain. It is neither English nor

French, in the-European sense, nor c~nadian~ Its, sensibility
"

belongs to no country; it is a place unique, a national

phan tom.
... . ~

I~ qenies the }egitim~cy of any place'else; the

r

rest:of the world is foréign and'barbarous, as it was to.the

Greek city-states. Where Peel Street crosses St. Catherine

'is the wo-rld' s 'navel; the rest is undiscoverable.

Streets a~e corridors: in the city one is neve! "out

:side." It is [lot contained by wilderness.but.cont<!ins a

,wilderness of its own: its ,mountain heart. It is here that

• th~ historian goes to conf~ont his appetite, ju~t off the,
w8sternmost q; the three peaks, where he lives.

'-

,
•

Cette' fois, c'est la Femme qui j 1 ai ~e, .dans ra Vil,le,

The,city is a building, like himself. It, is also a

.,

c

, .
et à gui j'ai parlé et gui,me parle.

ci ty of women.

, ,

)

i
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She st~n4s Lmmobile, the orush in her right-liand

pointing at the floor. Behind her, her hair falls in,

a straight mass t9"her waist. She sees a man come out. 'of a doorway' across the street, carrying what appears to •

be a bag of groceries. He hurries in her- direction with,

his collar up and his face buried in the lapels of his ","
.....t ".

:coat. The last thing she sees.is. the top of'his head as

he p~sses beneath'her.
i . .

the' oblique 'line ,of his

When he is gone, ther,e, remains

foo~prints in the snow, a ~traight

(

vector from the doorway of, the store to an invisible spot

benea~h her window.

;l Alors, la femme disparut.

T~ere is only the city and nothing else. There is

nothing'beyond the city. The mountain is a sun, a hole, a

vast amorphous night. It con~s its own negation, a sum

of qualities, its own bizarre souffrânce. She has not re-

turned and will never return. She remains frozen.in a tab-

leau, off te one side. by a window. The mountain and the street~

are white with snow. In'the reom there is no motion, except
•

the slight expansion and contraction of her chest and the

barely Rerceptible flaring'of her nostrils.

,

/
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.Infrarsd,

The statue in front of the building has already been

boarded-over for the winter. Its fountains are quiescent.

Or arethere fountains? He cannot tell, looking through

the window of the tcond floor men'";; room. Beyond the'

hutted statue (there are three figures under the boards,

he remernbers thatl the road declines to the street, flanke~.~·
... .;f~

on one side by an open lawn and on the other by a muddy

playing field. Further down the hill the' cruciform tower

of Place Ville Marie is laterally bifurcated by an orange

slab of later ~fternoon light. It is September, 1976:

ear1y auturnn, the worst of seasons.

william Her01d is approaching that age: un certain

age, indeterminate1y old, past the prime, and so on. And

it is approaching him, quietly and without fuss. He is

~wo'years past fifty but he hasn't caught up to it yet.

H~figures he will be fifty-five before the idea of being

fifty sinks in, just as-he was twenty-five before he

rea1ized he was twenty, thirty-five before thirty hit him.

He. has a1ways been five years behind the' clock. He won' t .

die until he is five years dead already, impervious to the

sudden adrenal nausea of surprise .

•

•
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Each nation, as it achieves ascendancy; beliéves it-

self to be the sole and'J;ighteous defender of c:ïvilization,

the' anointed bastion of aIl that; is good,true and l.asting

against the restive, predatory spasms of insolent and
,

aggressive neighbors. Herolq imagines himself a nation

on the rise.

The interplay between macro and micro, he explained,
\

to Tim Andrews, a fellow professor of history. Man the

~easure, and aIl that.

Andrews polished his glasses. Unbes~ectacled, his

eyes were seen to be too close together, small andratlike,, )

fu~ctionally inoperative, dull prisms stuck intcr his face

like unappetizing marzipan.

Excuse me while l take a leak, Herold said.
,

He liked the view from the second floor, the clustered

old-meets-new fa cade of downtown Montreal. And he has his

demcns, of course, to take into consideration. He lives.

in ~he belly of a horse, ,sagging through the tedium of

yedrs, wondering when the Trojans will finally get the idea.

william Herold is given to summations, reinterpretations,
•

the ?eriodic taking of stock. He likes to give his life a

5 ymme try , a structural precision .. Loose ends and random

âeviations are to be absorbed in,the dense fabric of existence

and similar banal metaphors of cohesion. 50 here he is,

'.~
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compactly nutshelled, pissing awthe three beers he( •
. ~.

•
drank with lunch (Mo+son golden, ha a, a typical Andrews-. .
ism), the last civilized man shaking ~ tween two delicate,

fingers the cornerstone of human aspirat

"."

..
1.

Teaching history is full of arcane gratifications,

unsuspected by the layman, he says in a mute self-interview

(another chapter in an already .prolix series). This is

what your readers want to hear, no? The inside dope, the

verification of their surmises about attached strings,

special effects and off-screen, illusionistic manipulations.

The imparting of pattern to unformed minds, the glorifica-. . ,
tion:of an artifice, a fabrication, a bolsteriAg of object-

less faith. Yes, of course, there~s always ~ fascination

with personality. "What was Alexander reailY,li.xe, Pro-

fessor? What's the story on his gay lifesty~e? Hephaes

tion was more his type than Roxanne, eh?~ One deals with

such questions on a daily basis. You offer superstructure,

they want infrastructure. You offer interstices of mega-

meaning, they want personality. Reductio ad venustatem: it's.. ..
aIl glamour. And it is obviously an insignificant thing to

pretend to intellect. This isn't France, after aIl. l

certainly don't do this for the prestige. In fact, if you

" must insist on the truth, l ~ntered this profession out

of pure indolence. But what you really want to know about
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ois my wife. How' s her cooking? What have we~n °up

for the last two decades? l warn you that statistics

not be forthcoming:" Just because we have no chi1dren

12

to

will

.'

~ -
doesn' t mean we don' t, touch toOrch to kindling, so to speak •

And yet her dïssatisfaction grows.

It's an obvious sort of evolution.

too confessional about it. But.

WeIl, l.. ~

l don't

predicted that.
J

want to get

But what? Catherine is a fading tapestry. Her

colors blur.The composite weave of her life lacks c~arity

where he touches it. She is à presence, impressionistic

,

1

c

•
and vague, that he has absorbed. When she laughs, it is

âlway~ a giggle, an exhibition. When she makes love, it

ois the manifestation of a will to dizziness, a getting

lost in abstruse sensory otherness, a trip to the moon.

M .'.

There is a football game in progress on the right

qualhangle. The players s,tand with their hands on their

hi~s, puffing and gasping, then run at each other, their

T-shirts torn or discarded altogether, their vociferous,

banter audible even through the c.losed window. Herold

is not a lover of sports, of deliberate self-induced

weariness in pursuit of chim~rical goals. Certain trees

around ,the perimeter of the playing field mark tristing

spots, occupied by succession of necking couples.
)

a

Place Ville Marie is go~ng grey as the sun sinks. Herold
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invents metaphors. The ?tars move away from eac~other,

reflecting the red ènd of the spectrum as the distances· .

between them increase. (~'applic~iPn of macro to micr~~

and so on.) Thereis· nothing there. It is impossible

/to'determine, fina~ly, which flees from ~hich. They rlee

from each other, according to science, as dictated by im-

placable laws, galaxy from galaxy, Herold from Herold,

the w~rid fro~ each. l am depressing myself, he thinks •

. l am tipsy from lunch and from sipping brandy thought1ess-

.ly in my office. l am bloated and do ~ot much resemble

what l thinkI look like. He turns to the mirror (a,time~

/.

(

less turn, a re-enactment), observing puffy cheeks and

flesh-blinkered eyes. A distended abdomen. Bis rings"

are too tight for his fingers, as well.~ My Gad! And what ~

of the hôrror implicit in the epis~mology of mirrors? He

knows that he parts his hair on the left but he has o~ly

seen it parted on the right. Unrectifiable distortions

equal tragedy, the big T of the H.C. (where B~C. equal~

Human Condition). Eh, Bill? To belie~e a fabrication,

'perforee, trapped in a sensory, quasi-existant nightmare.

•



\ SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVIOLET • •
. ,

14

•.'
T~ere's more, he goes on. ~hete's her nas~y llttle

habit of scra~g hër head and then sniffing her fingers,

·as if to inhale the sticky dandrufffrPm beneath·her.nails.. '. . . .

..
(

..·~herr!? the' way' she.fal\.' t cross her '.legs without 'twidàling

her foo't :.... (Th~se' things don' t: reaily bother me.) There' s

the 0frerabundance of ice créam in the freezer ~ha~ has..
made my rings too tight. There's Riel dangling from the

..
• 1\

gibbet, his cr~t7h t~ning: There's the

won't leave me alone, ttpannizing my moods.

weather that

There's the

fact tha,t l 'ye suddenly begun to 'snore for the first time

'in my' life, for God'ssake~ There'~ the smell in my shoes

. . that won't go'away. Need the litany continue?

•
(She passes the brush through her wet hair, whi~b

she is holding firmly at the back of her head. Water
,-

falls down her bock, each droplet distinct with its
"

attendant wakè. .The hair, when sh~ lets it fall, touches,.
her waist, the matted enâs curling into tiny hooks.)

...
It is almost dark. Herold has been prepared ~ flee

.\.
" ...

the washroom as soon as anyone else enters it, but no

one has. He ~an çlearly ,see the lighted windows in ~he

buildings downtown, alive in the dusk: the fIat white

squares of Place Vill~ Marie, the protuberant half-moons

(

. .,
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•
( i

of the- ~hateau Champlain.
\

He combs'back,his hair with
. '....

,

(

(

a little,water andadjusts his tiel[a b~ue stripe from

Christian Dior). He tucks his shirt around his assertive,

curvilinear waist, poking an index finger int? each ~lank

and watching the nails and knuckles disappear into the

anarchie flesh. The last eivilized man, overfed, petulant
. .

and curious about despair~is clearly too substantial.

,
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.. IThe Hanged Man

•

(

Catherine Herold tells her husbandoshe is leaving

him: It is Tuesday, a typical evening in the living room

of their house on Grosvenor AvJnue. A Haydn symphony is

on th~ stereo, Number 101 in D Major ("Clock"), and they

are drinking cognac, Rémy Martin V.S.O.P. (maison fondée

en 1724, as Herold has more"than once observed). Out

side, an occasional passing car splashes through a puddle

on the street, which is still wet from theOafternoon rain.

He was down in Champ de Mars today. It's the perfect

place fqr a public execution. Does she know, in the summer

of 1833 the~ hanged a man there for killing his wife with

an ax.-
She supposes his students enjoy such stories.

They do.

He pours the full contents of his glass into his
. ,

mouth, the flesh on ~is nec~qùivering with the swa~low,

then measures out another drink. In the mornîng he 0
teaches Canadian history; in the afternoon, Ancient

CUlture~d Civilizat~ons.

His name was Adolphus Dewey.

\{hose?

The man they hanged in 1833.
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( t
She has been looking out the window, watching.the

lugubrious swaying of the wet trees. Now'she turns to,

fa~e her husband. He i~ !ooking at the floor, at a spot

on t~e oriental rug where the threads have been exposed

by wear. She looks there, too, where·the secrets of the

weave are revealed.

She made her anno4ncement at dinner. He said nothing,

carefully trimming the edge of fat from his pbrkchop. She

is glad, in a way. Her reasons are vague; justification

would have bee~ éiïficult; she woul~have squirmed. He

might have insisted, pinned her down, assailed her with

logic and demanded a response in kind. Perhaps he realizes

that any such argument would decompose into irrationality.
r.~

He would have to fall back on hurt expressions, a wounded
...J. '

_È~eal for compassion, a,disclosure of sudden emptiness.

And she would have to strike him down with àn implacable!

je m'en fiche: l don't care. Je n'suis pas contente was

enough. In any case, he said nothing.

She raises he~ eyes to his hair: somewhat long, not

particularly neat, definitely too thick in the back.

He gets more grey every day.

Is \e listening to him?

Yes, ~es. Why did he do

Who?

it? •

(
This Dewey character. Why did he kill his wife?

•
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Nobody knows. Apparentl~ she was the epitome of

gentility•.

Did he geta big turnout?

18

Oh, yes~ Made a speech and everything. AlI about the

•
vanity of life and the mercy of God,and aIl that.· The

. '"
place was packed. You could probably still fill Champ de

Mars with a puplic execution.

She can't believe he went out in the rain.

Field 'research. The reek of ,authenticitY. Might

be a book in it.

(The observer, the specimen hunter, the.uninvolved:

these are epithets he applies to himself with satisfaction .

.He will be alone for a while, that's aIl. But he is awed.l

What will she be doing tomorrow?

. 'She is supposed to play t~nis wi th Cynthia.

How is Cynthia, by the way? Last time he saw her she

was in pretty bad shape.

She's much better.
,

Almost a new persan.

She's starting to look like a new persan herself.

How much has she lost now?

Twenty pounds or 50.

trying.

She doesn' t know, she" s not

/

(

An inexplicable loss of appetite, eh?
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Not reàlly.,

(She shivers in the after-rain draught from the

•

,,'
,19

(

(

window. The Hayqn symphony has reached its boisterous
•

conclusion and now ~rything is still except Herold' 5

eyes, wavering in their sockets, and his fingers, beating

time against the glass in his lap.l

That taxi's taking its time getting,here. Dlamond,
.~

is it?

LaSalle.

Sure she doesn't want to change her mind? Go out

to a show instead? Grab sorne dessert maybe?

No. (This cornes out almost inarticulate, a preliterate,

womb-learnt denial.l

No,she's not sure?
•

No, phe's not hungry.

A.t sorne point· the phone rings. It is impossible to

. ' '.say exactly when this happens or howmany times 1t r1ngs

l)o befo're they notice it. It does not shatter the silence in

the roorn in any of the usual ways. The silence itself is

an extended lacuna. In effect, between.the'last word spoken

and the first ring of the phone there is nothing, a sus-
~

pensioE of articulation that could last a fraction of a
o·

second or several minutes.

!

--~
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"... ,
Herolq reaches~ver and picks up the receiver. A

woman (or girl) on the other end of the line identifies

herself as Joanne Harr;i.ngton, a student in one of bis

classes. She has called to request an extension on a

term paper, which Herold grants.
. '.

While sheis talking, Herold is conscious of her

voice seeping into him: It lodges there, no~ as a

series of wordsbut as a texture. Perhaps because it
•

is not a voice- he has heard often, he finds hirnself,
mildly excited by it, although this~ay be no more thàn

20

"

•

( the natural result 'of speaking to an invisible stranger

who nevertheless exists as a vague outline in his mind •.- .

What strikes him is the facility with wnich she has

caused him to move from Dne.mental (and physical) state

to another, transferrin?him between realities.

Who was th;it?

One of his students. It's nothing;

Alright. She has made.arrangements with Cynthia and

Peter to put her ~p in their.spare room for a couple of

weeks.

s:J reaches over wi th one hand arfd èloses the window.
<

(

•Now the silence is more definitive.

..
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(

Herold retracts,his arm to its former posit~on, the

elbow resting on the arm of the chair, the h~,d touching

the glass between his thighs. AIthough his body is now

,in a position outwardly identi\al to the oneit held

befor~ the phone ra~g, it feels~wisted and'uncontortable,

as if the muscles, having stretched out, cannot be restored

to ttleir former relaxed state without preliminary flexing.

~hat's kind of them.

The~'re like tha~.

Happiness is one of t~ose things, he decides, co-

cooned in its own conceptualness, to shake one's headat.
1

So Catherine, too, is of a certain age; that is becoming

apparent. She 'is thi~ now, a little round-Shouldered.

The fine line. of her mouth is a little. finer. Her fingers

are.stiff: but they have always been stiff, that's how

they ~re. And she always had those shifting eyes, which

\ give' the impression that she isn't telling the whole story.

Ever., The red end of the spectrum again, that goes un-

noticed. The days of snuggle and coo are obvio~sly lost
\

to history, disengaged from here and hereafter ...

\ .
•



•

The Nymphs

William Herold walks along Westmount Avenue and

inhales the season: the unfamiliar rawness of late Sept~-

ber. ·wisps of éloud dilute the pale blue sky behind a .

latt1ce of .unleaved branches. He stops in front of tollège'

Marguerite Bourgeois and watches an old nu~egotiate her
y •

way along.the drive. Her approach has the appearance of
\.,

drunkenness or uncert~inty; she is carefully avo~ng the

potholes that are still filled ~ith water from the previou~

day's rain .

. Gobd afternoon, sister.

Bonjour, monsieur.

He waiks for pleasure; this is Obvioz:'from the ex-

_.pression on his face and the disposition of his head. He

•
-dnes not look down at the pavement with his features fixed

,
in a grimace; he looks at the buildings on either side of

•
the street .in turn, as if studying their architecture. He

o seems to be examining t,heir objectivity, his mind otherwise

blank.
"

Nothing in his deportment suggests preoccupation,,

(

but his mind is not blank. At this moment he is experiencing

a pedantic satisfaction. He is tempted to expIain to the nun

(his characteristic mode of self-expression is explanation)

sorne of the history of the institution to which 'she is attach-

ed: that it was originally·on·St. Paul Street, at the end of

• •
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(
St. Dizier in the old part of the c~ty, home ta les filles

du roi, one thousand of whom (in the official reckoning)

came over between 1665 and 1673 ta marry the colonists of

The ward fille can mean either girl, maid,

'~ .......

Ne'e: France.
",,,_. > fIf- - -,~.,

Jo -, .... -_.P•.p··_·· •
- daughter, sister (nun) or whore. The nun is already hur-

rying away, the edge of her habit (or is it the wind)
o ~

.

stirring the fallen leaves on the sidewalk.

He walks toward Villa Maria, which had once been a )

hotel and, ,before that, 'the vice-;:egal residence. Now i t

'is a school for girls.

It was spring, five months ago. The streets were wet

with slush and drainage from the meltint snow banks and

the humid wind was tart with distinctive smells of the

~eason: thawing animal excrement that had Iain frozen aIl

~inter, mud, sodden tree bark, last year's grass. The

young girls exited their.school with considerable live

liness, anticipa~ing, Herold assumed, the tangues of their
~- -

wo~ld-be 10ver~.Th~y wore

their sweaters around their

tunics and tied the arms of

waists.

(

Herold sniffs the air but can smell nothing. The girls

of autu~n are languorous, more trudging, slanting their

bodies against the wind which blows back their hair and
•

exposes the imperfe'ctions of their pock-marked temples,,' ( ~.. . .
-~

the scars of their childhood diseases. They are at the point
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of acquiring a certain voluptuousness which does not.diS

credit their innocence. They appea~,to him primarily as
,

artifacts: they are decorative ·but not yet titillating.

She is in her early twenties, perhaps five-foot-three,

nicely fleshed out. Her height is all in her legs, which

. disguises the fact~hat she is ,·not very tall. Her face

is classically made, with high, angular cheekbones and

full lips. Her hair

ing the small of her

is long and deep brown, almost reach-! . • .

~~k. Her wide eyes gaze at him with

innocent sincerfty and beg him to pardon her dilatory

scholarship. It is rumored that she is married to a man

twice her age. Her complexion does not appear to be sallow,

although it is difficult to tell because she applies her

make-up 50 thickly in an effort to conceal her sl'ightly
o?

pitted skin. Her eyes are nearly round and are clearly her

best feature. She is in love with Alexander the Great •..
Catherine Herold, 'née Laro~e, has been in love twice

that he can think of, maybe other times of which he is not

aware, and pet~aps even right now. The first tLme was with
•

a medicai student in the early fifties who studied in a

seminary to takc advantage of the fre~ education. This was
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~

in the country. At that time, her family owned a general

store in a small village an~ realized enough profit from it

to send Catherine, ,the youngest of three daughters, to

study paipting at L'Ecole des Beaux Arts in Montreal. Her

Nother,"Clothilde, whose brother the bishop would later
, .

scandalize the town by being excommuniéàted for preaching. .
the Apollinarian heresy of monophysitis~ instigated this

"

maneuve~in the beliet that it was impious of her daughter.-.
to accept the courtship of a seminariah, despite the fact

that the suitor was under no oblig~tion to take Holy Orders

upon graduation. In Montreal Catherine lived with her

eldest sister, who was married to a grocer. William

Herold was ~t that time a graduate student in history.
, .

He remembers places: the bar of Drake's restaurant on the. .
corner of stanley and St. Cather~e, the Cadillac Clüb on

Peel Street, the Sportsman Bar on Mansfield and Burnside.

He does not mourn the passing of these establishments, which,

after aIl, he has outgrown, but, he is sometimes affected by

a certain nostalgia for days when he enjoyed the company of

others. When the Mansfield Hotel, which housed the Sports-
•

man in its basement, was torn down in the early seventies

he felt a definite .tickle of loss, for it was there that

he fir~t made love to his future wife .

•

1
•



get married?

e thinks he's getting a bruise on his ankle.

(
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Are you alright, Bill?-. .-
,." <'----

"He tripped on the st~'P"- He\s, ,
• J

where. you have to c~mb two steps

s he sure he still wants to

26

never seen a room

to get to the bathroom.

(

They were married in 1955, in February" in a Catholic

church, although Herold was an Anglican. Clothilde Laroche,

who disapproved of her daughter marrying a non-Catholic,

especially an anglais, stayed home, but Cath~rine's father

atténded. There was a small reception and no honeymoon,

and there would have been no church· either" but Catherine

hoped to placate her mother's ill-will, which she' failed to

do, by having a traditional ceremony. When the time came

for Herold to kiss the bride he was too flustered to think

of it and had to be prompted by the priest. 1here was a

photographer present, and flowers, and Catherine's two

sisters were bridesmaids. In the picture of Catherine

and William standing o~the steps of the altar, which they

had framed and placed on a table in their living room,

Catherine is beaming into the camera while William, ap-

parently distracted, is looking away. Actually, he was

trying to turn his left semi-profile to the camera because

he considered it his best side.
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It begins to

He starts walking

get dark earlier than Herold expected.,
back home. He has made no adjustments'

(

to his schedule for his first night alone; first supper,

then a li-ttle reading, then sleep. There will be no

intrusion ..

He reflects: autumn isnot the season of suicides.

,She has marks on her wrists, raised bands of scar

tissue across the inner joint. She has a strange look in

her eyes when he,lectures on the Greeks, a kind of rapture

directed not at him but at what he says. It makes a re-

freshing change from the more usual boredom and vacuity.

He wonders what it is that appeals to her about the Greeks:

their culture, ·philosophy, statuary, drama, government?,

Or i~ it their brutality, tryiir tribalness, the imperial

urge of philip and Alexander? Alexander the conqueror

or Alexander the civilizer? He himself, by 9is own es

timation, is a civilized man, but his ability to arouse

passioh is distinctly and ever more obviously unmanifest.



Muffins

Standing on a cha~r, balanced on the toetips of one

bare foot, the -tendons of her leg straining against the

skin, her other leg stretched out behind her at an angle

of about thirty degrees (its foot pointing to one of the

tiny stars on the linoleum ~loor), the high arch of her'

buttocks stretching the leather of her skirt, she reaches
,

into the back of the cupboard. Thomas Albert Harri~gton,

38, LL.B. ('56), supportsh~r'with one hand an the soft
. ,

crease behind her thigh ana exerts a slight upward pressure.

She has a perfect ass, he tells her. ,

She turns and wraps her legs around his waist, en-

circling his neck with her arms. One hand holds a muffin

tin behind his head.

Her legs are tao short. •

No, they're not. And besides, that has nothing to

do with it.

She always wanted long legs. She always wanted to

be tall.

She doesn't have ta be.

She gues ses she's no Lady Ç;odiva.

She has nice tits, tao.

He knows she hates that word:

(
change anything.

•
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He nuzzles one breast with his face. She holds his

head close to her for.a moment and then detacbes herself

from him. He is freshly shaven and smells of Brut. The

left side of his chin is~~cked.with nicks. His upper
;, ........

lip overhangs the lower, coming tô a point in the middle.

She has always found this sexy, this bit of superfluous

.flesh that makes him look permanently bruised.

"His muffins.

She doesn't have to do that.

She knows he likes tpem.

He likes her better.

He reaches for her b~~he
'----~'.

backs away. This is a

(

"

new instinct, a freshly acguired reaction: already he has

passed into strangeness, into strangerhood. They were

married for a year; they have been separated a month.

Don' t, she' says.

They aren't divorced.

Yet.

They may decide not to go through with it.

is twenty-two. Tom had been surprised to dis-

t at he had married a virgin. She supposes he had

been impressed. It was a guestion of fear rather than in-

nocence. It was the first maidenhead he had ever encountered.

He snapped it with a single punch, her ·perfect ass" awash

in blood, his grunts of satisfaction an audible smirk. But

he had not been ungentle. She had always counted on his
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patience. It ran out suddenly, an overdrawn account. He

~iled for a separation. She found ït aIl very matter-of-fact,

perfectly business-like. He told her she was too immature

for him, that she was still young and hadn't really grown

up into the marriage. It took him a year to realize it.

Now he hints at reconciliation, shutting her out of the

decision.

She doesn't want them to lose sight of heremotional

age.

Do they really have to go through it aIl aga in?

No.
•

She has a way of pùrsing her lips in anger that she

knows he .hateS,ya withdrawal of the corners of her

that signaIs contempt. It is her answer, her sign

mouth

of

(

dismissal. It ;educes him, defeats his equipoise. Dim

inished, he gropes for a weapon. That is her victory: to

cause him to strike, to disr.upt his control. It is a trick

of finite utility; it can be learned, anticipated, adjusted

to and, ultimately,'countered with discipline. He knows how

to catch his breath, quiet his heartbea~, retrench and begin

again.

Sometimes she feels she's being victimized by his

male Menopause. Why doesn't he admit that he doesn't know

what the hell to do?
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What issue'of Cosmopolitan did she learn that fromi

She fills the pocke~s of the.muffin tin with pleated

paper m~ffin cups. She spoons batter into the cups, whiéh

she has arranged by celor: blue on the left, pink on the

right.

He doesn't think that was a very fair thing to say.

1t really hurts him to think that she èould say something

like that.

~oanne puts the fir~ed tray into the.oven and sets the

dial.

She didn't preheat the oven.

1s he going to teach her how to make muffins now?

Evidently not.

He had been a tender educator, she admits,that. They
•

honeymooned in Greece. Greek men leered at her from cafes.

Her clothes were too tight.

•
that obliterated her face.

She wore huge~nglaSSeS

Tom held her hand but. she did

the leading. She dragged him to shops and agoras and to

the beach twice a day. He said nothing, folding himself

into her whims like a raisin into a cookie. She had a way

of stopping to talk to strangers on the street, beggars,

hippies, anyone 'with a musical instrument. At night in

clubs she would make a pointofgetting into a conversation

with the musician~, holding Tom by the hand while the Greeks

tried to grind out a word or two of English, tried to make

her understand with their eyes and their twisted grins that
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they were able if she was willing. Later, Tom would be

sweet in bed, lying next to her witn a hand between her

legs, trying to coax a response. She was nervous when they

were alone. He tried to make her believe that he wasn't

jealous but she could tell t~at he was by the formality of

his approach. The sweetness was easily dissolved in fear:

he was afraid of her, of what she might do to humiliate him.

It had started already. But that was her, she was like that;

it he didn't like it, too bad. Later she would learn to

compromise but it was.too late: he had already written her

off.

. Anyway, that was a mean thing to say.

Why donat they just forget it, okay?

She sits down at

had been incredible.

the table. The pollution in Athens

~
He followed her around and let her

(

do as she pleased. He loved her; it showed. Love was a

sort of sublime confusion, a detachment from life. Life

was a banal confusion, a bored bemusement. Love was a

heightening of interest in a particularity; nothing changed

but the focus.

Is he going to smoke that. thing?

He looks at the cigarette in his hand which he has

been drumming on the table for several minutes. . It is
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bent in the middle and about a quarter inch of tobacco

has spilled out of it. He cracks a smile.

He guesses not.

Let her'have one.

She started aga in?

She never stopped.

Oh, really? She told him she had quit.

Listen, are they going to be honest or not?

Of course they are. Haven't they always been?

He should tell her.

Let him light that for her.

She can do ·it.

Here.

He holds a match under the tip èf her cigarette.

3.3

t

Leaning toward tQe flame wi~h a little bow she shuts her

eyes. F~r a moment she feels sympathetic toward him. She

(

doesn!t really feel like smoking. She hands him the

cigarette. Leaning back, he exhales through his nose,

self-contained. The moment dissipates in the rush of smoke

and the acrid reality of burned sulfur. She becomes aware

of the sweet smell of cooking batter: her gift.

'.
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Cemetary

.-
Ancient history, to Joanne, was a series of resound-..

ing names; battles, places, peoples, mass migrations, the
•

waxing and waning of cultures--together they comprised an

exotic rhetoric that was bloodless, sweatless, clean and•
musical. To her, thecontinual struggle of different

,
fgroups for the same land, spa~ning centuries, was a kind·

.of theatre where the actors changed but not the roles;

Elamiteâ and Kassites· and Sumerians gave way ta Assyrians

and Chaldeans and Medes, Cimmerians replaced Urartuans
•

who had replacèd Hunnites, Hittites"yield~d to.Phrygians

who yielded, in' turn, to Lydians. There were names,~~ike

,
Anaximines and Anaximander, that designated men she could

barely imagine, who had evolved systems of thought she
•

could not tell apart, Hyksos, Helios, helots, Helen:

history was an epic poem.
1 . ,

The trees seem to go on for a long ~ime, the path

weaving among t~em. The ground is spotted by sunlight

dribbling through the branches. She hears the flapping

of invisible wings, the staccato çries of insects and the
,

faint hum and hiss of distant traffic. Unconsciou,sly, she ....

squeezes the hand that is holding hers.

( ,
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•
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The sound of the Aegean: it sounded aIl blue water

and white sand~- The word itself sounded this way, although

the place itself could never have been that way. lt must•
have been another dirty ocean, filthy with the bilge of

,.-/ ,

trieremes. But the. eyes that looked.over it were Alexander's •

....

He walks barefoot across the vast hall. By nov he

is used to the snakes his mother keeps in her room. ·She

has just told him that the king is not his real father.

He carries a pair of sandals in his left hand. He sees
•

the opening at the end of the hall through a filter of

hair. He was born in August, a Leo.

The path curves sharply to the right by a large tree.

Tombstones on a hill are visible through crotches of thièk

branches. They vary in shape and height so that they appear

to be a natural growth or a randomly assernbled crowd of

observers. Paul Bradley drops her hand and runs toward

a tree. He jumps to catch the lowest of the branches and

swings himself up cnte it. His movement is ~wift and agile,
r

so that from the moment his feet leave the ground and begin'

to arc up!'1ard toward the perch he becom~s an extension of

the landscape. He g~ins down at her.

Che~re puss, she' 'says, would you tell me, please,
,J

which way l ought to go from here?

..
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Is that a direct quote?

Verbatim.

She leans her back against the massive trun~ and

~

3,6

(

slides down ,into the short grass. Paul stands and reaches

tentatively for a drooping branch j~st beyond his out

stretched fingers. He gives up and sits down again.

It's probalSly not worth it anyway, he says.

How do you know l'm mad? J5anne says.

What?

Alice in wonder land.

If she says so.

He jumps ·down, and -li,s across her body, resting

his head against her hip. Beyond his face she can see

her crossed ankles and her shoes; one foot, the upper

one, jiggles back and forth, dancing solo in an abstract

rhythm.

Is she tired?

No.

Sure?

Let's walk.

She seems distracted. What is she thinking about?

Nothing.

Come on, he can see there's something~
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She was thinking that Hannibal spent fifteen years

in Italy and never attacked Rome. He marched up to it
."

once, threw a spear at the wall and walked away.

He's sorry he asked.

37

The tombstones are laid out in neat groups separated

by trees andhedges.

obelisks; one boasts

Sorne of the graves are ~apped with

a carved angel on ~pedestal. Sorne

(

•

of the obelisks and tombstones have been knocked over by

vandals, giving sections of the cemetary a ruined look.

These sections seem less dignified, more pitiful, but

somehow more grandiose.

They stop at a section near Côte-des~Neiges where

the graves are all marked by identical stones and where there

are no trees.

This is where they put the war heroes, Paul says. He

wonders why .•
They had to put them somewhere.

Re wants to go back to the car. Does she want to

d,five up on .the mountain?

They're on the mountain.

He means the other side.

She likes it better here .

•
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She had been his firstgirlfriend, years aga. In
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high school he had not been popular .. He had been tao thin,

bespe~tacled, kind of greasy looking. His skin had 9,en bad,

his teeth too prominent. He bloomed, eventually, but he

was marked (this would have been obvious to ber, in any

case, even if he had not made a,point--rather too much

of a point, she thinks--of telling her himselfl: oversen-

sitive, distrustful, full of fear. His father was auto
(

cratic, hesaid. His mother drank. He was weak and he

knew it. He learned how to twist this into a semblance of

vulnerability from which he could extract a portion of

sexual power. It started with Joanne. They went to

Mount Royal, the Westmount side where there were fewer

people. He ~sn't allowed to touch her. Ever elusive,

she slipped through his hands. She knew hbw to lose herself,

then, at least. She was always looking somewhère else,

always unravelling sorne interior mystery. He was in love

with her: her hair, her big eyes, her own unpopularity.
~

She had a dog, a Great Dane named Pluto ("Like in the king

of Hades?" "Like in Mickey Mouse."). He pursued her, the

back of her head beyond his palm. She grew bored. They

split up but he called her often. Eventually she married....
Tom, an older man. Paul forgot her without too much trouble

(he has said so and she believes him). Now she is back, .

a discard, more sensitive and withdrawn. She ~lways seems

( about something, as ever.



( .

SPERDAKOS/ULTRAV10LET

She's not depressed is she?

Of course noe. What has she got to he depressed

. about?

He doesn't know. Why did she want to come here?

1t' 5 pretty.

15 that a1l?
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For now.

1t is pretty.

Come on, 'let's go.

They follow.the winding road between large lots of

grav~. Soon the' road becomes flanked by trees and the

tombstones are farther apart and more ornate. There are

statues and sorne fenced-in plots with gardens planted

around the graves, and an occasional mausoleum.

He watches as his father is put to bed ~ith his new

bride. The old man is drunk. He hears a toast proposed:

"to a legitimate heir." Enraged, he spins around and hurls

his goblet in the direction of the offending voice. Philip

rises and lurches toward him, brandishing his sword, but

he is too drunk for such sudden movement and he falls.
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They reach a point where the path they are on is crossed

by another. Joanne gestures with her chin toward a group of

young boys on th~ second path, walking away to their left.

'Three of the boys are walking together in f~nt, engaged in

an animated conversation. They are followed by another

group of three, silently plodding after the leaders. Last

cornes a single boy, trudging along withhis hands in his

pockets, studying th~ ground and trotting a little every

few paces in an effort to, catch up with the others. Joanne

stops and watches them until they are out of sight over a

low rise.

Apparently his eyes are grey and liqu~. She supposes

•
that if he were to be photographed they would appear empty

of color, vacant hallucinatory pools. It is rumored by

memoirists that his breath issweet. When he rides be-

fore the assembled phalanxes, his hair sweeps back in a

wavy mane, exposing his ears.

They find her husband's car and drive along the

narrow roads, without destination but continuously ascending.

Paul opens the glove compartment; inside he finds two

drawings of faces, done in charcoal. The faces are long and

drawn and streaked with lines that are obviously intended

to represent pain: mysterious torments embedded in the

shortest distance between two points. The eyes are dry and

dead-looking. The two pictures ~e almost identical; they

•
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experiencing tbe same despair, as if the life inhabiting

the.face is sensible of no other emotion.

Who drew these?

She did.

They remind him of El Greco's madmen.

Put them back, Paul.

Does she think she has any talent.

She doesn't want to talk about it.

He wonders what her husband thought.· Was she try

ing to tell him something, leaving them in his car?

They are nearing the top of a hill. There are fewer

alternate roads to choose from now and the land is un-

developed.

She saw him today, as a matter of fact.

Oh, really? Why? He means, what did he have to say?

She made him sorne muffins.

15 that all she did?

Of course.

Theyreach the crematorium at the top of the hill.

A large flower bed is in full bloom by the entrance. 1t is

1ndian summer.

They're doing well for so late in the season, Paul says.

Want to go in?
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Not really.

Corne on.

She gets out of the car and runs up the crematory

steps. Paul follows her into a barren hall.

Not much action, he says .
•

She's changed her mind. She wants to go back.

At Tarsus he is ill from swirnrning in coId water.

He takes the cup from his physician. As he is about

to drink, he is informed that the man has orders to

poison him. He hands the letter containing this in

telligence to the physician and drinks. He suffers

from diarrhoea for days thereafter.

Outside, the sun is very bright. Smoke drifts

in thin wisps from the chimney of the building. Joanne

gets into the car and starts the engine. Paul enters

from the passenger side and hands her two roses.

What's that?

He picked them for her.

He stretches an arm along the back of her seat and

42

..

tries to pull her closer. Her upper arm is fleshy beneath

her thin sweater. She throws the roses through the win-

dow.
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,
He is stunned. He becomes conscious of bis arm,

extended in a now embarrassing embrace. It is warm in

the car and he can feel the sun on th~ back of his hand •

•
The suddenness of her response has left him suspended,

50 that he is momentarily aware of every sensation, es-

pecially the heaviness in his chest. Joanne's hair has

fallen forward over her shoulder 50 that only her nose
"'f!' '-""

can be seen; it is straight and small. In profile, the

back of her head seems very round.

What did she do that for?

He didn't have to take two of them.

What's the matter with her?

One would have been enough. He didn't have to

ruin two of them.

She didn't have to throw them both away.

\
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Breughel

Paul Bradley keeps everything in perspective. He

draws straight lines into the future that meet at the

horizon. That is the moment of death, at the point of

convergence. lt is based on a kind of pun: vertical man,

in a Christian sense, becoming hor~zontal man, in a non-

Christian sense. He explains this te Alan Sansavar very. .
carefully, pointing to the large

"Children's Games" that is taped

head.

print of Breugh\l'S

to the wall abo~ Alan's

(

lnspired by that picture, he says. Look at the street

on the right. Just look at that depth. You've got the

bustle and the activity in the foreground, diminishing as

the street tapers off. That's the kind of metaphor l'm

talking about.

There's a church at the end of the street. 1s that ~

what he means?

No, no, forget about that. Just think of i{ as a

stone wall. A wall with a tower, if you like. Forifet

about Breughel. You're driving a car down a narrow street

in the middle of the night, speeding, of course, you're

mad about speed--you're bombing along and suddenly there's

a wall there and there's no way you can stop.

/

•
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What happens? Alan asks, with little interest.

You hit it, of course. You see it coming and you

think--my God, l'm dead! You know you've had it.You,
close your eyes at the last second and wait for the im-

pact. You hardly feel it. You just pass from darkness

into darkness and the next thing you know you're dead.

Alan supposes there's more to it than that.

Not really. Not when you think about it.

with all due respect, it doesn't really seem worth

thinking about.

45

Paul exhales with an exasperated hiss. lt was just

a dream he had.

Alan rolls a cigarette on a pocket machine. He is
~

not neat about it, and whentobacco spills cnte his jeans

he brushes it to the floor.

There is a woman in a photograph, with a long face

and a high foreh~ad partly obscured by smoke from an out-\
•

of-frame cigarette. She is squinting slightly, so that

the skin between her right eye and the beginning of the

hair on the right side of her head (the only side,visible)

is wrinkled. Her

of her neck, with

hair is.cut

no ~temPt
straight across at the back

at style; the line of the cut

continues around to the side of her head 50 that the hair
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falls ta about an inch below her ear. The line is straight

only in a general way, with many uneven sections, as if

she has eut it herself, quickly and without great care.

In her raised left hand, filling the bottom right corner

of the picture, she hoIds the hair she has eut off, a dense

mass of delineated shadow (the photo is black and white)
•

that seems to be about'sixteen inches long. Rer expression,

which is rather ambiguous and difficult to describe accurate-

ly, is a mixture of triumph, defiance and abashment. What

is most imp~essive about the picture is i ts iconographie

composition: it is both definitive and arcane, like a Tarot

cardo

When Alan first came over from England to live with

his sister (the woman in the photograph), her husband, and

their five children, he did not plan to stay long. That

was two years ago. His sis ter returned to England a year

later, ~fter her divorce, and Alan moved to a semi-basement

near Carré St. Louis. He supported himself for a time
. ,

dealing hash oil and LSD on St. Denis Street, where he was

known as l'Anglais by most and as Alain by a few.' One

of these few, J~ques Chénard (Ch;nard le Chien, as he
'. \

fancied himself), had also begun his adult life as an

enterprising, if not too successful, dealer in illegal

hallucinogens, branching out, as the times dernanded, into
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more lucrative narcotic substances.
1
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At one time Chenard

had been
, .

Quebec a

.
a political science student at l'Université du

~
Montréal. Abandoning his studies, he became an

)

inspired radical in defense of the preservation Of~ch

Canadian cultural identity. Alan met him in the course of

daily business in the St. Denis Street bistros. He did

not find it unnatural that Jacques took to him, although he

spoke French, as he did English, with a heavy British accent.

He merely assumed that Jacques detected a social kinship

between them that transcended language, for he himself was

a kind of latter-pay adherent of la r~volution.

Throughout his months in the St. Denis district Alan

.'heard references to a group called Le Front de la'Lum~ere

Noire, but the organization itself, to which Jacques apparent-

ly belonged, remained an abstraction. Its ideology, aims

and methods were likewise only vaguely communicated to him

and the impression he formea was that it was little more than

a small group of dedicated Qu~becois whose purpose was to

educate the people to sorne sort of undefined action.

) According to Jacques Chénard, the group chose its name

~ to signify that, like ultraviolet radiation, it was in

'visible but ubiquitous, could heal or destroy, and, like

a black light, cou id illuminate a properly prepared substance,

,
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i .. e .. , ..the francophone populace. Alan, intrigued by such

,

metaphoric extrapolations, tried to discuss it one after-

noon with Jacques.

l suppose you could say that it"-represents the" hid-
.

den spirit of ~he French Canadians in sorne way, Alan "said.
,

Or their demon of freedom, their essential elan.

Je suppose.

Alan sucked on a joint and handed it to Jacques.

This isn't very good stuff, Jacques said. " .

There are probably theological implications as weIl,

when you think about it.

lt's just a name. Like ~t.

Alan moved out of the district in May to take up

residence ~n a roorning house off Dorchester, where he had

been hired as a nightclerk. Paul workedthe evening shift.

Sansavar. That sounds mor~ Spanish than English.

lt's French, actually. Probably cornes from sans

avoir--have nothing. Apparently, l'm descended from im-

poverished Norman gentry, unless sorne ancestral" serf adopt

ed his master's name at sorne point. BuJthen, a sans-avoir

(

)

wouldn't ~ve any serfs, would he?

And the accent?

Leicester-euro-Cambridge.

•

,

-,

"

"~
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to the wall above his bed, in which she is seen fram the

back right, sitting on the fl"~or with"her arms around her

knees, her head cradled iri the joint of her left arm and
,', ".......

shoulder. Just beyond her bare feet is a small round ash-

tray,of a type common in restaurants, with an indistinguish-

able word printed on its inner surface. One of its notches

holds a lit cigarette from which rise th~n plumes of smoke,

thè whole having the appearance of burning incense.

Alan wants toknow if there are any matches.

Here.

Paul watches him put the flame to the end of th~ thin

cigarette he has rolled. Alan's beard, long but not thick,

almost oriental in its spars~ness, is parted and forked

un~er his chin.

He asks Paul how it is going with Joanne.

Okay. She took him to the cemetary this afternoon.

The cernetary? Lshe sounds a little morbid.

Actually, she's thinking of•
Rèally? He hadn't realized

, "

moving in with him.

Paul had g~ten tha~jir~r.

c·

5he and Alan can go to funerals together.

Now,' now, don' t be nasty.

,
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J. [.:te;;
~ & --

They pause to sip beer. It has gone warm. Paul

stares ac the Breughel.

You know, he says, that's really the only picture

of his that l like.

50

-..
'.. ~

(

....

Alan is privy to the bluntness of death. H~ knows it

as a softening of edges, a slow slipping into indistinctness.

It approaches in increments of advancing dullness., a greying

of the senses. This is the effect on him of sleeping pills

and aspirin, taken in conjunction for a total of approxi-

mately eighty capsules and tablets. The alleged motive
, '

is abandonment by a lover. Afterwards, memory ~egins again ,

with an image of carpeting, worn and dirty blue, a heaving

of the digestive tract accompanj.ed by constricted breathing

and sorne loss of hearing, a sickening ~ide in what must be

a taxi, and Paul's voice answering questions that seem to

refer to him .
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Miro

If Godhad to do the flood over again, Herold says,

he would not repeat"the mistake of telling Noah about it

in advance.
,

1

1..-

Tom Harrington sinks a two-foot putt for a bogey

on the twelfth green at Laval-sur-la-~ac Country Club.,
WeIl, you're up two, Tom, Chris Watson,says. l

suppose you want to press the bet. ..

First she takes a number of short steps, as if un-

certain that she wishes to proceed (although there is no

... significance to what she is contemplating). Then she

stops and stands motionless, her,gaze directed at the

~lass coffee table through which the rust-colored carpet

is visible.
"\

After several moments she reaches up and

faste~s her hair into a ponytail with an elastic. She

has been walking, appa'rent.ly aimlessly, from room to

room" for the past half hour. Her present stillness sign~s

the end of her ta·sk: she has redefined the place to which

she has just moved a few hours ago.

•

(
J"

<--' .•
"
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l thought you were the evangelist of civilization,

Herold, McClough says.

l'm afraid l'm all out of good news.

He believes in an abstract perfection, Tim Andrews. .
says ..

S2

Chris Watson wants to know how his affairs are pro-

gressing.

Well, you should

Bergeron--not the old

be alrioht, Tom says.
./-

man, his son--he's the

This guy
~

real prick

(

you've got to watch out for. He's the one who's been

giving you all the trouble. l've made sorne arrangements

with the other directors, though, and they're willing to

go along with you. Just one more die-hard on the board,
'.

not counting Bergeron junior, but l think we can swing him.

The company will be in your pocket, say, this time two

weeks from now. l've already got enough proxies tied

up to ensure the vote. You don't have to worry about· a

(

thing. Just le~~ handle it. •
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Eventually, she drifts over to the large window

53

overlooking the alley. In a sense, she is summoned by

the shrieking of the children playing there, two storeys

down, whom she cannot see from her present angle. The

sky is overcasb and everything is grey. She feels that

she herse If partakes of this greyness, as if she has been

flattened out, subdued, perhaps nullified. She stares,

through the window, wishing it woûld snow.

Barbarism, brutality and bestiality are unalterable

constants of human tribal existence, Herold says. Civil~

ization just means we're more polite about our depradations.
~.

l see.

Civilization is an ornament, Herold says.

This guy Bergeron still bothers me. i don't see

how you can get around him.

Let's facé it, Chris, what does a Frenchman know about

business?
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She turns back to face the room. On the wall to the

left is taped a print of Breughel's ~Children's Games~·

Beyond that, a little lower on the wall so that its bottom

edge is quite close to the lamp on the small end-table,

is a mounted reproduction of Miro's "Woman in the Sun."

Along the right-hand wall stand two bookcases and, between

them, an unpainted credenza upon which rests a television.

Above this is a small print of Picasso's _"The Lovers."

In order to exit the room, she must pass between these

two walls and thenturn left through an archway into the

entrance area, which is partially blocked by a low chair

and a telephone stand. As she executes this maneuver. her

eyes remain fixed on a single point: the Miro on the left

wall. Thus, as she walks her nead gradually pivots left-

ward until she is directl~ front of t~e picture. Only

then, because of the posit~f the coffee table, can

she realign her body with the angle of her vision. When

she has completed this movement, she stops for a moment
•

to study the picture before leaving the room.

l'm thinking of a-girl, Herold says, drunk at last,
,

who, as far as l can tell, is in love with Alexander the

Great.

•
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You're talking about the business of the future,

55

Chris. In a few years, recycled anything will be worth

money to the man doing the job. Right now yoù're in on

the ground floor with paper. Sure it's still only a small

piece of Empire State Pulp & Paper, but you'll have a

chance in a couple of months to get a separate subsidiary

going. Go to the bookstore sometime, Chris, look at the

books. A hundred percent recycled paper. People don't

want to throw anything awayanymore. They want to reuse

what they've got. This is going to be big for you.

EV~hear
l '-. .

She ' l1s

from her?

me aIl the time, Herold says.,

,
•

How's she making out?

She says she .plays a lot of te,nnis.

Does she ever say aoything definite? About coming

back, l mean.

She says she loves me.

Isn't that a goodsign? That she says she loves you,

l mean?

Not really. We always say that.
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We should get together again next week for another

round. Keep youin shape, Chris.

Are you kidding? l almost froze out there today.

This place will beclosed in a week or two.
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(

(

,0'

l never quit until there's snow on the ground. That's

how much l love golf.

The picture is almost completely blue, a very deep

blue. The woman is a stick figure, a matter of a few
.

black lines, with a round head, as in a drawing by a child.

Above the woman, and on the same plane (thereis no attempt

at perspective), is an imprecisely drawn yellow baIl.
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Ardor

Joanne and Paul: a recrudescence. Reinfecting each

other, they wonder what is different. Nothing is different:

they.become what they are. (If l knew then what l know

now .

focus

to be

.. they kneW,~nd it made no difference.l Only the

is clearer, le~s sepiated; they trick out the present
(

similar to the~past but better--a darkroom technique.

•
1

Joanne rises from the bed and lifts the vindow blind.

Still-life on windowsill: a candIe in an iron dish resting

on two books (their spines facing the window and thus un

readablèl, a Malbec wine bottle containing an inch of liquid

blackness and sediment, an African violet potted in a plas-

tic margerine container.

She hates the way the sun cornes in in the morning, she

tells him, pulling down the blind.

What is she talking about?

Nothing.

Talking to herself?

The sun's too bright.

She runs her nails across her scalp, peeling the tangles

from her hair. The' room is dusty and reeks of nightbreath

and sleep. It smells of dirty linen. The air is soiled

and thick with particles dri fting in the sunlight that

penetrates the tiny punctures in the blind.
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Can't she see he's trying to sleep?

50?

50 what did she wake him up for?

He sleeps too much.

5he sitson the edge of the bed and picks at the

58

•

,
damp clumps of flaked skin under her fingernails: scalp

debris, dead cells, the afterbirth of the little pleasure

that scratching affords.· 5he is walking down a corridor

lined with doors. Each door is slightly ajar but she is

tempted by none of them. At the bottom of each door is
•

the same elongated triangle of light and fram beyond each

emanates an identically pitched wave of snoring. It

bothers her to see someone asleep when she is not.

5he begins to get dressed, with a kind of persistent

willfulness, as if performing a duty, a boring ~hore that

must be-suffered to completion. Tom has said that daily

life weighs upon her, demanding too much attention to

....

detail, an excess of devotion to the insignificant. Joanne

knows (believes) that the mundane must be invested with

meaning, but she lacks the self-deluding artificiality of

the skilled interpolator.

~Come here, Paul says.

What?

(

Don't get

She wants

Not yet.

up~

td go

such a hurry.

to Steinberg's .. They need sorne food.
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l He pulls her down. Energetically, he circumscribes

her neck with a choker of kisses.

Is he looking for trouble?

. Maybe.

He has a nipple cupped in the palm of each hand. He

plays. He lacks high seriousness: the joke of s~x.

l'm not virile enough for you? he says.

_ Sometimes they do i t three times a day. Sometimes he

times them: twenty minutes, half an hour--a SUIn of dirnirlbtive

passions.

Strictly functional, she says. Astride him, she

catches his penis between her labia and moves up and down.

He presses his hands against her thighs to retard her

motion.

You'll make me corne, he says.,

l'm trying to shut you up"she says.

Above the bed, another poster is ;aped: a Turner sea

scape depicting aship caught in a storm. This picture is

predominantly a study in yellow, more suggestive of a sand-

storm than an ocean tempest. lt matches the curtains that

Joanne has by now drawn across the windows, covering the

ineffective blinds with a kind of gauzy filter. Although

the entire room is painted white, it appears to be a shade

of pale orange, a projection of intangible celer.

, ,
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,
'The daY~liPS into a different tense. At four o'clock

Paul must leave for work. He stands at the front door, the

knob under his hand. Joanne is in the bedroom several feet

away, 50 ~hat they must raise their voices in order to be

heard.

Okay, he's leaving.

Okay. Does he love her?

Okay, bye.

Did he hear what she said?

No, what?

Sure does.

Sure.

What does shê mean sure?

She means she doesn't believe him.

"What does she mean she doesn't believe him?-'

She means she doesn't.

Corne on, eh.

She doesn't .

Come on.

Oh, alright. Bye.

Okay, bye.

-
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The night slips into a different tense but the colors

remain the same: the shade of the bedroom lamp is the same
..

orange as the curtains. The bed has not been made, the

sheets display a pattern of yellow flowers. Although the.
light is on there is no one in the room .

•

It is three o'clock in the>morning.

Joanne is lying on the living room coucha her back

propped up with cushions. She is reading

Europ~an History by Carl Gustavson. Paul

The Shape of
;7

is sitting by

(

(

a table in the corner, trying to write a poem. He is

staring intently at the keyboard of a small portpble

typewrtter, his fingers poised in mid-air. On the wall

above the table ~s a print by Chagall: a sheep's head.

The following conversation takes place against a barely

audible musical background: a Joe Cocker album is playing

on the stereo in the opposite corner of the room to where

Paul is sitting. The volume is tUrned down very .low. The

record in question is Side One of Stingray; the songs that

play, in order, are: "The Jealous Kind," "1 Broke Down,"

"You Came Along," "Catfish ,.r.' and "Moon Dew."

•

.---
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What's the matter, losing his touch?..
15 that what she thinks?

What does he think?

••
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He just can't. think of anything poetic.

He's lost it, baby.

He just can't think of any~hing to say, that's all~

Wherè are those journals that published him before?

Right behind her. Second shelf.

These two here?

...Right. (He starts to type.)

What did he get?

He's writing what she's doing. "She reaches with

one arm/curved slightly in an oblique twist/and exera[ts..
two thin volumes from a dense'ly packed r.()w.·

;Exciting.

1t's her life they're'talking about here.

Who's the woman in this one?

No one special.

'.'

She's a little jealous of the women in his poems. 1s

she one of them? ~

, .
No, he never wrote a poem about her. They' re fiction.

She knows that but she wenders who they are s6metimes.

(

He too. \
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'""She's reading someone else now.

She mean~ someone else's poem?

Uh-huh.

Let him write that down.

63

Maybe they should live apart.

to worry about what he's thinking.

•
That way she won't have

." \

(

"

He doesn't understand what she means.

He never answered her.question that afternoon. It's

been botherlng her aIl day •
•

What question?

She hates to keep repeating it. She asked him if he

loved·her .

. Yes.

She means, does he love her for her.

Yes, he does. Does that answer her question?

She means for' her.

That answers the question for her?

She just wants to know if he loves her, that's ail.
)

(There is a prolonged pause here, during which she

continuesto read -through the twp poetry journâls and .he

stares fixedly at the typewriter. In fact, a close

•examination of his eyes would reveal that he is probably

not concentrating on what he is doing, not, that is, trying

to think of the nëxt ,line of his poem. Rather, he appears

to be daydreaming, or thinking of nothing at ail, or lis-
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1
tening intently'to the .music. i When the reco~d finishes,_

Joanne gets'up and flips it'over; Paul's expression does

not change. The songs that now play are (again in order):
. ...

"The Man in Me," "She is My Lady," "Worrier,· "Born Thru

Indifference," and "A Song for You." Joanne is definitely

listening, for she is moving her body in time to the music.

Between the first and second songs she resumes the con-

versation. )

She wonders if 'it's only physical~

What is?

She and he.

What kind of shit is that?,

Sometimes she wonders, that's aIl.

WeIl, she should stop wondering.

Sometimes she thinks he just likes her for sex.

That's it alright. How did she figure it out?

She 's· serious.

He'll prove it to her.

She's serious, Paul.

He loves her, Joanne, you know what he means? How many

times a day does he have to tell her?

(

Tell her.

He just told her.

Tell her agaih.

He loves her, goddamn it.

Tell her often.

,



(" Dancing

In the fall Cynthia Bradley always tries to do some

thing different with her hair. The past year she,has let

it grow down just beyond her shoulders, curled outward in

•
broad waves. Now,she has cut it short, curving it in-

ward under her jaw line, and cropped the front into

straight bangs that fall to within a few centimeters of

her eyebrows. She has al50 changed the color from a.deep,

woody brown to a lighter, reddish brown. The original

"'"color was almost black, but she started greying when she

was twenty-~ive and has been dying it since she was twehty-

eight. She doesn't do this for any particular reason, ex-

cept that when she was younger she didn't want to look old

and she has maintained the habit of simulating youth des-,
pite the fact that she no longer cares one way or the other.

h' k'- about it, she might that it has something toT l.n l.ng say

do with the advent of cold weather, creeping under her skin.

and establishing a kind of seasonal permafrost there like

a layer of fat. The skin itself has begun to stretch and

her face is begipning to redden. She is able to discern

fine cavities in her face where the pores have opened. She

is not painful to look ~(she finds) but she' is far from

striking. She herself t~inks that many women her age (she

is 46) are nearly Deautiful, or appear to have once been

•
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....

beautiful, whereas she gives the impression of having

always been plain, althoug~ she was once nearly beautiful,
•

herself. She wonders about that word whenever she catches

~rself using it; it seems rather vague and lacking in

definition but she is a little lazy about precision. In

, "Îact, she would just as soon not have to worry about coming

to terms with anyth~ng in an exact or accurate manner. It

is just too demanding. She pre fers a kind of unconscious

generalization, even concerning her appearance. It is

,enough tha t she looks reasonably feminine wi thou't bein'g

outright'ugly, reasonably intelligent without having to

strain to impress, and reasonably sane without putting

too fine a point on it.

Nowshe sits before the mirror, with an abstracted

look on her face, not gazing at her own reflection but off

to one side, so thàt she appears to be watching the furni~

ture: bed, nightstand, a section of dresser.

Cynthia married Peter Bradley when she was twenty-

three and gave birth to Paul a year later. 5he was a very

fussy and high-strung mother, hurrying to phone the pedia

trician at the slightest pretext: a sniffle, a colic, a

touch of rash. Paul was young Dr. Cohn's first patient

and Cynthia was responsible for dozens of unnecessary
".
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housecalls. Dr. Cohn answered each summons cheerfully,

stoically undeterred even after the time Paul'urinated
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(

in his face ("It's clean, he's only a baby.- "It's just

the;tdea," Cynthia answered.l. When Paul was eight years

old, Cynthia went into labor for a second tise. The baby's,
narne, if male, was to be David; if fernale, Lillian. David

was born dead on a ht,Jinid, windless afternoon in July. The

after-effects, the years in and out of St. Jean de Dieu and

other psychiatrie holding pens, the constant drift and dis-

integration of focus, the specifie, world-in-a~glaDèe looks

". to which sbe was subjected, the patronizing manner of Peter

and her friends--it seemed unreasonable, a violation, a

deliberate recreation of her as victim. An extended nervous

breakdown, what was wrong with that? The words were tame,

conveying neither stigrna nor serious dislocation. It was

a mental flu, a psychic sniff~ê, nothing to get excited

about. Yet her sanity had been questioned, ber place i~

the world, her credibility, her right to be taken serious-

ly. She was sentenced to helplessness, reduced, unsexed.

After eight years of raising paul, she thought she

had learned enough in the arcana of motherhood to bring

up another child with greater efficiency, technical re

finement and poned instinct. David (or Lillia?) had the

•potential to be created with finer art, subject to less

• ,
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haphazard development than Paul, who grew beyond her very
,

quickly. Caught by surprise by each fresh nuance that Paul

revealed, she had been able only to react and hope for the·

best. She wasE~eparedfor DavidjLillian, knew what to

expect. She was on top of things. She knew how to separate,

how to dimini?h .<herself not leastl, how to be alien.

Peter did'not look fpr explanations. He shuffled Paul

off to the Boy Scouts, sent him to a private school, tried

to do his best.Paul was never a tractable child; discipline

was beyond his imagination. As he grew older, Peter tried

to keep him close to the family; Paul defended himself with

selfishness.

Catherine Herold has entered Cynthia's immediate

universe, They have known each other a ·rong time, almost

twenty years. But Cynthia has never been close to anyone,

never had a confid&nte. Catherine is 50ft, mild. She

speaks in a low voiçe, carefully measuring syllables. She

lost her French accent years ago; it drifted away from her,

a dispersing fog. Catherine told Cynthia that she had once

asked her mother how it is possible that people speak 50

many different languages, how they can think in a foreign

language. Catherine's mother told her that everyone thought

in French but when they tried to speak it came out in. the

language of their fathers. This was the penalty a~d con

sequence of Babel: to be locked forever into aninescapable

confusion of thought and expression, unable to speak direct-



(

• •
SPERDAKOS/tlLTRAVIOLET

ly in the language of the mind.
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Catherine looks like she wouldbe soft to touch. Ber

edges are rounded. A thin layer of fat and flesh conceals

the bones of her shoulders, back, elbows, and hips. She

.has the appeal of a down mattress. Cynthia does not like

to see her losing weight; thin, she is an aggression, a

physical exclamation point. Her slenderness is a dec-

laration of being. Cynthia prefers her to have a rounded

inchoateness that suggests an ability to absorb, comfort

and redeem. Cynthia has always been thin.

They play tennis. Catherine is too slow, her move-

ments are awkward, her muscles don't cooperate with each

oèher. They play indoors. Later, Cynthia will dream of ,

(

the clear pocking sound the baIl makes when it strikes

her racket, of the dull thud of the ball hitting the floor.

Her dreams will be studded with baIl sounds, tiny invisible

explosions that eventually shock her awake.

When they get back to Cynthia's house Peter asks them

what they.have been up to. Cynthia tells him in a dry

voice. She is irritated by the demands of conversation.

How did it go? Peter asks.

She beat me into the ground, Catherine Herold says.

With her shoelaces untied.
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Peter laughs. His laugh is unstrained. He thinks
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it good that Cynthia is getting out, that she has a friend.

He has reached the poin~ ~here aIl he wants is to avoid

friction. He wants the rest of his life to be.a great,

slow slide: smooth sailing. He hates the smell of sweat

and ·rubber that the women bring into' 'his house. Inexplicably,

it puts him in a fine mood.

Don't make her too conceited, Cathy, he says.

Oh, you' re funny., Cynthia says.

Peter is on his way out. His leaving reminds Cynthia

~f a large animal rumbling past, a relief that she has not

been tr~pled, although Peter is only five-foot eleven and

weighs only a hundred and eighty-five pounds. Presence is

not contingent on size; it is a state. States of existence

threaten to crush her. She finds it difficult to breathe.

Catherine, too, understa~ds breathlessness. As a child

she was a~ic.· .At night in bed she would struggle to. \,.

breathe, wrestling against the black weight sitting on her,

chest. She knew she would die. The affliction disappeared

when she grew up, like the warts that had once covered the

back of her left hand. She was told to rub the warts with

the rind of an orange: They had been burnt off but they

grew back. She tried the orange-peel cure, buffing the

back of her hand with the white inner sk"in of the fruit.

Three weeks into the treatment the warts were gone for good.

Now she knows the value of superstition.
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Let's have sorne lunch, she says.
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No, l'm going to take a bath. You make something for

yourself if you like.

l wasn't.really that hungry. Maybe just sorne toast.

r Cynthia unfastens the barrettes from her hair. lt

(

falls toward her face in an unnatural wave.

l know, she says. Let's go out tonig~t. The three

of us. You should get out, Cathy, it'll do you good. No

sense moping around here aIl the time. Let's go dancing

or something.
\

l don't know, Cynthia, l don't feel much like it. 1
/

NO, 'me neither. Let's just stay home and drag as~

She tosses the barrettes onto the table and leaves

the room.

Catherine looks out the window: the bare branches of

the trees segment the sky. She goes to the telephone and

dials a number; after ten rings she hangs up. She opens

the refrigerator and stares at the shelves of food, neat

ly stored against the blue interior. After a while she

stZlrts to cry.

That night they go out and Catherine dances'with Pe~er.

They are at L'Escapade, in the Chateau Champlain. Peter
.

holds her lightly but he is not a good dancer.

l'm worried abdut Cynthia, he says.

Give her a chance, she'll come around.



-

SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVlOLET

1 hope 50. lt's driving me crazy. 1 must say,

you've got a lot of strength. Another woman in your

position might crack.

What's my posi~ion?

Don't get angry. 1 didn't mean anything. The

remark was meant to show admiration. l'm impressed

with ~Ùli'~'fortit:ude, that's all.
•

Fortitude? l'm visiting friends, that's all.

Of course. Forget 1 mentioned it.

They move around the floor in an almost irrational
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pattern. The rnusicis bland and sentimental. Catherine

finds it wears her down. Peter makes requests to the

band bût he doesn't listen when his songs are played.

Wasn't that fun? Cynthia says when tbey get home.

Aren't you glad you decided to come?

1 had a very nice tirne, Catherine says. Thank you

very rnuch, Mr. Bradley, she adds, with mock courtesy and

•
a little bow, for a very entertaining evening. •

, .
~y pleasure, Mrs. Herold, Peter says, bowing'in turn.

My services are always at your disposal.
'.

Look at you two, Cynthia says. Like two dolls on a

soddarnn clock.

,



•

The Devil

The end of October. The fat trees on Mount Royal

blaze and shed. Their last radiant burst of death par

takes of the r~thm of a supernova. It calls attention

to itself, demanding apostrophe and pathetic fa~lacy: it

seduces the observer from truth. It is nothing but it is

experienced as distinctly and expressly human: the angry

trees, the screaming stars.
\. \

Joanne and Paul have established a pattern of co-

habitation .• Their attitudes are crystalized; they have

become predictable. Joanne reads A Season in the Life

of Emmanuel by Marie-Claire Blais (in translation) and

imag~es that her life is a season. For now, she is the

end of October: she is beautiful and dying.

In the winter she will be the Snow Queen. She will

have a magic mirror, shattered by leering demons with
-

clunky hooves and curved talons, and mesmerized inamôrati

will pursue her sleigh.

In spring, she is Persephone, heL gi~ a broken pome-

myth: she is enlarged and subsumed.

season, obedient to life,

1

granate for tne"Underworld.

She is Joanne: a
f

knows herself as

She has never seen a pomegranate.
)

its slave. She
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Tom and Paul: she knows them as lovers. What else

could they ever be to her? She ca~not imagine them as
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anything else.

absorbs them.

They fill her with their lives and she..
One doesn't question whàt happens to food

once it is eaten, until it is'expelled, and then it be-

cornes a combinat ion of unsavory chore and pleasurap~e

,
relief. Even then, the sensation is sexual. When she,
relieves herself of, anything', throws anythi,ng away, de-

taches another's life from her own, she perceives the loss

through the medium of her sexuality. She imagines that

she has not yet run out of sensations. She believes they.
are finite in number, like the years of a life, and she has

as much difficulty grasping the concept of insensateness

as she has grasping the cQncept of mortality.

l just got home, Paul. Give me a chance to unwind.

Come here. l've missed you.

Stop it.

Sit still a minute.

Don't.

l know you don't mean that. Don't be so coy.

Let me ~.

Alright, play tough. You'llcome crawling to me one

day, you'll come begging on your hands and knees, saying

fuck me, fuck me, and l'Il tell you to forget~it...,
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She laughs at this.' He is on his, hands ~knees,

imitating the way he t~~nks she wilL be, scrambling across

the floor in heat.

You won't say that, she says. l ~ow you.

How come you're never horny, eh?

You're always horny.

Just when l'm around.Jou.,
Bullshit.

Come on. ,
At least let me get undressed.

That would be better, yeso
~

He helps her unfasten her bra. When her breasts pop

loose, his hands are waiting for them.

Go, ~ulah, you're free, he says.

~er ~ead scissors the pale sash of daylight that lies

across his belly, descending to obliterate, Medusa-like,.
the waves and/or particles that illuminate, shaft against

-
shaft, the joining of parts to tne whole. with pelvic

precision he intuits the damp before it arrives, muscle,

bone and blood cooperating to meet -tissue and enzyme in

a pneumatic haul that drops his jaw and presses his eyes

into the kalaidoscopic corners

You're a nice enough guy,

leave a bitter aftertaste.

And what's your pleasure?

The m60d is not upon me.

of their sockets .
.~

she says later, but you
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They sleep aIl afte~~~n~ There is nothing else to

dO.\ Paul -has the day off and Joanne is exhausted. SHe

was up ~ll the previous night,working on a history paper.

Now she sleeps too soundLy to remember h~r dreams. .-

• .'.,
Paul is conscious. He runs,his hand down Joanne's

-.

(

•

thigh, stopping at her knee. She is sleeping art her back,

her,mouth slightly open. Her skin is sticky 50 that his

hand proceeds down her leg in irregular quantum jumps.

Herknee represents the point 'Pf maximum extension of his
..

arm. He leans over to kiss her; her breath is bad. When

his mouth reaches hers" she turns over, dislodging his

hand. He traces with a fingernail a line along her back

from coDfl!/x to uppermost vertebra. Her flesh recedes from

his touch in involunta'y "pa"~ 'ho is not in control.

The subatomic particles that cp ose her body are in con-

trol, dancing away from him. They could just as easily

be dancing toward him, he reflects, but they choose ta

isolate, ta impact elsewhere. The room is warm and dry;

the artificial heat dehydrates his sinuses. OUtside it

is cold: he hears the wind in the' alley. without a guid

ing 1 perhaps decei tful mind to will otherwise, aL!:' galaxies, "

run for cover. She is not responsible: she,is dreaming

about something that sqe will i~stantly forget. He is on

the surface of things, alone, accursed, cognizant.
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i
L If there is another side to reality, it is not within

" . his province to·explore it. On LSD:he has seen himself from

.~.

(

, 1

the inside out, become aware of .how easy it is to slip away,

to forget how to function on the outside. OBeis neurons

are subject to misfiring. He could live forever in the

rig~emiSPhere~f~i~rain (or is it the left? he w~nders),

but after a while he wo.ùldI\'t-know how ta eat. He would

wet his pants. He would shit on himself, tbat could happen.

Was capi~al-T Truth worth the effort?

The twenty-two cards of the major arcanum are dealt

out in four rows on thekitchen table. They belong to
.

the Tarot of Marseilles. The picture on each card is.

contained within a ,black rectangular fram~oD ~qe inner

edge of which--in a different place'on each card--is

prin~.ed a tiny legend: B.P. Gri~~63. ,.

Look over aIl the cards, Alan Sansavar says to ~anne.

Try to get the feel of them. Concentrate on what each one

say~ to you. Rearrange them if you like. Try to pick out

four or five ~h~t seem particularly meaningful to you, then

try te select~ne tnat more than any of the ?thers seems

,
them mean, Joanne says.

relevant'·to yo~ personally.

;''--, But l don't know what any of
~, ./

'-
,

" 1
~( ~

,

• •

• ..... •

•

•
~. ",

'.
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( "That's okay. Study the pictures. See if any of them-.
are particularly appealing or strike a chard in you or

anything like that. t

Joanne studies the cards one by one,

which she lays aside. The colors ar~~he

cards: blue, red, yellow a~d a skin-lone.

final choice.

This one.

sele~~ few

same :~.~e
She makes her

(

(

oh-kay, Alan ·says. That' 5 called the Devil.

Is that a goo~ one?

1t's not a question of any being better than the

others. It's whatever appeals to you.

l thoughtof taking one of these but l liked this

one just a little better.
-

That one there"is the" Werld and the other one's the

Falling Te~er. ~'m beginning to get a better idea of you

now. But you picked the Devil, as l say.
<

Either she's fascinated by. evil, Paul says, or she

. has a morbid taste in men."

If yeu don't mind, Paul, Alan says, it's important

that she be allowed to concentrate.

Fine. l'Il go ~~ide an? watch TV.

\ ,

".
•

,
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There are five colors on the card: blue (the Devil's

wings, legs and genitals), red (his belt, the,anvil on

which he stands, ,the hats o~ the two attendant demons who .~

flank him), yellow (the Devil's hair and antler-like horns

and a narrow strip in the background behind the anvil),

black (the ground beneath the'two demons), and sk~n-tone'

(the Devil's arms, face and torse and t~ entire 'bodies of

both demons). In addition, the Devil is holding a white

sword blade in his left hand; it has no hilt. The Devil

(

is smiling. His right arm is bent at the elhow at an anglè

of about forty degress, so that the right hand is approxi

mately level with his shoulders. He seems to be waving,

as if greeting a new arrivaI. The two demons also appear

~ .
to be smiling, although the~r expressi~ns are essentially

vacant; unlike their master, who is looking straight at

the viewer, they appear to be watching something out of
~

frame in the middle distance. Their hands are concealed

behind their backs, apparantly there, judging from

the way their elbows àre splayed
•

necks is fastened a cord,

Around each of their

e other end of which is tied

(

to a ring in the center of the anvil. Th~~, too, have

r\ antlers (as weIl as large, pointed ears) and each of their

~s ends in three long toes.

/
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l thought he was going to take aIl night. What

80

•
did he have to say for ~lmost two hours?

He.J::t went on 'and on. ~ou knowwhat he's like.

Anyway, now that he's gone.we can pick up where we

left off this afternoon.
r

You couldn't possiblY be horny again. l'm beat.

You can't be that tired. It's only eleven.

Alan said l have a tendency to do'what other people
\

think l should and not what l think. Is that true?
.,

Ask him, he's Ehe magician.

l told you what he said.

(

It seems to

What do you want

m~do what

to do that you

you want most of the time.

don't do now?

l don't know. Lot's of things.
\

Like what?

l çon't know. l want to go to the

There's no beach around here.

~
bea~h, for example.

V
/

(

l want to go where there is one:then.

So go. l'm not stopping you.

l don't know if l really want to.

Well, what do you really want to do?

What l really want to do is kick you in the balls.

Nice talk. That's really nice.

•



..
lt is dark except for a light in the bathroom and

a candIe on the table, and there is Japanese music.

Occasionally the candleflame seems tp pick up the trun

cated rhythm of the music's twangs and dongs and ap'pears

to pulse in time to it.

Are you stoned

Just a little,

at al1? /

Pa'ul say/
•

(

(

l'm not at aIl, J.O. says.

"They can hear Alan pa'cing pack and' forth in the bed-

room, unattuned to the music's subtle dissonance.

l wish he'd sit down, J.O: says.

Paul raises a bottle of warm Melson to bis mouth

and sips from it.

Rctually, his footsteps are starting to make sense.

Hey! J.O. shouts.

Not so loud, Paul says.

Alan!

5hh!

Come here a mrnute!

Christ.

. ~:..-
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Alan'looks haggard and'morose. His clothing is im-

"
properly~ssembled on his body and his hair is clinging

ta his cheeks and lips.

What are you up ta in there? Paul says.

Alan shrug!,.

~ Why don't you sit down for a while, J.O. says. We'll

roll another one.

l' m thinking, Alan says.

Fuck that, J.O. say~.

l happèn to be one of the foremost systematic thinkers

in Montreal, Alan says. So fuck you.

What think1ng about? Paul
,

are you says.

Alan shrù9s again, an exaggerated gesture that brings
• ... ~

his bony, elongated shoulders nearly to his ears. J.O.

hands him a sloppily rolled joint.

You light it, J,O. says,

Yoù shouldn' t' let him slobber on them, Paul says .
.

Let him, let him.

Then you smoke the fucking ~hing.

7

, (

No problem.

Alan slts down and sucks on the marijuana. J.O.

watches nim hungrily. Paul listens to ~he music. lt

stops suddenly, with n~ finale. ,

•l've been thinking, Alan saYs.

a very nice guy. l mean, l like you

you're,kind of a bastard.

, ,
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Are you talking to me? Paul, says.

Yeso .-

What do you mean?

You !i'e to people.

50?

WeIl, you have no respect for the truth.

Man, l just can't get off, J.O. says.
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l've worked out a theory of

think is quite reasonable.

l'm starving, J.O. says.

truth,

\
Alan says, that l

...

(

(

Oh, shut up, will you, Alan says.

You have any money? Paul says.

Are you kidding, J.O. says.

If you don'~ want to listen,never mind, Alan says.

l'm listening, l' m listening, Paul says.

Forget it.

Alright.

Let "s go out, J.O. says .

Good, Paul says.

Weren't you supposed to take Joanne somewhere tonight?,.
Alan says.

l don't remernber.

1 .•
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f He is at a party in Sogdiana. Roxanne, who~ he has

•
recently married, is in her quarters. lt is not known

whether she is waiting for him or if she has already

givenhim up; in any case, she speaks no Greek and,

unlike his mother, is not partial to wine. When he

is sufficiently drunk he rises to leave.

- They have ~ost interest in the strippers, whom they

"

(

have seen too often. This is a club where J.O. is well

known. He has left Paul and'Alan alone at the bar. A

man sitting next to Paul turns to speak to him.

Hey; what's happening?

Not much, Paul says.

This place is alright.

Sometimes.

You ever been to Boston?

Where's that?

What?

Just kidding.

Hey, what's your name, man?

Paul.

l'm Sly. You can calI me Slick.

Okay, Slick. What's new in Boston?

l don't know, l been here. Me and my old lady come up.

Where is she?

working.
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She work around here?

Shei's a dancer. l got her in sorne club in the east.

The east of Montreal. You know that place?.
Vaguely.

1s it tough out there?

O~pends.~

----. l don't want her getting in no trouble. l told her
.'

come straight back. There ain't too many black people

( up here. l don't want her doing no tricks less she know

her people.

WeIl, l wouldn't, go out there.

Rubbish, Alansays. l used to live in the east end.

My friend Alan, Paul says. He means way east, Alan •
•

l don't see the distinction.

Forget it. Go back to sleep.

Why wouldn't you go out there? Slick says.

It's mostly French and I,don't speak it.

She don't sp~ak no French either. 'She better come

straight back after the show.

J.O. tapsPaul on the shoulder.

Where you been? Paul says.

In the cano

•
Rey, J.O., this is Slick. CalI him Sly •

It's the other way around, Sly says.

)
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My name~s Wicked, J.O. says.

What's happening?

Real shit, man.

86

,
1

Where's some action?
\

Who knows.

Hey, l'm going to calI my old lady.

(

Give her my best, Paul ·says.

Who is this guy? J.O. says.

Oon't know.

Man, l have to watch yo

His chick's a dancer.

,Is she black?

l guess 50.

1

Too hard to book. Hey, there's Mireille. Listen,

l want you to do me a favor. When she cornes over here,

tell her your brother just had his legs brokèn. Alright?

What brother?

Shh. Mimi, how arl you?

Okay, J.O. sa va?)'

Sa marche. This is Paul. Remember those guys l

was telling you about? They broke ois brother's legs.

Really? She looks at Paul. How come?
~

Because he didn't pay them on time, that's why, J.O.
,

says. Same as me. Played poker with the wrong guys, and

now they're after me.
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Mireille studies Paul carefully. It's true~she says.

Sure is. Broke both of them. :.
• -..J

Why do you play with guys like that? she .say~ to J.O.
/

l don't know. In my business you meet a lot of these

guys. Listen, can you let me have the fifteen hundred like

you said?

l'Il go tomorrow to the bank, l suppose. Where will

you be?

Paul will pick it up.Meet him around five at the
•

Rainbo'i.

Okay, J.O. You got me booked next week?

(

Yeah, l'll,put you i; a ~eal nice place, don't worry.

You'll make a lot, l promise.
•

Okay, J.O. Salut.

ls she nuts or w~at? J.O.says.

,. l got news for you, Paul says.

The old J.O. touch cornes through·~gaiD.

Except l won't be there.

What.do you .mean? l'm asking you asa friend. l'Il

give you two'hundred of it, how's that?

No way. And l'Il bet she won't be there either.

Crazy doesn't expIain it. Go yoursel •

Thanks a lot. Ask me a favor sorne day, shithead.

Oon't mention it. l

Sure she will. She's crazy about me.

Thanks a lot, buddy.

(

!
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The distance from his couch to the door is P~bablY

about twenty or thirty feet. If the party is taking place

in a tent, .it is perhaps less, and the door will he a flap

of canvass or leather. In either case, the revelers, sorne
J

of whom are barely conscious at this point, make room for

him to pasS. He is accustomed,to having a clear path, so

he is a little surprised to find himself accosted by an old

~oman. He recognizes her as the seer who has been following

his camp since Syria. He realizes t~ she is trying to

prevent him from leaving. It is ~rucial that he remain

until dawn, she cautions. It is not unusual for him ta

party aIl night. Grinning, he asks for 'more wine.

f-
l don't know,what time 1.' 11 be ~ome.

It's already two. What are you doing?

l 'm having a drink with Alan and J.D. l'Il he home

soon.
•

.Not J.~. again. What do you have to see that sleazy

creep for?

He's an asshole. What's Alan'doing?

He' s th'inking. '

He's my friend.

-
What'~ he think~g about?

Truth.

Eh?

•

•

)
\
1

(j
....

fI
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(
" Truth ... That 1 s why l lm not lying to you. ,

Christ, another idiot. You mak-e a fine pair, the

three of you.

Eh?

Oh, 1eave ~e a1one. Don't bother ~oming home •..
l 1 m coming, 1· told you. Soon~

Forget l exist.,

, How can l forget with you screaming at me?
..

l lm not screaming.

rdYou are 50.

You better be home soqn.

l will, l will. Go to sleep.

1

( That's a11 lever do. Never with you, it seems.

Whatls that supposed to Mean? .

(

,-
Nothing.

1 1 11 see'you later ....
Yeah, sure.

Bye.

Yeah.

..

f

.'

..

•

-..
",

.t,.

. ·r

..
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At his tent the conspirators are waiting. They

have waited for a night when aIl six of them would e~

•

(

•

prise the guard. He is long overdue. They will eut him

down so there can be no mistake r no dependence'on a
•

• chancy potion. They watch the stars. Still, he d~s

not come., The star~ begin toblirik out as the sky starts
•-to pale, They hear the app~ach of foots teps and ,they

draw their swords. It is the next shift, come to relieve

them. Still they wait, doggedly hanging around, engaging

the others in ,conversation:
•

-
She wasn't th$re, Sly says. r'm getting worried.

What time does she finish? Paul says.

• ,
)

It's nol time yet.

They'sai~ she'd ler~ already.

Maybe she went home .
•

She wasn't there either.
1

Don' t worry about i t, 'she '.11 turn up.

.say somethin51'

What?

What?

J.D~-
Hey.

p'tmclTes
. ~

Hey".

Alan in. 'the shoulder.

,
'.~ .. ~

•

Anyj:hin.g • ~u~.,

Truth. Yeso

"

....... ,..

. , 0'

, ' 1

"
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Tell us about it, Paul says.

l'don't think l will.

What's the matter?. .
~otherfucker' s stoRed', Sly says.

"

•

91

Well, sort of, Alan says. It's supposed to he mes-

caline but it isn't. Mescaline's impossib~to find around
"

here.
~ ,

they'

~~an real mescaline. Everybody sells this stuf~

say is mescaline but it's not even close.

What is it? Paul says ....
•Horse tranquilizer, probably.'- "What's it like? ","

/

It' s not bad but i t' s not me9caline;
" .

Too bad. ,
l wouldn't buy no dope in this place, J.O. says.

Are we leaving? Sly says.

pretty soon, Paul says.

l got a little blGW, Sly says. You want a littie--

what's his name?

Alan.

Hey, Slim, you wânt a littl~ blow? Sly says
"•

l wouldn't mind.

Okay.
,

Sly rolls a dollàt:;.bill into a th in tube, then spreads
"t~

a sm~ll piece of tin foil on the bar, exposing half a g~am

•

(
of white powder.

.'

l '
(
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Hey, that's better, 3.0. sa~

l wish l wasn't 50 drunk"P4ul says.

~ Finally, he cornes., He is almost sober now, which

they did not expect. He thanks the~br waiting up for.... ,

him and gives them money. They do not. strike: 'there are,-

too many others. He enters his tent and falls instantly

alleep. Later, they will.be betrayèd by, the lover of

one of the~r company. Because they are Macedonians,

they will be condemned to death by stoning.

La Grande is crowded when they arrive-and ~e music

is loud.

Watéh y~urself in here, J.O. says. Half these chicks
,

are guys in drag. ~he other half had operations.
~

Hey, l fee! pretty good, Paul says.

You look epileptic, Alan says.

What do you mean? l'm having a Dostoevskian moment.

Don't'tell me about it. ~

"

50, Paul says. Truth.

Alan shakes his head, Hell.
\

What, this place? Look at 51y, will you. He seems

pretty absorbed. Like a drop of watet"in- il ·spcinge.

"

, )
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, 'there are two kinds of truth, Alan says. 1There's

93,

...

an abstract kind, the kind that has,to do with loqica~

propositions, and.there's a more concrete k~nd,. that has

to do with, say, reality, or the world as opposed to pure

thought.

l see, Paul saYs.

• (.

yoU guys make me sick, J.O. says. AlI this bullshit.

What about religious truth? Paul says.

•

weIl, that's a different thing.

The music is 'continuous, one song mixinq into the

next. The dancing, in contrast, is more spasmodic, and

r

no one lasts very long on the dance floor. The gyrations

of the dancers seem to be an extension of the music.
...

Occasionally, a st~be light :lashes for a minute or two,

. but. i t makes li ttle .)difference: l t is impossible to separate

the movements of the bodies'from the sound that inspires

them. This is perhaps due to the quality of the light,

which is vaguely unreal, .~ when the strobe is off. The

walls of the room are painted black; depictions of cartoon

monsters glow from them in luminescent greens and yellows.

This effect is achieved bY,concealed ultraviolet lamps

that also reveal every speck of dust and dandruff on Pa\11's

black corduroy jacket.

,Fucking Christ, l j st 'can't get off" J.O. says'.

, This christly coke i? l usy, man.
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.
Oidn' t have enough, Sly ·says.•.

l have a corollary tbeory of religious truth, as

weIl, Alan says.

'.
Give me à break, J.O. says.

. .
That fucking bitch, S~y says. She better'show up.

She'll make it, Paul says.

She's p~ofablY out trickfng. 1 told her not to~

She supposed to phone ~e from every place she go, make...
sure she's alright. Shit.

Paul is listening ta the music. It does not stop

suddenly~ There is no finale. It goes on and on,. each

. ..

, '"-.

-

94
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Coquilles St. Jacques ~

The iight in.the ro~ is a pale yellow--it seems.

yellow--and the floor, several feet below his eyes, appears
0- • ••

j
~rimy, as do the walls,'especially the one behind the s)pve.

There is an element of inference in ~hiSt for the room has

not been wa:Shed in 'some time and both his eyesight and the

wattage of the t~o bulbs in the ceiling fixture ar~ weak.
". " .

The window te the right of the stave and perpendlc~lar ta..
it looks out onto a small yard surrounded by a dilapidated

wooden fence; this,too, is aninference, for at the moment

there is only blackness beyond the window which reflects, ,
Jo

wi~h minor distortions (the chief of which is a 10ss of

depthl, the inteiior of the room.

The st.ove is geld in celor, with black and silver dials

and black iren pet rests over the gas rings. On the wall

, ,

behind the steve and slightly ta the left of it is a waoden

•
rack' from which pots and pans of various sizes are suspended

on metal hooks.

The

gas and

thé faint roaring of the tiny jets of blue

np longer noticedj in fact, it

only.sound of any significance is the hiss

•The kitchen smells mildly of g.ease--bacon fat, probably.

This odor gradually fades until after a few momen~s' is ~

<.

x
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He drops half a pound of scallops into boiling

white wine, adds a liberal grinding of black ~epper,

crushes a palmful of parsley flakes' between his fingers

and sprinkles them on top. Then he melts a tablespoon

•of butter until it is a sizzling brown noix and sautées

a panful of mushrooms·. At' the counter he mashes two

•potatoes with a little milk and shreds a third of a brick

of sharp cheddar. When the'scallops are properly poached

he drains the hot, fistJy wine into a, saucepan wi th a roux
.;

and stirs it with a wooden spoon unt\l it is thick and
•

melting half the into i t.
,

lumpless, cheese Be place,s the

scallops and mushrooms into a pie plate, rims the éircum

ference with mashed potatoes, pours in the creamy Gheese

sauce, sprinkles the remainder of the cheese over the,,; sauce

and puts the dish under the broiler until the top is browned •...
Coquilles St. Jacques ~ l'Herold. Sans coquilles,

however; pétoncles'Herold, more accurately.
, ,

Petoncles

Mornay, peut-etre? "No, it isn't quite a proper Mdfnay,
" ,

is it? The wine in the sauce gives it a slightly piquante

'bite under the cheesey flavor.

"

the turnt,able ('~me, for

the Great invaded Saxony to start

A third reco

born the year

J
a neW stereo, Bill"): Wolfgang, Amadeus Mozart (1756-1791),

\ '

•

------_...._-----------------'.'--'.." ----------
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(
the Sev~n Years War, Symphony No. 29 in A-major, K. 201,

-. Herbert von Karajan ç:c;mducting the Berlin Philbarmënic'.

(A bit too much pepper, perhaps.) First movement, let·s
'-'

see" allegro, moderato? How Many oboes? Two oboes and

probably two horns. oemoniac, as Goethe s~id, an entire

work from a singll spiritual impulse.
",-

Petoncles Mozart--that's it. With a crisp Liebfrau-
.~. 1..,

,.
milch t9 guide them home .

Chops appear, before he has \ime to turn !lis head.

For an instant there is a thumb on the edge of the plate

" and then it is gone. For a moment his back is warmed by

-the proximity of his mother's body and then it is cool

.'

again.
\

If th-e gravy

are lambi if it t

if brown sugar,

~
f oregano and garlic, the chops

pepper and ~e, the~ are veal;

and garli~, they être, pork. If . the

plate contains. oast beef in~tead of chops, it will be

overcooked and ~e will have trouble swallowing it. The

sel~ction of veg~tables is unrelated to the 'type of mea.t

being 'served; car

but sometimes the

They are almost a
4

and string beans are the rnost conun~n,

are boiled or roasted potatoes as weIl.

unimc.i ting.
•

The carrots have been boiled in cher~y brandy and

honey. This knowledge, gleaned from their odor, evokes

a smile from him. Behind his back, Catherine is invisible;
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she continues to stand there, waiting, .he ass~es, for

his respanse. What has she said? (She never w~ites any~, r. /
thJ.ng dOr. l Béchamel, with wine or cheese or. both.·

..,.

Af~er supper he sits ~ the window with a book. The

words elude H1m. His mind is preo~cupied with nothing;

"dull, thickly unresponsivE;, r~stivé. He is pacing the room,

hitting h~s head against the ~all, flying out the window, •

scrèaming into the night. Sometimes the eidetic scream

is the last nightmarish gasp of pre-vocal anguish; same-

times it is a desperate, take-a-Iast-shot self-assertion

of life; sometimes it is a thousand daggers entering his
. .

chest simultaneously; sometimes it just feels good; but

always it is confined, never more than the image of a scream,

an imagined letting

lightly agJi~t the

in his lap, and

go, while outside the curtains lap

- ..
window, the pages turn uncomprehended

•mathematical Mozart civilizes the universe.

Î

The telephone rings.

(When the woman

~here is no answer.

picks up the receiver and says hello
l-~ .-

Her eyes display a nuance of fear,

more or less implicit'if she is a competent actress. After
1 .

replacing the receiver in its 'cradle she stares into space;

as if.she has just been summoned to her own execution. Her

uneasiness in this scene is almos$ comical; for it is way

out of proportion to the trivial occurrence that provokes it.l

•
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( He lets it ring four times before he answers it. Theré.
is a possibility that it will stop after the third ring.

The implication of such a happening is tpat the calI is

unimportant. If ehe person who has initiated the calI

'allows it to ring a fourth time (or longer), this persis-

tence can be translated irito significance, Each successive

ring multiplies the potential meaningfulness of the signaled

1!'essage.

It is Catherine.

How is she?

She's okay. Him?

He's fine.

Is she disturbing him?

•

/.
(

No, he was just sitting aroun9 watching himself go

crazy.

She says nothing.

Cathy?

She's there.

What bas she been up to?

Nothing special. She just thought she'd calI him.

He's glad. Is everything okay with her?

More or less. What does he mean, going crazy?
./

Just a figure of speech.

,

. .
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Oh. Bill?

He's still here.
)

Does he miS$ her a little?

He misses her ~ lot.
•

She misses him, too.

When·is she go~ng to eut this out and came home?'

-She'snot ready yet, Bill.

•
sh~.doesn't know. She's not read~ yet. She wants

to be sure. He wan~her ~o ~'sure, doesn't.he?

He supposes s~. He wishes~she'd make up her mind.

(

Alright, he supposes t' that 1 s fair enou9h .· ."'

(,
h'hy doesn 1 t he càll, her sometime?

He d.oe§~~t:'" know .• But he' s glad she called.

She guesses she'll say goodnight then. .-.:;~'

Bye, Cathy.

,
He goes downE0wn and has a few drinks in a bar. After ...

some.déliberation, he decides to speak to the wo'man (fortyish,

a iittle heavy) sitting next to him.
..". -'

If you know you're gçiryg tO,have nightmares, he~says,

after sorne small talk, if yo~eep in the dark, then the
, .....
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( ~ ,-.
Won't work.· You see, it will still be dark o~tside.

Th~t's the important thing •.....
.. :;-. , l don't get it.

WeIl, it doesn't matter.

When he opens the door, the interior of the house

(
/

•

smells stuffy. There are dishes piled in the sink, en

crusted with cheese. Records are spattered aIl over the

living room floor. There is nothing left:over to eat.
. .

He lies on his bed in the dark and repeats ~he word "bitch"

six times to himself before he falls asleep. By the fo~rth

"bitch" he is no longer sure if he is referring to Catherine
•

or ~ the·woman in the bar or to anyone at aIl .

. ;

..
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The People Upstairs

•

She's hearà this before?

1,

,

•

Down through the ceiling, through the wood and the

plaster and the layers of paint, comesthe chanting of

,many voÏ;ces, prolonged, monotonous, unmUSiCal.\ Pa\1l

and Joanne are lying on their backs, listening in the dark.

They're doing it again, Joanne say~.

()

Yesterday afternoon around five. And last week,

Tuesday or.Wednesday, they started around eight o'clock.

Jt's beginning to get scary.

It's two in ~e morning, he ·can't believe it •

. The wordless chant drones eerily on. It is not quite
\

a monotone, for ·it varies in both pitch and volume; despite

these variations, however, there are no gaps of silence •
•

,Nor are any words discernible. Perhaps it i~ a foreign

language, muffled to indistinctness by the leiling; or it

may be nq more ihan a rhythmic moan .
•

What arè they doing up there? Joanne says.

Maybe they're Moselms or .something .. Hindus? Or,
Satanists.

She thinks they must be Hindus.

He thinks they're Satanists. He begins a low moan,

echoing the chant.,

..
\

J



Stop that.

Maybe they' re look~g for sorne innocent wornan to. "

have·"Rosernary's baby. Maybe they,want sorne inncocent woman
•

(
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to us~ as a human sacrifice'~ # •..
• Stop scaring her, Paul, she won't be able to sllilep.

He pr:::::t not to tell thern she's here. ","

He'd r not. ,

He was planning to sell her to the. gypsies anyway.
"-She switches on the larnp and bolts frorn the bed. Paul

""
cl<antj.ngcovers his face with the sheet and listens. The

stops. The brief silence is followed by several loud ~gs

and scraping noises.
.

( It sounds like they' re rnoving furniture up there"~Paul

says. Hey, what is she doing?

She is sitting with her back to the door, her hair
•

She's rnaking tea. • -
.

tangled and splayed over the top of her nightgown, cut~ihg

.
. smal.l'pieces from a brick of cheese and eating them rapidly.

".,

He thinks ~ey are Hindus .
•

He sits down and stares at the brown formica tabletop.
*

Joanne rewraps the cheese in Saran and places it oLt t9 oné, '. ).,

side, leaning the knife against it at a right angle. They

drink a cup of tea.

(
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It is always raining. Their clothes are ruined~and

they must scrub' the .rust from their swords each morniig"

Still, he'keeps them moving, back and forth along the

bank of the HYdaspes. They enem~ cannot guess where he

•

•
will cro~s. ·E~ch time he moves, they must

He watches his men advance in the night to

...
move with ,hm.

!\' .
-"-;-...

the river. '

(

(

Their war cries commenpe. On the opposite bank, the atmy

of Porus is drawn up to receive them. Alexander is not

in a h~ry;he.retires his army. The Indian ascetics

have sta~ped their feet in answer to his speculations:

only the land he stands on will be his. ~he ene~y'will

sta,nd in the ra in all night,' deprived of their dreams,. .
harâssed by snakes. They will wait every night in~

mud fo~eir husband. When they are bored and despair

of his coming, he will have them.

Joanne is kneelingon the kitchen floor picking up

the corpses of cockroaches with a paper towel. She has

found eight of them in the cabinet under the sink. A

few were still alive, pulling themselves painf~lly across

the shèlf to die in sorne secret place; these she crushed

with a shoe.

They are of a common variety, medium sized,Yfor·the

most part, and dark brown. A few are light brown, almos~

,
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a caramel color; for sorne reason, shefinds these more

105 1,

,. '.
unpleasant than the others. When they are 'cornered, they

,standperfect~y still, but they seem unable ta prevent their

':" ant'ennae from waving. In ':lddition to the color factor, she
. : ~

i,s mOI;e disgusted by the long

b~oad ones.
.

It is diffièult

skinny ones than b~he short

to say which form of behavior

reÎlects greater pânic, standing still or bolting for the
,

a~st ~n~isible openings where the flooror tfie cabinet

meets the~walls, which are caused by imperfectibns in the
• '1

. jci-ir~ïng o'f the wood or warping. •

Paui watches her fro~. the tabl~. 'She has to vfrtually

squat on ':her heels to get into the cabinet, 50 that her
'r

.

body looks very compact. Her head can~ot be seen but a
\ '

,

section of her ponytail lies vertically across her back,

directly over her bent spine.

The table is bare except for a halLr.~mpty pint bottle

qf gin, a tumbler with a bevelled rim, and the latest issue

,of Time magazine, 'face down.

"
It s~ells,like they sprayed today, he says.

That"s right. She's collecting the bodies.
"

Bring ?ut yer dead, he intones.

Of course, he wouldn't want to help her.
""

It's all'too ghoulish for him. Next yearthey'll move.

Does he.really think he'li find sorne placé thatdoesn't
.' ~

them?

,. ,
' ..

"

)
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He

up.

(

1

He wonders where they come from. They're the o1dest
. "'--

species of anythi~g 'on earth, he tel~s her. They haven't

changed in three hundred million years, or something like

that. They never evolved. They were born perfect.' In

the Middle East they even have wings, the baStards.

Tne landlord~here with the sprayers. He said

the people upstairs brought them.

Those d,evils.

He says they're filthy', these' people. Be can hardly
•

stand to go into their apartrnent, it s~inks'so much.

says they ha~e garbage piled ~verywhere.

Paul pours himself another inch of gin. There is

somethi~g solid about inches. He does not believe in

cen~imeters and other disturbing novelties.

And they have'such lovely voices, too, he says •.

They're moving out soon. He says they're leaving at
,;,w"';.....
the end of the month.

There goes her career.

Joanne goes into the bathroom with her handful of

paper towels and flushes them down the toilet.

He said ~hey're-English, she says.

English what?

English like us.

l suppose he's going to hold it against us.

He said he'd·evict them if they didn't clean the place..
He told-o them that._

•

)

)
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(
•

The bath is hot. He surmises this from-the 9uantitf-
, ,

of steam that emanates from the bathroom, the door of wnich

, ..~. ~
. ~- ..,

.. ". ~.
is perpendicular to the kitchen door and s~arated frqm;{t. "

by two four-inch sections of w~ll that meet at right angles. ',~ '.'.. ,

(

,
Hll cannot actually see the steam but_he can feel i ts damp

warmth. Joanne is sRJ-ashing in the tub as she washes her':', ': "...
self. He'continues to drink from h~~ glass, staring at,'

, . ~. .
the wallon the other side of the table, which is flush:

against it. Patches of green show where the yellow paint

has chipped off.

l-
I ~

)
'Î,

.,
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FifteeriNovembèr

Every street is a corridor, every building is a'room,

every park is a conservatory, every plaza is 4 solarium,. , ,

or patio, etc. There is no outside. ~he sky is a per

petuaI ceiling oï6onstantly changing veils. One's house

is a~ways inhabited by strangers, s6me of whom may be

hostile. On the other hand, one is always at home, even \

•

---- in the dark. It is this that is frightening.

When he~k~" ~p he ••n "ee "unlight through the,

thick orange curtains.~ The room itself, which is painted

white, partakes Of~ combination: the light, filtered

through the curtains, makes the walls appeâr to be pale

orange.

Someone is playing Greek music in an apartment across

the alley. 'The music is quite loud and it is what has

awakened him.

The gallery door is open at the far wall of the living

room and he can see his nelghbors sitting on their balcony

directly opposite him. T~ey are lookiqg down into the alley.

wheresqueals and high-pitched shouts indicate that children

are playing.

Paul studies the man, 3uessing,his
J

age to be about

thirty: his hair is short and greasyand he is jusy begin-
•

ning toget heavy. His wife, with herhair dyed black,
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her waistline flab and lined face, seems much older--

over forty. Last nigh~, at around one-thirty in the

109

\ morning, this man caused a commotion in the all~y. He

tried for a long time to start his car, without success; ~i

eventually, he succeeded in flooding th~èngin7. He

jdmped out and looked under the hood" for no apparent

purpose, touching nothing; then he slammed the hood down

with such force that it bounced back up. He slammed it

again and held it .shut with his hands; then.he sl~ed the \

car door he had left open and stalked away. Paul, whom
~

he haà awakened, heard him enter his apartment, where he

slammed that door as weIl.

Paul's neighbors seem intent on exacerbating his

abhorance of them at every opportunity. One or another

of the families next door is always doing something

too loudly: shouting at their children, playing music at

exaggerated amplification, lau9hing with abnormal intensity,
j

arguing and cursing with no attempt to conceal their domes-

tic disorders. Now he applies himself to the ritual of

retaliation. He carefully positions the radio on a chair

near the gallery door, finds a station that is playing

a Beethoven symphony (the Fifth, he believes)--to kill

with horns, strings and tympani the somehow bestial.

bazoukis--turns the volume up full, and goes to take)_a. /
shower.
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When he returns the opposing balcony is deserted.

Its door is shut and the curtains are d~a~.· There is

no music. He treats himself to·a lunch of strawberries

and Cool Whip.

Cynthia Bradley calls Mrs. Chris Watson to confirm
1

an invitation to bridge..
You're·coming for dinne.r, 1 hope, Cynthia says.

l'm making Chris' favorite.

That's fine.

Say sevenish?

Perfecto How have you been, Cynthia?

l've been fine, Debbie. l'm ltoking forward to

seeing you.

The phone sits on a counter,n the kitchen. This

counter is perpèndicular to the outside wall and divides

the room int9 two nearly equal areas. The area where

Cynthia is'sitting contains a table and four chairs.'

The table and chairs are yellow, as is the phone which

l ' Cynthia now holds in her lape On, the table is a boxlike

(

directory, which displays the alphabet'a~ng one edge. It

is necessary, in order to open it to the desired place,

to move a small metal arrow under one of the letters and

then press the long bar that tuns along the bottom. This

action causes the lid to flip open, oarrying wi th i tall

the phone number/address cards that precede in alphabetical

order the indicated letter. Cynthia opens the directory
•
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~o P ànd dials her son's number.

HOW you been, ·ma? Paul says.

Comme çi, comme ça. How's everything with you?

Oh, pretty good.

111

':'\;-,.

your father wants to know when you're going to stop

wasting your life.

That's à good one.

-.;i
Joanne sits in the window of C~sa Pedro and sips a

Sangria,,~~tcRin~ the..
The entir4.6uter wall

people rush past on Maisonneuve .

"
of.this rOo~ consists of glass doors,

(

which are left open in the summer. She calculatesthat

appraximately 85% of the pedestrians who pass between
,

four-thirty and five o'clock turn to stare in through the
'ft, .

'glass wall 'as they go by. The other 15% tend to have

their eyesfixed on the sidewalk, preoccupied, self-

absorbed, perh~ps a little solipsistic, aS,they compose

concertos or contemplate ,suicide.

A man smiles down at her.

May l sit here? he asks.

She studies his face. As each feature is registered

it is insta~tly_forgotten, 50 that no composite can be

farmed and nô judgrnent arrived at. He has placed his face

so close ta hers that she can only deal with it feature

by' feature. Each of these is, in its own w~y, completelY

unremarkable.

T
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, The man sits d~ without wait~g for ~ to, :eplY.• \

He stares at her for several seconds, stlll smiling. Then

he looks at her glass'. A IlI'E>ment l.ater she does the same.

This moment is occupied by a brief conflict: she knows

what her glass contains and has no. desire to look at it;

yet she cannot help but follow !lis gaze. She knows in

advance that she will do so, even though she tells herself

.'
that she will·not .

•
She is thus aware of two mutually ex-

(

clusive possibilities simultaneously, and because ~~e~e

she exec,utes is contrary to ~e one she chooses

Go fuck yourself, she says.

Catherine Herold wal~s through the concourse of

Place Bonaventure, window shopping. Sorne of the corridors

double back; others end in cul-de-sacs. The layout, al-

though it is relatively simple, confuses her. The colors

blur until she is aware only of brown.

'\ She enters
4

a boutique and tries on a dress. She fits

into a size ten. It is her hair that bothers her; if she

were to tquch it up she could pass for thirty-five.

She drinks a cup of coffee in Papa Dan's. Bill is

not much of a coffee drinker. She counts her change; she

continues to count it, over and over, afraid to get up.

,
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In another boutique the sa~5girl seems friendly.

Do you think beige suits me? catherine asks her~,

•
adjusting the cuff from which the tags dangle.

,
Maybe ~omething a litt~e darker, the girl sàys.

113

Blue is good for you.

She'walks through the tunnel into Central station and

u~ into Place ville Marie. There is'nowhere to go. Here

she is confronted by more ~erlécking corridors. It is

possible to wander from concourse to concourse indefinitely,

or to take the Métro to other, more distant plazas. One

need never emerge into daYlig~. Cynthia is having people

in for dinner and they will play cards until rather late.

It is easier to wander the underground streets, a still life

of
'.

to

fashionably dressed mannequins be~ind each window, than
'1

utter an intelligible sentence to a stranger.

Place Vil~e Marie passes quickly from orange to grey•.

)

By ,finding the proper angles between the buildings it is

possible to see the river. ,-Either it iSi too

baIl or the ground is too ha~d; in any case,

cold for

there ~

foot-

no

game in progress on the right quadrangle. Herold squirts

a blob o~translucent green soap into the palm of each hand
/ '

and w~hes them under the tap. The mirror shows that he has

lost weight, for his clothes are too lbosei 'Ther~ is a

bulging curve of flesh between the point of his chin and

his Adam's apple. If he bends his head forward so that the
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chin approaches the small cavity above his bre~ne. he

appears to have a double chin. In fact,' this~as always

b~en there, even when~e'was a skinny adolescent. There

•is nothing he can do about it; his face will never be

angular. Hé will always have a weak profile. Still, a

properly trimmed beard migpt give his face the desired ,

angularity and concea~ the flaw.

1

.. -

. '"

\ •

•



f

1

-

,

II

J



·,
Cynthia Bradley

The watson~rive a little early. Peter compli-

----

ments Chris on his new coat, stroking its lamb collar'

before hanging it up. ~bbie clasps my '~nqs between

hers and kisses the air next to my cheek, careful not to

mingle what she has rubbed on her face with what l have

rubbed on mine. Peter leads us into the living room.

"1 was just preparing the drinks,· he says.

"Rye and ginger for me,· Chris says.

"l've cooked up something different'this time,·

Peter says. ·Let me get it."

"What's he been concocting now?" Chris says, sqeez

ing Debbie's knee. He is determined not to be serious,

throwing me a faint smil~ of suspicion, a little ne~vous

perhaps that l will somehow infect his jocularity with an- '.
une xpec t!!d, inC<Jng ruen t mood, .conv inced (as he h~~een

for years) that l am incapable of frivolity, or that l

have any capacity to experience pleasure. I.try to match

my return smile with something in my eyes, for I~know that

it is there that he will seek the reassuran~he demands.-This is mye dinner; l have cooked i t and l will serve it,

but its raison d'être, apparently, is to rei~tegrate me

into life, to bring me together again with old friends,

to make me feel alright. The~ are still SUSPi~ious of
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me, 1:!ven Debbie; they aren' t sure, 1.' m quite there, that·.1

am iespopsivè •. Even Debbie Jalittle heavier than uSual)

is distanced; she.doesn't knowhow to approach me. 1t
•

(

seems it i5 they who are not here.i they who must make the

• effort to start ail over again.

"He spent 'all afternoon poring 'over' bis bar tender , s

guide," l say. "God knows what.he's come up with.-

"You're looking very good," Debbie says.

"~es, you are," Chris says.
o

"Thanks," l say. "1 feel great.~

~

"Here we go, " Peter says, re~J;:ning with a tray.
.

"Sink your. teeth into this. "

Debbie leans forwârd and studies the tray before
q,

taking one of the glasses. "What is it?",

"Go al\ead, try it," Peter says.. He sits back ~nd

swallows a gulp. "M1)Ijn." . t/
~take a tentative sip thr~gh a ~ead of foarn.

"Tastes.like rum or gin," Chtis says.

:-'-', :1,"....

"It's d~licious, whatever it is,·, Debbie says.

.. "What's in that, Cointreau?"
,

Chris says.

"It's

l try

called Between the Sheets," Peter says... .
not tO'drink it too quickly; Peter is watch-

( 1

ing me from behind "l'lis smile.. "1' d better check the

ham," l say.
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·Oh, l love ham,· Chris says.

.. 118

l've overcooked it~ it looks dry but the glaze should

make it palatable. This is my fir~t attempt at' a meal in

three mon.ths. The last time l was sick l thought l' d 9 ive

up cooking, everyone else was \oing ~t for me"- They

trïed'to make me,eat all kinds of things but l was never
"

hungry. l lost about twenty-five pounds and at first it

felt gOOQ. Dr. Marchand was worried, thoUgh, and he got

Peter worried. Pe~er kept ~rying to coax me to eat; he
•

bro~ght me pastries and fruit and even Chinese food one

time but Dr. Marchillld said not to insist., . He said l

would eat sooner or 'later, that anorexia was not one of
,

my symptoms. He called'things symptoms; it was a symptom

tha~ l didn' t want to talk to anybody or see
•

even get out of bed. Symptomatic of exactly

said.

"

anyone or ,

what ~never

•
l p~ek at the, carrots and they look about ready. l

atm trying something diff,erent this time, steaming them in
•

a double-boiler. l put the bacon rolls in the oven •

• l remember that l have left my drink in the other

room. l find Peter's cocktail mixture in the refrigerator,

almost a quart of i t in an old rum bottle. - r pour sorne

into a tumbler and drink it down. lt really is good after

all, sweet andcold. l pour out,another glassful and put

\ the t'est away. \ ,
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The bacon rolls are pqpping gr~ase onto the broiler
• •

element and,small flames dart around inside the oven.

Peter comes~in for another round.

"Almost ready?" he says.

." . .~

"Just a few more minutes. You can start ~rding them

into the dining room."....
"There's only two of them.

~ ,

less they stampede."

"Pass me that glove."

Not much of a herd, un-

~'

L

He brings me the qùilted mitten and kisses the back

of' my neck.' He stops and l know he has noticed my .. glass.

He is hesitating because he is not sure what to say to

"':- me. l think he wants to get angry but~ afraid to, afraid

to sensitize the carefully constructed party atmosphere,

afraid ~o make things'worse. His hesitation is 50 desper

ate that l want to tell 'him to say it qui~kly, that l'm

alrigh~" that he has the right to say something. l want

o to reassure him someQow but l find his' indecision'con-

temptible; l resent it but l don't want to get upset;

l don't want to spoil his mood any more than he wants it
~

to be spoiled. ;1 want to make him happy for at least a

few hours.

"You finish it," l say.

..
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have initiated a formai, semi-socia1 transaction that

deSignates~ fixed ro1e to'him that he has no choice but

.' .

~

There is relief in his smi1e and pain, too, for l

to enact.

Dr. Marchand was ta1king to Peter--I wa~ there but

l wasn't;

least Dr.

they knew l wasn't or thought l wasn~t, at

Marchand did,. although Peter didn't ~eem td
~

really believe it--Peter was fidgety and his mouth ~as

funny, sort of trembling and unsuFe, and Dr. Marchand

said--I called him my teddy bear, Dr. T. Bear; he had a

beard and a tremendous stomach but he didn't sweat the

way fat people sweat and he always smelled well-lotiohed

and l knew he took care of himself--he talked very

softly, alth?ugh sometimes he spoke loudly for effect,

but it ne ver did any goodi his tone was reassuring, not..
to me 50 muc.h or to any of tJ.is other patients as far as

l could ~e~,but to Peter, or 50 it seemed, although

Peter always looked nervous around him, a 1itt1e

embarrassed, l think, not about himself but about me, but

not about me as myself but as l was to him, that is, as

a wife, and he a husband to such a wife, but Dr. Marchand

never seemed to notice or ever give him cause for uneasi-

-

(
ness--Peter's lips often trembled when he visited
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•
'Dr. Marchand was very sOothing ând:fte said--he didn't

.
want to say it in front of me, understandably, but Peter

made him; Peter was sort of testing the diagnosis, not

really believing that l wasn't really there but sort of
.

putting Dr. Marchand to the' test to see if he re~lly

believed ithim~lf--he saio.:

"Don't'insist, don't Insist. But be a little fi~m,

gentle but firm. Let her go at her own pace but don't

let her squeeze yoj·o~t."
"How long do you think this will go on, Doctor?"

"It's partially up to you, Mr. Bradley. You tend

to let her go too far."

"1 wanted her to be happy."

"Do you think she's happy now?"

"Is she anything now?"

"Oh, yes, she's--"
• •

"1 don't want to hear about it any more."

"You know, Mr: Bradley;'the unfortunate thing is

what she's doing to you. Oh, not on purpose, not mali-

ciously, bu~ frankly, well to be perfectly ho~est and

with aIl due respect, she's got you by the ballS~'f

you'll excuse the expression."

l was there. l was there aIl the time.
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o

"Don't be silly, " Peter says. "Go ahead and enjoy

yourself. This is your party. But 'Cynthia, how about

making this one your last?" .

"1 don't want it. Here, take it."

"Calm down, honey. Hey, those things are starting

to burn."

"Take the goddamn thing, will you."

l reach for the glass to give it to him but he

grabs rny elbow as l swing around and the glass drops
:

to the floor. Peter lets me go and, taking the mitten

from my hand, rescues the bacon rolls. They are only a
•

little charred. The floor is sticky under my feet. He

looks at me again. l laugh at first and then he laughs;

his relief is 50 obvious, 50 intrusive and false to the

moment that l want to stop laughing, but l can't until

he stops me with his mouth befo~e l get hysterical.

"Let me ask you," Dr. Marchand said. "How do you.
feel before it starts--cheerful, amused? Are you in a

good mood?"

~No, not cheerful. Maybe arnused at first. Sort of

like something's funny a bit. Then nothing", really, just

•

-

/
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iike laughing. Then~~tp~p'scarëd, 1 guess. I don't

know why, or of what, sort of,scare~ 1 won't be able to

stop. 1 want té s~am, 1 know 1 do, 1 feel the scream

rising inside me, forming inside and ~hen shooting up as

if from a great distance, like something flying alongÀ

SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVI0LET
•

corridor toward a window, like my mouth's a vindow, but

123

.'

aIl 1 can do is laugh and laugh and th~n there's sort of

nothing. l've sort of rnoved inside the window with the

scream and the laughter is on the outside and l'm not

really scared any more, but l'm kind of aw~y from it aIl."

He gave me pills. 1 took them; then ):6 stopped talt-

ing them. 1 went away for a long time w~th the scream

and he gave me needles. At sorne point 1 came back.

"What about this ham, eh:>" Chris says, warmly, with

a look half expressive of approbation, half requesting it.

) "Delic:i.pus," Debbie says, with equal wannth, half to

satisfy Chris and half to compliment me, anxious to
\

praise, to demonstrat~'her friendship, eager to rebuild

that friendship, but-l know she means it.

"Have sorne more bacon rolls," 1 say.

"Let me save sorne room for the salad,· Peter says.

"l'Il have some," Chris says. "Jesus, every tj.me

we come here l eat enough for a week." He points his

forlt at Debbie. "Tomorrow we diet ....
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"You say that every time,"'she says, "but do you

ever do it?"

"Wait till you see the ~sserts,· Peter says •

• Cynthia' s been baking for two days.· .

'"Next time we'll bring the kids,· Debbie says.

"They're ,always complaining that l never make desserts."

"50 am'I," Chris says.

"1 never had the knack,· Debbie says.

"We'd love to see them again,· Peter says, "Eh,

Cynthia?"
1

"Do they play bridge?" l say, and the Watsons laugh

appreciatively.

"Look, it's easy," Peter said. He explaine~ the

point-count system.

...

,.
• "1'11 never remember all this," l said •

"It's easy," Chris said. "Yeu'll pick it right up.".

"Why can't we play something else?"

"Yeu'll like it ence yeu get used te

"New, l dealt se Ibid first. l'll start

"Pass," Debbie said •.

?"
with

Peter said.

a heart."

"New," Peter !?aid,"if you have at least six points

yeu can answer."

--
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"Bid your best suit," Chris said.

125

\

Chris was sitting in a deck chair, wearing a blue

and white bathing suit; his eyes were invisible behind

his sung lasses ...
"Look at that husband of yours, " he said. "5howing

off again, Peter?" he shouted.

?eter wasbounci~,up'and down on the edge of the
'.. '. ~ .

,.

diving board. He knelt down and appeared to be examin

ing the water. Then ne gripped the edges of the board

and slowly lifted his body "into a·handstanB.

"What'~ ,he trying to do?" 1 said.

"Watch this," Chris said.

Peter suddenly jerked himself forward and slid ver-

tically into th~ water with hardly a splash. He stayed

a long time at the bot tom of t?e pool,drifting toward
-..

the shallow end, hardly moving, a perfect economy of.
energy, like.a seasnake. His bursting from the water was

a shock, a tumult of water and loud exhalat~~n and pant-

ing at.~er the grave, muffléd, almost solemn maneuver he
~

had just executed.

. '"
'..

"Try sorne of this wine, " Peter say~ •

" Let me see the bottle," Chris says.
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,... "It's Spanishi" Peter says.,
Dr. Marchand had::'Ôh a blue- suit and a vest. He was

(

talking to Peter. Peter was folding and unfolding his

hands. 1 couldn't tell what they were saying. Maybe

1 could tell but forgot. 1 rem~ber the blue suit.

"It's arnazing how he does that," 1 said to Chris.

"He's so perfectly at ease/î;1\he water, so natural. 1
-../

think he's more himself under water than normally."

"He was qlways a great swimmer. But you're right,

he's a little clumsy on dry land."

"Water re~lly is his element." •

"What's your element?" he asked in an uncharacter-

istically insinuating ~ay. 1 could almost recreate the

expre'ssion in his invisible eyes fr~ the evidence of

his facial.muscles,.which were taut ~nd seemingly sus-

•

across

ded in anticipatqry. tension. He looked at Il)e with those

'blac squares. 1 watched Peter swim back and forth

in an easy, liquid cra~l.

" 'r " 1 said.

"Here they come," 1 say.

"My God, there must be twelve different kinds,"

Chris says.
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-Th\rteen.-

-Where am 1 going to put them?-

-You'll find a space,- Debbie say~.

/
Debbie is strange tonight, not herself at aIl •. ·1

suppose it's difficult for her to play the role of

stranger but she can't seém to help it, can't seem to

break out of it, as if it were fore-ordained, dictated

by a rigid fnd implacable codemaker that she is too

127

weak to defy. She.doesn't trust me any IlIOre;'she can't

say the things she used to say, talk about the old sub-
•

jects, the books, the movies, the men. We used to dis-

~ cuss men in front of Chris and Peter and they would love
~,

it, winking ~t each other, secure, confident.

When the rain stopped we came out of the trees. Water

fell on us from the branches when we jarred them. We

came into a field-. Trees were thick on three sides of it.

The side oppos i t~ to tha t from which we emerged sloped

away to the wa ter. The sky was a big space ,then, l'lot 1 ike

in the woods when it haQ been little grey irregular frag

ments like a dusty lead-v~ined window. 1t was still'mostly

grey overhead but bright blue far away over the water.

Sun came down through the breaks in the clouàs in even,
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straight-planed shafts. Peter's arm vas tight around my

shou~der, his fist hairy and black next to DY cheek.

"My feet are wet," l said.

The grass was long and bent and tangled around my

ankles. Peter lifted me up and carried me toward ,the

slope.. l vas' laughing. His arms were tight beh-ind my

back and under my knees.· He slipped and l fell to the

ground, rolling in the wet grasse He~as laughing,

too. His face carne between me and the sky, his new

mustaçhe matted and dripping muddy water. His body was·

tight against me. My face was in his mustache, writhing

•for air, the gritty water coarse on my skin and in my
t

nostrils. The uneven ground arched my back. wet and

slippery, sLiding against it, my head wrenching from

side to side for breathing space, my fingers grasping his

~hirt, pulling him tight against my bod~

After, we left our clothes in the field and plunged
~ .

down the slope .into the water. He disappeared under it

and splashed up laughing andshaking his head.

"You're purple," he said.

It was the coldest water l've ever been in.

The first time after l carne home was impossible.

-Peter was ~rry but he wasn't angry. And the seco~d time,
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too, and the time after that. Finally" he stopped try-
. .

ing but he never said anything and rarely questioned me

about i t. He was afraidto start something,' to provoke

an unpredictable resp6nse. 1 stopped being ashamed;:'.it

took a while, but 1 stopped. It doesn't even seem impor

tant now. It' might beçome important again, but now it

isn't. 1 think we are coming to see things,differently

now, to accept our being together as just that, being

together, with a tacit agreement,~ot to create irrecon-

cilable disturbances, to make things as easy as possible,
, ,

to never endangerour being together by establishing

unshiftable postures. We don't have to say anything, we

don't ha~e to worry about creat~ng or stumbling into

unyielding situations\-we.know how to maneuver.

~

"Christ, 1 can hardly moyen Chris says, gripping his

belly with both hands and supressing with obvious diffi

cultY the series of burps that try to escape his throat.

"1 know what you mean," Debbie says.
, .

,
"Let's go inside and play sorne cards,· Pe~er says.

"Soinebody call me a taxi," Chris ~ays.

"You'll need a bus," Debbie says, slapping him on

the stomach,

"That's it for me," Chris says. l'm never eating

again. Il
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•

After shopping--I buy nothing in the end. ~here is

nothing to buy, no-ornamentation fixes my desire, no,
"

necessity arouses my sensibility of need--I stop for a *
~,

drink at a Mexican cabaret. Here is a planned exoticism,

a rèmoval from place that constitutes a deniai of purpose.

The other-world motif: you are never where you are, where /

you expected to be, sans place, sans ~spoir, sans peur.

Cynthia and Peter are having company and l want to

stay away. Discourse with strangers: how are 'you, Madame?

Je ne sais ~as." l feel i t coming on, a desire -to get dizzy

and not to think, to be absorbedby something, induige a

compulsion, go a Iittle crazy .
..

But not yet.. •

( .

Co~ulsion to solitude: to detach oneself from Obliga-~

tion. Another person is always a question that on~ is ex-

pected to answer. l want to drink a daquiri, hear sorne

music, get sdme sleep, ignore myseif. To ignore is to be'

ignorant. Everything is a, defini,tion of something eise.

A man at the next table tries to pick me up.~aybe

that's an exag~eration, an assumption of dUPIi~ He

talks to me about fish: whales and sharks.

"The best way to deal with sharks;" he.says, " is to

punch them right on the tip of the nose. It's true. .You

hit them on the nose and they'll run away. They have very

sensitive noses.:'

.'.
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Where does it come from, this information, and why
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leaning bacK with one knee crossed over the other.

"

is he telling me? In fact, he has ~een 'listening to a

-conversation aë another table, where a man and woman are

discussing the movie~. It is their conversation he

is entering, snatching it from them and tranferring it

to me. This establishes complicity: we ~ave been eaves

dropping and have something to share..
1 .

He seems to be in his mid-thirties, dark, not quite

savory, perhaps. We talk a while. He sayshe's a pilot

with ~l Italia.' It doesn't take me very long to get bored.

He moves to my table, where he sits, very mucn at ease:

Even
(

tually, he gèts around to telling me 1 lookunhappy~ 'This

is t~e moment of shifting, for in order to penetrate me,

to make himself indispensible, at least temporarily, he
. . .~-~,

~~t engage my affl~cat~ons.

"Your husband doesn't love you."
• 1

"1 think he does."

"Then you don't love him?"

"1 think ,1 do."

"Then he doesn't sleep with you."

"You really don't know what it is, do you?"

"Why don't you tell me."

"It isn't worth ~he trouble."
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•

Th~t was Bill's answer to a question of min~JWhy

.~,

don't Iole have children? It was a question of delây: an

other year, a little mdre money, a bigger place. Any day
"

now, ,until it was' too late. Then it wasn't worth the
p'"'

trouble anymore.

The dark man buys, me a drink.

"Don't get drunk on me," he says.

'Be's a scavenger, this one, mistakingme for carrion.

"No thanl<os." l push the glass toward'him.

"I 'don't ,drink daquiris," he says, pushing it bat}::,

His fingernails are well-manicured, with 'perfec.1.}y'~ounded

tips. His hands'give off a whiff of cologne. "~ ha~'ob

viously gone to sorne trouble to prepare himself for the

unknown .

C'est moi, l'inconnu. He wants to find out, to dis-

cover and reveal. To explore is to expropriate. Nothing

is innocent, that is, only itself. l am to be dispossessed

of what l think l own: secrets, detachment, will. Unc~ver-

.. ed, l will melt in the sun like a surprised

"What else don't you do?" l say.

''l'don't stay where l'm not wanted.-

(

"You're still ~ere."

"Because l knoi l 'm wanted."
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"Oh, really?"

"Oh, really."
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.'
The mariachis move.arnong the tables playing requests.

They move·i~ our direction.

"1 can't hear through the noise," l say.

He smiles at me .

..
l was five years old. Under the kitchen ba1cony be-

hind the house l had carved a home. Two dolls lived there.

Their names were Simone and Esthère. Simone had black

"cheeks and no nose; Esthere had only one leg. They fought

continuously., Simone ~sually won by kicking Esthère's one

leg out from'under her. Sometimes Esthèr~ won by poking

her hand into the cavity in Simone's face.

My mother was heavy handed~ l was lucky to have a

second home under the porch. When ny mother was an~y,

aIl the neighbors knew it.

"Why don't you go on the· radio, 'ostie," my father

would say, and that would be loud, too.

One day l was under the porch waiting for d"lrk; in-the dark everything was better. My mother was shouting

iriside. \
hand was i;n Simone'sfor me to come Esthere's

face. They interlocked, these two cripples, like com

plementary parts of speech. I·was singing:

"J~ n'entends pas, je n'entends pas."

"Laisse-faire, Clothilde~" My father said. "J'ai

b'ên faim."
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l was hungry, too, but that ~ay. l was free.

l turn to the dark man. "He .haS b~en studying DIe,

. \
watching closely to analyze my ~açi~l'expressions: the

way l lift my eyebrows, shift my'eyes, bite' or purse my

lips.
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taken from my

"Do you have any family?" l ask him.

He makes a waving ~ion with one hand,

ashes on his pants fromit~ cigarette he has

dropping
./

pack and lighted with my lighter. He has ceased to re-
1.

gard me; he now alternates'between looking around the room

and staring at a spot on his knee. It Qccur~ to me that ,

there is nothing interesting about this man; he has no

immediately striking quirks, nothing that can be carica-

tured. And his confidence ïs as bor:lng as his blandness;

He lacks the complexity that one infers from displays of

fleeting weakness.

"No parents? No brothers, no sisters?"

"In Italy. Why?"

. .

"Where in Italy?" /

"Somewhere in Naples."

"Where in Naples?

"Have you ever been to Naples?"

ll~o .. t1

"It's a big place."
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Bill always wanted a home where he' cou1d find it;
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but he gave the impression of never wanting to find any

one else in it. It was something he needed without wanting

to need it. He always worked to avoid discovery, to de-

lay revelation. It's more trouble than it's worth. There

are facts to conceal facts, as the past ·conceals the pre-
o

sent. Now we face ourselves and are surprised.

) (
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............--....../

By six. 0 clock l have emptied the garbage bins,

vacuumed the cor 'dors, exterminated a group of maggots

in the basement and settled dOwn for a quiet evening

of renting out rooms. Alan cornes in around eight,

although it is his day off. He sits by 'the desk and lays

out his paraphernalia: tobacco tin (ThreeNuns), pipe

(the bowl so thi·ckly encrusted that there is barely room

for a finger to pack it), tobacco pouch (Gitane), rolling

papers (Export) ,.rolling machine, harmonica, flick-knife

(six- inch blade)" He wan ts to talk about poetrr (he

likes Yeats, l don't), drugs ("there's no such thing as

mescaline in Montreal any more"), England (live beer,

ultra-short cigarettes, sKinheads, pub hour~, and

especially Cambridge), chess (he ~as recently~acquired a

Russian clock), my sex life (criminally dishonest), his

old girlfriend (he occasionally goes out to the west end

...
to stare at the house she lives in), and divers other

topics to which l pay less than full attention. OUr

literary ambitions receive their due; he succinctly sums

up his position vis-à-vis my current project: "Actually,
.

l don't think a long poem on Hannibal has much chance of

being very good, with aIl ~ue respect."

,
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•

We went to the Hunter's Horn one night so Alan

could hear sorne Irish music. At a table near the door, a

middle-aged man in a blue pepsi-Cola uniform seemed to be

sleeping; his head was thin and a thin brown mustache

lay straight across his face like a wound over which the

blood has dried; his h~ad jerked forward periodically

and then fell back again as he struggled with his fatigue.

We found a place at the bar and ordered .beer. The

woman at my left was staring into her drink. Her corn

pan ion was talking to a greying man in a grey suit, who

said: "l'm an account director. l handle about ten

million dollars right now." The woman he was talking to

nodded her head; she had short blonde hair and very large

cheeks.

"What's this place like?" Alan'said to me.

"It's alright."

The bartender said something to the wqman next to

me and she smiled weakly. l looked around the room; At

the end of the bar was a small dance floor and next to

that a tiny stage with two microphones. A man and a

woman were standing on it and they began to sing an Irish

folk song. A few couples were dancing. A chubby bald

•
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man asked the woman next to me if she wanted to d~e;

she shook her head and resumed her examination of her

.
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glass.

"You're beginning ,to look tragic," l

l hadn't expected her to respond but

and grinned. "Am l really1"
~

"Oh, yes."

said to her.
-.4

she looke'd' up

)

"Yeso Body movement, that kind of thing. We put on
J

"Well, l didn't want to dance withhi~.-
•

"Wher~are you from?"

"Albany."

"Really? How long have you been here?-

"Two days."

"Like it?"

"It's a beautiful city."

"What do you do in Albany?"

"l' m a schoolteacher."

"Really? What do you teach?"

"Rhythm. "

"Rhythm?"

•

....

(

a play with four~h-graders last month~ They were really

good. "

"Your friend is a teacher, too?"

"Yeso 5he teaches English."
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(

"Really? My friend here is a writer.· l turned

to Alan and took his arm. "What's your name?"

"Amy. "

"Amy, l'm Paul and this is the illustrious Alan."

"Hello," Alan said.

"15 he really a writer?"

"Sure."

, "He doesn't look it."

"Not lean and hungry enough, eh? First he must

learn starvation. His profession has been kind to him."

"Do you make a living writing?"

"Not yet, " Alan said.

"What do you do for a living?" \

"Hets a white slaver," l said.

"What do you do?" Amy aSked me.

"Itm a philosopher."

"What's your philosophy?"

"You live until you die."

"Very philosophical."

"1 used to be a priest."

Alan looked at Amy. "Tell me a story about death."

"What?"

"A story. About death. l'm trying to find out about

i t. Il
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·Why?·

·50 1 can write a book.·

·Because l'm a writer.·

"Are you really a writer?"

"Don't get hi~' started," 1 said .
.~

"What have you written?" she said.
('

"po\try , mostly."

"Oh?~hat kind of poetry?"

"What kinds are there?"

"1 don't know," she said. "What kind is yours?"

"Good," 1 said.

"What?"

"Good poetry. If you like that sort of thing."

"What sort of thing?"

"P6etry. "

"1 like it if it's good."

"How can you tell if it's good?"

lplO

"Well, 1 don't know. 1 think most of it's boring.·

"Everything's boring."

"Then why go on?"

"We are anesthetized," Alan announcc!'d, "by the will

to su rv ive. "

Suddenly the account director was standing next to

him. "1 don't believe you're a writer."
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"Why don't you believe it?" Alan said.

"1 don't believe it," the man repeated defiantly.

He stood very straight with one large hand wrapped around

a glass; he seemed about to crush it as if it were a

telegram carrying bad news.,
"1 don't give a fuck what you believe," Alan said.

"Hey, he's getting mad now," the man said to me.

"1 don't blame him," l said.

"Doesn't make it \Fue," the man said. He walked

away. As he passed the sleeping man in the Pepsi uni

form he reached over and shook him by the shoulder.. The-

Pepsi man woke up and immediately reached for his glass.

"Son of a bitch," l said.

"Oh, ne ver mind," Alan said.

The singers were back on the stage; they started to ..
sing "Black Velvet Band." Alan lay one hand across my

shoulder and the other across Amy's and said with great

"deliberation: "You are all a pepsi generation." -
Pinky, wearing a spectacular wig, cornes in with a

scrawny unshaven man in a clo~h jacket. "Hey, baby,

what's happening?" she says, slapping the counter. 5he

has a booming vojce that makes Alan cringe.

(
"Not much,· l say. ,
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"How 'bout a room?"
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I hand her a registration slip; she signs it -Richard,
Nixon" and hands it bac]c",
j

"Twelve bucks," I say.

"Give him twelve dollars," she says to the min.

.~

"Twelve? I never pay more than ten." He puts a

ten-dollar bill'on the"counter.

"It's twelve," I say.

"NO, it isn' t."

"Give him his money," Pinky says, hitting his arm.

She is a big girl.

The man puts a two-dollar billon the counter.; I
Q

Pinky grabs it from his handt'l-k"e it and give him a .k.ey.
,?'..J.

and leads him upstairs.

"See you later," she says. it. "

(

Candy cornes in as 1 am marking the amount on the

account sheet. "You s~en Pinky?"

"She just went up."

"You see that rnotherfucker she was with? He's' no

fucking good. Told me thirty was too mlJl:h. \~h.at's .she

going wi th.him for? n.

"1 don' t know~

"Shit, l'rn going to bed."

"What was 1 sayiqg?" Alan says.
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"1 don'~ remember •. You were talking abou~ books,

or- something."
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•

"Oh, right. You don't s~em to have the same taste

as 1 do at aIl. Very perverse, you are."

Pinky's trick cornés downstairs: he stops at the

desk. "Let me ask you something," he says. "How come

aIl these girls are black?"

"1 don' t know. -They come from' New York."...
"Shit, the hell with it." He walks out.

"~trange gùy," l say.

"Nothing wrong with that," Alan says. "Sometimes

it's good to make other people think you're strange. 1

never thought that 1 wai particularly strange, although

l have occasionally admitted to being a poet."

"Sometimes it can be politic to reveal a secret

vice," l say.
•

./

.-'- \

•
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Chris Watson

l play the ace of clubs.

Debbie smokes, placidly; Peter is ,twisting his·mouth

around, concentrating; Cynthia sits looking at her cards

spread out on the table away from her, adjusting one now

and then to keep the suits in perfectly aligned rows.

The Christmas the four of us went ta Kiami Beach we

went like any other tourists, staying in one of the COllins

Avenue motels. The beach was a narrow strip of sand

blackened by tar and seaweed; somefdays it was dotted blue

with jellyfish; the water was a dirty green.

Peter and Debbie spent most of the time 'reading in

deck chairs by the P09l. Periodically, Peter would exe-

cute a dive, swim a few l~ngths and then return ta his

book: Cynthia would wander off for hours, walking up

and down the beach. One morning she decided to walk from

~ , Sunny Isles to Bal Har?or, ,a considerable distance, and

~ asked me if l wanted to go along. We set off about

ten-thirty, dodging the blue snaky strands of the half

b~ried jell~iSh' and reached the pier in about twenty

mlnutes.

"Down two," Peter says. "A hundred above for you."

,
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Debbie is already dealing from the red .deck.

"How about sorne music, Peter?" Cynthia says.
~

"What's your choice?" Pete~ says.

"Oh, anything."

The doctor came in and looked gravely at Peter.

"She'll be alright."

"Thank God," Peter said.

145

"There.was nothing we could do about the baby, l'm

afraid."

"1 suppose it couldn't be helped."-"There'll be a next time, Mr. Bradley.-

"1 don't think she'll want to go through a next

time."

"She's a very sensitive woman."

"1 guess l'm aware of that," Peter said.

1 make five clubs on the next hand.

"One hundred even," Peter says, keeping ..score. He

of numbers, the finality, the incon-

falling back on it is,.for him~ like

likes the perfection..
trovertability of an elegant proof. Logic is.his refuge;

coming home to \is

)

own living room where every piece of furniture is in the

right, familiar place •

•

t
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Peter took his.B.A~n math and philosophy. It

took bim a long time; his concentration usually broke

down towprd the end of the year. He ~ouldpile' up his

books on the floor of his room and forget about them.

I. called on him on~ night with a bottle of wine he had

asked me to bring over for one of his girlfriends.

"You're just in ·time," he said.

l noticed the books on the floor and l knew what he

meant. "Packing it in?"

"l'Il get back to the~."

"You've only got a month to go."

"I need a break. Le't' s see tha t .wine.·

l handed him the bottle. "

"Italian," he said. "Good for gulping." He started .

t~ peel the;foil from around the cork.

"I thought it was supposed to be for your date

tomorrow. "

"She can bring heD own wine."

"You're a wonderful host."

~Cynthia's very understanding. Cynthia Perry, the

art student."

"On, yes, sweet Cyn."

•
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·Oh, yeso

\,

""- ., ..... ~
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We drank the bottle and then went out to a few clubs

and got drunk. Toward closing time we met two girls

who were going to a party with sorne guy and they,asked

us along. It turned out to be a gay party som~where out, .

near Christophe Colombe. l thought l was getting in good

with one of the girls; the four of us left together but
."

as soon ~5 we got outside the two,girls ran ahead of us.

"Where are they going?" Peter asked me.

"1 don' t know." Istarted to chase them. Peter was

walking behind, shaking his head.

"Where are you going?" he shouted after me.

l caught up with the, girls and tried to talk to them.

They wouldn't stop walking.

"What's going on?" Peter said, catching.up.

"They wo~'t listen to me."

"1 guess they don't like us."

"Goddamn it, at least they cou Id stop and listen when

l talk to them."

One of the girls, a redhead, stopped. She looked

completely drunk and confused. "You want to come to our

place?" she asked Peter.

USure."

Her friend grabbed her arm and dragged her along.

.'
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-The hell with them," 1 said.

"Wait a minute, she just invited us over."

"The hell with the bitches."

"Come on," Peter said. "Here's a cab."

"Where are ~e going?"
~

"Just get in."

It was dawn; as soon as we'go~ in the cab, it

started to rain.

"Let's go see Julie," he said.

~.
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The record finishes. Peter gets up and turns it over.

"What's the ,score?" Debbie asks.

"Both vulnerable," Cy~thia says, examining the pad.

"And you have three-fifty abo~e. Would you like sorne more

r coffee?"

~

"Please," Debbie says.

When we'reached the pier there was a crowd of people

in bathing suits standing around. They all seemed to )e

looking at som~thing on the edge of the sand. We stopped

but we couldn't see anything over all the heads. l turned

to the man next to me.

"What's going on?"

, 1

•
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" He shrugged. "Search me." H~ only hadone hand.

he tried to keep the stump of his other arm in the pocket

of his terrycloth jacket but dt kept slipping out.

We tried te push ourway through the crowd but

Cynthia was having a hard time 50 we stopped. Everyone

around us was asking what was going on but no one up

front seemed inclined to answer.

"The he1l '</IÎ. th

"It's a bab~
i t ," of sa id. "Le t 1 5 go on."

somebody said.

( ,

"What is it, a fish?"

"It looks like a dead baby."

Debbie bids the next hand more competitively than

usual. Peter opens a spade and she says two no. Cynthia

passes. l know Debbie. is weak in high cards and l only

have six points 50 Peter must have a monster. l pass

to him and he says three hearts. Debbie bids three' no

trump. Cynthi~umps in with four hearts and l pass.

Peter ponders his hand for several minutes, apparently

considering his slam possibilities. Finally he passes.

'Debbie immed'tately bids four no-trump. l re-evaluate my

hand: a king, two jacks ànd a doubleton in spades--still

5 ix poin ts' and the doubleton is wot"thless. l' m glad we

aren't playing for money.

,

•
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Debbie looks at me. Peter ponders again,. shaking

his head. He/doubles.

l shake my head at Debbie.

150
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•
~I couldn't let him have it that easily,~ she says •

l lay down my hand; Peter laughs.

"1 should have gone to six," he says.

"It's a good sacrifice," Debbie says. "Don't you
.>

think 50, Chris?"

Debbie carne into the store wearing ~ red dress wi~h
.-"''',

matching jacket. She took a folded piege-of paper from

her purse and handed it to me.

The prescription was signed by my brother: a J, a W,

and a squiggle. His office was upstairs; he kept my

pharmacy alive.

, She came bacK in exactly two weeks. This time she

smiled and said hello.

"Hello." l said. "Back for a refill?"

"Yeso l hope this is the last one."

"Have you been seeing Dr. Watson long?",
"Just ~ couple of weeks."

l handed her a tube of pills. "1 '11 he sure and have

him prescribe you a weekly dose of placebos." l gave her

my best smile. "Just to ~eep you in the neighborhood."
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She smiled back •

•
-
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The worst fight we ever had 1 b1ame on liquor. We

had sorne people in and after they left we were carry-

ing the glasses and ashtrays back to the kitchen. 1 was

exceptionally drunk.

"These arè cheap glasses," 1 said.

"Just try not to break them."

"It's th~ cheapest cnes that are the strongest.

They wouldn't break even if 1 did drop them. w

"Don't start experimenting."

"Watch." 1 held out a glass at-arm's length.

"Don't break it, Chris."

"It won't break on this floor. The linoleum's aIl

soft and buckled.

break?"

"1'11 bet you

impatiently.

• J

~Oh.d~ yoo wao' '0 be' ., woo"

ten dollars it breaks,w she said

(

"1 haven't got ten bucks."

"Five then."

"1 don't have five. 1 don't have five cents, to,
tell you the truth."

"Then put it away and forget it."

"1 tell you what. If it breaks, l'lI wash the dishes

for a week." ..
•
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"Alright, fine."

"Okay." l held out the glass again.

"And you'll clean up the broken glass, too,- she

said.

""Ah, l didn't say that." l dropped the glass; it

smashed into pieces.

"Ha," she said.

"Hell," l reâlly didn't éxpect that to'happen...
"Why didn't you believe me?"

"Look at that floor. It shouldn't have broken."

"WeIl, you better clean it up."

l got out. a broom and a dustpan and swèpt up the
•

broken glass. Bending down and standing up made me

dizzy. l stumbled to the garbag~ bag in the corner of

the room, trying to fight off na use a and vertigo.

"Look at yourself," Debbie said.

"1 'm fine."
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(

l reached the bag and turned to face hér. "What's

the matter with you?"

"With me? What'"s the matter with you?"

"1 said l'm fine."

l tr ied to turn back to the bag but, the space was tao

narrow. l fell backwards and flattened it. l started ta ~
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laugh but 1 was choking. 1 couldn~t stand up; rny hands

were limp on the floor, surroundéd by broken glass and

scattered garbage. 1 ~ouldn't raise my head to see

Debbie's reaction. She was shouting something at me,

shaking me, trying to pull me up. 1 closed my eyes

and blocked her out.

1 managed to get up a little while later. 1 heard
•

noises from the living room and went to investigate.

Debbie was smashing the ~ce up; there were books all

over .the floor and cha irs were upturned; she had thrown

the coffee table against the wall. She picked up a

metal statuette and aimed at the TV.

"Not at the TV," 1 said.

She threw the statuette in my direction. "Goddamn

you," she said. "1 don't hav, to live like this. 1

don.' t have to take this from you."

1 ducked and it hit the wall behind me. 1 watched

her calmly. "Take what from me?"

"1'11 smash this whole goddarnn place. You want to

live like a fucking animal here's your fucking chance."

·The next'day when 1 woke up 1 was alone. 1 looked

into the kitchen; it had been cleaned up. 1 was afraid

to see what the living room looked like but.it had been

carefully straightened as well. The coffee table was

pretty scratched and one of its legs wobbled. There was
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a note on it: "Dear Chris, l've gone to work. Please
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defrost something for supper. Remember to put the phone

back on the hook. Love, Debbie."

lt was the first year of our marriage, before we

ho",h' 0"' 0"< ne<~" wi'~ ""dd'" ooo'y.

1 can't argUe(wlth the way she plays the hand. 5he

loses two high diamonds, then Peter runs five spades. He

leads a heart to Cynthia but Debbie surprises him with the

king. She lays down the 1ast four diamonds;.

"Down five," Peter says. "Doubled vulnerable.

Fourteen hundred for us, plus fifty for insult~·

"At least 1 kept you from winning," Debbie says.

"Not really," Peter says. "You only delayed it.

Even if you make game this hand you'll have just over a

.--thousand. We have over fifteen hundred. Fifteen-twén~y,

to be exact. You can't win unless you put us'down a ~ew

times."

"You and your damn math," Cynthia says. 5he smiÎbas.

"Never play games with an accountant."

. "lt's not over yet," 1 say. "We can still put you

down." .

"You'can try," Peter says.

"lt's no fun if you can't win." Cynthia says.

"We ca~ win,· 1 say •

1
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Cynthia looked stunned. "What did he say?"

"1 didn't hear him," l said.

l~

"He said something about a baby.

"Did he? No, it couldn'tbe."

A dead baby.· •

(

(

"It's aIl blue," somebody said.

"It's probably just an overgrown jellyfish," l sald.,

"Let's keep walking,"
.

"He said it was a dead baby," she said.

"My God, it's aIl blue," a woman said.

"Come on, Cynthia, let's go back."

"Watch those stingers," a man said.

l took her by the arm and led her back to the motel.

"You know how people are," l said. "Especially in a

crowd. Nobody knows what they're talking about." l tried

a smile. "Communication entropy."

She looked up. "Look at those clouds. It'll probably

rain all day."

Just running from the cab to the building we got

soaked.

"Oh, God," Julie said. "What are you doing here?"

•

)
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"We were lonely," Peter said. "We thought we'd

visit you."

"Sorry," l said. "We shouldn't have come."

"It's alright," she said. "Just let me wake up.·

"Chris had a fight in the street with two drunken

girls," Peter said.

"Wha t?"
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"Two girls who took us to a party," I said. "It•

(

wasn't a fight, it's jùst that they left us there in the

rain. l lost my temper, that's aIl."

"He really took it hard," Peter said. Hesat next

to me on the couch.

"I haven' t seen you in, weeks and now you come over '

at this hour," Julie said~ "Why haven't you called me?"

"l've been studying," Peter said.

"50, Chris, how have you been?
~?'

I haven't heard

from you in a long time either."

l'm fine," I said. "l've decided to go back to school

next year."

"In what?"

"Either medicine or architecture."

Peter laughed. "I like a man who can make up his

mind. "

We got into a minor wrestling match which ended when

I upended him and "threw him off the couch.
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,

seven in the

apartment?"

easy," Julie said •.~Jesus Christ, it's
·f

morning, did you come here to break up my
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,

•

"l'm sorry," l said. "We shouldn't have come.-

"Just take it easy," she said. "Sit down."

"1 guess l better go," l said.

"What's your hurry?" ·she said. "Sit down, yqu

just got here."

"Yeah, stick around a while," Peter said.

"NO, l' m going."

"WeIl, give me a calI," Pete,r said.
• •

~Take care," Julie said.

door ••

•
Sheokissed me at the

(

,f.
l walked home in .t~e rain and slept aIl. day.

1
Peter was in the pool when Cynthia and l got back.

"It looks like rain," Debbie said.

"If it does we'll go into Miami and find something

to do," l said.

Peter was standin~ on the diving board.

"Look at that husband of yours," l said·'to Cynthia.,

"Showing off again, Peter~"

••
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Debbie deals the next hand from the red deck. l
1

._ look at my cards; l hold five spades to the jack, the

ace of clubs, and the queen ofhearts: seven points.

My fighting spirit is considerably diminished.,.

\
,

).
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Catherine Herold

•
1

The dark man takes me home, to his home, somewhere

. 'Everyth1ng is ordez:ly and cheap.,
. \

vulgar without being gaudy. He gives me a glass of cognac.

lt is impossible not to talk. H~~thing, but

in St. Michel, in the upper part of,a dup1ex that is fur-
--,J'

nished like a hotelroom.

•

he listens,.smiling benevolently. l ignore everything but

the shape of his mouth, bent in a U. l ama~ a loss to, ,
expIa" to myself :the source of the flow of words, .jor l

e
am embarrassed by what l am saying but unable to stop my-

self. l tell him mr life, which is apparently what he ex

pects to hear; so, although he is barely participating in

this flawed interaction, it is he who ?ominates.

E'Ventually '. he cornes to j.oin me on the couch, casual:j."--.

slipping his arm behind my back. l am indifferent· to thls

nonchalant aggression; presumably, he is not listèning very

closely to what lam saying; but then neither am l paying.... ,
much attention to what he is doing. l try, to a~just a

crooked lampshade with my stare.~ dark man's face is

o.n my neck.

- \

( )
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~
Bill and l had no secret game.

It now 's1ems to me remarkable that we have done nothing

..

in our lives together that we would be ashamed ta reveal or

to have discovered. Even alone ~e were alwaysJin public.

Peter told me soon after l moved into'his house that
.-

\ of ail the years he and Cynthia had been married, he couldn 1 t
.

think of one. that had been truly happy. We commiserated for

several hours. This is wha~ l now do best.

He put·his hand over mine and l looked into his face .
L- ~

So~e charm was there and sorne innocence, and he looked

very sad, but it was an accepted sadness. More than that:
( " t
it was axiomatic. He needed it like a child needs a mother~

L for ~ourishrnent, protection and somewh"ere to go.. ~ ....
cynthfa's son Paul did not malt'e her happy but he did

not make her crazy--une folle. H~r' son David made her

crazy and, in a way, that made her happy. He made her

crazy because he did not want to come out of the dark. or

maybe she did not want him to. Being crazy--thought of

as ·~razy--mad~ her happ~ ~ecause it made her free; now she

was ?o longer responsible. Peter tried ta maké her respon-,

(

," .
sible again which made her unhapp~. So l assume that what

love there is~etween them must be based upon their depen

dence on this drama. Most rational bonds, it seems, freely

entered, tend to d~s~olve into separateness unless they are

r .

, l.,'
. ~'.'

c .......
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reinforced by an irrational element. If there is sorne""
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(

thing to act out, sorne private theatre or secret game,

the relationship is cemented by the couple's mutual need,

their dependence on thë shared secret.

p
The dark man is angry.

"AlI you do is feel sorry for yourself,· ~e says.

"Don't you think other people have problems? What makes

you so specia1? l know a hundred women 1ike you.· The

world is full of martyrs."
"

"What kind of problems can you p~s,ibly have?"

"1 have'to sit here and l,isten to this shit."

"1 don't.t1

Outside, l am confused by the unfamiliar neighborhood.

•

"



r
Alan ~~sav~r

1 definë myself by what surrourids me.

That is, 1 first define a place, which coordinately. " ,

defines my position within it, so that, in effèct, 1 know

what 1 am by where 1 am, or, more precisely, by remember-

ing where 1 have beèn. 1 can define the kind of person..
1 am by the kind of places 1 have thought of as home,

~though this is not to

iences. My experiences

say that 1 am the sum of my exper

have been happe~y(gs, not shapers;

(

(

1 am that to which they happened, for 1 was already some

thing before they happened, that something being circum

scribed by a locus with which 1 identified or. from which

1 distanced myself. In,short, 1 ammyself alone, as

Richard III ,put it (or as Shakespeare put it into his
"-

mouth), but 1 have discovered that it is in my self-interest

to determine exactly where my existence is taking place

at any given moment or period of my life, not merely that

1 may persevere or triumph, but that 1 may define myself

congruously, or, briefly, stay sane (briefly, for 1
.

suppose that's the best one can hope for).

This may aIl be lies, or merely nonsense. One searches

for truth (the search is meaning) and therefore values

precision. But precision often leads to confusion, for as

one's analyses expand they often engulf the extraneous

and ru"rious. The truth, after aIl, may be no more than a.'
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sum of tangents, where the core itself (that part which

one originally assurned represented the goal) is hollow,

or"napproachable, beyond our capacity to assimilate or

comprehend. (This could lead, of course, toa dis-

cussion of divine versus human truth, revealed versus

discovered, but perhaps it is unnecessary to pursue that

•

(

here). precisron, then, can be labyrinthine, which leaves

the way open for perpetuaI doubt, which is why l

observe that it ~ay be nonsense; l do not really think

that it is lies. But if the core be hollow, is the

search for it still val id? Are the tangents sufficiently

meaningful in themselves to warrant iovestigation?

A second prop~sition: there is a hole in the center

of reality.

Is this hole our own fraility, that is, the in~

complete evolution of our capacity for knowledge? 1s

it a flaw inrthe structure of the universe that we

not calI ~ ilaw because that is the easy vay out?

will

l am

inclined to think that it is death, which is applicable to

both interpretations (and others that l have not listed),

but that is undoubtably due to a flaw in myself, a per-

sonal.fixation, if you will, my own<easy way out •. Oh,
. .

l know it. l do not love it, although the thought of

it,has occasionally consoled me.~ Nor am l interested in

attaining i,t (what sort' of achievement is ·it, after aIl).
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Furthermore, 1 know for a fact, insofar ~s 1. am capable

of systematic ratiocination, which l believe myself,

in aIl modesty, erninently to be, that the idea of death

(and it can never be more than an idea to the living) has

no place in a weIl thèught-out theory of truth. Dut there

it is, in medias rea (perhaps a misuse of the phrase),

and since the hole cannot be defined in any terms
r

at aIl, then any terms at aIl will probably do. Nor will

the numerous tangents suffice to define it, tor they

'. are of ihe thing itself and not the place that surrounds
. -

it (if "place" can describe so· abstract a terrain).

Moreover, however absurd these reflections may under

scrutiny prove to be, the fact remains, and whatever

el~ l may repudiate~I will never recant it, that there

is, definitely, as l say, a hole in the center of reality.

The question arises (to get back to what Istarted

•to say), whether l can in fact be properly defined as

l am now by my present surroundings. At the moment, l

am sitting in the lobby (such as it is: a small counter,

a switchboard, a soft-drink machine, a seedy couch and

a dtlapidated coffee table) of a thirty-unit rooming

house that.was initially founded to provide shelter for

hornosexual tourists and which quickly found its true

metier in furnishing bed and sink to prostitutes who,

• ,
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~ for one reason or-another, aIl appear to he black New

Yorkers. l do not think that this very successfully
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defines me,"but then, one~s immediate surroundings are

much too ephemeral to be considered in vacuo. To extend

further: l am in.Montreal and have been for almost two

years, b~t despite my familiarity with what one might

call the real underbelly of the city l do not believe

that l truly qualify as a Montrealer in the same way that
,

Paul Bradley does, for ~xample, or Jacques Chenard. l

have dug out a sort of home here, however, and l suppose

that to some extent aspects of this place ~ place can

be cited in establishing my identity. Not that there is...
any cr isis involved, or search" for ident~y per se; l

am not "loqking for myself" or "tryin9 to find myself"

oF any such rubbish as thati l am merely trying ta

clarify exactly what l am (even as opposed to who l am)

out of interest (not desperation), just as one might

wish to explore one's geneDlogy, for the sake of edifica-

tion (and even pleasure), not out of any particular need.

"Although l am an alien in this country, l have managed

to surmount whatever postpubescent feelings of aliena-
•

tion (in an existential sense) l may have at one time

experienced. l am pursuing this, let us say, purely

"for the fun of it.

~ ,
... '! "lof,
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To get on:-1 suppose l m~~t include cambridge

amon~emises of my being (nothing metaphysical

intended, or even particularly philosophical, for that

166

matter); Leicester no longer really enters into it,

being no more than a place of birth, a domicile for parents
\

and someformer friends, etc. e anecdote (hardly that;

one tiny incident) may be relev t: when l was in secon-

dary'school, l was sitting in room one day pondering

something or other when my mo came in and asked

me what l was doing. "Thinking" l said, to which she

rather forcefully.replied, "Oh, that's nothing. Why

don't you go .out and dQ something?" This had an echo

of sorts when l was getting ready ta .leave school. In

an interview with one of my masters, who had summoned

me to criticize my lack of enthusiasm for field'sports

and other approved diversions, the following vilification
~

was (rather absurdly, l 'thought) levelled at me: "The

trouble with you, Sansavar, is you're too damned intellec-
,

tuaI," l do not think that l have ever been so vehemently

/

flatter~d ..

(

Cambridge l remember very fondly as, l suppose, the
j

best time of my life. l never went to lectures much,

but l saw most of my professors once a week for private

consultations and l did attend (and rather dominated)
•

most seminars. l graduated with a third, but then, their
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standards are extrem~ly rigorousi Winston Churchill took

a fourth, l believe. l remember the usual things that
•

one tends to remember from university'(dinners at Queen's

College,' drinking parties, friendships, that sort of

',~hing) with none of the displeasur~ that a great deal of

my more recent memories-engender. Althougn l can hardly
•

state unequivocally that l was perfectly happy, l was

never really particularly unhappy until l came to this

country, and l still have not quite allocated full respon-

sibility for that yet (my unhappiness, that is). At

times l assume full blame, but such moments of,preter-

natural nobility are generally rare in anyonei on the

other hand, l am perhapsuncommonly loathe to assume

even that degree of responsibility whicp is indisputably
d

mine, .for l have always had a tenden'cy to ,hé rather c;1e-

fensive about things l take seriously, and l take relation-
\.

ships aIl too seriously (Ithus reveal, with improper

introduction, the chief source of whateve~ misery l have

experienced in recent times, although other ~auses are

manifest--penury not least among them.)

The girl in question is named Diane, and l must

emphatically decline to discuss her in any detail.. '

Suffice it to say that she exposed me ~o my own incipient

madness (my family is traditionally somewhat dotty) and

•
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led me out of myself to the performance of two acts of

uncharacteristic violence. The first, inspired by a

168
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jealouslY,ignite~ by an in flagrante delicto situation,

involved my threatening her with a knife (although these

threats were never intended to be executed), the seçond,

and more dangerous of the two, was a barely aborted suicide..
attempt, from which l was timely rescued by Paul, although

l do not doubt that l would have survived it anyway

(sometimes,'in fact, l am rather peeved at his inter-

ference, but ingeneral l suppose l'm gratefull.

To ~um up, then: it seems my initial premise was

something of a misapprehension and that l am not actually

to be defined by my surroundings, for l can find no co-

herent pattern of definition which adequately expresses

what l am. l have tried to entrench myself in the ~orld

in an apropos manner ,but it apparently defies analysis.
, /

perhaps that is what the hole in the center really means:

l am it. l suppose l might be mistaken~ but in aIl

fairness l. must say that l suspected as much aIl along.

After aIl, what is ever certain? Certainly our pre- 1
.

mises must always be open to doubt, which leads, alas,
•

to a rather unfortunate question, or a question which

suggests an unfortunate answer: why must there he a center

•
at aL).?
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•

Paul shakes my arm with somewhat more force than

l feel is necessary: nevertheless, l am glad of the

contact.
•

"You're alive,· he says.

169
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•
"Loosely. speaking."

And the reverie, or rumination, or abandonment of

'.

externals goes on.

l think my mind works like this (being very stoned

at the moment it is both more accelerated and more

acute than usual: at least it discerns a pattern that

seems reasonable enou9h): first, l make a statement (or

conceive one); then l analyse that statement: then l ana-

lyse the analysis; then l analyse the analysis of the

analysis; and so on, ad tedium. The last qualification

(expressed in Latin, an altogether less offensive lan

~age) l deduce from the reactions of those whom l sub-

ject (1 am not generally given to such self-castigating

comments or choices of verb, but nevertheless) to this

pattern in conversation. However, and l am adamint on

this point, l believe that precision.is crucial and not

easily.achieved; nor do l find the struggle to be per-

fectly precise necessarily boring, particularly.
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50 there.

l have often suspected myse1f of se1f-hatred but

cannot state'with any certainty whether in fact l am

guilty of it or not. l have rare1y found Dyself in-

sufferable, although l have often despised weaknesses

170

l

that with overt strenuousness overpowered me. A fail~re

to associate, l think is what l most deplore. By that

l mean an inability to be sQcially adroit, to get aiong
~ .

with people properly. This is the only thing in fact

that l may des ire more than literary success. And yet,

l have allowed myself at times to participate only as

observer, which is rather more superfluous than l

generally like to be.

Sly cornes in and produces a pint of scotéh. l in

turn of fer him sorne smoke if he can roll it; my machine

is handy but unfortunately l lack the dexterity at the

moment to utilize it.

"Hey, you guys stoned or something?"

"Who us?" Paul says, not without ~fficulty.

"Sh i t ."" .
"

He sits' in a chair by the window. Th~ iwitchboard

buzzes 'and ift strikes me that it has not done so al'I

evening, an extremely rare occu~nce. Paul says okay into

the phone and then rings a room upstairs.

L.,
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Apparently.
0'

"
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"Sheila' s côming in aboti't,fi"'e minutes." He unplugs".
the switch. .

Lee cornes downstairs looking as though he just got

out of,bed: his feet bare, his shirt unbuttoned, his

usually carefully coiffed hair bedraggled. He collapses

on the couch on the other side of the room and Sly goes
•

over to join him. Paul and l get through another joint •

• Sheila cornes in with a trick and goes upstairs; she and
•

Lee have rented a room for the week, although it is.unusual

for any of the girls to use t~eir regûlar room for

J tricking. As a rule, they will make the trick rent another

one for the fifteen minutes they usually spend in it.

Sheila and,Lee, however, are· an especially ignorant couple;

for one thing, he has .,to get up and come downstairs every

time she brings someone back.

Pinky comes in wi th her second of the night., shë

is the brassie'st of themall and can° be thoroughly

irritating sometimes. Paul gives her the room next to the

desk. He is very stoned himself and'can hardly write
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-What the hell, let's order supper.-
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Wecall the Silvery Moon Cafe; he orde~s a mini-,

dinner of egg rolls, pineapple chicken (toads and cats'

paws to me) and fried rice, l select barbecued chicken.

l don't like to order from the Chinese place but Paul
.

won't eat anything from the Indian place l discovered

one night. They sent me

delivered by a young boy

quaint.
"

a plate of c:;,y on a

on a bicycler It was

real plate,

aIl very

Sly (who moved her~ at Paul's suggestion, to the

annoyance of the owner who was trying to reduce by a

J
ow process of attrition the number of pimps who live

\" ere permanentlY)~,~om~s over ,and offers us sorne cocaine.

- l remember the last t~me we did his coke but that doesn't

, stop melfrom accepting.

•
Paul was getting ready to close up and he was

already drunk. l'had done three caps of so-called mesca

line and was in good shape. Paul was seeing a girl

namedSylvie that week and· she came to pick him up. The'

three of us ended up at the Limelight, which l can only

describe as hell '(my state of mind at the time, exacer-
,.. ,

bated by the drugs l had ingest~-must have contributed

to my negative experience, although l don't care much for

•
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disco music at the best of times).

v~ry embarrassingly crawli~ around

At one po th t l'las
•

on the floor (it

173
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was very crowded), fighting despair, ·lost in the hole

in the center of reality,. out of touch çomp1etely: l

managed to make my way to where Paul and Sylvie'were
".--' .~

sitting on a kind of divan and draped my arms over his- ".
,

knees. (T~is was one of the minor incidents that con-

tributed to the rumor,_prevalent'a f~ months ago, that

l was in love with him, a ·contention that l most,
empha tically de'ny; as l h.ave saie] on many occasions, appear-

ances to the contrary not w~thstanding, l don't fancy

men in bed.) l wanted to bê taken care of, consoled,

rescued, plucked from the hell of the throbbing bass that

was externali~ing my desperation.

We arrived at my place
. . -

but stra~ght and sober) and

smoked cigarett~s. l paced

at dawn. Paul (exnausted,

~Ylvie sat on the steps and

~sidewalk in unutterable

anquish (to coin a cliche, but what else can l càll it?),

'ranting (again l deprecate myself,.but l cannot argue

\1 with the accuracy of the verb) about my usual conèerns

(truth, death, the impossibility of knowl'edge, 'the impos-
> •

sib~lity of life). Paul tried-to cheer me up, or at least

tolerated my despairing lament, but he was obviously too

tired to sustain. the ordeal. Eventua11y,: l gave up and
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" ' started walking around the block. :.lnoticed Paul follow

ing me ab~~t'half a block back andl suddeniy felt,
, '

,t,. , ' •

(
, 1

secure. l expec~ed to do'something stupid, for l had, . '

resolved that thè world was a fairly st~pid place, but

,wi~im'follOwingme-there s~emed little chance of

endangering myself. When 1'got tb Dorchester a taxi

'came by and l got into it~

Tl]e I)ext morning l woke up in the garage of Diane's

building, having evidently spent the night (such' as was

left of it) on the concrete floor. l was awa~ened by ,

Jerry, one of th~ people with whom she shared the fIat,

and l asked if l could see her: He tOld me she had

already gone, as.~~ was ,pas~ noon, and ~ld l ~ind
leaving. l didn' tknow whereshe~uld'be (it wa~·sunday)

bU~. 1had succee~ed, a.t least, ~eV'ing\so abject ~
humiliation that l was momentarily relieved of whatever

déath-wish l may have been harborirtg. " .l felt dirty, base,

degraded, and somehow because of this, purified. l have

n'ever heen ~J, disg'usted with myself, but l think 'there, is

a Yevelof being that is so low that once one surpasses
•

it all further abnegation is powerless to humble. 'There,

. "

one grovels the mor€'~he, revèls
, l ".-J• ,po ..

compare this sensation"wibh thë
, ((1 do nqt m~n toin it.:.

is a point, i~ other words, when humiliation becomes a
"

..

\ s,outlCe of pride; thé' more

(

- ••

- • ,'" • '.
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point where pain beco~es pleasure; it is a different
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thing entirely; for one thing, it has no physica1 equi~

valent; it is purely a metaphysical sensation, a percep

tion of self; perhaps some sort of defense mechanism is

activated that

insect, or, if

prevent~ one from considering on::rlf an

that leve~ is reached, from considering

(

. . .
that it isa.bad th~ng to be an insect.) Tbat point,

like many other points, is another name for the hole in

the center of reality, astate of suspension where nothing

exists but inf~n~te potential.

Am l too cerebral? ~efore l can formulate'an

answer to this perhaps irrelevant question, l b~cpme

aware of a disturbance in Pinky's room. She is shout-·

ing and we hear her'distinctly:

"lt,ain't my fault. You had your time. l can't

help it you can't come."

"You didn't say there was a limita l'm just asking

for another five minutes,'that's aIl." "

"1 did ~ best. What you want for thirty bucks?

l been here fifteen minutes alre?dy. l can't,help it

you can't come." 1

The door opens. 'The trick is sittiRg on the bed

in ,his. shi,rt, his faèe contorted in pain a,nd hJ.lmiJ.iation,

p],eading.
.'

•
•
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"What did l pay you for? You. didn't even try."

"1 tried, honey, you just can't make it." She

176

'.
goes outside.

Slowly the man puts on his pants and shoes. When

he stands up he is almost six feettall, pot-bellied,

coarse looking. He'comes into the lobby affec~ing dig
~

nity but obviously more abashed than he can deal with.

"1 want my money," he says.

, ,

"Better ask h~r," Paul says. •

(

/1
"Don't think l won't. "l want the money for the room.

Give me my twelve bucks."

"1 can't do that. You used the room."

"Youheard her. Nothing happened."

"l'm not responsible for what goes on inside the room.

You were in there. What.can l do?"

"You can give me my money."
.,

"1 can't do that."

The man stares at Paul

cornes and stands next t.o-~~

and stares out the window.

seconds. Sly

him,

"l'Il remember this." He tries to 6lam the door when

~he leaves but it is on an hydraulic hinge.

'./
<.
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Peter Bradley

The backs of the cards are red, bright and dull at

the same time so that the shade is closer to pink than
r

orange. It's the color of those pale red candies that

have a faintly medicinal flavor.

The red of the hearts and diamonds is darker, richer.

l have eight red cards in my hand: the 4-5-6-8-9-10 of

hearts and the queen-six of diamonds. Between the four

of heartsand the queen of diamonds l insert my singleton

ten of spades. To the right of the diamond six l place'

the lO-7~6-4 Qf clubs.
~:

~,:

Debbie, sitting te my left, scrutinizes her cards.

Ber lips purse andunpurse systematically at unconsciously

regular intervals. She \ids a spade.

Cynthia is cheerful,rnobbing her h~ad back and

'forth like a metrenome, indecisive.

Cynthia sat perfectly st~ll, starin~ at the back of

her hand. The chair beneath her was pink, blac~

and frayed. There we~e two windows in the room, side by

slde against one wall to the right of the bed. The in

side of the reom was reflected against t~e darkness

b~yond them: Cynthia in the pink chair, me sitting 0; the

,
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e~ge of the bed, my hands spread o~ the purple cover

let; the plain brown bureau upon which rested one lamp,.

sorne pamphlets and an ashtray çontaining a matchbook

printed with a large red ~ surrounded by a laurel wreath

and subscripted in blue: SHERATON Botels & Kotor Inns,

and in smaller print: A Worldwide Ser;vice of ITT. 1'0

the left of the windows was a floor l p, its pole bi-

sected. by a large disk upon another ashtray,
"

(

the hotel insignia starnped in white on its bottom, a

half-smoked duMaurier crumpled inside of it. The

scene was framed against the night through the'windows

by orange drapes.

~ 1 watched rny reflection in the win?ow, studying the

faii of my hair, verifying it with occasional glances

in the tali mirror that hung over the bureau. The only

light was from the lamp by the bed, its effect bizarre

in the purple and orange motif of the room. t

1 went to the' sui tcase on the 'luggage rack by the,

closet and pulled out a pint of scotch: John. Walker &

Sons, Ltd., Kilmarnock., Sèotl~ndi. Même qualité garantie

partout le monde. 1 found a glass in the bathroom and

poured whisk~ into ~t, watching Cynt.hia, from the doorway.

She sat s~ill in a blue skirt and orange blouse like a

camouflâged insecton a leaf, her hands dead white and

a.

\
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C.· bony, her nails an opaque burgundy. Petite, she wore a

look of dnstudied pathos, imparted not by an expression

of suffering but by the blankness of her features that

was even more startling. l walked over and handed her
c

the glass.

She accepted it impassively, as if to criticize me

with herindifference. l had to raise her hand toward

her face to get per to drink it. She drank it all at

once and handed the glass back to me. l poured more

whisky into it and sat on the bed rotating it between

my palms, watching the laureled S move back and forth

like art.:;.indecisive gear.
- "

(
"It's supposed to be nice tomorrow," l said. "We

can go exploring. Cynthia?"

She looked up at me and she was alright. "The places

around here have such romantic names," she said. "Coyacan,

" •Can we go to Tehuantepec?"pee.

Ixtapalapa, Huixquilucan, Xochimilco, Ixtapala~u, Tehuante-

7

~'It's much further south but l guess we can go there.

'We can 99 right down .to Yucatan if you wantto."

"'In Yucatan, the Maya,sonneteers'--I forget the

reste ','

"What's that,:?"
•1

"Something l ,read in the hospital. Wallace Steven~~"

l

"

?! .
(

r,
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• -Is that where you got the idea of Mexico?-

"What idea?- . '

(

( .

l had. forgotten that Mexico had been Dr. Marchand's

suggestion, not hers. 5he must have talked to him about

it. Now l had spoiled something, intruded into something

that was supposed to be mysterious--or at least spontan-
•

eous--and l' hastened to recover.

"The idea of aIl those exotic names,· l said.

"~ehuantepec and Ixta-whatever. They do have a ring to

them ••

"Oh, they sound beautiful, but they're probably

just grubby little towns full of dirty little men

try~ng to sell., their sisters to, the gringos.' Grubby and

hot and a waste of time. l'Il bet the names are just

"Aztec, but what's the difference. Broken-down

build ings and over-developed' insects. l' d rather go to

the beach."

"Beaches are the same everywhere. We could have

gone anywhere for a beach."

nI don' t feel, like looking at any oceans ahyway."

•
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(

She was staring at her hands aga in and her face had

reverted to its former blankness. l felt myself,getting

angry at her petulance until l realized that it wasn't
"

petulance at aIl. It was more like profound boredom, not

just a temporary lack of interest in the situation of the

moment but an unshakable ennui that penetrated to the

root of her and.dulAed aIl her perceptions and sensa

tions. It was as if she felt nothing from the outside

'but a dull, undifferentiated pressure on her nerves, like

a steady hum she had learned to live' with, but secretly--
, .

• and in bad moments, desperately--wished would stop.

l went to the windowand drew the drapes. We vere
•

in a little room in a foreign country that was aIl rooms,

everywhere, and Iole were the same people Iole always were,

only a little'more tired, a little more enervate~and

trying to have a second honeymoon. Our energies were

dissipated; l realize~ that not even a healthy conflict

could arouse them. If I had screame~ at her or thrown

things around the, room" she would still have sat there

stud~ing the veins in her hand and blocking it out; l, .
was part of the hum. I stood quietly and looked at her

and' she was part of the hum, too, '!ond my nerves, like hers,

were so Many defused wires.

"

•

•
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1 turned down the bed and took off my clothes.

She went into the bathroom and when she came out she

~ndressed and got in beside me. 1 put my hand on her

arm and stroked it with what 1 h?ped was tenderness.

Rer lips twi~ched a little.but~she didn't move. She
".0.

got up,during the night, waking me, but 1 fell asleep

182 -"

again before she came back. When 1 wok~ in the morning

( she was sitting on the toilet with her handshidden

between her knees, her back stoopèd and-her hair in

her eyes, the whisky bottle empty on the floor.

Chris l~ads the qu'een of hèarts and 1 play the' ten.

Debbie lays out her hand; she has the ace-seven and .he·

selects the seven. Cynthia plays the· king and swoops

up the tr ick.

"Why do my finesses never work?" Chris says.

"You should~'t.finesse on the first. trick, honey,·

Debbie says.

Chris sucks saliva,through his teeth and sc~utinizes

her exposed ca~ds. .,

(

• 1 looked up Julie one night a couple of months after.-
we came back from Mexico. 1 hadn't seen her in years and

•
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she was surprised at my appearance, my new heaviness,

183

the beginnings of a second chin. l didn'treally want..
to see her; l didn't want to return to old ~ituations

or suffer new s~rcasms. She wante~.to go out for a

drink so we'went to the Haidenhead. We talked for a

while and she was very sarcastic. Iran out of money
1

and she had to start payi~g for the drinks. She finally

asked me why l wanted to see her after all this time.

"1 don't know. It was just an impulse."

"You were always the master of surprise appearances.-

"1 just wanted to talk· to someone that l knew for

( a long time."
•

(

•

The previous time l had surprised her she had made

me supper •. l was drunk and after drinking a bottle of

wine wi th my steak l blacked out. The nex.t thing l

knew it was four in the morning and l had no idea where

l was. She recounte~ what must have been an hour-long

conversation, follow~~'bY about an hour's worth of sex,

but l remembered none of it. That had hurt her feelings

but i t scared me .. '1 fel t l had lost a night of my life.

l must have been aware of it while it was happening, l

must even have enjoyed it, but afterwards it was as if

ithad ne ver happened. l got the idea then that aIl of

life was just the memory of it, tnat the moment was

•
..
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meaningless unless it could be recalled, that the

184

(

•basic activity of life was not doing but re~emberin9.

The present didn't count: aIl riving was in the past

tense. The payoff is in remembering. Ultimately, you

d~n't care about what you've blacked out because you Have

no emotional investment in it. .The experience hasn' t

been made a part of yoù, you could even say a physical

part, 50 you have no moral investment in it either.
.. ? • ~

Guil~, for example, would be a totally meaningless emotion

without memory. It frightened me to think that the

essence of life was so êerebral, that reality, in the
~

long run, was reduced to an aggregate of abstractions
•

preserved in the molecules of the brain.

After a while"'the money ran out' and we went back

"

It's difficult to say what happened to e over the years

but she wouldn' t get rid of them. ·We sat and watched

TV on a set that she rented because she was saving aoney

to go tp Greece. 1 fell asleep for a few minutes and

when 1 woke up she was lying against my shoulder. 1

got up and leftat that point, which surprised us bath.

1 had been looking for sex earlier and now 1 refused it.

.-.....

!

to her place. She had two cats to which she was allergie
, ;i'

(

but the intensity of my desires had

It wasn't just sex: it was the general

diminished.

ide of daily

,



,
liv·ing. A~l the. adventu~e and spaJ:"kle of novel ty and

discovery and pleasure was something more reme~r~d

than experienced. 1 tried to tell myself ~t that

was how it should be: after aIl, hadn't 1 figured it

all out that night 1 blacked out? But this asses~nt

J
seemed too incomplete tobe acceptable, too evasive of

the truth, w~atever that might turn out to be. The trou~le

was, 1 suppose, that 1 nèver reallybothered to try ta

(

•

..
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-wOl1\an her è\ge, nolorns or callouses.

(

(

•

find out.

1 wanted to find out what time lt was. l ,asked the

wOman next to me with the black hair and the bangs and she

Sh~W~'me her watch. It w~s te~-thirty-two. Chris and

Cynthi had just wandered off down t~ be~ch. Debbie•sat next to me watching sOm~ kids playing in the pool.

The sun had risen about sixty-five degrees, assuming

that it's perpendicular at nOOn, which isn't always the

case. There were four children in the ,pool between five

anq ten years old. One of them was orienial, the shiest

of the four; two little girls were French Canadian--their, .

mother was the woman with the bangs, who seemed to be

between thirty-five .and forty, just beginning to expand

with age, still attractive. ,s~e had nice feet f'of a
1

Her husba~

•

,

" "-ç "

fI
" .
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grey-haired, paunchy and Nery white, wandered out of

the motel now and then to say a,few words bO her·but

he never stayed long. Debbie seemed amused by the

.' ,,children altho~gh it was hard to tell because she was
~

squinting in the bright sun. She .squinted vith her

186

whole face, her cheeks rising toward her eyes, her mouth
, ,

screwed up in mock agony. She had very long hair at

the time, straight and brown, the color-of a forest

floor at the end of autumn; it ~tied back in a tight
• • 1

bun whichmade her headlook smaller, especially since

she was wearing large round sung lasses that covered

appro~imately three-eighths of her face. She talked

for a while about how most people ~ Miami Beach that

winter seemed to be from Quebeé. "It's not really like
r .

a vacation," she said. "l've heard more French down..,
here than l usually hear at home. They even sell

Canadian cigarettes in most of the stores.-

"~t makes you feel right at home"doesn't i~?"

"

•

•
. ~Except for the snow.

'wi thout snow."

lt isn't m~ch ~ a Chr4stmas

.. l think l' can stand i t." l 'handed her the book l

had been reading, 'a collection of Kafka's stories that

she had lent me. "l'm not in the mood forthis.".
''t,

)

"

\
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•

"1 thought you'd enjoy. it."

"It!s too depressing for a day llke

"00 you really find it de~ressing?

•
-of the sto~ies were very'~unny."

l th.Qught IIIOst

"P~ople changtng into cockroacpes isn't that amusing

to me." .. •

"That's one of the funniest stories in the book."

"1 suppose it might be, compa~ed to the one on the

penal colony:"

"That's my favorite on~:· •

The sky began to cloud over'and the Kids vacated the

pool. l tried· a fe~ dives ànd swam arQu;d a .bit. When.

l çame out Chris and Cynthia were back, talking together.

Debbie was~standing up, holding her two bOoks; she bad

taken off her glasses And put on her beach jacket; it was

blue and red1lterrycloth and it made her legs look skinny.

Sne handed me a towel.'

•
•

"You: re back early,". l said to Cynthi~, , , ·vI •

"Jot''t! <;loing' to' ra~n' any minute," Chris said.
~ .

... ' '. <G50 much for my t~n," l sa id .' .

"Let's go into t.own, Peter," Cynthia- said. "1 'want

to~et into.a city.~·

"There.' ~ not tha t much to do rre," l sa id'.
•

J,

..
.~'

1

.........
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·We can look'around.

,

\" '

\..
188

There' s' nothing else ta do.-'. . '

The rain started while we wer~still on the road

'and. we got lost drivinç 'into Miami~ We found the 'jai,

'a{ai fonton'ne~r the airport, but it hadn't opened yet.

, ~We drove back over the' càuse1llay and when the rainstopped

we walked along Lincoln MalI. l eought a pistachio ice
-, ~6 .• .J"-

,cream f0ri'e: at one place; i t was the worst ice-,' cream l

ever tasted and l had to throw it away.
:':

"
They make four spades; l mark them l20,fbr game

and 500 for rubber. We wi~ ..bY'''!iSOO points. 1570, to 1070.

'nWell~ you don't' creservé that,n Chris says."r ,/;II.

" .'

hate to win the rubber and lose Qn points.-
• '.

"We can always play another one,· Cynthia says.. .
"That's how it goes," l say. "O(le large failure

spells dèfeat no matter,how har~'Yo~ try to come back.·
. ,

"Don't start getting philosophical,· Cynthia said.

"Yeah, don't make it worse,by boring us," Chris.,
says.

~,
"lt might be interesting," Debbïé s~ys.

"Believe me, it isn't" ,1 say.~

"Believe him, believe him," Chris says.

'.

"Are we play ing another,:
"

~}.-W;
:;0' !."

,
"

one?" Cynthia s'ays.
•



"Well,'it's still early," ~ynthia says.
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"l'm too demoralized," Chris says.

::rome mor~ coffee?"'

" .. r
"How about

·_-~--

"Let me help," Debbie-".says.

"And bring in sorne of those cookie~f" l say.
, .,r,' t

"So much for your diet," Cynthia says.

" 1 1 11 start tomorrow. Il

"It's ai~ays tomorro~ ~ith you."

"Now who's being philosophical?"'. ,
Chrls lights a èigaret~e and l airnlessly shuffle'

thered deck •

.",

L_~_.... _

o



•

•

l' m here now, .alone, with her, and· her, and her, and

her,and an unheroi~tentativelybuddinghemorrhoid. lts

growth creates 'une,:siness .. lt disturbs. lt tickles and
\ .

one squirms and for that one is grateful.,

We used to stare across tables, infected by a word

less trance, while plates clattered and feet shuffled behind

us, a study in agoraphobia. This could be Le St. Amablè•
or Ruby Foo' s; a t any. :cate, ·-the . food was good,. Cra!:lmeat

pancakes with lobster sauce. Orange duck at Cafe' Martin.

Shewas there, probably invisible.

Like'thi~ one with me now at the copper-toppedbar~

already beginning to decay. ..she's·seen everything. and

learned nothing. Rer hands wil~ be.the first to go, or

her eyes. ~e·drink Manhattans. She proff~s me a cherry,

impaled on a swizzle stick. What· is there to talkabout

but food? Why didn't Cath.y'think of that? Elaborate me;;ls
•

are a form of .solitaria voluptas, as condèmned by Paul,

sixth pope of that name. ..
"

•
,
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l lay aIl night in theconsoling ·plasma. In the

. .

mo~ing they.slit the .horse's

the sandy ground. They poked

beily and ,1. tumb1E!d to .
. . \
.-:.' . , .

me.w~th the~rlances.

'.
Their.visors were down sa l could not see their faces.

Theirarmor.seemed superfluous. The lance thrusts
.

tickled,and l rolled laughingdown a hillside.

When he was 'told that the whole race was calling

for him, Riel was teaching school in Montana.

AlreadY,mad, apparently.

As for Alexander, he died in a fever.
J> ..

.' l am ~o~ a shadow.

,.' ,
The new furniture ~ame: a couch, two chai~, an

ori.ental rug (made in Belgium)""'\..Catherine wantJd to

have the room painted. Shestud;~ the çurtains for

sometime and finally decidedthat they woulà have to

be replaced.
t

"

..

Memory history... nominaÜ.sm : realislIl. ..
Memory is what you. know of history; hi'story i~ what

is known of you .• Forgetfulness: an eternal present (or

. J?resence). l am not, l shall not be, a s-had~,'~ntil l

am the ab1%o't of a deliberate forgetting.
. . :i'

·~~~,::~_r~

",

(
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A girl i~ a classroo~.

\ .
Ber eyes, her h~·r. She

appears ~oknow less than she prete~§s. This is toucb

ing, her'attempt to imply depth.

~, Montreal cao be as dingy or pretty as any place

else. It drearns, as people drearn, ~ggrandisement,

power and fame. It.has a black spot in the'center of

i ts golden soul.
. 1

This girl who· i-; i.n '10ve with Alexandèr-"the: Great. /

./
aan be.· as dingy or pretty as anyone else/• Prettiness

•
is afunction of ideation. So she must~emain a'dream,

..

\ .

{My i~ea of Montreal .,
is locked in somewhèie around 1860, when the Prince of

"' ..
Wales was here and St. Catherine Street was a pasture

and Dominion Square ~. c~ta.ry."}

. 'Is i t- necessary tp explain one' s infatuations?

He had bi.g eyes, s~e has· nice hair: Only the idea of

\ ;} th~can

)
be l'oved; .the· rest is undiscoverable.

Cerebration is ~gywith delusions.
~

, <

t

•
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pnealways lives as i~one's iife is on the line,

as if everythingone does is particularly ~ortant. True'

or false? Iftrue., describe and re-evaluate the development

of superstition fromprehistoric times to the p~esent. If- .false,someone must have a great sense'of hUmor.

In my liv1ng room l, toq ,can ~learly see ,.that the
, '

drapes and the rug are mismatched. l am more interested

in my indifference ter the 'clash of colors. They are
.'

more ~hemselves being disharmqnious.

~' .
Catherine has often complained that l have barbarous

•taste. ' She is not impressed to hear that this is the ,

•
result of apathy and not an aggressiop against her sens-

. ibility.'

--'
The decaying lady speaks to me. , The conversation

wants to know what l do for a living.

l used to'like wornen like this, with too-red lips

. , is not-very interesting but she is inquisitive.

V''
She •

.'

,
~ and a way of ,missing the ashtray with thei~ cigarettes •

•
_'t. .
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On St. Cather~n

an

at Laura Sec9rd's.

out 'the black cher

1

Street l see a young couple sharing

ch they hav~·obvi6usly·just.bought
.' . '.' ~ .-, . .

~-~e of them wants to Pluck

which they both studio~sly

lick. Finally th girl takes the cherry.between her

teeth and invites the boy to take ii from her mouth,

which.. he does, laughing. ,Meanwhile ~he··holds the' cone'

fiom her body so that it won't drip on

"

, .
~at sorne distance
~.

".,.~,-"

their clothes as they embrace.
,-

Apasserby, a woman bur-
".'''.

1

dened withseveral large pa9kages from Simpson's, in

a?vgrtantly knocks it from the girl's hand.

The whole point about aging is thatyou become fi~ed

•
in your consolations, su~tained by details, especially.....

. \ \
. permanent ones., Partialities and quirks become obsessive.

\ But this is not now Catherine ages; rather, she dispossesses

herself of details, of permanen~e. Her whole approach is,
,,;;[ .

4 ~ .

let'ssay, Alexandrian--expand until you die of it .
•

. '

By two a.m. the crowd ha~windled and the m~nager
is tryJng·to cl~~e ~a~y, My.,ad~ of decompositio~has

fl~d into darknes~, wo~led in~q' oblivion. l notice two
. t

women sitting down

\ . the other periodical

and th'en looking

e ba~ 01e of them ta~ing to a man,

5~arinJ atme ~or a few s~onds
l approach from behind. .
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"You'remind me of Lady Macbeth," '1 say. ,.
nWho cares?" she says.

So l know itStime to go homè.

-, .

-,
l have been working haEd, mostly reading student.

essays. nAnti-French Conservatism in the Canada,Act of•
"Seigniorial Tenure Oligarchy under the Quebec

Act." 'nA Demographie Study of the Maritimes before 1812 ... ,

"Upper Canada uriner. Lord Simcoe. n " And trying to collect

sorne notes for a new chapter, or group of chapters, on

the growth ot Montreal,'lB14-1914. 1t goes slowly, for·

l am rarely inspired. l had forgotten how morbid solitude

makes me. Is it that l miss Catherine, specifically, 'or

that l am afraid of my own· darkness? l do not wantllo
, '

be a shadow.

Religion, At first we,intended to have children.

l was reconciled·to the great labor of tending a family,
, ' ) ,

seduced, perhaps; by a patriarchal image of ~self. Tbere
. . ,

was sorne casual talk about christenin'gprocedures. At our

wedding I was made to/krieelbefore a statue of the Virgi~.

l was conscious the ~hole time that the soles of my shoes..
were e~posed io the congregation. II resolved ,that l wouId

"

never again submit to the primitive rites of the Roman,
•

.
",

J

, .'
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"\ Church.Catherine was unmovable: children must b~ bap-'

tized. The debate dragged on. FinaIlY"I concèded that

if she weré to steal offwith the child some afternoon and

return withit ~ewlY sanctified t would not p~st:, 5he

, insisted that l had to be present"say my lines, tip,the

priest, , and serve canapes afterwards. 'It was not enough

that l gave permission; l, too", must participate. l pointed,-
but that the object of,the event was to prevent the child

,from being denied access tO,everlasting bliss in th~ bosom

of divinity.

wholeness, an internaI sharing of ceremony, if not.belief,
-, , " '-

and external oneness'with the community. There was no
• 1"

po~sibility of compromise, 'for l çannot believe in magic •
•

Do ybu renounce Satan? And all his works? l knew that

The Wicked Witch of the West.. '
l would giggle.

'';''

as the Wi.Zard of, Oz'.

Th< Pope

, "

T~e girl in the classroom. She reminds me of no one.

This is part of her charm: she alludes to nothing, she

promises a"wholly self-contained experience. In other

,'Words, 'she promises the impossible. Is it notcraven to
'"

~,spire to anything. less?

•
'. '

. .'

. .' ' ....

, .
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l drive down Park Avenue. Off te the left front

197

l can see the Jacques Cartier Bridge. The mountain slopes

away to my right~ They a~èC~utting up a snow fence a

few yards from.the street, thinred slats éonnected by

wire. This is to prevent,tobogganersfrorn fa11ingunder

ca'rs.

,. -.- , , ..
l wou1d like to be able to tell a story:, an arm

extends through the window, he sees the pisto1ihe be-
: ;. ~ ~;:;~::.:~,.~ ' .. -

cornes conscious of a new role: victim. ( Th~'Xi-9~i*"dives
- {~-,:--,:-:,;-'··'·-···r

for cover under a couch, a shot rings out, sornething

shatters. und~r ~he couch aIl is' dust and 1int, a dead

fly, a few coin~;;a luminous watch dial: ten toeight.

~.
,;.

There are great Ilmits to the body. It" s elastic

enough but altÔJ;jether too finite. A few weeks of starvation.
suffice for it to chew itself away to nething. A woman

looks at'me in the street. At first her expressioQ seems

slightlY,shocked and then becomes consoling.... '.

thinks l am suffering from

hours to live.

cance~ and have on1y a few
~ ".c:- ,,.J......

~ .. "

l am becoming a shadow.

. .
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_ 50 far there have been no,headaches. -1 don't know

W~;I exPect them. A man sits S-n a :?~thtub and amuse/
~~. . .

hirnself by poking his toes up through the still surface

of the',water, listening attentively to the faint splash.
, '

It becomes ever more clear,that people cannot 'be

d~alt with •. . They can barely be endured. Thi~ is 00-

cause they are always trying to deal, with you,,:to endure

-you.

,
A young woman with-a--yard~ong ponytail washes my

face. l am still laüghing, though l am now in some pain.
r--

The lances have brufsed me,' althoughm~flesh is not

pierced. They have not pursued me, they have given me

_up for dead. Her 'hair tickles my face but l can't move
oC.

my head tO,avoid ît. 5he has my head between her hands

and she is whispering something:that l ,cannot hear OOc'aùse .

her hands are covering my 'ears .

•, My mother: she didn~t die' inmy presence. l heard

about it afterwards. 'Naturally, l was greatly distressed •
.

This woman had,promised that l would never have nightmares.,

•

,/

"

•

1
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(
~ checked into a hote1. ,The c1er~ was ~whatsUrly

and tnere,was no Gne to carry my bag. l nad a 1ittle room

overlooking a court. A 1ightèdw~ndow faced mine. l heard

voices beyond it but the blirid-was drawn so I could s~e

nothing.

That night'there was a fire. l opened mydoor tosee

if l could~scape. ~he walls of the cor~fr were black,
0,

the smoke impenetrable. l shut the door and ran to the

~indow. It was a clear night. From the window across

the court ~ man was lowering a woman with a bedsheet.

l open'the door. Catheririe· is standing there in

.her overcoat, shivering,. She' says: "I hope l'm not too

late;" ,

When l open the door, l am surprised to seeCatherine. , '

standing there. Itis the middleof the night, the middle

~ ..

, .

. ,of November, but she is wearing no coat.
'j"

She seems un-

affected by the cold, which is causing me tO,sh~ver.

•
'.

she speaks I,'can see her breath. Concentrating

Wh~n
1

on this,

l fai1 to hear what she is saying.

.•
" The door opens . l,am frightened. Catherine strugglEi's

•. ..
to remove her key from the lock. It is stuck in the cold~

Noticing me, she says :, "C~n you give me a hand?" ItYoulre

late," l answer. w
. j
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( l have trouble'opening the door because l turn·the
. . ." ., .

latches the wrong way several times;. There arè. three and
. . . - '\

.. thei must be turned in differ,ent,directions.. .
..

,
l s!,!e

' .

Cath~rine through the gauzy curtain and the frosted gl~:,

stamping impatiently on the cold PO:rch. "Hurry up!"~she". . ). .
, cries. ..

There is a door and nothing.else. It is the sole
.

upright thing in a vacant lot. 'It would be eas~ tow~lk

- ....~-

.aro~nd it but she insists on knpcking. The hinges are.. .

rustèd and the door cannot be swung open. "Corne dn, .

co.me on," she 'calls to me. "Corne arbund the side," l say.

"Pull harder," she.shouts.

who must be married. Othe-rwl.se 1. am morbid and suicida1.

~DO you not love yourself enough to livealone?

It is·not.want of self-lo~e that maléès solitude

impossibl~ for me. It is the necessity of for~ign odors,
. '

incompatible with my own irritating stench: There must

be friction, somethingto turp one's back·on.

15 this not'unfair io'your spouse?
, .

l cannot tell. l cannot think. ·1 am in. the propess
, ,

of adurnbra.tion.., J

"'.

, ;
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l wrenèh the knob with all my might. The entire

door~ frame and all, collapses upon me. When l crawl
" ..

out from ~eneith it,. she is gone. "

How about a change~of scenery?

) . '.. "

'I i~agine that"I will move. By that l tnean initiate

motion. l "already 'feel a Yittle restless'.· l can readily

·imagine myself ~litting from place to place, unable ta
.

rest" in one spot. Eventuall=t, l suppose, l may find myself'

. in" a different city, sbm~pl~ce "lik;; Toronto, perhap"s ..

.Are not aIl cities one city?

There is only one city, yes ,but t,he names of the

~
. streets are constantly changing, being changed."

.
When the smoke cleared we were escorted down the stairs

into the lobby ... AlI of us, e~cept for the employees r were
...--

in night clothes. A common nightmare .is to be caught in
~,

the street or other" public p~ace in pyjamas~ One woman. "

was e~pécially ~omic in"her faded, dirty slippers, one of
,

which haalost "its pern-pom. She gesticulated wildly,

shouting at the clerks and porters. E"verytime she. lowered

her arms from one of these gestures,her ~ightg~wn slipped

down'and one of her breasts was exposed. She would tuck". ,"

it'back 1n and then go into "anotner bout of arm.waving.·

·:·r

-,
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,
. ", maklng a fool of herself. 'She' soon :ran out of insults and

,_ imprecationsand was reduced to sputteringinanities •

• ,
, l was born in the west end of Montreal on' the l4th

"./ ~,

of August, 1924. Like aH fac:ts , this means nothing..
"

, .
A m4n. sits in a bathtuh staring at his feet ~hich,., . - " ~ .

:l',. :~.. Ï':~:

in ordér>to'éxtel)d his legs, he must place against the

tiied wall above the rim of the tub. Althoughthis is

more comfortable than sitting with' his knee5 bent, it
"

has the 'disadvantage pf preventing the dirt beneath his

toenails from being soaked away. Tpoughts o~ opening one's

veins at,such moments are not uncommon'. Like everyone

else, he wants to leave this life with.dignity and class,

and, it.goes without saying, with a.good line.. .'

"

•

The'place is packed. In the mood for samething Irish,
..

l ask th~_bar€ender for a Jameson.
" ;,

He brings me a Chiva~.

NO, no, I."say, l said Jameson. He, gives me an irritated

look and s'talks away'with my glass. l am being jostled on

,V~·
aIl sides and must soon lose my place at' the bar. He re- ...

) ~\ .
turns' with a oGlenfiddich. Wrong, l -say. Jameson! What?

)

he demands ..,~ l asked
(.'.

-and growls: ·'.'We, have
" ,

tapered bottle_~behind, ..~. ,

for a Jameson! He throws up his hands"'

no Jameson! Yet l can clea~lY see the
•

him, on the second shelf.

...~
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He talks to thewater, which is blue with Calgon

bath crystals. .Musicians play in the nextroom: a

Mahler symphony, a Beethoven quartet. He hums ta h~
- ~

self, he hums out loud, he bursts into song, Blood

flows aIl around him, he faints, blood, does not -,flow,

he sings'6heerfully in the white and blue room.

-203

..

•

,He.believes it is important, as a last act of deriance,

to diè in a good mood.

l l~ve. Je vis.'- Je suis en vie. vive l'Empereur! _

Vive la reine ! Vivent les vac'ances!

It is getting late. Already the house is cold.

If l went for a walk the streets would be empty. Ev~.

the armored lancers have retired, and the unexpected

Veronica. In any case, l cannot get the-door open. ~t's

the dead end of November, a month entirely despicable.

When. l walk outside, in broad daylight with my chest thrust

out, my bulk as spàce-consuming as l can make i~, l am. -

constantly jostled and bumped, as if l were invisible.

l am not invisible. It's getting cold and everyone is

in a hurry to get indoors. .r am a shadow, the only shadow
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on the street. The dead1eaveson the pavement fail to
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crunch when l step onthem. It is thorough1y November,

"hateful1y 50. l cannot reàd another 'line, nor.write one'"

Catherine is at the door, she is not at the door: two ... "

.
possibilities. My'face needs

" ".'- ' .

washing or l 1 11 grow a J;:re.a,rd::.· :',~',;:;. '.-'
,~ • : .' '. r .~ .'

"

, "

, .
\

does it matter? l bl.ame November, what else can l do?

God l'hate.November GodI hate it God I.hate God.

..
\

.~ .
... ...

~ .'

",1,

'~'.,

:
'. : =-., .:- '....
. ~~ {;.:: ~

..
.:". ... '"', ,. .,~~ "."." ,.... ' .~ . ~ ," ..,.

• l';.:'I{ •..',.....:.;
" ,..~::,:.. ,. ..::
", ,\,:).,:'"

" .., ..~..
•":'>.;,~

'.

,
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"
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Debbie Watson

_Peter peurs cognac into

coffee, Courvoisier VS, while

cups.

snifters
f;;,

CynthJ.a

to drink.with our

and l distribute

"Not like'that," Chris says. "You should.tip the

glass on its side to get the exact

have a little class, Peter."

measure.

L
Try and

"No need for that," Peter says. "That's'only for
.

amateurs. We professional peurers have our own techn~que."" '" . ". ',: .
"You're a so elJ.er'no~!are you?"

"There's

Peter says.

three of us left in North America,"

, .

..

"Forgot' the milk," Cynthia says.

''l'llget it," l say.

Cynthia on the edge of her seat, on the edge of her

life. That's almost maudlin; too sentimental and not

quite fair. Cynthia pasting herselt together like a

'model airplane, her continued existence an act of will,

everything deliberate, studied and conscious, compro~ised

by too muchawareness; and to~ muchfailed premeditation,

too many simple plans jumbled in the execution,'always

the refrain--dejected or"defensive or nervously laughed

off--"that's not what l meant to say;" Cynthia more aware

..
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than l am of the great disparity between the silly

206

thi~9:h
you say and the serious things you think, between the

" .
, . ,

mechanical operation -of speech and the chem1cal processes
"

of thought,

"machine for

with. no place between, the" test tube
~.~ ..

the protesting' inter~ection ~f~~ind

and the

or soül·

',' .

,

or God or even will, although crudewill is wh~t keeps

her alive on the most primitive level, shorn of the more
.

sophisticated accretions of less blasted, perforce more

superficially,subtle personalities .

• Çynthia and Peter, a ~ind of chaos and a kind·of.

order, not complementary but cancellingeach ot~ut .

like matter and anti-matter. His existence is~termined,
not like -hersby an- act of will, but by an act of wit; a

combinàtion of craftiness, duplicity and concealed

aggression; the best qualities, in other words, of ani-

physically.weak to get along by pure brutalitYI

that brutality is absent-~rather, it has retired in

absence of a strong will ç direct it and the other,the

mals too
~

not

more cunning qualities have been allowed tOdomina\:.e, not

.by virtue of their superiority but simply because they

were more appropriate in ·the given situation, when the

organism was compelled to survive in proximity to

another, better adapted one; one that, althougnless

high,ly evolved, possessed a more primitive stren~h and

,

•

.~ .

" ,
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at least an equal measure ofsavageri.~d lust for

self-perpetuation•.

When l come back from the bathroom they are aIl

laughing. Chris has just told a jàkeand even' C~nthia--'

or especially Cynthî'a-':'enjoyed it. Her laughis un-

strained and relaxed--comfortab}e, natural. She has had

. a 'second cognac (a warning?l and a tension-free evening

and we are aIl at ease.

"The trouble with. me is that l can never remember

jOkes," Peter says. "1 only remembered one joke in rny

'whole life and now. l've even forgotten that one."

"Think of it," Chris says. "AlI that humor locked

J

-s:~y in your head and it', s inaccessible.

a good memory. What happenedi"

"Only for numbers."

You.used to hàve

"He can't even remember to lock the doors at night,·

Cynthia says.
•

"In that case, you ought to have a dog," Chris says •.

"Preferably ~ large vicious one."

"l'd be too afraid of it," Cyn-thia said.

"Besides, they're me·ssy," Peter says.

"You train them," Chris says.
-

"Them?" Cynthia says-. "How many.are we suppose~

to get?" "\

• . " . "
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"Just one--with lots of teeth," Chris says.

"But wou.ldn' t i t be. awful. if someone did come in
.

and we came down in .the morning and found a corpse in

the living room? l think l'd rather be robbed."

208
, .

. . .
"lt' s not the corpse tha t bothers her," Peter says"

" l t' s the mess ·i t would make.".

"This is ~t~~{ng a little morbid," l say.

'"That's your department, Peter," Cynthia says.

"lt's that frightens me."
•

After .the concert, we went back. .te. her plaèe, both
~'C'. -

still tingling from the music, excited and aroused by

it. so that we f~l.t we could think more clearly,'':Under
'.1>- .

stand more del!ply, and speak with greater confïdence,

authority and meaningfulnesS on any subject, but especially
. .

human matters, that is, those topics which most clearly
"

concern theheart and soul.of man, two cornrnodities which

at that·tim~ seemed wOrth believing in as entities from

which originated everything most valuabl~'in life.
l .. \

. lt was' an embarrassing conversation, in/retrospect,
..

morally·painfUl to recall, like so many things. Other
. .

examples incl~de Dr. Marchand's face, Chris drunk, myself
. .'

smashing our apartfi)ent, Cynthia drunk, and Miami Beach.

Miami Beach especially strains my nerves to think about;

atime of tension under the surface, with nothing said but
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something always about tO" happen, 'Cynthia smiling and'

about tQ explode ànd nobody knowinghow to contain the

blast or how ,to defuse her before the timer ran out of

free seconds; the rain on the car windows," the wa~er

roiling under the causeway, the heavy dampness on the,

malI after the storm, Cynthia on' the malI not saying
"

209

-

.~

what she meant(.· .'Nothing really seems different in the
" . fl

l~ of her now; the sarne strained movements, the taut

ski; on her face, the 'unsure eyes; always, i~ se:~~"::'".
the proximity of despair, the sometirnes 'passion and the

omnipresen,t, implacable will, pushing her on despi te the

pressure on chassis andmotor, to the midnight screams

and t~e ins and outs of the inev i table ocean. ,

This is rnernory, physical in the cells,' lodged there

,

l.ike a parasite.
' ..

Cynthia has ceased to respond. The draining process
\

that began earlier has not been arrested, as l had 110ped

it would be, by Peter changing the subject; if anythin~,

it has accelerated to the point where she seemsabout to

.cry.

"Have sorne more brandy," Peter says.

"Nb tha~ks," l say. "It's about time we were off."
9
"It's c:arly yetI''' Peter says.
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"T'omorrow's a workinq.day," l say.

"What are you worrted about?~ Chris.says. "YeU
•

210

. don't work anymore',Still, we mayas weIl hit the r~.n

We aIl stand up except Cynthia; now she doesb~in

to cry, without sobbing.

"What' 5 the matter, Cynthia?" Peter sa~putting

a hand on her shoulder. "

She doesn' t answer .• He puts his arms around her
•

and begins to rock h.er. l gesture with my band to Chri·s

and he goes to the closet. Cynthia is crying more volubly

now, rocking back and forth in Peter's arms.

"AlI anyone ever -talks about is death," she says.

•

"

(
'.

"It wasn't my fault."

Chris cornes over with our coats.
1>

' ..... "',

"1 '.m sorry, Cynthia,"

he says. "'I didn't rneananything by what l said."

"Nobody ever does,lI she says •. She goes into the

kitchen and closes the door.

"Maybe l should talk to her; " l say.

"t'lo, no," Peter says. "She'll'be alright. She just

, had too much brandy, that' s· aIl."

"l'm really sorry if l said anything," Chris says .

•~ alright," Peter

shou~ have let.her--well,

:;ays. "l'Il talk to her.
~.'

anyway, thanks for coming.

l •

lt was good seeing youand l know Cynthia appreciated it."

•
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..
"Give me a calI tomorrow, peter," I say, "and let.

me know how she is."
'.

"She'll-be fin~,~ he says.

"CalI me anywày."

"Okay, . sure. "

He has slowly guided us inta the vestibule. He

steps in front of Chris and opens the door. Cynthia

cornes out of the kitchen, perfectly composed.
"

"r'm sorry," she says. "Tao much brandy." She

throws her head back with a littlelaugh,.walks over to

Peter, puts an arm around his waist and smiles up at

him. She looks àt me with the same smile that seems ta

have been carved into her face with a scalPel. I look

at her eyes; not only is there no smile there, there

is no fear or panic. no cry fo~elp, no emotion of any

kind; they are like the eyes of animaIs in photograph~,

blank lights·in their heads. She is li2ùp from the

inside, mechanical, animated, battery-powered,all cir-

cuits an9 transitors; and at the center of the electric

depths--the incomprehensible soul, cold, godless and

chemical .

•

.
'r

•
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They repaired \ pothole in the alley this morning.

, '
It seems rather silly that the~ should be fixing the. .
pavement before win ter but l suppose they have their

reasons. Everybody always does. And when they'dontt

they say they do, so there's really no point in question-

ing thern or accusing them of error or aimlessness or

ambivalence. Now, almost half a day later, l can still

smell the tar.
.

This is where l live. What a surprise. l co~d

live somewhere else and think l dreamt this up: a bed-

room, a living room, a hallway, hardwood floors. The

kitchen is my ~avorite room. It used to be green but

Paul painted i't yellow when he moved here. The ,cabinet

'doors are orange and there' s an orange and, white curtain

in the window; The table and chairs used to belong to

••

, ,

•

someone else. The refrigerator door doesn't shut properly,.. '

but the food never spoils. Paul has taped a Constable

print to the wall, a pastoral with cows and;a bridge.

Paul and Alan are always going on about the poetry they

write. When l show them mine they give me funny looks.

None of us gets much sun.
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Tom and I had a little house in
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N.D.G. He
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lives in

it now, with the Persian rugs and the antique breakfront.,~~~

The stove is right in the miadle ofhis kitchen andhas

. a .coun ter and stools a,round i t. Tom liked ;0 .come home
; .

'and play around in the .yard, trinuning hedges, pulling

We were (have been) marr ied for 'a li t.tle over a year.

My mother and father were married for ten years.

weeds. In the

wéaring an old

winter he shovelled the driveway \imself,

Montreal Canadiens tuque and a ski\backet.

He

-
was a longshoreman. The thing he hated Most was shovelling

snow. He had a lizard tatooed on his back. My iIlother had

lovers whom l've never met. My father was an ~rishman, .

.\;;. frorn.,Poin t St: Charles. My st~father was a Frenchman.

from·Pôin~u-Trembles. James Oscar Maloney and Michel

Beaubien. Michel was a cop. When .he came home at night
" ..

.. '

he would put his gun on his dressér and leave it there

.. .till morning. I was. always afraid to touch it,thinking

it would explode in my hand at first contact. He had a

collection of shirt badges from aIl over theU.S. andÇ-·
.»11"""'....

Canada tha t he mounted, framed and 'hung on the w.allls of
.. ~..

the basement. He had lovers and my mother divorced him

. when I was sixteen. My brother Nick teaclÏ.es at an American

base in Germany. 1 never hear from him. I neve~hear

from ~lichel. My fa ther was killed· in a bar when someone

. -
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tossed a bomb into it.My mothe'ir went'wild'!'henI told

h~r' l 'was _get'ting 'rnarried..' Good for ber. She has 'long

. \ black hair. and -looks like a gypsy ~ When she sneezes'.

(
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it sounds like a scream of surprise,,'likEl. she's just

discovered rats in her bed. l jurnpevery time~
, ' .. .'. ~

'Pau], is hav~ng,his reveng~onme for rnarrying Torn.

l called himat work the other night and Alàn said·he
. ....

was upstairs with one of the guests. When l called back

an hour later he was ,still up there. He told'me later

. that )"le had been making beds and vàcuumirig
O

~e hallways.
#

'Iwas mad at Alan for squealing iil;ce that; he could have'..
(

C\."
made up <; lie.

"

Paul enjbys his lies. They make him feel in control~

Women.like him: he knows how,to look harmless. Should l
.. .

hate him because he's an insincere lover? He's like'a.
little boy surpr~se.O: by his first hard-on.

Alexander. i t turris out, inheri ted ·the invasion of..
Petsia. l'Il quote Tarn to that effect ~n my essay.

It must have seemed a per.fectly natural thing for him to ,

do, like taking o\er'his. father's business. And of

course Plato had sa id .tha t i t was proper for Greeks to

attack barbarians'âriy time ,the}: felt· like it. l must

f ind the exact passage for a fèotnote. l wonder if i t

..

'.
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would be a good idea to'cite this:as an earl:y êxample of

ma'ster-race morality,. 'Mos~ people seem to have a little

Raskolnikov in th~m.
,. li

Wh~n,I.loaned the bostoevsky t:;o Paul he complained. '

that l had unde~lihed most'of ft and it was 'difficult
•

for himto read. such a sloppy text. Sorne, of the. pages
'.

were falling out, he Said, "and he'really couldri 1 t appre~
/

ciat~ a.'book that was in',such peor physical condition.

l rea~ about a third of itout loud'to him before we
...

stopped seeing each other the firsttime. l,notice he

has his own copy .ct'it now, in'perfect sha~ë, pristine,

unmarked, unbroken" with only the occasional smu~e from
. ~

an oi1yJ fin~ indi6ate that he ever read it.

,QThere 1 s' an ,interestin,g para11el; now that l t'h,ink of
~

it, between Alexarder and Raskolnikov: both 'started with

a simi1arpremise of moral elitism, lawlessness,' hubris •. '. .. - \:

'].he pawnbroker's head was RÇ),skolnikov's Gordian knot.

•
, .

The trick is to get a, hold of thepast, not to..

.-

( "

twist it uQtil it rnakes' sense. SUGh patterns as exist

trecbme apparent: the imagination interpolates them effort

lessly, 2erceivi~g grandeur in ambiguity.

l'mnot interested in memory •

.....

)),. ,
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You move across the
but nbt across me."
to, lie but you' lack.

room with·studied, steps,
l 9 ive you another chance
imagination •.

216

Jo" •

E~_your body won't i.nvent. You
: it was always à lie. You kill

the history l believed in but you

erase themap: the cities
are in the same places where
you sacked them.

say

can' t
('0

~
Long, unexciting brown hair, a little red th spots

but not strikingly 50; a face too wide and a nose too

flared; a complexion almost ruinedby chicken pox; arms

.a ·l.ittle tao downy with down a little too dark; legs a

littlè' too short ending in feet a little tao square,'

though small; .ankles a little too th~ perhaps.

'~hat's good about 'me, about the way llook? l guess

my eyes.My eyes are large and almond sh~ped and dark.

A little cnarcoal (Elizabeth Arden, West Germany;Lancome,

Paris; .Cl~nique, N'l:!:w York) on the lids and mascara on ~e. .

lashes, a subtle plucking of thè eyebrows (overdid it

·once, to the point of looking like l'd shaved my forehead)~

•and l could aspire tO.a kind of beauty, in a Mediterranean

sort of way.

Paul has longer lashes"and finer hair and smoother
(

skin but his eyes are small and an undistinguished pale {

brown. , .

•
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On the cover of, Tarn's book there's a picture of, .

a fourth-century tetradraéhma, struck by Lysimachus of

Thrace with a likeness of Alexander asadi'ty, show-

If it weren't
'. .,

profile) he'd befor. those eyes (ey.e, re,üly, be ing - a

ing wild curIs, 'soft round cheeks, fat l ips, a broken
4'.

nose, a weak'chin (!)and huge round eyes.
•

vaguely repulsive; but that's the ~ye that l~oked

worlè and jumped the 'horizol)..

the

When did you first notice I was invisible?

(

l cannot move you, even 'to
an answer: not with pleas,
or demands, or firmly planted hips.

l can stick my breasts into your back
like a pair of guns and watch you flame
to the trenches. You 1eave a trail of smoke

but you don't shoot back or bail out.
You fall like a star that fell
a mill ion years ago, too d is,tan t

to be noticed till ï~s light reached
earth, and then We realize
i~was.never really there in our lifetime.

We make up reasons for things; gi,:,e ourse Ives ex

planations, excèpt that the reasons are never absolute,

not machine-made. New explanat{ons are formùlated every

day to accomodate new p~r?pectives; in this way we are

l ike a language that, is' constantly being reinvente~i1:

.\'\
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like Latin, we die. The problem is that we neverknow

where we are;· 'once.we sta~t. 'distrusting our rationaliza-

tions we fall apart like buildings that have been con

structed by â dozen architects ~gnQrant pf each other's

plans.· Or we take the ea~y way oùt ~nd just go quie~ly

crazy. .Or· we' '~op ourselvrs up on what is 1eft of our

optimism and hire. a less 'corrupt contractor•

•

.
50 it doesn't matter how

'happe~ed between mJ, ~nd Tom.

l explain to mysel:E what .

l don't know what the emo-

tions were; that's one thing l could nevèr set straight ••

l thought he had a knowledge that l could share, a value

l could submit to. l learned that no outsiàe value

c,6.uld bind.me, that' if submission is weakness, it is

less weak if purposeful; to be deliberately passive is

not the same as to be conquered. The trick is'to know

the purpose in advance and not to have it thrust upon

you after the fact by an embatrassed intellect.

Now'it seems i have s6!s,mitted again, to paul; but

not innocently. l chose him specifically, because l

knew he would have me. It's his function, which he,
enjoys through my .largesse, . to keep m1fr01ll going· crazy.
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One of us must make a move, or what's
the point?· If you move first you'11
capture me; but ~ou don't notice l'm

_in check. If l move first you'll
dissolve like a false season: _you've
been playing without a king, impossible

to kill. l pretend there is sorne point,
preparing breakfast, changing clothes.
It's not your fault the rulesescape you.

He possesses aIl the brutality of-the committed
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( .
•

coward. His manliness is mannered; he lacksTom's virtu;

his mind and emotions are essentially-effeminate. He

waits to be dominated and then pretends to seize power,.
but the coup is successful only in his own imagination.·

He doesn't understand real will and fumbles every attempt
<> It.

to exercise it .. He is my dark angel (what an ugly roman-

ticism--even now l am victimized by sentimentality) and

thè more control l grant him, the more l obliterate rny-

self. This is my suicide--or my answer to the urge:

let him put me to' sleep; l ike R.i.skolnikov, l cease to

exiit, having intuited the occult presence of justice.

If my crime was self-betrayal. by submitting to Tom,

Paul is the penance.
.

But l have said my three.Hail-Marys

atthe altar rail. My next man will be more than a

Faust infatuated withinnocence, more, than a wanderin~

d ildo.

/
'.'

•
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.. This i~our power play'
bu~ I d the packing.
I tell you ~'ll be back

butyou don't need a'lover.
You need a target you can blast
w~thout the responsibility o~ effort.

I. can staf!d in an open field
as naked as you like, a red circ~e

painted on my stomach, point-blank

• range. I could even. pull the ·trigger
for you, if you had bothered
to bring a gun.
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..

Ithink of those men who are intrigued by -a woman

with a past." I want a man with a past, a man who already

knows whether he is a failure or not, has absorbed the

knowledge and found a way to ignore ~t•. 1 can't stand

people who constantly. berate you wi th. the scope of their

goals. 1 don't wantto hear how Persia wil~ fall; br.ing

me ,Darius' head or show me where he branded your haunches

and then contemptuously set you free.
eJ'

•
You gave'me the back of your head
for Thanksgiving. The back ofyour hand
might have.been more interesting. but

we would have reached the same dot
on the map: the dragons are stil~

in the corners but nobody had the nerve

to rearrange the signposts. It's
always win ter in this country; aIl roads
lead to the snow at the heart of the maze.

"
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Alexander erased Persia's ~ast with the power of

his own culture; so l can erase a man's past, like

" A clear cliche ofa day, blue
and white. A last look'around
but there are no memories, not yet.

Ènter the assassin, sans poison,
weaponless. 'You think you' vé bought
your freedom cheaply. 'Even now

you could fold around me like a fist.
Even now you do pothing. l run
becaus~ you stand there like an axe.

The first time it was razorblades: so l wear the

purple bracelets of a botched job. It's difficult to

go deep enough because of the pain. Only wit? 'great. ,
concentratlon, easily broken down by an agitated mind,

can the outside be shut off.

, The' second time it was the ususal thing: the Big

Sleep, etc. l was d~zed for,a day or so, but l woke ?p.

l have many times explained it to inyself but the

reasons are always dHferênt and l believe, none of t;heni..

That may be reason enough in itself.

"

',4
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One da~t after l was separated from Tom, l drave

Paulto thecemetary. He followed me around, ~rying

~o please,trying éb win.my affection, trying not to

222

' ........
,,~ look like a fool. l led him around tombstones and up

tornausoleums and let him lookup my skirt when l climbed

a tree. Dea th and sex. l wan ted to' infect him with my

morbidity and when hepicked flowers for me, spoiling

the ~ffect, l had to reject thern. Now he has his little

revenge, .avoiding met slighting met trying to impose his
~.,.

idea of sex.There's still a residue of death in it;

l put it there, in his mi~dt and he fell in love with it.

Dear Paul: You made me your whore. l invited you

to do it because l wanted you to feel èhèap. Does that

make sense? You were too bland before, asinine, pas-
•

sive. Now you,know how to take a perfectly innocent fuck

and make it into something frightening, threatening.

You think you can J.i~e it embarr~ssing by suggest~ng

things you, th:i:;llk will shock me. If l don',t want ta do
...,.~

them, you insiste You're trying to break me with strange

seXe You think that by degrading me you can degrade
.. ~ . ,

yourself ana not suffer for it, get a tasteof it without

closing the do6r behind you. You.were wrong. The doors

are closing. This necroeroticisrn is the flame ,to your

:
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moth. pretty soon it will be too :late. Weill be
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locked

apart.

into this tomb-. decay, talk dirty un~il we fall

It' san- o~i"i~ a mausoleum.' I can 1 t be degraded

- ---' .because I recognize the room; you're lost in a foreign

country and by the time you learn.•-the language and find
,,~......

your way back to the borderit:;ow±ll be too late. They'll

have made a citizen out of you and you 'Il, forget where

you camefrom, what you started ~s. You can do what

ever you want to me. Your soul"!; on the line,' not mine.

It doesn't pay toknow too much, even about your-

self. Socrates was wrong: self-knowledge makes you

passive and complacent. You can only win by maXing

others become'l~ke you. ~ou know that, too, but you

don't know which of us is becoming like 'the other.

One problem is that you are my only friend. I

won't count Tom; he blew it. You're trying ta blow it,

and you might succeed, but Our little drama isn't over

;";.

yet. .'

I never had a female friend; this now seems peculiar

and I wonder how it happened. t'nev~r felt the need for

one and I don' t feel' it.now. l'm proud to be alone, the

way Baudelaire was proud.
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Let's take a fewmoments to examine the problem

of desperation. You think youcansave your Iife by
•

224

writing one poem that makes the anthologies. You think

this will justify whatever youdot excuse yourweak-
. . . '/

nesses, absolve your trespasses, negate your pettiness.
.."

You may be right. But we don't need poets, we need

lovers. l can make aIl the poetry l need for myself.

l often think of leaving you but so far I always

come back pefore l go. You shoUld remember that the

-string often breé\ks on even the best yo-yos •. 'l1ley

don't have to be desperate: their actions are fore-

•
ordained.

Sometimes a yoyo will attempt to break its own,., :
string. ThQ suicide rate of YOY05 is weIl documel'\ted.

. ~

My own suicide rate is weIl documented:twice 1n twenty-
. "

two years. l haven't wanted to die in a long time, but

l have no particular,inclination to save myself either •. .

For now, i~" s loop-the-Ioop, and around-the-world' and

walking-t,he-dog. Something's bound to wear out sooner

or later;

A night alone is a real illumination. It's always

a surprise to catch yourself in the act of surviving.

You wonder how.y~u got that far andhow m~ch farther you
;_.~ p.

•
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can go. You wonder where ail this.furniture came from,

ail ·these dishes and pots and utens~ls, this food, ~ese

book~. You wonder ho~ you could have accumulated 50

many artifacts of. daily life and s~ll retained the

sense to wonder about them.

You normally don't have to thihk about thesè things

because you have them compartmentalized. You take your. ,
l . _

showers, you cook your meals, you sit on your chairs.

You perform the rituals and they take care of YoU'. You

don't have to worry whether Jesus is present in the hos~;

• .J:r-
aIl you have to do is eat it and be saved. You only

have to live sixteen hours a day. Th~t's no~ too rnuch

to ask, is it?

It seemsI have spent most of my life as l am now,

alone in a room, listening to children in alleys, streets

.being repaired, ~en shouting at each otherin foreign

languages. My.world could be a giant nursery under con- ~

struction in eastern Europe.'

l look at, the furniture, such as it is, and imagine

the room wi thout it. There is only one permanen t light

fixture. Ieould sit on the floor in a shadow and calcu-

late the di:'stance to theceiling, to the next room, to

the window, :to the next dream.
.'

.
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It is best to remember nothi~g; or a line from a

poem,or a face on~an ancient coin, or a song b;r Piaf.

These things, nothing in themselves, are part of a tex-

ture, a personal collage. The reality of what happeI}.ed

to'youor what you dia is too raw to be rem~mbered with

_ pleasure. l remember a poater of Aznavour, a thick

c igare.tte between his lips; he s.quin,!:s against: the smoke;

there are hundreds of lines around his eyes.

l remember a scene at Crêp~ Bretonne.

"1 asked for framboises and l gotraspberries," a
;"'.

man in a tweed jacket said.

"Fr.amboises means raspberries." said the girl l'le

was with'.

"1 wanted strawberries. l hate raspberries."
~}'. 'r,.

"l'Il have pineapple," l said to Paul.

"you'll probably get bananas," Paul said.

"The waitress is. Alsatiqn·i" the girl.said.,

"1 '11 probably get _a. rash," the man said.

"Put sorne syrup on it," the girl said. "You'll

never know the difference."

"l'Il know~" the man said.

That's the proble(1\. You 'always know.
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One of us i~ ·happy. It
from the furnituxe like
and plushand leather.

.rises
·a·smell of
It might
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t

be me; In the end, you give
your an$wer. l say goodbye.·
Your Yes is the bullet you promised me •

. 1 peel an orange.

There is a measure of absorption in the task that

leads· to staring at nothing; to complacence, .·calmand

sensitivity that f~eds only itself, nervelessly. The

•process of peeling shuts out the world 50 .th~t nothing
,

is left but the faint sweet tang of the.rind.and the

unconnected words.

l eat the orange. ,

! "

\ .

On the banks of the >.;l:ndus.,

-.
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By the beginning ofwinter Herold is obsessed. , The'~ ,

çquality of this obsession is that he allows himself to be

absorbed by the minutiae of his body's physical signals.. \

The consequence is tnat he knows andfeels no other thing •.
He is very suséeptible to cold. When he is outside,

the entirety of the' cold that surrounds him is reducible

(

to a powerful hand that he imagines fastened to the back

of his neck. ,This causes every ner~e in his body, insof

as.he is able ~o distinguish thern, and ~articularly those

i~ the arèa of his,head, to constrict. He thi~s it might

also have sornething to do with ehe 'expansion and contraction
, .

of his veins and the tightening of his muscles. .This is '>•.••;
~.

how he explains the headaches that he suffers every tirne he

ventures out of doors. These headaches are not relieved

..

by aspirin; they lodge in the back of his head just above

his neck and rnake hirn conscious that he is vulnerable to

the irrelevancies of nature .

. When he walks, cornpacted snow crunches beneath his feet .

.~ The paved ground becornes r~gged andcontoured. When it snows,

. the air is textured with substance'. It dissolves on his face

is baffled b2.the
/.-

He prefers to stay

Herold

and bernused;by'his bafflement.
",j

perhaps for this reason all'of his dreams are ofindoors.

in a succession of pold stings.

elernental

,
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He can hardly wait to tell Catherine about them, about

how their house is really much larger than they thought.

-Beyond the bathroom wallis another wing into whichthey

can extend their lives •.,
Herold's 'obsession fixes itself upon an object. In

230

this way it partakes of reality and loses its frightening

aspect. The object is food: By delaying eating each day

for as long as 'possible he ensures that thoughts of food

, will always be upperm:,st in his mind, 01') the tip of his

mind 's tongue·. He. drifts from meal to meal (from Coquilles
,

St. JacquE;!s--a son fason--to Tournedos Morateurl, permitting

himself to eat no more than. one meal per day so that his

hunger will never lose itsedgè. It suddenly becomes of

the utmost importançe that he be in a state of perpetuaI

hunger. He reads cookbooks, learns aIl the proper French

names for things, tries his hand at suchimpossibilities

as Quennelles Newberg. He measures time in fallen souffles.

Now aIl hisdreams are of foo~, for he always goes to bed

hungry, allowing no other dream .the opportunity to fo~u

late. The secret rooms are hidden kitchens hnd unexplored

pantries. He reduces his desires to a primacy that ~egates

aIl else. He recognizes it as elemental and choses it for

':.
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(
that reason~ A honed desire cannot be baffling: it knows

only its object and questions nothing. His stomach contains

a chorus of voices that spe~ to him in the same dernandin~

tones as those that riveted Jeanne d'Arc tc? the back of a

horse. He takes to heart Thoreau's injunction to simplify

and

al!

discovers that a constantly supplicating appetite rend7rso

other mundane viccissitudes inconsequential. .

Nor is solitude to be taken seriously; it is merely

(

a glass on the text of self-denial .. It is aIl a trick, a

device,an experirnent in distraction, a time-killer. He

neglects to vote in the November election, despite his dis

gust with the incumbent Liberal Party, but he does not credit

the Parti Quebecois victory to his indifference. As for

Catherine, her moves are obviously dictated by what he con~

':t
ceives as a. sul'er-de~erminisrn: aIl roads, l'i.\:ved over the

ruts of his curvilinear universe, perforcelead back te

him. Herold never flies. wi thout a net; He keel's despair .

ai: bay with burnt offerings':

Herold drags his hu?ger around like a les son he must

learn. The only thing that supercedes it in authority is'

~he cold.He knows he can always ingest nutrients b~ •

from weatherohe can only retreat. It is not aproJ;ler meta

l'hor for his concentrated passion, his will to' oblivion •
•

Above aIl, he wants to be in control of his own pain.



Beans Almandine

A week before Christma~~~-his dinnér (steak Béarnaise,

green beans almandine) isinterruptedby the appearance of

Catherine. Her face is white and drawn beneath a woolen

hat, the tops of her cheekbones are red and dry from the

wind. Her approach is tentative.

Hi, Bill.

Come in.

She enters the hallway and looks athim with glazed

eyes. Heraging woman's face is like a little girl's,

made young by low temperature, but her eyes burn. She is

-, (
sick, he can see

in thegrir)f a

He asks her

that, weak and squeezed from the inside,

microscopie invasion.,
what fS wrong. Her movements are slow:

she is bound, caught, dimensionless, enclosed.

She just came by to pick up a few things. She hopes'

she isn't disturbing him.
...

He means what is the
.

matter with her.

She thinks she isgetting the flu. She feels kind

of nauseous.

He takes'her coat and guides her to a chair in the

living room. Her nose is peeling. She is very thin. When

she sits it is not, as he imagined it would be, as if she

has never left. On the contrary, it is as ifshe.has. never /

-.
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been there. Heis uncomfortable, playing host to his wife.

Should he offerher a cockta1l? A proper cocktail must

~ontain bitters and he has none.

If he

.>

would

When h

\.:
he'used to try topicture what it

live with the various girls that he knew.

ould this one's presen~e comfort him?

Re was surprised that many of his hypothetical nursemaids

exacerbated the .feeling of illness he had summoned, ,and-he concluded from this that he could pot love thein. In
-

order to experience love it was necessary for him ta feel
•

comfortable in someone's care. Catherine was a'comfort
, .

when he ·suffered. '

She looks terrible, he tells her.

Thank you.

He didn't mean it that way. Sheknows wh~t he meant.

Re's glad to see her.

. '

Is he really?

She s~ts stiffly, her feet close together in their

soft leather boots, her' hands on her kn8fs.

of looking toward the window, an old h~it,

She has a way

an--excuse ta

be ,looking somewhere. Th~ ~indow is' opaque with curtains

o~ frost. Herold has brep.thed qn a portion of. it, rub-

bing away the frostin order to look out; Othis area has

,
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•

refrozeninto a semi-transparent crystaline murkiness.

Catherine likes to scratchfrosted windows, to feel the

ice melting beneath her fingernails, but she is too far

away.

Is she surprised? Didn't she think he'd miss her?

She misses him. Her lipshardly move. Rer face

seems frozen, insensate, dotted with tiny pinpricks of

red. ..She must be about. ready to come home, eh?

No, notquite.

(She realizes that there is no music, - that she is in

a scene with no background. Herold always plays music; .

it de fines the space he inhabits. In silence he is strange.)

Not qui te?

She .is sorry i~ is taking a long time.

Jesus.

She is a visiting ghost, obsessed with its own haunt-

ing. The soul·has nowhere to touch down: there are too

many possibilities. The earthopens but does not receive.

Her fever is an inpenetrable cocoon. She will emerge,

caparisoned and dazzling, symmetrical and transitory: -For

now, she sits in sorne inaccessible astral space. He sees

her through a filter, in another dimension, her existence

hinted at but not quite apprehensible, a Cartesian duality.

It is like watching her on television.

He waits. He will waither out.

Doesn't he understand?
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•

No, he does not.

..
.,J:~

.)
. .

He still dCièsn't'understand her?

transparency.

He will be angry,.he knows that. There is not~ he

can dq about it. He." will be provoked by the gauziness of"

her presence, by the silky there-not-there caress of her

What is there to understand? The hermetic inviolability

of otherness, pristine in its separation from known laws,

corners him. 1t will not surrender. 1t holds out while

he despoils the countryside, consuming all available sus-

tenance. There is no tak'ing it by storm. He is cornered

in the \ij.de expanse' of the outside world.

(
She looks embarrassed.

She is a little.He looks thin. •

sq does she.

She stands up, uncharacteristically neglecting to

smooth her skirt. Herold watches her. She is bis life,

after all. He is sorry he has eaten. He plays witb one'
"

of his fingers abstractly, worrying a cuticle. ,Sbe will

leaye him'and he will, recreate himself. He is at a 10S5

for method, not having progressed past naming bis own

fas,cinations.

, She will just get a few things.

She is tot,tering. 1s she 'al,right?

She is a little dizzy.
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He' Il help her.·

He puts an arm around her shoulaers and guides her

ta the bedroom. She sits on the bed·and shivers •.

Does she want sornethi~g ta eat?

No thanks.
,

Sure?
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WeIl, rnaybe sorne soup. If it's not tao much trouble.

He has sorne green beans.

Alright, that sounds good.

How about a steak?

No.

Is she sure? .

Just the beans w.ill be fine.

•

He brings h~r a plateful. The sliced a1monds crunch

between her teeth. She seerns annoyed with thern" irritated

by the necessi ty of having ta chew thern. for sa long. She

has ta eat slowly while Herold watches, listening ta the

crunching. She is smeared on a slide, the spasms of diges-
,

tian visible ta the great, impassive eye observing her

petulant fury and, in a sense, inventing it.

She's hungry.

Not really.

She acts it.

'."-
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Herold knows 'that hunger makes everything, even things

one normally doesn't care for, taste exceptionally good •
•

Flavor is usually a scarcely nuanced sensation, a blunt

happening quickly absorbed and forgotten by.olfactory organ

flnd tas te buds. Under extreme conditions, however, flavor

becomes a lingering explosion of unexpected and grati~ying

;!JlJ

delight, subtle and profdUnd, cadenced, melodic and pure,

scattering its debris in a radiant, mildly entropie expansion,

not unlike the birth of a universe. The nuisance of the al-.

monds,. preventing the quick consumption of the beans, post-

pones satisfact~on and should, therefore, enhance the overall

experience. But Catherine is apparently insensitive to the

delicacy--to the careful orchestration--of the event.

She hands him the plate. He accepts it without comment,

holding it up as if to pass it around for coins, still wait-

ing. To achieve a state of waitingness is now his object,

to make himseff still, and~perfec~~~n ofthat quiet..

tude tohave revealed to him the blurred· outlines of figures

in the darkness, an exposing of mystery, a falling away of

shadow, a new fulsomeness arising from nullity.

5he is tired. She should go.

Why doesn 1 t· she lie down and ·.take a na~?

Really, she should go.

.. ,'.
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The only light is the~light from the hallway. In

238

semi-darkness she is less ephemeral~- An animal hasjust

eaten, has,affirmed its substantiality. She is presence,

she is being, ',unfolding .in time like a real thing, con

fined, delineated il1'space, physical in the world. 'She

stands out against the darkness 'like a carved naiad on an

entablature. •

She sho~ld lie down, get sorne rest.

He doesn '1: mind?

Why .should he mind?

. Alx:ight.

She removes her dress and Herold folds it over a nangei~

She lies d~n. Herold draws the covers over her and touches

his lips to her forehead.

Is she hot?·

. She' s feverish.

She feels 50 sick.

She should get sorne sleep. Doés shewant an aspirin?
Ir

No, she took sorne before. -
•

She'll feel better tomorrow.

Her head on the pillow: in pain,

of sickness, hot, alive.

- .

aureoled ~ith smell ..

(
•

5he thanks him for letting her stay.

He's glad s.he's here.

He's good to her.

It's the least he cand~.
..",.

. -~.
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( Thanks anyway.

H~r eyes close. He, too, is hot and cold. Closing

the door, there is'nothing to do. There isno such thing

as death, only its semblance in victims of exhaustion.

Hungryfor it, it.can be a tiny,sweet explosion of negation

along the membranes, indeterminate and soft.

•

Q

1
/

~/
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Fever

The fever seems tobe outside her, a palpable colloid

pressing against 'her body, insinuating itself through her

,pores until it fillsher, crushing her between the part of

it that is inside her and the part that drifts through the

room like a dense cloud of malevolent· particles.' Trapped
,

thus in an invisible embrace, she cannot sleep. Herold's

smell effuses from the bedlineni' untempered by'her own

scent. Now she is unused ta the one without the other.

She has a fever and a flu in her stomach but her senses

work. She doesn't dwell on what his smell reminds her

she thinks of memory as a peculiar kind of disease, a

pathology of the spirit. She lies awake in a chilI.

She doesn't know how long she will be separate, a

paper doll detached from i ts accord1amlte companions.

There will have to be a decision soon; she cannot

stay with Cynthia and Peter indefinitely. Peter is always

affable, in a false sort ,of way; Cynthia is caustic and'

often cruel. These are the qualities that define them,

. essenceless, just as Herold is now an odor on a pillowcase.,
.,-.

Catherine has developed a nèw talent for simplification,

just as Herold has; she can gut people like poultry and

pretend they carry a void within them that shè is not

responsible for.

,
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,
Cynthia and Peter, c~nnot come apart; they are we1ded

together bY,theirdesperation; they'a~ more intense, more

extreme than the Herolds.

Catherine and Cynthia have known each othersince-their.'
days at Beaux Arts. Now they share pots of coffee and..'

draw each oth~r out.

He had a name. David. ~ft~r her mother's brother.,

He was her favorite uncle ,the one who always had candy in

his pocket. Imported butterscotch, the good English.kind.

Paul was fifteen. She was 37. Eigpt years ago.

Catherine watches her consume eoffee ïn a.s~ries of

short sips, her forearm moving the eup to and from her

mouth like a gear.

When he came out he was blue. She'd never seen anything

like i t.- Did she see it then? She wonders if she made the
~

whole thing up. She may have pictured him blue,. hanging

upside down from the doetor's hands like a pheasant strung

, \

up to mature. It was disgusting. .-
She puts down the empty cup but doesn't let-it go.

5he holds its handle between her thumb and index finger

so that it shakes slightly.

wonders. )

(Reaehing for an effeet? Catherine

When you go crazy nobody~ants to believe it.

a few weeks in the ho~pital and you'll recuperate.

the shoek, come out whole.

They figure

"Get over

,~.':'

,
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~ She wasn' t crazy.

No.
•

Itstarts to snow. Atfirst the few flakes drift '.:.,

slowly to the ground, melting on ctntact.
<

In their f~lling,

Catherine perceives an elegance: each flake is a minute

,
poseur, preening for inspèction, strutting to dissolution.

Then it falls thicker and faster, the flakes beavy-andwet,
. '

rushing to the earth. It is no longer elegant; it is massive,

blunt, inevitable.

Let's face it, she flipped. No excuse for it, really .
.

She must havebeen predisposed to it, primed somehow_Sh~~

'leaped into space, you know what she means? !l':igbt years

among the stars. piss drunk th~hole time.

The snow is piling up on the outer windowsill, matting

against the window itself. Catherine watches it thicken
"

on the glass; it i~ like swarms of white insects smashing

against the w~ndshield of a moving car, l(ke something try-
1; , .~

ing to get in.

She didn't have to be crazy. She didn't have to J;>e

anything. She figures by now she, has a" right to forget.

-;S
Doesn't Catherine?

Cathe'rine lies in the 'darkness, semi-deliribus, while

,.
a jingle, forms patterns ~n her mind, accretes a geom~try,

the question expands, repeats itself, transforms itself into
~'

- associates 'ïtself with colors, pushes her toward sleep. There

was no answe~'and there is none .

. '
..
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Expectati.ons..

"

, ,
"

•

(

There are sorne lines in Baudelaire that Joanne is
" '

familiar with, . '.
Pour l'enfant, amoureux de cartes et d'estampes,
L'univers est égal'~ son vaste.appetit.

"

She admires Baudelaire above aIl poets: Among other things,

he is infatuated, as .she'is, with sensations of amplitude

("Je t' adorè à le' égal de la voûte nocturne-) and possesses,
, .

as she does'~ an uncircumscribed me!00ry ("J'aime l,e souvenir

de ces époques nues") '. ,Baudelaire and Joànne both recognize

the transparency of bounda:des" they claim aIl space and" in- '

habit aIl time (do, will,.br would like to). They are per

plexed by their lack of freedom, by their manifest' finitude,

bv. ~he failure of the world ,'to rebel,agâinst physical laws.fi" _ ,

"There is no s~paration, ~n the quality of imagination with

which they surround themselves, between drearnscape and

wor:J,dview.

, Joanne has developed, to an ex~ggerated degree, the

common'tendencies of projection and ident~cation.

is no 'part of lier, when she 'reads these lines,that
, .~

There

is not

.(

Baudelaire, no distinction between'-their objectively dis-

similar. values, 'no element of reflectioD,; judgment and par-

tial rejection. As 'she ab~orbs his words she accepts them
•

unequivocally as constituent threads in the material of her.,.. '

selfthat she weaves intothe cloak of her consciousness.

"
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She can as easily adapt herself to Satanic litany as to the

frustrations of a mechanically awry,male member. If she
, '-

is impressionable to a near-pathological degree, this becomes

her strength, justification and confusion.,

When she reads the lines, therefore, she knows herself,
to be a child, specifically, the child of which he speaks,

eternaliy infantile in terms of innocence, wonder and un

qualified ambttion~ She recognizes her;elf as an .namorata. .
of maps; thesedefine~s of space make accessible the incom-

prehensi~ly large, eschewing,detail for the' sake of cir

cumference. They delimit rather than display; they apportion

the epic of infinite extens,ion. And she is familiar'with
.

,the consequence: the ache of appetite thàt can only be,. .
satiated by,the consumpti0l'! of'absolute totality. She has'

a"neuralintuition that she is hungry, for the universel

it imparts itself to her in the form of intense ideational

claustrophobia--her mind,her life, her emotional web are

cluttered with irrelevancies.: She dreams of running under

a sky as blue as delft until she is climbi~g,up the air,
•.

the nonsensical accretions of ~er existence melting away as

she soars ~~yond the confines of dimension ta become a pure,

indiscriminate embrace. This is only a dream, one that

quite often recurs as she is about ta capitulate ta sl~ep.

It is 'apainless, even comforting surrender; it is honorable,

uncorrupted by either intelligence or mysticism. Aux yeux

dU souvenir que le monde est petit!,

'-~ i

,
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This does not properly explain, in Joanne or anyone

else, the emotion of dissatisfaction. This is something

She.is not free

....

thatsheworries~ùt: accountability.

from the puzzle ofuninterrupted inquiry: she wants to know

(

(

why andshe wants to know why shewan1;s to know. Because

there is no answer that she can ascertain, she falls. back

on simplicity: there is no such thing aS an apprehensible
,
reason. Because the behavior of othersis'often--usually,

in fact--inexpl~cable, the imputing of rational motives

must be an indulgence in fantasy, a quasi-religiousappease-

ment pf the intellect. It will not do to. deny causali ty

and rationale. Even socomplex a series of events as the

billions of micr·o-temporal neural firings and infinitesimal

chemical reactions that animl;fte the brain at any particular·

moment and transform themselves into readily perceived pat

terns of behavior must be explained in terms of something

els~. Joanne does not ac~ept the claims of psychology, at

least not in reference to herself." She reserves the rig~t
to act without reason, to merely behave in a causal vacuum.

Needless to say, this is not a right she feels constrained

to extend to others .

•
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Joanne is irritable. She has been irritable for hours.

In this state, she imagines that this irritability has always

existed, has characterized theentirety of her life. In

fact,'she is not completèly wr~ng }ntnis assumption.

The immediate source of her. exasperationis Paul;

specifically, his apparent complacency. He spends the day

in bed, reading books. This is annoying in the worst way.

To explain it (she cannot help but explain), she tells her-

self that he cares aboutnfrthing.

She thinks he could use sorne new clothes.

Oh, yeah? r .
They couler both use sorne.

She takes two pairs of pants from the back of a chair

and holds them up for .his inspection.

This is ridiculous. He has two pairs of pants, they're

both the 'same co~or (black)' and they' re both worn through
' ...

under th~ crotch.

She's right. ..

,. .,

When Anna's name appears in the book, it is spelied "Karemin," ,

without the ,tèrminal "a." This annoyed him at first. Now

when it appears in the text, he sees it as he thinks.it ought

to be, Karenina, and pronounces it this way in his mind. Most
..'

of the other Russian names (with thee~ception of Levin) he
,

perceives, as physical symbols, makingno effort to pronounce

them at aIl. He recognizesthem when they occur and identifies

'.. '
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( them with the characters they are meant to represent, but

,-' they have no ..phonetic value. This i~ how he sees the pants

that arè now made to dance like puppets before him. He

·knows themfor what they are, even recognizing their shabbi-

ness, but he stores the information without bo~hering to

come to termswith it .. There is a distinct hole in the irer

thigh of each of the four-legs presented to his view. ThJregistersas being a negative quality but it doesn't occur

to hirn that an effort to do anything about it would neces-
v

sarily be a good thing.

l, • Now he is being drawn out of Tolstoy into the world,

He is being called upon to communicate meaningfully with

sorneone whom it would be disadvantagèous to offend. A cer-

tain arnount of thought restructuring is being demanded.

The line of least resistence is to accommodate the alien

ex~tion ,of his attention by forrnulating an explanation.

"He can 1 t really afforda new pair right now.

She is tired of beingpoor.

How original.

She is really bored with it.

What would she like hirn to do about it?

He realizes that he has been fooled·.. He has been

tricked into saying ·the wrongthing, into delivering a

straight lineto the cornicwh6~11 respond with a joke

(
at his,expense. He winces in anticipation.
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( Why doesn't he look for a better job?

WeIl·, for one thing, he' s not· really qua1ified to do'

~anything. Let's face it.

·It is a dreary day, bleak anà otherwor1.dly. FJ,.at

clouds narrow the sky •. The outside world resistspenetration.

Paul prefers to withdraw on days of this type, obedient to

a mandated inwardness. Joanne fights back, thrashing at

things, aiming her temper at randomand pulling the trigger.

He is such a baby. He,could at least try.

She cannot sit still.
. .

She paces, she cleans, she moves·

from room to room. She takesup space. Ber mobile presence.

fills the apartment, sucking the air from it. Ber frenetic-,
ism makes Paul tingle with spleen.

Be doesn't speak French, tor another thing. Bow can

he get a decent job in this goddamn province with no French?

Be could always learn, you know. -Isn't it about time?
•

He's too old to learn.
i

Too old. Right; Her mother speaks three languages.

Good for her.
~ .-

'.
He' s justlazy. Why -àoesn' t he admit i t?

'.,. ,~.

Be's constitutionally indo~ent, alright? Anyway, she

doesn't even get along with her mother. What did she bring

her up for?

Let them just forget it. She's tired of this bullshit .

••
,
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Paul and Joanne argue about m6ney.' This goes on

:."
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(

for several hours. What Paul finds bewildering about this

discussi~n, in terms of its'formal'elements, is that it is

identiéal ~n'ev~ry pertinent way to several other~rguments

they have had in the pasto Both parties make the same

. 'points they have made before, applying the same reason~ng.

and expressing"the same frustrations·. Even the technical
. .'

aspects--gestùres, tones of voice, inflections, and the Iike--

are the same. The conflict is now ritual, a piece of theatre.

Itis the opposite.of a court~hip dance: it is a dance of

disengagement; ~s i~ ultimate estrangement were dependent• •

on a prolonged ceremony of mutual exorcism. . _-

To Joanne, this is the naturaJ. order of .things •. What

has happened to her in the past--her' experience with Tom

Harrington--has always seemed in violation of the way things
,

ought to proceed. It was too sudden, too unexpected. She

hates to becaught by surprise. She wants to memorize the'
•

lease:before she signs i~.·

The argument is simple and, they bothassume, common.

Joanne associates (she cannot.help it) money with virtue
, .

(an'd also virtu), or, less extravagantly, with propriety,
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obligation, adulthood and--although she de'nies it-

manliness. This is notan illogical conclusion, ~rom

250

,
,

(

. her point of view. To earn,money one must take an active
\f' .

role, exert initiative, desire independence. To be in-

different to·money is to admit that one is passive and

'submissive, lacking in ambition and content to depend

on ot~ers. No one despises'money for itself, she believes;

they can only despise the.act.of earning it •. Therefore,

to be contentedly iinpoverished,to renounce the association

of rrioney. wi th self-assertion, is toabrogat.e one' s freedom.. ,
And 'it is ~ot manly (nor womanly either, she supposes,

strictly speaking) to be resigned to not being free. And

then there is the fact that, fundarnentally, she wants to

be spoiled alittle.

Paul expresses the sarne value: that freedom is every-
•

thing and that to willingly put· oneself into a position of
.

non-freedorn is a great evil: He .believes, however, that to

èarn money one must enter into a relationship of.bondage

~th the source of the ~oney. He does not wish to èndenture

himself to an employer on anything more than ~ temporary

basis. To seek advanceinent through'a lifétirne of dedication
"-, . . .. "

is to.be self-condernned, to accept slavery as a way of life,

to deny a higher value. He wantstobe free as much as she

wants hirn to be free. And then there is'the fact. that, fun-

darnentally, he has a disposition to laziness.
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There is a certain amount of shoutinginvolved in this

recurring debate because both parties accept the same con-

clusion butcannot accept each other's premises. They

accept the same·value but not the same definition. This

leads them to hope that a resolution ispossible.

Paul waits for?:e moment when he will be compared ta

Joanne's husband. H knows the comparison is inevitable,

not because the husba d is wealthier than the lover but

because the husband's wealth is syrnptomatic of his manliness,
, .

~; as the lover's penury is syrnptomatic of his effeminacy.

Therefore, he preemptively brings up the subject he would

rathe~void; He calls Torn Harrington an asshole.

Shè maintains that she has learned a great deal from

this "asshole. ".

About what?

About everything.

Paul has interpreted the marriage, clarified its para-
....

meters to weaken it as a potential threat. He tells Joanne

that her huspand turned on her, that he was at first infatuated

with her innocence and then grew bored with it.
\'~

He·deliberate-

ly offends her by saying that she was too much a virgin, too

little a whore.

Maybe that' s ëornrnon at his age •. Sorne men go for the

sweetness and then find they can't live without a little

(

of the. sleaze. She confused her husband by not

'perfect cornbination.

being a

/



(
SPERDAKOSjULTRAVIOLET

He doesn't even know him. Anyway, she tbought he was

still her friend. She turned to him, he accepted that.

Was it sorne kind of revenge, to hurt her back?

Hbw is be burting her back? He's trying'to take care

of her. °

What

They're supposed to love eachother, remember?

Do they?

He does.

As much as he says?

What does she want him to say?

T~ey've got to do better than that. There's got to

be something else.

Like wha~?

She doesn't know.

His parents have been together for twenty-fiveyears.
° ,

That makes him think.

Bermother's been divorced twice. That-omakes her think •

•
She's been fucked over, that's why. She never gives

anything a chance. Wait, he takesthat back. Tom left ber,

after aIl. But really, did she ever think it might have

been her fault?
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He just said it was because of,Tomts stupid expecta-

tions. How iS.that her fault?

What about her expectations?

He knows he has her. This is not a victory in the
" ,

sense that satisfaction can be derived fram it. It is

merely a chance toexit.

There is n~need for him to elaborate. She wanted some-

thing more heroic than she got in Tom. She took it out on

him in small, subtle ways, made him think he wasn' t every-. ,

thing he sho';lld be. Now she did it to Paul. She made Tom

feel that maybe she wasn't everything she should he either,

or àt least not everything he wanted. The wrong combination,

as Paul said. ;t
She recognizes that this is a diversion. Who cares

whose faul t i t was, nobody"s or everybody' s? The issue

is money.

This is aIl beside the point.

The point being what?

He knows whi?t.

Do they have to go through it aIl again?

Curtain.

~.

. ~.

(
•
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It is theday before Christmas.

• •
In the livingroom

254

(they can afford two rQOms and a kitchen) there ·is.a· fir

tree, six-feet tall, a little unsteady in its red and green

stand, waiting to be decorated. The. tree waïts. It is

still alive. They will keep the_ stand filled with water

and a daily tablespoon of sugar. When they carry the tree

out ten days later it.will be dead. There will be pine

'"needles allover the ~loor, embeddedin the carpet. Thèy \

will never get them all ou~.. Each time they find one they

will remember Christmas • 76, when they were arguing over

money. They will remember how the tree fell apart, branch

by branch as they tried to pass .it tbrough the narrow door-
~ ,;A' - .

way, how it shedits brittle appendages all along the hall

way and down four flight-ë... of stairs tothe street." Coming

back upstairs, there was ~will be, will be remembered) a

trail of branches and needles'leading straig~t to. their door.

They will remember how they kicked them aside, trying to

conceal their. guilt over the mess they had madè.

When the tree is decorated, Jeanne feels that it is

over-accessorized. Paul thinks it perfect,.for he did it

up' the way his mother used to do up'the family tree when he'

was a child. Joanne knows that there are too many lights,

that the ornaments are clustered too close together, that

.'.
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the wraparound tinsel is too heavy for .. the tree and makes

it look gaudy, and t1"lat the throw-on tinsel has been thrawn

on too lavishly. She says it is a whorehouse tree. Paul
. ,

feels that his mother has been insulted. He closes hi,s eyes
.. .

and, leàning forward, inhales deeply of every Christmas

that is the same Christmas. When Jo~nne was growing up,
•

her mothér would place a two-foot imitation tree on an

end-table in the living room.

It's not the same.as'the real·thing. It's the smell

that counts.

They could have .sprayed : little Pine-s6~round.

What's the difference?

;

They are scheduled to have Christmas dinner with Paul's
.'

parents. Paul tells Joanne that he will ask.his father

for a loan .• Joanne says he is old enough to take care of
o

himself. Paul observes that that.is exactly what his father

will say. Paul is afraid of'his father, she tells him. He

is not ashamed to admit this. When'he was young, his father

was strict. ~. Joanne thinks that this i~why he is weak noW',

because he is afraid

that he will not ask

of all authority figures.
:. >-.;--.. ", " ,"-~~. ".'

hJ.s father for mone~l after. ..
Paul decides

all. Joanne

(

.~.

points out that he is merely showing how weak he really is.

Paul gets up on.a chair to affix a plastic angel ta the top
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his fingers.

( '
of the tree. It makes him ~ervous to, stand o~a chair and..
lean over. He gets dizzy. Joannft leans against the back

• of the chair to steady it. The angel's bellyis an open

baIl filled with spun fiberglass. When Paul touches it,

it feels like the flbers have surik beneath the skiri of

~
Does she want him to ask him or not?

Figure 'out, your own' :life, Paul.

~ul,carefullydescendsfrom the chair.' The ange!

isn't straight but he doesn't w~t to go upthere a~in.
S· ~,~"

He rubs his fingertips together. When he looks at them,. ~ .

tiny bits of angel hair sparkle from the grooves of his
, ,,..,

fingerprints. He wonders what itwill tàke to get them

out. Perhaps they will penetrate the skin ~nd enter h1S

bloodstream. He.willbe po{soned and die painfully. He

will be pitied and soon forgotten.' He is a man of sensi

bility, not of commerce~ There is romance in this. It is

des Anges,/Dieu trahi par le sort et privé, de louanges,/

o Satan, prends pitié de ma longu,rnnsèr~.I .

•

"
.' ~ d f' t dt'\. e ~an an sa an'~c. o toi,' 'le' plus savant et le plus beau

:.:/. :

'\

( ')
. ;" ..,

, .
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Ch'ristmas
'1

They have already begun to sleep side

touching. ·There was a time, a mini-epoch.
•

hy side without
..J
when they would

o

, .

"

-

wake up in the nightand roll over into each other's arms~

..
into safety,. into somethirig of themselves. Their respec-.. .

tive circumferences have recedéd. They have rediscovered

their otherness. A touch in- the night now elicitsa recoil',

an attempt.to dispense a kiss·begets a cry.of unconscious

disgust: and an abrupt banking of the,head. Each no longer

. lives for the other alone, ifat aIl, if everhè or she did;

it may have ·been an imagined limit that was never reached.

~h~volutionaryrath~r than-sentimental; it is banal,

not illuminating. When they awakè they are conscious of

the foulness intheir mouths. Trey do not.look at each

other. T~~y meet in the. bathroom; stooped over the sink,

squinting into the mirror .

. . .
Chris·Watson"s only living relative is his brother the

•

doctor, who spends Christmas·with his wife's family .. Chris. .
and Debbie bring their three children to the Bradley's.

Cynthia, wit.h Catherine' s help, throws together a standard

meal of tu7key, .sweet potatoes, salad and plum pudding.

When

come

Catherine remarks that her)rusband is.practising to be-

a chef, Cynthia retorts that his time would be better spent

1
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, .
in practisingto becorne a husband.· The rest~f the house#·

(three bedroorns, threebathroorns, living room, dining roorn,

den and, basernentl is dorninatèd bythe Watson sibl~gs, who

run shouting frorn roornto roorn excitedby thenovelty of

the environrnent, occasionally prodding an adult for sorne
. '

,'~ attention. Mark, the eldest at eleven, discovers a deck

of playing cards in a den drawer and.insists that sorneone

dernonstrate a card trick. Five-year-6ld.Mikey, whocan

barely narne the suits, loudly echoes his brother's exhorta-

tions, while June, eight, her braided hair pinned.to her

he~d, condernnsthern both as stupid ~nd dernands to be taken

home. ,
-.

(

In the evenings they played garnes.... He tailght her

pinochle and backgammon and he usually won. Hating to lose,
, . li. •

she would get upset, wh~ch he found irrational. After a

.while he refused to play with": her anymore.. He went back

'".'to reading and she.took up crossword puzzles and solitaire.. . '\ .
'She never got very far with the puzzles and interrupted hirn
\ ,"

constantly with questions. Rer favorite solitaire was (and,

inexplicably, still is).the one called NapQleon at St. Helena.

It. is a very difficult garneto win but she does not rnind .

losing to herself.

:"
,.

D.
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( That deal' with

Chrissays. He was

. ,:.,

Tom Harrington barely came

im;licate~n s~_me' scandaI

through,

.with the

Liberalsafter the election and shot his career aIl tohell.

He almost blew the whole thing for me.

Peter spreads the cards fâce up ~n the table and
•

points to one.

That's not my card, Mark says.

Yes it is,' Chris says. l saw it.

Okay, how did you do it? Mark says.
. - ",' .

Magic, Peter says.
~

You .saw i t when l picked i t. .....

'No l ·didn't.

Then .how did you know?

"'...

less
"""
they

They are not really,desperately poor. They·merely have

money than they are used to having or than they think
-' ,

ought to have. When sne complains of poverty, she means

(

_there is nothing saved and no hope of saving' anything. They

can bùy food.but little else; even clothes are a problem.

EveJ:!' tlten, her complaint has less to do with present con

ditions than with future potential. She is afra.1d that.she

. will never make .it back up to the middle class. It is not

the discomfort of denial that upsets her; itis the frus

tration .of stagnation that discomfits her.

Î
. , .
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( Cynthia enters the room, wearing a quilted mitten

like a badge of office Or medal

enact a rol~ ~heis proud and

of achievement: she' can
((
she suppresses her pride

..'.

i because suppression augments it and .beca.use others will

be(more proud of h,,:r if they see that~is ·not too proud

ofherself. This self-esteem is not the hauteur of the

chef who puffshimself up because he can cook a fine meal

or because he commands in the kitchen;simply, she is .proud

because she too can perform. She finds .that it is no small

accomplishment to be convincing.

We'realmost ready, she says. What happened to Debbie?

'.She's upstairs with June; Chris says.

Aren't we going to wait for· Paul and his girlfriend?

Peter says.

You can nevertell when thatone'll s~~up.

better start without him.

WeIl, let's give him it couple of minutes.

~ Okay, if you.want to eat dry food.

We'd

,,'':''.

(

'.

. .
The buses are running slow. He hunches upand shivers

uncontrollably. She tells Î-üm to take deep breaths; . if he

is col~ on the insidehe will feelless cold on the outside.

He throwsback his shoulders and suc~s in great draughts of

bitter air.· l feel like a million, he announces, spread-

ing wide his arms. She smiles and tells him he is funny.

Î
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•

The Bradleys and the Watsans èit dawn to eat. Debbie

(

a...

•

finds the gold-papered dining raam garish but says nathing.

This isthe first· time she has.naticed it. Cathe:dne bends.

aver the children, helping Mikey with his fork. There is

a fleur-de-lys pattern on the wallpaper, white felt Bourbon

lilies pra~ruding fram the ~alls. The immenseness of the

universe is an exaggeratedrumar. It.is a little roam,

nathing visible in the night beyand its wind~s, covertly

violent, inanimate, tactile and baroque.

They arrive late. Before they enter the house she draws

him aside to confess to a sudden attack of shyness. He is

cald. He has ralled his hands into fists inside his·glaves.

The gloves themselves are seEarating at the edges of the.

fingers. AlI around, the high piles of snow are covered
•

with a crusty glaze, marbled wi th patche's of black and,

near the graund, yellow. By the street, the banks are

topped with a layer of grey, resembling anarrested lava

flow, that the snow-blawers have churned up fram the pave

ment and deposited:there. Araund the picture window'his, .
father has stapled a string of blinking lights, so·that

•
the snow by the house flasHes green and red. He tellsher

;. ~ ,"
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"

(
.

to bebrazen. That is what he would have her be.' He is

",
•

vicious-in the cold; he wants to strike and~. ~ror years

he pushed heaps of heavy snow along that driveway, his hands'

rigid with pain .• He tells her to

thing they say ~o her. Do not be

pay no attention toany

insulted. ~tween the

bottom of, his coat and the tops of his boots bis legs are

stiff and nuItlb •. She declares that she will say nothing be

yond thè limitscourtesy demands. Up the street, a dog

-barks wildly as it tries to trot along the,icy sidewalk and

can find no purchase. They watch it struggle toward them,

its master'shandsinvisible in his pockets wbere he holds

the leash-end, his rubber pull-ons squeaking on the impactea

snow.

Sheis not true to her Mord., Spooning buttered'carrots

into he~ plate she cannot be silent. She would not be her-
,

self ,if she permitted hostilityt.o exist unanswered. She is
,

responsible. ,Stie must assume the weight. The tension 'must
, . '

declare itself, state its case. Galaxiesexplode so dis-

tantly that they cannot be heard. She will defeat the void.

She te~ls ,Cynthia how glad she is to meet her.

Cynthia nods.

Her husband i p discussed. There is no way to avoid this.

She is resoived to experiènce ne,embarrassment. He wants

her to be brazen. New he iswarm and, seems less certain.. ,

, ,.'

"
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(

She talks to Chr}s. Chris is friendly. He admires her hair,

whiéh ,she has brushed straight down"-h~r back,. When he says

he was a client of her husbana.:· ~, 'he is stared at. The

stares are 50 violent, ,50 self-consciously concerned, 50

convinc~d of their rightness, that'she wan~ to laugh. She

wants to laugh 50 that she too can be affixed by the same

"sets of eyes'and, laughing, deny them.

Did Chris like him?

Sure he did.

He is lying, but 50 obviouslyand with such evident

shame that it is tunny.

, They have held each other up. They h~ve engaged in
.,"

mutual simpli fication in order' to, make things easy. They

have emptied the shadows; a n~cessity but incomplete. But

they have neglected through lack of recognition the alter

native of abandonment. They have notpoured themselves into

each other. They are full of fear and'their fear makes them

'selfish. And because they cannot surrenqer,they cannot feel

entirely safe.

.-,
.....1" '..
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-
Paul watches her carefully at first. ~e i~ nervous

on her b'ehalf. Then he slips away ,', is no' longer a lover,

no longer himself; he is someone's son. He wears a foreign

name and bends to foreigners. He .is theirs ànd she is an

in~erloper. But he pas exposedher, captured her, so part

of him is hers. Still, he:cannot show it bere. He picks

'.at a drumstick, separating' the long fIat bones, and gives
•

her to the.world.

Chris Watson is moving to New York for business reasons.

Paper recy~ling. Joanne is fascinated, or soshe says. He

is touched~ Her hair gleams in the dirnmed-:light, revealing

swatches of red when shè tipsher head at a certain~gle .
.

She has an excellent nose, straight and rounded. Her eyes

are round and inquisitive. She conducts an impressive defense.

No one seems to notice except ChJ;'is·. He can 't stop looking
•

at her hair, at.her firm, full mo~th.
"

Joanne has never for a moment considered that it might

be interesting or enjoyable to visit New York. It is

dangerous anddirty•. So she is surprised when she agrees

to go with Chris and Debbie as ~heir secretary/babysitter.

She hates children but suddenly these three are strangely

lovable. Maybe she missed something .. ~e asks her in an

offhand w?y, as a joke. No one is more surprised than he

when she takès him seriously and accepts. He must refuse.

.

But he does not refuse. She has taken him
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Catherine i~ only herself. She observes the dynamics

of contending emnities (her image of struggle: things con

tend, 'there is coriflict between forces~ people interact

docilely~ ergo, in combat they are depersonified) and

vanishes. She anticipate& Cynthia's flight, but she locks

cnte nothing. She is conscious of her hands, of the flesh

bunching around her rings,.as she-slices a potato. She
.

is without reference; she has reverted to noumena and is

therefore largely ignored.

When Cynthia leaves the table, the profferred excuse is

-sl1al-low and recognized as such. It is known that she is not
.

really sick, that she wishes only to forestall her own ex-

plosion .. She says she will take a pill and lie down. This

is believed. Cynthia is known. by a.referential act: for

her to lie down is for her to be cynthia.

Peter passes the.tray "around the table, offeringthe

last drumstick. There are no takers. After he has set the

tray down, Catherine reaches over and takes the drumstick

intoher own plate. She is being watched. Now she will.be
•

known as the one who came out of nowhere to finish off the

turkey~
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(
A Digestive .

We don't talk much.

1 wonder why •

• •1 don't make ~ouuncomfortable, do I? 1 mean, we

se~ to be at ~ase together. ,

~Oh, l'm sure it's justme. l'm not very good with

people, 1 guess .

. . ~èither am l, ·particulaily. Strange, eh?

B,;i111 never liked largegatherings. 1 used t
-

froma~cept{nginvitations. And God forbid 1 s ould ever

throw..a party.

No kidding.

1 don't know what happened to me aIl of a sudden. A '\
• ' ..>:.,.

few months ago 1 got this·sùdden urge to start getting out

.and meeting new people. Surprised the both of us, 1 think .

Now 1 .reallY enjoy it.

That's good.

It's probably just the novelty of it. 1· think ~

just. wanted to see what it would be like. A little home-

grown self-improvement:

l'm just the opposite. 1 was a~~s the first to
;

suggest a party. Cynthia's the· one who's made me morose.

(
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You don'tseem morose to me.

•

. .

267

1

I don't like to wear it on mysleeve•. I kid myself,

you know. I figure it's more gallant to suf~er silently.

Truth is,I'm ashamed to be unhappy.

Ashamed? Reall~?

Funny, l' m not ashamed to show w.eakness but·I hate.

to.show griéf. After the ~iscarriage and Cynthia's break

down, not to mention the end of our sex life, my whole

attitude changed. Not really a radical change; I mean, I
~ ..

d~dn't suddenly adopt a whole new set of values or think

of myself qS a completely different person, but somehow

my perspectiv~ had altered. It's stupid, but I started

believing in this whol~ romantic thing of suf:fering nobly

without-cqmplaint, you know, bearing adversity with dignity,

and having the fortitude to resist temptation. You know

what I mean, the phantoms ofdesire and aIl tfuat. Thing is,

.this beliefin the nobility of stoicism is the biggest vice

.of aIl.

Hmmm.

Whoops, l'm boring you. You being here, by the way,

is putting aIl .this to the test. And I ~ire the fact that
,.
,...,-'

you're not bitt~r.

Maybe I just don't want you to see it. Lj.ke you say,

shame.
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(.
You put up. the same kind of'front as me. I·noticed

that. Shouldn't people like us protect each other?

1 don't know, Peter.

Okay, 1'11 drop it •

That little' girl. spilled a coke all over· the table.

,f Let' 5 sit down and have a drink. ,Brandy alright?

..'."

l'd rather have something weaker.

Let's see what we've got

That sounds nice.

here~boutGrand Me.rnier?

Coming up.·

Thanks.
•

(

Salut.

It'sgood.

Excellent.

-
l' m sorry Cynthia was 50 upset.

That' 5 what really made me mad at this Joanne. But...
then again, you neverknow with Cynthia.

• 1 think 1'11 have half a glass more and then go to bed •

1'11 join yoU. In the drink.

My' God, 'are we flirting?

God forbid.

...

(
.)

:<

.,
•
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Chapters

He wakes up to a sen.sation ofearthqu~e: rumbling

and vibration. It is the day after New Years. OHe knows

this from memory; that is, the last thillg he remembers is
.

saying to himself that tornorrow will be th~ day after

New Years. Joanne is standing next tothe bed, rumaging

through a drawer full of sweatèrs. c Her hair is loose,

freshly washed and .not yet completely, dry. °Therefore,

it is fIat and matted in places, waywa~d frizzy in

others.

Herold plays a game of cards (Piquet) with his friend
\. 0

~Tim Andreîs. Andrews ~s, chattering about somethingor

other. ~rold suggest~ that they curtail aIl extraneou~

dialogue, for Piquet is a game of rigid formality which

contains a unique form of ritualistic dialogue as part of

its infrastructure.

Inside the city .a few fires have ~dy started. The

enemy (at ~east those among them who are most disposed to

panic) ,are burning themselves in

fires are particularly notica~le

their own houses. These

'"<
from the great amount of

(

smoke that they produce, for'li is sti'll raining. This rain

has alre~dy decimated the besiegers ont)1eir"march; they
, 0

c~ght the disease it brings with courage or rage.
0"' .

\.
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o~ce again a wall is b~eached and once' àgain noAone rushes
. ,

to occupy it. Water washes ~ver the collapsed stone~; be-

yon~' fr~ed on. either side by jagged,ob~ique. lines of gr~y,
and brown rock, ·can he seen an occasion~l gaiety . of :f;lame,'

rushing clouds and, momentari~y visible through.the smoke,

an armored torse (Perhaps seve~al) .or drenched black beara•

..
This is not your average hangover.

Joann~ can imagine. ,.
What's all the racket? It ~o~nds like someone's

attacking the ceil~ng with a pneumatic drill •

..

•They're sanding the floors up there... -
The newneighbors., .

( Jesus Christ, they 1 re.' worse than the .1.ast mob. He dreamed
\.. Ii;.."..

he wàs' at the dentist. His teeth. are still t):1robbing. The

last few days are kind of a blur.This place isinsane.

. :-

Herold is past the age

walking home late at night

of~eaming at the hèavens, of

with a few drinks in him, longing.

to pitch his voice skyward in an unin~ibited howl of despair.

This is. something he bec~e. bored with sorne years ago. Herold'~

•
heaven is uninhabited; the good and bad ang71s long_agoan-

".

nihilated each other in a cosmic holocaust, leaving forever ..

pnanswerable aIl esch~tological enquiries. Which is not to

say that he hqs complete.ly eliminated the tangible im~ge of
.,. ~

the Shri~which ~i,ts.• inside him unappease!Q, as physical as

.,.
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, " an 'extra kidney.
(,

:...... At the end of the worId,\all sprieks will

be set free for a moment of independent life; theywi'll be
.' ........-.

thelast things to die as the world melts in the expanding

~ sO.lar cloud. .

, ~.

".......

~ feet are planted in inertia. It would be simple
,.

to,concJ.ude the enterprise, this'umpteenth undertaking

which like -the others promises to 'end nothing. It 'is this r .

perhaps, 't;his sameness'of rain, wall, brèach, smok'e, ex-
, ,

haustion, repetitive and inconclusive, that keeps the legs

'. ,

'..
•

"
He goes into the kitchen, opens a bottle of Molson ànd

returns to the bedroéI\l. ' An open suitcase.is lyirig op.,the floor.
" l

Joann: ~s,filling it wit~ underwe~ .' ,

t What is she up to? . "'"

fromrunning to the gap,
\' ../

'1

(.

, .

. .. .,'.

She is going .to New York to work for the Watsons •
•

She isgoing to New YorR ~o. be a fuckingbabysitter?

It 1 S a l,~\bet.:er than this' ~hit. '

, The room co~tinues to shake. The.phop.·in the hallway.
.'

rings.

. .

..- ~...'.

w-as'an unlo,sked' door he could ent.er, ',at' will. .
/'; ~ ..."...

.sl;lf-.enclosing ~ a stranger ,to compi:~iint"">".. ,r. .. :,..,
, ~1>' -"'. "

Herold ~sked her.', y~u

"
\ . ,
Shè w<is beyond

Catherine•

(
Hence tl1e mysteryf W~.do J: love?

,

,< ..
" .

,.
• ..

,
" '. ~

• . , ' •
" '-

. )' .....
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he can ever know.

They watch sullenly. The rain makes the leather of

their armor heavy and uncomfortable. A soldi~r fi~ets

wi th a strap on Ol)e -of his greaves. :l'he leather ïs wet and

loose and must be stretched out to dry each night lest it

shrink. A single man stands in the breach, bis

flailing, his shield held at 'an angle ,above bis

sword'arm~

head to '

(

•

\

deflect,the stones ~nd arrows that 'are flung ,at him from

neighboring towers. They recognize him, as Alexander by

theelaborateness o'f -his armor and the great plume ,(now

somewhat limp.ana flattened, like freshly-washed hair) that-. . ." -. , ".'

, proj ec!=s from his he lmet.· Soon they are beside him (who

else can lead them home?). But there is always a span of
, \

'~evera:l minutes, at wall after wall, when he is alème in
,
·~the breach with his,dream.

The whirring from the apartment,upstairs intensifies_

The phone rings" again, more, vibrato t'his time., Joanne

zips upthe suitcas'e.

Now they'r~ hisneighbo~s. 'He has 'exclusive rights
CI '...

to them. ,
'r

, .
. .
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The phone rings, jangles, clangs,' fleals, tolls', chimes,

tinkles a third time.

SPERDAKOSjULTRAVIOLET

c

'Why doesn't he answer the p~one?

Fuck the phone.

Well, it's his phone.

Hé

tgle,

'storms into tJ:1e hallway in time for the fourth ring,

clang, etc. The noise of the s~ers seems to,follow

him out of the bedroom. He feelsas if his.head is inside

-- a motor, bobbing and pounding' with the pistons., .There "Ïs.

,

no one on the .line.

.. Piquet is theoldest of extant card games, invented

in the. fourteenth century. It is mentioned by Rabelais.

The rules have 'changed. very little in five-hundred years.

It typifies history,. as taught 'and experienced by William

Herold: aIl change is cosmetic.
. '

Beneath his eyes the skin

themselves are nearly closec~~

and dark. The iids

is suddenly
•engaged and theysnap open to reveal the bulgip,g eyes on

" ei ther side of the protruding bridge of his nOse. Women

are singing in the camp, over the syncopated.hiss' of the rain~

strikin1lthe ground and thumping on the roof of the tent. .

(

r' .

'/
, .;---

'..
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. .

The noise suddenly stops.

naked down the stairs.

Paul.

What?

..
.~..

. ...... .
... ",-<-,

274

He's not dressed.

Oh,goddamn it, she better calI him later.

in an hour.

"/
Call him

He rûns back into the apartment and closes the door.

The whirr of the sandêrs begins again, penetrating and power-

fuI, but out of reach.
•

He retreats tothe kitchen. ~rom

above cornes the scraping and grinding of heaçy furniture

being moved. He climbs unsteadily onto a.chair and pounds

on the ceiling with his beer bottle. Beer spills over his ~ace
. ,.'ti.~.:

and body, running down his chest and stomach and thighs and

splashing onto the floor. He pounds and pounds on the yellow
• •

ceiling until the green shows through.

1

In contrast· te Herold, Andrews' vie~.ofhistory is

Christian in or1gin. He believes in progress. Biblical

. ,

angels armed with swords; Miltonie

mOdern angels bristling with M~16s

~

angels deployïng cannon;
) ,. .

and bazQokas~ The arch-

(

angel Michael stands .before Eden,barring re-entry from
" ..' ., .

~ithin a missle silo. His history is not, as Herold would
.~ ..

.J
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( say, an experiment in failure; it'is a book. in which each
, ,

$ucceeding generation reads a new~age, so that its meaning

is constantly being revealed. The.last page is.the·page of

, total knowledge: No ~ne know~ how long the book'is because

•
explicable,

.. . each age must invent a n~w language to read further. into it.

Its nature is to appear like a.tragedy because the resolution
•

is hidden .. It will be.seen as comif in the end because, as

éveryone kno", ,hi.tory ha. aring:

The fear theenemy exhibits is scarc,ely

for they are superior in numbers andcan. hardly be at a

disadvantage in morale. It can.only be those'eyes that

transfix them; they fear a myth and in this way are religious.

T~ey have/all retreated to one last fortress and await the

coming of the god for whose apotheosis no one is .willing to

claim responsibility., .

She·is a'stranger and perhaps monstrous. He knows..
she is old. shè was surprised that he wanted to go home

with her. They are l:>.oth drunk and not conyi:nced.that.reality

'does not rise and set with 'the sun. He moves between·worlds.
".

He pretends that he is .making th'e whole thing up because he

is shocked.to discover that at this ~oment she is aIl he

desires. He is surprised tha!:. he does not .want to ..possess

(
her be possessed by her. In her bed he tries tomake

.'

:...}).:.
~. \
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( 'love to her with his mouth, to please her 50 that she will..
take him into"herself; She begins 1;.9 snore. Her body is

numb; She wakes and draws him ùp; she doesn't want to be

made love to, she wants to be fucked. Soon she is asleep

again. He' searches her purse for cabfare and finds on~y

change. He takes five dollars in quarters and leaves her,
•

heaped shapelessly on the hed, disappointed that he 15 in

capable of disgust.

When they play cards it is important tOAndrews that

'he win; success in life is ~e sum of trivi~l victories.

Herold is less com~etitive; he is satisfied to perceive and

interact with a pattern. It is interesting to Herold, know-

ing these things about the two of them,that Andrews lacks

the personality to acquire author~ty because he cannot pay

attention to detail.

One 'of the older veterans has fallen by7t~e side of

the .road to lean against a rock in the mu? He remembers

1

,

Philip. He says soto the companion who reaches down to. " .. '"

help him ~p, who also was tnere in the beginning. His

friend scrutini~es his face but perceives no sign of the

(

~.

disease. He' lifts, him under the"armpits~and
.r.

him to the road•. Neither bothers to pick up

;

" .
half-carries

~

the shielél:,.
. .

r
.r,~
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(.
which is fqlling apar~, but later (~t night,.in fact)

he regrets leaving it behind for ït is possible that sorne

of the leather might have been salvaged ta repair his

sa.ndals.

He de~ies that he has anything in common with Don

Juan, that he acts ta enforce his will. On the contrary,

• he insists that he acts ta negate his willl,to subsume his

self into the life of another. Yet after each encounter he

scrubs himself with great care, almost with panic.

,In his own bed' he can think of only one thing: that

Joanne has refused ta own him.

•

Herold ha~,~strangely, he thinks,cr~ated an image

of comfort from his meagre knowledge of JoanneHarrington.

He has always had trouble getting ta sleep at night; his
».

thoughts won't liedown. His version of counting sheep is
'..

to think ofa woman, usually someone that h7 knows only

slightly, ~.woman stopped on the street fastening the

buckle of her'shoe or a woman in a grocery store reading

.f"
~
.~.:,"

'.;"

.',...,

the label on a tin of soup. He imagines this woman consoling

him. He imagines, Joanne's hair.wrapped around his chin,

tickling" l'iis .throat, until' he dozes off.
",

Let's fac~ it, Bill, you're too old'for the girl.
.'"

. ( .
•.

.~' -,.~.:'.
J.

•
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(
, When Champlain came to this country he was only

ten years younger than l am 'and his:·wife. was twelve years

old.

That was the seventeenth century •.

And a very civilized centuryitw~s, toc.

Pau~ has quit thehotel. 50 has Alan. Alan dis-

approves of prom~scuity and dishonesty. Paul accuses him

of being a moral imperialist, sometime~ a fucking moral

imperialist. This conversation never goes anywherebut

.,
it cornes up from time to tim~ ..

This time thereis no breach, nor will .they bother

•to try to make one. It'-s just too much trouble; ·it might,

(
. ,

take days and then they' 11 have to go throu<:\.h· the whote

business a'gain of storming the gap, which in. any case is

easily defended. They have constructed a few scaling

ladders(toofew, butit'.s a boring job and therearen't

many trees around anyway) and co~ence,leaning them up

against the w.all. This is really becoming a chore, which

must be obvious to the Mallians for this time there are

no 'fires within the city. ;

..

•

1
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(

Nancy McKenzie, who dances under the name of FLOna,

has baked berself a'iop-sided ban~na cake. She ~ives with

her five-year-old son in a-sparsely furnished railroad

apartment on Av. de l' Hotel-de-Ville:, She considers the,
." " . -

'men at her table. J.O. (n-Dimples~') teases her son. He

pretends that- giant frogs are preparingto invade. This

is perhaps an 'excuse not to eat the cake wnich, 'she -admits,

has failed to rise. Paul picks at hispiece sullenly,... ' .

looking tilrough the unwashed windo"';:iltà small courtyard

formed b:{ abutments ,in the building., Nancy' s ,ex-husband

is a sociologist in Buffalo.

.~

,/"-
;..~~ ' .....,
.; ~

.-~..
•". -~ ..

~~':;.

J. D. announces that he must leave •. Paul, too, supposes

"

1

"

•'that he ought to be moving along.

They're not going to leave her alone on her birthday,'

are they?

Nancy i~ suddènly drawn into the' mytholog~ of nativity:

a special day, the beginning o,f ,the world. When the world
,

began it was'inhabi~ed by grotesques, a~ foreign t~ emerging

consciousness as a bizarre deformity. Thesemonstrousforms

become loved because they, are necessary, so much so that one

grows to resemble them." It is expected that themystery

they embody will eventually become known. By the time this

wondering c~nsciousness is old enough to aspireto ~his

knowledge, the question has been' forgotten. AlI that remains.. ." '

is the idea that once in history a miracle occurred.

-':
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( The point of Nancy's question is thatthis sense of- .

prodigy is constantly jolted by an qwareness of its sub-
.

jectivity.

Is Paul comingwith J.O. qr not?

'He guesses not. . ,

•

•

They are as lazy as slaves, as effeminate as plants

without seizes
. 1

himselfthat pout sun. He a ladder for and

finds that once againhe is alone on the wall. Behind him,

more ladâers are brought up but the wood is soddenand

none can withstand ,the combined weight of several men

mounting ato~ce. He knows that if heremains where he

'1s he ',will be overwhelmed, so he leaps to a mound within

the wall where there is a tree that he can use to protect

his back. Few dare app'roach, for he i~ not strictly human .

When h~ is no longer visible on the wall'his men panic~
. .' .

A few make it up, climbing on each ot.her's shoulQers~ When

they reach him there islalr;ady a feathered shaft ?utting

from his chest. one'ofl)nem catches an arrow in the head.

The first acrid bite of smoke reaches the tree.

\

'~ .'; ...
-.

; ,

.' .

,. '



Paul, tao, is determined by myth, .taken in by the

complex invention of "speciainess." He is sentimental:
. ' " '~

c
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it is her birthday. He doesn't entirely want·tb make love:,
.

~ ta her: there,is tao much work inv?lved, it is tao ex-

pensive. He is quite shocked by this because he imagines

that he wants ta ~ake love ta everY woman. What he re~lly
, "

,~ants is for every woman ta want ta possess'him, asa thing

miraculous, sa that he may constantly renew his s~nse of'

mystery. J.D. has told him that thé point of seduction

is ta exercise power, to fee.l powerful. Paul percei.ves

the logic in this· and therefore 'thinks himself perv,.erse

because for him thè.point is t~negate power, to feel

powerless. And'~e sees that this is a contradiction"be-
,

.cause, in" fact, i t is a matter' of powerto make onesèlf so
l '

desireable that the object of one1s sexuality wants ta

, ,

"
" destroy one and consume the remains.

,

He is, believed.to be deàd. He has himself braught

downrivero on a barge to display himself ta his men but they,'. .

think it is his corpse. Not'until he raises an arm in a

wav~ do th~y begin to cheer. This motion, of course, causes

1

(

his wound to bleed, but frQm the shore

~~nd" tilting like a lily in the wind,.\

drippinif rain and blood, as much
'.

pç.irited marble.

fingers stiff .and
'~, .'

.af home as

, ,-
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They s.it on'her bed and watch Mary Hartman, Mary

Hartman. .Little Eric is. asreep.

This is her favorite show.

282 .
,

.',
"

He always h~ted it.

The heat is on full blastand Paul is sveltering. He

can feel no sensa:tion ;j,n h'fs .loins.. For a _ent, he is

afraid. Nancy is very thin, flat-chested and bipless; the
•

opposite.' of his '!type." Yethe loves her. TlIat is the

recognized moment, the sought~after intensity. The con-
. . ,

sequent orgasm is anti-climactic;, it is the rush of love

~ for an unlikely Object' ·that jusÙfies1he effort •. She..
will wan't to be made love to and enjoy his ministrations.

When he fucks her she will be a victim, lying fIat and

unmoving, her hands limp by h~r head: He will be unable

to come for a long while, pounding at her 'viàlent~y in an

effort to force ejaculation. Until she appliespr~ssure

to his perineum, he will not be able to ·climax.··· He wants

their intercourse to be purely physical, unsullied by

-

imagination o~ fantasy. Yet he will be forced to fantasize
•

tok~ep himselferectbecause she is too much the stranger to

a know where to touch him. Finally, her hands will find th~
1

appropria te spot and he will be liberated fram his own mind.
.

. Later, she will tell him that he'is exceptionally Vitile,

that for a mom~t she was swept away by his strèngth, that
l '. ..

, .
,.- ..

•
"

. , /--e
.' . .
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'- /
for 'the first time in her life she felt comp1etely in the

power of a man: He will know better than to he flattered.

'.He will know that the source of his strength,.as she,per-

ceives i~, is his ~eakness.

',.
.1 •• ' ,-.,'

'At some point theworld collapses, implodes, 50 to

speak, in a rush of proliferating,bodies with their half~

~

. heard speech and esoteric odors, and he must' flee •
....

•

This happens to H~rold in a ;t..
~ . ~ J

.... ;.-

He doesn' t have to s$:,ây if he doesn 't want to.

No, he wants'to ..
Ît's just .that she hates to be âlone on her bir~hday.

",.~

So she's twenty-seven.
, ,

Isn" t i t awful? !

Ito!;; fine. ·1.
She daesn':t want him tofeel lil<e si1e's fo,rcing him.

He likes her; okay? . So stop saying that~ 1
.J "Jo-., •

__ e she has abrass bedstead. Paul examines. it, fingering
l '

)

use theHe knows' that.when he fucks. ,

bras.s ba~s to pull himself deeper' into" hèr.

adent.

',' ~ -,

Lt ,cq.me with the Fpartment, she says ~.

y •

.•..

!,JII .' .'0.

(

\~
.,.

). ~~,

f
," .' .,
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New York ,~

\.
Forty-second Street is wide and clear. Poniatowski ~

shuttles back and forth along it; his hands rimmingthe
)

stéering wheei in a nervous careSSe These things are

known of boim: • •

..

o••

1. He hates New York i~'the winter.
, 0

"

He hates it in the summer, too, but in the winter

it is twiceo as hard to drive:

3. He drLves a taxi tén hours a day, usually f~om

•four o'clock in the afte~noon until,.two in the
-'

1lI0rning.
c, '-:'"

4. ,His firs"t namé is Stanislaw, so ·he 'is.,uSualiy

call~d Stan. • •
5. "He nas a three-month~old baby'who is ailing fram. ,

some ,disease the,t ,he does not understand. _0

L

,
6. His eighteen-year-old son from a previqus marr~age

•
lives with an ofder 0 man in an,obvidisly pederastic

~

• arrangement. , ,
7 . "fli~, wif~, '\l'orie tp 'fat and l'osing h~r hair. due' to

,~ , ....
"a thyroid condition"drinks to excess every night;.. . "

8. " He' has trouble' articulating his .ki!lin~s. •
• •
9.

,. ,
On the street-he dreams oof'Connecticut, solitude,_

.. .
sunsets, aquamarine and the àbsence of motion.

(
1.

" .
0';'

:

-" .,
.\

, ,

.. ,.

.' ~ .
••

, -
. ,". 1

"

0"
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The first thing he sees ~s he approachesGrandCentral. ,

from'the east js the yellowsuitcase: a knee-high battered

rectangle; then the woman, girl reàlly, her hair long and

straight and half covering her'face, her stance a litt~l ' ,
crooked, her chin at an arrogant tilt; ,t:hen the man, gaunt

in a black overcoat, his a~ extended toward the street.

He.experiences tHe following thoughts, i~ no particular,

order:
...~

1. Such hai~!

2. A shabby tableau, butin no way unusual or

atypical. •

• l
She must be blitzed by now, watching Walter Cronkite.

" '"A stone path leads from the baèk door to'the Sound.

\: "

He stops the cab and theyclimbinto the back seat,

placing the yellow suitcase between them. Poniatowski

gleans the following information from the conversation that

ensues:

1. They want to go to Eighty-fifth and Columbus

(the girlsays this, somewhat imperiously).

2. The man is gratefûl that she has met him.

3. She was beginning to think that she wouldn't

be able to find him.
'V'

4. She has never been in Grand Central before.

'-

'l,

•
\

)-
'-
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(He. glances into tbe rnirror as he drives. The man is

staring across the suitcase into.thè-girl~s face, smiling.

The girl stare~ back, her han~~co~ering his on top. of the

.'(

suitcase.)·

5. The man thinks she looks good.

'.

6. She thinks he looks about the same. She thinks

his nai~ is shorter .

. 7. Actually, itis about the same length. Hers

seems longer.

8. She wasthinking of cuttingit.

9. He hopes she doe~n't (50 does Poniatowski, who

imagines it falling cnte his chest as she leans above

him, folding in thick piles over. his nipples) •

10. According to the man, who prefaèes his remarks
~

with;an invocation to Jesus., they are talking ..

like they haven't seen each othèr in years. In

.~act, it's been less than three week~.

, .

Il. The girl wisely observes that it deesn't take

long to çecome a stra~ger.
'- .

(poniatowski~neuvers between another taxi and a

o

Cadillac. A horn blares behind him. A house on the water,.
maybe a dog, not a pansy-assed thing l:lke a poodle, à

shepherd maybe,'maybe not Connecticut, maybe· Rhode Island

·or Southern Mass.)
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.12. The man bets. that the ~atsons. will· he surÏ>rised

to see .!lim.

13. The girl has warned' them first. She 15 glad

he has come.. She hasbeen 'so.confused. She wouId
..

like t~ think thatthey are still frienas~

The man affirm~ their friendship.

she is making out.

Be wonders how

•

15. She finds it boring. .The kids are torture and .
·11

she has to sleep in the same room as June. She.'
guesses that she doesn't have much of a maternaI. .

instinct. And Mrs. Watson doesn't understand her

at aIl ..

16. The man hepes they don't mind him showing up like..
. .

a. hotel (good luck, sister!). She wants to

lB.

19.

20.'

how longhe'll stay.

He expects to stay about a week.

That's longer~than sheexpected.

He finally asked his father ~'some

(
money.

know

! 1

21. Tha t doesn' t mean he has te spend i t aIl at 'Once.

22. WeIl, he can afford a couple of days.

1)
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23. She doesn't ffiihd co~tributing if he wants to"

spend .the whole week (inindi, you dumb bitch!'> •

They Qave a lot to talk about.

They stop talking as ~e,taxi turn~ 'the corner at ~6th

and heads across the park. niatowski speculates on the
~ . l'

cons~quences of dropping them off at 85th, driv~ng back

across town and over to the Bronx, and continuing to~he

sea.

The man has covered the girl's hand that is on his

hand with his otner hand. He kisses her across the suit-

case, At this moment Poniatowski is subjected to the,

'". following images:

1. The expression on"his wife's face if he never

- cornes home (shock,' misery, rage, perplexity, tears-

..

2.

. skiingdown her bloatedcheeks).

The en~tic smile on his own face,

back to him in the rear~view mirror •

..
reflected

3. His wife standing, suitcase in hand, at th~ door.. .
to his sea-side cottage, a stunned look in her

•

bleary eyesas King or Duke or RinTin Tin l~S
·i

for her throat.

4. The girl's hair w~pped around his thighs in the

back seat, where nothing 'eyer happen,S that has

not happened b~fôre.

•

-
. .
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Hello/Goodbye

Joanne in New York is not releasedi she is captured •.
»

Alone, she is not free; she is trapped inside herself. Ber

...

head is a room, her room is a street, ~er .stre! Ï:s à

building, etc. 5he does not find the alien la scape in"":..

Vitin:t exploration; and eyerYwhere she is devoured by

masses her fellow creatures; whose fellowship she denies·
/ ,/r ...,. __

a,nd whose creatureness ~he desp{~s. When it snows, it

snows wetly, and the slush creeps up her legs and s~eps'

through her boots. s~e descends to a vicious plain from
...

which hideous armies.sprout, a field of Argives. The

Watsons oppress her; they seem impatient. She adroits that

she performs her duties perfunctorily. They.give her less
;/ .'

and less to dOi she begins to feel parasitical. As the

twenty-seconô, her birthday, approaches she begins to feel

dlstinctly unwanted. An4 so, with a great show of regret

on both sides, she leaves for home on the first day of

., .

(

spring.

It is time to send

their vineyards and

rich and gives them wives.

are enraged: a

to be·trusted.
, ,

He will keep them from

no longer. ~e makes them

they hear the news the~

worship is not
1
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•
Paul is late by half an hour. she is at Crepe Bretonne

on Mountain Street, in full retreat. she is halfway through

a carafe of red wine and half way through the Penguin Classics

editio~ of The Bacchae (second time around) when he finally

shows up.

'. she thanks hirn for being on tirne.

He is sorry. He wishes her a. happy birthday:

she thank? hirn again.

He sits down., . When he sits the back of his coa't folds

1 • '

under hirn and he has to stand again to take it off. He.
rnakes a great show of i t, .intention~iliy" she decides,

,
attracting attention. His hair is thick and clean and he

shakes back his head tb ernphasize it:. The effect of this

public preening is somewhat undercut by the shabbiness of
-'

his clothes: his corduroy jacket is threadbare at the èlbows
. ,....-".

and the cuffs of his pants are frayed and salt-eaten: Still,

~ he. is ~on display, oblivious ·to sartorial inadequacies, con:

'~sc~ous only of organic attributes: face, hair, fo~. His

concentration on these elernents is a forro of distance, a

coldness, an artifice of personality;

believes hirnself unworthy.

J



SPERDAKOSjULTRAVIOLET 291 .'

What • s :that?

Euripides.
0'

1s it good?

Yeso

What is she'having?

At the moment, wine.

... How about sorne onion S,OUp?
Il.

They ,~ornplain about the sun ~pd then they die from it.

First rain, now sun.' It seems they arealways killed by

weather., E~lexander, who 'ha~ orderedthe officers dis-

mounted, proceeds on foot. Because he shares their pain

they honor him.
• •It i5 too easy to be a·god, they want a

brother•. When thereis only enough water for him alone,

he pours ~t ihto the sand. This sort of thing gets a lot

of applause and he i5, after aIl, in it for the glory •

•
At a cert~in hour Catherine counts her moods. From

her window she can see the street grow darker and then ,~

brighten again as the lightsgo
~.

The gra~ations of her rnoods are

on in neighbor1ng houses.
~

subjectto deviations of
\

material and tea7's. Her whispered response is cim_in.

light and weather. It is a rnild day, the street is wet with

rnel~i 9 snow, the"rernaining snow b~nks are speckled and porous.

As sh wraps her, skirt around her hips, a fingernail catches

'mediate and unconscious: maudit tare lieu.
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It· is hard to tell if Joanne is really there. Rer
".'

292

.'. \

.' .

coloration is good, an' earthy blend of browns and off-
0.

whites that conjoin with the woode~~ij~panels and beige

stucco of the walls. She won't give him a straight'look;
•

her eyes dart around the. room; sheis apparitional, semi~

present. He'notices that her clothes don't seem to fit right,

as if her body fg bulging in new places and subsiding in

others. It is difficult to account, under.the circumstances,

for his desire; ordinarily, he does n~t respond weIl to

'. ,

·aloofness. Hewants to pull on her ea~, smile into her

face and find himself welcol)le.
"'--- ... ..'

""....' .

He orders two bowls of onion soup, another carafe of

wine and a strawberry crêpe. Joanne asks for a cr~pe with
~.

{.praline.

Prali~e this time.

She is staring at something behind him. He doesn't

bother to turn around. He knows she is lest.

(They stood 'naked and examined each other without

touphing .. '
,

of'shyness.

They were conscious' primarily of the ten~,ions,
To, stand still wasto stru'ggle. In the half-

lighf: ofl.a:.t;~ al,tternoon they were revealed as specimens,.·

subject to experiment and test. It was possible to fail,
)

. ,
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, to be found wanting, toevoke hilarity.Finally, they
,~.

,..

folded into eachother, like two piecesofblank paper

•

creased and pleated into a surprising

•~ bird, or house with operable

shape: an origami

doors •

The perimeter of her immediate environment is topped

, with plastic~ushes. The faded upholstery of the banquette

is floral and rococo. Be}"Ond the plastic hedgerow is the

• lobby

sides

.'
of the Mount Royal Hotel which surrounds' on
. . .~. ",,"
the Rendez-Vous bar in which she sits •.

al'l four

She has COme to a decision.

Peter wi11 be happy to hear it.

( She tRinks ~t;5"over, her saboatical..' (This line

has been rehearsed.l
,

~
Does sh~ know, she was the first persan he ever came

'here with. At least here they have syrup.

He didn't like N~w York, did he?

Oh, he liked .it. It wasthe food he couldn't get
'/

..
They're pretty straight.end.

for good. She didn't get along too

She' used to

used to. And the soft water. The unfamiliarity. But is

she back for

( Back in

'weIl with the

(
comi,ng ,from- him.

..
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Does she mean she's goinghometo Bill? .

She thinks s~e's beeri crazy the Îast few months. She

never rea~ly knew what she was doing. Does he undèrstand?

It was like there was anothe~ person living her life while

she watched fr~m a cQrner of the room.

The sun is in the room, he notices that. And a lot

of chatter. A fairly dheerful place,. on th~:-4h~ie. .That. _...,-..

will make it memorable, he supposes.

Peter knows what he is supposed to say; he knows be

cause he has been waiting for·the moment when he would have ta

It is as if he has' already said it.
•

But. ta go

•

~.

thDOugh the motions one more time is too much of a chore.

When he wakes up he wants to' be still asleep.

He saton the edge of the bathtub and tried to extract·

a splinter from his foo~'with- a pin. The bathroom was dark

green and ill-lit 50. that he had to squintand could barely

make out the sliyer of wood beneath his skin. H~ had held,

the pinpoint in a'matchf~ame to·sterilize .it and now it was

black.and .hot. Carefully, he scraped the skiri from' around

•

...
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. ~

the spIinter : In "the end, he, had te- gouge out 'the whole
,

area and he bled. Joanne had taken the tweezers. After

a,clean tweezer pull the offendlng obJect is plainly visible;

there is no doubt about the success àf the operation.' After

the messy pin technique he limped about the apartment for

several hours, wondering if the thing was still in him dis-

~~ rupting,his cella, breeding infection. Dots of blood

mapped out the floor where he crossed it.

Does she think tho~e peopie' over there, the ones

laughing, that blonde and ~he guy with the mustache, are

laughing at them? Can they hear them?

They're too far.

,

(

Joanne eats slowly, as if without 'appetite, although

she is hungry. The pattern 'of 'chew-swallow-drink is of

a tempo that she never alters. To change' the rate of in-
, .

gestion to meet int~rnal circumstances would be to admit

a flexib~lity of values that would render those values

inconsequential. In order to believe in her own fixity

of being, her own continuity as an organism ot preternatural
•

merit, she must p,reserve as muc,h as pO,ssible the habituaI
.'

pa~terns that characterite her. In this wayon~y can she

be free, for to allow change would be anact of self-

estrangement.

•
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She" has something to say. , She wants to, say 'it in,
such a way that its dèfinitiveness is clear but not des-

tructive. After she has said it she will feel weightless.

She has measured the expense of saying it against the ex-
" '

,. ,

pense of not saying it.

no longer willing ~o pay

.,

She'is willing to pay to act and
(

to beacted upon. Itis not a

very grave thing and she wants'to avoid solemnity. It

is not a very important thing; even in terms o~ a single

life. '. The only difference i twill make is that after say-

'. -' ...
ing it she will know tllat she is capable of calculation.

It doesn't matter one way or the other becau~ itts
" ,

evident that neither of them is really there, ,or really

, cares if thèy are anywhere.
,

,

She didn't come backibecause of him. (So much for

the Rubicon.) She hopes he realizes that •...
He didn't really think so.

She had a lot of time to think while sh~as away.

Always a good idea.

They can still see each other occasionally,

They can watch·each éther feed.

He doesn't want to take her seriously, does he?
"

,

"

(
He is sorry.

J

1
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She,is ,twenty-three years old.

Wby does~'t she look'at him when she talks?

Here cames the waitress. '
" .
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.

, ..
There is a sense d'f engulfment, of'being overwhelmed

and sub.sumed by something. It doesn'tmatter what he does:

that's beside the point. How couid'she'fai,l to see-that?

Her makeup seems very cakey'in,tRls:ight. The holes in her

face can't contain it. Yet she is pretty: one senses a
..-~ .. '.

prettiness beneath,the make-up ~d the pock marks. He

fee)Sa ~Welling in his sto~ach" the inward expansion that',

accompanies the. last mom~nts ofanything. His body threatens

to quake. Then he t~o i~'free~, He eats more slowly now,

swallowing with great deliberation, prolonging the scratching'

hurt of thisgoodbye until .its intensity wears off. She

~an no longerbe made to do arything, to feel anything co~-

i
.L . •-:.•

pellirî9,' in hisdirection.'

power.

What,will'she do?

,
I1Etwonders a,t his own lack of .,

. ,

Finish school, shesupposes .

•He thinks he'll have a drink.

She 'has to go.

So S'uddenly?
.'..

',.c
, '" ..

1 •

, .
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She thanks him·for meeting her. She really.appreciates
•

o
~, '.
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•

c
it.

So bye.

"

Everywhere he looks there is movement: the waitresses

1
. .

money for her share of the meal. "The sticky filling ~f her

crêpe congea,ls on the plate. He is conscious.of the ugliness

of faces, ,the monstrosity of noses and ears and of central

orifices gaping for nourishrnent.

She is taller than' he is, this Barsine. On the wed-

.'

ding night the bedstead is gold. The' feast lasts five days.

'Roxanne, who speaks no Greek, says nothing. She moves

among the si l ver-footèd couches, buoyant,~on the red and·

purple rugs.,

The moment Peter is'alone (this moment precisely}, he
•

~ is aware of forgetfulne~s.
"

He hears suitcases being thrown

onto a luggagerack on the' other side of the half-wall

against which Catherine is sitting. He will remernber the

•thuddir:g of the sui'tcases and associate the "sound with

•

(

,

, .
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"
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J
frozen -daquiries., He will forget (has already forgotten),

the movemerit of his center of consciousness from oneblank

locale to another., He will remember the blanks but not the

movement. It will behe filling the blanks and not his

memory. No~ they are constituted through the presen~ and
..,.;~"1i~

have been d~ained o~ their blankness.,

",' .

•.

.,'
" .

"

(

"

,,'
,/,'. '

..,-
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. Death is nothing, but to live defeated is to
die every day. .

--Napoleon

...

•

,



Tàrot Overture

He (King of Coins) covers her. analogous to her,

destiny; that is, a thing that coversher. fatally.

What she owns. (not him., by God)' is distributed-among'
;;.

venues. irrecoverable'. She lifts the blind. lTOod per-"

mitting. unsure what view to expect. which street will
."

be revealed. Ther~ he is. on her balcony. reading '.a

book of hers, The Bacchae.perhaps. or Zorba the Greek.

sitting in a folding chair airing his beard. his head
/ -,
1'''-

protectep, by a crumDle:~ fiShing hat from the blaze he

dare not look in the fare; the hàt: sans hooks: he does

not fis,h, does he. does not dress in rubber .waders te

h~ld'at bay the icy swirl of whathenever could step

into twice. He has more, sense than to put to the test

Heraclitean verities of mad rivers. bathetic fallacy

of schizoid amorphis!T!' . or offire •.for that matter. When

you want' him on your ba.lcony he' s there and nowhere

..

(

- .

else. He' s' not devious el10ugh to fake it,' su.spended over

Dorchester, gazing up antique Greene.Street and" up at the

incongruously Bauhaus Westmount Square, the black Dant
~

esque tower of excessive. insufficient br perverted love.

Doing what? Thinking, of course. What else would he.

be doing? Wondering what he's up to. not really very

interested, 'except in a quasi-scientific sort of way.

~

",--

~l

)
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hirnself· as a srnear on a slide •. ·You have to look rea1

302

\

close to see the life forros in· there: they have a universe

of their own. . But he cornes 'out of hiding, now and then,

with a clumsy stroke of a stiff hand (the hand is toc

smali for the body, and smooth, except for a large

cal~6aS southwest of the right middl~ fingernail). It

.doesn't come easy.and when it does it turns out not to

have been worth waiting for, as weIl she knows.

She's crossed by someone else (Knave of Cups),'Who

seems to know wha~ ~e's doing, at l~ast When it cornes to

"

, .

manipulating her ·senses. Faking it.
r

He has a way of

(

going flaccid at the moment of truth, the sticking point~

that is, the stickingaroupd point. But she, too, bas

a flashy ·waywith exits.,

The most she can hope for .(Eight of Wands).is ta

start again, bury these shiftless vampires and go for

broke. But she won't. She'll choose between them, sus-

pecting that flaccidity is a sine qua non characteristic

of the species, unalterable. Now (she knows· it) she has

the chance to take a chance, but why take chances? She

wants two of everyth~ng, they wear qut so quickly. Théir

welcome, too, but never mind.

It's aIl based (but of course). on the old Actonian
, ..

dynamic (Ace of Swords, reversed). She doesn't see herself
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as victim (why ~hold' sh~) but as contestant ~l
hegemon!!. In her power to choose, or to do without, she

is free. Too free for words. So there will be.no

303

"

•

truckling. But she" will not enter the dark~ unescorted~
~."t

After all, is n?t the strbggle (3 of,Swords, reversed)

" behind her? Hasn' t she risel1. from the' dead, 50 to speak,

dismissed the ghosts? Hasn't.she? Hasn't she slept.it

off, the racking intoxication. with its att·endant nausea

(this Sartrean thing), the'burst into bein9 with capital

B's, the·necessary now~~ou-know? Well, ~asn't she?

So what's ahead? Must be success (Six of Cups,

reversed), of sorts, nicely fringed with the big P of

pleasure. Got to be. But really, just sitting around

thinking about it (now he's found something classical,

on ~ radio, Rossini, sounds lik~, that Lone Ranger

stuff), it won't fall that way. She ~nows it. For sure •

. 'Sitting around thinking about it: that's the story.

Unable·to get used to the idea. Too late to Change, isn't

it? Let's ride this one a while longer, one or the other
. .

of them. She thinks ithas to be the othe~; this·one's

•going for the gangrene, rushing it, the perverse bastard,

and must be amputated·. Nature provides such superflui-
.,

tiès,· just in case.

.-'.

•
J,

•,
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So she will. he sa\iSfied (Four of Cups, reversed),.

Rad too mUch already. wore herself out. The' bell with

tnat, eh. It· s too pat. Look at. him (she looks at him),

perfectly composed. ~ study in composure. She' d' like ta

saw off the ba~cony, watch him (Knight of Wands, reversed)

flail through light too bright (a rnere two storeys) to

sorne passing caris hood, whisked away like a Sabine woman

ta the' east end. They argued, it seems. Oh~. Ove~

,.

what~ Fights she picked, discontents deliberately win-

tered~ Life isn't plotless, she observes, net really.

~en"àonflict is abs'ent, the thing drags; 50 strife
.

there shall be, ,if she has ta invent it herse1f. And' she

does. But, now she believes it, her own fiction, and

nothing matters because she has another lover in the

""'wings, smoothing his tights, waiting for his eue. When

she's ready, goddamn it, and not a moment sooner.

This guy outside (Hanged Man,. rev~rsed~ can I.t recap-'

.• '

",

ture it. He needs toge~ f~ee. Doing him a favor, really...

(

But he's not the only one. She has ,to take· a couple of

steps back and ~heck things out, restore the baiance,

-\ as i t were.. He' 5 the rnonkey on his own back. He figures,

€u-his. grief, that he 1 s taken enough chances already.

Little does he know. He has new laws to learn. H.e. has
l

nQ guts anyway, no instin~t for sacrifice. Still, he must

•

•



(

SPERDÀK !ULTRAVIOLET 30S

[
bel,ieve in omething: he's still han"1ing in there. But

...
what does

T future (the Fool'>. Invulnerable, immune, even

(d.ar she think it?) immortal. She thinks of white roses

{ a a. packing her bags (wait a minute. l live here.).' But,

sne'll step off the cliff, almost by 1ccident, adog

gnawing at ner calves, oblivious to 0tion. It will

be sweet (won't it?). never knowing what hit or what

she nit. She'll step off (won't be the first time) more
1»' -'

..

that butterfly. What? l said follow tha~'butterfly.

out of carelessness than anything els€,·or pursuit.." .

..
Follow _.

(

Do you want this on the meter, l~dy?

~ i,

..•

•
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Opus Posthumous

After Joanne' s funeral Herold has nothing to do.,' He

can have a few drinks, but that would mean eithe~ appear~

ing in public, which he is loathe to do, or drinking àlpne

in sorne hotel room (.he' doesn 't like the sound ,of thatl."
.. ' ."g.,

'.. .
Catherine is home, on Grosvenor, thatis, doing--what?

Talking on the phone, perhaps, or washing the curtains"

'or pa~nting the view from the )ci t91e~I.~indow (fire escapes, .
. . . . ..

rotting galleries, djlapidated wooden. fences, stunted

trees, weeds, shadows), or reading Dbu Roi or Antigone

or Les Chants de Maldoror. It is hot in his black suit

(he can't g~t used to the stifling Centigrade thirties);
,

ne~ertheless, he runs a bit on the way to his car to avoid

a swarm of bees, knowing they are attracted'to bl~ck (like
,

her). This is the way the world ends: in mid-flight, pur-

sued, choking, inaptly dressed--caught by surprise. He and,

(

Joanne caught each other by surprise, while there._~as still

snow on the ground; or,rather, while the last of the 'saline

slush was corroding his shoes and dissolving on his socks.

G
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( The ston~ wa~ black -granite, myriad mineral specks

flashing in th~ sunlight like a plane~arium ceiling, or
-. -

like dusty clothing under a black li~~:;-The processîon

advanced in trickles, each small group of two Qr three

succeeded by another, Berold pulling up the rear, alone.

During the service hewatcned the mourners~ trying

to identify them from remarks Joannehad made. Be knew

. "
that the dark.woman with the black-rimmed eye~was her

mother (don't they wear veils anymore?). He picked out

Paul Bradley and .Tom Harrington but could not place the

rest. He wondered if they were wondering

although he~ad identified himse~f to the

who _he wa,>
mothèr, her

(

hand a spectacular- pawof thick veins, smooth skin and

long red nails.They. stood around the grave in a motion

less tableau, s~iffly black against the insistent green

landscape, shimmering in the hot brightness.

He finds his car, drives to a motel on Upper Lachine

Road, checks in a~d shavès. It is the fifth of August.

He never ·~oes anywhere without his suitcase.

Joanne Harrington, .back ·from New York for Spring.
semester, stood up. On either side of her head a brown

plastic barrette caught the light angling in from the

large windows. Herold, immobile behind his desk, watched

the s~lversparkles embedded in the plastic glitter on

and off like Christmaslights as she moved her head. He

/
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. ,
'watched her lips moving, fresh and pink an~unpainted, as

she discoursed on Arrian and Plutarcn. He wa~ched the

light,p~ay over her teeth and penetrate'the pale, crystal

line'jelly of her eyes. She stood in the sun like a fly
•

in amber .

He' was the one whd\,found her, ,stretched out on the
"

floor between the bedroom and the bathroom, her hair matted

•
with vomit. He had not been expected: the four towels on

the bathroom rack were obviously hers, smeared pinkwith.' ,

makeup (he had o,ften complained that there was never any
, '"

room for his own towels); there was no food in the re-

frigerator except for half a brick of cheddar, the orange

kind that he hated. The laundry hamper was full. The

verdict: . death ~ misadventure .",'"

She left a note, a letter, a work, a,declaration,

manifesto, etc., a piece'"'Gf prose. . rt was addressed to

him: He'decided not to show it to aryyone, although this

seemed,somehow morally ambiguous.· The text of the letter

was neatly typed,the pages numbered, errors corrected

with white-out--he half expected to find a bibliography

appended. He never read it. ,It was too sanctified, too

much a document, too independent: it existed, she did not,•
its text asfragi,le in its paper nest as shein the silky

weave of spider-infested fantasy.

•
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Now, sitting in a chair by the nightstand, he reads

it. His shirt is sweatsoaked and the.pungency of his

own odor gives him a headache. He has turned on the. TV
.~

but the.volume is off.

309

·... ,
...... '.'.

..

He decided it.was time to do s~mething constructive.

He took Joanne to Carmen's for soup ànd vealand cafe mocha.

She said she liked his new beard. He told her they would

get along fine if they weren't self-conscious. She said

,she wasn't precious; after aIl, she was divorced. The

exquisiteness of hair.' The delicate curve of nails. The

timid flavor of veal. There was no reason net to,'basically"
v

(Is it love he imagines or an accumulation o! elegant sen-

sations remembered?) He took her home in'a taxi. The

driver seemed to know something: Herold in a fit of desire.

She kissedhim quickly on the mouth, not without h~or,

the tension of withdrawn suction a message lost in tran~it.

Clearly there was,something going on in the nature of pro-

gress, of reverse entropy. Still, ever patient in the face
.",,.

of mystery, he negle~ted to kiss her back.

Dear Bill:. l am bored by men who ride. herses into

the center of town, plant a flag in someone's skull and

announce the Liberation. l'm always there at the wrong

time of day, sipping a liqueur in the cafe at the edge

of the square, the wrong kind of smile illuminating my \.....'

face so that it's always my skull that is chosen. l want

';'"'~'''

/
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to carry the flag.fora change, up to someone who cannot

fo~ete1l the future. The newly free must be self-consuming •
..........

No one'else is worthy.

self a eunuch? You are being Persianized.

•Cutting a veal chop, you measure the distance to the

end of the world .. You.would do anything not to feel the

coldslap of the Ultimate Ocean, the secret darkness o~

the unmapped -wave.

And death is'the furthest thing from your mind.· You

wi.sh it could be that easy, but it's not that kind of ocean.

It's the kind that .opens you up like a devolving reptile,

pulls' off your land-learned extremities, until you f~rget

. J. .
that,there was ever anything'but water that ex~sted outside

dreams. l want to take you there, point out the driftwoêd

and the bones of survivors, rnake you admit your aquaphobi';l_

He had no classes the nextdày but the day after that

(

......
he noticed that she

Civilizations. The

wasabsent from Ancient Cultures and.

universe'was running down again,it

had snowed for sorne reàson, Pella was on everyone'sihit

list. Scythian horsernen stormed across the Dànube as the
.

cosmos gave up heat. Snow bunched up ~ainst the windows .
..~ .

.. ,,'" It fell in fat clots, tlien lïPrned wet and dense, strununing'

(

the fibres in the glass, Thrace was overrun, Olympias
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.curse(j. Antipater, persep.0lis eXPloded like a star. 'rhen

it wàs .raining and the world was undér ice. Bodies began
, -~.

to fall with·porcine sque,ils and grunts. :'c

She was'waiting for him in the hallway,· asking for •

. • time which she .measured in minutes_ Crashing back- across

'.

t:he light yeàis he. took .her 1;0 Dupont & smith on Pe~l .

Street where whisky sours pùrsed theirlips .

•

.
'He remarked on her absence~~om his.cJass. She told

him that she had décided to withdraw from school, that she
iJt"'"

had gotten a job as 'à waitress.~omewhere on Bishop Street,

that she was renting. an apartmentnear Westmoimt Square.•. .
She wa~ marginaliy concerned~bout lea~ing schoel'so near,

\ -,

'. to the end and he suggestedt:hat advice' ftom .him wouId: be
1.. superfJ,uous. (This he takes to~ean exchange ofresponsi-

. , .
..

(

bilities, a rewriting of codes', not an abnegiition.) She- .
-said she was ~oo far behind to pass and that she wanted him

to t.ake her seriously. He did. A harpist. began to play a
·:·tP, > •

piece he did not recognize. The sound came from the dining

·room. Upon reflection, he creates no.·metaphors. He told

her he was working on techniques of.frivoiity (whycouldn't,

he cure himself of .thisfatuous phrase~making?) that pre

ciudeâ thekind of response she was seeking. She said that

thfs was her big pitcband that he shouldn 1 t blow i t. He

loved her 50 much i t ~was sickening, and for no reason he

couId think of. He was invited to dinner the next'night

if, like sorne forgotten guest of Catullus. he brought food.
"\

....
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" Through the glass wall of the bar he looked at the traffic

jousting on the ?treet. ,The ebb and.flow of sexand death

cam~ upôn him, in the smell of wet pavement and limé âs he

put'her into a ,cab .. (To have taken herhome inhis'own

car would have constituted an acceptance of inva~ion, a.
surrender to Christian Dior or the abstruse odor of her '

neck.) The tide sucked at hisankles, car horns blared.

Leanlng over, he kissed her before hecould'forget, before

priestly werds of solemnpermission could negate the momen-
,

taty mysticism. Cars hissed behind him,he wasmarked,
•

slouching home in the ~et, tight darkness, yearning for

'j

. .
thealien bosom of Roxanne: It was-getting colder by the

time he reachedhis car. Aptly, 'if notwith much wit, it
•J ~.

was ~nowing in Snowdon when he arrived.

Winter folds around me like flesh around a bullet. '

How true is that? l can kill a season. l know howto
"

diga hole in it, start afire, sleep it. away. It cames

apârt,in~vitably'; aIl yeu have to do is wait. W~re's

t~e' sa~isfaction in 'that?

You are surprised to s~e me step out.of your imagin

atioq like a chrysanthemum in the snow. 'What l want from

you issomething warm to drink. l want the light from

,

(

"" ,

'~our windows, a ioom in 'yo,ur cottage, a wall against the

o wind.
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.... l see you try~ng to keep out the night. l bring ...

-

J

~ou candles.but you're afraid of open flames. You wou1d

prefer the slow invention of electricity, bu~by that
\ - .' _..~

time they'llhav~ redraWn the maps and you'll be in·
.~

another country, somewhereOin'the thirdworld.

You think, our bodies ar~ a mystical beginning,

lizards on an altar. .To be sacrificed, to become myth •.
.lwe 'sméll. We fill each other' s np'ses with un!;iavory odors:

~moked tish, cheesy feet, dried spit, burned skin. Not

cleanly·burned by quick electricity but slowly melted

over agas jet. We absorb each other, olfactorily, but

this isn't whatyou hadin mind.

l fold around wi~ like a mother smothering a

child. 'tee crystallizes on my skin and l become invis- " ,

ible: You don't see me standi~g there like a mirrqr.

l'm a liethat you, invented, like l.invented you to. \

invent a lie. AlI you haveto do is wait and the animaIs

will die. There,will beothers but their sins will be

different. Th"is is how l love you: like a different sin,

like a new animâl, like a better lie.

".

. .

..
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He arr~ved at Joanne's precisely at six. In pre~

cision 'begin responsibillties. She wanted te knew if he

brought an~thing to eat. He was going to impress her

wit!:l- a fancy meal but he' brought st~aks' instead (the

precision of broi~ing meat, as opposed to the intuitive

0, medley of a perfect, lactic mixture of ~ied herbs and

•

fat) •
t •

He told her that his wifeowas in,erested (she had

indicated as rnuch in a late night phone calI) in' re

suming conjugal interfacing (there he ~oe~ again). Joanne

dryly inquired into bis reaction. He assured her that he

had learned to live with his own squalor. ',She wanted to

know if he loved her at all and, in the interest of pre-
i

cision, he"was obliged to admitthat yes,.ne. supposed

he did.

She led him into the bedroom and undressed him •

•. l'rhHr is not something he remembers the exact moment of"

there being an indeterm~nate amount of time cempressed

,

into each concentrated segment of his memory.)She ran

her fingernails (Plum silk) down his chest, soothing

their.tingling wakes with her tongue. He managed te

undress her in turn. Awk.wardly, they exchangedsatis

factions, impressive in their impoverishment. She point

ed out that they were still strangets, that he had for

gotten how to make ~ove' to' a strang~He owned that her

worldllness was superior to his own.

_Olt.

,

. '
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They drank coffee in bed. He said that it should,
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always be like that, ,in ,bed. She said it usually was,
" ,

in the begfnning. He decided that the whole thing was

beyond analysis.

He told her he didn!t dance•. She said he should
, .. '

She askefrhim to take herout dancing on Ttlesday. .

..•

, 'learn. He" told her it was out of. the question. She

';sked him to take her out and get her drunk instead.

would be fine but then she'd want to cqmeHéJ~aid that

home and pass out. She said shewould like that, to pass

out ~old. He contracted for a drunken Tu~sday in exchange
\

for a sober Wednesday. She said that was fair and would

helike to rub her back.

You corne to me out of winter like a salt stain on

my boots. Youwant to mark me, corrosively. l can

remove you with one hand; there's a shoe store on every
•

, corner.
~

You know it. You have~'t tried, yet, te fit me

into yourself like a kidney transplant. You'll wait

• for me to accept you before you try to show me what you

are. Your con~idence will grow like cancer, wild and

malignant, eating.me away~ntil l take a scapel and

cut you out .of my wornb .
•



You try to learn my body, hoping for an undiscoveréd

.country. It disturbs you to have to slalom through all

the flags. There aren't that many but it's a small country.

(
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You lean on yo~relbow and watch me, as if expecting

ivy to sprout from my navel and shroud me like a buildrng.

A building like a maze you can enter and lose yourself in.

l will find you, lead you out by thehand, and teach you
, ..

how to feed yourself.

You chew your steak slowly, as if you've never tasted

meat before.

to swall6w.

l have nothing to teach' you. _ You know how

You drink coffee and are surprisea that it is bitter.

Whel1 you rub my back i t 1 S as if you were .pulling .roots from

the earth.

You come and go, you come and go. It's not only you

that likes it that way. I, too, am an orbiting cornet. You

won't see me for another century but the fallout is no

panacea.

You don't think'I make sense. l don't have to.

Love, Joanne. ~

Q

•
J
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(

Herold.sits immobile on the chair by the nightst!Uld,

watching the TV glow in the dark, its colors brown and

~set and tan (hercolors: Plumstone, Jet Cor~l, Misty

Toffee, wild Cinnamon, Hardy Burgundy, Gingerpe~chy and

Wine with Everythingl, its bJues and greens almost sub

dued into extinction. The sound is off. Periodically,·~... .

he raises a glass to. his mouth and drinks from it with
•

studied determination but-no conviction.· He pushes the

skin down over each of his knuckles in turn with the

thumb of the opposite hand, 'enjoying the intrusion of

the minute pain. The seasons have changed their-guard

like sentries weary of vigilence. The screen flickers

at him with unrepressed intensity, its pale brown.ef-'

fusions splashing on his face, his eyes numb in the

hypnotic strobing.-

-,

<)



(
Snooker

... '-

·.,.

It was Spring, ~d not a moment too soon.

physically diminished from one meal a: da,y, 'his body pushed

to its nutritive limits, kissed the whip of hunger. He

wandered wet streets, poked into bookstores and gallerJes,

studied stone facades, apprehended gargoyled roofs and

stilted friezes, observed the interface of sky and steepie.

A sum of small ~tarvati~ns, his bile went sweet. He bought

new clothes (two sizes smaller but a perfect fit), grewa,

beard in black and white ("my'face the nun"), indulged in

minotaurian horns of vanity and despair.

This is spring and I love nothing.

You look good, Tim Andrews said;'

l'm doing the book. I might love that. ~nk and paper.

Guttenburg. AlI those monks blinding themselves.

Greeks and Romans, is it?
1

Little drawings on Japanese fans, packs of cards fram

the fi~:teenth century. , '--

Eh?

I apprenend your question.
"

It has nuances.' Subtle

driftings, tidal pools, national co~fusions. A definitive

history of Montreal.

..
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Andrews signaled to the waiter by raising his band
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to the level of his head and extendi~g thumb and forefinger •

• Jim, bring us a couple more.

Two V.O., one no ice, the waiter said. Right?

That's it. .,

It's a slow process, Herold sa~d, fitting the parts

togethèr, getting the right angle to see the whole story.

Let's go upstairs and play sorne snooker.

It's defining a place. There are nuances beyond
,,'

your archetypal question. Continuity and fragmentation,

cycles and progress. The city as sonata, if you fo11ow

me. :

Come on, 1'11 spot you twenty. Upstairs, Jim.

The eternal present, right? A' door to it. You

step through, nothing behind you, what have you got?

[

Nothing? he ventured.
•

Weather.
.'

Weather? ·1
Whatcan ybu do about weather? It has more authority

than you can imagine or predict. Your whims are subject
c

to its whims, your moods to its moods.

, to tyrannize is constantly denied.

Twenty's not enough" is that it?

\

And yet its efficacy
•
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Twenty? ·Your ass will be

We shall see.

/
gras,5 .

/

r
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•

(.

•

. ~~.

You've be~hustled, baby.
" '~~"l

"""'..::...... .----.•• j

The first history of Mont~al was written by Dollier

de Casson in the winter of 1672-1673. At that time the

French· settle~t on the island had on·ly been inexistence

for thirty years. The original Indian village of Hochelaga,

north and west of the French riverside c91ony, occupied

• •land just south of what ~s now Sherbrooke Street, near

McGill University. The Faculty Club on McTavîsh Street,

where Herold and Tim Andrews were having a late afternoon

drink, is a five minute walk frorn where the first inhabitants

,of the island had lived .

At the time when AdmiraI Sir David Kirke captured

Quebec in 1629 there was a family in England of undist{nguish-

ed origin named Herrald. These Herralds owned sorne land

in west ~von. In the seventeenth century.the main branch

o~ th~ family included tw~ cl~rgymen (High Church), a lawyer

(Robert Henry Herrald, .William Herold 's direct ancesto"r) and

several militari men; aIl Royalists·, none of whom made the

voyage to the new world with Admir~l Kirke. Robert Henry

Herrald died of the plague in 1666, leaving a son,· John

Robert, eleve,j1-years old, who''was.fortunate to have been

sent back to the family seat at the outbreak of the epidemic.

\
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He returned to London fourteen years later and became a
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dealer in textiles.. .Robert Henry' s:9randson. Charles

Joseph, achieved sorne distinction but no greàt reputation

as a'litterateur in the early eighteenth century. His

great-grandson "

army and fought

Henry Charles,. bought a commission in

with wolff on the Plains of Abraham.

the

When ..Montreal .fell to the BritCish in 1760 there was

surprisingly little friction between the conquerors and

their new subjects; most of the British officers spoke

French and did not greatly interfere in the daily life

of the community. Montreal~s;first newspaper. La Gazette

du Commerce et Litteraire, founded in 1778 by Fleury Mesplet,

occasionally :teceived articles twhich were never printed}

written by Henry Charles, who for many years flirtèd with'

~I his father's profession. william Herold had other ancestors

who observed, and sometimes participated in, the develop-

ment of the.city: a Herold (as the name was now spelled)

had the dubio)ls distin!=,tion of being one of 106 patients
. .

of the Montreal General Hospital (then on Craig Street)

to be. discharged as

existence; a Herold

cured during the first two years of its

applied for passage (it was denied~

.' )
(

John Molson's steamship Accommodation for its initial voyage

in 1809 from Montreal to Quebec City; nine Herolds.figured

among the 2858 residents of English descent in the 1851

.'

..

-.
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census; one of these was,among:the first buriedin 1852
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(

in th~ new P+otestantcemetary on Mount Royal; there was

a 'Herold on the staff of the Bank of Montreal when it opened
, '

in 1817; several Herolds witnessed the·opening of Victoria

Bridge in 1859, and Windsor Station in the same year. From

1867 the Herolds were affiliated with ChristChurch Cathedral

on St. Catherine Street, wh~re they'paid for a stained~glass

window. 'The Herold family, although never very prominent ,

in mun.icipal affairs Ol; in society, was solidly respectable,
•

its' reputation sul lied by only two of itsmembers: an Alfred
"

William Herold was convicted in 1894 for ,an indecent assault

(his excus~ 9~drunkenness did nothing to mitigate either

,bis sentence or his shamel, and Francis Arthur, William

Herold's uncle, was briefly confined after the First World

War forevading'conscription.

My father was a lawyer.. Almost a family tradition,

you migbt say. But he never wanted me to be one. Aware

ness of shiftiness, that sort of thing, l don't know.
#.

Pink in the side.

Both my sisters married Americans and moved to the

States. Chicago and New Jersey. Diaspora.

Garrulous Bill.'

My mother's father worked for M~lson's Brewery.' Helen.

Dad was John William and l'm William John. When l was

..

- ,~-
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( growing up l never suspected that they~'didIi't love each

other..

Tiro Andrews pumped the cue ballinto a cluster of

reds,one of which tell with a subdued plop into a netted

pocket.

l always thought of them as cold and unemotional,

Herold continued. They never fought and they never displayed

affection. l grew uP, thinking it was unnatural for people

to touch each other in front of others. The otitward show

of love or anger. Vulgar isthe ward l want.

'Blue, side:

O'nce across?

Straight in.

The blueball cut ?n unreal angle to thé rail, where

~t rested after a plodding approach.

Shit, Andrews said.

Yet l am capable of great affection. My courtship

of Catherine was not without passion.

. .... Shoot . "

That one; You couldsay l feel shame in emotion, de

generacy in shame and titillation in degeneracy. How's that?

Played this gamebefore?'

You' could say l oscillate between the poles of abase-
~

ment and purity, an attraction to the one balanced by a

yearning for the other, or vice 'versa, one or the other,~.

whatever.
•

"
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t
You put the chalk in your· pocket.. Th,at' 5 the on~y

thing,you:ye pocketed all night, ha, ha.

i would like to find awoman, if-you catch my drift,
<

whose head is stamped on one side of this coin and whose

tail is stamped on the other.

A man of metaphors.

l've blown a fortune in false money.

'.

/

, .

."

.,

. .
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Chèz. Bour-getel

. ,

So spring stuck in everyone's throat like one too
.

many. '.Herold opened and clos.ed like a gill, spouting

amenities. and absurdities, plucking facts: like bits·
·f
of oxygen from the past roiling over his inner·membranes.'

~èanne,. having' cast her line, waded in the shadows,

reflecting on the structural precision of the standard,

interpretation of the Thirty Years War.

Catherine sat in the windowof Chez Bourgetel,

studying conve~ reflections'in the demi-globe of a

snifter.· .Passers'-by loomed large' in the middle, their

heads narrowing.into grim caparisons as their images

washed over the bulbous .~u~face6f the glass. Contents:

•

Amaretto di Saronna, sickly thick in .a viscous pool

that obscured their feet but did nothing to restrain'the

forward rush of .their movernent astheygrew,exploded in

a wet sparkle of diffused color and vanished aroundthe

lean~urve of crystal .

Cynthia, in semi-bouffant, herhips in g~àr,;· ,pur
" . "-.....

posefully' strode between tables to rendez-vous with
.L

Catherine's felicitàting eyes.

•

" .~

•
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The crowds •

.It' s sa mild, Catherine said.
. .

Good,weather makes good.neighbors.

Coffee and co~ac, temptation (its denial) a thing

of thepast, surcease .of prudence, Cynthi'a sensible of

an-askance look of çoncern.

She's entereda new phase of living it up.

That happens~

She can't seem ta live it down sa she'll do the

other.

The line of least resistence. Catherine knows it.

No home to go to, :Cathy?

Je suis conten~ moi. You learn ta wait •
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!

. Tell me about it, Cynthia said. l like the shoulders

on that one. Just the right arnount of neck. The glass

emptied with a:searing gravity. She .was high. Does.

Catherine think ,.she néeds a fucking?

Who knows? (Sweet alrnond-coated palate, spasm, hint

of involuntary bile'.)

Spending tao rnuch tirne in the shallow end. l've.been

fucked enough. Peter's· late.

l thought weid have a chance to talk.

~ l thoughtwe Were.

(

l'm tired.

Already.

l can't stay.



SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVlOLET
•

327
. .

l'm expècting a call.

You run. God, l can't talk today. l've been counting

the aspirins in the bottle. Took.myself by surprise.

Sometimes l think l' m dreaming.
..

l have trouble rememberin~,.

..

if things rèally happened or if l dreamt them. What's

your story?

l ~lways seem to be rushing off. Sorry to Ieave you~

The line is thin. Now l'm background. You're free

of us. We Bradley'shave our intuitions.

l'Il talk to you tomorrow,

A soothing glow of fading daylight penetrated the
.

unwalled room in a.throe of umber, trembling into gret;.

Cynthiasmoked a succession of du Mauriers,. stubbing them·

out into uprigh~ stumps, dreaming. Suddenly Peter's face,

blue in the last light opened and closed before her as in

a ?adly synchronized cartoon.

Am l late?

l don't knoy.'.

Where's Cathy?

Expecting a calI.

Okay, what'sthe matter?

I.don't feel weIl.

•.
-. Jesu?, you're drunk.

That couId possibly be true .
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You' re pissed out of your min·d. ,"

, What makes you say that?

Come on, I~ll take you home.

l know' where i t is.

Come on"

Just get me a cab.

328

",

Peterwatched the

prim in the'back seat,

taxi pul~.away, CY~ia stiffly,

her hair piled i~an absurd twist

,(

(

of unravelling braids, his compulsion'to protect flattened

to a Uhin wafer of memory. His line of vision stretched

'"taut as the car proceeded down Maisonneuve, snapped as it

turned up Guy. Paul came up behind him.

Looking for the Pacific?

Your mother wasn't feeling weIl. l sent her home.

Alone?

She'll be alright.

l was kind of looking forward to talking to her,
.

Come on, l'Il bhy you a beer.

They drank Labatt Blue from short-stemmed goblets,

watching the street: lights ,and races, voices, feet and
"

eyes. They talked in laconic bursts that awkwardly'poked

from their mouths, feinting, feeling, running for caver,

measuring quarter-hours by the proliferating bottles..

Finally, Peter, his last convè:q.sational spasm spent, rose

to· leave .•
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Do you need any money?

No.

Don't lie.

Why not?

Surpri~e·me.

Too late now. You've deked me out.

Suit yourself. Need a lift?

l'm meeting a friend.

Okay.

Hey, l'm glad we talked.

Okay ..

329

)
A smile, a wave, a burp, a nostril-flaring exhalation;

a look around the ioom for lightly-powdered cheek and

.uminous curve of breast; a swift, memory-testing enumer-

ation. of mounted, softly-ridged pubes and the inevitable

question that scorns reply: do l hide behind my cock?

Analysis, Spock. Who the fuck knows or cares?

~nter'Alan Sansavar, tonsoriallyçavalier, begrimed;

bespectacled, ponchoed, magnet to stares, impervious of

disdain.

Hel-Io.

A series of tilted nod~ from Paul.

How did.it go? Alan said.

A single nose-clogging snort, followed by a heavily~

breathed .l-don't-know, you-know:

Oh, weIl.

". , .



{

SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVlOLET. .;~. -. ' .

WeIl, weIl, weIl.

330

( .

, ,

l thought wemight do something about putting a book

together.

Ah.

About sixty-four pages, quarto, good stock. Been

getting sorne estimates.

And?

lt can be done.

To be what? Filled with simpering, whining, snivel-

ling, bitterness, maudlinity.,
Nasty today.

l'm a nasty gu~.

l take it she isn't coming back.

Think so?

WeIl, one persists.

Like a virus.

A wheezing dizziness, the room a cloud. Paul fle~

along his vertigo to sunken contin~nts, nosediving ta

the breathing sea. To find one's feet and push',solid,

to th~ endless blue--a quick solution; followed by an

urge for dist~nt intercourse, nogesticulating face-to

face, a plugging in to'the world-voice, a matter of num-

bers, an abstraction of expression, cellular, remote,, .
comforting.

,
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Hello?

You're home.

Just walked in. What are you up to?

1s she alright?
,
Everything's fine. She's sleeping.

331

v.;';.' of

Okày. Just thought 1'd check.

Alan came up behind him, awash in a different planet

broiling surfaces, molten tectonics, inscrutable

odors cooked into stiffened cloth, a web of threadsand

spaces.

1 think 1 should do her another reading.

My mother?

Oh. Sorry.

1 wouldn't call Joanne. Jesus, l'm flying.

You still there, Paul? across the nylon ganglia.

l'm here. Is that woman still around? Looking after

things and that?

She's gone home.

Oh, alright. He hung up.

That woman?Alan said.

Friend of the famille. La saCTe famille, or la famille ~~

.-
pieux, or la famille blesse. What would you say?

"
l'd say la sainte-famille. -Blesse means wounded.

, .
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Of course. l must be dreaming. Hey.
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A curve of mobile eyebrow.

Winter's over. Great, eh?

winter?

A second eyebrow, in mute concert.

50. 5pring. Eh?

....
liie without

)
, .
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The Chariot

She was in his bed that had béen their bed. He

found her. there, his Catherine, or not his. Hair freshly

cropped, thinning and curled, she was no Goldilocks: nor

was he ursine in shape or manner.,

Surprise, surprise, he began.

Hi. (Shyly this, but without blush of cbeek or knee.)

He'll break out the fatted calf.

She's back,

She is.And without benefit of meaningful parlor con
~

versation. Homed 'right in. Zoom. Nice to see her. Legs

still good.

That's all he cansay?

Struck speechless. Exhausted, too, but nevermind.

Familiar syndrome of the unwary. Has he changed? Has she?

, (Miles of flat nothing stretch to the horizon in all

directions. Because the horizon is at no point obscured

by object or obstacle, he has the impression of standing

in the cénter of a circle. The sky is filled from edge to

edge with smoothly'meshing clouds, devoid. of any sign of

break or overlap, a slick grey dome. The symmetrical per~

fection ofground and sky, plate and lid, is flawed only

by his doubt. 1s the vast expanse truly empty, or is it
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1
merely that his vision is toc weak to discer~ other shapes

that may, after ail, be 50 far distant that they are in~

visible to one who has alwaysbeen ~retchedly myopie? He

begins to walk, then r~n, in an effort to explore the

surrounding regions. 'He finds- nothing, but the more he

searches the more he is convinced that he is not alone,

that he will eventually discover--mùst discover--something,
;gr"

anything, that will simultaneously give meaning to his ob-

sessive quest and destroy the fragile premises of his uni-

verse.

Years pass. Having had time to reflect on his con-
, ' .

•

dition, he has become reconciledto the unpleasant truth

that if he is successful in resolvipg the doubt th~t fills

his mind he will be' undone. He will no longer be able to

claim to be at the center. Now he can live with the paradox

of his fate. At this moment, however, a new fear emerges.

The result may not be in his hands, at aIl; he may be subject

to a whim of chance. If he ceases from exploration, he

may b~ able tO'delude himself that there was never anything

to find, that there is nothing there; but what if the clouds

should sud?enly part or disperse and the sun appear? Such
4 .

'an event would surely be as shattering as the discovery that
•

he is' not alone. This th~ught immobilizes him. Why continue

to.exhaust l!,.imself in wandering when his fate is not in his

power to decide? He sits and waits for the sun to do its

J
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"

work, for the silver lid of clouds to be lifted by an unse~n

hand. This does not happen, but thepossibility keepshim

awake 'at night, trembling wi~ disgust and horror.)

•
Moonstruck Herold urifastened his watch, removed his

rings, piled his change in neat alignmen~.on the bureau.

Catherine 'gave him soft tones,sadness, suggestion of
•

depth, the whole ~ura: farniliar rnush and accent (L'Air du

Temps by Ninq Ricci) but not without mystery.

So? he said. True confessions?

A dropping of eyes, puffing of fàce, hardening of

lips: a thousand words or 50.

He sees.

And·him?

Moi? (Finger into chest.)

He knows what she means.

He was not quite ready for !:hi's somehow, this unexpect

ed twist of truth telling, of earnestness. She was obvious-

ly prepa~ed to lay, things bar~, including him~ He was some

where else, fully clothed, a fudge factory or carpentry
, -

shop, where the only required honesty isthe utile artifice

of craftsrnen. He articulated:

Here ,cornes the exasperated sigh. The autornatic

pattern, the myth that dreams us, all,that stuff. The

tentative hello, the artful arrangement of sheet and thigh,

the questions pinning down the evasive quarry, and then the
. ~.

•
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..
little resignation as it slips away. He hasn't changed.

She, on the other hand," is somewhat different.

How?

Ah.

This isn't necessary.

The hair, for one.

He grew a beard.

Sorne explanation.

(The stores are closed, for it is Sunday. Walking

336

..
around downtown thereis nothing to do. It is overcast

and gloomybut there is nowhere to g~. People on 'the

street stare into shop windows, ppndering the inaccessible •..
He marches up and down the sidestreets between Sherbrooke

and St. Catherine, amazed at his own motion.)

watch back on, returned his change to his pocket.

He doesn't want her, she accused.

He does.
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( Alright. It seems ,there's another.

What?

She can stay, he'll go_

Where?

A good reporter, asking aIl the right questions. He'll

be in touch. Bye, Bill, send money. oon'+ worry, she's

covered. She can keep the car this time. He knows the

number, have a nice life.

(River and mountain, line and point. At noon the

city is an uncut diamond, irregular facets and untamed light ••'

From the lookout on the mountain near the chalet he can see

(

the river, he can see the metaphor and place himsel~ at its

heart, or in its loins. If the rive! is a silver belt, with

the bridges for loops, thendowntown is either stomach and

'chest orbelly and groin. Where he standsis either the

nipple of its cent~al breast or the central testicle of

its tri~artite scrotum.)

She can' t believe he' s talking like this_,,

That's the trouble with the world today, he said.

No faith in their own perceptions. One, learns through •

..

"
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He's scaring her.

'She's scaring him. 50 bye.

..
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(Eveni,ng finds him in front of.Üle Musée de Beaux Arts.

Two Michelangelo 1 s have been stolen ";-' Or were they Rembrandt' s?

.' In either case the place is closedfor renovation. The air

is alive and moist. He walks ~rough it as through a shower

of ground glass, it's that tactile.)

Herold, under cover of darkness, slunk through the

streets. His head hurt but his feet followed an intelligence

of their ow~. He debated motives, scored points fo~ various

positions, rebutteâskilfully. Irrational man, he walked

.through grey and black and cl,oyingbrown, followed his nose

through off-color streets that betrayed no blue or goldof

rococo. This was ît: beyond desire to the safe familiarity

of fear, confusion and despair: These weré words from

random darts thrown against wall-affixed pages of the Oxford

English Dictionary. He thought in sentences, a logician

of unrealities. Pursued by self-invented goblins projected

,into shadows under stoops, in doorways, in alcoved al1eys.

and looming arcades, he rushed on.' Hands of derelicts

reac~ed out to touch his sleeve,his valise; he swam àmong

leers and clear, dead eyes; he fought the stars for purchase .

. : '

..

. ,

,

t
,

,

~~' ",'
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:.
(In the dafk the streets constrict. Not that they are

unfamiliar but they are bereft of upward expansion. Now

they are'corridors again. His room is"westand then north.

Trafficgets a little heavier. The cars appear to hunt him

down, for now theyhave eyes and eyes are able to challenge.)

~ Xenophobia, he said. Iran from a stranger.

'''To me.
"

(

l walked around aIl day a~d when l got home she was

there. Now she's the other woman. l suppose you can think

of a reason.

You don't need one, Joanne said.
"

Yeso l 90;'

You're sweating. You need" a bath.
\

(Sounds, too, have changed'with time, different sourids
J,

for different light. ',ae has been walking aIl day. The morn

ing, 'even Sunday morniT!g, sounded harsh', irritating, always',

just a ,degree m'1re awake than h~.was. Birds. cont,ributed,

although bird sounds are like élevator music. The afternoon

o

was less demanding, more consoling, more unconscious. Unless
,.

one concentrates on "them, sounds' have no source; they are manu-. .
(

•

factured e'lsewher['! and must be

o
•

endu~ed or 'ignèred... At night •
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they are more,directly soothing,for they invest ~ relativel~

làrger areà of consciousness, aneutralgroundbetween him,. '\
and solitude. For this reason they are al~6 more frighten-

ing, more. redolen't of .threat.)

'Under water, Herola's grey-haired stomach pulsed'as

he rubbed a bar of soap across hisbody~ Tiny fractures.

ran' from the taps to the tops of the tiles fro~ which they

.jutted, fixing his gaze •

•(Grosvenor is quiet, as always. Here is his house,

attached to the one on its ~eft, sheer on the right where

.the drivèway slopes into the dark. Cat!}erine's small breasts,

once a mere mouthful. In the dark she'is aIl odor. Touch

is nothing; fingers are inadequately sensitive to truly

communicate to the brain another'~·essenceor distinguish-
.

able presence. Skin is rarely more than that, softness

.could be any.thing. Smell alone is unique, defining, it is.

aIl one has to go on in the dark. Perhaps for that reason

it is indescripable; there is no vocabulary extensive enough
<> • •

to encompass all.the particulars. It can onlybe expressed

~ terms of somethrng ~lse, as simile, one srnell compar~d

-to another. Li~e a rose, like an apple, like fréshly cut

. grass, like rôtton ~ggs!. like sour mil~, like a festering

wound. What does a rose smell like, in i tself,' or an apple

(
,
: .



,or a wound?' Or a person,for that matter? Catherine smel1sr
f~Jt5J!.
, ",.
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like Catherine, her cunt smells like aIl others, to be sure"

• but mostly like itself on1y. In this way is sheknown to

(

him, as he must be to her. And it isthis that is remembered,

this unforgeable chemica1 signa~ure that defines both the

person ~nd the territory that he or she claims •.
While standing o~tside his house sniffing the air,

.
he stops to browse in a bookstore. As he is flipping

.
through a book, pausing to read a passage here and there,

his attention is distracted by a woman's perfume.

On the third floor of Classic's he thumbs through

Wallace Stevens' The Palm at"the End of the Mind.~xt

to him a woman askswhere the philosophy'section,is located.

Hearing 'her voice, smelling her scent, he 15 unaware that

she is,addressing il clerk. Turning to answer her, he a'llows

the book to fold over his thumb. When he sees that she is

not·speaking to him, he turns back to the volume in his

hand. A tiny insect, t~e size of a carroway seed, zig

zags across the bottom edge of the cover.)

The faucet'dripped very slowly: one drop every twenty

seêonds or 50. The big toé of each foot touchedthe au~eole

behinâ each tap, the heels resting on the rim of the tub

where it met the wall, the soles flush against the tiles~

,"
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(Theway she lies: he is unprepared fpr ber frail body.

She lies among the creased sheets that he has not changed in

weeks, those creases in,which he longed to bury himself~

Her face is raised from the'pillow, she leans o~ow,

she sits up•. There is nothing.between her breasts, they

afe split apart, her chest is as bony as a boy's.l
1..-.

Joanne rotate~ her head under a different faucet: How

could.1 teIl.what's holding you together1 1t couId he me,

washing my hair in the sink, while you wonder how you slipped

...
through your own fingers.

."

.".

• ..,Jtl'".....
. \

. ./.
.::..

,
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Montreal is a city of fusions. It is stone, glass,. -
brick, cement, steel, asphalt, desire,cppper, paper,

dream, ·wood, plastic, fused cnte the. tricorn, river-

embedded extrusion of a dead volcano.

As a child, Joanne assembled the parts in increments,
•

appending streets and districts as she learned their names,

until she had invented a viable map of her exterior.

The growth of her hair paralleled the acquisition of

knowledge; each trimmed-off inch of spYit ends corres

ponded te something forgotten,.not lost but e~ficiently

removed.

At fifteen she wanted te paint a creased face with

baggy eyes on the side of every building. Her body had

stopped growing, arrested inmid-bloom. However care-

fully she applied her make-up or chose her clothes, she

always lo~Ked-üi.d~ray. like an unplanned garden.
~._... - ... _- ..

haphazardly,pruned. She was.considered odd, for she was

."

.~

!,
....:

earnest and rarely smiled. ."
••

She discovered late that she was not alone, that

people with intense frowns climb'ing into taxis had not

noticed her.
1

It is a city of definitions. Studying an atlas, she

realized that geography is as as dreams.
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Years age, Herold walked part way up Mount Royal.

Here was the mystical center of the father who spewed

lava and ash. He'reached',: chest-high rock that had a
'.

plaque nailed to it in someone's honor. Sittin90n the

rock he read The Myth of Sisyphus, waiting for someone

to notice him. Then he would impress her (it would have

to be a her) with his k~owledge of the absurdo A man
.\

cameby with a camera but he did not stop. When it got

dark Herold went home.

From city to city, from pore to pore, the outline of

the body is traced. The great bulk falls in a stupor ac-

ross Asia, one knee bent sideways, arms outstretched,

fingers curling upward from exposed palms.· From every

·citadel's tower the vista is the same: serial streets

eipanding to the broken walls ina semblance.of lash-

marks or veins, the emptiness beyond.~·'Between cities

there is a no~hingness that must be traversed, a despair

linking oases of complacency. Alexànder understands this

and it keeps him marching; his des ire supresses his fear

of hopelessness. Every city thus becomes one city;

every.forced march a return to the sameplace: the citadel

from which the streets radiate to the walls that he him

self has smashed, the uphoistered couch in the. draughty

.room,· the good night" s sleep on the perimeter 0:1: the void.
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The image of each city, as he lies dreaming on his,

couch, is superimposed on those o~~cities-that came be

fore it so that 'there is only one city, planless, anar~

,
chic and ill-defined, alleys and lanes opening onto others

inunexpectedplaces, parks and squares appearing béhind

doors falling from their hinges, rooftops juxtaposed

with sunken roads, the pattern of the whole forever un-

discoverable. Thus the one city is a drearn city, a night-

mare of impossible debouchments and incomprehensible

corridors, with a center that offers no rest and a cir-

cumference that is only an edge and'not an exit.

The assertion that allcities are one city is ~o

demonstrably false that it must be repeated' contantly

in order tQ~edib~e,andeven then i~s veracity"

is limited to moments of extreme mysticism ~r abasement

or exhaustion, heightened or
>

degraded imagination.,_. .
! .

(

"

The fusion of Herold and Joanne int6 one living _

room, one kitchen, one bed and, alas, one bathroom turned
.... .'

1 •

out t.o be, by both their standard,s; not without moments

o~ idylle They ate out ~nce or twice a week·'(The Bar-B

Barn, Pique Assiette, Chez William Telln' ordered in

from Hong Kong House, assimilated (when not simulating)

movies, took in a play or two at the Centaur and the

Sadie Bronfman, all the while refining their dramatic

technique in the company of a new co-star--and still

found time té cartograph their mutual physiog~mies,

r-
eliminating o~e by one the fancied dragons and PUff~ch~e/ed
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putti of unexplored countries,.replacing these with

finely contoured, new-world delineations of the limits

of intrepid discovery.
\ .......

:~;.; . ·Joanne was bored when Herold began spen"ding more
, "

_-,. time in such minutiae of his profession as correcting

exams and grading papers; but she sufferedthis in~

attentiveness without whine or plaint~ although he did

346 1,

(

(

- ,

seem curiously expectant of a hos~ile reaction. When

his academic cornrnitments became less pressiDq she sub-

mitted to long afternoon walks (the weather having

turned benign) which were studded witœ nuances· of Great

Moments in History like cloyes in a ham.' , Walking fram,

the Metro to the Centaur The~tre, fof'example, he ob

served en passant that the clock atop the ôld ,Sulpician

seminary that abutted Notre Dame was the oldest public

timepiece in North America, a fact which impressed her
,~)

more.than the declaimed intelligence that the order of,

Grey Nuns, whose convent atGuy and Dorchester they
, .

often passed, was founded by one Madam~d'Youville in

1730.

•

.'
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The double palisades of Thebes provide no protection

as the Macedonians make their way àlong the sunken road

that leads to the temple. The Thebans are massacred in

the~r houses, pulled from their closets and bedrooms

and flung from their own windows into the streets where
..

the carts of pedlars still clutter the passageway. No

child is spared, no woman unmolested. They are dragged

from the altars to which they cling, slaughtered as their

voices cry for divine succor. Only Pindar's house is
, .

passed over, for Alexander loves poetry. S1umping on

their terraces, the survivors are sold into slavery.

Alexander admires· the Pythiap Odes, so the descendants

of Pindar are allowed to escape just before the city is

burned to the ground.

Herold·decided it wasbetter not to be hysterical.

After arguing with his. wife he would be aShamed of his

·high-pitcbed squealing. Eachtime he reso~ved to be calm..
the nexttime, so as to appear wise and, perhaps, long

suffering. The next time he would fly off the handle

at the slightest provocation and then he woald be a~hamed

again. He realized that if h~'couldn't change his tem

perment he could perhaps exploit it. He became hysteri-

cal at every opportunity, forcing his veic~ to ~ver

~squeakier octaves. He did it to spite himse~f. Now

he assumed he was curèd and knew how te look intelligent.

'.

,.
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The city·is a bo0lt"hesaid.

Here cornes a conceit, Joanne said, 'by way of the

seventeenth century.

les Soeurs Grises, a pun on. thename,~ They got their

w~d for drunk, by the way, because sorne of the inhabitants

ac\msed them of selling liquor to the Indians, and, as one

would expect, of helping them drink it.

That explains that.

The dimensions of Troy are irrelevant: by now it

is 9nly qn idea. Its taverns and brothels and barracks and

decaying palaçe indicate that it is part of the CitX,

but it is the most ethereal part, the mythic quarter of

memory and invention. For this reasop it mus~ be as-

similated differently so that Alexander, too, can partake
"-

of the myth. He sacrifices to Athena,' he exchanges his

armor for sorne weapons left over from the Trojan War.

He is cr?wned with gold. He concedes that Achilles was

a lucky man to have had Homer for abiographer. AlI the

while he is congratulated for having come into Asia, for

ëontinuing in the footsteps of his father, whom he.des~

,
pises.
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One morning, years ago, he sat outside on a lawn

349

. .

( .

chair. 0 The back yard was very sma~l, surrounded by

massive hedges and untamed trees. He had on an old hat

that he used °to wear when he worked in the garden and

he was calmly smoking a cigar. The trees were full of

birds that came and went but one particular bird nevero

left its perc~. Herold watched it for a long ~ime,
"..:.

bobbingOits head, lifting its wings a little, complacent

in the sun. Finally he threw a stone at it and it flew

away.

One time Joanne made a remark about the a~rogance

of American tourists(she had just finishedMaFgaret

Atwood's Surfacing) which elicited an'in-depth ex

planation of the lack of a Canadian mythology and thè

fictionalization of American history to bring ie· into

line with basically Greek conceptions of gods and demi-

gods.

No mortals among them, Heroldsaid.

.Now we exchange dialogue, Joanne said. Like in

a French movie.

l'll stop.

No you won't.

-
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At Ephesus the streets are divided into severa1

thoroughfares running east-west and others running nof\h-
. ,.."

south. Between these main arter-ies the side streets are

laid out. In passing from point to point, therefore, one

always has a choice of many alternate routes from which ta

choose so that it is.possible, within limits, to avoid

repitition; At sorne point, the rulers of the city block-

• aded seve~al intersections in order to channel traffic along-

preordained, easily regu~ated byways, an improvement that

, --

the citizens found irritating.
-0-

,
When Alexander cornes, he

demolishes the roadblocks, and the exultant Ephesians

slaughter their former rulers in an orgy of rediscovered

freedom. Later, they are grateful'to Alexander'for re-

strai~ing their exuberance before they had a chance to

exter~nate too many innocent victims in the joyful,flush

of indiscriminate vengeance.

Herold always envied Frederick Barbarossa, ~ut he

did not, like him much. Then Frederick drowned on his way

, to the second Crusade. There was a logic to that, a

pleasing symmetry: th: warrior king struck down by chance

before he coulddefend his warring god, his red beard

matted to his face, his cheeks swollen and blue in the

river.
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. Mi).etus, natal city of Thales, ,Anaximander and '

351

(

. .

Anaximenes.t Aristotlesay~ that 'a~l thing~ are .full of ~

gods. Miletus i5. fulLof la'WY.ers and thieves.

Miletus, the liquid city where everything that exists

is alive. ,Inthis city of total vivification everything

is questioned, nothing assumed, myths like Alexander

deriigrated, realities like Alexander venerated. Here

Anaxirnander drew the first map of the world 50 that men

likeAlexander cou1d figure out wherethe~were goinq,

where they wanted, to go next, and what it would cast

them·to get there.· In Miletus it is believed that things

are created through'a process of separation and maintai~
..~

thelr predominancè.;;~through inJustice. Alexander is wel-

corne here for he proves therule;, besides, a~l things

retu?n to unity and quie1b:::aade in,time'~nd when he sub-
~ . ,

sides therewill still bethe water and the air. Miletus,.. . ...

the flatulant city where the buildings and the streets,

the markets and the courthouses and the temples, brea~

and fart.

In Miletus one is ever conscious of these things,

not because they are self-~vident but because they are

legislated. In a city of lawyers even nature and the

nature of realitymust be regulàted. Appeal is possible

but judgment is final. These Miletian 'lawyers are "quite

.. ..
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content in their profession,not only, because it affords

them.a high'standard of living (for their services are

always in demand), but because they risk nôthing in

their disputes but pride.~hese disputes are ubiqui

tous and can be witnessed on streetcorners, in shops,

in brothels and temples. The participants view them

as a kindof internecine game from which the general.'

,population is excluded. This exclusivity contributes

to their individuatio'Îi, their sense o'f separateness'.

And everyone, who is not a "lawyer is a thief, whose

means of livelihood 'isal~ su~pect fnlY the practice.,

~of law is considered respectabl~), and who is in;con-

stant need of prosecution or defense. This is not an
~

unreasonableassumption and the lawyers have no dif-

ficulty.in rationalizing it: merchants steal by ex-

tracting unjust profits, workmen cheat their bosses,
. ,

by giving less of themselves than the total servitude

and loyalty for which thèyare paid, physicians and
, .

priests deludethe public with spectacle and abstruse'

ness. Only the law is just and onlylawy~rs justly

remunerated, for they provide a service at once indis-

"

(

pensible and inescapable.

When Alexander enters Miletus he is welcomed and

prai~d. Although he is not a lawyer he is a judge,
"

and it would be absurdto assume that one so powerful

could possibly be a thief. '\



(

SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVIOLET 353

•
, ,

,

....

Herold and Joanne exchanged palpitati~, often

but unmagically; inaudible whispers, insensate grindings •
. . .

withciut hedonistic flair, prefaced by.desultory dialogues
• ... it

and warp-drive foreplay that eventu~llY.progressedfrom
~ ..

the supererogato~o tn~ supercilious. In the twi-

light of their ardor they bumped into e~ch other in' .

the dark.

...
Herold .told·. Joal'lll.e that he was· easiiy scared,

·that panic was his business, that if'she were attacked

he would be unabié to defend her. 'Shocked, she exclaimed

that sur~ly he would try. Hesaid he would ~un: she

said that was nice to know. He told her that a fragment
',' .

o'i such knowledge was not· such· a good thing,. really,

that you reach a point where it's ~ot enough to know.

You want others toknow thatyou know so you tellthem... .
In this way you have meaning', he- said. She asked 'him

. ',. .

what that wàs and he told her it.was~a. lie o~ no.small ~

"mÇl.gnitude. ..

•

(

. ~'.'.: . . - , ,

>.
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The markets of Halicarnassus are abundantly stocked.

One can .procure any manner of vegetable, vîan~ or service.

. .
his birthday.There is a woman, famous.for the massive

bone of her nosethat causes the rest of her face to

appear squashed, who eat~ only cold lamb.that has been

marinated in garlic and oregano for a ~ortnight. There

r are those who will eat nQthing but chicken. This habit

'~f specialization extends to all forms .of consumption.

There 'are men who will only sleep with.overweight women

with long dark hair:oth~rs pre~er boys with shaved heads.

Thismakes 'for a certain orderliness in the large central

agora, for.there is none of the~general pushing and

squabbling that one suffers in the markets of other cities.

When one tires ofone's specialty, one is permitted to

adoptandthèr,. provided there is one available, and the;:"-~
Olt,

. process of rotation is constant and well-regulated. Still,

even in the most sytematically organized societies there

are those who must go against the grain, motivated perhaps

by an incorrigible malice or an unforeseen need tospite

'c.
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the general goa'd. These- types .must hd've a bit of every

.thing and are selfishly discontent.~iththeirplace in

the scheme of things, no matter how ex~lted it may he.. .

Sometimes, if'they enforce' their depradations with

sufficient se~f-confidence, they are honored as heroes.

More often they are assumed to be lunatics and confined
'.

accordingly.

It used to hurt but now it's soft, she' said of his

beard.

It's inellowed,

Tomsays we'll be divorced in two weeks.

Congratulations. There'll be a reception, of

•

course. ..

(

1'11 get drunk:

You'll scramble your senses.

Too bad l like you better when l'm sober.

J\ That's not what you say when you're drunk.

J;- '~~

\ Now he was crazy for ice cream •. He would regain

the weight he had lost by eating sevell pints of it,

a day. He would. will himself to do it as.he he had willéd

himself to ,stop .. Joanne would be strong and have courage.

while he ~uccumbed to unmediated desire. This is what

hetold himself. He would take her face between his hands

and say: Look, now l'm not hungry anymore.

..
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He asked Joanne what she did'ina typical day,

She said she got up, then washed. ' -Heasked her how she

washed. She didn't understand the question. He pointed

out that surely she must p'iss first, as he himself had
~ :.

had Qccasion to observe. She said, starting over,. that

" . ~.

she lay in bed for five minutes or so, coming~ake, then

gotup, pissed, washed and hada drink of wate~/ormaYbe
a glas~ o~ juice. He ~sked her again how~ashed, if

1

there wassome unvarying order to the way she did it~ or
•

if the process was random from day to day. 5he told him,

that first she got sorne fresh·towels, then she took a

shower, washing first her hands, then her face, then

her neck, working her way down her body, leavin~ her feet

and anus'for last,then her hair, then' she turned.off

the shower and brushed tne excess water fram ber hair,
. '

then she dried her body, then her ears (with toilet paper),

tben
~.:..'

then she blew her nose, she brushed her teeth, tben

she dried her hair, then she ate a piece of toast. He

.. .
.~...,. ..... ,

(

- .
, asked her if it was exactly the same every day. she

said she supposed it was a habit. He inquired about the

\' toast. She said she ate it with butter, f~our sugar fnd

cinnamon. Again he asked if this routine never varied .
•

She said that sometimes she skipped the toast or indulged
• ". 4"

in an English muffin.

'\
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At Siwah Alexander visits the reknowned shrine of

358

(

Ammon. It is situated in àn.oasis surroùnded.by a desert

inhabited only bysnakes and crows. The site of the

shrine is remarkable for the unusual character of its

climate.· The warmest time of day is midhight, when the

heat is virtually unbearable, while at noon the sun,

which is as ferociously bright here as elsevhere in '

North Africa, presides over the coldest portion of the

daily cycle. This phenomenon, not surprisiDgly, is
. .

attributed to the whim of the god who iswarshipped there.

The local·pri.ests, ever mindful of the inCOllllprehensible,.,

greet Alexan~~i as Ammon's son, a deification which he

'"has no trouble accepting, having often been bemused by

the mysterious depths of his own nature.

A definite pattern begins to.emerge, Berold sàid,

coddlinghis genitals in a Facelle Royale •
.'.. ..

Like what?

l detect a certain decline in this lovemak;mg

thing. A je ne sais quoi pas. Workmanlike. ~t.
.. ,. ~

Should l be insulted, or what?

No, but one wonders.

.
Wha~ a bastard of a thing to say.

An innocent observation. In extremis post coitum.

Not to hurt.y?ur feelings or anything.

Not at aIl, asshole.

,
, l

o
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He told Joanne that he, too, did the samethings. .
the same way every day. He wondered wha:t would happen

if he got up sorne morning and changed the order of

things; ïf lor example ,he shaved the left side o!

face first instead pf the right or of he triIDmed his

,359

l

mustache before he shaved his neck. Sheobserved that

the question was somewhat academic as he now had a beard

(he had ho~e~ it would be red but it wasn't).' He sald

that it was just as weIl, since,he was always afraid to

disrupt the pattern in càse such wanton willfulness,

such early morning hubris,. might bring him bad luck.

she was surprised to discover that

He confessed that he sufferedfrom

he was'so superstitious.

" "a thousand superst1t10ns,

. '

, ,

institutedprimarily to counteract the possible ill effects

"jf any,arbitrary, perverse act of defying his own systems.

r'He went on to de scribe in sorne detail his secret vice of

(

...

.'

wood knocking. For years (since high school) he,had been

knocking on tables, chairs, counterbottoms, "wall moldings,
•

etc., without even thinking about it. Sometimes he caught·

himself tapping on something wooden with the tip ofhis

middle finger, always, in the same rhythm: .two short taps"

pausé~ two more short taps, pause, two long taps. He

couldn't help himself. He couldn't stop doing it. Some-
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times when he was doing it~sciouslY he would try to

stop. Usually ne would by!thinking·of something he was

afraid of, like going to prison or getting mugged or

becoming impotent .. When he.told himself that ~ was

stupid and that he shouldn't ba killing thousands of

fingertip crells in pursuit.of such folly, the t~ought

of the thing he feared would fill him up, preoccupy

himuntil he relented and·commenced ·tapping. It was,

he said, the only way he could get those fears out of

his mind: tap-tap, tap-tap, tap, tap. He grew more and

more afraid that if he didn 1 t do it, the.°bad things

would happen. It seemed l{ke such a small price to pay

to avoid the unthinkable: six taps and he was safe.

It was like an abstract ki~d of p~ayer.

Uponenter{ngBabylon one' is immediately conscious,

of two peculiarities: there are a great number of ghosts

~ the city, and also .an exceptiona'lly largè force of

prostitutes lining even the most humble streets. Every

building seems to bé ~aunted, the air is filled with the

half-heard dialogues of invisible interlocutors, the

uneasy feeling of being constantly under surveillance

is pervasive, even in moments of apparent solitude. In

Babylon one is never alone. AlI of the buildings are

very ancient; no new edifice having been erected ~ithin

living memory nor, indeed, within the last two centuries.

j
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Most of the streets are somewhat.toonarrow for contem

porary cartsto traverse without difficu1ty, for the.

axles of these modernvehic~les are made rather larger

than in former'~imes an~, in any ca~re'all of foreign

manufdcture .. This tends to cause a virtually permanent

traffic jam and on sorne days there is no movement at ail.

The Babylonians are somewhat embarrassed b1 this, for they

are convinced that their ancestors are observing their every

?ction (or inaction) and enumerating with disgust their

every flaw. Onceconvinced that their imperfections are

insurmountable, however, they feel free to abandon them-

selves to every ferm of licentiousness, it being inevitable

that they can never hope to.match the high 'standards of

their'forefathers no matter what they do, and this accounts

for the flourishing trade insexual favors. InBabylon

succumbs to the ci~y's characteristic

Alexander communes with the shadow of

knowing that he can
.\

his model,· al! but

never emulate the

Achilles, and,
\

illustriousness of

{

self-abandonment.

..

•
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~Ab~d: ne eyed her striding across 'the room. He

noted he~dispropbrtions, her posture, the lack of fine

tuning in her skin and bone structure, the heavy fal1 of

her feet. It put him in mind of the way she groomed

~erself, the meticulous application of color, highlight,
-,

hyperbole of lashand brow. Transfixed in mirrored

concentration, solipsistic among brushes, pencils,

applicators', vials of viscous, bottled beauty and nostoril

searing bases and polishes, she was l~st to him,. as he

supposed he was lost to her, trimming his toenails into
~

the bathtub, forgetting to flush them away. Was this

50 different trom the uxorial travails of narcissism

he had benignly ignored for a fifth of a century-? Yes,

actually, it was.

He asked Joanne if she and her husband had gone on

a honeymoon. She told him they had gone to Greece~· All

she could remember, she said, was that it was blue and
, ....

yellow and white. Shè said it was beautiful in the after~,

noon when no one was around, but that it was 50 hot she

could remember only colors. No shapes. It was very
, .

(

.
basic for a while, she continued, and ~hen Tom wou~d

•
want to go somewhere.She admitted 'that at night it was

like any place else where people have a few drinks and

exchange eroticisms, butduring the day it was the greatest

blue in the world.
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Memory: the commingling shadows of trees splashing

the ground, the sudden appearance of a stone half-wall,

the thin layer.of ·loose dirt on top of the wall, the bare

ground on the other side, the weak sunlight thinly spread

over the path. .-

{

Grosvenor at dawn, completely deserted, the sound

of a bus accelerating on nearby Queen Mary Road.

On St. Helents Island, walking along the river~

the po~ntless lappirig of the water, the immense canti

levers of.the Jacques Cartier Bridge.

The heavy gargoyles lining theeves, the rough grey

stone of the building, the yellow.windows, the sign:

WATCH OUT FOR FALLING ICE.

The red lipstick thickening Catherine'smouth, the

thin line of her lips visible at close range, the greasy

smear of the kiss.
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He had decided at some point that history was an

'important thing ta know. ; He was attracted by the ab

stractness of it: stripped of its color, of the incidentals

of names, dates and places, there was ageometric beauty

ta it, a purity of forro 'and line in the movements of

mass migrations, the swellingand diminishing"of peoples
, .

and nations, the sterility or pure strategy a~d diplo-
•

matic maneuver. It was reducible ta elements that inter-
•

related in a pattern of inevitability, sustained by re-
•

curring, ineluctable themes of hu~ger, space, exchange,

.aggression, power. It was self-reflexive: it was about

itself, the artifice of its patterns were about nothing

but themselves. History was a theory about itself.

Nothing meaningful ever happened: .it was just a question

of glamour, of glamourizing the collective memory, and

Herold did not believe in heroes, progress, great men,

.0,

gods,or glamour.

The city of Susa is dominated?y the river upon

the banks of which it is situated. This river does more

than support the city's economy; it molds the conscious~

ness of the inhabitants. They are a river people, superior

in kind to, aIl others; they)are blessed with·an unlimited

freedom o~egress should they corne under attack from the

landward side; theirstreets flow away from the river in
,-

broad b~ulevards that mimic the curvaceous meanderings i

•
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of rushing water. The city is constructed in sueh a way

that from every point the river is._visible: thus,no
..

bUi~ng; 'especially near the waterfront, is allowed

to be'built too high and an artificial slope has been

laboriously .fabricated 50 that the entire city slants

upwajd in. tiers .. Naturaliy, the gods that are worshipped

here are river gods and the staple.of the local diet is

fr.esh-water. fish. Alexan.der·, impatient with such pro

vincialis~, orders the erection of huge silos behind the.. .
piers, 50 thatthe populace may enjoy bread made from

imported grains.. This, of' course, obliterates aIl view

of the river from. alh but ~he most elevated vantages,

and severely dislocates the sensibilities of the Susians,
•

who waste no time in dismantling the silos as soon as_

he is gone, and who subsist for months ~nereafter on

grain-.fed fish.

•
Joanne emptied him like a jar of jam. This is what .'..",

'"he thought: she-spread'him on her toast and licked the knife.

Yes, Joanne, l am going to wanderoff.A week here,

a week there, a chang,: of venue. 'r shall spend my.money

'in hotels, haye. my laundry done by sweaty young French

girls' with no teeth in infernal sub-basements.
,

.-
4-

'.
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Mobilized! he reshuffled his pack, demanded a.,

redeal, sought the decisive hand tha~ wouId win the
, ."
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. " ,

l, pot. Only the stakeseluaedhirn. He c'ircled, he

feinted, he yo-yoed, he 'aimed at thé sun,.but he found

himself to be a creature of continents, notseas and skies.

He zeroes in, testinghis valence.

WeIl, what do you b~lieve in?

•

(

, ,

Hard to "say.

Do you believe in life after death?

l have no eschatological expectations, no.

You don't believe in heaven and hell?

l don't believ~ in heaven, no.

But you believe in hell?

l believ~n·damnation. -How about grace?
•

Grace is a good one. Goes with damnation, right?

50 are you to be damned or saved?

l'm té ignorè the whole thing and see what happens.

What do you think wiil happen?

My"brain shrugs its shoulders.
'("':] ..~.':,r

Don 't you think you could make som.ething happen;"'"

one way or the~ther?

l really hat~ to be presumptuous.

, .

)

..,

.-'

\1:1' •

,

.,
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That sounds va~ely ir!esponsible.

Aha.
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•
"

. '. .
Lik~you don't want to have control of your own

,life.
.

50 that's my problem.

Oh, stop it.

, .

'.

,

".....

.'. It stop;; by itself,. sooner or later.

l'm going to leave you alone now.

Hey you ..

. Rey lJle' what?

Try no~'t6 panic.

f
Pe~sepolis is weIl known for the majesty of its.,

(

\ buildings, which tend tie' be' several storeys higher thàn
.-

those in other cen~ral Asian cities and employ far'greater ,

amounts.of marble and granite. There is hardly a building

in t~e. ent~re city that is without. a columned .portico ,

abd an,ela~te frieze on its entablature. This is the·

. pride of Persepolis: .that one can scarcely take a .bath

orbuya tenderloin of pprk without participating in

the UQiquitous grandeur. Every shop. and every stable i~

a' monument. Oddly, thePE:0ple are not jaded by constant

contact with such magnificence; a~though they pretend

. to be blasé and to take for granted thesplendor of their...

daily surroundings, they are.always reminding themsèlves

.,
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that they li~e in PE~EPOLIS, the world's finest, most
...... '

exciting city. ·(d.espite the high çrime rate, :sl6venly
-..-,

stàteof pubit.. services' and. f.nevitable ' decrepi4ation, .

of sorne of the older edrtices) " andthat their. personal

" so~stication ~s unpâralleled~ When they boast ta

outsiders that'they, are native Persepolites, they, me.~;n
J'

",

.. ,

."

", .

,-}',

'.

~o inspire envy and awe, the same awe that th~y themselves

feel toward their own situatio~, for they can hardly pe-, '

lieve that they are 50 fortunate' as to live here, i~~the
t' : ..

cap{tal of ~he world. They aFe somew?at ins~lted and

confused,therefore, when Alexander, far from holding

them and the~r city-in the accustorned rèverence,'chooses

. to 'burn down sorne of ',their finest b~ildings, ihclu~ing

that centerpiece'of modern c{vilization, t,be 'palace of-
, .~'

ti).e persiat\ k~. .

.
" Berold thought he might ·J,ike to be dead •. The

,

problem was that there were sa few really appearing ways,
of realiiing"that thought .. He thought of gu.11s(too messy),

, .
,ingesting massive amount.s of to':Ci.c.chemicalsubstances

o
'p •

(rather drawn out: an'd unpredictable)., op~ning his :veins

in~ a ~arni. tub (a If.ttle' too' clàssï~al in '"a pretehtiou.s

""'sort of way), 'and drowning(J1e .would·rather his life did'
...,.." ".' . ",~".fI .~. .,' _~ ..':M· .. .

not pa~'s before his eyes, that.h).:s",.bé'ard were not. matted .
. ~- - ' , .. "~ "~".. . .. ~.

4 . to~is fade, that his dleeks ~~renot:.. ~\tl.611en and blue

.. ,

"

-- .

il .'

"
" .

i a ,
.." .

..
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upon discovery}. Leaping" from tall buildings was de

fi"nitely out "{too sens~tional} ~ and taking wi1?g in .

front of a rushing train was to~ disconcertingly ~iterary, 

(not ta mention the ~npleasantly suggestive symbo1ism).
- , '" \. " '.

The'mea~s we~e'undeniabiyugly~althOu9h the end was not J

\
~ithout its attractions. But hewould neve~ do such a

thing, for fear of adding one more failure te an already

tediously prolix lista

Be tolerànt, he said at the door ....

l'm glad you're b~ck, Joanne said.

ll~, possessed of an àrcane prurience. It unhihg~s

my synap~es..
!

l 'm flattered.,',

,Memory in the making, consciously being constructed:
.

The sound of the timer goipg off on the stave. A,
.

tangle 9f tree roots and underbrush between two paths on,

th~ mountain. The srnell'of roasted chicken.. , ,
The river"..

at,night; seen from a rooftop restaurant;. their reflections.
in the'window, smiling. The chànging coler of. the bar-b~que.

~ ,.

(

sauce 'as it cornes to a boil.
Q• ......

.. "

' ..

..
"

t "
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I" got used to, having you around.,'

'Was not her' voiee the merest tad tao nasal;.?

Me too.'

In the sink the trimmings of his beard, which was

now contoured to accentuate the shape of bis face.

370
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( .
~.

,
, In his bràinCatherine buzzed like a bee in a glass

jar.

•
, ,

The ~üblic works of Pasargadae are its most out7,

standing feature. Indeed;, it ,'is a city of sewers. A

vast network of clay and stone pipes lies beneath,the
. ,

streets a~d, ,in fact, forros an underground city ~n

its own right, com~lete with inhabitants and a code

of l~ws. These sewer dwellers often lounge on street-

•
corners during midda'Y, leaning up a'gainst .the walls, of

buildings and temples, begging alms ,and mocking passers-
!!i ,

by. At night t ey return ,to th,ir subterrane,an dwellings:,

ies, abandonedshafts, the escarpment that

bisects each pipeline which ,was ~rigi~aiiy iritènded to.

serve as a walkway for workmén and engineers_ Eve~ 50

often a sGy is done and' statistics generated té:> prove
" .

that agreater percentageo~ the~populàtio~esides in

-the sewer system than in the city proper. No steps are
, .

t~~en to a~leviate this imbalanc~, however, for Jlte

sewer-dwéllers perform th~useful function of,unjamming

..
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blocked pïpes and generally keep tni~~~' flowing s~oothly,

as indeed they must to ensure theirown comfort. 50

depêndent, in fact, have the Pasargadaeans become on

the rninistrations of their fellow citizens underground

~that they have learned to bear with equanimity, and

. even with smiles and encouragement, the steady bcfl:age of'

insults and mocki~g epithets that these derelicts level

at them from every sidewalk aIl afternoon.

,

l'Il never get marriedagain,'no matter how

attractive the man is, no matter how grèat he is in

bed, no matter how much he makes me laugh. no matter

how weIl he cleans his teeth.

Under no circumstances?'..
/.1,

. '~'1.;

J

••

No matter how intelligent he is, no matter how

much pain he fails to cause me.

/

~tbecame apparent, as hi~ thought developed, ~~at

things broke down, became more discrete, History became

a series of moments,. a compilation of little meanings

patcned ,together, and the Jmplicit truncation of cause
. , .

and effect made the inj:.erior dynamicsirrelevant. Those

shaped things lost necessity.

human elements, thoùghts and feelings, that had previously
. 0 .

The ~hings now spoke for

t

,

themselves, dictated their own unconceived patterns.

.Th~ lines and colors that at one time were arranged to'

•• , ;:



depict specifie referents--atree, a nude, a bowl of

fruit--were reduced to what they were:'linet::~dcolors.

They were defined by their own mi~im4~izati6n; they were',

finally allowed to ~press their own reality without

the burden of reflecting something other.They had

become themselves. But this decomposition did not stop

with the achievèment of abstraction.' It became distanced;

(
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eventu~lly reality became more and mOre filtered until

it lost shape entirely~ ang this chaos wap akind of
o

cosmic psychosis. Breakdown was universal, recoveri

optional., Aha, Herold concluded, a recrudescence of

hysteria that must be denied emotional hegemony •

•

At the heart of Samarkand lies an immensecemetary,

virtually a city withinthe city. Each grave is marked

identically with a small hexagonal obelisk about three

feethigh, on one '!face,of which is'~arved, vertically,

tpe name of the deceased and~ the dates of his life, the

latter reckoned inyears fromth~ founding of the city.
·à

The 3raves 'are divided'into blocks of lots, separated

5
by wide, tree-lined lanes.

accor,ding to social class,

and degreeof contribution

These'blocks are segregated

occupation~ manner of dea}h ,

to th~ deveiopment of 't~ city.
•

(

The place of grea~est honor is reserved for those ~ho

died in battle, followedby cïty officials and "public
'. It" , ,,', •

administràtors, aristocrats:,'tradesmen and, lastly, the

, ,

\, -
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( insolvent. Women are buried separately, har~ots in

one block, ,aIl others in another, with the former being

marginally more exalted. Amongthe living ït iS,a
C

'matter of the gravest urgency where one wil1 be buried;
•

•

every ambition is directed toward procu~ing a greater ,

"post-mort~m status than one's fellows. In this regard

the female residents are faced with a paradox, seemingly

designed to· test their ingenuity: although wbores are

treated with greater respect after death, they are univer-

Thus no woman actively chooses

posse.sses the lIlOral ~uragethis profession unless she
, , )

to sacrifice worldly honor for posthumous reward, and,
... ~.. '" .

that is the reason why she is so respected after death.

sally. reviled while alive.

He leaned back against the plush of ~ chair and

experimented with thenear and distant focus of his eyes,
f

watching first the river, then their reflection in the

Wi~dow, then the.river,7t~e~ Joanne's face Which was

•

partially obscured b~hind a haze of smoke.

, .

.,



Begin with a mountain. In this. light (there is

none)it is only a father. Around its slopes construct

J'
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''- a glamourou~ and timeless city_. This is Ecbatana, a

city. of embellishments~
•

\ 0" .
Carved heads jut from the comices. ,

,

of every building, monumental columns carved'in bas-relief

with historical ~nd mythological scenes'punctuate each

intersection, nb post or fixture is consideredfinished

until it is embroidered with floweryexcrescences and

elaborate ornamentation in the form of carved vine\ and

superfluous bronze trellises. strangely, none of ~his

brilliant but useless decoration is visible unless one

stands right nextto it. From a distance the city presents

an aspect of implacable.seyerity arid coldness, to which

~, the huge central mountain contributes the greatest part.

~he inhab~tants, too, convey an impression of distance

and lack of warmth, and t~nd to be laconic and sarcastic .
•

Only when orie knows them better does it become obvious

that they arerather overly rond of rhetorical flourishes,

for, like their ,city" they give nothing to the unini~iated.

.!

,:.;(.

(
.", f .

"

'.
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Joanne wasalseep when he came into the room. She
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wore only a braand panties, exposed.to draught and loss

of heat. She was beautiful, of course, as aIl sleepers are,

awash in flickering Late Show light from the television•.

He coveredher with a floral sheet that did DOt match

the pillowcase~, tucking the end around her feet.They

were dead, unresponsive to tickling stroke~, white, red

taloned, cold. He watched her body carve a ép:ooveof

warmth into the sheet, her eyelids vibrantwith dreaming,

as the icy, spastic TV beam irradiated her. His hands

were.wet,his legs shook: he was free.

Each body in the crowd--perhaps unconsciously but

nevertheless perceptibly--stiffens when he appears. Each
.

body is wary, fearing and.hoping that it will he noticed,

bracing. itself .for an unexpected blow. When· ocithing
..

happen~ it is as if a great victory has been WC!), an,
arduous task brought to asuccess;ul conclusion.

It isthe l~k of solemnity that is' disquieting •
........ '
~ ,

And Bagoas, dancing in the open air bèneath the.,. ~ .

white buildings:'" A few banal words are. exchanged among

the spectators, whose conversation is strangely lacking

(

in animation.

It isthe same wherever they march, aIl ci~s

being one citYr Alexandria, Alexandrianopolis.
. .'•

'.
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Interlude.

The end of snow was the'beginning of--what?
.. .{.

Hi9h,fash~on on the boulevard,' 50 to speak. Long~

haired French g.irls inl:1igh-waisted skirts and crisp. .

blouses·on st. Catherine St., well-coiffed hangers-out

spill.ing from sidewalk bistros,. warm nights of well-..
groomed excitement.~.

Something:·.·.l:ike that.
. ,,- .. ::<,..

St. Denis ,St. d~bates

.. '

on the comparative wisdom

..~.....~.~~-~- :

. .

. /'
. . ~.

of Marcuse and Malraux, Sartre and Barthes r Levesque'" '.,1

and talk show hostess/maitresse du culture Lise Payette?
'.,

. The~e. was that. "J

.. O~her manifestations of equàl ins~gnificance, to~

"

gether with a .gener~l feeling that winter is really a
...

plot cooked up in sorne demented cosrnic imagination?

That, too .

. .
Locus: yaul Bradley1s kitchen •

.'
Present: Paul Bradley, Alan Sansavar.

'Absent: Joanne Harrington. .

The Deal: The cards are dealt face dovn in the

layout known as the Celtic Cross •

(

• .' .. '

"

'\

..
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Enigma Solved: the. key unriddled,

( -

(

Describe Paul:~ Hehas cancelled dreams of long

yachts and lazy days of mixing metaphors in tropical

foreign' cliIites, although poetry is'still as good a line..
as any, and better than most, for knockingoff a quick

piece.

• Describe'Alan: He has the big connection, the open

wire to outer space in a'metabolic rush of intellection,

the occult flow 01 supra-sanity along the openë~ched
•
'~.

gaug~ of the Grand

the way illumuned, the prophet ~espised, naturally,

but not'in h~s own kitchen.

Dialogue follows.

We should really choose a female card, 'seeing as "she

is in absentia, as ft were, which limits us--well, actually,

it doesn't l~it us very,much at aIl. Something appropriate,

though. Let's see. Not Temperance, surely. Hmm. Here
, . ,

"

we ~o ,'. ,La Papesse.

')wa~t a minute.

" The High priestess'to you.

What's this high priestess business?,

Oh, a number of things. There's this sort of spurious

lègend about Pope JoqnVIII, that hewas really a woman

~.. '

from,Mainz,l think, named.
., Il. ,

~. "

a connection.r~ght there.

Doésn~tseem terribly

Johannes Angelius. There's J'
Died in childbirth,'apparently. '

,... ,"

relevantsomehow, except for

WeIl, the story's apocryphal anyway.(
the name,'

;.J",
.',:'
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The Righ Priestess

She talks to Rerold. .He loves her, . doèsn 1 the?

Reis old: gon~fifty. -It doesn't matter. Heknows ail

the tricks, but he pretends to have. forgott~n them.

some;times he's there and.sometimes he. isn\t. Re moves

in and out. She doesn't care.She doesn't know where

he goes when he's gone but that's okay. Reis in touch
.'

with his wife. She doesn't mind. His wife would like

him to come home to her; maybe he's trying to make up

'.
his mind. Jealous? No, not anymore. He's weak, the

. poor bastard.
,

How did it happen?

She guesses it was her fault. He had his.eye on.

(

her; though. She wanted him (he had class, ha ha)._:._._......-..-..,..

Therest ~as clear enough.

She talks to him..
I.do, you know.

l think you do.

He loves her .

,

, .

'.

You think l 'm confused. . l' m b:ying. not' to burden

you. l don't· want you to think you have to put up with ~

me.

l was wondering. l mean, why you come and go.

l don't want you to think l'm trying to take·over

your life.·

{
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What happened that you don't love your wife?
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Is it important? . ,... ,
'-

Is it because she made ~ feel small when she left"

Do you'want me to love her?

~ want you'to do wnat you want.

l want to db what-I-want-.-·
.

She talks to Herold. He gives her little smiles

• (teeth still good, a gap between the twofrOnt ones)

. and. does things with his eyes that she supposes are

meant te be endearing. Maybe they are. She must have

picked him· for a~eason.

~

Alexander and Aristotle walk through the city,

which, likemany others, is named'Alexandria .. They .pass- .
through streets and gardens, groves and squa~es; they

, . . ~.;. ..
stand on.balconies· and gesture 'at the view; they light

'. - "torches to ~lluminate subterranean passagewaysl they.

clilnb staircases and run jerkily do~' ramps. ,
, '

. Almost the enti.rety of the Arist6telian opus da,tes

from theperiod 33~ to ~23 B.e.; that is, from'Ale~ander~s

invasion of Asia to his death a decade later.. "

There are three1types of science, Aristotle says
•

as' they rest on.a stone bench: creation, which is telé-. .,'
"

ological'; action, whii:::h is ,se1f/sufficient~'and theory,

IhiCh is se~f~ref1exive. Th~,~t~:, .is superior, ~fqr the

man who engag~sin it needs noth~ng but his own mind.(

• 'l
, .

"

"
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l am that man, Alexander says. There is nothing

outside the city,except mirrorswhiéh reflect the ci~y,

and the city is my imaginatiol},.
!'" ~

The ci~y, is a part of nature, .Aristotle says: and

..

-1:-

..........
".

~ not of law. It is inherent, not statutory. Whoever

lives without a citf i5 ~i~her higher or ~ower than a

,man: a' beast or a god. ,And each city is separate and

indeperident, s~lf~sufficient unto' its~lf.

..

, .
No, Alexander says.

am its'besti~od. 0

1

There is only: one city and I
"

(
The creamy, kind: 'fat mochas, petit fours, m±lles feuilles.

,.... • • !
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She is readY.(
one, even. empty'.

'-
A suitcase is pac~d._ It's a heavy.-

-t
She sits in a.chair and looks at it;

., .
. it's aS'solid and as at-home as apiet:e of furniture.

AlI she has to do now is decide ona destination~nd a
.

mode of transportation.
) . . .

she~goes into the bathroom and looks'at the pills. ,.
•
in. the cabinet.' 'Each bottle is from a differ~nt drug-'

,

.';
,~

~. store. ~here doesn't seem to be very many.

room window and when she~oes to sleep at night she~'

.
has to bu~y herf~ce i~ a pillow.

outside. There is a streetlamp right out~ide'her bed-
•

.'

..... ...

-
..

and paints her n~ils

noisè from the traffic

on'the'toilet set

"Thére is a'lot of

She sits

,

Chinesel'l.ed. ,

.

"

, ,

•
Hi, Joanne, how are you?

l don't feel well.
, .

• 'If

. ;

. .

" What' 5 wrong?

l've bee.n throwill9 u'p.,

Th~re' s, flu goi-rg !round.

,

•

,Sure, .Mom. How's Flûto?'

, '."

Are you 'alright?

.. .. '
"

divorce, Joann~'~ mother cQuldn't stand having hlm aroûn~.
• • 1 )."" #'1" ~.

.~s alwaY5~nderfoot, leaping on her whenèv~~ sh~...• 1 . . , ..

appeared, oblivious to her coinmarids. ,YShe'l'Iad to ~10,se

, ,

'k
, . ',' .

"He' mi..sses 'you. '. -.. ,
'.. . "': ;.~

-Pluto was dëstroYed,years ago.

" -

• 1 t

After her,secon~.

. .
"

<., .
> ..

(
_ ..~ \

.~.

..
:

""
~ ; ..

.:

'.

.'

1

.-
•.• J ~ "

. ~.'
,IIJ .' ,',

",' .
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(

the ooors to aIl the rooms in the hpuse so that he wouldn't

rip them apart, carry pieces of clothing or cushions from

,room'to room, or let go with an unexpected urination:

~he grew ti~~d of always having to remember to close the

doors oehind her whenever she went from the'bedroom to
,,'

the kitchen. She didn't want to live behind closed doors

Just because sorne stup~d an~mal didn't have the sense to

leave her alone. And the house was a wreck. Left to

his own devices (such as they were), Pluto chewed up

aIl the carpeting on the stairs, so that she was asha~ed

to have anyone in. So she had him put away, had the

house recarpeted and repainted, learned to p1ay bridge,
~

\ and told he~$elf that PlutQ had gone to live i~ the

country with a nice family that let him play outside

aIl day, where there was plenty of space for him to

run around in, cool air (he sweated a lot), and other

au naturel benefits conducive to his doggie fulfillment.

Joanne decided that she was pregnant. The prophy-

lactic foam she had been using since her separation from

Tom (Paul: This stuff is disgusting; Herold: Kind of a

mood killer, isn't it?) had obviously let her down.

Her gynecqlogist concurred (congrat6Iations, Mrs. Harring~

ton!). She thought it would be a great injustice to have

the thing scraped out of her womb, although it:w~s bare-

ly into the reptilian phase of its development. On the

other hand, it made her nervous to think of it growing

.'
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inside her like a.pinch of yeast in warm water. 1t

would be born in March: a Pisces, like her .
•

l miss him •. Don't you?

You should see the house. 1t looks brand new~

l had aIl the woodert mouldings varnished.

1'I~ have to stop by.

383

Her mother smoked cigarettes with charcoal filters.

She kept them in the. refrigerator 50 they wouldn' t',go

stale, but they did anyway because she only smoked two

or three a day. Every afternoon she drank a demitasse

of Turkish coffee and ate a piece of halvah.

l got a new glass table.for the patio. We can

sit outside.

l've decided to go to Toronto, Herold said. 1.' ve .

applied for a post at York.

What made you do that?

It was either that or buy a motorcycle and head

for the Rockies. But l really don't see the point in

that kind of thing. It's not imperative to change that

radically. This way l can just sort of slip into some

thing comfortable and still recognize 'myself.

WeIl, good luck.

Don't you want to come?

,
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-
You want to take me with you?

1 think that might be nice.
)

iDon't youthink l'rn happy where I am?

She went out to the balcony where he sat peering

at the traffic.

Do you think l'rn getting fat?

You look fine to me.

384

live put on about five pounds.
~

It doesn't show. ..

Look at .this. (She grabbed an inch of flesh at her

side and rolled it between her fingers.)

WeIl, what do 1 ~now.

Three large trucks rumbled past.- Herold scrutinlzed

them closely" as.lf they were carrying his most p'recious

belong"ings.,

You love t~is place too muoh to leave it, Joanne said.

1 wish I.did.,

to my

say?

< •
a dream that 1 was repe~ting a phrase

It's not what is that cou~ts,

.~..
What oes that mean?

1 have no idea.

You're dreaming in color. Isn't that what the French

One of us is.
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In less than a year she had moved four times: from

385
.;

and ate as often as .possible.

(

Tom's tO,Paul's to the Watson's in New York to Dorchester.

Now she might move again,to Toronto with Herold.

How do you think I feel? she said to her mother,

who was looking at a partially defolia~ed tree that had ~..
been one of pluto's favorite pissoirs.

Like a gypsy.

~ike a tennis ball.

Like a migrating bird?

Oh, stop it.

Those crab apples are in pretty bad shape •

..
Late in the evenings, when the bar was almost empty,

Joanne put down her tray and had a few drinks. At a

certain point she would feel that she couldn't hold any

°more without getting sick but by then she was usually

dr~k. At home she filled her refrigerator 'with food
i

She filled herself until /

it hurt, until she had eradicated every trace of hunger,

every last murmur of appetit~ 5he let herself be pick

ed' up by stran~ers in the bar and let them fill her up,

too, with their small talk, affiPitions, failures, lies,

abuses, charm, quirks and silences. She read as many

-
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..
( books as she had time for: Beautiful Losers, The Alexandria

Quartet, Anna Karenina, Good Morning, Midnight, Henri

Troyat's"bioqraphy of Tol?toy, the diaries of Anais Nin. ~

July 28.·· 1 haven 1 t had a diary since high schOèll.

(

Whom does one write for? Don't you always expect ~hat

someone will read it years later? How can you be h9nest

under those circumstances? My hiqh school diaries are

lost. l think l threw them away. ,l would be ashamed

of them ·now. They were fùll of the üsual adolescent ,
/

stuff, boys l was in love wi~. When l first met Paul

he showed me his diary, .just as Tolstoy showed his to

his fiancé. Tolstoy claimed to have done it out of a

need for absolute honesty, 50 that the ~oman would know, -
what she was getting. Paul did it, l'm sure, out of pride

inhimself. 50 did Toistoy, probably. Today 1 skipped

lunch and l was hung~y aIl day. After work 1 ate a srnoked

meat and french fries at Dankoff's. The guy 1 was with

had was a cup

the corner of

was a pool in the

fighting ail night long.-. .building. l heard his neighb

Guy and Maisonneuve,· He said

said he was a software salesman, All

of coffee, He lived in a high-rise

5ummary: he was an d lover--no stars',

What did he think about while he doing it?- His eyes

were closed, it must have been somethl g. l didn't corne.

(
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{ •
He felt really bad about it but what could he do? l was

a stranger , a write-off. He said l should call him up
~

sometime and come use the pool. Too bad l can't swim.

Today l'm going·to try to make coconut meringues. l hope
•

it's not too damp. He told me.I looked lonely. l told

him l liked myself too much for that. He had a picture

of Gurdjieff on his wâll.

'.
'.

l don't see any point in going to Toronto.

Oh.

It seems stupid tc.me.

If you cared about me you would come .
•

If you cared about me you would st~y. '

l don't care·for th?t rhetorical kind of reasoning.

l don't care if you càre.
.

You're just trying to start an arg~ment.

50 what?

Joanne cleaned house. 5he indulged in a spree of'

discarding the irrelevant: old clothes, notebooks, bank

book obsolescent term papers, textbooks, trinkets she

throw away were photographs but these, too,things
..J

were ruthlessly dumped: ·~erself as a child in a Loo-short

had ca ed for years from place to place. The hardest·

(
white dress (now'grey in the picturel, holding a large

ball, crying; a group sho't of chHdren in pointed party..
•
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hats, sitting around a table waiting for her to cut the

cake while her mother, smi~ing, held a large-hilted knife

in Joannets recalcitrant fingers; Tom lea~n\g against

an abstract sculpture in the park across the street from,
the National Gallery in Ottawa, ankles crossed, hands

in pockets, hair clumping over his forehead, a nervous

smile; Tom, coming out of the kitch~p, beaming, a tall

gin fizz raised to toast the camera; Paul in his under-

wear, leaning over a typewriter ori top of a stack of

newspapers on a coffee table, a cigarette dangling self-

consciously from ryis mouth--l'écrivant; Paul behind the

desk"of the hotel where he worked, his shirt open to

the waist, grinning; a shot Paul left behi?d of a pros

titute leaning on the desk, her face invisible behind

huge round sunglasses; Herold in his canvas. hat, point~

ing a finger at his temple like a gun, his grizzled

cheeks puffed out with air; herself looking straight

•
in~o the Yens, her head tilted, her lips sucked in at

the cOFners, impatiently. It was a great pleasure to

throw things away, neaten existence,' organize the re-

maining necessities into tidy compartments. Her aborted

diary went along, eoo, along with a dollar map of, .

M""OP~l~" TO'O~

(~
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My mind is a blank, Alexander says,' that I. must

fill with a tracery of roadways more random than'any-

thing encountered in nature.

389
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Beside him lies Hephaestion, his naked torso hatched
-'. ,;.

with purple scars and yellow bruiség~nis eyes already

closed in sleep. .-
Each city that l enter, Alexander continues, becomes

a part of the one city which my imagination continually

invents, the consummàte Alexandria. Because Alexandria

contains all cities, the particulars of any individual

city can be derived from it. It 'includes,'comprises,

in fact, the avenues of Ephesus, the melifluousness and

stench of Miletus, the agoras of Halicarnassu~with

their endless baskets of olives and dates and row after

row of freshly slaugh~red carcasses suspended on hooks,

the mobs of industrious laborers in Gordium, dusty with

the toil of centuries, the temples and shrines of Siwah,

.~ the ghosts and whores and torturous alleys and cul-de-sacs

of Babylon, the clear river and"sloping sUbur~s of Susa,

the skyscrapers of Persepolis, the sewèrs an~derelicts

of Pasargadae, the forbidding mountain and minutely worked

adornments of Ecbatana, and the immeasurable huriai grounds

-of Samarkand.

~. 1

-
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Hephaestion, motionless on the camp bed, breathes

quietly through his mouth. Alexander holds his hand an
,

inch from the sleeper's lips to feel the warm breath on

his palm.

390
1
l

C.

And yet the city is never complete, Alexander says.

There is always something missing, often ~he tiniest de

tail that one would never notice except by its absence.

It already exists somewhere else, perhaps beyond the Oxus

or the Indus. There is always anpther city, the hidden

wonders of which can only be discovered, not invented.

I dream of a city that is all-inclusive, sitting on the

edge of a river, constructed around a great hill capped

with an acropolis, ful~ of high towers.and sunken streets,
•

where anything conceivable can be bought or leased, a

city of theatres and }ibraries and taverns, a city with

a memory.

Hephaestion is awake now, listening to his lover's

voice.

That is every city, he says.

all alike.

They are all the same,-

(

That is true, Alexander says, because 1 dreamt them

all. Before me, they were all different. Now they are

twists of the same convoluted dream, inside this tent:
~

"'the se hundr.ed square feet are Alexandria, are Alexander.,
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She counted the pills. Now there were enough. She

sènt them down with ginger alè. She didn't look back:

that would have been undignified.

•

•

..
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Ultraviolet

Herold looks up from.the silent TV to the mirror

above the dresser. His face is a puffy mask, swollen

from the fresh shave. Sitting naked on the'edge of the

bed his body seems too small for his head, bulbous with

its dilated cheeks. He searches his suitcase for a cigar
'.

and finds sorne notes he has made for the class he is to

give at york. 'He throws them away without reading them.

There are no cigars; he has jüst smoked the last one,

talking to Catherine on the phone.

Is this any way to l~ve?

•What do you mean?

1 don't know.

Listen, l'm painting a picture of our living room.

Why don't you come home and pose in it?

What 1 mean is, you have to keep your distance,

filter it out .. If.you turn your back for five minutes,

you're finished.

Why don't you just come home, Bill?

1 don't have the answer to that one either.

He watches TV. He find~ Channel 9: Cablevision.

Jt's a show about belly dancers, filmed on location in

a nightclub. The dancer on the screen has muscular,..

,
i
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heavy-veined forearms and.~ long black pqnytail.
, .

He

watches the intricate·maneuvers of her hands, ~lackin9

cymbals .like disembo~ied mouths talking to each'othèr_

He turns up the sound. The music is wild, beckoning,

savagely insistent,' hypnot1.c, a sinuous cocoon woven of
.

pleading strings and driving rimshots. The dancer's

red veil floats over ~ spectator's head, mussing his
a ~

hair. It i5 music without intelligen~e, without forro;

raw, a music of pure instinct. The dancer is smiling as

. - she spins·away from the ernbarrassed spectator to the

center of the floor, her hips grinding in perfect circles
•

on intersecting planes, he~ pqnytai1 swishing ~gainst

the nape of her neck, her hands twis~ing on th~ pivots

of her wrists like insane bird5 chained by the feet to

their perches.

)

-

Montre-al-'columbus-New York, 1977-1981

\

/

"

\
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How clean the sun ~hen seen in its idea,
Washed in the re~~est cleanliness of a heaven
That has expelleaus and our images.

l

It Must Be Abstract

Any theoretical approach to modern fiction is bound

t~ove inadequate, for the novel as it is written today

(that is, ~he "art~novel"), and'as it has been written, ,
since the time of Joyce, Proust, Kafka, et al., resists

'" .
classificat~on according to the old categories that suffic-

ed for the long fiction of pre~ious ~pochs. The criteria

for judging the worth of the nineteenth-century novel, for

example, (e.g., well-developed plot, rounded characters,

realistically rendered milie~) no longer carry the same

weiqht.

Modern literature can be characterized by three major

trehds: psychological penetration, emphasis on the low

mimetic and preoccupation'with form. These trends derive,

in ~he main, from the ideas of Freud, Marx and modern

physics.

We are now~ it seems, in a period of "post-modernism."
,

T~ psychological novel and the novel of social realism

haveqone the way of the naturalistic novel of the last

century~ We are left with a novel that is at once more

empty, in the popular view, less accessible ta the general

reader, and more aesthetic, "pure," self-conscious and

elitist. ".
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The preoccupation with forro is in part a reaction

against the idea of "sensibility" that prevailed in the

nineteenth century. For many modernists and post-modern-

ists, technique rs an end i~ itself, just as the develop

ment of sensibility was an end in itself in t~e last cen

tury (and the ce~tury before that). Furthermore, modern

physics shattered man's image of the universe and disrupt-

ed him from his time-honored place in it. Our percept~on

,of reality was radically altered. It became evident that

what is perceived is not necessarily an accurate picture

of the world. As Wallace Stevens asserts in "Metaphors

of a Maq.nifico," th~re are as many different realities as

there are people: "Twenty men c~ossing a bridge,/Into a

village,/Are twenty men crossing twenty bridges,/Into

twenty villages." The only thing that is ultimately real, ..
according to Stevens, is the imagination that creates

and orders ,accepted reality. If the world can offer no

ultimate reality, if all reality is reducible to a pattern

of mind, then that pattern sup~r~edes whatever raw material

" it orders. It is not difficult to see how a new scientific

sensibility could lead to a new artistic one.

,',. The superficial eccentricities of modernist literature

~ .' \, are of secondary importance: . They do, however, reveal a

:;dissati~faction with trie forros of the past that is indica

~tive of the modernist feeling that the outrooded conventions, '

,
, ,

" '
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represent an outmoded universe. But now the modernist

universe itself has become outmoded. Modernist conven-

tions are no longer adequate to express the needs or

reflect the sensibility of a society that looks forward

to a new understanding of itself, to a new (one hesitates

tO'say it) complacency.

In his two essays, "The ~ehumanizatioit of Art" and.

"Notes on the Novel," Ortega y Gasset discusses sorne of

the major' trends in modernist art, including fiction, and

points to sorne of. the developments that would later become

characteristic of post-modernism.

His first point is that the new art is unpopular.

While this may have been true of the arts in general at

]

1
1,
"

(

the time of his writing (1948) it is not so true now. Having

passed through a "stage of quarantine,,,l the modernist style

in painting and dance, for example, has become accepted, to

the extent that works considered outlandish a generation

aga are now canonical. Few still doubt the,legitimacy of

modern art. This same tolerance, however, has not been ex-

tended to the art of fiction. Avant-garde fiction is still

considered periphera1 by the majority of readers and even

critics. While Picasso, Miro and Mondrian have entered

the mainstream, have become, , in fact, the new establishment,
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writers like Beckett and Robbe-Grillet continue to go

begging for want of readers, if.not for want of critical

attention, even when they are considered serious or major

figures. Perhaps it is less demanding to spend a few

moments looking at an incomprehensible painting than to

spend several hours trying to read an incomprehensible

book, but the fact remains that these books have not

found favor among the public in the same wa~ that these

pai~tings have done.

said that "modern art

,
\

Thus Ortega was mistaken when he

. will always have the masses

against it."2 Modern art is no longer as elitist as it

once was; modern fiction, however, still iS.

Ortega's explanation for the unpopularity.of the new

art is that it is "dehumanized." Traditional art appeals

to the masses because of·its human content; the public

responds because it sees itsélf reflected in the work.

"It thus appears that to the majority of people aesthetic

pleasure means a state of mind which is essentially in

distinguishable from their ordinary behavior."3 When the

elements of form predominate over "human interest," the

response is negative: "a work that does not invite sentimental,
intervention leaves them withQ& a cue."4 The problem with

this popular attitudeis that ft ignores the fact that art

is art! "Not only is grieving and rejoicing at such human.

destinies as a work of art presents or narrates a very
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different thing from true artistic pleasure, but pre-

occupation with the human content of the work is in prin

ciple incompatible with aesthetic enjoymerit proper.· 5
•

This is precisely where the art of the nineteenth

century differs from that 'of the twentieth. The kind

of realism espoused by such writers as, say, Zola and

Trollope, or Jane Austen and Tolstoy, for that matter,

a tradition that is far from dead as such contemporaries

as Updike and Bellow demonstrate, is antithetical to

aesthetic contemplation.

Works of this kind are only partially works of art,
or artistic objects." Their enjoyment does not depend
upon our power to focus on transparencies and images,
a power characteristic of the artistic sensibility;
ail they require is human sensibility and willingness
to sympathize with our neighbors' joys and worries. 6

It should be noted at this point that the popular and

critically well-received novels of the Updike/Bellow sort

(one hesitates to say "school") do not necessarily repre-

sent the mainstream of current fiction. Other writers,

such as Ronald Sukenik and the better known John Barth,

have attacked the realistic tradition and defended the kind

of fiction that repudiates it. "It's a question of breaking

down the conventions of realism," Sukenik has said. "It's

just that the' novel is moving into new forms." 7 Barth

notes that a change of attitude is more important, and more

lasting, than mere technical innovation. The authors he

..~.
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prefers (Borges, Beckett, Nabokov, John Hawkes, Gass,

Barthelme~ share what he calls an attitude of "irrealism,"

and he predicts that this will become the m~jor character

istic of prose fiction. As for realism, "1 tend to regard,

it as a kind of aberration~in the history of literature."B
J

This "aberration'~ of realism is what modern art has

tried to efface in its quest to purify itself, to become

dehumanized, which Ortega de scribes as

&§êrogressive elimination of the human, all too
u n, elements predo~inant in romantic and natu~al

. tic production. And in this process· a point can
be reached in which the human content has grown 50

thin that it is negligible. We then have an art
which can be comprehended only by people possessed
of the peculiar gift of artistic sensibility ... 9

As he repeatedly emphasizes, "the new art is an artistic

t
,,10ar .

Moreover, there is really no point ~n trying to re-

peat the forms of the pasto It is just as senseless to

write a novel of manners,Aor example, as to compose an-

other wagnerian opera. It is sorne measure of the back-

wardness of literature, compared to the other arts, that

cOQtemporary examples of the former abound, while examples

of the latter are virtually non-existent.
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st~ives to deform reality, to. , breaW

,
.

i
i,
i.
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down the possibility of intercourse between the work and

the àudience. The artist "leaves us locked in an abstruse

universe~ surrounded by ~bjects with which human dealings

are inconceivable,. and thus compels us to improvise other

forms of intercourse completely distinct from our ordinary

ways with things ..... This new way of life which' pre-

supposes the annulment of'spontaneous life ~s precisely'

what we.call understanding anâ enjoyment of art."ll

Like Barth, Ortega calls the' art of the nineteenth

century \\3. maximum aberration in the history of taste. ,,12

And again: "The imperative of unrnitigated realism that
. - .

dominated the artistic sensibility of the last century

must be put down as a freak in aesthetic evolution.,,13

The new art is thus returning to a more natural, for it,

mode of expression or attitude, the "will to style", for

"aIl great periods of art have been careful not to let the

work revolve around human contents.,,14

Modern art , partiii.lly because of the negative influence

of the past, has become self-reflexive, ironic~ and

imaginative.

Turning to Ortega's essay on the novel, we encounter

a strange hypothesis, considering his seemingly positive

interpretation df modern art in general: the 'novel, if not

quite dead, does not have lpng to live; it is now, and has

been for sorne time, in.a state of decadence. Ortega contends

•

•

,



"

-8- f
1
J

!
•

(

.
that the possibilities for ~he novel are becoming exhausted,

that its limited resources have been mined to extinction.

This a~gument, which has found other voices to declaim it

in recent years, is superficial and unsubstantiated .. What

is usually meant by tho~who advance it is that·the nine

teenth'century type of novel is dead, that the kind of

fiction now being written cannot really be called "novels,"

as if the form was defined once and fo~ aIl time 200 years

ago. As a sop to those who believe this, Susan Sontag,

to name just one critic, now speaks of the "post-novel,"

hoping, perhaps, tha~ by using such a term the whole con-

troversy may be side-stepped. This seems lik~ a ~ather

timid evasion of what is, after aIl, a non-issue. There is

nothing in the history of ideas that p~~cludes the evolution

of an art-form. No ~ne, for example, .speaks of "post-painting,"

"post-sculpture," "post-music," or even "post-poetry," and

y~t changes in these arts have been even more radical than

changes in fiction. Nor does anyone trouble to bemoan'the

death of these arts merely because their forms are now

different. The most rational, unhysterical approach, one
\ . .

•
would tll'in~~, would be to .accept a broad definition of the

ngvel, somewhat in the manner of E.M. Forster, as a long

work of fiction in prose, and leave it at that.

As for ortega's confident opinion that nit has become

practically impossible to find new subjects,"lS one might
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with equal confidence assume~ over thirty years of

subsequent fiction is sufficient evidence that he is wrong,. .

and that the fiction produced in the next.thirty years will

prove wrong any who share his view in the present· day.

It is; of course, impo~sible to exhaust all possible sub

jects and to say that one can do so, as Ortega does, is

to assume that history stands still, that not only does.
human.nature not change, as perhaps itpges not, but that...
the·worlti itself is completely statie, that sensibilities

~re permanently arrested, that society is stagnant, and

that no event worth exploring artistically can ever happen

again. As Malcolm Cowley puts it, "life is the ultimate

source of all fictions, even the most fantastic, and ..
,

in its blundering, dilatory, often secret way, it provides

an infinite number of fables, renewed in substance and

form for each new generation.,,16

(It is interesting to note that critips at the end

of the eighteenth century also believed that the novel \

was played out, its technical posslbilities exhausted. 17

The novel, like Mercutio, is certainly taking a long time

tlit die.)

ortega 1 s view is essentially naive. 1en he reads a:.

novel he wants to be immersed in a world of the author's
.,

creation, but not a strictly aesthetic world. He wants'

the human~orld and thus has little faith in the art of

dehumanization which he described with such perspicuit~'

•
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It Must Change

The tendency to dehumanization in.·;r-C"tion is most

evident in the work of the New Novelists in France, whose

leading spokesman, Alain Rqbbe-Grillet, has written several

essays, collected in For a New Novel, on what these writers

are trying to do. Dehumanization is also evidentin recent

Latin American fiction: Borges, Cortazar, Marquez, Manuel

Puig, Adolfo Bioy Casares, Guillermo·Cabrera infante,

being sorne of the better-known names. In Italy there is

Italo·Calvino. Among American writers in this tradition,

or anti-tradition,~wemight name Thomas Pynchon, Donald

Barthelme, Kurt Vonnegut,. John Hawkes, Gilbert Sorrentino,

John Barth, and the expatriate Pole Jerzy Kosinski. All

of these writers ~ay be classified, if it is of any use to

do so, as post-modernists. Their modernist predecessors
t'

include Joyce, Proust, Kafka, Gertrude Stein, Virginia

woolf, Beckett and Faulkner. Among these, by far the

most influential have been Joyce, Kafka and Proust. The

New Novelists, specifically Robbe-Grillet and Natalie

Sarraute, have also cited Camus'~ L'Etranger as a key

work in this lineage.

The ideas Robbe-Grillet expounds in his essays ferm

an interesting extension of Ortega's philosophy of de-

humanization, for they embrace the most extreme implications,

-10-
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of an anti-humanist--tnough not anti-human--art.

Robbe-Grillet claims to be astonished.that young
<6

writers#ar.e expected to keep in mind the great novels

of the past as models for their own work. As for tBe

terni "'New Novel":

the expression is merely a convenient label applicable
to all those seeking new forms for the novel, forms
capable of expressing (or of creating) new relations
between man and the world, to aIl those who have de
termined to invent the novel, in other words, to in~

vent man. Such writers know that the systematic re
petition of the forms of the past is not onlY,absurd
and futile, but that it can even become harmful: by
blinding us to' our real situation in the world todaYr
it keeps us, ultimately, ~rom constructing the world
and man of 'tomorrow. l8

Robbe-Grillet is not interested in replacing an old
r .

system of rules wi~ a new one; his primary concern îs to

stress the freedom of the artist to opera~e according to
.......-

his own rules and the freedom of the work to be autonomous.

There is no question ..• of establishing a theory,
, a pre-existing mold into which to pour the books of

the future. tach novelist, each novel must invent its
own form. No recipe can replace this continual re
flection. The book makes its own rules for itself,
and for itself alone. l9 '

1

t
"The New Novel is not a tl:eory," he says in a later

essay, "it is an exploration. 1I20
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Far from.dictating rules, theories, laws, either
for others or for ourselves, we have, on the contrary,

"_~come ~ogether in a struggle against làws that are too "
~rigid. ~ •. We know only that the novel of today will

be what we make it, today, and that it is not our job
to cultivate a reseffiblance to what it was yesterday,
but ..o advance beyond. 21

•• o,

speaking of the Arnerican novel, Ihab Hassan makes

a similar point. Because of the plethora of social sub-

cultures in the modérn world,

sorne contemporary novels are forced to create with-
in the structure of their narrative a self-sufficient
world of motives and manners that have little resem
blance to the motives or "manners a general reader may
recognize. The structure of fiction, in other words,
becomes more autotelic than the structure of the'
classic nineteenth-century novel. A fictional ~orld

created larg~ly from within relies more heavily on
the resources of organized form and universal symbqls
to attain dramatic ,objectivity; it is self-made,
sometimes self-conscious, and not always self-evident.
Its manners tend, therefore, to be self-reflexive. 22

fil

In the essay "On Several Obsolete Notions" Robbe-

Grillet attacks the traditional conventions of plot and
'"

charact~er. Conventional critics iecognize the true nov~l-

ist by the vividness of ~is c~aracterizations; yet none

of the great modernist works ~haracter studies, or

psychological novels, including Nausea, L'Etranger,

The Castle, and works of Celine, Beckett and Faulkner.

"As a matter of fact, the creators of characters, in the

traditional sense, no longer manage to offer us anyth1ng

\
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more than puppets in ~hich they themselves have ceas~d to

believe. The novel of charactèrs belongs entirely to the

past, it describes a period: tha~ which marked èhe~pogee

of the individual. n23 This less than a decade after Ortega·

announced that the psychological novel of character was

the only interesting form of fiction left for the future

novelist.

Furthermore, continues "the imaginary critic, the

true novelist is one who knows how to tell a story, one

that is--must be--natural and life-like. According to

Robbe-Grillet, the writer's strength.is based on what he

invents, what he creates solèly from his imagination, with-

out a model. "To tell a story has become strictly im,
possible.,,24 Answering the charge that nothing happens

(

io·modo<o oovo1,. ho ,~y,~

Just as we must not.as~ume man's absence on the
pretext that the traditional character"has disappeared,
we must not identify the search for new narrative
structures with an attempt to suppress any event,
any passion, any adventure: The books of Proust
and Faulkner are, in fact, crammed with stories; but
in the former, they dissolve in order to be recomposed
to the advantage of a mental architecture of time;
whereas, in the latter, the qevelopment of theme~ and
their many associations overwhelms all chronofogy to
the point of seeming to bury again, to drown in the
course of the novel what the narrative has just re
vealed. Even in Beckett, there is no lack of events,
but these are constantly in the process of contesting
themselves, jeopardizing themselves, destroying them
selves, so that the same sentence may'contain an
observation and its immediate negation. In short, •
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it ~s not the anecdote that it lacking, it is only ~

its character of·certainty, its tranquility, its
innocence. 25

Perhaps the best example of a totally dehumanized ..
work of fiction is Robbe-Grillet's own novel, Topology

of a Phantom City (1976), in which th7re is no plot, no

characters and no message. In fact, there is scarcely

anythtng "meaningfu1" (that is, amenable to interpretation)
. . /'

in it at,all. Yet it succeeds entirely as a work of the

imagination and is probably his ~est book to date: It

is almost pure form. .

Other examples of recent itdehumanized tt novels in-

clude, in America, the work of pynchon and Bar~helme,

\

.to name just two. Novels like Gravity's Rainbow.and

The Dead Father are essen~ially plotless: things happen

within th~ir ~ages but th~re is. a distinct want of caus-
c,..~

ality. Nor do either of these books conta in real charac-

ters in the conventio~al sense. The people who inhabit

them are' o~jects of manipulation, and although they.gener

ally speak and act in more or less sensible ways, they

are not chara6ters iw the way the inhabitants of Tolstoy's

novels ~e. Gravity's Rainbow is no more about people

(as dramatized psychologies) than Mondrian's rectangles.

And whatever plot there is"is subsumed in the larger

structures upon which books of this nature are built.
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An earlier exemplar of this kind of ~iction, in fact

one of the direct ancestors of it, is Kafka. The Josef K.

of his major works can hardIy be considered a character

according to any definttion that E.M. Forster would be

Iikely to accept .

.Before Ieaving Robb~-Grillet and his feIIow icono-

clasts, it is worth noting that their revoIt against the

strictures of the past is entirely typical of writers and

artists in every age that seeks new forros to express its

own un~que sensibility. Maupassant, for exampIe, was

equaIIy offended by critics who attempt to Iegislate a

fixed-:"and arbitrary--definition of the novel. Is .it

not better, he reasons, "to accept with equal interest
,

those vastl1 different theories of art and judge the works

they produce solely from the point of view of their artis-

tic worth, accepting a priori the 'general ideas that gave

them birth,,?26 As"for rules of form, any "method of

construction is perfectly valid on condition that all

27others are equally accepted." .

\
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It Must Give'Pleasure

In a novel where the story and the characters are ,

pre-eminent, the author casts himself in the role of tran

"Scriber or recorder of life.. He merely translâtes experience

of the world into a written .codif~cation, ·a faithful jour

nalist of reality. In a novel that de-emphasizes the elements

of plot and character, the author's role is rather to co~-

str~ft, to make an object.

the intensity of his story

Where Dickens could

and the vi.{dness of

rely on

his char-

acters to sustain his fictions, the modern novelist must

depend instead on the work's formaI elements, on structure,

shape and style. Form has replaced imm,ediacy as the most

important quality of weIl-made fiction.

To choose a style is~ select a strategy of expression,

to predetermine the kind of effect the work is to have on

the reader, in a purely aesthetic sense: not the kind of

effect the story will have on the reader's emotional te-

sponse b~t the kind of effect the style, technique and

structure will have on the reader's cognitive response.

Aesthetic sensibility is not a type of emotion but a type
,

of cognition. The greatest insights it can provide are

into' its own manner of being. Aesthetic pleasure is a

response· to the formaI, not to the passionate. It is the

object of form in art to organize passion into something

intelligible to cognition.

-16-
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Very often these structurss are per eptual; that is,

many modern novels are more concerned with showing ways of

looking at thirigs than with presenting e kind of specific

reality·that a traditional plot implies. Faulkner's novels

illustrate this aptly: Absalom, Absalom! is an exercise in
Q . • 4

epistomology: the story unfolds and at the end we have sorne

idea of what it was about, but we a~e never directly

what actually happened. Faulkner p~esentJ different

told

sides

of the same story, characters contradict each other in .
their accounts, the data are presented but" the actual reality

.'
of events is missing. Technically, novels of this sort.

generally employ a shifting point of viewor various nar-

rators. other examples from Faulkner include The Sound, '
and the Fury and As l Lay Dying. This method ôf "construc-

•
tion, ne~dless to say, would have been anathema to Hènry"

James.
."

point of v~ew, and the epistomological questions

which it raises, is a major concern of modern fiction.

Modern physics has done much to dismantle old notions

of the nature of reality, just as mode"rn psychology has

shattered the old image ?f the mind as unitary and rational.

There is a prevalent belief that much of what is believed

today will be nonsense in two centuries.

The

regard.

ideas of Susan Sontag are interesting in this
/,,,- 1

She finds it philistine to contdntrate, as most
--~

l
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criticism does, on the content or subject matter of a,

work of art. She is against interpretation because it

seeks to discover behind any text a "sub-text which is

the true one.,,28 She considers this, in the current

cultural context, "rea~tionary, impertinent, cowardly:

s~ifling,,29 and argues that the text stands only for it

se1"f. "Interprétation of this type indicat:es.a dissatis

faction (cons~ious or unconsciJus) with thework, a wish

to repl,ace it by someth~ng else.,,30 Instead, she suggest~
J

that the best; criticism "dissolves considerations of con-

tent into those of form.,,3l, Considering that writ~rs them-

selves are today more interested in form, it is just a

question of the critics catching up.

It is not surprising that this assessment is com-

patible with Robbe-Grillet's view that "it is in their

form that their reality resides,,,32:speaking of symphonies,

paintings and novels ...
The problem is that in the eyes o~ the public a

concern with fo~ implies coldness. However, this is

wrong "the moment form is invention and not formula.,,33

Concern for form tends to mak~ of art an object

detached from life, unsentimental, a thing in itself.

"A work of art encoun~ered as a)iOrk of art is an experience,

not a statement or an answer to a question. Art is not

• •
only about something; it is something. A work of art is

...

.~.

'.
1
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a thing in the world, not just a text or commentary_on

the. world. n 34

Emphasis on technique is one of the most obvious

and pervasive characteristics of art in this century.

According to Wright Morris,

The history of fiction, its pursuit of that chimera
we describe as reality, is a series of imaginative
triumphs made possible through technique.
At the summit of technique we have such a crafts
man as Joyce.... In Joyce the dominance of tech
nique over-raw materials reflects one crisis of
the modern imagination. Raw material has literally
dissolved into technique.35

J

Sontag faults Ortega for stressing the aristocratie

standards necessary for appreciating modern art. "All

great art is founc!'ed on _distance," she says,

on artificiality, on style, on what Ortega calls
dehumanization. But the notion of distance (and
of dehumainzation, as well) is misleading unless
one adds -that the movement is not just away from
but toward the-world. The overcoming or trans
cending of the world in art is also a way of en
countering the world, and of training or educating
the will ~o be in the world. It would seem that
ortega and even Robbe-Grillet, a morerecent exponent
of the same position, are still not wholly free of
the spell of, the notion of 'content.' For, in order
to limit the human content of art, and to fend off

, tired ideologies like humanism or socialist realism
which would put art in the service of sorne moral or
social idea, they feel iequired- to ignore or seant the
function of art. 36

•

J
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Elsewhere, she declares that

/

('it is facile, virtually meaningless, to demand •
that literature stick with the 'human.' For the
matter at stake is not 'human' versus 'inhuman'
(in which choosing the human guarantees instant
moral self~gratification for both author and
readerJ but an infinitely varied register of forms
and.tonalities for transposing the human voice into
prose narrative .... From this point of Vlew, the
decision of the old novelists to depict the unfolù
ing ~f the destinies of sharply indiviùualized char
acters in familiar, socially dense situa 'ons within

,~~ the conventional notation of chronologica sequence
is only one of many possible decisions, po sessing
no inherently superior claim to the allcgi ncc of
serious readers. Therc 'is nothing innatel more
'human' about these procedures. 37

~.
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Ultraviolet is not a novel that was written to a

program. No novel ever really is; any theory of fiction

is almost invariably predicated on existing works. In ex-

amining his own place in the context 'of literpture, in

attempting to determine and define the principles he

considers most useful or interesting, the novelist engages

in a process of retrospection, deduction rather than in-

duction, and, though he is usually loathe to admit it,

self-rationalization. When 'a novelist (as opposed to a

critic) theorizes about fiction, particularly his own,

he invents and justifies: his wisdom is a lie. This

is because no artist really believes in the validity

of any system qua system; he can only be made to believe,

at sorne cost to his freedom, in the utility of having one.

When he is involved in the process of constructing his art,

the artist concentrates on the,work alone, with a blind

faith that it will be self-justifying, authentic in its

own unique fashion, and, if necessary, exemplify a legit-

,imate, if singular, aesthetic.
~

In attempting'to place this novel in svme kind of

pre-existing context, therefore, it has been necessary to

create a tradition, or pseudo-tradition, that is perhaps

artificial. Certain characteristics of the work, after

its completion, struck the author as resembling features
, ,

-21-
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the t~adition of the New Novel.

r
of other works that had not been particularly influential

during the writing. There were similarities between

what the author was trying to achieve and what others

before him had tried. There was to sorne extent a shared

sensibility with other writers of the same general kind of

fiction, a confluence at times of ideas and concepts, but

at no time a wholesale adoption of anyone's theory. Sorne

of the ideas that motivate the New ~ovelists are compat-

ible with certain sections in Ultraviolet but it is not

a New Novel, nor is it specifically a descendant, or in

Discovering that the work \

was somewhat dehumanized, the author was pleased to learn [

that Ortega y Gasset had spoken of dehumanization as a

feature of modern art in general; realizing that form was

of more interest to him than subject.matter, he seized

upon Susan Sontag's discussio~ of this aspect in today'~

fiction. But more than anything else a conscious effort

was made to adhere to no tradition whatever, to· create with

complete freedom a work that would establish a valid norm

for itself alone.
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In discussing a work which was consciously created

to side-step conventional categories of analysis, there

arises a problem of approach. Categories, it seems, are

useful when one tries to communicate in a specialized

language that is characterized by them. Literary critic-

ism has not yet developed any cogent method.for speaking.,
of literaturê without breaking it down first into genres

and then into elements specific to each genre. Thus, we

have the genre of the novel, an altogether misleading term

which suggests to most people a particular kind of novel,

that of the nineteenth century. The elements of fiction

are commonly held to be plot, character, theme, style,

etc., and these are even more diffic~ft to get away from.

There is still no way, apparently, to qvoid discussing

a novel, or even an anti-novel--if there is any such

thing--without referring to the worn out categories of

plot and character, form and content, and aIl the rest of

the outmoded 'baggage that fiction is still expected to

carry like a porter racing back and forth along the plat-

~d~ long after the train has departed, none the worse,

it might be added, 4'or having left him and his burden

behind.

·-
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Plot

It might be remarked at this point that Ultraviolet,

for all the anxious ranting of its author, is not a par-

ticularly extreme example of wpat. is unfortunately still

referred to as the avant-garde novel. In fact, it is far

less radical, a~d therefore less demanding, than such

works as, for example, the novels of Beckett, Robbe-Grillet,

or Barth. Indeed, it can scarcely by considered abstruse

at all, and is surely not much·of an advance (no advance

at all, in fact) in terms of narrative technique. Its

only clàim is that it lies outside the mainstream of con

ventional fiction, though perhaps not very far outside,

li_4.24.::: ..

but that
~, ,
·what one

is not to say that it is a stellar example of

"" 11 f" " 38 hcr1t1c ca s post-contemporary 1ct10n, or t at
&

it looks to any particular future. Like an object in sorne

New Novelist's universe, it simply is, for what it's

.worth, and posits nothing.

A conscious attempt was made, in composing Ultraviolet,

to suppress or de-emphasize the plot. This does not mean

that all rudiments of plot were eliminated. On the con- •

(

trary, the story-line" is quite well defined and omnipresent

throughout. It was the author's intention, however, to

disrupt the expectations of the reader, to distract at-

tention from the main story, to exaggerate, sometimes
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ironically, the interplay of ideas at the expense of

narrative'development. This decision doesn't particularly

mean anything; it is the way of the book. Thus, after

the chronological development of Part l, which no reader

should find discomfiting, despite the fragmentary style

andsomewhat jerky rhythm, the story stops dead. All

of Part II, a full quarter of the whole, takes place in

one night and contributes nothing to the advancement of
•

the plot. ' ~na traditional novel, this kind of sudden

arresting of forward motion would beconsidered a flaw;

here it is a deliberately employed device th~t has as its

purpose the subverting of the narrative flow. It reminds

the reader that he is not to concern himself overly much

with the unfolding of events, which are trivial in any

case, but should concentrate on other aspects of the work

that the author considers more important or more interest-

ing. These are the aesthetic concerns, in a word, the

form. The reader is invited to see the work as an object,

to examine.its architecture. He is ill-advised to become

involved in the lives of the characters or the story they

enact. It is a tool 'for creating distance, one of the

major overall objectives of the wor~ as a whole.

A second instance of subversion occurs at the begin-

ning of Part IV. After the stasis of Part II, Part III

continues in the mode of Part l, taking up the story and

extending it forward for a duration of four months. Part

IV then begins by jumping ahead another four months and

1
l
j
1,
~

j

(
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then retracing itself in an extended flashback. Again,

the idea is to disrupt and create distance. Furthermore,
ô

the traditional structure of development, climax, de-

nouement is eschewed as much as possible. The climactic

event, the suicide of the heroine, is disposed of in a

short paragraph; like all other ev~nts it is unimportant.

There is no denouement; the last scene is brief and returns

to the point where the section began; nothing is resolved.

The form is neither linear, in the Aristotelian sense,

nor geometrically symetrical, as in, say, Henry James

or ~atole France. It is non-Euclidean, organic, and

yet well-defined. It may or may not be satisfactory

but it is certainly legitimate.

Characters

f

Turning to the characterizations of the figures in

the novel, the same principles apply. It will be noted

that almost none of the characters could be called round,

in Forster's sense. Only Herold, the main protagonist,

and perhaps not even he, can be considered a fully de-

veloped character in the traditional sense. Once again,

it was not the author's intention to make his people

leap off the page into the lap ,of the reader, or to

'come alive' in any way. Still, it was implicit in.the

form of the novel that at least one character be weil enough..
defined to create a discernible line from beginning to end.

•
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The other characters, however, are not m~ant to rep~esent

"humors" or Dickensian types. They are more in the nature'

of object~. Part II consists of nine individually nar-

rated chapters. Each chapter thus presents the conscioùs-

ness of a single character, not 50 that he may define him-

self or round his edges for the reader, but merely 50

that he may be seen as an object in the-way the New Novel-

ists describe physical inanimate objects, for their '''pre-

sence." Each character is a presence more than a person,

and this, incidentally, reflects the protagonist's approach

to life; that is, he wanders among presences and only re-,

l'uctantly acknowledges the "personness" of anyone he en-

counters.

This, it might be observed, ,is not 50 ~bstract or

aftificial as it may sound. Characterization is not

done away with completely; it is merely suppressed in

the i~terest of more formai elements, and, once again,

to prevent the reader from becoming sentimentally involved

with fictitious personages, as he has been trained to do

by his experience with ,traditional novels and traditional-

minded critics who persist to this day in admiring fiction

that pretends to realism, 'that seeks to convince the

reader of the reality of fictitious people, and that,

to the degree that it is successful in these aims, fails

as art. This type of novel shares with pornography an

(

~.
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intention to involve, while the intention of art is to

distance. The reader wants to, believe in the story and

characters, and the greater his belief in the veracity of

the fiction, the further removed is he from exercising

his aesthetic sensibility.

Technique and Distance

•

Among the techniques employed in this novel to create

gr~ate:r distance between the reader and-the "substance"

of what he is reading, two others are worthy of mention.

The first of these' is ~hat of fragmentation and col-

.lage. The novel is discontinuous. It is written in short

paragraphs gathered into chapters, the whole being divided

into four approximately equal parts. (It is possible to

(

compare the quadripartite structure of the novel to the
"

movements of a symphony, although no great effort was

made to establish an exact correspondence. Thus, the.first

section, which moves fairly--re~atively--quicklyis an

allegro, in which themes are announced and to ~ome e~ent

developed. The pecond section~ the adagio, is slow and

i static; the third again moves along, andante; while the
•

four th , ·the finale, is both thematically and formally a

recapitulation. Although he lays no great stress on this

correspondence, the author did have it in mind at the time

of composition.)
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progresses, the individual chapters

..

(

become more broken up, paralleling the mental state of

the protagortist. Transitional elements are mostly absent,

so that the overall effect is of montage or juxtaposition.

This di~connectedness ~ay at first be disconcèrting, but

it is easily adjusted to, and ultimately the reader should

have no difficulty in following the story, if that is

what he is interested in, and he is free to fill.in the

gaps as he choOses.

The other technique that should be discussed is

probably more troublesome, and more likely to make the

reader uncomfortable. This is the method used. at times

to transcribe dialogue, which can be described as third

person or mediated direct speech. To pick an èxample at

random:

She should lie down, get sorne rest.
He doesn't mind?
Why should he mind? (p. 238)

It is easy to discern, especially after sorne exposure,

that this is meant to represent an actual conversation.

(TO translate: "You should lie down, get sorne rest."

"You don't mind?" "Why should l mind?") The change of

pronouns, however, suggests the intercession of another

party: or of an additional party for each speaker, so

that i~ is almost as if two people are talking about two

other people talking. Almost, for the reader can hardly

believe in these "ghosts." This is obviously a direct,

if ~nitially annoying, way of distancing the reader from
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the scene, for he is forced to view it at ah additional

remove. It is as if the author is perversely resolved

to preclude all involvement, t~ ensure that the reader

never forgets that he is a spectator, that he is watching •

through a fil ter or medium. He is observing a mediated

event, in the same way that Herold watches the dancer

on TV in the last, eponymous chapter of the novel.

Point of View

Henry James created what is virtually a school of

criticism devoted to analyzing fiction in terms of point

of view. This has not proved to be a particularly fruit-

ful approach to modern fiction that departs from the

Jamesian ideology. still, since these obsolete notions

continue to occupy the minds of critics, a few words may
/

be ïn order.

The point of view in this novel is ever shifting,

although the most prevalent is that of the omniscient

narrator (or implied narrator). Seve~ chapters or

individual short sections within chapters limit them

selves to the point' of view of a particula,r character.

All the chapters in Part II are of this latter type, ob..
viously. The author does not feel that the Jamesian

.'...'
regulation concerning consistency of point of view is

in any way relevant or worthy,of obedience. Moreover,

"

1,
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as with so much literary dogma,' there is no reason to

trouble refuting it since there was no real reason to

assert it in the first place. Since there is no author

itative basis for any dogmatic principles to begin with,

there is no need to make a fuss about ignoring them.

Conclusion

In the interest of brevity several other topics that

are us,ually raised in discussions of fiction must be

skipped. The question of theme, for example, will not

be addressed. It is not a very interesting question

anyway, and the kind of criticism that concerns itself

with such matters as what a book is about, what the author

is. trying to say, what happens in the plot, etc., cannot

be taken very seriously.

It is not the intention oÎ this writer to formulate

a coherent theory of fiction, nor is it his business.

The above rema~ks were meant to clarify certain possible

obscurities of intent and presentation and nothing more.

The author believes, and he is far from alon~ in this,

that any work, of art is autonomous, and he is somewhat

of a wistful atheist in the theological thickets of

criticism.

•

•
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