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theory.

_K\\ This thesis consists, of a fuli-length novel, entitled.

Ultrav1olet, and an accompanylng essay which represents an

.attempt to establlsh the novel within a-context of recent
llterary trends, agalnst the background of modern aesthetic T
/

The essay is divided into three major sections (a fourth
section discusses the attached novel). The first égrt exam-
ined Ortega y Gasset's ideas on the "dehumani;gtion? of

.. -

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

France and the essays of Alain Robbe-Grillet, its leading
spokesman; who insisted on the freedom of the novelist to

. . !
flout the conventions of the past and create new.forms. It
<

- concludes with a few remarks on the predominance of form in

modern art and literature, as opposed to the traditional

concentration con the human content of the work. The essay

N N .
,thus seeks to demonstrate how one stream of fiction evolved,

beginning with Joyce,; Proust, Kafka, Beckett and others,
frogm traditional nineteenth-cehtury narrative structures to
the \current dehumanized aesthetic of form.

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

+

cedents discussed in the essay, was written in the same
geﬁeral spirit of iconoclasm, with emphasis on the formal
elements of construction at the expense of the human mate-

rial that forms its subject matter.
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Cette thése censiste en un roman Ihtitglé Ultraviolet,

et est accompagnéé d'un essai réprééentant'une\tentative
d'établir le roman dans le ‘contexte des nbuvéﬁux courants de
la Iittératurg récente, sur le fond de la théorie esthé&tique
moderne.’ R : Y

L'essai est, divisé en_trois’sections priﬁcipéles {une .
quatrig&me discute 1e'roman.ci}jqint).flLé premiér? partié
examine les idées de COrtega-y Gasset‘suF la "déshumanisation”

- . -

de 1'art moderne; ceci nous améne 3 jetersun regard sur le
. ‘»

nouveau roman en France et aux essais de Alain Robbe-Grillet,

- ’ R F] -
son principal porte-parole, qui insiste.sur la liberté du-

& - 0. Au .
romancier a faire fi des conventions.du passé&.,et a créer de.

.

- nouvelles fo;;és. Il se termine par quelques remargues ‘sur®

la pr&dominance des fofmes dans l'art eé la littérature mo-
derﬁe, par opposition 3 la tradiglonnelle céncentrat@on sur
l'aspect humain des ouvrages. Cet essai tepd 3 démzétre¥
comment le courant de l'iﬁagination a évolué,.en commanqént
par Jo&ce, Proust, Kafka, Beckett et bien d'autres, de 1la

construction descriptive traditionnelle du dix-neuviéme si&-

* cle, & la courante esthétiqué des formes.

Ultraviolet, bien que n'étant pas aussi-ra@iqal que

»

certains de ceux précédemment discutés dans l'essai, fut
Bcrit avec le méme esprit générél d'iconoclasme, et avec une
emphase sur les &léments des formes de la construction, au

détriment du thé&me humain qui forme le sujet de son contenu.

»
- “\\

"~
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To fix this degree and the limits ‘to the memory of the past,
if it is not to become the gravedlgger of the present, we
must see clearly how great is the "plastic power"™ of a man

or a community or a culture; I mean the power of specifically
growing out-of one's self, of making the past and the strapge
one body with the near and the present, of ‘healing wounds,:
replacing what is lost, repairing broken moulds. There are
men who have thls-power so slightly that a single sharp ex-
perience, a single pain, often a little injustice, will
lacerate their souls like the scratch 6f 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 a. fairly quiet conscience,
in the midst of them,--or at any.rate shortly afterwards.:
The deeper the roots of a man's inner nature, the better will
he take the past into himself; and the greatest and.*most
powerful nature would be known by the absence 6f limits for
the historical sense to overgrow and work harm. It would -

assimilate and digest tbe past, however foreign, and turn
it to sap.

-

--Nietzsche, The Use and Abuse of Histbryt

History, hlstory' We fools, what do we know or care?
History begins for usgiith murder and enslavement, not .
with discovery.

--Willizm Carlos Williams

all history's a_ winter sport or three:
but were it fi¥e, i'd still insist that all
history is too small for even me;
for me and you, exceedingly too small.
. . I
~-e.e. cummings ' g

-

Into a savage color he went on.

--Wallace Stevens
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PROLOGUE:

for an Interoio'r City-
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Je sartis dans la ville sans fin. O.fatigue! °
.Noyé dans la nuit sourde et dans la fuite de -
bonheur. C'était comme une nuit d‘'hiver, avec
une neige pour etouffer le monde décidément.

. -—Rimbaud

Begin with a mountain. 1In this light (there is-none)
it is onlyki‘fathe:, a dense clump of black:fatherhood. On
one side, 'near the top, facing east, illuminate a crass.

This cross consists of cables and wires and flat strips of

.steel, skeletal and insubstantial, a mere. frame for £he'lights,

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

l omly 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 some, in

touch with 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 is both death and the

freedom ffom death. The mountain i§ a father because it' is

i

always there, it is dark and unknowable, it is the final

point bf reference. L -

The city is a port, situated on a great river that has

always fed it. It is a city of churches and banks, infatuated

L]

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

ficient in memory. Je me souviens: a cry of desperation.
More than other cities, this is a city of the imagination.
What strikes the visitor most forcibly is the confluence

of language. There is the language-of ‘the founders, who

parcelled out the land and built churches_like chiteaux to

*
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pin it down, an¥l there is the lenguage of the conquerors,
’ who approprlated the prior demarcatlons and the slender,
curv1ng streets and erected anks. Everywhere in the world
this scenario of a process is'kﬁown-as history; hlStOIY is
what happeneé'before living memory, milk spilt $o long ago
that it has evaporetedi In this city of souvenir jm,),and-
memoire (f.} the process i$ not perceiyed within this con-
text; it is apprehended in the singular language of the
city as a species of.betreyal, deprivation, !igif Here
there is no distinction between history and eemory- every-
thlng that happens or hes ;appened is equally allve._ Nothlng
ever evaporatee&or dlsSolves It is concentrated (as it is
( . everywhere) in the mother and father, the river and moun—

tain, the worship and commerce, the Engllsh and French

of the island city oi Montreal.
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Louis Riel, the father of French nationalism in Canada,

was-educated at Collage du Montréal He was hanged in |
Reg!na on 15 November 1885. "As the only mythically glgantlc

figure in the history of Canada, he partakes of the imagin-

-ation of heroism. In a country memorable for its consistent

lack of official defiance, Riel, whose primary mode of

existence, even in madness, was to defy, occuples a crypto-

.satanlc p051t10n in .canadian hlstory. He -is the will to

freedom exorcised in death. He is the half-breed Christ

of self-affirmation.

‘ Affer two battles, at Fish Creek and Betoche,‘h?el
surrendered. Accused of- treason, he was uﬁiepentent. -
Becagse he was now _being forced to Beliébe‘in his own
death, he talked of freedom. This 1s the way of fallen

ts Mllton demonstrates.

e jury was not impressed. The people of Quebec, on-

' fhe othei hénd,,proclaimed the justice of his cause {(which -

' was their cause also) and denounced the government. Laurier

defended Riel_in a sbeech‘he gave in Champ de Mars.' Mac-
donald declared that R;el should hang, "though every dog

in Quebec bark in his favor."

.
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So if'theré live in Montreal an historian who.has

. o

give} a portlon of his life (a small portlon. admlttedly)
vestlgatlng the evolutlon of the city, he\is merely,

as he ‘would surely acknowledge, encounterlng hlS owp memory.-
~U
His subject is himself: his relatlon to the abstractions
g
formallzed 1n the 51b11ng concepts of 1ndépendence (exem E

L Y
tion) and expiratlon (dissolution). Insofar as he himself.

is not am abstraction, he must perforce be boupd, perhaps
L I - - . - . ’ . - . '_.'"L
even trivialized,.by the emotiona{?nexus contained in the

. . - ) .

state defined_by'phg word desire. 1In an efforﬁ to trans-

cend this nexus, to aspire to seriousness (and to-ayoid_the

‘trap of passion), he must project the terms of his'desir?
.onto its object. He must,:in other words, see the world as .
- - L} -

.h%mfélf and himself as the world (by world he;means city),:

and proceed from that.iden%}ty to a conclusion that is in

~

the nature of revelatlon--demystlflcatlon. His objecf is,

not to dlscover (objective) but to become (subjectlve), he

v

must become isomorphic with his memnory. . Ihls, at least, is

how he conceives of it. It is all a matter of correspondences.

’

L 4

Des réves suivants,.--gés amours!--qui lui vinrent dans

[

les:lité ou'dans les rues, et de leur suite et de leur fin,

de douges cohfidérations religieuses se dégagent peut-ftre.
' ¢ ' ' h : * ety ' -
» . ’ . . e

-y P
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. : : - . » '
& . ..
', The citf of MonfreaI: roughly-%riangula? in shape’,

.+ sits ih.the St. Lawrenbe{ a SEoné in the stream. Its _Ap'
" streets are laid oht--héve happénedﬁ-oigghicaily, rippling
-qgtward'fr; the.original_towﬁ by the river to enclose and

advance,fatybeyoné thé‘mountain. I£ is neither English nor
French, iﬁ the-Eﬁropean ﬁénse, nor éanadian; Its.sénsibilipy
: ! . : X
belongs to no country; it is a place unique, a ﬂéﬁional
phantom. It Qenieéftﬁe }egitimgcy of any place'élse; the.

, ) fest:of tﬁe world is foreéign and barbarous, as it was to.the

L Greek cihy-states. WheTe Peel Streét crosses Sé. datherine

{‘ ' is the world's"naﬁel; the rest is undiscovefaple. |

Séreets are corridors: ;n the'city one is never "out-

/side." It is pot contained by &ildefness_ﬁut.contains a

.wilderness Gf‘its own: its‘méuﬁfain heart. It is here that

fthb Eisﬁorian.g?eé to conffoﬂt ﬂis appétite, ju%t off thg

wasternmost q‘ the three peaks, where he liveé. )

N -~

LY . o . -
. Cette fois, c'est la Femme qui j'ai vue.dans la Ville,

-

et a gqui j'ai parlé et qui _me parle. - j

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

‘\' city of womeh. ' . Sy
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She stands immobile, the brush in her right hand
pointing at the floor. Behind her, her hair falls in

a straight mass to her waist. She sees a man come out

v
"

o .
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 ™%

-

o
"

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

he pisses beneath*her When he is gone, there remains
the- obllque llne .of hlS footprlnts in the snow, a stralght

vector from the doorway of the store to an invisible spot

beneath her window. ' e .

/? Alors, la femme disparut.

There 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 conzé%gs its own negation, a sum

of §ualities, its own bizarre souffrance. She has not re-

turned and will never return. She remains frozensin a tab-

)

leau, off to one side by a window. The mountain and the streets

are white with snow. 1In the room there is no motion, except
- ™

the slight expansion and contraction of her chest and the

[ ]

barely perceptible flaring of her nostrils.
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Infrared
The statue in front of the bujlding has already been
boarded-over for the winter. 1Its fountains are quiescent.

v

Or are there fountains? He cannot tell, looking through
the window of the s cond floor menr; room. Beyond~thet

hutted st;tue {there are three figures under the boards,
he remembers that) the road.declines to‘the street, flanked .
on one side b& an open lawn and on the other by a muddy

playing field. Further down the hill the cruciform tower
6f Place Ville Marie is laterally bifurcated by an orange

slab of later afternoon light. It is September, 1976:

early autumn, the worst of seasons.

. William Herold is approaching that age: un certain
age, indeterminately cld, past the prime, and so on. ‘And
it is approaching him, quietly and without fuss. He is
two -years past fifty but he hasn't caught up to it yet.
Be?figufes he will be fifty-five before the idea of being
fifﬁylsinks_in, just asshe was twenty-five before he
realized he was twenty, thirty-five before thirty hit him.
He  has always 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 ‘righteous defender of civilization,

the anointed bastion of ail‘tha; is good, true and lasting -

N

against the restive, predatory spasms of insolent and
b . . - . .
aggressive neighbors. Herold imagines himself a nation

on the rise.

The interplay between macro and micro, he explained

o Tim Andrews, a fellow professor of ﬁistory. Man the
measure, and all that. '

Andrews polished his glasses. Unbespectacled, his
eves were seen to be t@é cléée together, sﬁall gndhﬁatlike,
funbtionally inoperative, dull prisms stuck inteo pis face
like unappetizing marzipan.

Excuse me while I take a leak, Herold said.

He liked the view from the second floof, the clustered
old-meets-new facade of downtown Montreal. And he has his
demens, of course} to take into éonsideration. He lives .

in the belly of a horse,_shgging through the tedium of

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

William Herold is given to summations, reinterpretations,:
the periodic Eaking of stock. He likes to give his life a

. . . LY
symmetry, a structural precision.. Loose ends and random

deviations are to be absorbed in. the dense fabric of existence

and similar banal métaphors of cohesion. So here he is,
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compactly nutshelled, pissing away the three beers he’

a, a typical Andrews-

Lt

Teaching history is full of‘arcane gratifiéations,

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 glorificaz
tion.of an artifice, a fabrication, a bolstering of object-
less faith. Ygs, of course, there's always a fascination
with personality. "What was Alexander really like, Pro-
fessor? What's the story on his gay lifestyle? Hephaes-
-tion was more his type tﬁan 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
LY [

all glamour. And it is obviously an insignificant thing to
pretend to intellect. This isn't France, after all. I
certainly don't do Ehis for the prestige. 1In fact, if you
must insist on the truth, I entered this profession out

of pure indolence. But what you really want to know about

-
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is my wife.. How's her cooking? What have we‘befn ﬁé to
for the lﬁst two decades? I warn yol that statistics will
not be forthcomingt“ Just because we have no children
doesn't mean we.doﬁ't;touch torch to kindling, s; to speakl
And yet her dissatisfaction grows. Well, I predicted that.
It;s an obvious sort of evolution. I don't wang to get

too confes;ional about it. But. L . i
But whét? " Catherine is a fading tapestry. Her
.colors blur. .The composite weave of her lifé lacks clarity
where he touches it. She is & p}esence, impressionistic -
and vague, that he has absérbéd.‘ When ;he laughs, it is
dlwavs ; giggle, an exhibition. When she makes love, it

‘is the manifestation of a will to dizziness, a getting

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

Theré is a football game iﬁ ﬁfogress on the right
qualirangle. The players stand with their hanés on their
hips, puffing and gasping, then run at each other, their
T-shirts torn or discarded altogether, their vociferous
banter aﬁdiﬁle even through the closed window. Herold
is not a lover of sports, of deliberate self-induced
weariness in pursuit of chimerical goals. Certain trees
around . the perimeter of theplaving field mark tristing

spots, occupied by a succession of necking couples.

Place Ville Marie is goiﬁg grey as the sun sinks. Herold
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invents metaphors. The stars move away from each\oﬁher}

reflecting the red end of the spectrum as the distances--_,

between them increase. (an applic;¥ipn of macro to micro,

and so on.) There is nothing there. It is iﬁpossible

,to ‘determine, finaflly, which flees from which. &hey flee

-

from-each other, acéording to science, as dictated by im-
placablg laws, galaxy from galaxy, Herold frdﬁ Herold,
the yorid from each. I am depressing Ayself, he thinks.
I am tipsy from lunch and from sipping brandy thoughtless;
ly in my office. I am bloated and do not much resémble
what I think I look like. He turns to the mirror {a|time4
less turn, a re-enacﬁment), observing puffy cheeks and
flesh-blinkered eyes. A distended abdémen. His riﬁgs'-
are too tight for his fingers; as well.~ My God! And what
of the hdrror impliéit in the epist®mology of mirxors? He
knows that he parts his hair on thé left but he has only
seen it parted on tﬁe right. Unrectifiable distortions
equal tragedy, the big T of the H.C. (where H.C. equals

- 13

Human Condition). Eh, Bill? To believe a fabrication,’

- ’perforce, trapped in a sensory, quasi-existant nightmare.
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Tﬁere's more, he goes on. .There's her nasty little
habit of scratgg;ng her head and then Snlfflng her flngers,
-as 1f to 1nha1e the stlcky dandruff from benéath- her.nails.
.JTherF s the way’ SherFant cross her Jlegs w1thout ‘twiddling
her foot.' (These thlngs don't really bother me. ) There's
the qyerabundance of lce cream in the freezer that has
made my rings too tight. There s Riel dangllng from the
gibbet, his cret?h t canlng There's the weather that
won't leave me alone, tyrannizing my moods. Ttere's the
fact that I've suddenly begu; to-snore for the first time
"in my life, for Goﬁ'S'eakeL There'% the smell in my shoes

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

(She passes the brush thrbugh her wet hair, which
shelis holding firmly at the back of her head. Water
falls down her back, each droplet distinct with its
attetdant wake. -The'hair, when she lets it fall, touches

i . .
her waist, the matted ends curling into tiny hooks.)

It is almost dark. Herold has been prepﬁred'xg-flee
[y -._‘*
the washrcocom as soon as anyone else enters it, but no
one has. He ¢an clearly see the lighted windows in the

buildings downtown, alive in the dusk: the flat white

squares of Place Ville Marie, the protuberant half-moons



-
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of the Chateau Champla&n. He combs back_ his héir with

é iittle~water and_adjusts‘his tie (a blue stripe from
Christian Dior). He tucks his shirt around his asseriive,
curvilinear waist, poking an index finger intp each £lank
and Qatching the nailé and knuckles disappear into thef

anarchic flesh. The last civilized man, overfed, pepulant

and curious about desPaiE>is clearly too substantial.

¥



f

, The Hanged Man

.
Catherine Herold tells her husband.she is leﬁving

-

him. It is Tuesday, a typical evening'in the living room
of their house on Grosvenor Avdnue. A Haydn symphony is
on the stereo, Number 101 in D Major ("Clock"™), and they

aré drinking cognac, Rémy Martin V.S.0.P. (maison fondée

en 1724, as Herold has more”than once observed). Out-
Eide, an occasional passing car splashes through a puddle

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

He was down in Champ de Mars today. It's the perfect
place fgr a public execution. Does she know, in the summer

of 1833 they hanged a man there for killing his wife with

an ax.

-~

She supposes his students en:joy such stories.

They do.

He pours the full contents of his glass into his

£

mouth, the flesh on R}s neci;qﬁivering with the swallow,
then measures out another drink. 1In the mornming he"\Tj
_teaches Canadian history; in the afternoon, Ancient
Culturéi/éﬁa Civilizations.

His name was Adoléhus Dewey.

‘Whose?

The man they hanged in 1833.
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( She has been looking out the window, watching the
llugubrious swaying of the wet trees. Now she turns to,
face her husband. He is looking at the floor, at a spot '
on t@e oriental rug where the threads héve been exposed
by wear. She looks there, too, where-.-the secrets of the
weave are revealed. |

She made hgr annoyncement at dinner. Be said nothiﬁg,
. carefully trimming the édge of fat from his porkchop. She
is glad, in a way. Her reasons are vague; justification
would have beeﬁ &i%ficult; she woulg\have squirmed. He
might have insisted, pinned her doﬁn, assailed her with
logic and demanded a response in kind. Perhaps he realizes

t . that anf such argument would decompose into irrationality.
He would have to fall back on hurtﬁExpressions, a wounded
/Qﬁbeal for compassion, a.disclosure of sudden emptiness.

And she would have to strike him down with én-implacable{

je m'en fiche: I don't care. Je n'suis pas contenté was

enough. In any case, he said nothing.

She raises her eyés 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, \yes. Why did he do it?

Who? |

( . This Dewey character. Why did he kill his wife?
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Nobody knows. Apparentlg she was the epitome'of _
gentility: . :

Did he gét‘a big turnout?

Oh, yes. Made a speech and everything. All about the
vanity of life and the mercy %f God_and_all that.” The
place was\packed. You could probably still £ill Champ de
Mars with a public execution.

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

Field 'research. The reek of auvthenticity. Might

be a book in it.

~~

(The observer, the specimen hunter, the uninvolved:
theée ;re epithets he applies to himself with satisfaction:
".He will be alone for a while, that's all. Bpt he is awed.)

What wiil she be doing tomorrow?

.*She is supposed to play tefnis with Cynthia.

How is Cvnthia, by the way? Last time he saw her she
was in pretty bad shape.

She's much better. Almﬁst a new personf

She's starting to locok like a new person herself.

-

L}
How much has she lost now? ¢ 8

Twenty pounds or so. She doesn't know, she's not
trying.

An inexplicable loss of appetite, eh?
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Not really.. _ S

(She shivers in the after-rain draught from the

window. The Haydn symphony has reached its boisterous

e
.conclusion and nowlévyrything is still exqépt Herold's
eyes, wavering in their sockets, and his fingers, beating
time against the glass in his. lap.) .

That taxi's taking its time getting.heref'igiamond,
is it?

LaSalle. | _ o '

Sure she doesn't want to change her mind? Go out
to a show instead? Grab some dessert maybe?

~

"No. (This comes out almost inarticulate, a preliterate,

_womb-learnt denial.) .
. No,ishe's not sure?
No, she's not hungry.
| L

At some point the phone rings. It is impossible to
say exactly when this happens or how many times it ;iﬁgs
before they notice it. It does not shatter the silence in
the room in any of the usuval ways. The silence itself is
an extended lacuna. 1In effect, between the last word spoken
and the first ring of the phone there is nothing, a sus-
pension pf articulation that could last a fraction of a

»
-

second or several minutes.
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Herold reaches pover and picks up the receiver. A  ~

~ woman (or girl) on the other end 6: the line identifies

herself as Joanne ﬁarrington} a studént in one of his

classes. She has called to request an extensioﬁ on a

term paper, which Herold grants. ) | .
Whilé she is talking, Herold is conscious of ﬁer R

voice seeping into him. It lodges there, not as a

series‘of words but as a texture. Perhaps because it

is not a voice he has heard often, he finds himself _
&,

mild1§ excigéd-by it, although thiézﬁaj be no more than
£he natural reéuit'of speaking to an invisible stranger
who nevertheless eXists a; a vague outline in his miqﬁ._
What strikes him is the facility with which she has -

caused him to mpve from one mental {and physical) state

to another, transferrindg him between realities.

—— -
-

Who was that? “_

One of his students. It's nothing.

L)

Alright. She has made.arrangements with Cynthia and
Peter to put her ¥p in their.spare room for a.couple of

weeks.

S;L reaches over with one hand ard closes the window.
L1

L ]
Now the silence is more definitive.
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Herold retracts his arm to it former posit;pn, the

elbow resting on the arm of the chair, the hand touching

the glass between his thighs. AIthoﬁQh his body .is now

-in‘a positién outwardly identiiii to the one it held

before the phone rang, it feels kwisted and uncomfortable,

.as if the muscles, having stretched out, cannot be réstored

to tHeir former relaxed state without preliminary flexing.
Bhat's kind of them.

fhey're like that.

Happiness is one of those‘things, he decides, co-
cooned in its own %onceptualness, to shake one's head at.
So Cétﬂerine, too, is of a certain age; that is becominé
apparent. She ‘is thiﬁ now, a little round-shouldered.

The gine line of her mouth is.a little.finér. Her fingers
gre.stiff: but they have always been stiff, that's how
they‘are. And she always h;d those shifting eyes, which
give';he impression that she isn't telling the whole story.
Ever.. The red end of the spectrum again, that goes un-

noticed. -The‘days of shugglg and coo are obv%oqsly lost

to history, disengaged from herxe and hereafter.

’ L



The Nymphs

William Hefold walks'albng Westmount Avenue and
inhales the seaéon: the unfémiliar rawness of late Septem-
ber. -ﬁisps of &loud dilute the pale blue sky behind a .
lattice of unleaved branches. He stops in frontlof College-
Marguerite Bourgeois and watches an old nun<9egotiate her
wé;'along.the driv%. Her approach has the appearance of

drunkenness or uncertainty; she is carefully avoiting the

potholes that are still filled with water from the previous

day's rain.
- Gobd afternoon, sister.

Bonjour, monsieur.

He walks for pleasure; this is obvion from the ex-

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

“does not look down at the pavement with his features fixed

‘v

in a grimaéei he looks at the buildings on either side of
the street in turn, as if studying their architecture. He

¢ seems to be examining their objectivity, his-mind otherwise

blank. Nothing in his deportment suggests preéccupation,
- ’

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

-3

a pedantic satisfadtion. He is tempted to explain to the nun

(his characteristic mode of self-expression is explanation)

some 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 city, home to les filles

—

du roi, one thousand of whom (in the official reckoning)
came over between 1665 and 1673 to marry the colonists of

Ney. France. The word fille can mean either girl, maid,
e Zo—o=

Jaughter, sister (nun) or whore. The nun is alreédy hur-
rying away, the egge of her habit (or.is it the wind)
stirring the fallen leaves on the sidewalk.

He walks toward Villa Maria, which had once been a }.

hotel and, .before that, the vice-regal residence. Now it

‘is a school for girls.

It was spring, five months ago. The streets were wet
with slush and drainage from the meltini-snow banks and

the humid wind was tart with distinctive" smells of the

season: thawing animal excrement that had lain frozen all

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

young girls exited their.school with considerable live-

-

liness, anticipating, Herold assumed, the tongues of their
would-be 1over2£\aThgy wore tunics and tied the arms of

their sweaters around their waists.

Herold sniffs the air but can smell nothing. The girls
of autumn are languorous, more trudging, slanting their

bodies against the wind which blows back their hair and

exposes the imperfections of their pock-marked temples, ;

the scars of their childhood diseases. They are at the ﬁgint
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of acquiring a'cértain voluptuousness which does not. dig-
credit their innocence. They appeélkto hinm primarily as
artifacts: they are decorativé‘but not yeé titillating. .

She is in hér early twenties, perhaps five-foot-three,
nicely fléshed out: Her height is ali in her lggs, which
"disguises the facé\pbat she is :not very tall; Her face
is classically made, with high, angular cheékbones and
full lips. Her-hair ii }?ng and deep biown, almost reach-
ing the small of her béék. ger wide eyes gaze at him with
innocent sincerity and beg him to pardon her dilatory
scholarship. If.is rumofed thaﬁ she is married to a man
twice her age. Her complexion does not appear tc be sallow,’
élthough it is diﬁficult to tell because she applies her
make-up so thickly in an effort to conceal her slightly

o .
pitted skin. Her eyes are nearly roﬁné and are clearly her
best feature. She is in love with Alexander the Great.
.

Catherine Herold, née Laroéhe, has been in love twice
that he can phink‘of;'maybe other times of which he is not
aware, and perhaps even right now. Tpe first time was with

a medical student in the early fifties who studied in a

seminary to take advantage of the free education. This was
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in the country. At that time, her family owned a general
store in a small village and realized enough profit from it
to send Catherine, the youngest of three daughters, to
study paipting at L'Ecole des Beaux Arts inIHontreal. Her
mother, Clothilde, whose brother the bishop would later
scaﬁaélize the town by being excommuniééted for pfeaching
the Apollinarian heresy of monobhysitisph instigated this
maneuver” in the belief that it was iméious of her daughter
to accept the courtship of a seminari;h, despite the fact
that the suitor was under no obligqtidn to take Holy Orders
upon graduation. In Montreal Catherine lived with her
eldest sister, who was married to a grocef. William
Herold was at that time a graduate student in historﬁ.‘
He remémbers places: the bar of Drake's ;esFéurant on the
corner of Stanley and St. Catherine, the Cadillac Club on
Peel Street, the Sportsman Bar on Mansfield and Burnside.
He does not mourn the passing of these establishments; which,
after éll, he has outgrown, butfﬁe is sometimes affected by
a certain nostalgia for days Qhen he enjoyed thé company of

;

others. When the Mansfield Hotel, which housed the Sports-
man in its basement, was torn down in the eérly seventies
he felt a definite .tickle of loss, for it was there that

he firsgt made love to his future wife.

‘ »
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_Are you alright, BilL?"'. .
~He tfipped on the s%é%:-‘;;;; never seen a room.
. ¢
where\ you have to'c%%mb two steps to get to the bathroom.
:s he sure he still wants to get married?

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

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 Catherine'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 thé bride he was too flust?red to think
of it and had to be prompted by the priest. There was a
photographer present, and flowers, and Catherine's two
sisters were bridesmaids. In the picture of Catherine

and William standing oﬁﬁﬁhe 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 becausé

he considered it his best side.
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It begins to get dark earl}er than Herold expected.
He starts walking back home. He has made no adjustments'
to his schedule for his first night alone; first supper,
then a little reading, then sleep. There will be no

intrusion.’

L

He reflects: autumn is not 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 eyves 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 w&nders what it is that appeals to her about the Greeks:
their culture, -philosophy, s}atuary, drama, government?

Or i it their brutality, tnéir tribalness, the imperial
urge of Philip and Alexander? Alexander tﬁe congqueror

9? Alexander the civilizer? .He himself, by his own es-

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

passioh is distinctly and ever more obviously unmanifest.



~ Muffins

Standing on a chair, balanced on the toetips of one
baré foot,.the:tendons of hef leg straining against the
skin, her other lég stretched out behind her at an angle
of about thirty degrees (its foot pointing to one of the
tiny stars on the linoleum floor), the high arch of her:
buttocks stretching the leather.of her skirt, she reaches
into th; back of the cupboard. Thomas Albert Harripgton,
38, LL.B. ('56), supports'hef'with cne hand an the soft
crease behind her thigﬁ and exerts a slight upward pressuré.

She has a perfect ass, hé tells her. .

She turns and wraps her leés around his waist, en-
circling his neck with her arms. One hand holds a muffin
tin behind his head.

Her legs are too short. .

No, they're not. And besides, that has nothing to
do with 1it.

She always wanted long legs. She always wanted to
be tall.
| She doesn't have to be.

She guesses sﬁe's no Lady Godiva.

She has nice tits, too. .

He knows she hates that wordf

That doesn't change anything.
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He nuzzles ane breast with his face. She holds his
head élose to her for.a moment and then detaches herself
from him. He is freshly shaven and smells of Brut. The
left side of his chin is :flgcked with nicks. BHis upper
lip overhangs the lower, cé&gné to a point in the middle.
She has always found this sexy, this bit of superfluous

sflesh tha£ makes him look permanently bruised.

His muffins.

She doesn't have to do that.

She knows he likes them.

He likes her better.

He reaches for her bC;”gﬁe backs away. This is a
new instinct, a freshly acquireé reaction: alreédy he has
passed intc strangeness, into strangerhood. They we;e
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.

canne is twenty-two. Tom had been surprised to dis-
that 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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patieﬁce. It ran out suddenly, an overdrawn account. He
ﬁilgd.for a separation. She found it all very matter-of-fact,
perfectly business-like. He told her she was tco immature

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

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

Now he hints at reconciliation, shutting her out of the

decision.

She doesn't want them to lose sight of her emotional
age.
Do they really have to go through it all agéin?

No.

]

She has a way of pursihg her lips in anger that she
knows he hates,ya withdrawal of the corners of her mouth
that sigﬁals contempt. It is her answer, her sign of
dismissal. It reduces him, defeats his equipoise. Dim-
ini'shed, he gropes for a weapon. That is her victory: to
céuse him to strike, to disrupt his control. It is a trick
of finite'utilify; it can be learned, anticipated, adjusted
to and, ultimately,-countered with discipline. He knows how
to catch his breath, quiet his heartbeat, retrench ané begin
again.

Sometimes she feels sﬁe'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 from?

She fills the pockets of the muffin tin with pieated
paper muffin cups. She spoons batter into the cups, which
she has arranged by color: blue on the left, pink on £hé
right. |

He doesn't think that was a very fair thing to say.
It really hurts him to think that she could sdy something
like that. g

‘Joanne puts the filrled tray. into the.oven and sets the
dial. ' . _ .

She didn't preheat the oven.

Is he going to teach her how to make muffins now?

Evicdently not.

He had beep‘a tender educator, she admits.that. They
honeymooned in Greece. Greek men leered at her from cafes.
Her clothes were téo tight., She wore huge-igfzéfgnnglasses
that obliterated herlféhe. Tomrheld 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 taik to strangers on the street, beggars,
hippies, anyone 'with a musical instrument. At night in‘
clubs she would-make a point of getting into a conversation
with the musicians, holding Tom by the hand while the Qreeks
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-ﬁére able if she was Qilling. Later, Tom would be
sweet in bed, lying next to her with 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 that he was by the formality of
his approach. The sweetness was easily dissolved in fear:

he was afraid of Ser, of what she might do to humiliate him.
"It had staéted 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 don*t they Jjust foréet it, okay?

She sits down at the table. 'The pollution in Athens
had been incredible. 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 érumming on the table for several minutes. . It is
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bént in the middle and about a gquarter inch of tobacco.
has spilled out of it. He cracks a smile.
He guesses not. .
Let her have one.
She started again?
She never stopped. ‘—\
™~
Oh, really? She told him she had quit. )
Listen, are they going to be honest or not?
0f 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 of her cigarette.
Leaning toward the flame with a little bow she shuts her
/\

eyes. Fpr a ﬁoment she feels sympathetic toward him. She
doesn't really feel like smocking. 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 peglity of burned sulfur. She becomes aware

of the sweet smell of cooking batter: her gift.

D

-d



Cemetary

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

ing names; battles, places, peoples, mass migrations, the .
waxing and waning of cultures--together they comprised an
exotic rhetoric tgét was bloodless, sweatless, clean and

.

musical. To her, the continual struggle of different
groups for the same langd, spanning centuries, was a‘kind:
.0f theatre where the actors changed but not the roles;
Elamiteg and Kassites- and Sumerians gave Qay t0 Assyrians
and Chaldeans and Medes, Cimmerians replaced Urartuans
who had replaced Hunnites, Hittites“yieldéd to.Phrygians‘
who yielded, in:turn, to Lydians. There were names,glike
- Anaximines and Anaximander, that designated meh she could
" barely imagine, who had evolved systems of théught she

could not tell apar&, Hyksos, Helios, helots, Helen:

history was an epic poem.
i

L .
The trees seem to go on for a long time, the path

weaving among them. The ground is spotted by sunlight
dribbling through the branches. She hears the flapping
of invisible wings, the staccato cries of insects and the

faint hum and hiss of distant traffic. Unconsciously, she .

squeezes the hand that is holding hers.

AW
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The sound of the Aegean: it sounded all blue water
and white.sand:f-The word itself sounded this way, although
the place itsgif could never have been that way. It must
have been aﬁgiper'dirty océan, filghy with the bilge of
trieremes. But thefeyes that looked.over it were Alexander's.

- L

He walks barefoot acrosé-the vast hall. By noé he
is used to the snékes his mother keeps in her room. -She
has just told him that the king is not hié real father.
He carries a pa?r 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.

L]

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

fombstones on a hill are visible through crotchgs of thick
" ‘branches. They vary in shape and height so that they appear

to be a naturél growth or a randomly assembled crowd of
observers. Paul Bradley drops her hand and runs toward
a tree. He jumps to catch the lowest of the branches aﬁd
swings himself up onto it. His movement is swift and agile,
ég that from the moment his feet leave the ground and begin= 
to arc upward toward the perch he Sécomgs an extension of
the landscape. He grxins down at her.

Chedwre puss, sh?‘éays, would you tell me,‘pleése;

which way I ought to go from here?
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Is that a_direét quote?

Verbatim.

She leans her back against the massive trunk and
slides down .into the short grass. Paul stands and reaches
tentatively for a drooping'branch just beyond his out-
stretched fingeré. He gives up and.sits down again.

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

How do you know I'm mad? Jéhnne says.

What?

Alice in Wonderland.

If she says soO.

He jumps 'down and lags 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 é%inking that Hannibal spent fifteen years
in Italy ard never attacked Rome. He marchedvup to it
once, threw a spear at the wall and walked away.

He's sorry he asked.

The tombstones are laid out in neat groups §eparated
by trees and hedges. Some of the graves_are papﬁed with
obelisks} one boasts a carved angel on g’pedestal. Some
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 grandicse,

They stop at a section near Cate-deslNeiges 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
wonQeré why.

They had to put them somewhere.

He wants to go gack to the car. Dces she want to
drive up on Fhe mountain?

They're on the mountain.

He means the other side.

She likes it better here,.
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She had been his first girlfriend, years ago. In
.high school he had not been popular. He had been too thin, .
bequgtacled, kind of greasy loocking. His skin had been bad,
his teeth too prominent. - He bloomed, eventually, but he
was marked (this would have been obvious to her, in any
case, even if he had not made a.point--rather too much
of a point, she thinks--of telling her himself): oversen-
sitive, disérustful, full of fear. His father was auto-
cra;ié, he said. 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 Qhere there were fewer
people. He wagsn't allowed to touch her. Ever elusive,
she-slipped through his hands. She knew how to lose herself,
then, at least. She was always looking somewhere else,
always unravelling some interior mystery. ﬁe was in love
with her: her hair, her big eyes, her own unpopularity.
She had a dog, a Great S;ne 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 alwaYs seemns

upset about something, as ever.
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She's not depressed is she?

Of course not. What has she got to be depressed

. about?

ée doesn't know. Why did she want to come here?
It's pretty. ‘ :
Is that all?

For now.

It is pretty.

Come on, 'let's go.

They follow .the winding road between large lots of
graves. Soon the road becomes flanked by trees and the
tombstones are fayther apart and more crnate. There are
statues and some fenced-in plots with gardens planted

:

around the graves, and an occasional mausoleum.

He watches as his fathgr is put to bed with his new
bride. The old man is drunk. He hears a toast proposed:
"to a legitimate heir." Enraged, he spins arocund and hurls
his goblet in the direction of the offending voice. Philip
rises_and lurches toward him, brandishing his sworé, 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
‘'voung boys on the second path, walking away to théir left. |
‘Three of the boys are walking together in fxgnt, engaged in
an animated conversation. They are fbllowed by another
group of three, silently plodding after the leaders. Last
comes a single boy, trudging along with his hands in his
pockets, studyiné the ground ;na 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 liqugd. She supposes
that if he were to be.bhdtographed they would appear empty
cf color, vacant hallucinatory pools. It is rumored by
memoifists that his breath is sweet. When he rides be-
fore the assembled phalanxes, his hair sweeps back in a

wavy mane, exposing his ears.

They f£ind her husband's car and drive along the
narrow roads, without destination but continuously asdending.
Paul opens the glove compartment; inside he finds two
drawings of faces, done in charcoal. The f;ces aré long and
drawn and streaked with lines that are cbviously intended
tohrepresent pain: mysterious torments embedded in the

shortest distance between two points. The eyes are dry and

dead-locking. The two pictures ae almost identical; they

L]
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~are apparently different representatiogg of the same face

experiénci;g the same despair, as if the life inhabiting

the.face is sensible of no other emotion.
. wWho déew these?

She did.

They reminé him of El Grecc'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 some muffins.

Is that all she digd?
Of course. !
They reach the crematorium at the top of the hill. -
A large flower bed is in full bloom by the entrance. It is
‘Indian summer.
| They're doing well for so late in the season, Paul says.

Want to go in?
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Not really.
Come oOn. .
She gets out of the car and runs up the crematory
steps. Paul follows her intq‘a barren hall.
Not éuch action, he safs. |

-

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

At Tarsus he is ill from swimming in cold 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 haﬁds her two roses.

What's that?

He picked them for her.

He stretcﬁes an arm along the back of her seat and
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 consc}ous of his arm,
extended in a now'embarrassing embrace. It is warm in
thercar and he can feel the sun on the_bac@ of his hand.
The suddenness of her response has 1kft him suspended,
so that he is momentarily awaré‘of every sensation, es-
pecially the heaviness in his chest.. Joanne'’s hair has
fallen forward overAber shoulder so that only her nose
can be seen; it is étraié%t and small. In profile, the
back of her head seems very round.

what did ;he 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 haﬁe to

ruin two of them.

She didn't have to throw them both away.



Breughel

Paul Bradley keeps eﬁe;ything in perspective. BHe
draws straight lines into the future that meet at the
horizon. That is the moment of death, at the point of
convergence. It is based on a kind of pun: vertical man,
in a Christian sense, becoming horjzontal man, in a non-
Christian sense. He explains this to Alan Sansavar very

’

"Children's Games" that is taped te the wall abo

carefully, pointing to the large print of Breughel's
EE Alan's

head.

Inspired by that picture, he says. Loock at the street
on tﬁe 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 I'm
talking about.

There's a church at the end of the street. Is that v
what he means?

No, no, forget about that. Just think of i€ as a
stgne wall. A wall with a tower, if you like. Fordet
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

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

7
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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, I'm dead! You know you've had it. You
close your eyes at the last second and wait for the Em-
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 thgn that.

Not really. Not when you think about it.

With all due respect, it doesn't really seem worth
thinking about.‘

Paul exhales with an exasperated hiss. It was just
a dream he had.

Alan rolls a cigarette on a pocketipachine. He is
" not neat about it, and when ‘tobacco spills ontoc his jeans

he brushes it to the floor. co

.ﬂfi

There is a woman in a photograph, with a long face
and a ﬁigh forehgad 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 hair is,cut straight across at the back
of her neck, with no tempt at'style; the line of the cut

continues around to the side of her head so that the hair
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falls to about an inch below her ear. The line is straight
only in a generél way, with many uneven sections, as if .
she has cut it herself, quickly and without great care.

In her raised left hand, filling the bottom right corner

of the picture, she holds the hair éhe has cut off, a dense
mass of delineateq shadow (the photo is black and white)

that seems to be about sixteen inches long. Her expression,
which is rather ambiguous and difficult to describe accurate-
ly, is a mixture of triﬁmph,'defiance‘and abashment. What

is most imp;essive about the picture is its iconographic

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

card.

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 notplan to stay long. That
was two years égo. His sister returned to England a year
later, after 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. Deﬁis étreet, where he was
known as l'Anglais by most and as Alain by a few. One
of these few, Jihguﬁf Chénard {(Chénard 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 demanded, into
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more lucrative narcotic‘substances. At one time Chenaxd
had been a political science student at 1'Université du
Québec a Montréal. Abandoning his studies, he became an
inspired radical in defense of the preservation °f‘ﬂ{s?¢h
Canadian cultural identity., Alan met him in the course of
daily business in the 5t. 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 kinsﬁip
between them that transcended language, for he himself was

a kind of latter-day adherent of la révolution.

Throughout his months in the St. Denis district Alan
heard references to a group called Le Front de la‘ Lumiere
Noire, but the organization itself, to which Jacques apparent-
ly belonged, remained an abstraction. Its ideoiOgy, aims
and methods were likewise only vaguely communicated to him
and the impression he formed was that it was little more than
a émali group of dedicated Québecois whose purpese was to
educate the people to some sort of undefined action.

According to Jacques Chénard, the group'chose its name
to signify that, like ultraviolet radiation, it was in-

"visible but ubiguitous, could heal or destroy, and, like

a black light, could 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.
»

I suppose you could say that itfrepresents the hid-
den spirit of the French Canadians in-some way, Alan -said.

Or their demon of freedom, their essential élan.

Je suppose.

Alan sucked on a joint and handed it to Jacgues.
This isn't very good stuff,'Jacques said.

There are probably theological implications as well,

- .

when you think about it.

It's just a name. Like that.

Alan moved out of the district in May to take up
residence in a rooming house off Dorchester, where he had
been hired as a‘nigytcierk. Paul worked the evening shift.

Sansavar. That sounds more Spanish than English.

it's French, actually. Probably comes from sans—
avoir--have nothing. Apparently, I'm descended from im-
poverished Norman gentry, unless some ancestral serf adopt-

y \

ed his master's name at some point. But then, a sans-avoir
1%

* wouldn't h;ve any serfs, would he?
And the accent? .
Leicester-cum-Cambridge,.
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There is another photograph of the same woman, pinned
to the wall above his bed, in which she is seen from the
back right, sitting on the floor with her arms around her
knees, her head cradled:igfghe 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 thin plumes of émoke,
the whole having the appearance of burning incense.

Alan wants to know if there are any matches.

Here.

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

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

almost oriental in its sparseness, is parted and forked
ungér his chin. “ i ’
He asks Paul how it is going with Joanne.
Okay. She took him to the cemetary this afternoon.
The cemetary? (She sounds a little morbid.
Actually, she's thinking of moving in with him.
‘ - N M¥a
Really? He hadn't realized Paul had gokten that, far.

She and Alan can go to funerals together.

' Now, now, don't be nasty.

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

-~

stares at the Breughel.

You know, he says, that's really the only picture
of his that I like.

Alan is privy to the bluntness of death. He inows it
as a softening of edges, a slow slipping into indistinctness.
It approaches in increments of agvancing dullness, a greying
of the senses. This is the effect oﬁ 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 lobé?. Afterwards, memory begins again,
with an image of carpeting, worn and dirty blue, a heaving
ofhtﬁé digestive tract accompaﬁ;éd by constricted b?eaphing

and some loss of hearing, a sickening ride in what must be

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

refer to him.



Miro

If God had to do the flood over again, Herold says,
he would not repeat the mistake of telling Noah about it
in advance. -

Y
/

-
Tom Harrington sinks a two-foot putt for a bogey

on the twelfth green at Laval-sur-la-Lac Country Club.

Well, you're uﬁ two, Tom, Chris WatSOn‘;ays. I
suppose you want to press the bet.

.-

First she tékes a number of short steps, as if un-
certain that she wishes to proceed (although there is no
significaﬁce to whgt she is contemplating). Then she
stops and stands motionless, her.gaze directed.at the
glass coffee table through which the rust-colored carpet
is visiﬁle. After several mo&énts she reaches up and
faéﬁeﬁs her hair into a ponytail with an elastic. She
has been walking, appdrent}y aimlessly, from room to
room for the past half hour. Her present stillness‘signgds
the end cf her task: she has redefined the place to which

she has just moved a few hours ago.

K
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I thought you were the evangelist of civilization,
Herold, McClough says.

I'm afraid I;m all out of good news.

He believes in an abstracF pgrfection, Tim Andrews

says. -~

Chris Watson wants to know how his affairs are pro-
gressing. .

Well, you should be a{gight, Tom says. This guy
Bergeron--not the old man, his son--he;s the re51 prick
you've got to watch out for. He's the one who's been
giving you all the trouble. 1I've made some arrangements
with the other directors, though, and they're willing to
go aloﬂé with you. Just one more die-hard on the board,
not counting Bergeron ‘junior, but I think we can swing him.
The company will be in your pocket, sdy, this time two
weeks from now. I've already got enough proxies tied
up to ensure the vote. You don't have po‘worry about. a

thing. Just let.se handle it.
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Eventually, she drifts over to the large window

"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 herself partakes of this greyness, as if she has been
flattened out, subdued, perhaps nullified. She stares-

through the window, wishing it would 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.

. A
I 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 face it, Chris, what deoes a Frenchman know about

business?
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She turns back to face the room. On the wall to the
ieft 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 sﬁall print of Picasso's "The Lovers."

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

two walls and then turn 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 ﬁer head éradually pivots left-
ward until she is directly—iwn front of the picture. Only
then, because of the posiﬁgzzng the coffee table, can

she realign her body with the angle of her vision. When
she has completed this movement, shé‘§tops for a momen;

to study the picture before leaving the room.

I'm thinking of a“girl, Herold says, drunk at last,

¥

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

Great.
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Yog're.talking about the business of the future,
Chris. In a few vyears, récycled anything will be worth
money to the man doing the job. Righ£ now you'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 ¢f months to get a separaté subsidiary
going. GO to the bookstore sometime, Chris, look at the
bSﬁks. A hu;dred percent recyclea paper. People don't

want to throw anything away ‘anymore. They want to reuse

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

Even hear from her?
P, R
Sﬁéiztils me all the time, Herold says.

How's she making out?

She says she plays a lot-of tennis.

Does she ever say ;nything definite? About coming
Back, I mean. |

She says she 1o;es me.

Isn't that a-good‘sign? That she says she loves you,

I mean?

Not really. We always say that.
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We should get together again next week for another
round. Keep you'in'shape, Chris. |

Are you kidding? I almost froze out there today.
This place will be closed in a week or two.

I never gquit until there's snow on the grognd. That's

how much I love golf.

The picture is almost completely blue, a very deep
blue. .The woman is a stick figure, a matter of a few
black iines, with a round head, as in a drawing by a child.
Above the woman, and on the same plane (there is no attempt

at perspective), 1is an imprecisely drawn yellow ball.

_,,«"\



Ardor

Joanne and Paul: a recrudescence. Reinfecting each
other, they wonder what is different. Nothing is different:
they become what they are. (If I knew then what I know
now . . . they knew,and it made no difference.)} Only the
focus is clearer, legs sepiated; they trick out the present

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

Joanne rises from the bed and lifts the window blindg.
Still-life on windowsill: a candle in an iron dish resting
on two books (their‘spines facing the window and thus un-
readable), a Malbec wine bottle containing am inch of liquid
blackness and sediment, an African Violet potted in a plas-
tic margerine container.

She hates the way the sun comes 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 drifting in the sunlight that

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

So?

So what did she wake him up for?

He sleeps too much.

She sits on the edge of the bed and picks at the
damp ciumps of flaked skin under her fingernails: scalp
debris,Adead cells, the afterbirth of the little pleasure
that scratching affords.” she is walking down a corridof
lined with doors. Each door ié slightly ajar but she is
tempted by none of them. At the bottom of each door is
the same elongated'tfiangle of light and from ;eyond each
emanates an identically pitched wave of snoring. It
bothers her to see someone asleep when she is not,

She begins to get dressed, with a kind of persistent
willfulness, as if performing a duty, a boring chore that
must be-suffered to completion. Tom has said that daily
life weighs upon her, demanding too much attention to
detail, an excess of aevotion to the insignificant. Joanne
knows (believes) that the mundane musL be invested with

meaning, but she lacks the self-deluding artificiality of

the skilled interpolator.

Come here, Paul says.

Q
What?
Don't get uzfﬁﬁ such a hurry.. .
She wants td go to Steinberg's. - They need some food.
Not yet.
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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 pal@ of each hand. He
plays. He lacks high'seriousness: the joke of sex.
I'm not virile enough for you? he says.

_Sometimes they do it three times a day. Sometimes he
times them: twenty minutes, half an hour--a sum of dimirfutive
passions. -

Strictly functional, she says. Astride him, shé
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 come, he says.
’

I'm trying to shut you up, she says. =y

Above the bed, another poster is ;aped: a Turner sea- -
scape depicting a ship caught in a storm. This picture is
predominantly a study in yellow, more suggestive of a sand-
storm than an ocean tempest. It 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 color.
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* The day\ﬁlips into a different tense. At four o'clock
Paul must leave for work. He stands at the front door, the
knob under his hand. Joaﬁne is in the bedroom several feet
away, so that they must raise their voices in order to be
heard.

Okay, he's leaving.

QOkay. Dces he love her?

Okay, bye.

Did he hear what she said?
Nco, what? . .
She said does he love her.

Sure does. : .
Sure. O
What does she mean sure?
She means she @oesn't believe him.
What doe;'she mean she doesn't believe him?-°
She means she doesn't.
Come on, eh,
She doesn't.
Come on. N

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
orang; 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 couch, her back

propped up with cushions. She is reading The Shape of

Europgan History by Carl Gustavson. Paul is sitting by S

a tablé in the corner, trying to write a poem. He is
( staring intently at the keyboard of a small.portable
typewriter, his fingers poised in mid-air. On the wall
above the table is a print by Chagall: a sheep's head.
The following conversation takes place against a barely

audible musical background: a Joé Cocker album is playing

on the stereo in the opposite corner pf 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," "I Broke Down,"

"You Came Along," "Catfish,‘iand "Moon Dew."
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What's the matter, losing his touch?
Is‘that what she thinks? !
What does he think?

_, He just can't think of anything poetic.

He's iést if, baby.

He ﬁust can't think of anything'to say, that's all;

~ Where are those journals that published_bim before?

Right behind her. Second shelf. !}

These two here?

Right. [(He starts to type.)

o A g

What did he get?

He's wfiting what she's doing. "Sﬁe reaches with
one arm/curved slightly in an oblique twist/and exfrafts
two thin volumes from a densely packed.ﬁbw.“ ™
Exciting. h
It's her life they're talking about here.

Who's the woman in this cne?

No one special.

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

she one of them?
' : a 4 L
, No, he never wrote a poem about her. They're fiction.

She knows that but she wonders who they are sSmetimes.

He too. ‘ . ‘
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She's reading someone else now.

She ﬁean; someoﬁe else's poem? -

Uh-huh. _

Let him write that down. ' o d

Maybe £hey should live apart. Thaf'way she won't have

to worry about what he's thinking. “

-

He doesn;t understand what she means; *

He never answered her.question that afternooﬁ. It's
been bothering her all 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 answgr her question?

She means for her.

That answers the question for her?

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

(The}e is_a prolonged pause here, during which she
continues. to read through the twp poetry 5ournéls and he.
s£arés fixedly at the typewriter. .In fact, a close
exa$ination of his eyes would reveal that he is probably
not concentrating on what he is doing, not, that is, tryihg

to think of the néxt_linelof his poem. Rather, he appears

to be daydreaming, or thinking of nothing at all, or lis-



SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVIOLET : o o 64

. i _
tening intently to the .music.’ When the record finishes, -

Joanne gets up and flips it over; Paul's expression does
not change. The songs that now play are (again in order):
"nThe Man in Me," "sShe 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 wondefs, that's all.

Well, she should stop wondering.

Sometipes she Fhinks he just likes her for sex.

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

She's serious.

Heﬂll 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. o '
He just told her. |
Tell her again.
He loves her, goddamn it.

Tell her often.



Dancing
J
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. ﬁ6w~she has cut it short, curving it in—t
ward under her jaw line, and cropped the front into
straight bangs that fall to within a few centimeters of
her eyebrows. She has also changed the color from a deep,
woody brown to a lighter, reddish brown. The original
coggr was almost black, but she started greying when she
was twenty-five and has been dying-it since she was twenty-
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

Thinf?ﬁ@ about it, she might say that it has something to

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 beginning to redden. She is able to discern

fine cavities in her face where the pores have opened. She
is not painful to look at_{she finds) but she is far from
striking. She herself thinks that many women her age (she

is 46) are nearly beautiful, or appear to have once been
&
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beautiful, whereas she gives thg impression of having
always been plain, although she was once nearly beautiful
herself. She wonders about that word whenever she catches
erself using it; it seems rather vague and lacking in
definition but she is a little lazy about precision. 1In
fact, she would just as soon not have to worry about coming
to terms with’apyth%ng in an exact or accurate manner. It
is just too demanding. She prefersa kind of unconscious
generalizaﬁiqn, even concerning her appearance. It is
.enough that sﬁe looks reasonably feminine withodt being
outright ugly, reasonably intelligent without having to
strain to impress, and reasoﬁably sane without putting

too fine a point on it.

Now . she ;its before the mirror, with an abstracted
look on her face, no£ gazing at her own reflection but off
to one.side, so that 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. She was a very
fussy and high~strung mother, hurrying to phone the pedia-
trician at the slightest prefext: 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
in his face ("It's clean, he's only a baby.™ "It's just
theﬂtdea Cynthia answered.). When Paul was eight years
old, Cynthia went into labor for a second tlne The baby's
name, if male, was to be David; if female, Lillian. David
was born dead on a humid, windless afterﬁoon.in July. The
after—effecté, the years in and out of St. Jean de Dieu and
other psychiatric holding pens, the constant drift and dis-
integration of focus, the specific, world-in-arglanCé looks
to which she was subjected the patronizing manner of Peter
and her friends--it seemed unreasonable, a v1olatlon, a
deliberate recreation of her as victim. An extended nervous
breakdo&n, what was wrong with that? The words were tame,
convéying neither stigma nor serious dislocation. It was
a mental flu, a psychic snifflé, nothlng to get excited
about. Yet her sanity had been questloned her place in
tﬁe world, her credibility, her right to be taken serio&g-
ly. She was sentenced to helplessness, reduced, unsexed.
After eight years of raising Pqul, she thought she
had learned enough in the arcana of motherhood to bring
~up another child with greater efficiency, technical re-
finement and honed instinct. David {or Lillian) had the

* . L]
potential to be created with finer art, subject to less
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haphazard development than Paul, who grew beyond her very
guickly. Caught bylsurprise by each fresh nuance that Paul
revealed,.she had been able only to react and hope for the:
best. She waég;gparedfor David/Lillian, knew what to
expect. She was on top of things. She knew how to separate,
how to diminish ,(herself not least), how to be alieﬁ.

Peter did not look fer 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; disciéline_
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 eﬁtered Cynthia's immediate
universe, They have known e%ch other a '‘long time, almost
twemty years. But Cynthia has never been close to anyone,
never had a confid@nte. Catherine is soft, mild. She
speaks in a low voice, carefully measuring syllables. She
lost her French accent years ago; it drifted away from hér}
a dispersing fog. Catherine told Cynthia that she had once
asked her mother how it ié possible that people speak so
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
1$nguage of their fathers. This‘was the penalty and con-
sequence of Babel: to be locked forever into an inescapable

confusion of thought and expression, unable to speak direct-
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l& in the language of the mind.

Catherine looks like she would ‘be soft to toﬁch. Her
edges are rounded. A thin layer of fat and flesh copceais
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 aégression, 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 teﬁn;s. Catherine is tco sloy, her move-
ments are awkward} her muscles don't cooperate with each
othér. They play indoors. Later, Cynthia will dream of
the clear pocking sound the ball makes when it stfikes
‘her r;cket, of the dull thud of the ball hitting the floor.

Her dreams will be studded with ball sounds, tiny invisible

explosions that eventually shock her awake.

Wwhen they get back to Cynthia's houge Peter asks them
what they.have been up teo. <Cynthia tells him in a dry
voice. She isrirritated by the demands of conversation.

How did it.go? Peter asks.

She beat me into the ground, Catherine Herold says.

Wwith her shoelaces untied.
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Peter laughs. His laugh is unstrained. Hé-thinks
it good that Cynthia ié getting out, that she has a friend.
He has reached the point- yhere all 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 rTubber that the women bring into his house. Inexplicably,
it put; 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

of a large animal rumbling past, a relief that she has not

been trample@, 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, understands breathleésness. As a child
she was aéhutic.':At night in bed she would struggle to
breathe, wrestling against the blaék 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 ﬁer 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 siin of the fruit.
Three weeks into the tréatment the warts were gone for good.

Now she knows the value of superstition.
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Let's have some lunch, she says.
No, I'm going to take a bath.. You make something for
yourself if you like.
I wasn't .really that hungry. Maybe just some toast.
- Cynthia unfastené the barrettes from her hair. It

falls toward her face in an unnatural wave. .

I know,_she‘says. Let's go out tonight. The three
of us. You should get out, Cathy,.it'll do you good. No
sense moping around here all the time. Let's go dancing

or something. .

I don't knoﬁ, Cynthia, I don't feel much like it. \)

‘No,'me neither. Let's just stay home and drag as§7"/

She tosses the barrettes onto the table and leaves
the room. -

Catherine looks out the window: the bare brancﬁes of
ﬁhe 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. BAfter a while she

starts to cry.

That night they go out and Catherine dances with Peter.
They afe'at L'Escapade, in the Ch;teau Chaﬁpiain. Peter
holds her iightly but he is not a good dancer.

I'm worried abdut Cynthia, he says.

Give her a chance, she'll come around.

£



SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVIOLET 72

I hope so; It's driving me crazy. I mast say,
you've got a lot of strength. Another woman in your
position might crack.

What's my position?

bon't get angry. I didn't mean anything. The
remark was meant to show admifation. I'm impressed
with ;ﬁh;?fortitud%, that's all.

Fortitude? I'm visiting friends, that's all.

O0f course. Forget I men;ioned it.

They move around the floor in an almost irrational
pattern. The music -is bland and sentimental. Catherine
finds it wears her down. Peter makes requests to the

band but he doesn't listen when his songs are played.

Wasn't that fun? Cynthia says when they get home.
Aren't you glad you decided to come?

I had a very nice time, Catherine says. Thank you
very much, Mr. Bradley, she adds, witﬁ mock courtesy and
a little bow, for a very\entertaining evening. .

My pleasure, Mrs. Herold, Peter says, bowih;:in turn.
My services.are always at your disposai.

Look at you two, Cynthia says. Like two dplls on a

goddamn clock.



The Devil

The end of October. The fat trees on Mount Royal
blaze and sﬁed,~ Their last radiant burst of death par-
takes of the rRythm of a superﬁova. 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 pattérn 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

imagfines that her life is a season. For now, she is the
end of October: she is beautiful and éying.

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 inamdiati
will pursue her sleigh.

In spring, she is Persephone, her gig! a broken pome-
granate for tim Underworld. She has never seen a pomegranate.

. J
She is Joanne: a season, obedient to life, its slave. She

r

knows herself as myth: she is enlarged and subsumed.
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Tom and Paul: she knows them as lovers. What else
could they ever be to her? She cannot impéine them as
anything else. They £ill herlwitﬁﬂtheifflives and she
absorbs them. One doesn't question what happens to food
onceé it is eaten, until it is expelled, and then it be-
comes a combination of ﬁnsavory éhore and pleasuraple
fglief. Even then, the sensation is sexual. When she
relieveg herself of‘anythingy’throws anythipg away, de-
taches another's life from her own, she perceives the loss
through the medium of her sexuvality. Sﬁe 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 cgncept of mortality.

I just got home, Paul. Give me a chance to unwind.

Come here. 1've missed you.

Stop it. .

Sit stili a minute.

Don't. -

I know you don't mean that. Don't be so coy.

Let me up. : -

Alright, play tough. Yocu'll come crawling to me one
day, you'll come begging Sn your hands and knees, saying

fuck me, fuck me, and I'll tell you to forget™ it.



S

SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVIOLET . 75

She laughs at this."He is-on his_hands\sﬂs,knees,
imitating the way he th;nks she will be, scrambling acroés
the floor in heat. | -

You wonft say that, she says. I know jbu.

How come you're never horny, eh?

You're always horny;

Just when I'm around you.

Bullshit. ' r

Come on. .
. \ ) -

At least let me get undressed.

That would be better, vyes.

He helps her unfasten her bra. When her breasts pop
loose, his hands are waiting for them.

Go, ulah, you're free, he says.

Her lfead scissors the pale sash of daylight that lies

across his belly, descending to obliteraté; Medusa-like,

the waves and/or particles that il;uminate, shaft against

. shaft, the joining of parts to tHe whole. With pelvic

precision he intuits the damp before it arrives, muscle,
bone and blood cooperating to meet‘;issue and enzyme in
a pneumatic haul that droés his jaw and presses his eyes
into the kaiaidosoobic corners of their sockets. -
. .
You're a nice enough guy, she Says later, but you
leave a bitter aftertaste.

And what's your pleasure?

The méod is not upon me.

-~
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They sleep all afternooﬁ! There is nothing else to
do.\ Paul has the day off and Joanne is exhausted. SHe

was up ‘all the previous night working on a history paper.

Now she sleeps too soundly to remember hexr dreams.

& -
gt |
. ’

Paul 1is gonscious. He runs-his hand down Joanne'g
thigh, stopping at her knee. She is sleeping on her back,
her mouth slightly open. Her skin is sticky so that his
hand proceeds down her leg in irrégﬁlar quantum jumps.

Her knee represents the point-bf maximum extension of his
arm. He leans over to kiss her: her breath is bad. Wﬁeﬁ
his mouth reaches hers, she turns over, dislodging his
hand. He traces with a fingernail a line along her back
from cofxx to uppermost vertebra. Her flesh recedes from
his touch in involuntary spasigs. She is not in control.
The subatomic particles that co 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 to
isolate, té impact elseﬁhere. 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, perpaﬁs Qeceitful mind to‘willﬂothefwiée, all* galaxies
run for cover. She is not reséonsible: she, is dreaming
about soﬁething that she will instantly forgét._ He is on

#

the surface of things, alone, accursed, cognizant.

-”
-
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L ‘If there is another side to reality, it is not within
'his province to-explore it. On LSD-he has seen himself from
the inside out, tecoﬁe aware of how easy it is to slip away,
ﬂto-forget how to function on the outside. One's neurons
. . | ‘are subject to misfiring. He could live forever in the
right emiépﬁere of his brain (or is it the left? he wonders) ,
but after a while he wouldn't -know how to eat. He would
4. wét his pants. He would shit on himself; that could happe;.

Was capital-T Truth worth the effort?

The twenty-two éards of the major arcanum are dealt

‘out in four rows on the kitchen table. They belong to
( the Tarot of Marseilles. The picture on each card is,
1; | ‘ contained within a black rectangular fram?on the inner

edge of which--in a different place‘on each card--is

printed.a tiny legend: B.P. Griﬁssﬁ\i3§3. '

’ .Look over all the cards, Alan Sansavar says to Joanne.

Try to get the feel of them. Concentrate on what'each one

says. to you. Rearrange them if you like. Try to pick out
-~ four or five thgt seem particularly meaningful to you, thenl

- try to select-one that more than any of the others seems

relevant:-to yoR personally.

- : But I don’ t know what any of them mean, Joanne says.
v - S o
) - i D
‘ P
( . ~ \' 4 A e .‘
-, L ; —
a » L] I's R
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- .
That's okay. Study the pictures. See if any of them

are particularly appealing or strike a chord in you or

anything like that.'!

Joanne studies the cards one by one, seleofirg a few
which she lays aside. The colors aﬁg_Fhe same on a the
cards: blue, red, yellow '

'and a skin-tone. She makes her

final choice.
-This'one.

‘Oh-kay, Alan says. That's called the Devil.

Is that a gooq one?

It's not a question of aﬂy being better than the
others.‘.It's whatever appeals to you;

I thought of taking one of these but I liked this
one just a little better.

That one there is the World and the other one's the
Falling Tower. I'm beginni?g to get a better idea_of you
now. But you_picked ;he Devil, as I say.

Either she's fascinated.by_evil, %aul says, or she
has a morbid taste in men.-'

If you don't mind, Paﬁi, Alan says, it's important
that she be allowed to concéntrétg.

Fine. I'll go inside and watch TV.
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There are five colors on the cgrdﬁ blue (the Devil's
wings, legs and genitals), red (his"belt,‘the;anvil on
which he stands, the hats of the two attendant demons who
flank him), yellow (the Devil's hair and antler-like horns

1

and a narrow strip in tﬁe background behind the anvil), //”
black (the ground beneath thé'two demons), and skin-tone-
fthe_Devil's arms, face and torso and tHe 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 elbow at an angié
of about forty degréss, so that the right hand is approxi-
mately level with his shoulders. He seems to be waving,
as if greeting a new arrival. The two demons also appear
to be smiling, althougﬁ their expressions are essentially
vacant; unlike their master, who is looking straight at
the viewer, ﬁhey appear to be watching something out of

: -

frame in the middle distance. Their hands are concealed

behind their backs, apparantly tiegd there, judging from

*

the way their elbows are splayed,/ Around each of their

necks is fastened a cord, e other end of which is tied
to a ring in the center of the anvil. They, too, have .
_ C antlers (as well as large, pointed ears) and each of their

s ends in three long toes.
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I thought hé.wés going to take all night. What
did'he have to'say for @#lmost ;wo hours?
He .Just went on and on. You know what he's like.
Anyway, now that he's gonerwé can pick up where we

left off this afternoon.
’ £

You couldn't possibly be hofny again. I'm beat.
You can't be that tired. It's only eleven.
aAlan said I have a tendency to do what other people

A

think I should and not wﬁat I think. Is that true?
Ask him, he's the mag;cian.
I told‘you what he_said.
?t seems to ms/faﬁ\do what you want most of the time;
What do you want to do that you don't do now?
I don't know. LPt's of things.
Like what? ;
I don't know. I want to go to the beéfh, for example.
There's no beach around here. : p \RH/)
I want to go where there is one. then.
So'go. I'm not stopping you.
I don't know if I really want to.
Well, what do you really want tp do?
What I really want to do is kick you in the balls.

Nice talk. That's really nice.



DoEe .
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It is‘dark except for a light in the bathroom and
a candle 6n the table, and there is Japanése muéic.
Occasionally the candleflame seems tp pick up the trun-
cated rhythm of the music's twangs and dongs and appears
to pulse iﬁ time to it. v
Are you stoned at all?
Just a_little, Paul says« L
‘I'm not at all, J.D. says.
They can hear Alan pacing pack a;a'forth in ghe bed-
'r00m, unattuned to the music's subtle dissonance.
( I wish he'd sit down, J.D. says.
| Paul faises a bottle of warm Molson to his mouth
and sips from it.
Rétually, his footsteps are starting to make sense.

Hey! J.D. shouts.

D
' Not so loud, Paul says.
Alan! | .
Shh!
. ‘Come here a mfbute}
Christ.
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(‘ : 5 Alan'loocks haggard and morose. His clothing is im-

‘iproperlyjessembled on his body and his hair is clinging
to his cheeks and lips;

What are you up to in there? Paul says.

Alan'shrﬁgg.

Why don't Qou sit down for a while, J.D. says; We'll
roll another one. )

I'm thinking, Alan says.

Fﬁck that,'d.D. sa§§.

I hapéen to be one of the foremost systematic thinkers
in Montreal, Alan saQs. So fuck you.

What are you thinking about? Paul says.

Alan shrpés again, an éxaggerated gesture that brings
his beny, elonggﬁed shoulderé nearly to his ears. J.D.
hands him a sloppily rolled joint.

" You light it, J.D. says.
.Yoﬁ shouldn't let him slobber on them, Paul says.
Let him, let him. | ‘ 7
Theﬁ you smoke the fucking thing.’

e " No problem.

Alan sits down and sucks on the marijuana. J.D.
watches him hungrily. Paul listens to the music. It
stops suddenly, with no finale.

&
I've been thinking, Alan sa¥s. You're not really

a very nice guy. I mean, I like you andrggg}ything, but
\ .

you're kind of a bastard. '
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Are you talking to me? Paul séys.

Yes. -

What do you mean?

You lie to people.

so?

Well, you héve no respect for the pruth.
Man, I just can’'t get off, J.D. says.

*

I've worked out a theory of truth, Alan says, that I

think is quite reasonable. - \

Alan

I'm starving, J.D. says.

Oh, shut up, will you, Alan says.-

You have any money? Paul says;

Are you kidding, J.D. says.

If-you don't want to listen, never miné, Alan says.
I'ﬁ listening, I'm listening, Paul says.

Forge£ it;

Alright. ] =~

Let"s go out, J.D. says.

Good, Paul says.

Weren't you supposed to take Joanne somewhere tonight?

»
says.

I don't remember.
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He is at a party in Sogdiana. Roxanne, whom he:has'
recently married, is in her éharters. 'It is not known
whethef she is waiting for him or if she has already
given-him.up; in any case, she speaks no Greeﬁ.and,
unlike his mother, is not partiél to wine. When he
is sufficiently drunk he rises to leave.

- They have Jost interest in the strippers, whom tgey
héve seen too often. This is a club where J.D. 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?
wéaul. ‘
I'm Sly. You can call me Slick.
- Okay, Slick.  What's new in Boston?

I don't know, I been here. Me and my old lady come up.

Where is she?
wOrkihg.

o
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She work around here?
She's a dancer. I got her in some club in the east.
The east of Montreal. You know that place?_
Vaguely. -
Is it tough out there?
Depends. .
o~ I don't ;anf her getting in no trouble. I told her
- come straight back; There ain't too many black pe&ﬁle
up here. I don't want her doing do tricks less she know
her people.
Well, I wouldn't go out there.
Rubbish, Alan says. i used to live in the east end.
My friend Alan, Paul says. He means way east, Alan.
I don't see the distinction.
Forget it. Go back to sleep.
wﬁy wouldn't you go out there? Slick says.
It's mostly French and I'don't speak it.
She don't speak nb French either. 'She better come
straight back after the show. |
J:D. taps Paul on the shoulder.
Where you been? Paul says.
In the can.

Hey, J.D., this is Slick. Call him Sly.

It's the other way around, Sly says.

S
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My namé!s Wicked, J.D. says.
What's happening?

Real shit, man.

Where's some action?

} Wwho knows. = ° : *

Hey, I'm géing to call my old lady.
Give her my best, Paul says.
Who is this guy? J.D. says.
Don't know.

Man, I have to watch yo very minute.

His chick's a dancer. Maybe\you know her.

Is she black?
I guess so.
Too hard to book. Hey, there's Mireillen Listen,
I want you to do me a favor. When she comes over here,
tell her your brother just had his legs brokén. Alright?
What brother?
Shh. Mimi, how are/you?
Okay, J.D. a va? .
Ga marche. This is Paul. Remember those guys I
was telling you‘abouté They broke his brother's legs.
Really? She looks at Paul.’ ﬁow come?
Because he didn't pay tﬁ%m on time, that's why, J.D.

says. Same as me, Played pokér with the wrong guys, and

now they're after me.
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quys.

a . .

Mireille studies Paul carefully. . It's trued she says.

Sure is. Broke both of them. :-
- p—

Why do you play with guys like that? she says to J.D.

/
I don't know. In my business you meet a lot of these

Listen, can you let me have the fifteen hundred like

you said?

"I'1ll go tomorrow to the bank, I suppose. Where will

you be?

Paul will pick it up. Meet him around f£ive at the
' s

Rainbow.

OCkay, J.D. You got me booked next week?

14

Yeah, I'll put you in a real nice place, don't worry.

You'll make a lot, I promise.

give

Okay, J.D. Salut.

Is she nuts or what? J.D.says.

I got news for you, Paul says.

The old J.D. touch comeS'ihroﬁgh'hgain.
Except I won't be there. . i

What.do you mean? 1I'm asking you as a friend. I'll
you two' hundred of it, how's that?

No way. And I'll bet she won't be there either.
Sure she will. She's crazy about me.

Crazy doesn't explain it. Go yoursei .

Thanks a lot, bﬁddy.

Don't mention it. I have to make a call.

Thanks a lot. Ask me a favor some day..shithead.
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The distance from his couch to the door is pﬁéLably
about twenty or thirty feet. If the party is taking place
in a tent,_it:is perhaps less, and the door will be a flap
of canvass or leather. 1In either case, the revelers, some
of whom are barely co;scious at this point, make room for
him to pass. He }s accustomed- to having a clear path, so
he is a little surprised to find himself accosted by an oid
woman. He recognizes her as the seer who has been following
his camp since Syria. He realizés tﬂﬁt she is trying to
prevent him from leaving. It is crucial that he remain
until dawn, she cautions. It is not unusual for him to
party all night; Gfinning, he asks for more wine.

¢

I don't know what time I'll beahome.

It's already two. What are you doing?

I'm having a drink with Alan and J.D. I'1¥'be home
soon. | | |

Not J.D. again. What do you have to sé; that sleazy
creep for?

He's my.frieﬁd.

He's an asshole. What's Alan-doing?

He's thinking.

- . * - )
What's, he thip%;ﬁg about? (3‘
Truth. . - . ot
| - W
Eh? ’
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" Truth.- That's why I'm not lying to you.
Christ, another idiot. You make a fine pair, the
three of you.

Eh?

Oh, leave me alone. Don't bother coming home.

" I'm coming, I told you. Soon.
Forget I exist.
- How can I forget with you screaming at me?

-

I'm not screaming.

You are so. - C:Z

)
You better be home soon.
I will, I will. Go to‘sleep. -
( ) That's all I ever do. Never with you, it éeéms.
What's that supposed to mean? ° )
. Nothing. / )
) I']ll see you later. :
'ﬁ - i »
Yeah, sure.
Bye. . ) ‘ - .
Yeah.
- ’ ’
g L
. .
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At his tent the conspirators are Qaiting. They
have waited for a night when all six of them would com-
prise the guard. He is loné overdue. .They will cut him
down so there can be no mistake, no dependence-on a
chancy potioﬁ.‘ They watch the stars. Stilll he does
not come. The stars begin to blink out as the sky starts
'td pale. They hear the apﬁrbach of footsﬁeps and_%hey
draw their swords. It is tﬁe next shift, come to relieve
them. Still they wait, doggedly hanging éround, engaging
the others in conversation.

ghe wasn't thgre; Sly Says: f'ﬁ'getting worried.‘

What timé does she finisﬁ? Paul says.

.Two-thirty. . _ *

It's nai.time fet., o .
They‘saiq.she'd‘left‘élready. .
Maybe she went home. |

-

" She wasn't there either. - ad

. Don't worry about it, 'she’ll turn up. / w’

J.D2 ﬁﬁnc@gs Alan in. the shoulder. -~

° Hey. Hey. . _: P~
".$,‘\" A -

What? * . v N i
Say something. - ‘ R .
What?

. ' L . 3 : | ‘ i
Anything. Truth.’ ‘ N . - .

. B \) .. . \ )

Truth. Yes.

Y
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caline but it isn't. Mescaline's impossiblg.to find around

“’}}ere. ‘I‘?e

'thef say is me

. What is it? Paul says.

« I wouldn't buy no dope in this place, J.D. says.

Tell us about it, Paul-says. . . -
I'don't think I will. |

What's the matter?

Motherfucker's stoéed; Sly says:

Well, sort of, Alan says. It's supposed to be mes- |

an real mescaline. Everybody sells this stuff

scaline but it's not even close.
L
Horse tranquilizer, probably.

v - Tyl -
What's it like?
it's not bad but it's not mescaline.

' s

Too bad.
’
Are we leaving? Sly says. : .
Pretty soon, Paul says.

I got a little blew, Sly says. You want a littﬂé-—

what's his name? »

Alan. | a ' : -
Hey, 8lim, ydu want a little blow? Sly says
I wouldn't mind.

Okay.

. Sly rolls a dollaﬁébill into a thin tube, then spré%ds .

a smgll piece of tin foil on the bar, exposing half a gram

r

of white powder. . . '
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Hey, that's better, J.D. sa é. _ ;13
I wish I wasn't so drunk,-P§§;'says.
. ‘ N
» Finally, he comes. He is alﬁost sober now, which
they did not expect. He thanks theﬁqur wait?ng up for
him and gives Epem money. They donot strike: there are
too maﬁy others. He enters his tent and falls instantly
aéleep Later, they will be betrayed by the lover of
one of their company. Because they are Macedonlans,
they will be condemned to death by stoning.
e

La Grande is crowded when they arrive and the music
is loud.

Watch yourself in here, J.D. says. Half these chicks
“are gquys in drag. épe other half had operatiogs.
Hey, I feel pretty good, Paul sa;é.
You look epileptic, Alan says.
What dé you mean? I'm having a Dostoevskian moment.

Don't‘tell me about it. e

So Paul says. Truth.

Alan shakes his head, Hell. .
: |

What, this place? Look at Sly, williyou. He seems

pretty absorbed. Like a drop of water in a ‘sponge.
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- There are two kinds of truth, Alan says. There's

an abstract kind, the kina that has to do with logical
propositions, and.there's a more concrete kind, that has " (-
to.do with, say, reality, or the world as opposed to pure
thought. - ,

I see, Paul says.

You guys maké me sick, J.D. safs. -All this bullshit.

What abou£ relidious truth? Paul says. '

Weli, that's a different thing. ; ' r

Thé music is ‘continuous, one song mixing into the
next. The dancing, in-contrast, is more spasﬁodic; and
no bne laéts very }ong on the dance floor. The gyrations
of the dancers seem to be an extension of the music.
Occasionally, a stqsbe light ﬁlashes for a minute or twéz
‘but. it makes liﬁtle‘%ifference: it is impossible to separate
the movements of the bodies from thé sound that inspires
them. This is perhaps due to the quality of the light,
which is vaguely unreal, ewy€n when the strobe is off. The
walls of the room are painéed black; depfctions of cartoon
monsters glow from them in luminescent greens and yellows.
This effect is achieved bylconcéaled ultraviolet lamps |
that also reveal éGery speck of dust and dandruff on Paul's

.

black corduroy jacket.

Fucking Christ, I jyst can't get off, J.D. éaysl

'\ This Christly coke is 1 usy, man.
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Didn't have enough, Sly -says.. ’
w I‘have a corollary theory oflreligious truth, as
well, Alan sayé. -
. Give me a break, J.D. say;.u
" Phat fuékiné bitch, Sly says. She better show up.
’ ' She'll make it, Paul says. _ ‘
She's pro}‘;ably out trick|ing. I told her not to.
She supposed‘ to phone me from every pla;:e she go, make
sure she's a}right. Shit. . . Ty
Paul 1s listening to the music. It does not stop
) suddenly. There is no finale. It goes on and on,. each
song ‘mixihg ir}tojg next. ) N C e
2,
P
<
' . “ 1
W




Coquilles St. Jacques L\

[N

‘The iight.in_the robm is a pale yellow--it seems.
yellow--and the fioor, seve;al feet peléw his eyes, appgars
grimy, as do the wallé,'esPecially the one.behind ﬁhe ssﬁve.
There is an element of inference in this, for the room has
not been washed in ‘some time and both his eyesight and the
wattage of the tvo bglbs.in the ceiling fixture ar% weak.

The window to the'right'of the stove and‘béiéénd{cular to

{t looks out ontc a gméll yard surrounded by a delapidated
wooden fenée; this, too, is an inference, for at Ehe moment
thire ig only blackness beyond the window which reflects, }
with minor distortions (&he chief of which is a loss of
depth), the interior of the room. o

The stove. is gold in ﬁolom with black and silver dials
and black irqn-pot rests over the gas rings. On the wall
behind the stovelaﬁd ilightly to thé left of it is a wooden
rack from which pots and pans of various sizes are suspended
on metal hooks. .

The kitchen smells mildly of ggease--bacon fatt probably.

This odor gradually fades until after a few moments

no longer noticed; in fact, it becomes undetectable. The
only,souna.of any significance is the hiss\of the gas and

the faint roaring of the tiny jets of blue|flame.
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He drops half a pound of scallops intolboiling
white wine, adds a liberal grinding of black pepper,
crushes a palﬁful of parsley flakes between his fingers
and sé&inkies them on top. Then‘he‘melts a tablespoon
of butter until it is a sizzling“erwn 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, fishy wine into a-sauceéan with a 522&
and stirs it with a wooden spoon unt\} it 1s‘th1ck and
lumpless, meltlng half the cheese into 1t.; He places the
scallops and mushrooms into a pie plate, ;ims the ¢ircum-

ference with mashed potatoes, pours in the creamy cheese
sauce, sprinkles the remainder of the cheese over the, sauce
and puts the dish under the broiler until the top is browned.

Coguilles St. Jacgues 3 1'Herold. Sans coguilles,

however; petoncles’Herold more accurately. Pétoncles

Mornay, peut-etre? ©No, it isn't quite a proper Md&nay,

is it? The wine in the sauce gives it a slightly plquante

‘bite under the cheesey flavor. S

A third reco rops onto the turntable (™®ime for

4

a new stereo, Bill"):| Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart (1756-1791},

the Great invaded Saxony to start
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the Seven Years War, Symphony ﬁo. 29 in A-major, K. 201,

. Herbert von Karajan conducting the Berlin Philharmdnic.

(A bit too mgsh pepper, perhaps.) First movement, let's
see, allegro moderato? How many oboes? Two oboes and
probably two horns. Demoniac, as Goethe said, an entire
work from a singl 'spiritua} impulse.

£

Pétoncles Mozart--that's it. With a crisp Liebfrau-

milch to guide them home.

Chops appear, before he has time to turn his 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 Eody and then it is cool

again.
k!

BN

If the gravy taste 6t oregano and garlic, the chops

are lamb; if it tastes of pepper and Hyme, they are veal;
if brown sugar, {soy and garli®, they #re pork. If the
plate contains. Bast beef instead of chops, it will be
overcooked and he wiil have trouble swailowing it. The
selection of veggtables is unrelated to the'type of megt
being'serveé; carrots andgtringbeans ;re the most comﬁpn,
but sometimes the are boiled or roasted potatoes as well.

They are almost a é§s uninvi?ing._ . *

The carrots have been boiled in cherry 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 assumes, for _
§}§ respohse. What has she said? (She never writes any-

thing dopn.) Béchamel, with wine or cheese or both.

" L . *
After supper he sits by the window with a book. The

words elude Ifim. His mind is prectcupied with nothing:;

v

“dull, thickly unresponsive, rgstiv&. He is pacing the room,

hitting his head against the wall, flying out the window, =

v

screaming into the night. Sometimes the eidetic scream

is the last nightmarish gasp of pre-vocal anguish; same—

times it is a desperate, take-a-last-shot self-assertion

of life; sometimes it is a thousand daggers entering his

: o
chest simultaneously; sometimes it just feels good; but

M »
always it is confined, never more than the image of a scream

an imagined letting go, while outside the curtains lap
lightly agdinst the window, the pages turh uncomprehended
*»

in his lap, and mathematical Mozart civilizes the universe.
”

,
The telephone rings.
(When thé woman piﬁis up thé rece;yer and says helio
there is no answer. Her eyes display a nuance of fear,
more or less implicit if she is a competent actress. After
replacing the féceivér in its crad£é she stares into space, '
as if.she has just been summoned to her own execution. Her

uneasiness in this scene is almost comical, for it is way

out of proportion to the trivial occurrence that provokes it.)

5
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He lets it ring four times before he answers it. There

is a possibility that it will stop after the third ring.

The implication of Such a happening is that the call is

unimportant. If the person who has initiated the call

-allows it to ring a fourth time (or longer), this persis-

>

tence can be translated into significance7 Each successive

ring—multiplies the potential meaningfulness of the signaled

message.
-~
It is Catherine.
How is she?
She's okay. Him? *
He's fine. - .

Is she disturbing him?

-

No, he was just sitting around watching himself go

crazy. - . l _f : ) .

She says nothing.
Cathy? |
She's there.
What has she been up to?
Nothing speci;l. She just thought she'a call him.
He's glad. 1Is everythihg okay with her?
More or less. What does he mean, going crazy?

" Just a figﬁre of speech.

-
v
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oh. Billz '
He's still here.
Does he miss her a little?
He misses her é lot.
She misses him,.too.
When -is she goigg'to cut this out and come home?’

She- doesn't know. She's not ready }et. She wants

to bé sure. ﬁe wanE?\her to he{sure,.doesn't.he?
He supboses sc. He wishes'she'd make up her mind.
She's not ready yet; Bill. ( -
Alright, he supposgs'that's fair enough.- '
Why doesn't he c%li‘her sométime?
He doegplt‘know.; But he's glad she called.
She guesses she'll say goodnight then. !

Bye, Cathy.

4 "
He goes downtlewn and has a few drinks in a bar. After .

some. deliberation, he decides to speak to the woman (fortyish,

a 1ittle heavy) sitting next to him. -
If you kéow-you're going to.have nightmares, he-says,
after some small talk, if YORsleep in the dark, then the
thing to do is stay awake, né?
Why not just put_the/j;ght én?‘she says.

—
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-

Won't work. You see, it will still be dark outside.

That's the important thing.

A

“#. I don't get it.

Well, it doesn't matter.

When he opens the door, the interior of the house
smells stuffy. There are dishes piled in the sink, en-
c;usted with cheese,‘ Records‘are spatteréd all over the
living room floor. There is nothing left.over to eat. )

He lies on his bed in the dark and repéats'yhe word "bitch"

3
six times to himself before he falls asleep. By the fourth

"bitch" he is no longer sure if he is referring to Catherine
- v

or o the'wbman_in the bar or to anyone at all.

- -

—



- The People Upstairs

Down through the ceiling, through the wood and the
plaster and the layers of paint, comes the chantiné of
Lmany voices; prolonged, monotonous, unmusical.K\Paul o
agd doanne are lying on their backs, listening in the‘dark,

They'ré doing it égain, Joanne says,,,.

. ) e )
She's heard this before? . -

{ -

Yesterday afternoon around five. And iast'yéek,

Tuesday or.Wednesday, they started around eight o'clock.
It's beginning to get scary. -
It's two in the morning, he ‘can’t believe it.
. The wordless chant d;ones eerily on. It is not quite
a monotone, for it varies in both pitéh and volume; despite
these variations, however, there are no gaps of silence.
.Nor are any words discernible. Perhaps ft ig a foreign'

e e L oqs s
language, muffled to indistinctness by the ceiling; or it

may be no more than a rhythmic moan.
. -

What are they doing up there? Joanne says.

-

Maybe*théyire Moselms or -something.. Hindus? Or
Satanists.

She thinks they must be Hindus.

He thinks they're Satapists. He begins a low moan,

echoing the chant.
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Stop that.

Maybe they‘re looking for EoTe innocent woman to

-

. have-rRosemary's baby. Maybe they_want some inncocent woman

-
e

to use as a human sacrifice” s

. Stop scaring her, Paul, she won't be able to slgep.

He promisej not to tell them she's here. .
He'd r not. . .

He was planning to sell ﬁerix{the gypsies anyway.
She switches on the lamp and bolts from the bed. Paul

covers his face with the sheet and listens. The cHanging

stops. The brief silence is followed by several loud bangs
and scraping noises.

It sounds like they're moving furniture up theré,k?aul

-

says. Hey, what is she doing?"

-She's making tea.

-

She ié §itting with hef back to the door, her haif
tangled and splayed over the top of her nightgown, cuttinhg
_§paLl’pieces from a brick of cheese and eatiné them rapidly.

He thinks ghey are Hindus.
He s{ts down and stares at the brown formica tabletop.
Jgaﬁne rew;ap;'the éheese in Saran and places it off to one

. ye . . ,
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 cloﬁhes are rﬁined and
they musF scrub- the .rust from their swordsfeaéh-morni g.
Still, he\keeps them moving, back and forth along the .
lbank of the Hydaspes. They enemy cannot guess wheré he

Y -
will cross. * Each time he moves, they must move with him.

-~

He watches his men advance in the night to the river.
Thg%r war cries comﬁenpe. On the‘opposite bank, the axmy'
of Po}us is drawn up to'recgive them. Alexander is not
in a hutry;'he}retires his arﬁ&. The In@ian ascetics
have stamped their feet ih'answer to his séeculations:
only the land he stand;gon will be his. The enewy.will

stand in the rain all night, deprived of their dreams,

harassed by snakes. They will wait every night in _sire

mud fof\gpeir husband. When they are bored and despair

of his coming, he will have them.

- Joanne is kneeling on the kitchen floor picking up

the corpses of cockroaches with a paper towel. She has

found eight of them in the cabinet undér the sink. A
few were still alive, pulliné themselves painfylly across
the shélf to die in some secret place; these she crushed
with a shoe.

- They are of a csmmon variety, medium sized,yfor'the

most part, and dark brown. A few are light brown, almost,



|
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-joining of the wood or warping. .

»
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a caramel color; for some reason, she finds these more

. unpleasént than the others. When they are'cdrﬁered, they

‘i._stand'perfectly still, but they seem unable to prevent their

. antennae from waving. In addition to the color factor, she

is moxe disgusted by the long skinny ones than ‘by he stlmorti
b&oad onés. It is_dfffiéult to say which form of behavior
reklects greater panic, standing still or bolting for thé ‘
a;most inyisible openings where the floor of tke cabinet

\ .
meets the:walls, which are caused by imperfectidns in the
e -

Paul watches her from the table. - She has to viktuélly

squat on'her heels to get into the cabinet, so that her

body looks very compact. Her head canqpt be seen butla

LY

section of her ponytail lies vertically across her back,

directly over her bent spine.

The table is bare except for a halfrgmpty pint bottle

~—

of gin, a tumbler with a bevelled rim, and the latest issue

of Time magazine, face down.

. It smélls‘like they sprayed today, he says.
That's right. She's cdllectiﬁg the bodies.
Briné out yer dead, he intones.
of coﬁp§e, he wouldn't want to help her.
It's aii‘too ghoulish for him. Next year they'll move.
Does helfeally think he'll find some place that doesn't

~

haye them? [

r
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He wonders where they come from. They*re the oldest
species of anything‘on earth, he tells 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 basgards.

The landlord Aas here with the.sprayers.' He said -
the people upstairs brought them.

Those devils. »

He says they're‘filthy, th?se'people. He can hafdly
stand to go into their apartment, it stinks so much. He
says they.ha;é garbage piled éverywhgre.

Paul pours himself another inch of gin. There is
something solid about inches. He does not believe in
centimeters and other disturbing‘novélties.

And they have such lovely voices, too, he éhys,

They're moving out scon. He says they're leaving at
gﬁg end of the month. |

There goes her career.

Joanne goés into the bathroom with her handful of
paper towels and flushes them down the toilet.

He said they're-fnglish, éhe says.

Englisﬁ what?

English like us.

I suppose he's going to hold@ it against us.

He said he'd’evict them if they didn't clean the place

&
up. He told them that..
e

)
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The bath is hot. He surmises this from the quantity’
of steam that emanates from the bathroom, the door of Qﬁich
is perpenditular to the kitqheﬁ door and sépérated frqm?ii. ..

by two four-inch sections of wall that meet at righf angles.-#fjv

He cannot actually see the steam but.he can feel its damp R

warmth. Jcanne is splashing in the tub as she washes her;ﬁ: "
~. e

self. He'continues to drink from hi's glass, staring at, .

-
.

the wall on the other side of the table, which is flush '

against it. Patches of green show where the yellow paint

has chipped off.

S ™)
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Fifteeri November

/\
: +
Every street is a corridor, every building is a room,

-

every park is a conservatory, every plaza is A §ola;iup,
Qr patio, etc. There is no ocutside. The sky is a per-
petual ceiling of”éonstantly changing veils. One's house
is always inhabited by strangers, some of whom may be

o .
hostile. on the other hand, one is always at home, even

in the dark. It is this that is frightening.

When he hakes up he can see sunlight through the
N ) L4
thick orange curtain®. The room itself, which is painted
white, partakes of thij .combination; the light, filtered

through the curtains, makes the walls appear to be pale

Someone is playing Greek music in an apartment across
the alley. ' The music is guite loud and it is what has
awakened him. |

The gallery docr 1is open at the far wall of the living
room and he can see his neighbors sitting on their balcony
directly opposite him. They are looking down into the alley,
where squeals and high-pitched sﬁouté indicate that children
are playing.

Paul studies the man, guessiﬁg;his age to be about
thirty; his hair is short and gre;sy'ahd he is jusy begin-

S
ning to get heavy. His wife, with her hair dyed black,

-

\

orange. ) ' :
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-
her waistline flab and lineg face, seems much older--
over forty. Last nighb} at around one-thirty in the

" morning, this man caused a commotion in the alley. He

-

tried for a long time to start his car, without success; T
eventualiy, hé ;ucceeded in flooding tBEFEnginﬁ. He A
fﬁmped out and looked under the hood for no aépdfent
purpose, touching nothing; then he slammed the hood down
with such force that it bounced back up. BHe siammed it
again and held it shut with his hands; then he slammed the \
car door he had left open and stalked away. Paul, whom l
he hadr awakened, heard him enter his apértment, where he”
slammed that door as well,

Paul's neighbors seem intent on exacerbating his
abhorance of them at every opportunity. One or énother
of the families next door is always doing something
too loudly: Shouting at their children, playiné music at
eﬁaggerated'amplification, léughing with abnormal intensity,
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 é 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

showey, - -
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When he returns the opposing balcony is deserted.

Its door is shut and the curtains are drawn. There is
no music. He treats himself to-alunch of strawberries °

and Cool Whip.

Cynthia Bradley calls Mrs. Chris Watson toc confirm
v
~an invitation to bridge. ‘

You're*coming for dinner, I hope, Cynthia says.
I'm making Chris' favorite.

Thét's fine.

“ Say sevenish?
- Perfect. How have you been, Cynthia?
I've been fine, Debbie. I'm fgoking forward to
seeing you. ' ¢

The phone sits on a counter 4in the kitchen. This
counter is perpendicular to the oﬁtside wall and div%des
the room inteo two nearly equal areas. The area where
Cynthia is sitting contains a table and four chairs.:
The table and cha;fs are yellow, as is thé phbﬁe which
Cynthia now holds in her lap. O©On, the table is a boxlike
diréctory, which displays the alphabet "alpng 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 runs along the bottom, Thié *
action causes the 1lid to flip open, carrying with it all

the phone number/address cards that precede in alphabetiéal

order the indicated letter. Cynthia opens the directory

[
A

+



/ SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVIOLET _ : , 111

( to P and dials her son's number. ' . -

.

How you been, ma? Paul says. :

comme ¢i, comme ca. How's everjthing with you?

oh, pretty éood.
your father wants to know when you're going to stop
~ wasting your life. .
That's é—good one. \JR
Al

Joanne sits in the window of Casa Pedro and sips a
Sangria,;rgtching the people rush past on Maisonneuve.
The entir%;buter wall of .this room consists of giass doors,
which are'left open in the summer. She calculates that
approximately 85% of the pedestrians who pass between
four—thirty and five o'clock turn to stare in through the

- glass wallﬁés they go by. The other 15% tend to have
their eyeé fixed on the sidewalk, preoccupied, sélf—
absorbed, perhaps allitFle solipsistic, as.they compose
céncertos or contemplafé_suicide. .

A man smiles down at her.

May I sit ﬁere? he asks. u iéﬁ_

She studies his face. As each feature is registered
it is instantly forgotten, so that no composite can be
formed and no judgment arrived at. He has placed his face
so close to hers that she can only deal with it featuré
by feature. Each of these is, in its own way, completely

( unremarkable.
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. The man sits dowh without waiting for er to reply.
'He stares at her for séveral seconds, stﬁll smilin;. Then
he looks at her glass. A mement later 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 his gaze. She knows in
advance that she will do so, even though she tells ﬁerself
that she w%11~not. She is thus aware of two mutually ex-
clusive pgssibilitieé simultaneously, and becau;e E@eﬁqge
she exec,_mj:es is contrarxy to '&e one she chooses . . . .

Go fuck yourself, she says.

. Catherine Herodd walks through the concourse of

Place Bonaventure, window shofping. Some of the corridors
double back; others end in cul-de~sacs. The la§out, al-
though it is relatively simple, confuses her. The coloré
blur until she is aware only of brown.

\\ She enters_ a béutique and tries on a dress. She fits
into a size ten. It is her hair that bothers her; if she
were to touch it up she coculd 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 boutigue the salpsgirl seems friendly.
Do you think beiée suits me? Catherine asks her; 
adjusting the cuff from which the aggs dangle. '

' Maybe domething a little darker, the girl says.
Blue is good for you.

she  walks through the tunnel into Central Station and
up into Place Ville Marie. There is nowhere to go. Here
she is confronted by more in;erldcking corridors. It is
possible to wander from concourse to concourse indefinitely,
or to take the Métro to other, more distant plazas. One
need ﬁever emerge into daylidﬂt. Cynthia is having people
in for dinner and they will play cards until rather late.
It is easier to wande€r the underground streets, a still life
P

of fashionably dressed mannequins behind each window, than
LY e -

to utter an intelligible sentence to a stranger.

Place Ville Mérie passes quickly from orange to grey..

" By finding the proper angles between the buildings it is
possible to see thé river. fgither it is, too cold for foot-
ball or fhe ground is too hard; in any case, there fé no
game in progress on the right gquadrangle. Hérold squirts

a blob of-translucent green soap into the palmlof each hand
and washes them under the tap. The mirror shows that he has
lost weight, for his clothes are too léose:”xfherg is a
bulging curxrve of flesh between the point of his chin and

his Adam's apple. If he bends his head forward so that the

3\
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chin app%oaches the small cavity abéve his hrea{tbone, he
appears to have a double chin. 1In fact, this shas always
been there, even whenﬁhe‘was a skinny adolescent. There
is nothing 'he can do about it; his face will never be
&ngular. He will always have a weakyprofile. Still, a
properly trimmed beard might give his face the desired A

angularity and conceal the flaw.

2

¥
-
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Cynthia Bradley

N e

The Watson;‘;;rive a little early. Peter compli-
. ments Chris on his new coat, stroking its lamb collar’
before hanging ‘it up. Debbie Elasps ny pgnQS between
hers and kisses the air next to my cheek, careful not to
mingle what she has rubbed on her face with what I have
rubbed on mine. Peter leads us into the living room.

"1 was just preparing the drinks," he says.

"Rye and gingér for me,® Chris says.

;I've cooked up something different - this time,"
Peter says. 'Lét me get it.”

v

"What's he been concocting now?" Chris says, sgeez-—
ing Debbie's knee. He is determined not to be serious,
throwing me a faint smile of suspicion, a little nervous
perhaps that I will somehow infe;} his jocularity with an
unexpected, incongruent mood, convinced (as he haf been
for years) that I am incapable of frivolity, or that I
have any capacity to experience pleasure. I try to match
my return smile with something in my eyes, for qunow that

it is there that he will seek the reassurangéhe demands.
—

This is my dinner; I have cooked it and I will serve it,

but its raison d'etre, apparently, is to reintegrate me
into life, to bring me together again with old friends,

to make me feel alright. Thé}\are still suspiciocus of
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me, even Debbie; tﬁey aren't édre,l}m quite there, that-I
am iespoﬁsivé;' Even Debbie (a iiﬁtle heavier.than usual)
is distancgd;.shgwdoesn‘t‘knbw'how to approach me. it
seems it is they.;ho are not hefe} they who must make the

;effort to start all over again. ' .

"He spent all afternoon poring over’ his bartender's
guide,” I say. “Gsd‘knows what.he's come up with.®

"You're looking very good," Debbie says.

™Yes, you are," Chris says. .

"Thanks ,®” I say. "1 feel great{f .
"Here we go," Peter says, régﬂqning with a tray.’
"Sink yoﬁg‘teeth into this,"

Debbie leans forward and studies the tray béfore

- e

- taking one of the glasses. "what is it?" *

"Go afiead, try it," Peter says,‘ He sits back and

swallows a ghlp. "M@p.f
. I -take a tentative sip thro gh-a head of foan.-

"Tastes.like rum or gin," Chi}s says.

"It's déliéious, whatever i£ is,ﬂ Debbie says.
» "What's in that, Cointreau?" Chris say;.

"It's calledaBetween.the Sheetg,“ Peter says.,

1 try not to-drink it too quickly; Peter is watch-—
isg me from behind "his smile. "I'd better check the

———

ham," I say.

| 2
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"Oh, I love ham," Chris says.

I've overcooked it; it.loék; dry but the glaze should
make it palatablé. _This is my firgt attempt at' a meal ig
three months. The last time I‘was sick I thought I'd give
up‘cooging, everyoneé else waé oing ;t for me.” They
tried to make me.eat all kinds of things but I was never

hungry. I lost about twenty-flve pounds and at first it

felt good. Dr. Marchand was worried, though, and he got

Peter worrled. Peter kept trying to coax me to eat; he

E
brought me pastries and fruit and even Chinese food one

time but Dr. Marchand said not'to insist. "He said I

would eat sooner or'later, that anorexia was not one of

_My Symptoms. He called thlngs symptoms; it was a symptom

that 1 didn't want to talk to anybody or see anyone or

even get out of bed. Symptomatic of exactly what ﬁ//never

said.
- 1 peek at the, carrots and they look about ready. I

ah trying something different this time, steaming them in
. ¢ _

'a double~boiler. I put the bacon rolls in the oven.

”~

I remember that I have left my drink in the other

room. I find Peter's cocktail mixture in the refrigerator,

v s

a}most'a guart of it in an old rum bottle. ~T pour some
into a tumbler and drink it down. It really is good after

all, sweet and cold. I pour out another glassfui and put

N

G- ' ' ‘ -
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The bacon rolls are popping grease onto the bro;}er
element and small flames dért around inside the oven.
Peter comes~in.for another round.

. " "Almost ready?" he says.

"Just a few more minutes. You can stqrt.hcrding them
into the dining room."”

“ "There's on{y two-of them. Not much of a herd, un-
less they stampege.“ l
‘ "Pass me that glove.”

He brings me the guilted mitten and kisses the back

of my neck. He stops and I know he has noticed my glass.

‘He is hesitating because he is not sure what to say to

~ me. I think he wants to get angry bud7;§ afraid to, afraid

to sené;?ize the carefull& constructed party atmoépbere,
afraid to make things’worse. His hesitation is so desper-
ate that I want to tell him to say it quigkly, that I'm
alright,. that he has the right to say something. I want
to reassure him somehow but I find hi§~indecision'con4
tempéible; I resent it but I don't want to get upset;

I don't want to spoil his mood aA; more }han he wants it
to be spoiled. :i want to make him happy fér at least a

few hours.

"You finish it," I say.
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e _There is relief in his smile and pain, too, for I

have initiated a fofmal, semi-social transaction that
designatesrl fixed role to him that he has no choice but

to enact.

. . .
Dr. Marchand was talking to Peter--I was$' there but

I wasn't; they knew I wasn't or thought I wasn!t, at )
least Dr. Marchand did, althqygh Peter didn't éeem tg
really believe it--Petér was fidgety and his mouth was
funny, sort of trembling and unsupe, and Dr. Marchand
sa@dﬂ-I called him my teddy béar, Df. T. Bear; he had a
beard and a tremendous stomach but he didn't sweat the
ahd I knew he took care of himself--he talked very K
softly, althqugh sometimes he spoke loudly éor effect,
but it never did any‘goodf his tone was reassuring; not
to me so much or td any of his other patients as far as

I éould tell, but to Peter, or so it seemed, although
Peter alwa?s looked nervous around him, a little
embarrassed, I think, not about himself but about me, put
not about me as myself but as I 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 mgibuﬁ

(o~

"~
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"Dr. Marchand was very édbthing and. he said--he didn't
want to say it\in-ftont of\me, understéndablf, but Peter
made him; Peter was sort of testing the diagnosis, not
really believing that I wasn't really th?re but sort of
putting br:;ﬁaréhand to the-teét to see if he really -
believed it'hiﬁsﬁif--he_said: |

"pon't insist, don't insist. But be a-little firm,
gentle but firm. Let her go at her own pace.but don't
let her squeeze Yo 'out.ﬁ

| "How'loﬁg do you think this will go on, Doctor?"

"It's pértially ﬁp to you, Mr. Bradley. You tend
to let her go too.far.“

"I wanted her to be happy."

"Do you think she's happy now?"

"Is she anything now?" | v

"Oh, yes, sﬁe's—-“

"I don't want to heér Ebo;t it any more." .

"You know, Mr. Bradleyf\the unfortunate thing is
what she's doing to you. ©Oh, not on purpose, not mali-
ciously, bu{ frankly, well to be perfectly honest and
with all due respect, she's got you By the balls\ if

you'll excuse the expression.”

I was there. I was there all the time.
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"Don't be Qilly, " Peter says. "Go ahead and enjoy
yourself. This is your party. Byt Cynthia, how about
making this one your last?" .

"I don't want it. Here, take it."

"Calm down, honey. Hey, those things are starting

to burn."

-

"Take the goddamn thing, will you.™

I reach for the glass to give it to him but he
grabs my elbow és I swing around and theoglass drops
to the fibor. Peter lets me go and, takang the mitten
from my hand, rescuéé the bacon rolls. They are only a'
little charred. The floor isﬂéticky under my feet. He
looks at me again. I laugh at first and then he laughs;
‘his relief is so obviocus, so intrusive and false to the
‘moment that I want to stop laughing, but I can't until
he stops me with his mouth before I get hysterical.

"Let me ask you," Dr. Marchand ;;id. "How do you
fee} before it starts-—cheerfhl, amused? Are you in a
good mood?" ) )

"No, not cheerful. Maybe amused at first. Sort of

like something's funny a bit. Then nothing, really, just
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like laughing. Thenf;gpey'ééaféd, I guess. I don't
know th, or of what,’sort of .scared I won't be able to
stop. I want to S?f;am, I know I do, I feel the scream
rising inside me, forming inside and then shooting up as
if from a great distance, like something flying along a
corridor toward a window, like my mouth's a window, but
all I can do is laugh and laugh and then there's sort of
nothing. 1I've sort of moved inside the window with the
;c;eam and the 1aughter is on the ouﬁside and I'm not
reéllg scared any more, but I'm kind of away from it all."

He gave me pills. I took thém; then }#stopped tak-

ing them. I went away for a long time with the scream

and he gave me needles. At some point I came back.

"what about this ham, eh?" Chris says, warmly, with

a look half expressive of approbation, half requesting it.
P, "Delic;pus," Debbie says, with egual warmth, half to

satisfy'chri§ and half to compliment me, anxious to
praise, t;.o demonstrat@ her friendship, eager to rebuild
that friendship, but-I know she means it.

"Have some more bacon roils," I say.

"Let me save some rocm for the salad,” Peter says.

"1'11l have some," Chris says. "Jesus, every tjime
we come here I eat encugh for a week." He points his

fork at Debbie. "Tomorrow we diet.".

s
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~ "You say that every time," she says, "but do you
ever do it?" |
"Wait till you see the}éesserts,' Peter says.
. "Cynthia's been baking for two days." ,
- ‘"Next time we'll bring the kids," Debbie says.
"They're ,always complaining that I never make desserts.”
-"So am'l," Chris says.
"I never had the knack," Debbie says.
"We'd love to see them agaEﬁ,' Peter says: "Eh,
C%nthia?" ‘ . |
"Do they play bridge?” I say, and the Watsons laugh

appreciatively.

"Look, it's easy,"™ Peter said. He explained the

point-count system.

-

“ "I'll never remember all this," I said.

"It's easy,"” Chris said. "You'll pick it right up."™

"Why can't we play something else?" »

—

"Yoﬁ‘ll like it once you get used to 25,‘ Peter said.
"Now, I dgalt so I bid first. 1I'll start with a heart."”

"Pass,” Debbie said.

"Now," Reter said, "if you have at least six points

.

you can answer."
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"Ag§wer what?”

"Bid your best suit," Chris said.

Chris was sitting in a deck chair, wearing a blue
and white bathing suit; his eyes were invisible.behind
his sunglasses. o

N "Look at that husband of yours,™ he said. “Showing
off again, Peter?" he shouted.

- Peter was'boun;iq%;gp-aﬁd down on the edge of the }
éiving board. Hefkﬁéiildown and appeared to be examin-
ing the water. Then he gripped the edges of the board -
and slowly lifted his body into a-handstand.

"What's he trying_to do?" 1 said.

"Watch this," Chris said.

Peter suddenly jerked himself forward and slid ver-
tically into the water with hardly a splash. He stayed
a long time at the bottom of the pool, 'drifting toward
the shallow e;g¢ hardly moving, a perfect economy of
energy, like.é seasnake. His bursting from the water was
a shock, a tumult of water and loud exhalatibn and pant-
ing agﬁer the grave, muffléd, almost solemn maneuver he
had just executed. | ' ' .

e _
: -
"Try some of this wine," Peter saysg. . Pt

"Let me see the bottle," Chris says.
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, *It's Spanish;" Peter says.
”~

hgry
«w-" -

Dr. Marchand had 6h a blye suit and a vest. He was
talking to Peter. Peter was folding and unfolding his g
hands. . I couldn't tell what they were saying. Maybe

I could tell but forgot. I remahber the blue suit. *

"It's amazing how he does that,” I said to Chris.

"He's so perfectly at easé in the water, so natural. I
-~
think he's more himself under water than normally."”

"He was always a dgreat swimmer. But you're right,

he's a little clumsy on dry land." .ob

v

. "Water reélly is his element." |

"What's your element?"™ he asked in an uncharacter-
istically insinuatind way. I coéld almost recreate the
expression in his invisible eyes fr the evidence of
his facial_muscles, which were tau:fgnd seemingly sus-

ded in anticipatQry tension. He looked at me with those

squares. 1 watched Peter swim back and forth

across e pool in an easy, liquid crawl.

~
"Here they come," I say. .

"My God, there must be twelve different kinds,"

Chris says.
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'Th\rteen.' ’ .

"Where am I going to put them?"

"You'll find a space," Debbie says.

/
"I always do."

Debbie is strange tonight, not herseié at all. . I
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-ordaiﬁeﬂ, dictated
by a rigid ;hd implacable codemaker that she is too
weak to defy. She doesn't trust me any more; -she can't
say the things she used to say, talk about the old sub-
jects, the book;, the movies, the men. We used to dis-

T~ cuss men in front of Chris and Peter and they would love

"
it, winking "at 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. Treeg were ;hick on three sides of it.
The side opposite to that from which we emerged sloped
away torthe water. The sky was a big space then, not like
in the woods when it had been litEle‘grey irregular frag-
ments like a dusty lead~veined window. It was still mostly

grey overhead but bright blue far away over the water.

Sun came down through the breaks in the c¢louds in even,
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straight-planed shafts. Peter's arm was tight around my
shou;éer, his fist hairy and black next to my cheek.

"My feet are wet,” I said. .

The grass was long and bent and tangled ar9und ny
ankles. Peter lifted me ub and carrigd me tow;rd,the
siébe, I was laughing. His arhs were tight behind my
back and under my knees. He slipped and I fell to the
g%ound, rolling in the wet grass. He was laughing,
too. His face came between me and the sky, his new
mustache matted and dripping muddy Qater. His body was-
tight égainst me. My face was in his mustache, writhing
for air, the gritty water coarse on my skin and in my
nostrils. The untven gfound arched ﬁy back, wet and
slippery, slidiné against it, my head wrenching from
side to side for breathing spéée, my fingers grasping his
shirt, pulling him tight against my bod{;”,///

After,.we left our clothes in the field and plunged
down the slope_gnto the water: He disappeared under it
and splashgd up laughing and shaking his head.

"You're purple,"” he said.

It was the coldest water I've ever been in.

The first time after I came home was impossible.

&
Peter was qQFry but he wasn't angry. And the second time,
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too, and the time after that., Finally, he stopped try-
ing but he never said ényéhing and rarely qugstioned ne
about it. He was afraid to start something; to provoke
an unpredictable response. I stopped being ashamed;.it
took a while, but I stopped. It doesn't even seem‘impor-
tant now, It'might become important again, but now it
isn't. I think we are coming to see Ehings.differently
now, t§ accept our being together as just tha;, being
together, with a tacit agreement not to create irrecon-
cilable disturbances, to make things as easy as possible,
to never endanger our being together by establishing
gnshiftable postures. We don't havg to say anything, we
don't have to worry about creating or stumbling into
unyielding situationsz-we:know how to manéuver.

8

"Christ, I can hardly move" Chris says, gripping his
belly with‘both hands and.supressing with obvious diffif
culty thé series of burps that try to escape his throat.

"I Enow what you mean," Debbie says.

"Let's go inside and play some éards,‘ Pe@er says.

"Somebody call me a taxi," Chris says.

"You'll need a bus," Debbie says, slapping him on

the stomach.

“That's it for me," Chris says. I'm never eating

again."



Catherine Herold
After shopping--I buy nothing in the end; there 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 exopicism,
a removal from p}ace that constitutes a denial 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 I want to

stay away. Discourse with strangers: how are ‘you, Madame?

Je ne sais pas.’ I feel it coming on, a desire to get dizzy

and not to think, to be absorbed by something, indulge a

-

compulsion, go a little crazy.

-

But not yeto

Cowmpulsion to solitude: to detach oneself from obliga-
tion. Another person is always a question that one is ex-
pected to answer. I want to drink a daquiri, heér some
music, get scome sleep, ignore myself. To ignore is to be’
ignorant. Everything is a definition of something else.

A man at the next table tries to pick me uﬁ. -Maybe
that's an exag§eration, an éssumption of duplicit 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. 1It's true. .Yoﬁ
hit them on the nose and they'll run aﬁay. They have very

sensitive noses.'

L
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Wheré does ié come from, this informatidh, and why
is He telling me? In féct, he has been ‘listening to a
'¢Onversatioﬁ at another table, where a man and woman are
discussing the movie EE!§° It is their conversa;ion he
is entering, snatching it from them and tranférring it
to me. This establishes complicity: we have been eaves-

dropping and have something to share.
1} : F]

He seems to be in his mid-thirties, dark, not quite
savory, perhaps. We talk a while. He says.he's a pilot
with Al Italia.’ It doesn't take me ver§ long to get bored.
He moves to my table, where he sits, very‘much at ease,
leaning back with one knee crossed éveritbe other. Even-
-tually, he gets around to telling me I look unhappy. ' This
is the moment of shifting, for in order to éenetrate me,l
to make himself indispensible, at least teépofar?ly, he
must engage ﬁy afflications.

"Your husband doesn't love you."

v 4

"I think he does." . /Jgt{'

"Then you don't love him?" e
"I think .I do."

“Then he doesn't sleep with you."

"You really don'ﬁ know what it is, do you?"
"Why don't you tell me."” -

"I+ isn't worth the trouble."

P
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That was Bill's answer to a question of mine; ,why
don't we have children? It was a question of delay: an-
other year, a little mé?e money, a bigger place. Any day

now, -until it was:- too léte. Then it wasn‘t worth the

trouble anymore.

The dark man bﬁys.me a drink.

"Don't get drunk on me," he says.

'Be's a scavenger, this one, mistaking me for carrion.

"No thanks." I push the glass toward him. _

"I'don't drink daquiris,“ he says, pushing it baék?_
His fingernails are well-manicured, with'perfqu}jigounded
tips. His hands give off a whiff of cologne."ﬁ§ hag’ob—
viously gone to some 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. I am to be dispossessed
of what I think I own: secrets, detachment, will. Uncqver-
ed, I will melt in the sun like a surprised vampirge.
"What else don't you do?" I say.

"I-don't stay where I'm not wanted. ™ Y

"You're still here." N

"Because I knoy'I‘m wanted."
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"Oh, really?” : :

"Oh, really.” ‘

The mariachis move. among the tables, playing requests.
They mbve'in our direction.

' "I can't hear through the noisg," I say.

He smiles at me,

I was fivé years old. Under the kitéhen balcony be-
hind the house I had carved a home-w Two dolls lived there.
Their names were Simone and Esthére. Simone had black
cheeks and no nose; Esthére>had only one leg. They fought
continuously., Simone usually won by kicking Esthdre's one
leg out from under her. Sometimes Esthere won by poking
her hand into the cavity in Simone's face.

My mother was heavy handed. I was lucky to have a
second home under the porch. When my mother was and?y,
“all the neighbors knew it. H

"Why don't you go on the radio, 'ostie," my father
would éay, and that would be loud, too.

One day I was under the porch waiting for dark; in
the dark eve;;thing was better. My mother was shouting
for me to come inside. Esthére's hand was in Simone's
face. They interlocked, these two cripples, like com-
plementary parts of speech. I-was singing:

"Je n'entends pas, je n'entends pas.”

"Laisse-faire, Clothilde," My father said. "J'ai

ben faim."
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I was hungry, too, but that day. I was free.

¢

I turn to the dark man. ‘He has been studying me, g
watching closely to analeevmy ?agiél'exﬁ}esSions: the '
way I lift my eyebrows, shift mQ'eyes, pite or furse my
lips. —

"Do you have any family?" I ask him. - - ) (;//

He makes a waving ion with one hand, dropping o
ashes on his pants from?:zb cigarette he has taken from my
paqk and lighted with my lighter. He has ceased to re-
gard me; he now alternates'between looking around the room

~

and staring at a spot on his knee. It Qccurs to me that .
there is nothing interestiﬁg about this man; he has no

_immediately striking quirks, nothing that can be carica-
tured. And hi; confidenée is as boring as his blandness:.
He lacks the complexity that one infers from displays of
fleeting weaknéss.

"No parents? No brothers, no ;istérs?"

"In Italy. Why?;

“Where in Italy?" 4

"Somewhere in Naples."

"Where in Naples?

"Have you ever been to Naples?"

"No. "

"It's a big place.".
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_Bill always wanted a home where he'éould find it;

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 wofkgd 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-

L] '
sent. Now we face ourselves and are surprised.
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Paul Bradley -
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By six. o\clock I have emptied the garbage bins,
vacuumed the corrjdors, exterminated a group of maggots
in the basement and settled down for a quiet evening
of renting out rooms. Alan comes in around eight,
although it is his day off. He sits by ‘the desk and lays
out his paraphernalia: tobacco tin {Three Nuns), pipe
(the bowl so thickly entrusted that there is barely room
for a finger to pack it), tobacco péuch (Gitane), rolling
papers (Export),.rolling machine, harmonica, flick-knife
(six-inch blade).' He wants to talk about poetry (he
likes Yeats, I dén}t), drugs ("there's no such thing as
mescaline in Montreal any more”™), England (live beeg,
ultra-short cigarettes, sHinheads, pub hours, and
especially Cambridgé), chess (he has recently-acquired a
Russiag clock), my sex life (criminally dishonest), his
0ld girlfriend (he occasionally goes out to the west end
tc stare at the house she lives in), and divers other ©
topics to Ghich I pay less than full attention. OQur
literary ambitions receive their due; he succinctly sums
up his position vis-a-vis my currént project: "Actually,
I don't think a long poeﬁ cn Hannibal has much chance of

being very good, with all due respect.”
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We went to the Hunter's Horn one night so Alan
could hear some Irish music. At a ﬁable 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 faée like a wound over which the
blood has dried; his head jerked forward periodically
and then fell back again as he struggled with his fatigue.

We found a place at Fhe bar and ordered beer. The
woman at my left was staring into her drink. Her com-
panion was talking to a greying man in a grey suit, who
said: "I'm an account director. I handle about ten
million dollars right now." The woman he was talking to
nodéed her head; she had shoft blonde-hair and very large
cheeks.

"Wwhat's this place like?" Alan said to me.

"It's alright.” |

' The bartender said something to the woman next to

me and she smiled weakly. I 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 agd a
wonman were standing on it and they began to sing an Irish

folk song. A few couples were dancing. A chubby bald

”
8
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man asked the woman next to me if she wanted to dtﬁgé
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she'shook her head and resumed her exémination of ‘her
glass. |
"Yau're beginning .to look tragic,® I said to her;
1 hadn't expected her to respond but she look€éd up
and grinned. "Am I really?" |
“Oh,'yes." '
"Well, I didn't want to dance with hin."
"Whepé:are you from?"
"Albany."
"Really? How long have you been here2?®
"Two days." \
"Like it?"
"It's a beautiful city."
"What do you do in Albany?"
"I'm a schoolteacher.”
"Real;y? What do you teach?"
"Rhythm."
"Rhythm?"
"Yes. Body movement, that kind of thing. We put on
a play with fourth-graders last mon;h; They were really
good." |

"Your friend is a teacher, too?"

"Yes. She teaches English.”

Y
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*"Really? My friend here is a writer.® I turned
to Alan and took his arm. “What's your name?"
"Amy.,"
"Amy, I'm Paul and this is the illustrious Alan.”
. ‘ ¢

"Hello," Alan said.

"Is he really a writer?"

"Sure."

\ "pe 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?"

“Nét yet,” Alan said. t

"What do you do for a living?" °

"He's a white slaver,” I said.

"What do you do?" Amy asked me.

"I'm a philoscpher.”

"What's your philosophy?”

"You live until you die."

"yery philosophical."

"T used to be a priest.”

Alan looked at Amy. "Tell me a story about death.™

"What?"

"A story. About death. 1I'm trying to find out about

ic.”
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"Why?"

*So I can write a book.™

*"why?"

*Because I'm a writer."

"Are you really a writer?”

?Don‘t get hgm'started,“ 1 said.

"What have yéu written?" she said.

"Por;ry, mostly."

"Oh?\ What kind of poetry?" v
"What Xinds are there?"

"1 don't know," she said. "What kind is yours?"

"Good," I said.

" "What?"

"Good poetry. If you like that sort of thing."
"What sort of thing?" . |
"Egetry.“

"1 liké it if it's good."

"How can you tell if it's good?"

"Wwell, I don't know., I think most of it;s boring."
"Everything's boring.”

"Then why go on?"

"We are anesthetized," Alan announcdd, "by the will

to survive."®

him,

Suddenly the account director was standing next to

"I don't believe you're a writer."
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"Why don't you believe it?' Alan said.

"I 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 neﬁs.

"I don't give a fuck what you believe," Alan said.

"Hey, he's getting maé now,” the man said to me.

"I don't blame him," I said.

"Doesn't make it tyue,” 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,” I said.

"Oh, never mind," Alan said.

The singers were back on the stage; they started to
-l

-

sing "Black Velvet Band." Alan lay one hand across my .
shoulder and the other across Amy's and said with great

v
deliberation: "You are all a Pepsi generation.”

Pinky, wearing a spectacular wig, comes in with a
scrawny unshaven man in a cloth jacket. "Hey, baby,
what's happening?"”™ she says, slapping the counter. She
has a booming voice that makes Alan cringe.

"Not much,” 1 say.

- L
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*How 'bout a room?*

I hand her a registration slip; she signs it “Richard
L}

Nixon"™ and hands it back." /*-~\\
a “Twelve bucks,” I say. ’
"Give him twelve docllars,"” she says to the mén.
“Twelvé? I never pay more than ten.® He puts a
ten-dollar qill'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 bill 01 the countern; 1
take it and give him a key. Pinky grabs it from his hand
;;nd leads him upstairs.
"See you later,” she says. 4
Candy comes in as I am marking the amount on the
account sheet. "You seen Pinky?" .
"She just went up."

- "You see that motherfucker she was with? He's no
fucking good. Told me thirty was too much. What's she
going with. him for?™

"I don't knowﬁﬂ
"shit, I'm going to bed."

"What was I saying?" Alan says.
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"1 don't remember.. You were talking about books,
or- something.”

"Oh, right. You don't seem to have the same taste
as I do at all; Very perverse, you are."

Pinky's trick comes downstairs; he stops at the
desk. "Let me ask you something," he says. "“How come
all these girls are black?"

"I don't know. ‘The} come ffom'New~York.'

) ~

"sShit, the hell witﬁ it." He walks out.

"Strange guy," I say.

- LY

"Nothing wrong with that," Alan says. "Sometimes
it's good to make other people think you're strange. I
never thought that I was particularly strangé, although
I have occasionally admitted to being a poet.”

"Sometimes it can be politic to reveal a secret

vice," I say.



tChris Watson
N
I play the ace of clubs.
Debbie smokes, placidly; Peter is .twisting his‘moﬁth
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 to Miami 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; someldays it was dotted blue
with jeliyfish; the water was a dirty green.

Peter and Debbie spent most of the time ‘reading in
deck chairs by the pool. Periodically, Peter would exe-
cute a dive, swim a few lengths and then return to hi§
book:. Cynthia would wander off for hours, walking up
and down the beach. One morning she decided to walk from

" Sunny Isles to Bal Harbor, a considerable distance, and
. asked me if I wanted to go alcng. We set off about
ten-thirty, dodging the blue snaky strands of the half-
buried jellyfish, and reached the pier in abou; twenty
minutes. .

-

"pDown two," Peter says. "A hundred above for you."
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Debbie is already dealing from the red deck.

"How about some fiusic, Peter?” Cynthia says. K
L
"What's your choice?"™ Peter. says.

"oh, anything.”

The-doctor came in and lodked gra&ely at Peter.
"She'll be alright.”

"Thank God," Peter said.

"There was nothing we could do about the baby, I'm
afraig.” |

-"I suppose it couldn't Qg_helped.“

"There'll be a next time, Mr. Bradley."

"I don't think she'll want to go through a next
time."

"She's a ve;y sensitive woman.”

"I guess I'm aware of that," Peter said.

I make five clubs on Ehe next hand.

"One hundred even," Peter séys, keeping, score. He
iikes ths'pepfection of numbers, the finality, the incon-
trovertability of an elegant proof. Logic is_ﬁié refuge;
falling back on it is, for him, like coming home to’his

own living room wherxe every piece of furniture is in the

right, familiar place.
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Peter took his.B.A¥* in math and.philosophy. It
took him a long time; his concentration usually broke
down toward the end 6f the year. He would pile’ up his
books on the floor of his room and foréet about them.
I.called on him one 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.

I noticed fhe Qooks on the floor and I knew what he
meant. ”Packing‘it in?"

"I'll get back to them."

"You've onl; got a month.to go."

"I need a break. Let's see that wine."

I handed him the bottle. .

"Italian," he said. "Good for gulping." He started
to peel the:foil from around the cork.

"I thought it was supposed to be for your date

) n
tomorrow. \\ N
"She can bring hen own wine.” N
"You're a wonderful host." _
ECynthia‘s very understanding. 'Cynthia Perxy, the
art student."

"Oh, yes, sweet Cyn.‘
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"Oh, yes.

We drank the bottle and then went out to a féw clubs
and got drunk. Toward closing time we met two girls
who were going to a party'with somé guy and they, asked
‘us along. It turned out to be a gay party som¢w£ere out .~ -
near Christophe Colombe. I thought I was getting in good
with one of the girls; the §our of us left together but
as soon as we got outside the two:girls ran ahead of us.

"Where are they going?; Peter asked me.

“f don't know." I started to chase them, Peter was
walking behind, shakiné his head.

"Where are you going?" he shouted after me.

I caught Qp w;th the girls and tried to talk'tq them.
They wouldn't stop walking. ,

"what's going on?" Peter said, catching up.

"They won't listen to me."

"I guess they dan‘t like us."

"Goddamn it, at least they could stop and listen when
I 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.

"Sure."

Her friend grabbed her arm and dragged her along.
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"The hell with them," I saig.
'Wait-a minute, she just invited us over."
"The hell with the bitches."
"Come on," Peter said. "Here's a cab."
' "Where are we going?”
-
"Just get in."
It was dawn; as soon as ﬁg'got in the cab, it
started to rain.
"Let's go see Julie," he éaid.
. P
The record finishes. Peter-gets up and‘turns it over.
“"What's the score?" Debbie asks.
"Both vulnerable," Cynthia says, examining the pad.
"And you have thrée-fifty above. Would you like some more

coffee?"

"Please," Debbie saysf’

When we reached the pier‘there‘was a crowd of people
in bathing éuits standi;g around, They all seemed to‘ye
looking at something on the edgé of the sand. We stopped
but we couldn't see anything over all the heads. I turned
to the man.next to me.

"What's going on?"

e

Y
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He shrugged. "“Search me.” He only had one hand;
he tried to keep the stump of his other arm in the pocket
of his terrycloth jacket but @t kept slipping out.

'ﬁe tried to push our way éhrough the crowd Sut
Cynthia was haQing a hard time sc we stopped. Everyone

around us was asking what was going on but no one up
front seemed inclined to answer. ‘
"The hell with it," ¥ said. "Let's go on."
"It's a baby,‘ 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. I know Debbie is weak in high cards and I only
have six points sﬁ Peter must have a monster. I pass

—~—

to him and he says three hearts. Debbie bids three  no-

trump. Cynthfzvgzmps‘{n-éifﬁ;ééuf.ﬁearts and I pass.
Peter ponders his hand for several minutes, apﬁarently
considering his slam possibilities. Finall} he passes.
‘HDébbie imme&iaﬁely bids_four no-trump. Ilre-evaluate my
hénd: a king, two jacks éqd a doubleton in spaaes—-still

six points and the doubleton is worthless. I'm glad we

arén't playing for money.
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Debbie loaks at me. Peter ponderslagain,_shaking
his head. He“doubles.
I shake my head at Debbie.
' _»1 couldn't let him have it that easily," she says.
I lay down my hand; Peter laughs.
"I should have gone to six,” he says.
"It's a good sacrifice," Debbie says. "Don't you

-5
think so, Chris?"

Debbie came into the store wearing ggred dress with.

matching jacket. She took a folded piegé-sf 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." I said. "Back for a refill?"

"Yes. I hope this is the last one."

"Have you been seeing Dr. Watson long?"

"Just a couple of weeks.J

I handed her a tube of pills. "I'll be sure and ﬁave

him prescribe you a weekly dose of placebos.” 1 gave her

my best smile. "Just to keep you in the neighborhood."
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She smiled back.
-

h

*

The worst fight we ever had I blame on liquoé. We
had some people in and after tﬁey left we were carry-
ing the glasses and ashtrays back to the kitchen. I was
exceptionally drunk.

"These are cheap glasses," I said.

"Just try not to break them."”

“It'é the cheapest ones that are the strongest.
They wouldn't break even if-I did drop them.*”

"Don't start experimenting."

"Watch." I hela out a glass at-aFm's length.

"Don't break it, Chris."”

"It won't break on this floor. The linoleum's allr
soft and buckled. How much.do you want to bet it won't"
break?” ]

"I'll bet yourten dollars it breaks,"” she said
impatiently.

"I haven't got tenqbucks."

"Five then."

"I don't have five, I.don't have five cents, to
tell you the truth." “ 7

"Then put it away and forget it."

AI tell you what. If it breaks, I'll wash the dishes

for a week."
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;Alfight, fine}'-
"Okay." I held'out the glass ag#&n.
- *And you'll cleaﬁ up the broken glass, too,"™ she
said.
"Anh, I didn't say that.” I dropped the glass; it

smashed into pieces.

*
"Ha," she said.
. hHell,'IAreélly didn't éxpect that to’ happen.®
» . .

"Why didn't you believe me?"

"Look at that floor. It shouldn't have broken."

"Well, you better clean it up."

1 got ousﬂa broom and a dustpan and sweépt up the
broken glass. Bending down and standing up made me
dizzy. I stumbled to the garbage bag in the corner 6f
the room, trying to fiéht off nausea and vertigo.

"Look at yourself," Debbie said.

"I'm fine."

I reached the bag and turned to face hér. "wWhat's
the matter with you?"

"With me? What's the matter with you?"

"I said I'm fine."

I tried to turn back éo the bag but- the space was too

41/. narrow, I fell backwards and flattened it. 1 started to @



SPERDAKOS /ULTRAVIOLET 153

laugh but I wﬁs choking. I couldn't stand up; Ry hands
were limp on the floor, surrounded by broken glass and
scattered garbage. I couldn'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

aqd blocked her out.

I managed to get up a little while later. I heard
noises from the living rooé and went to investigate.
Debbie was smashing the Q;Lce up; there were books all
over the floor and chairs‘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," I said.

-She threw the statuette in my direction. “Goddamn
you," she said. "I don't have to live liFe this., I
don't have to take this f;oﬁ you."

I ducked and it hit the wall behind me. I watched
her calmly.- "Take what from me?"

"1'11 smaéh this whole goddamn place. You want to
live like a fucking an}mal here's your fucking chance.”

-The next'day when I woke up I was alone. 1 looked
into the kitchen; it had been bleaned up. 1 was afraid
to see what the living room looked likenbut.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, I've gone to work. Please
defrost something for supper. Remember to put the phone
back on the hook. Love, Debbie."

It was the first year of our marriage, before we

bought out our neryes with sudden money.

I can't argue\with the way she plays the hand. She
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 last fou# diamonds..

"Down five," Peter says; "Doubled vulnerable.
Fourteen hundred for us, plus fifty for insult."

“At.least I 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-twé;;y,
to be exact. You can't win unless you put us~down a few
times.” _

"You and your damn math," Cynthia says. She smfies.
"Never play games with an accountant." |

"It's not over yet," I say. "We can stili put you
down.".

"You'can try," Peter says.

iIt's no fun if you can't win." Cynthia says.

w

"We cam win,"™ I say.
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Cynthia looked stunned. "What did he say?"

"I didn't hear him,® I said.

"He said something about a baby. A dead baby."

*Did he? No, it couldn't be."

"It's all blue,"” somebody said..

"It's probably just an overgrown jellyfish," I said.
"Let's keep‘ﬁéiking,'

"He said it Qas a dead baby," she said.

"My God, it's all blue," a woman said.

"Come on, Cynthia, let's go back."

"Watch thosé stingers," a man said.

I took her by the arm and led her back to the motel.
"You know how people are," I said. "Especially in a
crowd. Nobody knows what they're talking about."” I tried
a smiie. "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 thougﬁt we'd

visit you."

girls,

wasn'

rain.

"Sorry," I 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

r
n

Peter said. .
"What?"

"Two girls who took us to a party,” I said. "It,
t a figﬁt, it's just that they left us there in . the
I lost my temper, that's all."

"He really took it hard," Peter said. He sat next

to me on the ccouch.

"I haven't seen you in weeks and now you come over °

at this hour," Julie said. "Why haven't you called me?"

from

next

.mind.

"I've been studying,"” Peter said. .

Ky
"So, Chris, how have you been? 1 haven't heard
you in a long time either.”

I'm fine," I said. "I've decided to go back to school

year."

"In what?”
"Either medicine or architecture.”

Peter laughed. "I like a man who can make up his

We got into a minor wrestling match which ended when

I upended him and ‘threw him off the couch.

»
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'\§ke'it easy," Julie said. "Jesus Christ, it's
- ' -
seven in the morning, did you come here to break up my

apartment?"
A "I'm sorry,” I said. "We shouldn't have come.”
"Just take it easy,™ she said. A'Sié down . "
"“I guess 1 better go," I said.
. "What's four hprry?' ¥she said. "Sit down, you
just got here.”
“feah, stick around a while," Peter said.
"No, I'm going."”
"Well, give me a call," Peter said.
rTake care," Julie said. She:%issed me at the
door.‘ -
I walked home in }be rain and slept all day.
4 .
Peter was in the pool when Cynthia and I got back.
"It looks like rain,” Debb{e said.
"If it does we'll go into Miami and find something

to do," I said.
Peter was standing on the diving board.
"Look at that husband of yours,” 1 said "to Cynthia.

"Showing off again, Peter?"

X}
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Debbie deals the next hand ffom the red deck. I
I_look. at my cards; I tllold five spades to the jack, the
ace of clubs, and the queen of hearts: seven points.
My fighting spirit is copsidera;l;iy diminished.

. i

n

[
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Catherine Herold
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.- * . ]

-

The dark man takes me home, to his home, somewhere

in st. Michel, in the upper part of.é duplex that is fur-
—yl ¢

nished like a hotel. room. Everythihé is orderly and cheap,'
. ’ v
vulgar without being gaudy. He gives me a glass of cognac.
It is impossible not to talk. He Says nothing, but

he listens,.smiling benevolently. I ignore everything but

" the shape of his mouth, bent in a U. I am at a loss to
’

~

explafin to myself the source of the flow of words, Jor I
am ghbarrassed by what I am sayiﬁg but unable to stop my-
self. 1 tell him my'life, which is apparently what he ex-
pects to hear; so, although he ig barely‘participating in
this flawed interaction, it is he who éominates.

Eventually,vhe comes to join me oh the couch, casuallgkh
slipping his arm behind my back. I am indifferent to this
nonchalant aggression; presumably, he is not 1isténing very
closely to what I am saying, but then neither am I paying
much attention to what he.is doing. I try to adjust a

crooked lampshade with my stare. /}he dark man's face is
4

on my neck.
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Bill and I had no sécret game.

It now-széms to me remarkable that we have done nothing
in our lives together that we would be éshamed to reveal or
to have discovered. Even alone Qe were alwaysjin public.

Peter told me soon after I moved into his house that
of all the years he and Cynthia had been married, he couldn't
think of 6ne.that had been truly happy. We'commiserated for
several hours. This is what I now do best.

. o He put’”his hand 6ver:mine_ahd I looked into his face.
L;sogé charm was there and some innocence, and he looked

. ive;y-sad, but it was an accepted sadness. More than that:
‘st was axiomatic. He needed it like a child néedslg nother:
( for nourishment, profc_ection and somewhere to go.
. Cynthfa's son Paﬁl dié not ﬁake her happy but he did
not make her crazy--une folle. Ber son David made her
crazy and, in a Qay; that made her happy. He made hef
crazy bgcausé he did not want tocomeéut-of the dark, oxr
méybe she did nét want him to. Being crazy-—thought of
as'pfazy--madg het happy’ because it made her frée;-now she
was no longer responsible. Qete; tried to make her respon-
sible again which made her uﬁhappx; So I assume that what
love there is-between them must be based upon their depen-

dence on this drama. Most rational bonds, it seems, freely

entered, tend to difsplve into separateness unless they are

:'.
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reinforced by an irrational eleﬁént; . If there is some=
thing to act out, some private theatre or secret game,
the relationship is cemented by the copple's mutual need,
their dependence on thé shared secret.

7

Tﬁe_dark man is angry.

"All you do is feel sorry for yourself,® he says.
"Dog't you think other people have problems? What makes
you so s@eci?ll I know a hundred women like you. Thé
world is full of martyrs."® . ‘

"What kind of problems can you pogsibly have?”
"I have to sit here and listen to this shit."
"I ;ion't. " ‘ |

Outside, I am confused by the unfamiliar neighborhood.



Alan seﬁsavar

I defin€ myself by what surrounds me.

That is: I first define a place, which coqrdinagely
defines my position within it, so that, in effect, I know
what I am by wheré I am, or, more.precisely, by remember-
ing where I hﬁve beg¢n. I can define the kind of person
I am by the kind of places I have thought of as home,
égthough this is not to say that I am the sum of mf exper—
iences. My experiences have beén happeh' gs, not shapers;"
I am that to which they happened, for I was already some-
thing before they happened, that something being circum-
scribed by a locus with which I identified or‘fram which
I distanced myself. 1In short, I am myself alone, as
Richard III‘put it (or as Shakespeare put it into his
‘\;outh), but I have discovered that it is in my self-interest

to determine exactly where my existence is taking place

at any given moment or period 6f my life, not merely that

I may persevere or triumph, but that I may define myself
congruously, or, briefly, stay sane (briefly, for I

suppose that's the best one can hope for).

| This may all 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 7purious. The truth, after all, may be no more than a.-

‘ -
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sum of tangents, where the core itself (that p;rt which
one originally assumned represented the goal) is hollow,
or snapproachable, beyond our capacity to assimilate or
comprehend. (This could lead, of course, to a dis-—
cussion of diviﬁe versus human truth, revealed versus

discovered, but perhaps it is unnecessary to pursue that

here). Precision, then, can be labyrinthine, which leaves

the way open for perpetual doubt, which is why I

observe that it may be nonsense; I do not really think
that it is liés, But if the core be hollow, is the
search for it still valid? Are the tangents sufficiently
peaningful in themselves to warrant investigation?

‘A second proposition: 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? 1Is
it a flaw insthe structure of the universe that we will
not call a !::w because that is the easy way out? I am
inclined to think that it is death, which is applicable to
both interpretations (and others that I 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,
I know it. I do not love it,'although the thought of

. ) £ . .
it has occasionally consoled me. Nor am I interested in

attaining it (what sort of achievement is -it, after all}.

o
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Furthermore, I know for a fact, insofar as I am capable

of systematic ratiocination, which I believe myself,

in all modesty, eminently to be, that the idea of death

(and it can never be more than an idea to the living) has
'

no place in a well thought-out theory of truth. But there

it is, in medias res (perhaps a misuse of the phrase),

and since the hole cannot be defined in any terms

bod

é
at all, then any terms at all will probably do. Nor will

the numerous tangents suffice to define it, for they

are of the thing itself and not thé place that surrounds

it (if "place" can describe so- abstract a Eerraih).

Horeo?ér, however absurd these reflections may under

scrutiny ﬁrove to be, the fact remains, and whatever

el I may repudiate;I will never recant it, that there

is, defini£ely, as I say, a hole in the center of reality.
| The question arises (to get back to what I started

to say)., whethe; I can in fact be properly defined as

I am now by my ﬁresent surroundings. At the moment, I

am sitting in the lobby {(such as it is: a small counter,

a switchboard, a soft-drink machine, a seedy couch and

a delapidated coffee tahle)'of-a thirty-unit rooming

house that, was initially founded to provide shelter'for

homosexual 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, all appear to be black New

Yorkers. I do not think that this véry successfully
defines me,-but then, oneis immediate surroundings are
much too epheémeral to be considered in vacuo. To extend
further: I am in_Montreal and have been for almost two
years, bpt.de;pite my familiarity with what one might
call the real underbelly of the city I do not‘believe'
that I truly qualify as a Montrealer in the same way thaé
Paul Bradley does, fér example, or Jacques Chénard. I
have dug out a sort of home here, however, and I suppose
that to some extent aspects of this place gqua place can
be cited in establishing my identity. Not that there is
any crisis invgtved. or search for ident;éy per se; I

am not "loQking for myself" or “"trying to find myself"

OF anf such rubbish as that; I am merely trying to
clarify exactly what I am (even as opposed to who 1 am)
out of interest (not desperation), just as one might
wish to explore one's gene@logy, for the sake of edifica-
tion (and even pleasure), not out of any particular need.
"Although I am an alien in this country,lI have managed

ﬁo surmount whatever postpubescent f;elings of aliena-
tion (in an existential sense) I may have at one time
experienced. I am pursuing this, let us say, purely

‘for the fun of'it.

s
A i lad
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To get on: I suppose I must include Cambridge

amond the\premises of my being (nothing metaphysic?l

intended, or even particﬁlarly philosophicél, for th;t

matter); Leicester no longer really enters into it,

being no more than a placi of birth, a domicile for parents

and some former friends, etc.  One/anecdote (hardly that;

one tiny incident) may be relev

t: when I was in secon-
.dary'school, I was sitting in/my room one éay pondering
something or other when my mother came in and asked
me what I was doing. "Thinking," I said, to which she
rather fofcefulfy.replied, "Oh, that's nothing. Why

don't you go .out and gglsomething?" This had an echo

of sorts when 1 was getting ready td-leavé-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 vilifiﬁation
was (rather absurdly, I‘Ehought) levelled at me¥ “Thé
trouble with you, Sansavar; is you're too damned intellec—‘
tual.” I do not think that I have ever(been so vehemently
flattered.. \\__,\\L:)

Cambridge I remember very. fondly as, I suppose, the
best tiﬁé of‘my life. I never went to lectures much, |
but I saw most of my professors once a week for private
consultations and I did atténd (and rather dominated)

.

most seminars. I graduated with a third, but then, their
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standards are extremely rigorous; Winston Churchill took
a fourth, I believe. I remember the usual things that
one tends to remember from university‘(dinne;s at Queen's
College, d:inkiné parties, friendships, that éort of
r;th'ing) with none of the aispleasura that a great deal of
‘my more recent memorieé-engender. Although I can hardly
state unequivocally that I was perfectly happy, I was
never really partiéplarly unhappy until I came to this
country, and I still have not quite allocated full respon-
sibility for that yet (my unhappiness, that is). At
times I aséume full blame, but such momentslof,preter-
natural nobility are generally rare in anyone; on the
other hand, I am perhaps uncommonly lqathe to assume
even that degree of responsibility which is)indisPutably
mine, for I have always had a tendeﬁby to;Sé rather de-
fensive aboutrthings I take seriously, and I take relation-
shiés all too seriously (I thus féveal, with improper
introduction, the chief éburce of whatever misery I have
experienced in recent times, although other-pauseé are
"manifest--penury not least among them.),?
The girl in question is named Diane, and I must
emphatically decline to discuss hef in any detail,

Suffice it to say that she exposed me go my own incipiént

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

jealouslyligniteg by an in flagrante delicto situation,

involved my threatening her with a knife (although these
threats were never intended to be executed); the second,
and nore dangerous of the £wo, was a barely aborted suicide
attempé: from which I was timely rescued by Paul, although
I do not doubt that I would have survived it anyway
{sometimes, in féct, I am rather peeved at his inter--
ference, but in ‘general 1I suppbse 1'm grateful).

To sum up, then: it seems my iniéial premise was
something of a misapprehension and that I am not actually
to be defined by mf surroﬁndings, for I can find no co;
herent pattern of définition which adequately expresses
what I am. I have tried to entrench myself in the world
in an apropos manner -but it apparently defies analysis.
Perhaps that'is wﬁgt the hole in the center really means:
I am it. I suppose I might be mistaken, but in all |
fairness I must say that I suspected as much all along.
After all, what 1s ever certain? Certainly our pre-
mises must always be open to goubt; which 1eads,‘alas, -
to a rather unfortunate question, or a queétion whicﬂ
suggests an unfortunate answer: why must there be a center

b
at allz L
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Paul shakes my arm with somewhat more force than
I feel is necessary; nevertheless, I am glad of fhe
contact.
- : "You'{e alzve," he says.
¥ . "Loosely. speaking."

-

-~

And the reverie, or rumination, or abandonment of

externals goes on.

I think my mind works like this {being very stoned
at the moment it is botﬂ more accelerated and more
acute than usual; at least it discerns a pattern that
seems reaéonable enough) : first, I make a statement {or
conceive one);'then I analyse that stﬁtement: then I ana- °
lyse the analysié} then I analyse the analysié of the

., analysis; and so on, ad tedium. The last qualification
(expressed in Latin, an altogether less offensive lan-
gGage) I deduce from the reactions of those whom I sub-
ject (I am not generally given to such self-castigating
comments or choices of verb, but nevertheless) to this

. pattern in conversation. However, and I am adaml@nt on

this point, I believe that precision is crucial and not
easily achieved; nor do I find the struggle to be per-

fectly precise necessarily boring, particularly.
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lSo there.

I have often suspected myself of self-hatred but
cannot staté?ﬁith any certainty whether in fact I am
guilty of it or not. I have rarely found myself in-
sufferable, although I have often despised weaknesses
that wiﬁh overt strenuousness overpowered ne.' A failure
tP associate, I think is what I most deplore. By that
I mean an inability to be saqcially adroit, to get‘along
with people properly. This is the only ihing in fact
that I may desire more than literary success. ' And yet,
I pave allowed myself at times to participate only as
observer, which is rather more superfluous than I

generally like to be.

Sly comes in and produces a pint of scot¢h. I in
turn offer him some smoke if he can roll it; my machine

is handy but unfortunately I lack the dexterity at the

moment to utilize it. -

"Hey, you guys stoned or something?"

"Who us?" Paul says, not without alfficulty.

"Shit.", -

He sits in a chair by the window. The 4witchboard
f

buzzes and it strikes me that it has not. done so all

evening, an extremely rare occufftnce. Paul says okay into

the phone and then rings a room upstairs.

L,
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"That Lee?":
Apparently. =
e
"Sheila's coming in abotit -five minutes." He unplugs
ﬁhe switch.

-

' Lee comes downétairs 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 ?nd Sly goes
over to join him. Paul and I get through another joint.

, Sheila comes in with a trick and goes upstairs; she and
Lee have rented a room for the week, aithough it is‘unusual
for any of the girls to use their fegﬁlar room for

+ 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 hasvto get up and come downstairs every
time she brings'sqmeohe back. |

Pinky comes in with her second of the night. She
is the b;assiest_of them all and can be thoroughly
irritating sometimes. Paul gives her the room next to the
desk. He is very stoned himself and can hardly write
it up.on ;he accoiunt sheet; finélly he abandons the id%a,

hands me six dollars and pockets six himself.

'S

.
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- "What the hell,-let‘s order supper.”™
We call the Silvery Moon Cafe; he crders a mini- °
dinner of egg rolls, pineapple cﬁicken (toads and cats'
paws to me) and fried rice; I select barbecued chickén.
f don't like to order from the Chinese place but Paul
won't eat anything froﬁ the Indian place I discovered
one night. They sent me a plate of curgy on a real plate,
delivered by a yeung boy on a bicycle It was all very
gquaint.
Sly {(who moved hérg.at Paul's éuggestion, to the .
annoyance of the owner who was trying to reduce by a
slow process of atprition the number of pimps who live
| ere permanently) comes over and offers us some cocaine.
I remember the last time we did his coke but that doesn't
stop me/from accepting.
Paul was getting ready t6 close up aAA he was
" already drunk. I-had done three caps of so-called mesca-
line and was in good shape. Paul was seeing a girl
named Sylvie that week and- she came to pick him up. The’
three of us ended up at ;he Limelight, which I can ohly
describe as hell '(my state of mind at the time, exacer-
bated by tﬁe drugs I had ingestgazmust ﬁave contributed

to my negative experience, although I don't care much for

4
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disco music at the best of times). At one potht I was o &
véry embarrassingly crawlil‘g around on the floor (it |
was very crowded), fighting despair, lost in the holé -
in the center of reality,. out of touch completely: I
managed to make my way to vhere Paul apd Sylvié'were .
. LR

sitting on a kind of divan and draped my arms over hfg-j.'
knees. (TRis ;as one of the minqr incidéngs that coﬁ—
tributed to the rumor,_prevalent a fey months ago, that
; was in love with him, a .cdntention that I most .
emphatically deny; as I have said on many ;ccasions, appear-
ances to the contrary not wjithstanding, I don't fancy
men in bed.) I wantgd to be" taken care of, cohsoléd,
rescued, plucked from the hell of the throbbing bass that
was externalizing my desperation.

We arrivgq at my place at dawn. Paul (exhaﬁsted,-
but straight and sober) and %ylvie sat on the steps and
smoked cigarettes., 1 paced t sidewalk in unutteraSIe
angquish (to coin a cliche, but what else can I call it?},
‘ranting (again I deprecate myself,,but I canrmnot arg&e'
with the accuracy of the verb) about my usﬁal concerns
{truth, death, the impossibility of knowlédge,fthe impos-
sibiiity of life). Paul tried-to cheer me up, or at leasg

tolerated my despairing lament, but he was obviously too

tired to sustain the ordeal. Eventually, I gave up and

PN
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. . . T : . . . .
is a point, in other words, when humiliation becomes a
N - - ’ )

. T, . . ' - & -
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_started walking around the block. :. I noticed Paul follow-

- ing me ab§ﬁt'half 4 block back and'I suddeniy felt

secure. I expected to do something stupid, for I had

resolved that the world was a fairly stupid place, but °

lwiti/pim'following me there seemed little chance of

endangering myself. When I-gbt to Dorchester a taxi

The next morning I woke up in the garage of Diane's
building, having evidently spent the night (such as was
left bfrit) on the concrete floor. I was awakened by
Jerry, one of the people with whom she shared the flat,

and I asked if I could see her: He told'me she had

already gone, as it was .past noon, and gld I mind

leaviné.' I didn't know where-shehgguld‘be (ié waé‘Sunday).;
but I had succeeded, at least, indachieving so abject a
hu&iliation thatff was-momen;arily relieved of whatever
déath-wish I may have been harboring. I féltﬁdirty, base,

degraded, and éomehow because of this, purified. I have

" never been sé.dingSted with myself, but I think ‘there is

N

a Yevel of being that is so low that once one surpasses
+ . '

it all further abnegation is powerless to humble. * There

[] 4

-

' . a e .
sounce of pride;-thé’more one grovels the more One. reveéls
Lo ; Y

. \ AT LA .
in it., (I do ngt mqip to compare this s?nsatlonwwlqh the

4
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point whgre'pain becomes pleasure; it is é different
thing entirely; for one thing, it has no physical equi-~
valent; it is pureiy a metaphysical sensation, a percep-
tion of self; perhaps éome sort of defense mechanism is
agtivatéd that prevents one from considéring on?fflf an
insect, or, if that le§e1 is réached, from considéring
that it is a bad Ehing to be an insect.) That point,
like many other points, is another name for tﬁe hble in

the center of reality, a state of suspension where nothing

exists but infinite potential.

Am I too cerebral? Before I can formalate‘*an
answer to this perhaps irrelevant questijon, I become

aware of - a disturbance in Pinky's room. She is shout- -

ing 'and we hear her’'distinctly:

"It ain't my fault. You had your time. I can't
help it you can't come."

4

"You didn’'t say there was a limit. I'm Just asking
fo; another fivé minutes,-that's all.n 2 ) '
- "I did my best. Wh&£ yéu want for thirty bucks?

I been here fifteen minutes airegdy. I can't help it

you can't come. " | | ¥
The door‘bpens. "The trick is sitting on the bed

in.his shirt, his_fade contorted in pain and humiliation,

pleading.
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"What did I pay you for? You didn't even try."
"I tried, honey, you just can't make it.™ She
goes outside.
_ © Slowly the‘man\puts on his pants aﬁd shoes. When
he étands up he is almost six feet tall, pot-bellied,
éoarse looking. He comes into the lobby affecting dig-
nity but obviously more abashed than ﬁ; can degl with. -
"I want my money," he says.
"Better ask her," Paul.says. ¥
"Don't think I won't. 'I want the money f&i the rogh.
Give me my twelve bucks.'; )
"I can't do that. You used the room."
"You heard her. Nothing happened.”
"I'm not respbnsible for what goes on inside the room.
You were ip there, What‘can.I do?"
"You can give me mf money."
"I can't do that."
The man stares at Paul forfseveral seconds. Sly
comes and.stands next t man, almost touching him,

and stares out the window.

"I'll remember this.” He tries to slam the door when )
' (iiijhe leaves but it is on an hydraulié hinge. - //7

1
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'Peter Bradley

The backs of the cards are red, bright and dull at
the same time so that the shgée is cloéer to pink than
orange. It's the céio: of those pale red candies that
have a faintly»mediéinal flavor. ‘

The red of the hearts and diamonds is darker, richer.l
I 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 hearts ‘and the queen of diamonds I insert my singletoﬁ

ten of spades. To the right of the diamond six I place

the 10-7-6~4 of clubs.

W

Debbie, sitting to my left, scrutinizes her cards.
Her lips purse and unpurse systematically at unconsciously

regular intervals. She bids a spéde.

Cynthia is cheerful ,bobbing her higd back and

‘forth like a metronome, indecisive.

Cynthia sat perfectly still, staring aé the back of
her hand. The chair beneath her was pink, blad ed
and frayed. There were two windogs in the room, side by
side against one wall to the right of tﬁe béd. The in--
side of the room was reflected against the darkness

beyond them: Cynthia in the pink chair, me sittihg on the
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edge of the bed, my hands spread og\ﬁhe purple cover-
let; the plain brown bureau upon which rested one lamp,
some pamphlets and an ashtray containing a matchbook
printed with a large red S surrounded by a laurel wreath
and subscripted in blue: SHERATON Hotels & Motor Inns,
and in smaller print: A Worldwide Service of ITT. To
the left of the windows was a floor lamp, its pole bij

sected by a large disk upon whic

lay anothgr ashtray,
the hotel insiénia stamped in white on its bottom, a
half-smoked duMaurier crumpled inside of it. The
scene was framed against the night through the windows
by oraﬁge drapes.

<+ 1 watched my reflection in the window, studying the
fall of m} hair, verifying it with occasional glances
in the tall 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. !

I went to the suitcase on the ‘luggage rack by the

closet and pulled out a pint of scotch: John Walker &

Sons, Ltd., Kilmarnock, Scotland; Méme gualit€ garantie

partout le monde. I found a glassiin the bathroom and

poured whisky into jit, watching Cynshia from the doorwéy.
She sat still in a blue skirt and orange blouse like a

camoufldged insect on a leaf, her hands dead white and

é | _
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bony, her nails an opaque buréundy. Petite, she wore a
look of unstudied pathos, imparted not by an expressibn
of suffering but by the blankness of her features that
was even more startling. I walked over and handed her
the glass. |

She accepted it impassively, as if to criticize me
with her indifference. I had to raise her haﬁé toward
her face to get her to drink it. She drank it all at
once and handed the glass back to me. I poured more

whisky into it and sat on the bed rotating it between

my palms, watching the laureled S move back and forth

- v

like aﬁ&indecisive‘gear. : L

"It's supposed tp be nice tomorrow,” I said. "We
can go exploring. Cynthia?"

She looked up at me and she was alright. "The places
around here have such romantic naﬁes," she ‘said. "Coyacan,
Ixtapalaéa, Huixgquilucan, Xochimilco, Ixtapalaqu, Tehuante-
pec. Can ;e go to Tehgant%pec?" _ /

"™It's much further south but I guéss we can go'there.

‘We can go right down to Yucatan if you want to."

"'In Yucatan, the Maya sonneteers'--I fofget_thg
rest.” |

"What's thaté;' X
"Something I .read in the ho;pital. Wallace stevens.”
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. "Is that where you got the idea of Mexico?"
" "What idea?" )

I had forgotten that Mexico had been Dr. Marchand's
suggestion, not hers. She must have talked to him about
it. Now I had spoiled something, intruded into something
that was supposed to be myéterious--or at least spontan-
eo;s--and I hastened to recover.

"The idea of all those exotic names;' I said.
"Tehuantepec and Ixta-whatever. They do have a ring to
them. " B

"Oh, they sound beautiful, but they're probably
just érubby little towns full of dirty littie men
trying to sell, their sisters to the gringos. Grubby and
hot and a waste of time. 1I'll bet the names are jusé
a come=-on."

'“Some of those places have some fgscf#;tinq ruins.
Mind you, I can't remember if they're Incan or Mayan.."

;Aztec, but what's the difference. Broken-down
buildings.and over—-developed insects. 1I'd rather go.to
the beach.” |

"Beaches aré-the same everywhere, We could have

gone anywhere for a beach.”

"I don't feel like looking at any oceans ahyway."
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She was staring at her hands again and her face had
reverted to its former blankness. I felt myself-getting
angry at her petulance until I realized that it wasn't
petulance at all. It was more liké‘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.dulled all her perceptions and sensa-
tions. It was as if she felt nothing from the outside
‘but a dull, undifferentiated pressure on her ﬁerves, like
a steady hum she had learned to 1ive'with, bqf secretly—-
.and in bad moments, desperately--wished would stop.

I went to the window and drew the drapes. We were
in a little room in a foreign c0un£ry that was all rooms,
everywhere, and we were the same people we always were,
oniy a little more tired, a little more enervatéqijgnd
trying to have a second'honeymoon. Our energies were
dissipated; I realized that not even a healthy conflict
could arouse them. If I had screamed at her or thrown .
things around the room, she would still have sat there
studying the veins in her hand and blocking it out; I
was part of the hum. I stood quietly and looked at her
and she was part of the hum, too, and my nerves, like hers,

were so many defused wires.
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I turned down the bed and took off my clothes.

_She went into the bathroom and when she came out she

arm and stroked it with what I hoped was tenderness.

Her lips twitched a 1ittle‘buE¥she didn't move. She ffr
got up;éuring the night, waking me, but I fell asiéep
again before she came back. When I woke in the ﬁérning
she was s;tting on the toilet wiﬁh,her han65~hidden
between her knees, her back sthpéd and her hair in

her eyes, the whiéky bottle empty on the floor.

Chris lgads the gqueen of hearts and I play the {en.
Debbie lays out her hand; she has the ace-seven and he.
selech.the seven. Cynthia plays the. king and swoops
up tpe trick.

"Why do my finesses never work?" Chris says.

"You shouldn't .finesse on the first trick, honey,"

Debbie says.

. . : Y s
Chris sucks saliva through his teeth and scrutinizes

her exposed cards. ‘N

I looked up Julie one night a couple of months after

we came back from Mexico. I hadn't seen her in years and
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she was surprised at my appearance, my new heaviness,
the Seginnings of a second chin. I didn't really want
to see her; I didn't want té’return to 61d_situatiéns'
or suffer new sarcasms. She wan£e¢.§9 go out for a
drink so we went to the Maidenhead. We talked for a
while and she was very sarcastic. I ran out of money
" and she had to start paying for thé,driﬁks. She finally
asked me why I wanted to see her after all this time.

"I don't know. It was just an impulse."”

"You were always the master of surprise appearances:"

"1 just wanted to talk to someone that I knew for

a long time." ,

The previous time I had surprised her she had made
me supper.. I was drunk and after drinking 5 bottle of
wine with my steak I blacked out. The next thing I )
knew it was four in the morning and I‘had no idea where
I was. She recounteh what must have been an hour-long
conversation, followeé by about an hour S worth of sex,
but I remembered none of it. That had hurt her feelings
but it scared me.. 1 felt I had lost a n1ght of my life.
I nust have been aware of it while it was happening, I
must even have enjoyed it, but afterwards it was as if

it had neber happened. I got the idea then that all of

life was just the memory of it, that the moment was
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meaningless unless it could be recalled, that the

[
-basic activity of life was not doing but remembering.

The present didn't count; all riving was in the past

tense. The payoff is in remembering. Ultimately, you
don't care about what you've blacked out becﬁuse you have
no emotional inﬁéstment in it, .The experience hasn't

been made a part of you, y§u could even say a physical
part, so you h;ve no moral investment in if eithér.

Guilp, for example, would\be a totally meaningless ;moti;n
without memory. It frightened me to think that the
essence of life was so Eerebsal, that reality, in the

long run, was reduced tq an aggregate of abstractions
preserved'in the molecules of the brain,

After a while “the money ran out and we went back

to her place. She had two cats to which she was allergic

) 1
but she wouldn't get rid of them. 'We sat and watched

~

TV on a set that she rented because she was saving money

to go to Greece. I fell asleep for a few minutes and

when I woke up she was lying against my shoulder. I

got up and left at that point, which surprised us both.

I had been looking for sex earlier and now I refused it.

It's difficult to say what happened to me over the years

but the intensify of my desires had certhinly diminished.

It wasn't just sex; it was the general lipido of daily
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living. A}l the.adventugg and sparkle of novelty and

discovery and pleasure was something more rememyéféd
than experienced. I triéd to tell myself thpé that
was how it should be; after all, hadn't I figured it
all out that night I blacked out? But this assesshent
seemed too ipdomplege to be éccéptable, too evasive of
the truth, wﬁ;tever that might turn out to be. The tfouhle
was, I-suppose; tha; I néver really'bothered to try to
find out.

)

I wanted to find out what time it was. I asked the
woman next to me with the black hair and the bangs and she
showeq me her watch. It was Fenrthirty-two. Chris and
Cyﬁthi had just wandered off down the beégh. Debbie
sat next to me waﬁching some kids playing in tgL pool.
The sun had risen about sixty-five degrees, assuming
that it's perpendicdlar at'noon, which isn‘t always thé
case, There weré four éhildren in the pool bekween fivé
and ten years old. One of them was oriental, the.shiest
of theifogr; two little girls were French Cahadian--tpeir
mother was the woman with the bangs, who seemed to be
between thirty-five-and forty, juét beéinning ﬁo expand
with age, still attractive. _Sﬁe had nice fee;‘fsz a

. |

woman her age, no/ﬁbrns or callouses. Her husbané}
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grey-haired, paunchy and very white, wandered out of

the motel now and then to say a few words to her-bﬁt

he never stayed long. Debbie seemed amused by the
_children‘althoqghrit was hard to tell because she was
squinting in the bright sun. She,squigied with her
whole face, her chee}s rising toward'her eyes, her mouth
screwed up in mock agony. She had very long héir at -
the time, straight and brown, the coloreof a forest

‘floor at the end of autumn; it tied back in a tight
. N } ’
bun which made her head look smaller, espec1a11y since

she was wearing large round sunglasses that covered

approximately three-eighths of her face. She talked

for a while about how most people in Miami Beach that
~winter seemed to be from Quebed. "It's not really like

a vacatioen," she said. "I've heard more French down
- . , . A
here than I usually hear at home., They even sell

Canadian cigarettes in most of the stores.®™

"It makes you feel right at home,. doesn't i€?"

-“Except for the snow. It isn't muph'%; a Christmas

‘without snow."™ 4

'

" "I think I'can stand it." I ‘handed her the book I
had been reading, 'a collection of Kafka's stories that

she had lent me. "I'm not in the mood for this.”

g

.7
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"1 thought you'd enjoy it."
"It's too depressing for a day like is."
" Do you really find it depressing? I thought most

rof the stories were very funny." .

"People changing into cockroaches isn't that amusing
- &

to me."

b

"that's one of the funniest stories in the book."

"I suppose it might be, compared to the one on the

-

penal colony.”
"Phat's my favorite one.” .

ﬁ The sky began to cloud over and the Kids vacated the
pool. I tried-a few dives and swamzérquﬁﬁ a bit, Wﬁen,
I came out Chris and Cynthia were back, £a1king togethé;.
Debbie was#standinﬁ up, holding her two béoké; sgé had
taken off her glaéses gnd put on her beaéh jacke%; it was
blue and red fterrycloth and it made her legs‘look.skinny.
She handed me ; towel. - . i ) o

! ‘ : |
"Youl!re back early,” I said to Cynthiq,‘

.
"It'®s going to rain any minute}',Chris said.

"So much for my tan," I said.”.

"Let's go into town, Peter," Cynthia said. "*I ‘want

to get into a city.".- _ R coe R

.

"There's not that much to do ;page," I said. -

’ A3



SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVIOLET - - - -188

- -

N B . . =

"We can look' around. 1Thefe's-nbthing else to do.™

The rain started while we werzfétill on the road

‘and. we got lost driving ‘into Miami, We found the jai.

‘af;i fonton near the airp0rt,buE it hadn't opened yet.
. "We drove back over the causeway and when the rain stopped
we walked along Lincoln Mall. I bought a pistachio ice

ES

- .
cream cone at one place; it was the worst icevcream I

.

-

ever tasted and I had to throw it away.

. : i

fhey make four spades;’ I mark them 120-for game -
' and 500 for rubber. We win by's00 points, 1570.to 1070.
.'“Well::yod don‘t~d€servé that," Chris.says. "I
hate to win éhe rubber and lose on points.*” K
| "We can always‘pléy anoﬁhef.onea"iCynthia says.
) "That's how it gées," I say.. "One large féilute
spells défeat ho matter.hoﬁ hafh'yod try to-c0me back."
"bon't start getting philosophical,™ Cyhthia said.
“Yeéh, don'g make it ngsegby boring us;“aChrig
éayéx _ P |
- "It‘might_be intef;sﬁing," Debbie sgﬁs.
"Believe mé; it isﬁ‘t“LI say;f
. "Believe him, believe him," Chris says.
}Are wenplayingﬁanbtﬁer one?" >Cynthia says. °

Y

5,8
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"I'm too demoralized,” Chris says. -
mWell,‘it's still eafly,“ Eynthia'says.-é“ﬁb; about
éomé‘morg coffée?"' ‘ | C£\
“Let me help,” Debbié says.

"and bring in some of those cookieg," I say.

"So much for your diet," ;ynthia says.

"i'il start tomdrrow.“

"It's éiﬁays tomorrow with you." "

“ﬁoQ who'svbeiné'p?ilosophiﬁél?“

Chris lights a cigarette and I aimlessly shuffle:

the red deck.

&
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‘ Wj,‘llia:ﬁ Herold

1."m here now, alone, {ei't;h her, ;nd'. her, and her, and
her, and an unheroic%“tentatively buddiﬁg'hemd;;hoid. €i£s
gréwth creatésiunéésinéss.“lt dis£urbs. It tiékleé aﬁd
" one squirms énd for th;t dﬁelis grateful.. .

We used to stare across tables, infected 5y‘a word- .
less trahce} wﬁile plates'clattered and féet §hﬁff1e6 behingd
us, a study in agbfaphobia. This@could be Le St..Amable;
or Ruby‘Foo}s}.ataﬁY.ﬁate,-the.food was good. Crabmeat
pancakes with‘lobsﬁer gaﬁce.“,oéange-duck aé‘Cafe Martin.
She'was thefe, probably ihvisible. - L

Like this one with me ﬁbﬁ at tﬁé copper—toﬁped_ﬁar,_
already beginning to décay. She's”sgen everythiﬂg.ahd
learned nothing. He? hand§ wiII‘be.the first legd,‘bril
'her‘eyés; We -drink Maﬁhattans;‘ She proff%?s me:;'cheiry,l
impaled on a swizzle stick. Wﬁat‘is‘there to talklabout

but food? Why didn't Cathy think of that? Elaborate meals
; . . Rt i iens _

are a form of solitaria voluptas, as cpndémned by Paul,

sixth pope of that name.

L
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I I lay all nlght in the consollng plasma. " In the

!

/ morqlng they.slit the horse’ s belly and I tumbled to-

the sandy ground. They poked me wlth tﬂ%lr lances.

Their visors were down so I could not see their faces.

Their'armor(seemed superfluous. The lance thrusts

tickled.and I rolled laughing down a hillside.

LY

When he was ‘told that the whole race was calling
for him, Riel was teaching school in Mohtana;
~Already ,mad, apparently. ‘ .

As for Alexander, he died in a fever.

b : '
N s o
I am npot a shadow.
- l ’ .
The new furniture came: a coueh,'two chairg, an
oriental rug (madé. in Belgium). . Catherine wantdd to
have fhe'robm-painted. She,stzziég the curtains for

some time and finally décided‘thét they would have to

Memory : history :: nominalism : realism. .

'Memory is what you know.of history; history is what .

is known of you.' Forgetfulness: an eternal present (or
_ . _ >

-presence). I am not, I shall not be, a shadqw,*ﬁntil I

am the Qbﬁ%pt of a dellberate forgetting.

T "
" o

Ty

an

T!
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A girl in a;classrooﬁ. Her eyes,'hef hair. She

appears to know less than she pretends. This is touchéf

.

ing, her .attempt to imply‘depth.

¢ Montreal camn be as dingy or pretty as any place

else. it dreams, as pecple dfeam, pf’gggrandisement,'

)
-~ N

power and fame. It has a black spot in the-cénter of
its golden soul.

This girl wﬁo'ig in-love with Alexandér{théﬁGreat
i L - v . ]// e
€an be;as dingy or pretty as anyone else. Prettiness

is a function of ideation. So she must remain a‘'dream,

3 cerebral fikafioq, like this city., (My idea of Montreal_f

is locked in someWhére around 1860, when the Prince of

Wales was here and St. Catherine Street was a pagture

. s

‘and Dominion Square a cemetary.)

'Is it necessary to explain one's infatuations?

' He had big‘eyes, she has nice hair. Only the idea of
a th?ggycanbe'lbved; the rest is]undiscoﬁerable.
Cerebration 1is Q;Q%QQYVWIth delusions.

L4

-

s
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One -always lives as if.one's life is on the line,

‘as if everything one does is particularly important. True

of superstition from.ptehistoric times to the present.  If

-
o

.false, someone must have a great sense of humor.

In my liﬁing room I,“téq,_can’ciearly,see.xhat the

+ ~drapes and the rug aré‘mismatched. "I am more interested
in my indifference torthe ¢lash of colors. They are

lc_'moreﬁihemselves being disharmanious.

-
.

v T '
 Catherine has often complained that I have barbarous

taste. ' She is not impressed to hear that this is the ::g‘

resuit.og apathy and ho£ an aggression agéiﬁst'her'sens_
ibility. | o
. - . - _ , 3
The decaying lady speaks to me. The conversation
"t is not-very intergéting but she is iﬁquisitive. She
kV/“’ wants to know what I do for a living. ".~
| I used to like women like this, with too-red lips

~ and a way of missing the ashtray with theirx cigareites.

+
S
j”f‘:—m, '
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or false? If true, describe and re-evaluate the development

i T ‘
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‘ﬁat some distance fsom her body so that it won't drip on

% ol
Py

A

-

-
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On st. Catherineg Street I see.a young couple sharing

an ice cream+cone which they‘havgugbviéusly'jﬁst.bought
- ' s '

Neither one of them wants to plucﬁﬂ_

at Laura Secprd's. .
. out the black cherryy arqun& which they both'studiqpsly -

lick. Finally the girl takes the-cher:y;bgtﬁeen'her

teeth and invites' the boy to take it from her mouth,

which he does, laughing. \Meanwhile.;hefhdlds_the‘cone'

their clothes as they embrace. A passerby, a woman bur-

-

dened with several large paqkéges from Simpson's, in-

»

advertantly knocks it from the girl's hand._'

,\'_;The whole point about aging is that you become fixed

;in your consclations, sustained by details, especially

i v | R : .

. . st * *

. permanent ones. Partialities and quirks become obsessive.

But this is not how Catherine ages; rather, she dispossesses

herself of details, oi'permanenq%. Her whole approach is,
. .48 ® .

Ed . . - . '
let's say, Alexandrian--expand until you die of it.

Ly

By two a.m. the crowd haéZQWihdled and the manager

is trying: to close eé;{y: My tady of deéompositién.has

fled into darkness, wobbled into oblivion. I notice two
. } - ‘. . - .

women sitting down (2 birf 03e of them talking to a man,

_the other periodicallly staring at me for a few seconds

and thenilooking away I approach from behind. o

LY
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?Ybﬁ'remind‘me of Lady Macbeeﬁ,“'l.say, | ..;'ﬂ

"Who cares?" she says. - - ' . - 71 S

, So I know iﬁstimeféo go hoﬁe.

I heve been working haéd, mestly_reeding student
essays.. "anti-French Conéerﬁetism!in éhe'éanada,hc; of"L
“1791." “"seigniorial Tenure'oligarchy under the Qdebec;
Act." "a Demograpﬁie Study of the Maritimes before 1812.
'"Upper Canada under Lord Slmc0e." ’Andtrylng to collect
‘some notes for a new chapter, or group of chapters on
the growth ot Montreal,’ 1814—1914. - It goes slowly, for-

I am fareiy inspifed, I had forgotten hoﬁ'mofbid solitude
makes me. Is it that I miss_Cathepine, specifieelly}'or |
thet‘I'am afraid of my own-derkﬁess? I do .not want‘ko

FANE

be a shadow.

Religion, ‘At'fifst we,intended'eo have children.
I was reconciled-to)the gréaﬁ labor of tending a family,
seduced perhaps, by a patrlarchal 1mage of myself. There
was some casual talk about chrlstenlng procedures.' At our

weddlng I was made tq;kneel_before a statue of the Virgin;
I_was‘consqious the ﬁhole‘time that the soles of my shoes

|

were exposed to the congregation.) I resolved that I would

-

never again submit to the primitive rites of the Roman



. from being denled access to,everlastlng bllSS in thg bosom

-.0of divinity. She retorted tHat it wds a question of family
. [ . '

T
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© Church.  Catherine was unmdvable:‘children mnét be bap--

Ctized. The debate dragged on. Flnally,_I conceded that "

if she were to steal off w1th the child some afternoon and

-

.return with it newly sanctlfled I would not pro t. . She
: 1nslsted that I had to be present,,say my linés, tip’ the
prlest, and serve canapes afterwards. It.was not enough

-that I gave perm1551on- I, too . must part1c1pate._ I péinted

out that the object of the event was to prevent the chlld

v

wholeness, an internal-sharing of ceremony, if not.belief,

. S . o ) _
and external oneness- with the communlty. There was no
& .

p0551b111ty of comprom;se, "for I gannot believe in maglc.

Do ybdu renounce Satan° And all his works? I knew that
I would qiggle, The_wicked Witth of the West. Th% Pope

as the Wizard offozﬂ

The girl in the classroom. She reminds me of no one.

This is part of her charm: she alludes to nothing, she

promlses a wholly self- contalned experlence. In other

-'words, she promlses the impossible. Is 1t not craven to _

aspire to anythlng‘less?

s

-



SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVIOLET- .. . - R ' 197

I drive down Park Avenue. Off to the left front B

I can see the Jacques Cartier Bridge. The mOuntaln slopes
away to my right. They areé putting up a snow fence a'
few 'yards from"_the street, thin _red slats c‘onnected by

wire. This is to prevent.tobbgganers-from falling_nnder

cars.

PR

- R

I would-like to be‘able to tell a story: an.arm

extends through the window, he sees the plstol he be-_

for coyer under a couch a shot rings out, .sohething f
shatters Under the couch all is dust and 11nt a dead
fly, a few cozns, a lumlnous watch dial: ten to -eight.

There are great‘lémits to the‘body. It's eiastlc
uenough but altdgetherltoo finite. A few weeks of starvatlon
;’suffice for it to'chea itself away to nothing. A woman
looks at me in the street. At first her expre851on seems
" slightly shocked and then becomes consollng Perhaps she
thlnks I am sufferlng from cancet and have only a few -

. %
| o - it |
hours to live. = . : . ot .

I am becoming a shadow.
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So far there have been no. headaches. I don't know

'fwhgll expect them. A man 51ts in avbathtub ané-amhsa;/’ff
.hlmself by poking his toes up through the Stlll surface
of the .water, ;1sten;ng attentively to the faant splash.

It becomes ever more clear. that people caunot ‘be
dealt with. They can barely be endured. This is be—
.cause they are always trying todeal with you,.to ehdure'
.you. . -

-
-

. A -
- . . o

A young woman’ w1th. yatd"Iong ponytall washes my coe
face. I am still 1augh1ng, though I am now in some paln.
The-lances have bruised me,'although my”flesh is not
Vplerced. They have not pursued me, they have glven me
,uplfor dead. Her hair tickles ny face bUt-E:can't move
my héad_to,avoidgit. She has my head between her hands
and she is whispering somethingthatl cannot hear because -
her hands are coverihg myﬁears.

* My mother: she'didn't die;in-my presence. I heard

‘about it afterwards. Naturally, I was greatly dlstressed.

This woman had. promlsed that I would never have nlghtmares.

”
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- 'gI'checkéd inté a hotel. ‘Thercl;rk_wés §39bwhat_shriyi
_ahd tﬁére\was no ene to carry hy bag. I had a iittle‘room‘i
oGe;looking 5 court. A iightéd‘yﬁndow ﬁéced mine. I heard

Aboiceé beyond it but the bliﬁdwﬁés dfawn so I céulé see
’ ndthing.. | H |

| That nightltﬁere was é fire.. I opened myzdoor to'see.
lif I could,éscape;. The walls of the cor§{gfr were black,

'the-shoke impenetrable. ' I shut the%door and ran tq‘ﬁhe'

window. It was a clear night. From the window across

the court a man was lowering a woman with a bedsheet.

-4
oY oew .

t
N

I dbeﬂ'thé.doég.' Catherihe~isistaﬁding‘there in

her overcoat, shivering. She says: ﬁ;_hope I'm not too

late;".. v ~

-When 1 opéﬁ-fhe'door, 1 am.Surprisedltq see-Cathgrine
standi;g'there. It . is the middle of the‘night, the'midd1e-

" of Noveﬁber, but she is wearing no coat. éie seems,uﬁ—.
affected bf‘the cold, which is causing me to!#h;vef._ wygnA.
she speaks Iﬁéén see he£-bréath. COﬁcentfating on this,
I fail to,hgaf wﬁét she_is'saYiné.

*. The door opeﬁs; I .am frightehed. Céﬁhérihé.gtruggles

-t§ remdﬁe her key £rom the lock. It is stuck in the cold@

Noticing me, she says: "Can you.give‘me a hand?" "You're

©

late,"” I answer. - ° . o ( .
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I have trouble openlng the door because I turn the
atches the wrong way Several. Elmes.- There are\three and

" they must be turned 1n dlfferent dlrectlons. h o see

_ Catherlne through the gauzy curtaln and the frosted ga?ss,_

stamplng 1mpat1ently on the cold porch. "Hurry up'“‘ she

-

" cr:Les .
g -

There is a door and nothlng else. It is the sole
uprlght thlng in a vacant 1ot. nIt wonld be easyvrolwalk
aro%nd‘lt but she insists on knocklng The hinges are

‘rusted.and'the door cannot be swung open. "Come oh,
come on,ﬁ she 'calls £$1me. "Come arbund the side," I saf.

*Pull harder.," she .shouts. !

e

Would you marry again; if‘éou‘lgsh your.ﬁife to
: _ o .
death or divorce?
.~ 1 would have no choice;‘"i;an.a narried man: a man
who must be marrjed. -Orherwise I am morbid and suicidal.
"Doryou not ioue yourself enough tc)ll:i.ware'a].m'ze'>

e It is’ not want of self- love that makes solltude

1mp0551b1e for me. It 1s the necess;ty of forelgn odors,

'1ncompat1ble w1th my own- lrrltatlng stench. Therelmust

Ll

vbe frlctlon, somethlng to turn one's back on.
Is thlS not unfalr o ‘your. spouse’ ST

I cannot,tell. I cannot thlnk. -I am in. the process

L

of'adumbragion.,‘ B S j‘

-

i
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v ' a . . ~
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I wrench the knob with all my might. The entire

P

door, frame and all, collapses upon me. When I crawl

out from benegth it, she is gone. . °

How about a change’of scenery’
-1 1maglne that I w1ll move. By that I mean 1n1tlate

motion. I. already feel a Ilttle restless.; I can readily

b

1maglne myself fllttrng from place to place, unable to
rest~1n one spot. Eventually, I suppose, I may find myself

in. a dlfferent city, someplace llke Toronto, perhaps.

< Il

.Are not all c1t1es one city?

i

There is only one city, yes, but the names of the '

When the smoke cleared we were escorted down the stalrs '

@

into the lobby. All of us, except for the employees were
in night clothes. A common nightmare is to be caught in

_;.

therstreet orpother'publlc place 1n_pyjamas, One woman
'Was espécially comic in her faded dirty slippers, one ofw
which haa;lost'its'pOm—pom. She gestlculated wildly,
shouting‘et the clerks and porters. Bveryﬁlme she lowered .

her arms from one of these gestures, her plghtgown‘sl;pped

down' and one of her breasts was exposed. She would tuck’

it +back in and then go into another bout of arm.waviné;‘

S .

-
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‘In order‘to avoid embarrassment, she had to persevere in

maklng a fool of herself ‘She:soon:ian out of insults and

1mprecat10ns and was reduced to - sputterlng 1nan1t1es-

~

. I was born in the west end of Montreal on the 14th

v

of August, 1924. Like all facts, this means nothing.
‘l* ) . - . N ‘.' . N - .

- 0

A man sxts in a bathtub starlng at hlS feet whlch

1n order'to extend hls legs, he must place agalnst the

1

tlled wall above the rim of the tub Although this is

more comfortable than sitting w1th'h15 knees bent, it

P

has the dlsadvantage of preventing the dirt beneath his "

_toenalls from being soaked away. Thoughts of 0penlng one's

veins ‘at. such moments are not uncommon- Like everyone

else, he wants to leave this llfe W1th dlgnlty and class,' .

‘and, it goes w1thout saylng, with a good llne.

1

L]

The'place is packed. In themood for sdmething Irish,

I ask the\parfender‘fdr a Jameson. He brings me a Chivas.

No, no, L' say, I said Jameson. He.gives me an irritated

look and stalks away w1th my glass. I am being jostled on .

£
all sides #nd must soon lose my place at the bar. He re- .
f‘k )

-turns' w1th a Glenflddlch Wrong, I say. Jameson' What?

he demands. @I asked for a Jameson' He throws up his hands-

. f t
-and growls:. We have no Jameson! Yet I can clearly see the

tapered bottle;behlnd hlm,(nuthesecond shelf.

"
| Z . | J
. . - . L

Pt



-

.SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVIOLET -~ - . ' . 203

'He talks to the water, which is blue with Calgon
bath crystals. Musicians piay in the nexturoom: a

Mahler symphony, a Beethoven quartet. He hums to hlm?
4

self he hums out loud, he bursts into song. Blood

flows all around him, he faints, blood. does nottflow,
he 51ngs cheerfully in the white ‘and blue room.

He belleves lt is important, as a last act of defiance,

to die in a good mood.

I live. Je vis.”” Je suis en vie. Vive l'Empereur!

LY

Vive la reineé! Vivent les vacances!

It is getting late. Already the house is cold.
If I went for a walk the streets would be empty. Even,
the armored lancers have retired, and the unexpecred
Veronioa. ~In any case, I cannot get‘the‘door open - It's:
“the dead end of November, a month entlrely despicable.
“When. I walk outside, in broad dayllght w1th my chest thrust
out, my bulk as space consumlng as I can make it, I am

constantly 3ost1ed and bumped as if I were invisible.

I am hot 1nv1s1ble. It s gettlng cold and . everyone is )

in a hurxry to get indoors. I am a shadow, the only shadow
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"on_£hé'§treét. ffﬂe déad_leéves'on the pavemgntffail to
. crunsh when I ﬁtep on‘themi Itris-thoroughly.Novémber,

hatefully so. I cannot read anothér‘liﬁe, nor,write 6ne§f‘
‘Céthering is at the doo?;‘she-is not at the door: two '&-"{hr i K

o

possibilities. My' face needs washing or I'll grow a beards=. [ °

does it matter? I blame Ndvember, what else can I do?"-_:_{;& .
God I-hate November God I hate it God I hate God. : d
€ ’ .o-q".'.

: . 3 ) ' e
3 { .
’
) =
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Debbia Watson
_Peter pours cognac'into snifters to drink with our
coffee, Courvoisier VS, while Cynthia and I distribute -
cups.

"Not like that," Chris says. "You should tip the

- glass on its side to get the exact measure. Try and

have a little class, Peter." . l\#/'ﬂ

"NO‘neea for that,"” Peter says..."That's‘only for

‘amateurs. We pgpfessional pourers have our own technjque.”

"You're a so elierﬁhog,?are you?"
"There's three of us left in ﬁorth america,"
Peter says. g |
| "Forgot the milk," Cynthia says.
"I'll get it," I say. |
Cynthia‘on the edge oi.her seat, on the edge of her

life, That's almost maudlin; too sentimental‘and not

gquite fair. Cynthia pasting herself together like a

‘model airplane, her continued existence an act of will,

everything deliberate, Studied and conscious, compreaised

- by too much awareness; and too. much -failed premeditation,

too many simple plans jumbled in the execution, always
the refrain-—dejected_orvdefensive or nerﬁously lauéhed

off--"that's not what I meant to say;" Cynthia more aware



4, ..

SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVIOLET U 206

- “25

than I am of the great disparity between the silly things

you say and the serious things you think, befween the
mechanical operaéion'of spe?éh ané‘thehéhemicai proéeséés
of thought, Qithfno PlaCelbetwéeh~thé‘£§§t pﬁbe and the
machine for the Protesting'interjection.bfiJind or soul’
or:God or even will, althpugh crude will is‘whqt keéps

her alive on the most primitive level, shorn of the more

- sophisticated accretions of less blasted, perforce more

superficially subtle personalities.

'Cynthi; and Peter, a gind of cﬂSOS'and a kind‘ofﬁ
order, not complementary but cancell}ng'eéch othed out
like matter and anti-matter. His existence is etermined,
noﬁllike‘hers By'an'act of will, but by an act of wiﬁ: a
combinétion of craftiﬁess; duplicity and concealed
aggression; the best gualities, in otherlwoyds, of ;ni—
mals too'physiqally.weak to. get aioﬁg by pure brutality;
not that brutality is abseﬁt—ffather, it has retiréd in
the absence of a strong will to direct it andlthe othef,

more cunning qualities.have been allowed to dominate, not

, _by virtue of their superiority but simply because they

were more appropriate in -the gi#en situatidn, when the
organism was compelled to survive in proximity to
another, better adapted one; one that, although“iess

highly evolved, possessed a more primitive strenglh and

Al
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at legst an equal‘measure of_savagery'gyd'luét fof
seIf—Petpetuatiqp. ] ' . . “ .

When I come back from the bathfoom théy_é;e.all
1ahghing.: Chris has just told a joke and even‘Cynthié—-T
or especiallf Cynthfﬁﬂ;enjoyéd it. " Her lqugh is‘un-
St;ained and relaxed;-comforéab}e, natural. She has had
.a second cognac (a Qarning?)-and ; tehsion—free evening
‘and we are all at ease. '

'QThe trouble with me is that I can never remember
jokes," Peter says; FI”only remembered one joke in my

rwhole life and now. I've even forgotten that one.”

“Thlnk of it,"” Chris says. "All that humor locked

.»E;ay in your head and it's 1naccessxble.‘ You‘used to have

a good memory. What happeneda"”

“Only for numbers."

"He can't even remember to lock the doors at. night,
Cynthla says. . )

"In that case, you ought to have a dog," Chris safs.-
"Preferably a large vicious one.”

"I'd be too afraid of it," Cynthia said.

"RBesides, thef;re messy," Peter says.

' "You train’ them," Chris says.
"Them?"™ Cynthia Says. "How mahy:afe;We Supposeé'

to get?" ‘ N

»
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"Just one-;witp‘lots of teeth," Chris saye.
"But wouldn't it be awful~if-eomeone did come_in‘
and we caﬁe aown in the morning and found a oorpse;in
the living room? I think i;d rather be robbed. ™
"It's not the corpse that bothers her," Peter Safs;
"It's the mess it would make."
1 "Thls is geéglng a little morbld," I say.
-“That s your department, Peter,“ Cynthla says.
"It's the deggh that frlghtens me.,”

tay -’f" / | 4
ﬂ‘; . PR

After tHe concert we went back to her place, both

e -
still tingling from the music, exc1ted and aroused by

it so that we felt we could thlnk nore clearly,‘under—

a%
stand more deeply, and speak w1th greater confldence,

authorlty and meanlngfulness on any subject, but espec1a11y

. human matters, that is, those topics which most clearly

e

concern'the:teart and soul of man, two commodities whlch-
at that' time seemed worth believing in ae entities from
which oriqinateo everything most valdablg{in‘life.

.1t was‘an embarrassing conversation, ih/%etfoééect,
morally-painful to recall, like so many things. Other
examples include Dr. Marchand's face, Chris drunﬁ, ﬁyoelf
smaéhinghour apartment Eynthia dfunk, and Miami Beach.

Mlanl Beach especially stralns my nerves to think about;

a time of tension under the surface, with nothlng said but
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something alwéys ébéﬁt ;o’héppen,:éyhthia.smiling and |
abo@t.tQ explode and nobody khowingihow to'contain‘the-
“blast or ﬁdw,;o.defuse hef before the timer ran out of
free seconds; the rain on the car windows, the waiér
roilihg under the causeway, the hehvy dampnéés on the s
mall after the §F6rm, Cynthia'on'the-mall not saying
what she m@aﬁ}y:?thhing realiy seems differént in the
- lgok of her now; gﬁe same strained movements, thgltagﬁ

. . P e

s on her face, the unsure eyes; always, it seems,

the proximity of despair, the'sometimes'passion and the
oﬁnipfesent, implacable wiil, puéhing her on despite the
pressure on chassis and motor, to the midnight séreams
and the ins and outs of'thé inevitable ocean. .

This ié mémory, physical in the Eells;'lodged theref
like a parasite. ,r- .7_ | .

Cynthia has ceased to réspond.. The draining process
that began-earliet has not been—arrested;“aé_l had ﬁoped
it would.be, by Peter changiné the subject{ if an&thing,.
it has accelerated to the point where she seems‘about to
Cry. | _ -

"Have some more 5randy,5'Peteé_Sa;s.

?Nc,thanks," I say. "It's about time we ﬁefe'off.“

A _
"It's early yet /" Peter says.
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"Tomorrow's a working-day," I say.

"What are you wo:ried about?" Chris says. "You

-

. don't work anymore. .S5till, we may as well hit the'ro .
We all stand up except Cynthla, now she does ‘b

to cry, wlthout sobblng.

"What s the matter, Cynthia?" Peter say P puttlng

é hand on her shoulder.

She doesn't answer. 'He‘puts his‘arms'around her

-

and begins to rook'her. X gesttre with my hand to Chris
and he goes to the closet. Cynthia is crying more volubly
now; rocking back and forth in Peter's arms.
©"All anjone ever talks about is death,"™ she says.
"It wesn't my fault." E - L
' Chrﬁf ‘comes over with our coats. ‘"I'm sorry, Cynthla,“
he says. "I dldn t mean ‘anything by what I sald."
| “Nobody ever does,“-she says.. She goes into the
kitchen and closes the door. h
. "Maybe I'ehould talk to heei“ I say. |
"No, no;" Peter says. "She'll'be alright. She just
had too much brandy, that's all.™ | | .

“I m really sorry if I said anythlng," Chrls says.

{/;€7§ alrlght," Peter gays. "I'll talk to her. I
should have let her--well, anyway, thanks for comlng.

It was good seelng you and I know Cynthla apprec1ated 1t "
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"Give me a call tomorrbw, Pgﬁer;F I'say,"anﬁ let. .
" me know howtshé is." |
"She'li'be fine," he says.
"Call me ényway.“ |
r;Okay,'sure.“

He haé slowly guided us into the vestibule. He
steps in froné of Chris and opens the door. ‘Cynthia
comes out'of'the kitchen, perfectly composed.

“Ium sorry," she says. "Too much brandy." She
-throws her head back with a little laugh, walks over to
Péter, puts an arm arouhd.his waist and smiles up at
him. She looks ét me with the same Smile that seems to
have been carved into her face with a scalpel. I look
at her eyes; not only is there no smile there, there
Aié no fear or panic, no .cry foéhelp} no eﬁotibn of any
>kind; they are like the eyes of animals in photographsg,
blank lights in their heads. She is ligfhp from thé |

inside, mechanical, animated, battery-powered, all cir-

- - oo

cuits and transitbrs; and at £he'cénter of the electric
depths--the incomprehensible soul, cold, godless and

chemical.
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_ _ . T
They repalred\pothole in the alley this mornlng.

-

It seems rather silly that they should be flx1ng the el
pavement before winter but I suppose they’have thelr .
reasons. Everybody always does. _ And when they “don"* t'
they say they do; 50 there's really nolpoint in question-
ing them or accusing them of error or aimlessness-us '
ambivalence. Now, almost half a day later, I can still
smell the tar. .
| This is where I live. What a surprise. I.couAd
- Xive souewhere else and think I dfeamt this up: a bed-
room, a living room, a hallway, hardwood floors. The
kitchen is my favorite room. It used to be green but
Paul painted it 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

someoue‘else.‘ The refrigerator door doesn't shut properly,

-

but the food never spoils.r Paul has taped a Constable
prlnt to the wall, a pastoral with cows and.a bridge.
Paul and Alan are always goxng on about the poetry they
write. When Ilshow them mine they give me funny looks .

None of us gets much sun.
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-weéaring an old-Montreal.Canadiens tuque and a ski

"and play around in the‘jéfd, trimming hedges, pulling
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Tom and I had a little house 'in N.D.G. He lives in
it now, with the Persian rugs and the antique breakfront.. ---

The stove is right in the fiiddle of his kitchen and has

~a counter and stools around it. Tom liked to-come home

-

weeds. In the winter he shovelled the driveway QiZielf,

jacket.

. We were (have been) mafried.fdf'a little over a yéar. -

My mother and father were married for ten years. He

" was a longshoreman. The thing he hated most was shovelling .

~snow. He had a lizard tatooed on his back. My mother had

" lovers whom I've never met. My father was ah'irishman

\

"froﬁfPoint St. Charles. My stés:father was a Frenchman .

from- PointBau-Trembles. James Oscar Maloney and Michel

Beaubiéh. Michel was a cop. Whén_he_came home at night :

+

he would put his gun on his dresser and leave it there‘.

_till morning. I was, always afraid to touch it,'thiﬁking

it would explode in my hand at first contact. He had a .

collection of shirt badges from all over‘ﬁhe.ﬁ.S. aéi;;‘

Yo -

Canada that-he mounted, framed and hung on the walls of

"the basement. He bad lovers‘and my mother divorced him'

when I was sixteen. My brother Nick teaches at an American

-~

- base in Germany. I never hear from him. I never hear

from Michel. My father was killed in a bar when someone
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-'made up 3 lie. ‘[. ) ’ : o
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tossed a bomb 1nto 1t My mother went w11d when I told

-

hér I was.gettlng marrled. Good for her. She has'long;

3black halr and looks llke a gypsy. When she sneezes:, SR

it sounds llke a scream of surprlse, 11ke she s just

dlscovered rats 1n her bed. I jump every time.
Paul is hav1ng hls revengggon me for marrylng Tom.

I called hlm at work the other- nlght and Alan salduhe

was upsta;rs with one of the guests. When I called back

an hour later he was .still up there. 'He told me later

- that he had been making beds and vécuumiﬁg“the.hallways\

r ] L]

'I was mad at Alan for squeallng like that; he could have-

’

.1

Paul ehjoys"his lieé. They make him feel in control.-

. Women . like hlm, ‘he knows how to‘look harmless. Should T

hate h1m because he! s an insincere lover’ ‘Hefs'like”a
little boy surpggseé by hls flrst hard-on.
Alexender;'it turns outz inherited ‘the invasion of

Petsia. I 11 quote Tarn to that. effect in my essay.

]

‘It must have seemed a. perfectly natural thing for hlm to .

do, llke taklng O%Fr hls father s business. And of
course Plato had said that it was proper for Greeks to
attack barbarlans any time they felt- like it. I must

find the exact passage for a footnote. I wonder lf 1t
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would be‘a good idea to'cite‘thisias'an early example of

master-race morality.  Most pedple seem to have a little

Raskolnikov in them.
. - % °

Whgn.Illoaned the Dostoevsky to Paul he complained
that I had underlined most  of it_ang it was ‘difficult

for him-;o read-such'a sloppy text. Some of the_pages

were falling ¢ﬁ£, he said, and he really couldh't appre-

4

;‘ciété a-boock that was in.such poor physibhl condition.

I read about a third of it out loud ‘to him before we

N . :
stopped seeing each other the first time. T notice he
has his own coPy.éf‘it now, ih perfect s&apé, pristine,

unmarked, unbroken, with only the occasional smudge from

14
an oily’ fingersto indifate that he ever read it.

©

dl There's an interesting parallel, now that I thiﬁk of

o, . »
it, between Alexander and Raskolnikov: both ‘started with
a similar premise of moral elitism, %awlessness,'hubris.A‘

The pawnbroker's head was Raskolnikov'é Gordian knot.

+ > -

- The trick is to get a hold of theﬁpast, not to

twist it until it makes sense. ‘Such patterns as exist
Uécbme'apparent: the imagination interpdlates them effort-
lessly, pefceiviﬁg grandeur in ambiguity.

' : - . .
I'm.not interested in memory. R
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You move across the'rodm'with-Studiedssteps} )
but not across me.' I give you another chance
to lie but you’ lack imagination.

— -

A‘g . Euﬁn;your body won't invent. You say \ o
a4+ ~ it was always & lie. You kill ‘

N {  the history I believed in but you can't

. - . o~

.

_érase the map: the cities
are in the same places where -
you sacked then,

A - .
Long, unexciting brown hair, a little red %ﬂ spots

but not strikingly so; a face too wide and a nose too

flared; a complexion almost ruined by chicken pox; arms

-a little too downy with down a little too dark; legs a

little too short ending in feet a little too square,

though small; ankles a little too thi®Ry perhaps.

&

‘What's good about'ﬁe, about the way I look? I guess

1 1

my eyes. My eyes afe large and almond shaped and dark.
A little charcoal (Elizabeth Arden, Weét Germany;.Lancdme,

Paris; Clinique, New York) on the lids and mascara on thé

‘lashes, a éubtle plucking of the eyebrows (overdid it

-oncé, to the point of 1ooking like I'd shaved my forehead),

: o o . _ ‘
- and I could aspire to. a kind of beauty, in a Mediterranean‘

sort of way. "

raul has longer lashes’and finer hair and smoother

Fl

: : ‘ {
skin but his eyes are small and an undistinguished pale

brown. T R v o ' o '
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. On the cover of Tarn's book there's a picture of
a fourth-century tetradrachma, struck by Lysimachus of
Thrace with a likeness of Aléxander as a délty, show-

ing wild curls, soft round cheeks, fat lips, a broken
* . .
nose, a weak ‘chin (!) and huge round eyes. If it weren't
4 ' - ) o
for those eyes {eye, really, being a profile) he'd be

vaguely repulsive; but that's the ‘eye that leoked as the

world and jumped the ‘horizon.

When did you first notice I was invisible?

.

1 cannot move you, even to .
an answer: not with pleas,.
or demands, or flrmly planted hips.

I can stlck my breasts into your back _ A
like a pair of guns and watch you flame "
to the trenches. You leave a trail of smoke B
butlyou'don't shoot back or bail out.
You fall like a star that fell

~a million years ago, too distant
to be noticed till its light reached

- earth, and then we realize
1t was. never really there in our llfetlme.

Wé make up ;easdns.fo; things; give ourselves ex—
planations, excépt that the reasons are never absolute,
not machine-made. New explanations are formulated every
day to accomodate new 9§f§pgc;ives; in this wéy‘we ére
like a language.that§i§ constantly being reinvent7i2§§}il,
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I thought he had a knowledge that I could share, a value
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.like Latin, we die. The problem is that we never . know

where we are; once we start distrustihg our rationaliza-

tions we fall apart like buildings that have been con-

'stfucted by a dozen architects ignorant of each other's

'.plehs.ﬂ Qr we take the easy way olt and just go quietly'

crazy. .Or.we“giép ourselves up on what is left of our

optimism and hire, a less -corrupt contractor.

-

So it doesn't matter how I explaln to myself what«

‘happened between m! and Tom. I don' t know what the emo—_

tlons were; that's one thlng‘I could never set stralght.

i

I could submit to. I learned that no outside value

could bind. me, that if submission is weakness, it is

less weak if'purposeful; to be delibérétely passive 1is
not the same as to be cdhqgefed. The trick is to know
the‘purpose in advance and not to have it<thrust upon’
you after the fact by an embafraesed intellect.

Now 'it seeme I have sfbmitted again; to Paul: but
not innocently. I chose him'specifically;'bebause I
kneﬁ he wogld have me. 1It's his fuection, wﬁich he

¥

enjoys through my largesse, to keep ﬁg_frcn going crazy.
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. One of us must make a move, or what's
the point? If you move first you'll
capture me, but you don't notice I'm
.in check. If I move first you'll
dissolve like a false season: .you've :
been playing without a king, impossible
to kill. I pretend there is some point,

preparing breakfadt, changing clothes.
It's not your fault the rules escape you.

He-pbssesseé all the brutality of the committed
coward. His manliﬁess is mannered; he lacks .Tom's virfu:
“his mind and émoﬁipng are essentially—éffeminaté. He
waits to be dominated and then pretends tb seize power,

-

but- the coup is successful only in his own imagination. -

a

He doesn't understand real'wiil and fumbles every atéempt
to exercise it, "He is my dar; angel (what an ugly roman-
ticism--even now I am victimized by sentimentality) éhd
the more-control'l grant him, the more I obliterate my-
self. This is my suicide--or my answer to the urge:
1et‘him put me to:sleep; like ﬁéskolnikov, I cease to
éxiét, having intuited the occult presence of justice.

If my crime was.self—beﬁrayailby submittiné.to Tom,
Paul is the-penance. But I'have said'my‘three.ﬂail-ﬂaris
at the-altar rail. My next man will be more than a

Faust infatuated with innocence, more_ than a wandering

~dildo.



_SPERDAKOS /ULTRAVIOLET o | 220

.

. This is your power play
but’ I do” the packing. .

"I tellfyou I'll be back

but you don't need a'lover.

You need a target you can blast
without the responsibility of effort.

L cén-staqd in an open field
as naked as you like, a red circle
painted on my stomach point—blank

. e range. I could even pull the trlgger
: for you, if you had bothered
to bring a gun..

I think of thosé\men ﬁho\are intrigued by "a woman
with a past.” I want a man with a past, a man who alréady
knows whethér hé is a failure or not, haslabsorbed the
‘knowledge and.found a way to ignore‘it. 1 can't stand
people who constantly.beraie you with the scopé of their -
¢goais. I don‘tiwant-td hear how Persialwi;l fall; bging
me.ﬁarius‘ head or show me where he branded your haunches

and then contémptuously set you free.

]

r

' You gave ‘me the back of your head .
for Thanksgiving. The back of ‘your hand ~
~might have been more interesting, but

we would have reached the same dot
on the map: the dragons are still , T
in the corners but nobody had the nerve

to rearrange the signposts. It's . _
, always winter in this country; all roads
‘lead to the snow at the heart of the maze. .
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Alexander erased Persia‘'s past with the powet of

his own culture; so I can erase a man's past, like

Marlene Dietrich in The Blue Angel, with a cold mastery’

- of love.

~ ,A clear cliche of a day, blue
and white. A last look' around
but there are no meneories, not yet.

Enter the assassin, sans poison,

weaponless. You think you've bought
your freedom cheaply. Even now :
you could fold around me llke a fist.

Even now you do nothing. I run
because you stand there like an axe.

The first time it was razorblades: so I vear the
purple bracelets of a botched job. It's difficult to

go deep enough because of the pain. Only with‘great

_ concentratlon, easxly broken down by an agltated mlnd,

can the out51de be shut off.

- The” second time lt was the ususal thlng the Big

ey

Sleep, etc. I was dQ;ed for.a day or so, but 1 woke up.

I have many times explained it to myself but the
reasons are always different and I believe none of them.

That may be reason enough in itself.

-
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' One day, after I was separated from Tom, I drove

-

.Paul_to'the.éemeta:y.' He fdllowed me arouné, trying'

to please, trying ¢ win.my affection, trying not to

~ look like a fool. I led him arcund tombstones and up

té-mausdleuﬁs and let him‘look“ﬁp'my skirt when I climbed

a.tree. Death and sex;'-¥ wanfed to infect him with my

morbidity and when he picked flowers for me, spoiling

the .effect, I had to reject them. ~Now he has his littlé

revengerﬁavoiding me,-slighting me, try;ng‘to impose his
-

idea of sex. There's still a résidue of death in it;

I put it there, in hislmind, and hé fell in love with it.

Dear Paul: You made me your whore. I invited you
to do it because I wanted you to feel cheap. Does that
make.sense? You'wére tbo‘bland before, asinihe;,pas-_
sivé. Now you know how to take a peffecgiy innocent fuck
and make it into something g;ightening, tﬁreatening,
You think you ¢anfﬁ§§e it“embarréésing by suggesting

things you.thipk will;shock me. If I don't want to do

‘them, you insist. You're trying to break me with strange

sex. You think that by degrading me you can degrade

yoursélf anfl not suffer. for it, get a taste of it without

closing the'door behind you. You.were wrong. The doors

are closing. This necroeroticism is the flame ,to your .
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moth. Pretty soon it will be too late. We'll be

locked into this tomb, decay, talk dirty until we fall

- -
"

apart. It's an o¥gy in a mausoleum. I can't be degraded
bécause I recognize the YOOm; yEE‘fe lost in a foreign
éountry and by the time you 1ear%rtﬁe languagé and f£ind
your Qay Eack to the border'iﬁ?w;il be too late. 'Thej'll"
havé'made a citizen out of you and.you'll.férget where
yqﬁ came from, what }ou started as. You can do what-
ever you want to me. Your soul‘s-on the iine,'not mine.
It déesn‘t pay to'know'too much, evenlabout yourf.'

self. Socrates was wrong: self-knowledge makeglyou
passi&e and complacent. Yéu can only win by maﬁihg
others becomé‘lgkg you. ng know. that, too. but you
doé't know which of us ié becomihé like 'the other,

| One problem i; ﬁhat you aée my only friend. I
won't count Tom; he blew it. You're tryiﬁg to blow it,.

and you might succeed, but our little drama isn't over

yet. -,
| I never had a female féiénd; thiS‘noé seems peculiaf
and I wonder how it happened.A j(nevér felt the need for
one and I don't feél'it,now. I'm proud to be aléne, tﬁe

way Baudelaire was proud.
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»

Let's teke.a'few-moments to examine the problem
of desperation. Yod think you can sevefyou: Iife by
wtiting-one poemn that'mekes‘the antﬁelogies. You thiﬁk _
this will justify whatever you:do} eicuee_your:week—
tnesses; absqive your t:eepasseé; negate your pettineégf
You may be right. But we don't need poets, we need |
lovets; ‘I,ceh make all tﬁe poetry I need for myself..
I often think of ieaving you but.sd‘far I always
.hCOme back before I go. You should remember that the |
,**strlng often breaks on even the best yo—yos.r .'They
don't have to be desperate. their actions are fore—
» ~ordained.. ’
Sometimes a YOQe wiil attempt to break its own
string. Thzleuicide:rate of yoyos is well documented.
My own suicide‘rate_is_well_documented:itwice in twepty:
. two years. - I haven't wanted to die in a long time,.bdt
I have no partlcular lncllnatlon to save myself elther.
For now, it's loop the- loop and aroundmthe—world and

walking-the-dog. Something's bound to wear‘out sooner

or later.

A night alone is a real illumination. 1It's always
a surprise to‘catch'yourself in the act of surviving.

. You wonder how. you got that far and how much farther you

S e
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can gd.l You wondérrwhere all this;fﬁrniture came from,
all -these dishes and pots and utensils, this food, phése.
books. You wonder how. you could have ;ccumu1ated S0
many artifacts of.daily life'ané stAll retained the |

sense to wonder about them,

»

You normally don't have to thihk about these things

because you have them compartmentalized. You take your

r

3 S . . .
showers, you c¢ook your meals, you sit on your chairs.

 You perform the rituals and they take-cafe 6f youu“You

| don't have to worry whether Jesus is present'in the hosf;
all you héve to dé_is eat it and be sdved. You oniy,
have‘;o live sixteen hours a day. That's not todlmuch

to ask, is it? | ' o ' A

It seems I have spent-most of my.lifé as I am noh,'
alone-in a room, iistening to children iﬁ alleys, streets
_being repaired, men shouﬁing at each other in foreign
* languages. My.wof}ﬁ could be a giaﬁt nursery undér con—
étruction in eastern Europe.-

* 1 look attthe-fufniture, subh as it is,.aﬁd imagine-
the room withdut'it. There is 6nly one permanent light
figture. I:céuld sit on the floor in a shadow and calcu-
lé;e the distance tQ the ceiling, to the next room, td"

+

the window, "to the next dream.
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It is beéfé£o temémber'nothidg; or a line ffom a
poem, or a face on"an ancién£ coin, or a ggng by Piaf.
These things, nqtﬁing in themselves, aré part 05 a tex-
ture, a persdnal_coliage. The reality of what ﬁéppe?ed

to’you—orfwhat‘you did is too raw to be remembered Gith

pleasurg;r I remember a poster of Aznavour, a thick

‘digafe:te between his lips; he sguints against the smoke;

there are hundreds of lines around his eyes.

I remember a scene at Crépe Bretonne.

"1 asked for framboises and I got raspberries,” a

man in a tweed jacket said.

"Fnamboiseé means réspberriés," saidvthe giri he
was with. |
. W"I wanted strawberries. I haﬁe raspberries.”
Q%QZ “I'il have pineapple," I said to Paul.
' “?ou'llrbrobably geﬁ'bananas," Paulisaid.
;$he waitress iélAlsatiAQfﬂ‘the gifl.saié.
_"Iill probably get_;lrash,“ the-man.said.
"Pu; some‘syrup on it," the girl said. "You'll
never know the difference.”
| JIfll know," the man said.

That's the problém.‘ You ‘always know.

'
.
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" One of us is happy._ It rlses Lo
from the furniture like a smell of wood
and plush and leather. It might -

be me. In the end, you give

your answer. I say goodbye.’
Your Yes is the bullet you promised me.

'MI peel an orange.
‘There is a measure of absorption in the task that
leaﬁs-to staring at nothing, to]complacenée,-ealm.and
'senéitivity that feeds only itself, nervelessly. The
process Of peeling shuts oug the world so thgt‘hothing
is Ieft but the ﬁaint sweet tang of the_ripd-and the ;fﬁﬁC\\J
unconnected words.
| 1 eat ﬁhé orange. B
On the ba?ks of the Indus.

i
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< . . Burnt offerings

By the beginning'ofjGinter'HetoldVis obsessed. . The ¥
gquality of this obsession is that he allows himself to be
absorbed by the minutiae of hlS body s phy51ca1 s;gnals.

L3

" The consequence is that he knows and feels no cother thlng.
"He is vefy susceptlble 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. .phis eauses every nerve in his-bedy, insof
as-he is able to distinguish them,iand particular1§ those.
iH the area of his head, to constrict. He thinks it might
also have somethlng to do with the expan51on and contractlon
of his veins and the tlghtenlng of his muscles Thls ;: 3ﬁ\;
" how he explains the headaches that he suffers every time he
" ventures out of doors These headaches are not relieved
‘by asplrln- they 1odge.1n the back of his head just above
hlS neck and make him conscious that he is vulnerable to

- the irrelevancies of nature.'

When he walks, compacted snow crunches beneath his feet.

~ 3

in a sﬁccession of.ﬁold stings. Herold is baffled hg the

/".
elemental and bemused by ‘'his bafflement. He prefers to stay
o -

'1ndoors. Perhaps for this reason all of his dreams are of

The paved ground becomes rugged and contoured. When it snows, .

the ailr is textured with'substanbef It dissoives on his face"

0
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interiors: 1ong cdr:idors, secret rooms, his @wn house ré—;
con;trucfed as a:laby;inth of ﬁnfamiliar.passéges; fTheP
furniture is coveredéﬂthése rdbms have never been used.

He één hardly wait to tell Cathér;ﬁe about fhem, about
how their house is really much larger than they thought.
‘ﬁeyond the bathroom wall is ahothér wing int6 which they
can extend their llves. '. | . . _ | i nﬁ,
Herold's obse551on fixes 1tself upon an object. 1In

' thié way it partakes of reallty and loses 1ts frlghtenihg
aspect. The objéct_is food. By delaying eating_each day
for gs long asfpossible he ensures that thoughts of food
‘will always ye upperm?st in his mind; on the tip of his

mind's tongue.. He drifts from meal to meal (from Cogquilles

st. Jacqugs——a son fagon--to Tournedos Morateur), permitting

himself to eat no more than one meal per day so that his
hunger will never lose its edge. ' It suddenly bécomes.of

* the utmost importange that he be in a sféte of perpetual
hﬁnger, He readS'cpakbooks, learns all the proper French
names for things, tries his hand at such‘imprSibilitigs

as Quennelles Newberg.‘ He measures tiﬁe in fallen souffles.
Now all his-dreamé are of food, for he'always goes to bed
Lhungry, allowxng no other dream .the opportunity to'fonmﬁ-
laté. The secret rooms are hldden kitchens hnd unexplored

pantries. He reduces his des;res to a prlmacy that negates

“all else. 'He recognizes it as elemental and choses it for

- ) -~
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‘that reasonf A honed desire cannot be_bafflipg: i#'knoés
only its object anﬂ_questions nothing;_ His stomach contains
a chorus of voiqes that speak to ﬁim.in the same demaﬂﬁin§4
tones as ﬁhose that riveted Jeanne d'Arc té the back of a
: ho;se; He takes to heart Thoreau's injunction £o simplify
and discovers that a constantly supplicating appetite renders,
all other mundaqe viccissitudes inconsequential. |

ﬁﬁor is solitude to be taken sariously; it is merely
a'gibas on the taxt of self-denial. It is all a trick, a
device, -an experiment in distraction, a time—killer; He
neglects to vote ia the Navember‘election, despite his dis-
gast with the incuﬁbent.Liberal_Party, but he does not credit
the Parti Quebecois victory'torﬁfsindifference. As for |
Catherine, her moves are obv1ously dictated by what he con-
ceives as. a super- determlnlsm-'all roads, paved over the
ruts of his curvilinear universe, perforce lead back to,
hlm. Herold never flles w1th0ut a net,; 'Heﬂkeeps despair»

at bay w1th burnt offerlngs.

_Herold drags hia hunger around like a lasson'he ﬁuSt_
learn. -The_onlf thing‘that supercedés it in authority is-
the cold. He knows he can always ingest nutrients‘ﬂﬁtv% «
from weather  he can only retreat. it is not a'proéar meta;
‘phor for his concentrated pa551on, hls will to ob11v1on.

: - : L] .
Above all, he wants to be in control of his own pain.



‘Beans Almandine

7oL

A week before Christmaéi‘his'dinner (steak Béarnaise,

green beans almandine) is interrupted by the appearance of

Catherine; Her face 1is white and drawn beneath a woolen

-

hat, the tops of her chegkbopes are red and dry from the

wind. Her‘approachis tentative.
Bi, Bill.
Come 1in.
‘She enters the hallway and 1o§£s at him with glazed‘

eyes. Her aging woman's face is like a little girl's,

" "made young by 16w temperatufe, bﬁt her eyes burn. She is

sick; he can see that, weak and squeezed‘froﬁ‘the inside,
in the grip ¢f a microscépic inVaé;oﬂ. |

ﬁe asks her w;at }s'wrong;. Her movements are slow:
shé is bound, caught,_dimensionléss; enclosed.

She just came by to pick‘ué a few things. She hopes
she isn't disturbing him. |

- . L 3 . : id N C
He means what is the matter with her.

v

She thinks she is getting 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 if she has never ;
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been there.J He is uncomfortable, playlng host to hls w1fe._
Should he o:fer her a cocktail? A proper’ cocktall mast

‘contain bitters and he has none.

w
- When h 'Was young, he used to try to picture what it
would be likd t¢ live w1th the varlous girls that he knew.
: If he were 51ck, ould this one's presence comfort him?
He was surprlsed that many of hlS hypothet1ca1 nursemaxds
exacerbated the .feeling of 111uess he had summoued,\and
he concludedj;ro% this fﬁetrmacould'pot love them. In
order to experience love it-was necessary for him to_feei
) _

comfortablé in someone's care. Catherine was a comfort

‘when he-suffered.f

She‘loors rerrible; he tells her.

Thank you. |

He didn't mean it that way. She.knows_wﬁét he meant-:
He's glad to see her. | |

Is he reelly?' N o . |

She sits stiffly,_ﬁer feet close together in their 3-
soft learher boots, her'handécnmher_kn es. She has a way
of looking toward.the wiuuow, an old hjL. ; an—excuse to
be .looking somewhere._ Therwindow is‘0paque with curtains

of frost. Herold has breathed on a portlon of it, rub-

bing. away the frost in order to look out; thls area has
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refrozen into a semi-transparent crystaline murkiness.

Catherine likes to scratch frosted windows, to feel the -~

ice melting beneath her fingefnails, but she is too far

away .

Is she surprised? Didn't she think he'd miss her?

She misses him. Her'lips_haxdly move. Her face

- seems frozen, insensate, dotted with tiny pinpricks of

~

red,

) She "must be about ready to come home, eh?
LA - )

No, not guite.
(She realizes that there is nomusic,-that she is in

a scene with no background. Herold always plays music; -

it defines £he'5pacé he inhabits. In silence he is strange.)

Not guite?
She is sorry it is taking a long time.
' &esus. |
'She is a visiting ghost, obsessed with iﬁs‘EWn haunt-
ing. Thé soul-has nowhere to touch‘dowﬁ:'theré-éfe too
many possibilities. The earth opens but doés'not receive.
Her fever is an inpehetrable cocoon. She will emerge,
éaparisonéd and dazzling, symmetrical and transitory. 'Fdr
now, ghe‘sits in some inaccéssible astral space. He sees
hefAthrough é filter, in another diménsion; her existence

hinted at but not quite apprehensible, a Cartesian duality.'

It is like watching her on television.

He waits. He will wait her out.

Doesn't he understand?.
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L]

No, he does not. ' ‘ ‘ g?
He will be angry, he knows that. There is notTf’E he
‘can do about it. He will be provoked by the gauzlness of ”

her presence, by‘the silky there-not—there caress of her

transparency.

He still ddésn‘t’understaﬁé her? - : | . A

.what is there'to understand?‘ The hermetic inviolability
of othefness, prisfine in its seperation'from known iaws,
corners him. It ﬁill'not surrender. It holds out while
“he despoils the countryside, cgnsuming all available sus-
tenance. There is no taking it by storm. BHe is cornered
" in the wide expanse of the outside world.

She looks eﬁbarrassed.

. She is a little. BHe looks thin.

.SQ does she.

She etands up, uncharacteristically neglecting to
smooth'her skirt. Herold watches her. She is his life,

after all. He is sorry he has eaten He plays with one’

e

: of hlS flngers abstractly, worrylng a cutlcle. . She wili

leave him- and he will recreate hlmself He is at a loss
“for method, not having progressed past naming his_oyn
faspinatiohs. |
" She will just get.a_few‘things;
She is tottering. Is she alr1ght7-

She 15 a little dlzzy
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‘He'll help her.

-

1Y

He puts an arm around her shouiagrs and guides her
to the bedroom.' She siés on the bed.and shivers..

Dées she want something to eat?

No thanks.

Sure?

Well, maybe some soup. If it's not too much trouble.

He‘hés some green beans. N

Alright, that sounds good.

How about a steak?

No.

Is she sure?

Juéﬁ the beans will be fine.

He brings hgr:a plateful.. The sliced almonds crunch
between her teeth. She seems annoyed with them, irritated
by the necessity of havihg‘to chew them for so long. She
has to eat slowly while Herold watches, listening to the

crunching. She is smeared on a slide, the spasms of diges-
tion visible .to the great, impassive éie observing her

petulant fury and, in a sense, inventing it.
She's hungry.
Not really.'

She acts it.
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Herold'keowe'that hunger makes eﬁerything, eveﬁ things

- one normaily doesn't care for,'tasﬁe exceptionally goqd;
'Flavor ie usﬁally a scarcely nuanced sensatibﬂ} a blunt
happenlng qulckly absorbedenuiforgotten by olfactory organ
and taste buds. Under extreme condltlons, however, flavor
becomes a llngerlng exp1051on of unexpected and gratlfylng
delight, subtle and profdund, cadenced, melodic and pure,
scatterlng its debrls in a radlant mlldly entroplc expanelon,
not unllke the birth of a universe. The nuisance of the al-
monds,.preventing the guick consumption of‘the beens, post-
pones satisfaction and should, eherefore, ephence the overall
experience{ But Catheriee is apparently insensitive to the
delicacy--to the careful orchestration--of the event.

She hands him the plate. He ecceptsAit.without comment,
holding it up as if to pass it around for'coine, still wait-
ing. To achieve a state of waitingness 1s ‘now his object
to make hlmself still, and fﬁ'@k@ perfectlon of “that quletjr
tude to have revealed to hlm the blurred outlines of figures
in the éarkness; an exposiné of mystery, a falling away of
shadow, a new fulsomeness arising from mullity. |

She is tired. She should go. ' .

Why doesn't she lie down ana:take‘a nag?

‘fReally, she should go.
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The only light is the Tlig‘;ht.‘from the hallway. In
semi-darkneés sheris less éphemeral?h An ahimai has just ‘
eaten, has-affifmed its substantiality.- She is presence,
she is beinééaunfolding'in time like a real.thing, cbn—
fined, delineaféd'in%space;;phySical.in the wbrid. " She -
 stands out against the darkness like a carved naiad on an

- entabiature. * |
She shouwld lie down, get soﬁe'fest.
'He doesn't mind? -
why should he mind?
~Alright.
She]rgmoﬁes her dress and Herold folds it over a Héﬁ§§f;
She lies ddwn. Herold draws ﬁhe covers qvgr-her and'touches
his libs'to her forehead. |
Is she hot?

"She's feverish.

She feels so sick.

-

- she should get some sleep. Doés she want an aspirin?
No, she took some before.

She'll feel better tomorrow. *4

Her head,oh the pillow: in pain, aureoled ith smell-
of éicknesé, hot, alive; | ) T
She thanké him for.letting her stay.
He's glad she's here.

He's good to her.

It's the least he can do.
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_ Thanks“anyway.

Her eyes close. He, too, is hot and cold. Closing

_ the door, there is nothing to do. There is no such thing

as death, only its semblance in victims of exhaustion.

-

Hungry for it, it can be .a tiny, sweet explosion of negatioh

along the membranes, indeterminate and soft. .




The fever seems to be oﬁtéide her, é palpable éolloid‘
pressing against ‘her body, insinuating itsélf through her
pores untillit £ills her, crﬁshing her between the part of
it that is inside her and the part tﬁat drifts through the
room like a dense cfogd of malevoient‘pafticles;_ Trapped
.thus in an invisible embf%ce, she cannot sleep. Herbld}s ’
smell effuses frém fﬁe'bediinen;’ﬁﬁﬁehﬁered by her own

'scent. Now she is unused to the one without the other.

She has a fever and a_flﬁ in her stomach but her senses
work. She-doesn't'dwell'on what his smell reminds‘her of;'
- she thinké of memory as a pecuiiar kind bf disease; a
pathology of the spirit. She lies awake in a chill.

. She doesn't know how long éhé will be separate, a
paper doll detacﬁéd from its accofdiénate Companions. _ o
The:erwill have‘to be.a.decision soon; she cannpt
stay with Cynthia and Peter indefinitely. Peter is alwajs.

"affable, in a false sort of way; Cynthia is caustic and
often-cruel. These 'are the quaiitiés that define them,
-essenceless, just as ?eroldjisnow an odor on a pillowcase.
Catherine has developed a new télenﬁ for simplification, .
just as Herold hés: she can gut people like pqﬁltry and

- pretend they carry-a void within them that she is not.

responsible for.
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Cynthia and Peter;cénnot come apart; they are welaed',.

togethef by_their,desperétion; they:hif more inﬁense,imore

extreme than the Herolds. | -

Catherine and Cynthia have known each other since -their

-, -

days at Beaux Arts. Now they share pots of coffee and

-

draw each other out.

\

He had a name. David. After her mothé?;s brother.
‘He was he: favorite uncle,_thezxuawhb alwayé had candf‘ih
his pocket. Importea butterscotch, the good English. kind.
Paul was fifteen. She was 37. Eight years agé.

Catherine watches'her'bo;;ﬁme coffee in a series of
short sips, hér foreafm moving the cup to and from her
mouth like a gear. | |
| When he came out he was blue. -She'd neQeé séen anything
like it.. Didishe see it then? She wonders if she made the
whole thing up. Sﬁé‘ma§mhave pictured him blue, hanging
upsidérdownlfrom the doctor's hands liké.a pheasant strung

up to mature. It was disgusting.

_She'puts down the émpfy cup but doésn't let-it'go.
She holds iﬁs handle bétween her thﬁmb'and.index fingex
so that it shakes slightiy. (Reaching.for an effect? Catherine
wonders.) | . '
. When you go craz§ nobody ‘wants to believe it. They figure
a few weeks in the hoSpital and you'll recuperaté; ' Get ovéﬁ

the shock, come out whole.
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Then it falls thickér‘and faster, the flakes heavy-and wet,

.
\ Sne wasn't crazy.
‘No.
Iﬁ'starts to snow. At flrst the few flakes drlft
slowly to the ground meltlng on d%ntact. I thelr falllng,

Catherlne percelves_an elegance:.éach flake is a minute

poseur, preening for inspection, strutting to dissolution.

rushing to the earth. It is no longer elegant;sit'is massive,
blunt, inevitable.
" Let's face it, she flipped. No excuse foxr it, really.

She‘muSt have. been predisposed'to if, primsd somehow. She™’

‘leaped into space, you know what she means? Eight years

among the stars. Piss drunk th@3whole time.

The snow is piling up on the outer windchill,.matting

‘against the window itself. Catherine watches it thicken

on the glass it is like swarms of white insects smashing

agalnst the windshield of a movlng car, léke somethlng try-

=
[

ing to get in. : '_ ‘ ' ‘ .

'She didn't have to be crazy. She didn't have to be

anything. She figures by now she has a-right to-forget.'
Doesn't Catherine? ' '

-

[P

Catherine 11es in the darkness, semi- dellrlous, whlle'

the questlon expands, repeats ltself transforms 1tse1f 1nto '
be
a jlngle, forms patterns 1n her mlnd accretes a geometry,

‘assoc1ates 1tself w1th colors, pushes her toﬁa:dAslsép. There

)

was no answer¢and there is none. S -3

Tr
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‘ Expectations - ' s

' There are some lines in Baudelaire that Joanne is
familiar with: L
. : S »

Pour 1! enfant, _amoureux de ‘cartes et d'estampes,
L univers est égal a son vaste appetlt.

She admires Bauqela;re above all poets. Among other things,
he is imfatuated ’as she~is; with sensations.of amplitude
("Je t! adore a le egal de la voute nocturne ) and possesses,'
as she does, an unc;rcumscrlbed memory (" Jvalme le‘souvenlr -
. de ces epoques nues"); .Baudelalre and Joanne‘toth recogﬁize-
--the transparency of boundarles- they claim all space and 1n-';
- habit all time (do _w1ll,\or would like to)- They are pex-
lplexed by thelr lack of freedom, by their manlfest finitude,
ka;the fallure of the world “to febel agalnst phy51cal laws.
There ls'no separation, in the qual;ty of_lmaglnatlon w1th
which they surround themselves, betweea dreamscape and . '
wotldGiew.“ | |

' Joanne has deteloped,‘tO'an exaggerated-degree,_the
commooﬂtendencies of projecthn and:ident'fication. There
is no’Part.of her, when sﬁe'reads Eﬂese lines, that is not -
,Baudelalre, no dlstlnctlon betweenlthelr objectlvely dis—
51m11ar values, no element of reflectlon, judgment and par»
tial rejectlon As she atsorbs his words she accepts them

unequlvocally as. constltuent threads 1n the materlal of her

self_that she weaves 1nto;the cloak of her.con501ousness-__
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Been

- She cah as easily adapt herself to Satanicﬁlitany‘aelto the
frustrations of a ﬁechanica;iy'awry:pale member. If she
is impressionable to a near;pathological degree, this hecomes
her.etfength, justification'and confusionfﬁ
when she reads‘the-lines,-thefefore, she knows herself

to be a child, specificaliy,vthe child of which h;‘speaks;‘
eternaliy infantile in terms of innocence, wonder and un—.
qualified ambition:.AShe reoognizes herself as an Jnamorata-
of'haps- these'definers of‘epace make accessible the”incom-“
prehen51bly large, eschewing. deta11 for the sake of cir- l
cumference. They dellmlt rather than dlsplay, they apportion-
the epic of 1nf1n1te extension. And she is faﬁ;llar w1th
the consequence. the ache of appetlte that can only be
satlated by the tonsumptlon of absolute totality. She has
a neural lntultlon that she is hungry for the universe;
it lmparte itself to_her in the form of intense }deatlohal'
claustrophobia-fher.mihd,-her life, her‘emotionai web are
i cluttered&ﬁiﬂrirrelevahciea.Teshe.dreamS‘of runnihg under

'a_sky as blue as delft unti1 she is climbing up the air, | .
the nonsensical accretions of her existence ﬁeitin; away as
she soars beyond the EOnfines of:dimension to become a pure,
.lndlscrlmlnate embrace. This is only a dream, one that"
qulte often recurs as she is about to capltulate to sleep.
LIt is a painless, even comforting‘surrendez; it is honorable,

‘dhcorruptea by either intelligence'or mysticism{ hux yeux

du souvenir que le monde est petit!

4



SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVIOLET - - - v 245

E

v

This does not properly explaln, in Joanne or anyone
elée, the emotlon of dlssatlsfactlon. This is somethlng
that she-worr1es ut: accountability. ' She. is-not freér
from the puzzlé.of“dninterrupted inguiry: she wants to know
why and she wants to know why she wants to know. ' Because
there is no ‘answer that she'can.ascertain, shejﬁalls;back‘
.on.simplicity: fhere is no ;udh thihg as an apprehehsible
}éason.. Bécause the behavior of oﬁhers_isfoften——usuaily,

in fact——inexplicable,'the'imputing of rational motives

must be an 1ndulgence in fantasy, a qua51 rellglous appease—.

ment of the 1ntellect. It will not do to deny causallty

and rationale. Even SO‘complex a series of events as the

-

billions'of_micfo-temporal neural firings and infinitesimal

chemical teactions that animdte the brain at any particular"

moment andftranSform'fhemselves into readily perceived pat-
terns of behavior must be explained in terms of sométhiﬁg
else. Joanne does not accept the Ciaims of psychology, at
1éas£ not in reference to herself.” She reserves the right
to actIWithbut reaéon;‘ﬁo merely behave in a causai vacuum,‘
Needless ﬁo say, thié.is hét a right‘she feels constrained

" to extend to others.

=

% .
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.joanne is irritable. She has been irritable for hours.
In thls state, she imagines that thls 1rr1tab111ty has always
existed, has characterlzed the entlrety of her life. . In
faqt, she 15 not completely wrong in this assumptlon.

‘The immediate source of her‘exasperatioh;is Paul;
specifically, hisrappa;ent complacency. He spends the day;
in bed, reeding books.“This'ie annoying in thelworst way;

' To explain it (she eanﬁotrhelp bﬁt explain), she tells her-
self that he cares abqut,nathing; | -
| She thinks he coeld use some new ciothes.
Oh, yeah? C : '_-- o

They could/;oth use some. ¢

She takes two pairs of pants from the back of a chair
" eﬁd‘hbidslehem up fer_his inspeetien; |

This is ridiculous. He has two pairs of pants, -they're
both the 'same color (black) andthey re both worn through

under the crotch

She s rlght. - . . E

R

He is readrﬂg‘Anna RafEHIHE in the Penguin paperback.,

When Anna' s name appears in the book it is spelled "Karenln;" -
- without the termlnal "a.“ This- annoyed hlm at flrst. Now

when 1t-appears in the text, he sees it as he thlnks 1t oeght

to be, Karenina, and p;onounces it this way in his mind. Most
of the other Ressian names (with the exception of Levin) he

perceive§~as physical stbols, making no effort to pronounce

them at all. He recognizes them when they occur ahd_identifies
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them with the characters they a;é'meéng to rep;esént, but

“<they have no;phonetié value. This is how he sees the pantg‘.
"that are now made to dance like puppets before hiﬁ: He

. knows themifor what they are, even reéoghizing:theif shabbi-
‘ness, but he stores the information ﬁiﬁhouf bothering to
jcome to terms With it. . There is a distinct hole in the inner
thigh of each of thé four -legs presented td hisrview. This
registers as being a negatiVe quality but it doesn't océur 

to him that an effort to do anything about it would neces-

sarlly be a good thing.

L. - Now he is belng drawn out of Tolstoy into the world

Y

B

He is belng called upon to communlcate meanlngfully with _
someoﬁe whom it would be dlsadvantageous to offend. R cex-
- tain amount of thought restructuring is being demanded.
The line'of'least resistence is to accommodate the alien
ex?pﬁftion of his attention by formulating‘an explanétion.
. “'He can't really afford a new pair rlght now. .
" She is tired of ‘being poor.
~ How original, | |
She is‘réally'bored with it.
What would she like him to do abou; it?
He realizes that he-has been fooled; He has been
tricked lnto saylng ‘the wrong ‘thing, 1nto dellverlng a
stralght line to the comic whq/ﬁfil respond- wlth a joke

at hls_expense. He winces 'in anticipation.

-



——
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Wwhy doesn't he'look‘for a better job?
5 Well, for one thihg,ﬂhe's not  really qualified to dé“

'énythiﬁg. Let's face';t. -

- ‘It is a areary day, bleak and otherwbrldly. Flat v
clouds narrow the sky. The outéide world resists-pénet;ation.
Paul prefers to withdraw on days_of this type, obedient to -

a mandated inwardness. Joanne fights back, thrashing at

A

things, aiming her temper at random and pulling the trigger.

He is such a baby. He could at least try.

She cannot sit still. Sﬁe paces, she cleans, she moves
from room to room. She takes up space. Her mobile presence
£fills the apartment; sucking the air from it. Her frenetic-

: ! ; .

ism makes Paul tingle with spleen.
.,

He doesn't speak French, for another thing. How can.

he get a deceht job in this goddamn prbvincerwith no French?

He could always learn,'yqu know."Isn't it about time?

He's too old to learn.

i

- Too old. Right. Her mother speaks three languages.

Good for her.. .o o 7

2 : -
P \

'''''''

He's just lazy. Why doesn't he admit itz

He's constitutionally indolent, alright? Anyway, she

~ doesn't even get along with her mother. What did she bring .

her up for? . ‘ : : S )

-
o

Let them just forget it. She's tired of this bullshit.

o
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Pah; ard Joanne argue about mcnéy.' This goes on
for several hours. What Paul finds béwilde:ing aboﬁt this
discuééion, in terms of its formal ‘elements, is that it is

identical in every pertinent way to several other .arguments

— - .

they haﬁe'had in the past. Both parties méke the same
points they have made befoéé, applying the same reasoning
‘and expresSingﬁthe same frustrations. Even the tecﬁﬁical
aspecﬁs-—géstdies, tones of voice, inflections, and the like--
are the same. 'The conflict is now ritual, a piéceVOf theatre,
It -is the Qpposite.of'a courtqﬁip dance: it isia dance of _
disengagement, fslii ultimate e%trangemeht were dependent
on a proloﬁged ceremony of mutual egofcism.‘ﬁgﬂ

To annneJ-this'is the natura;_drder of things. ' What
'_has‘happéned to hér %nitﬁe past-~her'expérience Qith Tom
Har;ingfoh-~has always seemed in viblation_qf the way\fhings
bught,to proceed.. It was too Sudden, too unexpecﬁed. She
hates to beicéﬁghﬁ by surprise. She wants to memorize the '
leaseiﬁefore she signs it.. .. - | | | ’
The argument is simple and;'they both assume, common.

Joanne associafés'(she cannot help it) money with virtue

(addlalso'virtﬁ); or,rless:extravagantly; with propriety,

e
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-obligétién, adulthood and--although she déhies it—-
manliheés, This is notAan illogical conciusion,'from
- her point of view. To earn, money one must take an active f;
role, exert in%ﬁiative, desire independence. To be in—
different to .money is to admit that one is passive and
‘submissive, lécking in ambition and content to depend
on others. _ﬁo one despiées'money for itseif, sﬁe believes;
thej can only despise thé.actlof earning it.. Thérefb:e,
to be contentedly impoverished, to renounce the aséociafion
of money. with self—asserfion, is to abfbgape one's freedgm.
And ‘it is not manly (hor womanly either, sﬁe'suéposes,
S£rictly‘speaking) to.ba resigned to not being ffee.f And
then_ﬁhere is the fact that, fundament%lly, she wants to
béispoiled a‘little: “ |

Paul expresses the same valuéﬁ that freedom is every-
‘fhing and that to willingly put:onéself into a-pbsifion of -
.hbn—freedom is a great evil. He believes, however, that to-
earn money oné,mus; enter into a reiationship Qf.bondagé

“with the soufce'of the money. He does not wish to indenture‘

‘himsglf to an'employeé on anything more than a- temporary
basis.a To seek‘advancemeﬁt through-a lifetime of dedication,
is ﬁé:bé self-condemned, to acceﬁtAélavérf as a way of life,
to deny‘a higher Qalué. He wants to be free as much.éé she

: waﬁté,him to be free. And then there is the fact,thaﬁ, fuh-

damentally, he has'é'disposition t0'1aziness;
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There is a certain amount of shouting involved in this
recurring debate because both parties accept the same con—~

clusion but cannot accept each other's premises. They

" accept the same value but not the same definition. This

leads them to hope that a resolution is‘possiﬁle.rA

Paul waits for e moment when he will be compared to
Joanne's husband. He¢ knows the compariéon is inevitable,
not.because the husband is wealthier than the lover but
because the husband's wealth is symptomatic of his manliﬁess,
as the lover's penury is symptomatiq of his effeminacy.‘
Thereforé, he preemptively Bfings up the subject he would
rathersavoid. He calls Tom Harrington an asshole. |
| . Shé ﬁaintains that she has learned a-great deal from
this "asshole."

About what?

About everything.

Paul has interpreted the mafriage, clarified its para-
meters to weakén it as a potential threat. He tells Joanne
that her husbapdAtﬁrned on her, that he was at first ipfatuatgd
~with.her innocence and then érew bored with it. ‘He'deliberatez
iy qffends her by saying that she was too @uéh‘a virgin, too
1itt1e a whore. | < |

' ‘Maybe that's common at hié-age.‘.Some men go for the
sweetness and then find they can't‘live-ﬁi;hoﬁt.a little
‘of the sleaze. She confused her hquaﬁd by-noﬁ being a

"perfect combination.
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-,He doesn't even know him. Anyway; she thbught‘he_was
sﬁill her friend. She turned té him, he aécepted that.
Was it some kind of ;evenge,fto’hurt her.back? ._

How is Te huftiﬁg her back? He's trying‘to‘take care
of her. - | o _
She's taking care of\?im. With Tom's money. What
does she need him\fon?l, | - -
'They'ré supposed to love eé&h'otﬁer, remémbér? L
Do they? | -
He does.
As much as he says?
- What does‘she want him to say?

) Thef've got to do better_tﬁan that. Thére's go£ to

be something elée. ' |
Like what? . - ' ) €

She doesn't know.

His parents have been together for twenty-five years.

That makes him think. |
“Hér.mothér's been divorced twice. That makes her think.
;‘Shé's been fﬁcked over, that's wh§.  She never givesA
anything a.chancg. Waif, he takes that back. Tom left her,
after ;ll. But really, did she ever think iﬁwmight hévé

been‘hér fault?
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-

He just said it was because of .Tom's stupid expecta-
tiohs. How is that her fault?
| Wﬁat about her expectations?-

. He kﬁows:hé.has her. This is not a victory in the

sense that satisfaction can be derived from it. It is
' merely a chance to exit. - |

There is'no.need for him to elaborate. She wanted some-
thing_ﬁore heroic than.she'got in Tom. She took it out on
him in small,|subtle wqyg, madeluhnthink he wasn;t evexy-
~ thing he should be. Now she did it to Paul. She made Tom
feel that maYbe she wasn't everything shé should be either,
or at least not éve;ything he wanted. The wrong combination,
as Paul saia.‘ ﬁz”ﬁ

She recognizes that‘this is a diversion. Who cares
whose fault if_was, ndbody"s‘or everybody's?'_The issug
is money. ' , ‘ _ Vggg?e

This is all beside the point.

The point being what? |

He knqws what.

Do they have to gd through'if all again?

Curtain.
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- It is the:day before Cbr;stmas. In the'lifingroom.‘
(they can afford two rqoms and a kitchen) there'is,a:fir
tree, six-feet tall, a little upsteady'in_its red aﬁd green
stand, waiting‘to be‘decorated. The tree Qaits. It is
still alive. They will keep the_ stand fllled w1th water
and a dally tablespoon of sugar. When they carry the tree
out ten days later 1t .will be dead. There will be plne

°
needles all over the floor, embedded in the carpet They ‘ Q;

will never get them all out.. Each tlme they find one. thef
will remember Chrlstmas '76, when they were argulng over
money. They will remember how the tree fell apart, branch
by branch as they trled to pass it through the narrow door-
way, how it shed ltS brlttle appenda;es-all along the hall-
way and down_four fllgh?&;°f stairs to the street.‘ Comlng
‘back upstairs, there was 4wili be, will be remembered).a
trail‘o; branchesland.needlegleadingstraigbt_toutheir-doorsl
They_will remember how they kdcked tbeﬁ aside, tryihg to

conceal their guilt over theﬁessthey had madéﬂ-

When the tree is decorated, Joanne feels that it is
over-accessorlzed. Paul thinks it perfect for he did it -
 up the way his mother used to do ug"the family tree when he =
| was a childf Joadne knows.tbat there are too many iights,

that the ornaments are clustered too close together, that

-
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the wraparound tinsel is too_heavy‘forhthe tree and makes -

it look gaudy, and'that the throw-on tinsel has been thrown

hon-too lavishly. She says it is a whorehouse tree. Paul

feels that his mother has,been'ihsulted, He closes his eyes '

and, leaning forward, inhales deeply of every Christmas

-

that is the same Christmas. When Joanne was growing up,

her mother 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.

ity

They could have sprayed a little Plne*So around. S L -

What' s the dlfference?

F

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
himself. Paul observes that that is exactly what his father

will say. Paul is afrald of his father, she tells him. He

is not ashamed to admit thls. When he was young, hls father

was strict. _Joanne thinks that thlS 1§hwhy he is weak now,
because he is afraid of all authorlty flgures. Paul decides
that he will not ask his father for money after all. Joanne
points. out that he is merely show1ngrhow weak he really is.

Paul gets up on a chair to affix a plastic angel.to the top

-
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of the Eree. It makes him mervous to_stand on a chair aod
_lean over. He gets dizzy. Joenqe 1eanslagainst the back
. ofrthe chair to stgady it. The angel's belly 'is an opeﬁ‘
ball filled with spun fiberglass. When pauil touches it,
_it-feels like the fibers have;sunk beneath the skin of
his fingers; -
Does she want him to ask him or not?
Figure ‘out. your own”life,‘Paul. |
- - #pul ‘carefully.desoends from the chair. The ang;e.l

isn't straight but he doesn‘t_wght.to go up there agein.
e v' . . :

He rubs hlS flngertlps together. When he 1ooks at them,f
tlny blts of angel halr sparkle from the grooves of hlS. ’
flngerprlnts. He wonders what lt w111 take to get them
out. Perhaps they w1ll penetrate the skln and enter his
bloodstream.‘ He,will be poiscned and die palnfully. He
will be pitied and soon forgotten. He is a man of seneie.
bility, not of commerce. There is romahce in this.' It is

-

-4 {defiaht and sataniC- O t01, le- plus savant et le plus beaui

des Anges,/Dleu trahi par le sort et privé.de 1ouanges /

0 Satan, prends pitlé de ma longue{ﬁisére'
. S . 4
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They have already begun to sleep 51de by 51de without

- touchlng There was a tlme, a mlnl—epoch when they would
:wake up in the nlght-and roll over 1nto each other's arms,
into safety, 1nto somethlng of themselves. Their respecF
':tlve c1rcumferences have ‘receded. They have redlscovered
their‘otherness..'a touch in-the nlght now e11c1ts a recorl,‘

»

an attempt to dlspense a leS begets a cry 0f unconscious
%lsgust and an abrupt banklng of the head. Each no’longer
"lives for the other alone, if at all, if ever he or she‘did:l
'it,may haﬁe-been an imagihed limit that was never reached.
'fﬁkgkés-évolutionary rather than—sehtimentalf it is banal,
'.not 111um1nat1ng. ﬁhen they awaf% they are_conscious of

the foulness in thelr mouths. They do not;iook‘at each |
‘other. They meet in the bathroom, stooped over the sink,

' squinting into the mirror. |

-

, Chris'WatsOnfs only living relative is his brother the

1

doctor, who spends Chrlstmas—wlth hlS wlfe s famlly. -Chris
"and Debble brlng their three children to the Bradley's.:
cynthla, with Catherlne s help, throws together a standard

emeal of turkey, _Sweet potatoes, salad and plum puddlng.

When Catherlne remarks that herrhusband is. practlslng to be-

come a chef, Cynthla retorts that hls tlme would be better spent

.
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in pfaetisiné te beéoméla_hustnd.- The #e$t3of the house #-
(threeibedreoms, three,bathroqms,lliviﬁg rpoﬁ,‘diﬁing reom;
den.and,baeement) is dominatéd by”the_Watsoh.siblipgs} who
ﬁéneshoﬁtinérfrbm_foom.fo room exeited_bf?the'novelty of
the eﬁvirenmeht, oecaSionaliy predaing an‘adult'fo: some
attenfion. Mark, the eidest at‘eleven, discovers a deck

of playing cards in a den drawer and insists that someone

demonstrate a card trick. ?ive-year—éld,Mikey, who can

" barely name the suit;, loudly echoes his brother's exhorta-'

tiohs, while June, eight, her braided hair‘pinned_to her
head, condemns.them both as stupid and demands to be taken

home. . . r

In the evenings they played games.. He taught her
pinochle and backgammon and he usually won. Hating to lose,

she would éet upset, which he found irrational. After a

,while he refused to play with- her anymoreg"He'went back

\

«%to reading and she'took up crbssword‘puzzles and soiitaire.

‘She never got very far w1th the puzzles and 1nterrupted h1m

constantly w1th questlons.' Her favorlte solitaire was (and,

lnexpllcably, Stlll is). the one called Napqleon at St Helena._

It 1s a very difficult game’ to win but she does not mlnd '

A

los;ng to herself{
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A

That deal with Tom Harrlngton barely came through;
Chris says. ‘He was 1mp11cated\Io some 'scandal with the
leerals after the election and shot his career all to hell. -
He almost blew the whole thing for me.
Peter spreads the cards face up on the table and
| p01nts to one. - |
That's not my oard, Mark says. "s
Yes it is,~Chris says. I saw ith‘
‘ Okay, how did you do it? Mark says.l
lMaglc, Péter says. ' | .
You saw it when I p:.cked it. ‘
‘No I-oldn t. . o

Then how did you knoy? -

Thef are‘not really,desperately poo:.  They;mere1y have
less money tpap they‘are_used to haying or than theg think
;;E; ought to have. AWheh she complalns of'poverty, she means
_there is ﬁothing'Saved ana no hbpe.of saving-anythiné. They

can-bﬁy food but little else;>even clothes are a problem.
lEven then, her complalnt has 1ess to do with present con-'
dltlons than with future potentxal. She is afraid that she
w111 never make 1t back up to the middle class. It is not

the dlscomfort of denial that upsets her; it is. the frus-.

tration of stagnation that dlscomflts her.

;o
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Cynthig enters the room, wearing a qui;ted mittén
like a badge Qf officé 6r médél of achievement:'she'can
enah£ a‘;oiéx She is pfoud‘énd é;e suppresses.hé; pride
because suppfeésion éugments it and because-others will

be [more proud of her if they see that(_h§>1s ‘not too proud
' of ‘herself. . ThlS self-esteem is not the hauteur of the
chef who puffs himself up_becéuse he can cook a fine meal
or because he commands in the kitchen; simply, she is proud
because she too can peifqrm. She finds that it is no small
'éccoﬁﬁlishmeﬁt to be convincing. | _
We‘re-élmost reéﬁy,.she sayé. What ﬁappehed.to Debbie?
- .She's upstairs with June, Cﬁfis says. | |
.Aren't.we going to wait for:- Paul and his girlfriend?
Peter says. . |
You can never.éélllﬁheﬁ‘that one'll shd%\ué. We'd
_ better start without him. i |
| Well' let's glve him & couple of mlnutes.

‘_'* Okay, if you want to eat’ dry food.

_The buses are ruhn%ng slow. He huncheé ub-and shivers
uncontroliably. . She tells him to take deep breaths;.ifnhe
~is cold on the inside he will feei'less cold 6n the outside.
He thfows back'hiS éhouldéfs and Suc%s in great draughts of
_bi£ter air’, .I feél like_a million, he announces, spread¥
ing wide ﬁis arms. She smiles and tells him he is funny.

-



. over the children, helping Mikey with his fork. There is
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The Bradleys and the Watsons &it down toleat; Debbie
finda'the_go}d-papered dining room gafish but says nothing.7

This is the first time she hasnoticed it. Catherine bends .

a fieui~de—lys pattern‘oo.the wallpaper, white felt Boﬁroon
lilies protruding from the‘walls. The immenseness of the
universe is an exaggerated rumot. 'It is a little room,.
DOthlng VlSlble in the night beyond its w1ndows, covertly

)

violent, 1nan1mate, tactlle and baroque.

They arrive late. Before they enter the house she draws

' himlaside to-confess to a sudden attack of shyness.. He is

cold. He has rolled hls hands 1nto fists 1n51de his gloves.
The gloves themselves are separatlng at the edges of the
flngers. All around, the high plles,of sSnow are covered.

’ t

with a crusty glaze, marbled with patohes of black and,

near the ground, yellow. By'the street, the Banks are

topped w1th a layer of grey, resembllng an arrested lava

flow, that the snow—blowers have churned up from the pave-

ment and deposated'there. Around the,plcture window his

father has stapled a string of blinking lights, so that

the snow by the house flasHes green and red. He tells her
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zto be brazen. That is what he'ﬁquldihaﬁe her be. Hé is

vicious-in the cold; hé wéntg.to'strike and runu.}EOr yea;g

he pushed.heaps of heavyrsnoﬁ along that driveway, his'hénds'

"-figid with pain. " He tells her to pay no attentioﬁ to any- |
ﬁhihg fhey say‘ﬁo her. Do not be insulted. B_tween:the
bdt£pm.¢f-his'céat and‘the tops of ﬁis boots his legs are
Stiff and numb. * Sﬁe declares that she will séy nothing be-
yond the limits courtesy demands. 'Up‘the stfeet, a dﬁg

szarks wildly as- it tfies to trot along the icy sidewalk and
can find nb,purchase. Tﬁey watch it struggle fbwaxd theﬁ,
its.ﬁéster's~hands'invisible in hié pockets where he holds
the leash-end, his rubber pull-ons squeaking on the impactéd
Snow. |

o

She is not true to her word.1'Spooning buttered carrots
into her' plate she cannot be silent. she would not be her-
self-if she permiﬁted hostility_t§ exist unanswered.‘ She is
:espbﬁsible; .She muét assume the weight. The tension must
‘declare itselﬁ, stﬁte its case. ‘Galagies;explode so dis-
tantly that éhey‘cannot be heard. She‘will defeat thg_void.:

| ~ She teLls_Cyﬂthia_how glad éhe ié to meet her.
" Cynthia nods. o
| Her husﬁand is discussed. There is no way to avoid this.
.Sﬁe‘isiresbived to experience no_embérrassment. Hé‘waﬁté

"her to be brazen. Now he is warm and. seems less certain.
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She talks to Chris. Chris is friendly. He admlres her hair,
whith .she has brushed straight down her back When he says
' he was a client of her’ husbandJs, he~1s stared at. The
-stares are sO violent, so self-consc1ously concerned, so
convlnced of thelr'rlghtness, that ‘she wants to laugh. She
wants to laugh so that she too can be afflxed by the same
'-sets of eyes'and, 1augh1ng, de’n’y them.
 Did Chris like him?

Sure he did.ch

He is 1ying,'but SO ohviéuély-and with such evident,.
shame-that it is funny.

h They have held each other up. They have engaged in

metuai simplifiCation'in Qrderitclmake things easy. They
" ‘have emptied the shadowsﬁ a-necessity.but incomplete.' But
they have neglected through lack of recognition the. alter—.
natlve of abandonment. They have not poured themselves ‘into
_ each other. They are full of fear and'their-fear‘makes them
-selfish. And because they cannot shrrender.they-cannot feei

entirely safe.
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Paul watches her carefully at first. .@é is nervous
on her behalf. Then“he sllps away,zls no longer a lever.
no longer hlmself7 he ie someone's_son. Be wears a foreign_
nane and bends to foreignere. ‘He is theirs and she is an
_interloper;' But he has exposed her, captured her, so part
of him is hers. Stlll he-cannot show it here. He plcks
-at a drumstlck separatlng the long flat bones, and glves

*

“her to the world.

-Chris Watson is moving'to‘NeW'ierk for business_reasene.
Paper recycling. Joanne is fascinated, or so she says. He
'is touched. Her hair gleams in the dimmedhlight reVealing
‘swatches of‘red when she tlps her head at a certdin- angle.
She has an excellent nose, stralght and rounded. Her eyes
are round and_lnqu;srtlve..‘she conducts an 1mpreseive defense.
Noﬁone seems to notice exsept Chris. He can't stop looking
at her hair, at-her firm, full mqgth.-

Joanne has never for a.moment considered that it might
be interesting or enjoyable eo visit ﬁew_Ydrk.‘.It.is
'dangeroué‘andldirty. . So she is surprised when she agrees
to go with‘Chris and Debbie as their'secretary/babysitter.'

She hates chlldren but suddenly these three are strangely .
lovable Maybe she‘mlssed something. 3ﬁe asks her in an
effhand way , as a joke. No'one is more surprised than-he~
‘when she takés him seriously and.accepts.' He must refuse.

But he does not refuse. She has taken him aeriduslikx

-

-
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" Catherine is only herself. She obsefves the dynemics
of centending eﬁnities {her image of struggle: thinés con—
tend, there is eoﬁflict between forees} people interact
" docilely; ergo, in combat bhey are depeisonified) and
‘vanishes. She anticipates'Cynthia's'fiight, but she locks
-onto notbing.' She is conscieus of her hends, of the flesh
bunching around'herrringe,_as she4sli¢es e pbteto; She -
;_is without reference; she has.revertedito nbumena and is
the'refore largely ignored. |
" When Cynthla leaves the table, the profferred excuse is
_éshallow and recognlzed as such. It is known that she lS not
W‘really sick, that she wishes only to forestall her own ex-
p1051on. She says she w1ll take a plll and lie down ThlS

is believed. ynthla is known by a referentlal ‘act: for

‘her to lie down is for her to be Cynthla.

Peter.pasees the_tray‘areund the table, offering the
1as£ drumstick. There afe no takers. After he hae set the
‘tray down, Catherine reaches over. “and takes the drumstlck
into her own’ plate; She is belng watcheé: Now she w111 be

known as the one who came'out.of nowhere to finish off the

" turkey.



A Digestive .

We don't talk much.

I wonder why.

.I'don‘t make'you~uncemfo:table, do I? I mean; we
seém to be at ease together. _ .
'f”’/‘Oh I'm sure it's just me. I'm not very good w1th

pepple, I guess. |
"=Neither am I_'particulafly.‘ Stranée;_eh?

I never llked large. gatherlngs. I used t keep Bill
fromiatceptlng 1nv1tatlons And God forbid I sBould ever
throw a party.

No kidding. | -

I don't know what happened to me all of a sudden. A
few months ago ilgot thls sudden urge to start gettlng out |
and meetlng new people. Surprlsed the both of us, I thlnk;
Now I .really enjoy it. - | |

“fhat's good. | | .

It's probably just the novelty of it. I think ﬁ;
just,wahted to see what it would be like. A little_home—

- grown self—improvement.‘ | ’ .

I'm just the opp051te. I was always the flrst to

suggest a party. . Cynthla S the one who's made me morose.

A

o~ o A
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You don't:seem morose to me.
I don't like to wear.it-dn my sleeve. I kid myéelf,

fou know; T figure it's more gallant to suffer silentl&.
Truth is, I'm ashamed to be unhappy. | |

Ashamed? Really’ , . o

runny, I'm not ashamed to show weakness buth hate .
to.show griéf.l-Aftér the miscarriage and Cywthia's break-
down, not to mention the end of our sex lifé, my whole |
attitude changed. Not really a radical change; I mean, I
d&dn 't suddenly adopt a whole new set of valwes or thlnk
:_of myself as a completely dlfferent person, but somehow
my perspective had altered. It's stupid, but I started
believing inlthis.wholg.romantic thing of suffering nobly
:withouthqmplaint, you know, bearing adversity with dignity,
and having the fortitude to resiét temptationr. You know°
what I mean, the phaﬁtoms of desire and all thét. Thing is,
_this pelieflin‘fhe nobility of stoicism is the biggest vice
of all. | |

Hmeom . . s -

Whoops, I'm boring you, You being here, by the way,

is puttlng all this to the test and I aMpwire the fact tﬁat :

»

you're not bltter

Maybe I just don't want you_to see it. Ljike you say,'

- -

- shame.
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" that.
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. You put up. the same kind of front as me. I-noticed

Shouldn't people llke us protect each other’

"I don' t know, Peter.

bkay, 1'11 drop it. = o ,'_ )

That little’ glrl spllled a coke all over: the table.

Let's 51t down and have a drlnk. _Brandy alrlght?

I'd rather_have something weaker. _
Let's see what we've got here};/wa\ibout Grand Marnier?
That sounds nice. ’

Coming up:.-

Thanks. - '  ‘ ‘ : . 7 - )
It's good. ) )
Excellent. o .

I'm sorry Cynthia was so upset.

That's what really made me mad at this Joanne. . Bu.t.

agaln, you never’ know with Cynthla.

I think I' ll have half a glass more and then go to bed.

_I'll join you. In the drink.

My God, are we flirting?

God forbid.



T

-

" other.

Chagﬁers
He wakes up to a sénsétion of,earﬁhquaké: iumbling -
and vibfation;- It is the day‘after-New Years. 'Herknows‘
this ffomlmemﬁry; that is, the last thiﬁg he remembers is
séying to himseif that tomorrow will'be the day éfter '
New Years. annne‘is.standing next“to the bed, rumaéing ‘
through a dréwer full of sweaﬁérs.“nﬂef hair’ is loose,
freshly washed and -not Yet completely.dfy. :Therefoég,

. ‘ _ > .
it is flat and matted in places, wayward and frizzy in -

: othérs.

_Herold plays a game of cafds (Pique&f ﬁ;th his friend
Tiﬁ Andrews. Andrews is chattering about'something-or
| Hz;old suggesfg that they curtail all extraneoué ¢
dia;oéue, fbr.PiqUet is a game of rigid fc%mality‘Which
contains a unique form of ritualistic dialogue as pa:t of

its infrastructure. o .

Iq;ide the city a few.fires_havé airéﬁa} étarted.“rhe
enemy (at ;east‘th?se ameng them who are most disbosed to .-£;="V
panic) are burniﬁg themselves in their own house;. Theée
fires afe particularlf ndticéple from the great amount of ¢

smoke that they produce, for it is still raining. This rain

has already decimated the besiegers on their march; they <
. cammat £ight the disease it brings with courage or rage. <
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Once agaln a wall is breached and once agaln no, one rushes -

to occupy it. Water washes %yer the collapsed stones; ber

_yon?‘ framed on either Slde by jagged,. obllque 11nes of grey

and-brown rock, -can be seen an occasional galety of flame,:

"rushing clouds and, momentarily visible through,the smoke,

an armored torso (perhaps several) or dfenched blackﬁbeerd}

N . . .
This is not your average hangover.

Joanne’can imagine. .
r .

What's all the racket5 It sounds llke someone's

attacking the cellung with a pneumatlc dr111 .
They re sanding the floors up there. ‘The new neighbors.

Jesus. Chrlst they're. worse than the 1ast mok. * He dreamed

\ .

‘he was at the dentist. Hls teeth are’ Stlll throbblng. The

’

-last few days are kind of a blur. ,Thls place is insane.

Herold is past the age of \screaming at the heavehe, of

'walking home late at night‘with a few drinks in him, longing,

to pitch hié voice skyward in an uninhibited howl of despair.

'_ThiS'is.something he heceme;bored with some years ago. Herold's

‘heaveh'is uninhabited- the good and bad angels long agoian—

nlhllated each other in a cosmlc holocaust 1eav1ng forever..

pnanswerable all eschato10g1ca1 enqulrxes. Which is not to
say that he has completely eliminated the tangihie imége o%

. the Shrié\which sits.inside him unappeaseéd, as physical as

! e
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:the 1ast thlngs to dle as the world melts in the expandlng

'solar cloud

from running to the gap;V' . T oL

“rings. . .

Hence thé mystery.f - Whilg . do I love° Herold.hsked her. - You {,

- T . I : - -
. . S L e .
v i R T - -

) LI S et

'1fan'extna kidney. At the end of the world, 'all'Shrieks will

be set free for a moment of 1ndependent lle' they w111 be -

—,

- -

;Ebé feet are planted in inertia; It would be 51mp1e

£

to. conclude the enterprlse, this umpteenth undertaklng .

)

which like the others promlses to end nothlng. It-is thlsr

.perhaps, thls sameness of rain, wall breach smoke, ex—

"haustlon, repetltlve and 1nconclu51ve, that keeps the legs -

i
.

LN s
o

: “. . :l_h . o ‘ -_ \ . o . ‘ <
He goes into thekitchen, opens a bottle of Molson and et

TN

rein:ns to the'hedrodm. " An open suitcase,is lying.othhe floor.

Joanne isvfilling'it ﬁith underwe

What is she ‘up to'>

'She is 901ng to New York to work for the Watsons.

;She is g01ng to New York to be a fucklng baby51tter oo

" It's a 1,otpbet_ter than this shit. = = °
+ The room”co__ntinues to shake. The. p_ho_n_ﬁ'in' the hallhay'
- Ce én i - ) . . ‘ L. . a - .

.# - . . .
Catherine ﬁas?an unlqgked’dodr he could engen-at'will;7

\ "¢ -~ ¢ Rt

She was beyond self-enc1051ng, a stranger to complalntaﬁ

ey
‘b -y .

L xa ‘ . e

- L]
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of fouerfeeence?.-He has”foﬁndiouﬁ'that eheéé'ie'neuWay

he ean eeer kn.ow..~ . . ‘,f; . |

Théy-wetch eullehly. The$rain makes the leather of

‘theif erhor heavy and_phcomfortable. A soldler flﬁékts
with a.Strap_On'OHEeoffﬁﬁggreaves. The leather is wet and
loose aﬁd mqet be stretched out to dry each might lest it
shrink.}-A single man stands innthe breach, his swordlarm
flailing, his‘ehielq held at an'engle above his ﬁead’to
deiieCt_the stones‘end arrows ‘that are fluné\at hiﬁ froﬁ'
‘neighbo;ing.tewefs.cuThey reeogniee him.as Alexander by
the‘elaboreteﬁess‘of‘his'armor end Phe great plﬁme‘(now‘
- 'SOmewhat'iimpuend flatiened,'like.freshly—ﬁashed hair) thaﬁi
_projects ffom his helmet.- Seoh ﬁhey‘are‘beeide him;(whol
else can 1ead them home°) But there is'always a span ef
‘several mlnutes, at wall after wall, when he is alone in )
éthe breech with hls.dream. -,f‘ 4

. ' . ~

,'fhe whirring from the apartment:upstairs intensifies.

':‘The phonepringe;again,:meré_ﬁiﬁrafoEﬁis time. Joanne

.21ps up the sultcaee._' . - | |

Now: they re his nelghbors. He has exclu51ve rlghts
. . 0 i

to them. T IR
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;The phone rings, jangles,‘clangs;-éeals, tolls; chimes,
tinkies a third tiné.

thy_doesn't'he answer the phone?

Fuck the phone. | o | y . -

: Well, it's his phone.

Hé storms 1nto the hallwangxtiﬁe for the fourth ring, . e
;gigle, ciang, etc. The noise of the saﬁﬁers seehs to -follow
him out'of the bedfoom. He feels-as if his head is inside
“a motor, bobbing and pcundlng ‘with the pistons. | There 4s.

~

no one on the line. B - s
"~ Piguet is the oldest of extant card games,'invented
in the fourteenth century. It is mentloned by Rabelals.
The rules have changed very llttle in flve—hundred years. _ C:f
It typlfles hlstory, as taught and experlenced by Wllllam

Herold: all change is cosmetlc.‘ L

- s

Beneath his eyes the skin is olded'and dafk;"fhellids

themselves are nearly clos Mtil his 1nterest is suddenly

engaged and they snap open to reveal the bulglng eyes on

- elther side of the protrudlng brldge of hlS nose. Women

are singing in the camp, over the syncopated hlSS of the raln‘/27=
'-strlklnqgghe ground .and thumping on the roof of the tent.

L \
. S .
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The noise eudaenly stops. He runs eften nen,‘stumbling'
naked down the staire. - T |

Paul. o . | e

What? |

He's not dressed. . ' | i;
Qh}'geddamn it, she better call him later. Call him
in an hour. . . .

He runs back lnto the apartment and closes the door._
The whlrr of the sanders beglns again, penetrating and power~
ful, but out of reach. He‘retreats to .the kitchen. ~From
above comes the scraplng and grinding of heavy furniture
being moved. He climbs unsteadily onto'a‘chalr and pounds
on‘the'Eeiling with his beer bottle. Beer sPilis.oven hislﬁgce
and bodf; runningldown his‘chest and stomach and thiéhs ané'
splashing.onto the fleor._ He pounds and pounds on the vellow

- ) L 4
ceiling until the green shoWws through.

e
In centrast‘td Herold, Andrews' wiew, of history is
‘Christian’in origin.. He-believes in progress. ‘Biblical
angels armed with swords; Mlltonlc angels deploylng cannon,
modern angels brlstllng w1th M 165 and bazookastjaihe arch-

angel Mlchael stands before Eden, barrlng re-entry" from

within a missle silo. HlS hlstory is not, as Herold would

S A | ‘ .
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say, an experiment in failure; it is a bobk in which each
- N

succeedlng generatlon reads a new.paée, so that its meanlng, ;
is constantly being revealed. The . 1ast page is. the page of
total knowledge. ‘No one knows how long the book'is because
. each age must 1nvent a new language to read further into it.
Its nature is to appear‘llke antragedy because the resolutlon
. : : | : - : C

.is hidden. "It will be _seen as comig in the end because, as

”

everyone knoﬁs,_history hasea_happy

The fear the:enemy exhibits is scarcely,e;pliEable;
for they are euperior in numbers and_ean_hardl§ beeat a.
disadvantage in morale. It can.only be thOse-ejes that
transfix them; they fear a myth and- in thrsdway are reliéious.
Tﬁey have-all retreated to one last fortress and await tne
coming of the god for whoee apotheosis no one is .willing to
claim reeponsibility. | '

She 'is a stranger and perhaps nonstrous._-He knons
. she is old. She was surprlsed that he wanted to go home |
witb her. They are both drunk and not convrnced _that reality
‘does not rise andeset w;thbthe snn. He moye§ between ‘'worlds.
He pretends that he is.ﬁaking the whole th;ng up beCause:ne
is shocked,toidisconer tﬁat at tbis noment‘sbe is all he
desires. He is surprised thatlhe_does not,ﬁant to.possess

 her bgi to be possessed by her. In her bed he trres to make
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'1ove:to her Wwith his mouth, :6 §1ease her so that she will
- s N . .
takelhim into herself. She begins to snore. Her bodf is
ﬁumt: She wakes-and draws him up; she doesn't want to be
made love to, she wants to be fucked Sdon she is asleep’

again. He searches her purse for cabfare and flnds only

change. He takes flve dollars in quarters and 1eaves her,

-

heaped shapelessly on the bed, disappointed that he is in-

\.

capable of disgust.

- When they play cards it is'important to'Andfews that
'herwiﬁ: success in llfe is the sum of tr1v1al v1ctor1es.r
Herold is less competitive; he is satisfied to percelve and'
1nteract with a pattern. It is interesting to Herold, know-
ing these things about the two of them, that Andrews lacks

the personality to acquire authof}ty because he cannot pay »”j

attention to detail.

"One of the older veterans has fallen by7the side of

+  the xoad to lean against a rock in the mud. He remembers

'3

Philip. He says so.to'the companion who reaches down to

-

help him up, who also was there in. the beglnnlng. His
friend scrutlnlzes hlS face but percelves no sign of the

. disease. He llfts him under the armplts and half—carrles
< . r 5
" him to-the road. * Neither bothers to pick up the shlelq,, e
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' sandals._

. Joanne has refused to own him.
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ﬁhich‘ié falling,aﬁér@, but later (fﬁgt night, in fact) -

he regrets leaving it behind foritis possible that some

of the leather might have been salvaged to repair his

T

‘He denies that he has anything in.common with Don
Juen, that he acts to enforce his will. On the contrary, -
he insists that he acts to negate his will, 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

Herold hae,”stfangely, he thinks,-created an image .
of comfort from his'ﬁeagre knowledge of Jdenne'Harringtoh.
He has always had trouble getting to sleep et night; hlS
_thoughts won 't lie ‘down. Hls version of eountlng sheep‘is
to think of‘a woman, usually‘someone that he knoés 6nly: |

slightly, a woman stopped on the street fastening the

buckle of her shoe or a woman in a grocery store reading

: the Iabe; on a th of soup. He 1magines this woman consoling

him, He'imagineS'Joanne's hair wrapped around his chin,
ticklinq_his throat untll he dozes off.

Let's face lt Blll you're too old ‘for the girl.



/
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- When Champlain came ;9,this country he was only

' ten years younger than I am ‘and hishﬁife,was twelve years. .
old.

| ‘That ﬁasjthe sevehteepth'century;

~

and a very civilized century it was, too.

Paul has quit the hotel. So.has.Alan. Alan dis:;
apprOVeslof promiscuityﬁand diShonesty.  Paul accusééxhim
of being a moral imperiaiist, sometimes a fuckiné:moral
imperialist. This conversation never gdes anyﬁhere%buﬁ
it comes up from time to timéigfx : . T .

This time there is no breach,'nor will they bother
to t;y to make one. It's just too much Frouble;-it might
" take days and theh ﬁhey'll have to go thrcggp“the whole
‘business again 6# sﬁdrmiqg the gap, which in any éaée is
 éaSily defended.rlThéy have constructed a few scaling
lédders.(tooffew; but'itis é borihg_job‘aﬁd éheré é;gn'tf'
' 'many trees around anyway) and cohménce‘leahing‘theﬁ up
againét thehWall.“'This is really becoming a chore, ﬁhich
must be obvious‘to!the Malliané for this time £he¥e are.

.

no ‘fires within the city. :

&

Inie -
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Nancy_MoKehzie, who dances under the oame of Fiona,
has b'aked herself aﬁiop-sided lbaoana cake. | She 1ives with
“her flve—year-old son in a sparsely furnished rallroad
apartment on Av, de‘l‘Hotel-de~V11le.f She con51ders the
‘men at her table. 5 D (“Dlmples"] teases her son. He
,.pretends that- glant frogs are’ preparlng to lnvade. This
is perhaps an -excuse not aobeat ‘the cake whlch, ‘she" admits,
has falled-to rlse. Paul picks at hlS plece sullenly,
'rlooklng through the unwashedvundowat a small courtyard
formed by abutments in the bulldlng._-Nancy's-ex—husband-'

- is a sociologist in Buffalo. . | |

_ J.D. announces~that he must }eaven faﬁl, too; sﬁﬁposes
‘that he‘ought‘%o be'moving along. | N

. They're noﬁ going tb leave her alone on her birthéaf,‘
are they° | _ -‘ " h
| Nancy is suddenly drawn lnto the’ mythology of nat1v1ty
a Sp&Clal day, the beginning of the w0r1d | When the world
'began it was: 1nhab1¢ed by grotesques, as forelgn to emerglng
consc1ousoess as a blzarre deformity. These.monstrouS'forms
‘become loved because they;are hecessary,‘so much so that one
grows to resemble_them.f It is expected that the mystery
-they embody will eventﬁally beoome known. By'the time this

- wondering consciousness is old enough to aspire to this
) . ' - ¥

knowledge, the qqestion has _b'een‘ forgott'e‘n." All that remains

is the idea that once in history amiracle occurred,

oy
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 The po1nt of Nancy's questlon is that ‘this sanse of
‘prodlgy is constantly jolted by an awareness of 1ts sub-
Jsct1v1ty.

Is Paul coming'with_J.D. 3} not?

'He guesses not. oy

Theyrare as lazy as slavss, as effemlnate as. plants
that pout w1th9ut sun. - He seizes a lédder for hlmSEI% and
finds that Oncé again he is alone on the wall. Behind_him,
mora ladders are broﬁght ub but the'ﬁocd is sodden'and
nohs can'withssand_the éombined.weight of several men
mounting at’ once. . He knbws that if he remains where he
'is he will be overwhelmed, so he leaps to a mound within
ﬁpe wall where there is a tsae that he can use to protect .
his back. Few dare apprgach,-forkmais not-stfistiy:human.
~ When he is ﬁorlongef visihle on the'Wall‘his men panic;

h few make it up, cllmblng on each other 5 shoulders-, When
they.seach him there is already a feathered shaft juttlng
from his chest. One - of 'ham catches an arrow 1n.thelhead.

The first acrid bite of smoke reaches the tree.

.,
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Paul, too, is determined by myth, taken in by the

complex invention of "specialness." He is sentimental:

‘ . _ ‘
it is her birthday. He doesn‘trentirely-wanp‘tb make love: . -
to hef: theré.is too much work in;plved, it is too ex-
pensive. He is quiteAshocked by this because he imagiﬁeé-
that.he wants to make love_éo every‘wbman. What hé regi1y
Wwants is for every womaﬁ to want to possess'him; as'a thing
miraculdus, s0 that he may constant;y renew his sense of’
mystery. J.D. has ﬂold him that the point of seduction

is to eXeréise power,_to'feel powgrful; ‘Paui pérceiyes

.-

the logic in this and therefore'thinks himself perverse

because for him the point is taq negate power, to feel
‘poweilesé. And ‘he sees that this is a contradiction be-
-cause, ;h\fact,.it is a matter'of>power to make onésélf soO
desireable that the object‘bf one's sexuality wants to

destroy one and consume the remains.

| He iskbelievéé.to be dead. ée has himself brought
downriver: on a barge. to display himself tb his men but they.
think it is his corpée. "Not until he raises an arm in a
Qavé do théy begin to‘éheer.‘ This motion,.of course, géusés

his wound to bleed, but from the shore they see only the

hqﬁd,-tilting like a lily in the wind, i; fiﬁgers stiff¢and

dripping rain and blood, as much a fixturd.of home as

painted marble.
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They sit on'hex bed and watch Mary Hartman, Mary

Hartman. .Little Erlc is. asf%ep.
| ThlS is her favorlte showu . , | ‘ . V/-
He always hated it.. =

The heat is on full blast and Paul is sweltering. BHe

'can feel no sensatlon n hlS loins. For a moment, he is

afraid. Nancy %s very thin, flat-chested and hipless, the

oppositefef his'?type.ﬂ Yetjualeves her._ jhat is the.
recognized moment, the soughp¥after-intensitys ‘The con-~
sequent orgasm.is'ahti-climactie;-it is the ryush of love
for an unllkely object -that justlfles the effort. She
will want to be made love to and enjoy hJ.s ministrations.
When he fucks her she will be a v1ct1m}_1y1ng flat and
unmov1ng, ‘her hands limp by her head He will be unable
to come for a long while, poundlng at her v101ent!y 1n an
effort tQ force ejaculatlen. Until she applles-pressure
to his‘perineum, he will not be able to -climax. " ﬁé wants

. their intercourse to be purely physical, unSu;lied by

imagination or- fantasy. ‘Yet he will be forced to'fantasize

to keep himseif-efect,because she is too much the stranger to

'kndw where to touch him.' Finally, her hands will find the

appr0pr1ate spot and he w1ll be liberated fram his own mlnd.

Later, she will tell him that he "is exceptlonally vi ile,

that for a moment she was swept away by hls-strength, that

-

A
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fof‘the_first time in her life she felt completely in the
‘ power of a ‘man. He will know better than to be flattered.
He will know that the source of his strength, as she per—

ceives lt, 1s hlS weakness.

-

- .
. .
T T . &
e .
N

= 'At'some poine the world eollaéses, implodes, so to
speak in a:rush of proliferating. bodies with their haifé-
heard speech and esoterlc odors, and he afst flee- , Qf'
This happens to Herold in ag.

S c : - s
He doesn't have to stay 1f he doesn + want to.
No, he wants to.
It s just that she hates to be alone on her blrthday
SO.;;e s twenty-seven. .
Isn t it awful? !
Itds flne. l'1 \j|; ‘ .
.She-doesn't want him to feel llke she's foxcmng him. |

He likes her, okay° So stop saylng that.‘ o,

She has a.brass'bedstead. Paul examanes lt f1nger1ng

_, .
L

- a dent. BHe knows‘that when he fucks her hé’hall use the !
& i 2
brass bars to pull hlmself deeper’ 1nto her. ‘ ‘ PN
Lt~came with the apartment, she says.

b



New York;f

shuttles back and forth along 1t his hands rimminé-the'

/ . .

steerlng wheel in a nervous caress. These things are.

. ..
. * »

known of him: . :

1.

é 2.

 morning. . ‘ A

- 7.

He hates New York ir®'the winter.

Y .

He hates it in the summer, too, but in ;herinté;

it is twice as hard to dsiﬁe:.

He drives a taxi ten hours a day, usually from

~
-

four o'clock in the afternoon until two in the

-
S

. .
“ - [ - -

His first namé is Stanislaw, so ‘he is.-usually

calied Stan. o . )

' X

He has a three—month old baby who 1s alllng from

some dlsease that he does not understand. -

*

L

‘arrangement. : o o

. \
. :

'ﬁl? w;ﬁg, gone tp fat and 1051ng ‘hex halr due- to

a thyr01d condlt;on, drlnks to excess every nlght.

~ He' has trouble’ artlculatlng Nis' ﬁeellngs..'

Forty second Street is- wlde and clear.: Poniatowski -

‘Bis elghteen-year—old son from a preVzous marriage‘

'11ves with an older man in an. obv1cﬁsly pederastlc

. ] . 2"‘
On.the_streetjhe‘dreams of'Connectlcut,‘solitude,;

sunsets, aquamarine and the absence of motion. 1
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The firét-thing he sees as he apprdaéhes'Grand_Cehtral
from the east ié the yél}dw'suitcase: a knee-high'bgitéreé.
;ectangle; then the woman, girl_re5ily, he; héif icqgrénd
straight and half Eovering her: face, her_staﬁce a liﬁtlg
croocked, her chin at an arrogant tilt:lthen the.maﬂ,.gaunt.
in a bléck OVercdat, his arm extended toward the étrget.
He}experiencés tHe following thoughts, in no particﬁléﬁl
order: . | : ' .' , o oo

1. Such haifft

2. A shabby tabléau,.but_in,no'way unusual or

atypical.‘ .. | ..
- 3. _She must be blitzed by now,‘wﬁtéhing Waiter Crongite.
47" A stone path leads from the back door to’ the éound,
_ R _ '. | -

He stops the cab and théy‘climb-into 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 girl says this, somewhat imperibusly).‘_

2; The man is gfatefﬁl that she has met him.-

3. She was‘beginning to think that she wouldn't ,
~be able to find him. .~ . N\
- 4. She has never been in Grand.Cenfra; be fore.



—

S " long to bedome_a stranger.

. . . . . s
H : .
* L R . -
[ - . . :
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(He glances into the mirror as he drives. The man is
staring across the suitcase into‘thé'girlis fage,_smiiing.'
The girl stares'béck; her-hanglcoﬁering hié an top:df,the
suitcase.) - R ' |
5. The ﬁan.thinkﬁ she 1ooks.good.
. 6. She.‘t_hinks he looks about the isame. She thinks
his Haif is.shortgr. '
- 7. Actually, it is about the same length. Hers
seems longer. | |
8. She wa$'thinkin§‘6f:cutting‘it.
9; \He hopes she doesn't (so does Poniatowski, who
imagines it-félling'onto his éheét as she leans above
him, foldiné in thick piles over his nipples) .
10; According to the man, who prefaées his.remarks
Qithjﬁn invdcation to Jesus, they are talking
like they haven't seen each other in ygaré. In

fact, it's been less than three‘weekéi

: L .
11. rThe girl wisely observes that it deesn't take

(Poniatowski‘ﬁ%neuvérs between another taxi and a

Cadillac. A,hdfn blares behind him. A house on the wéter,

maybe a dog,'nbt a panSy—assed‘thing like é poodle, a

shepherd maybe, maybe not Connecticut, maybe Rhode Island

T oY Sbuthern,Méss.)
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—

12,

17. ¢+

'18.

21,

L

19.

20.

22.

H

The man bets.that the Watsohé_will-be suxbriséd‘
to see him. |

The girl has warned them first. .She islglad‘

‘he has come. She has been so confused.. She would

like to think that they are still frien@Gs.

‘The man affirms their friendship. He wonders how

she is makihg out.

' She finds it boring. The kids are tofture and ’

she hasgto slgep_in the same room as June. She
guesses'that she doesn't'havé much of a maternal
instinct. And Mrs. Wa;éon;doesnft understand her
at all.. ' |

The man hopes they don't mind him showing up like

this.

Accerding to the girl, he is practiqéliy a nephew.

) . . o & \ -
‘Besides, after tonight she thinks they should f£ind
‘a. hotel {(goed luck, sister!). She wants tb know
’how long he'll stay. 

: O

He ekpects to stay about a week. - (i

That's longer’ than sheexpeéted. '
He finally asked his father'%ax some money.’
’ +

That Goesn't mean he has to &pend it all at once.

Well, he can afford a couple of.days.‘
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23. She doesn't hihd cehﬁiibuting‘if he wants to -
spendethe whole week (mind]Aydu dumb bitch!). .

They have a lot to talk about.

Théy stop talking as QE;?taxi turns ‘the corner at 66th

and heads across the park. niatowski'speculates on the -

consequences of dropping them‘eff‘;t 85th, driving back
across town and over to the Bronx, and continuing toathe
sea. - ' ; L <
The man has coeefed tﬁe girl's hend t@at'is on his
hand with his other hand. He kisses her across the suit-
' case. At this moTent;Poniatoﬁski'is suﬁjected to the
foilowing images: -
1. The expression on his wife's faCeeif_he.never
<.~ _  comes home (shock, misery,‘rege, perplexity, tears-
_skiing down her bloated cheeks). _ _. -
2. The eniYypatic smile on his own face, reflected
back to him in the rearJVieW mirror.
3. His wife standing, suitcase in hand, at'the door

to hls sea—51de cottage, a stunned 1ook in her

bleary eyes as Klng or Duke or Rln Tin Tin 1936

<

-for her throat. -
4. The girl's hair wrhpped around his thighs in the
back seat, where nothlng ‘eyer happens that has‘

not happened befdre.



Hello/Goodbye

- -

v

Joanne in New York is not released; she is captured.v

. ’ 4 -~
Alone, she is not free; she is trapped inside herself.  Her

head is a room, her room is a street, per.sfre:é is a

building, etc. She does not find the alien 1la scape in-

viting\of exploration; and everywhere she is devoured by

masses her fellow creagutes[ whoserfellOWShip she denies-

A I -

and whose creatureness §ﬁé despises. When it snows, it

snows wetly, and the slush creeps up her legs and seeps’
through hér boots. éhe descend; to a vicious plain from
which hideous armies.sproﬁ}, a field of Argiveé. The

-

Watsons oppress‘hér; they .seem impatient. She admits that
she péﬁﬁgrms her duties perfunctorily; They. give her less
and less to do; she begins to feel parasitical. As the |
twenty-second, he; birthday; approaches she Begins to féel
diétinctly unwanted.-lAnd so, with é‘great show of regret

on both sides, she leaves for home on the first day of

spring.

.
It is time to éendl' em home. He will keép th;m from
their vineyards aﬁd»theif iffs no longer. fle makes'them
rich and gives them wives. en they hear the news théi :
are enraged: a god Who no iongq requires worship %s.not

to b?'trusted.

L. ‘
coend s 2k it v bk ORI

vk AR e kid b i dnil e
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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

e

"a carafe of red wine and half way through the Penguin Classics

edition of The Bacéhae (saéond time around)} when he finally
shaws uﬁ.fﬁ : . : -

* She thanks him for being on time.
He is sorry; He wishes her a happy birthday:

She thankg him again. - ! ' ' .

 He sits down. .When he sits the back of his coat folds

under him and he has to stand again to take it off. He

. . ,
makes a great show of it, intentionally} she decides,

attracting attentipn. His hair is thick and clean and he
shakes back his head tb emphasize it,. Thé effect of this
public preening is somewhat uhdercu} by the shabbiness of
his.clotﬁes: his corduroy jaéket is thfeadbare at/%pé élbpws
and the cuffs of his pants are frayéd and salt-eaten. Still,
he is on display, oblivious-to saréorial inadeéuacies; con-
scious only of organic attributes: face, hair, form. His
COncentfation on thése elements is a form of distahceﬂ a

deliberate création of coldness, an artifice of personality;
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What's that? e
Euripidés.

Is if gooa?

What is she'héQing?

At the moment, wine.

‘ -

- How about some onion soup?

They.gomplaiﬁ about the sun and then they die from it.
First rain, how sun."Itrseemg t@éy are‘always.killed by
weather.; Eveg lexander, who has ordered the officers dis-
moﬁnted, proceeds oh foot. . Because he shares their pain
they honor him. It is tdo easy‘to be ;-god,'they want a
bréther.’ When there is only enough water for him alone,
he pours it ihfo the sand. This sort of thing getsfa lot
of applause and he 'is, after all, in it for the glory.

* .

At a certain hour Catherine counts her moods. From
her window shé can see the street grow darker and then
brighten again as the 1ights‘go on in neighboring houses.

s L ¢
The grafations of her moods are subject to deviations of-

light and weather. It is a mild day, the'stree; is wet with

.
X3
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s

. . : v e
-'it-is_hard to tell if Joanne is realif there. Her

-colo;ation is good, an earthy blend of browns and off-

whites that conjoin with the wooden k@t f-panels and beige

-

stucco of the walls. She won't'give him a straight-look;.
.-

her eyes dart around the. room; she is apparitional, semi- HE

présent. He'qotices that hér clothes don't seem to fit right,
as if her body is bulging in new places and sﬁbsiding in
others; It ié difficult to-account, ﬁnder.the circumstancég,
for his desire} ordinarily, heldoes not respond well to

-aloofness. He 'wants to pull on her ear, smile into her
face and find himself welcome, v s e
He orders two bowls of onion soup, another carafe of

wine and a strawberry crépe. Joanne asks for a crépe with
‘rpraline. ] o ©a

Praline this time,
She is staring at something behind him. He doesn't
bother to turn around. He Enows she is lost.

fTﬁey stoodfnaked'and examined each other without

_ to%phing. ,Théy were conscious’primaiily of the tensions
offshyness. To,stand still was to. struggle. In -the half-
light of late igterncon they were revealed as Spécimené,; -

subject to experiment and test. It was possible to fail,

!

Lod e
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- to be found wantlng, to ‘evoke hllarlty. Fihally; they .

'folded into each other, llke two pleces of blank paper

creased and pleated into a surprising shape: an origami

" fro ; or bird, or house with operable doors.’

- The perimeter of her immediate environment is topped

with plastic bushes. The faded upholstery of the banQuette

is floral ana rocooo. Beyond the plastlc hedgerow is the

lobby of the Mount Royal Hotel whlch surrounds on all. four

ﬂ

- sides the Rendez-Vous bar in whlch she 51ts..

She has ctome to a dec1szon.

'Peter will be happy to hear it.

She thinks. its‘over, her sahbatical. (This line.

-

has been rehearsed.)

' 2

Does she know, she was the first persdn he ever came

‘here with. At least here they have syrup.

‘He didn't like New York, did he?

Oh, he liked .it. It was_the'food he couldn't get
- l,’/ .

'used to. And the soft water. The unfamiliarity. But is

she back for goo 2

Back in

fitreal for good. She didn't get along too

‘well with the wa

She used to be.

'Th%;ks\{ziny coming;from~him.'

ons toward the end. They're pretty straight.

TIPS P 1Y |
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Does she mean she's going home to Bill?

r -

She thinks she's been crazy the Tast few months. She

never really knew what she was doing. Does he undérstand?. .

It was like there was another person living her life while

she watched'ffim a corner of the room.

The sun is in the room, he notices that. ghd.a lot

S

of chaﬁter. A fairly Jﬁeerful-?lage,apn tﬁéﬂﬁﬁbie;"That

o - _,d"

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 Hé would have to
say it. It is as if he has’ already said it. But to go

through the motions one more time is too mUChﬂof a chore.

’

When he wakes up he wants to be still asleep.

 He éat‘on the edge of.the.batﬁtub and tfied'ﬁo extract -
a splinter from hié“fbbf"with'arpin. The bafhroom was dark.
‘green and 111-1lit sp.that he.had to squint and could bafely
make_ouﬁ fhe sliyéf of‘wbod beheath his skin. He had held
- tﬁé_ﬁinpoin£ in a matchflame to-sterilize,it and now it was

blacktand.hot. Carefullyf he scraped the skiﬁ from around

-
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the spi;n;eri Inzthée;d{ he had to gouge ocut ‘the ﬁhole )
area and he bled. Joénne-héd téken the tweezers. After

‘a clean Fweezer pull'the offénding obﬁéét is plaihiy visible;
there is no doubt about the success of the ope:gtion.‘ After
the messy.pin technigue he-limpea.about.fhe apartment for
several'ﬁouts, wonderiné if the thing was still in him dis-
rupting his cells, breeding infection. Dots of blood
mapped out the floor where he érgssed it.

Ddes'she fhink those peopie'over there, the oneé

.laughing, that blonde and ‘the guy with the mustache, are

)
r

laughing at them? Can they hear them? o

¥ They're too far.

Joénne eats siowly; as if wiﬁhgut'appetite, although
'she is hungry. The patﬁernfof:chew—swallow—drink is of
a téﬁpo that shelnever alters. To change-the-ratg-of in-
gestion to meet infqrnai circumstances would be to admit
a flexibility of vaiues that would render'thOSe value§
inconsequential. In order to believe in herrown fixity
of being, her own continuity as an organism pf pre%ernatural
merit, she mﬁsﬁ pxeservé as much as pqssébie tﬁe habitual
paptern; that characterize her. 'In this-way_on}y can she

be free, for to allow change would be an act of self-

estrangement.

v

ERSSFY 3
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..
3

.
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She has something to say. , She wants to_say’it in
[} ) :

such a way that its definitiveness is clear but not des-

tructive; After she has said it she will feel weightless..

She has measured the expense of saylng it against the ex-
.pense of not saying it. ?he is w1111ng to pay to*act and
‘no longer williné %o pay to be'acted upon. It is not a
very grave thing and she wants ‘to atoid solemnity. :It.

is not a very important thlng, even in terms of a single

llfe.. The only dlfference 1t w1llnmke15 that after say-— .

iﬁg it she will know that sheelscapable‘of calculatlon.
it doesn t matter one way ‘or the other because it is
- evident that neither of them is really there, or really

_cares if they are anywhere.

1

She didn't come backfbecause of‘him."(bo much for
the Rubicon.) She hopes he realizes‘thit;.
ﬁe didn't really think_se. |
She had a lot of time to think.while she—was away.;,
Always a good idea. | | :
They can still see each other occaéionally;”L
-They can watch- each’ other feed.
'He doesn;t want to take_her seriousig, does he?

;'

He is sorry.

PR
s X siandes ks Sdod 2B

TRIRES
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She . is twenty-three years old.

'Why doesn't she lock at him when she'talksz
Here cames the waitress. = - R

&.._.-

There is a ‘sense df engulfment, of being overwhelmed

‘and subsumed by somethlng. It doesn t matter what he does{

et

that s be51de the p01nt.' How could she fa11 to see" that9

- Her makehp seems very oakey 1n\th;s 1lght. The holes ‘in her

face can't contain it. Yet she is pretty: one senses a

.

prettiness beneath the make;up and the pock marks. He

feel s a swelllng in hlS stomach, the inward expan51on that

to quake. Then he too 1s freeb; He eats more slowly now,

Vaccompanles therlast moments of anythlng. HlS body threatens,"'”

swallow1ng wath great dellberatlon, prolonglng the scratchlng;

hurt of thlS goodbye untll 1ts 1nten51ty wears off. She .

~€an no longer be made to do anythlng, to feel anythlng coﬁ—

f

.pelllng 1n”hls;§1rect10n. He.wonders at hlS own lack of

power.

‘What.wi;lfshe do? -

Finish sohool, she-suppoeee.;

He.thinks he'll have a drink; E VAg): hf

‘She ‘has to go. R 1 .'..'_' ' L

So suddenly?

)

.t 15:;—:1&3.
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. )

She thanks him-fpr'meeting her.- She really.appreciates

L]

- it , . I
' So bye. = ": )
LT Evefywhere he looks there is movement: the waitresses
'Z/' o shuffling ih.their cutesy ouffits, the heads of diners

bobbing,” their mouths mobile in conversation or mastication|
P - . T w .

their hands mechanical and synchronized. She has left

¢ -

. . | mchey for her share'of £hé meal. The sticky filling of her
crépe congeé;s on the plate. He is_conécious_of the ugliness

of faces, the monstrosity of noses and ears and of central

i .

. orifices gaping for hourishment. : L ’

v [

: 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 silver-footéd couches, buoyant -on the red and -

-

purple rugs.. ‘ ' , o Lt

"
o

The momént Peter is alone (this moment precisely), he
e A _

=~ .

- X -

» is aware of forgetfulness. He hears suitcases being throﬁn
onto a luggage rack on the other side of the halffﬁall':

' against which Catherine is sitting. He will remember fhe

' : \J : - ‘
thudding of the suitcases and associate the sound with

-



e
YR

.
s

SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVIOLET - o 299

) L -~

,} : ‘

-frozép‘daqﬁiries.. He will fprget (has aiready forgotten)f_-

the movement of his center of consciousness from one blank

. - .locale to another.. He will remember the blanks but not. the

movement. It will bé‘he filling the blanks and.noﬁ his

memory. Now they are constituted through the preseﬁt'and.

have been aiéined of their blgnknéss.

-
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‘"Death*is_nothing, but to liive. def
die every day. ‘ o

-—-Napoleon

eated is to



Tarot Overture

’

He (King of Coins) covers her, analogous to her

destiny; that is, a thing that covers her, fatally.

.. What she owns (not him, by God) is distributed ‘among "

venues, irrecoverable. She lifts the blind, mood per<

mitting, unsure what view to.expéct, which street will
, - _

“be revealegd. Theré\he is, on her bélcony, reading‘a

 book of hers, The Bacchae,'perhaﬁs, or Zorba the Greek,

sitting in a folding chair airing his beaxd, his head

-~

protectedﬁby a crumbled 'ishing hat from the blaze he

dare not look in the facé: the hat: sans hooks: he does

not fish, doés'he, does not dress in rubber waders to
hold -at bay the icy swirl of_whét-he-never could step
into twice. He has more, sense than to put to the test
Heraclitean verities of mad rivers, bathetic fallacy

of schizoid amorphism, or of fire, for that matter.

“

When 

you want him on YOur:falCOny he's there and nowhere

;else: 'He's not devious enpough to fake it,” suspended over

Dorchester,lgazing gp_antique GreengStreet and up at the
incongruéuély Bauhaus Westmount Square, the black Daﬁt-
esque tower.6f_excessive,!:i;ufficient.Or'pefvertéd love.
Déing what? _Thinkiné, 6f cdurse. 'What else would ﬁe_-

be doing? Wondering what he's up to, not really very

interested, 'except in a quasi-scientific sort of way,

PR PR CTSTTE S NN I 22 11 1 |
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*

‘himself as a smear on a slide...You have to. look real
. - N . \
‘close to see the life forms in- there: they have a universe

of their own. But he comes ‘out of hiding, now and then,

with‘g_ciumsy stroke ?f a stiff hand (the hand is too"
-gmﬁii for the-body, and smooth, except for a iarée.
‘qalL.is southwest of the right middle fingernail). It.
,déeén't come easy -and when if'doés it turns out not to
have been worth waiting for, as well sﬁe.knowg.

She's crossed‘by somedne elsé (Knave of Cups),’ who
seems to know what he's doing, at 1qgé£ when it comes to ' 3}'
manipulating her senses. Faking it. He has a'wﬁx of
going flaccidjat the moment bf truth, the sticking point;
that is, the stickipg'around point. But she, too, has
a flaéhy'way'with‘exitsff

The hdst‘éﬁe can hope for (Eight of Wands)uis to
start again, bury these éhiﬁtless.vampires and go for
_broke.' But she won't. She'll choose between tﬁeﬁ, sus~

pecting that flaccidity is a sine qua non characteristic

of the speéies, unalterablef Nowr(ghe knowé-it) she has
thé chance to take a chance, buﬁrwhy take chances? She
wants two”of everything,'they wear out so guickly. Théir
welcome, too, but never mind. |

It's all based (but of course):én the old Actonian. -

. 3-' .
dynamic (Ace of Swords, reversed). She doesn't see herself

EPRE -1



.
¥y

tiq e L L 1

SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVIOLET o - 303

as #ictim {(why shoJld she) but as éontestant-am
hegemons. In her power to éthSe, or to do withbut, she

is free. Too free for words. So there will be no

”~

truckling. But she will not enter the dark wood unescorted.

ot 4
After all, is not the strhiggle (3 of .Swords, reversed)

~

behind her? Hasn't she risen from the dead, so tb speak,
dismissed the ghosts? Hasn'ﬁ_she? Hasn't she s;ept.it
off, the rgcking‘intoxi@ation.with its attendantlnahséa
(this Sartrean thing), the burst into being with cabifal

B's, the necessary nowlyou—know? Well, hasn't she?

$o what's ahead? Must be success (Six of Cups,

reversed), of sorts, nicely fringed with the big P of

pleasure. Got t0 be. But really, just sitting around
thinking about it (now he's found something classical,

on my radio, Rossini, sounds like, that Lone Ranger

- stuff), it won't fall that way. She knows it. For sure.
ﬂfsitting around thinking abOuﬁ 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 it has to be the'othep; this one's
goihg for the gangrene, rushing it, the perverse bastard,
and must be amputated. Nature provides such‘superflui—

L
ties,  just in case.

0.

LT
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. So she will be siéisfied (Four of Cups, reversed).
Had too much alféady, wore herself out. .The'hell with
tHat,.eh. It's“too pat. Look at. him }she looks at him), .
perfectly composéd; a study in compoéufe. AShe‘dllike to
'séw of £ thevbalcogy, watch him (Kniéht of ﬁands, reversed)
flail through light too bright (a mere two storeys) to |
some passing car's hood, whisked away like-a éabine woman
to the east end. They arguéd, it seems. Oh my. obe:
what?® Fights she ﬁiqkéd, discontents deliﬁerately win—
tered. Life isn't plotless, she cbserves, not really.
wﬁen cobnflict is‘abéent, thg thing drags; so strife
there shall be, if she has-to invent it herself. And:she
does. Butlhow she believes iﬁ, her own‘fiction, and |
nothing matters bécause she has‘anbthe{ léver in the
wingé, smébthigz his tights, waiting for his cue. When
she's ready, goddamn it, and not a moment socner.

This guy outside (Hanged Man,<fev§rsed{ can't recaé;'
ture it. He needs to get free. ﬁcing him a fagof, really.
But he's not the only one. She has ,to take-; couple of
steps back and check things out, restore the balance,
as it were.. He's the mohkey on ﬁis own back.‘ He éiéures;

\Ep—his agrief, that he's taken enéugh changes.already;
Little does he know. He has new laws to learn. Héihaé

3

ne guts anyway, no instinct for sacrifice. Still, he must

- -,

’

Lshanirsniati
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believe in
Qhat does
future (éhe Fool). Invulherable.'immune, evén
she.think it?) immqrtal.  She thinks of white roses
‘ a d_packing her bags (wait a minute, I iive here). But
she'll step off the cliff, almost by gccident, a'doé
gnawing at her calves, ObliVious.td oRlivion. It will
be sweét (won;t it?), never knowing what hit or what

she hit. Sﬁefll steﬁ off (won't be thé first time) more .
. "o .

out of cgreleésnegP than anything elsé::or pursuit. Follow
that butterfly.. Whaﬁ?‘ I said fol;owwfﬁaﬁkﬁutteffl§.

- e Y

" Do you want this on the meter, lady?

b el 4
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: : Opus Posthumous

After Joaﬁne's funeral Herold has nothing to do,; He
cao have a few drinks, but that'would mean either appear—
ing in public, which he is loathe to do, or drinking dlone
in some hotel room (he doesn t like the sound of that)

e
Catherine is héme, on Grosvenor, that 1s, d01ng-—what7
Talklng on the phone, Perhaps, or washlng the curtalns;
or pa%ntlng the view from the kltchen qlndow (fire escapes,'

rotting gallerles, delapldated wooden fences, stunted

trees, weeds, shadows) , or readlng Ubu R01 or Antlgone

or Les Chants de Maldoror. It is hot in his black suit

. {he can't get used to the stlfllng Centlgrade thlrtles),
,neVertheless, he runs a bit on the way to hls_car to avoid

a swarm of bees, knowing thejlare attraoted.to bleck_(like
her). This is the way the world ends: in mid—flight, pur-"
sped;-choking, inaptly dressed--caught by sUrpri;e.. He and
. Joanne caught each cther by surprise, while therekyas'still
snow on the ground; or,‘rathet, while the last of the ‘saline

slush was corroding his shoes and dissolving on his socks.
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The stone was black granlte, myrlad m1nera1 specks:
flashlng 1n the sunllght 11ke a planetarlum celllng, or
like dusty clothlng under a black llabt. The proce551on
advanced in trickles, each‘small group of two or three
succeeded by another, Herold pulling up the rear, alone.

During the service he watched the mourners, trylnq
to 1dent1fy them from remarks Joanne had made. He knew
that the dark-woman with the black-rimmed eyes. was her
moﬁher (don't‘they wear ﬁeils anymore?). He picked out
Paul Bradley and Tom Harrlngton but could not place the
rest. He wondered if they were wonderlng who he waiar
although he*had 1dent1f1ed hlmself to the mother, her
hand a spectacular paw of thlck veins, smootb,skan angd
long red nails:. They. stood a;ound the grave in a moeion?
less tableau, stiffly black againEt the insistent green

'landscape, shimmering in the hot brightness.

’ [}

He finds his car, drives to a motel on Upper Lachine
éoad, checks in and shaves. It is the fifth of August.

He never goes anywhere without his suitcase.

-

Joanne ﬁarrington,.oack from New York for Sprlng
-semestef,Jstood up. ‘6n either side of her heaﬁ a Browa
.plaeticbarretteeaUght the light angling in from the
large windows. Herold, immobile behind hismdesk, watched:
the silver sparkles embedded in the plastic glitter on

and off like Christmas lights as she moved her head. He
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‘'watched her lips moving, fresh and pink and;unpaihted, as
she discoursed on Arrian éné Plutarch.‘ He gatched ﬁhé.
ligh%fﬁ}ay over her teeth and‘penetrate'thé paie, cryétal—
'1iqé-jélly of her eyes. She stood in the sun like a £ly |
in ambe;. o

4

\He~was the one whd&found he?,‘stregchéd out on the
fioor'betwéen thé.bedroom and the.bathrOOm, her hair matted
with vomit. ﬁe had not been expected: the four towels on- i
tﬁe‘bathroom rack were obviously hers, smeared pink with
makeup (he haa oftén-complained that there was.ﬂéVer any
room for his own‘iqweis); there wés no food in the re-
frigeratof except for half a brick of cheddar, the orénge_
kind that he ﬁaéed. The laundrj hamper was fuli. The
verdict: death bf misadventure.: o |

She left a note, a letter} a work; a declaration,
'manifesto, etc., a piece™ef prose. It was addressed to
him: He decided not to_show it to éqyone, althoﬁéh this
seeméd1somehoﬁ morally ambiguoﬁs.' The te#t of the letter
was neatly typéd,‘fhe pages numbered, errors corrected
with white-out--he half expected to find a'bibliograéhy
appended. He never read it. . It was too sanctified, too
~ much a document, too independent: it exiq}ea, she did not,
its tex£"$s1fragile in its paper nest as she .in the silky

weave of spider-infested fantasy.

w
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_.she wasn't precious; after all, she was divorced. The . o
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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

: . B — : ,
. but the volume is off. : B o |

-

He decided it was time to do something cohstructive.
‘He took Joanne to Carmen's for soup'apd veal'gga cafe mocha.
She said she liked his new beard. He told her they would
get along- fine if théy werén’t self-conscioﬁs; She said
exquisiteness of hair.” The delicate curve of nails. The
timid flaQor of veal. Thére was no reason not td}‘basicallf."x
(Is it love he imagines or an accﬁmulétion of elegant sen-
Sations‘;emembered?) He took her home ipva taxi. ‘The
driver SEémed to know something: Herold in a fit of desire.
Sﬁe kissed him guickly bn the mouth, not withéut hgmqr,
the tension of withdrawn suction a message lost in transit.
Clearly there was,something gbing on in the nature of pro-

'gress, of reverse entropy. Still, ever patient in the face
. ' - -

. -
A

of fystery, he neglegted”to Eisé her back.
Dear Bill; I am bbred by mén who ride.horses into
the centerldf towﬁ, Plant a flag in someone's skuil‘and
announce the Liberation.i I'm élwgys there at ﬁhe wrond
time of day, sipping a ligueur in ﬁhe cafe at the edge
of the square; the wrong kindf:fsndle illuminating my

face so that it's always my skull that is chosen. I want
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. No one else is worthy.
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to carry ;he flag for ‘a change, up to somecne who cannot

foretell the future. The newly free_must be self-consumlng.
Y n :
Does the new beard mean you no longer consider your-

’

self a eunuch? You arc.belng Persianized.

. . . a ' .
"Cutting a veal chop, vou measure the distance to the -

"end of the world.. ~ You would do anythlng not to feel the

cold slap of the Ultlmate Ocean, the ‘secret darkness of

the unmapped wave.

‘ puils'off'your land-learned extremities, until you forget

And death is-the furthest thing from your mind.  You
wish it could be that easy, but it's not that kind of ocean.

It's the kind-that.opehs you up like a dévolvipg reptile;-

) o o o0, .
that there was ever anythingibut water that existed outside

& -~

dreams. I want to take you there, point out the driftwodd

and the bones of survivors, make you admit your aguaphobia.

t

‘He had no classes the nextday but the day after tﬁac o

he noticed that she was absent from Ancient Cultures and .

Civilizations. The universé\was running down again, it

had snowed for some reason, Pella was on everyone's“hit

list. Scythian horsemen stormed across the Danube as the
. cosmos gave up heat Snow bunched up qgalnst the windows.

“It fell in fat clots, then furned wet and dense, strumming*

the fibres in the glass. Thrace wés‘ove;run, Olympdias

y -
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had gotten a job as 'd waitress, somewhere on Bishop Street,
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_cursed Anriﬁaﬁer;,Pereepplis exp%oﬁed like a:star, Then .

it was .raining ang-the world was under ice. Bodies began:

to fall with~poreine squeals and grﬁnts.' _3

She’ was’ waltlng for hlm in the hallway, ﬂbklng for r

tlme Whlch she measured in mlnutes.- Crashlng back across

the light years he took . her to Dupont & Smlth on Peel

s Street where whlsky sours pursed thelr llpS.

L3
L3

'He remarked on her abeencefgrom hlsac;ass.- She‘told-

him that she had déqided to withgraﬁ from school;Athat she

-

that she was renting an apartment near Westmount Square. .

She was marginally concerned *about leaving schobifso near

1Y

.to the eﬁd'and he suggesteéaﬁhat adviee‘fromkhim would be

superflueﬁs. (Thls he takes to be an exchange of respon51—
' bllltles, a rewrltlng of codes, not an abnegatlon ) She
*  said she was poo far behind to pass and that she wanted him

to tahe her seriously, He did. A harpist_began‘to play a

N5

- piece he. did not recognize. The sound came from the dining
'aroom. Upon reflection, he creates noxmetaphors.j He told

her he was worklng on technlques of frlvollty (why couldn t-

he cure hlmself of thlS fatudus phrase—mak1ng°) that pre—

cluded the-klnd of response she was seeklng. She said that

" thi% was her big pitch_ahd that he shouldn't blow it. 'He'

loved her so much it was sickening, and for no reason he
could think of.e He was invited tb dinner the next night
if, like some foigotten guest of Catullus, he brought food.

e

" ey”
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Through the glass wall of the bar he looked at the traffic

 jousting bn.the.streéﬁ; ‘The ebb and flow of sex and death

_came upon him. in the smell of wet pavement and limé as he

'_put'her into a cab.. (To have taken her home in;his'oﬁn

car would have constituted an acceptance of invasion, a
surrender to Christian Dior or the abstruse odor of her

neck.) Thé_tide sucked at his amkles, car horns blared. :

'..Leénlné over, he kissed her bef6re he‘could‘forget, before

priestly_ﬁbrds of solemn permission could negate the momen-

tary mysticism. Cars hissed behind him, he was marked,
‘ . . . L)
slouching home in the wet, tight darkness, Yearning for

the“alien;bosom gfiROXannei . It was getting colder by the

time hepreached.his car. Aptly, if not with much wit, it

‘ I
was snowing in Snowdon when he arrived.

-

Winter folds around me liké flesh around a bullet. s

How true is that? I can kill a season. I know how to

dig a hdle in it, sﬁart'a-fire, sleeﬁ it. away. It comes

dpart, inevitably; all you have to do is wait. Where's "

tbe~§§;isfaétibn in ‘that? , . v

‘You are surprised to see me step out of your imagin-
ation like a chrysanthemum in the snow. What I want from

you is something warm to drink. I want the light from

‘gour windows, a Yoom in your cottage, a wall against the

1] 4

wind.

¢ kel sl e ere bR
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.f" I.see yéu tryjn§ to kéep out the night. I,bring
you candle;.btt you're afraid of open- flames. You'wou;d"
_ptéfer‘the-slow‘invéntioﬁ of electricity, but1by that
tlme they'll have redrawn the maps and you‘ll be in-
another couglry, somewhere in the thlrd world

You thlnk our bodies are a mystlcal beglnnlng,‘
lizards on an altar. [TO be sacrificed, to become myth.
‘éwé'sméll. We f£ill each other's n?%es with unsavory odors:
gmokedtfish; cheesy.feét, dried spit, b?;néd skin. Not
¢leanly»burned by quick electricity but sSlowly melted -
oter a gas jet. We absorb each other, olfactorily, but
this itn{t'what_ydu had 'in mind. T |

I fold_aroun@ wigﬂb{ like a mother smothe}ing a
child. Ice crystallizes on my skin and I become invis-
;ble: You don't see me standlng ‘there 11ke a mirror.
I'm a lie that you 1nvented like I, 1nvented you, to
1nvent a lie. All you have to do is wait and the animals
will die. There: w111 be others but their sins will be

different. This is how I love you: like a different sin,

.like a new anim#l, like a better lie.

L e
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He arriyed at joanne's precisely at six. In pre}

cisionnbegin_responsinilities. éhe wanted to know if he

brought anything to eat. He was going to impress her

with a fancy meal but he brought sneaks instead (the

: pnecision of‘broi}ing meat, as opposed to the intuitine

nedley of a perfeee,'lactic'mixture ef dyied herbs ana

fat). )

T ) o .
He told her that his wife was inferested (she had

indicated as much in a late night phone call) in re-
suming cbnjtgal interfacing (there he goee again). Joanne
dryly 1nqu1red ln%o his reaction. He assured her that he
had learned to llve with his own squalor. She wanted to
know lf he loved her at all and in the interest of pre-
cision, he was cobhliged to admlt that yes ~he, supposed

e did. | _ 3 oo ;

" She led him'into the bedroom and undressed him.
.{Thi¥y is non ;emethingvhe‘remembers the exact moment of,.
ghere beiné'an indeterminate amount of time compresséd
into each concentrated segment of his memory.) .She ran o
her fingernaile'(Plum Silk) down his chest,'eoothing
their tingling wakes with her tongue. He managed to
"undress her in‘turn. A;kwardly, they exchanged satis-
factions, impressive in their impovefishment. She peint-
ed out that they were still strangers, that he had for—‘
gotten how to make love to a strang . :/He owned that her

worldliness was superior to his own.

3

LTRSS
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They drank coffee in bed. ﬁg_Said‘thét‘it‘should
always be like %hat,.}nAbed. She said it usually was,
in the beginning. He decided that thg‘whdle tﬁing was -
‘beyond analysis. | _. |
| She agked‘hip-tg take her out dancing oﬁ-Tueéday

_ﬁight. He told her he didn't dance. .She $aid he should .
"fleain.‘-Heétéld her it was out Qf.fhe questionf She
asked hié to take her out‘éna geé her arunk insteaa.
_H%}Séid that would.be fine but then éhezd want to cqome
home and pass out. She said shewould like that, tolpass'
out gpld.' He contracted for a drunken'Tugsd;y in exchange'
for a sober wednesday. She said that was fair and would
he like to rub her back. | o
You come to me out of winter 1iké a salt_stain'on
" my boots. You. want to mark mé,lcorrosively, I can

¥

remove you with one hand; there's a shoe store on every
' s - . R .

‘corner. - B L

You know it. You haven't tried, yet, to fit me
into yourself like a kidney tfansplant. You'll wait
for me to accept you before you try to show me what ydu
‘are. Your confidence will grow like cancer, wild and

‘malignant, eating me away #ntil I take a scapel and

cut you out of my womb .
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You try to learn my body, hoping for an undiscovered

.,country. It disturbs you to have to slalom through all

the'flagé. There aren't that many but it's a small-coﬁhtry.

You lean on yogr5elbow'and watch me, as if expecting
.ivy to sprout from mfrnavel and shroud mellike a building.
A building'iike a maze you can entér and;lose yourself in.
I will find yéu, lead you oﬁt by thé*hand,‘§nd teach you
hqw to feed yourself.‘ |
,-Yoﬁrchéw your steak slowly, aé if'yoﬁ'ﬁe never taéted
meat before. I have nothing to teach you.. You know how
to swallow. ) ‘ I
You drink coffee and-are‘surprisea.that it is bitter.
.wheq_you rub m;:béck.it's.as if you were.pﬁlliﬂg.roots froﬁ_
the earth. o |
| . You come and gé; you come and go. It's not only you
that likes ip that way. I, too, am an orbiting comeﬁ. You
won't see me for anothér century but the fallout is no

e

panacea.
You don't think I make sense. I don't have to.

Love, Joanne.

FRIPPSN WP |

—eio . . e
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Herold sits immocbile on the chalr by the nlghtstand
e watching the TV glow in the dark, its colors brown and
;fé;setand tan (her cqlors; Plumstone; Je£ Coral, Misty
Toffee, Wild Cinpamon, Hardy Burgundy, Gingerpeachy and
Wine Qith Everything), its'b}ﬁes ana greens almost sub-
' dued into extinction. The sound isoff. Periodically, §
. ﬁé'raiSes‘a glass to his mouth and drinks from it with

studled determlnatlon but -no-: conv1ct10n.' He pdshés the

A
]

4
€

skln down over each of his knuckles in turn. w1th the
thumb of the opposite hand,janjoy;ng the intrusion of
the minute:pain. The seasons have changed their.quard
like sentries weary Of vigilence. The screen flickers
“at hiﬁ with unrepressed intensity, its pale brown ef-
fusions splashing on his face, hia eyea numb in the

hypnotic strobing.-

kN
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It was Spring,'aqd noct a moment too soon. Hergld,
pﬁysical}y diminished from one meal a.day,’his body pushed
to its nueritive,limits, kissed'the whip of'hunger._ He
wandered wet streets, poked into bookstores amd galleries,
studied stene facades, apprehended gargoyled roofs and
stilted frlezes, observed the interface of sky and steeple.
A sum of small starvatlons, his blle went sweet He bought
new clothes (two sizes smzller but a perfect fit), Qrew_a_
beard in black and white ("my ‘face the ngn"), 1ndulged in
minotaurian horns of vanity and deépair. d

This is spring and i love nothing.

You look good, Tim Andrews said.’

I;m doing the book. I ﬁight love that. Ink and paper.
Guttenburg. All those monks biinaing themselves,

Greeks and Rowfns,‘is ig? | |

Little dfawinge on Japanese fans, packs of ceIQS from
tﬁe fiﬁpeeﬂth century.

Eh? T ‘, ‘ ‘

I apprehend your questlon. It has ndenees.j Subtfe
driftings, tidal pools, natlonal confusions. ‘ﬁ definitive‘

history of-Montreal.

Ny
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Andrews signaled to the ﬁaiter-by raiéing his hand

to the level of his head and extending thumb and fdrefinger.'

+Jim, bring us a:couple-morg.

Two V.0., one nolice, the waiter said.. ﬁight?

fhat's it.'.

It's a siow process, Heféid said, fitting the parts
'togethef, getting the right angle to-see the whale story.

Let's go upstairs and Play some snooker. .

It's defining a place. There are nuances béyond
your.a;chetypal question. Conﬁgnuity and fragmentation,
cycles énd progress. Thé cityras,sonata, if you follow
me.’ ’

Come on, I'll spot you twenﬁy. Upstairs, Jim.

The eternal present, right? A door to it. You
.step thfoﬁgh, hothing behind'you, what have you got?

Nothing? he ventﬁred. _ ' _ |

. Weather. o ’

Weather? e .‘ﬂ

What can you do about weather? It.has more authoritj
£han ?Gu can_imagine or predict. Your whims are.subgect
to its whims, your moods to its moods. And yét,iég éfficacy

to tyrannize is constantly denied.

Twenty's not enough,. is that it?

HFTRR T E XL IY 3
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/

Twenty? Your ass will be grasp

/
We shall - see. /

You've beeﬁ“hustled baby.

ﬁluwfv

The first hlstory of Montggal was wrltten by Dolller
de Casson in the winter of 1672 1673. At that time the
French settlemdht on the island had only been in existence
for thirty years. The orlglnal Indian v1llage of Hochelaga,
north and west of the French riverside cplony, occupied
land just south of what is now Sherbrooke %treet, near
McGill Universiﬁy The Faculty Cleb on McTevish Street,:
where Herold and Tim Andrews were hav1ng a late afternoon
drink, is a flve minute waik from where the flrst 1nhab1tants

sof the island had lived.

At the time when Admiral Sir David Kirke captured

Quebec in 1629 there was a family in England of undistinguish-

ed erigin named Herrald. ?hese Herralds-owned some land

in west Devon. 1In the seveeteenth century the maiﬂ braneh
of the famlly included two clergymen (ngh Church), a lawyer
(Rogert Henry Herrald William Herold's dlrect ancestor) and
.several mllltan{'men,.all Royalists, none of whom mede the
vofage to the new wofld with Admiral Kirke. Robe;t Henry
Herrald died of the plague in 1666, leaving a son, John

Robert, eleven-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 réturned to London fourteen years later and became‘a_'
dealer in textiles. Robert Henry's:grahdson, Charles
Joseph, achieved somé distinction but no great reputation:

as a-litterateur in the early eighteenth century. His

__great—grandsonf Henry Charles,. b6ught a commission in the

army and fought with WolféIOn the Plains of Abraham.
when Montreal fell to the Bfifish-in 1766 there was
surprisingiy little friction between the conquerors and
their new subjects; most of thé British officers spoke
Frénch and did not gfeatly interfere in- the daily life

of the commuhity. Montreal's;firéﬁ newspaper, La Gazette

du Commerce et Litteraire, founded in 1778 by Fleury Mesplet,

bccasionally *received articles (which were never printed)

written by Henry Charles,.who for many years flirted with

his father's profession. William Herold had other éncestors;

Qho observed, and sometimes participated in, the develép~
ment of the city: a Herold (as the name was now spelled)
had the dubious distinction of being one of 106 patients

of the Montreal General Hospital (then on Craig Street)

to be discharged as cured during the first two years of_its -

existence; a Herold applied for passaée (it was denied) on

John Molson's steamship Accommodation for its initial voyage

in 1809 ffom Montreal to Quebec City; nine Herolds_figured

~among the 2858 residents of English descent in the 1851

1
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censué;'one of thése waslaﬁonéfthe first buried in 1852
in the new Protestant cemetary on Mount ‘Royal; there was
a Herold on the staff of the Bank of Montreal when it opened
- in 1817; several Herolds w1tnessed thé opening of Vzctorla
Bridge in 1859, and Wlndsor Statlon in the same year. From
1§é7ﬂthngerolds'were affiliated with Chris?‘Church Cathedré}\
on St. Catheriné-Street,‘whEre they'paid for a staihedfglaéé
window. 'The Herold family, although never very prominent
~in mun1c1pal affalrs or, in soc1ety, was solidly respectable,
rlts reputatlon sullled by only two of its members: an Alfred
William Herold was convicted in 1894 for ,.an indecent assault
{his excuse of, drunkenness did nothing to miéigate either
‘his sentence or his-shame),.and Francis Arthur, William
Herold's uncle; was bfieﬁly Eonfiﬂea after the First World

War for evading conscription.

'My father wés.a lawyer.  Almost a family traditidn,
you might say. But he never wanted.me to be one. Aware—
ness of shiftipqss, that sort of thing, I don't know. .
Pink in the $ide. | |
Both my sisters married.Americans and moved to the
:States. Chicago and New Jersey. Diaspora.
rGarrulous Bill.:

. My mdther's father worked for'Mqlson‘s‘Brewery.’ Helen.

Dad was John William and I'm William John. When I was

]
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growing up Irnever suspected that thefsdidh't leve eaeh |
other. . _“ : -.‘ . |
‘Tim Andrews pumped the cue ball into a cluster of
‘feés,,one of which felllﬁith a subdued plop into a netted
pocket. e ‘
I always thought of them as cold and ﬁnemotiqnal;
‘Herold eontinued. They never feught and they nevef displayed
affection. I grew up.thinking it was unnatural for people
to touch each other ie front of others. . The outward show
of love or’ahéer. Vulgar is_ﬁhe word I want.
'B;ue,‘side:_ f S ’ ‘
}e 6ﬁce aefose? |
Straight iﬁ.‘
The blue'5a11 cutlan unreal angle to'thé rail, where
it rested after a piedding approach.
Shit,. Anareﬁs said..t ' - . o
Yet I am capable of great affection. My'ceurtship
of Catherine was not w1thout pa551on.
e - Shoot.
That one. .You eoﬁld‘say I feel shame in‘emotion,‘de—
. generacy in shame and titillation in degeneracy. How's that?
Played thlS game before?“
You could say I oscillatehetweenthe poles oflabase-‘;
menf'and pﬁrity, an‘attfaction to the one balanced by_a |

yearning for the other, or vice versa, one or the other,:,

whatever.

SRS
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You put the chalk in your pocket.. That's the only
thing-you!ve pockéted all nibht, ha, ha..
‘I would like to find a woman, if you catch,my‘drift;

whose head is stamped on one side of this coin and whose

tail is stamped 6n the othef.
A man of metaphors.
. I've blown a fortune in false money. -

L) : .
. .

o M
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Chéz_Boﬁféetel
So spring stuck iﬁ.éverfoﬁe‘s throat like one too
many. " Herold opehed and élosed like a gilll spou£ing
amenitiesfand absurdities, plucking facts like bits-
-of‘oxygen from the paét roiling‘over‘his inner membranes.’
Jdanne,. having cast her line, waded in the shadows,
refigbting on the struCtufaijp¥écision of the standard

interpretation of the'Thirty Years War.

Catherine sat in the window}oflChEZ Bourgetel,
studying convex feflections”in the_démi-giobe 6f'a
snifter.'_Passers;by loomed large in-thg middle, their
headé narrowing‘iﬁto griﬁ,;aparisoné'as their'images
. washed over_tﬁe bulbous suﬁface-§f the‘giass- Cbntenté:'

Amérettp di Saronna, sickly thick in a viscous‘podl

that obscured their feet but did nothing to restrain the .

-

forward rush of their movément_as.they‘grew, exploded in

a wet sparkie of diffused color and vanishéd around'the

* - lean ®turve of crystal.

_Cynthia, in semi-bouffant, her hips in géﬁ?ﬁupur4
posefully strode ﬁetweén tables to rendeszous‘with

‘Cafherihe'g‘felicitatiﬁg eyes.

. : . ) .
- .

.
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- The crowds.
.It's so mild, Catherine said.

Good weather makes g66d. neighbors.

. Coffee and cognac, temptation (its denial) a thing

| of the past, surcease of prudence, Cfnihib sensible of

- . e

an'askaﬁbe look of concern.
Shé's entered. a new phase of liying‘itrup., ,. -
That héppens,
She can't seem to live it down so she'll do the -
other. V
The line of least resistence. Catherine knows it.

\

No home to go to, Cathy? - .

Je suis contentg, moi. You learn to wait.

. Tell me about it, Cynthia said. I like the shoulders .

"on that one. Just the fightrémount of neck. The glass
Memptied with aiseafing gravity. She was high. Does.
Catherine think.she needs a fucking?
Who knows? (Sweet almond-coated palate, spasm, hint
-of involunfary bile;) ~
Spending too much.time in the shallow end; I've been
fuckea enéugh. Peter's: late. | ‘
. T thought we'd have a chance to talk.
.“-I thought we were.
“ I'm‘tired. I can't stay.

hlreédy.
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I'm expécting a call. v

You run. God, I can't talk to&ay; I've been counting

the aspirins in the bottle. Took myself by surprise.

Sometimes I think I'm dréaming; I have trouble remembe;ing
. ] ) ‘ ‘ r-

if things really happened or if I dreamt them. What's

your story? - . ' ’

I always seem to be rushing off. Sorry to leave you.

The line is thin. Now I'm background. You're free

~of us. We‘Bradley's'have our intuitions. - T

‘_ I'll talk to you tomorrow. _

A soothing g1ow of fadiﬂg daylight §ene£rated'thé
unﬁélled rgom.in a!thfoelcf umber, trembling into grex;
Cynthia  smoked a succession of du Mauriers,. stubbing them’
out:intolupright-stumps, éreaming.- Suddenly Peter's- face,
bluelin_the last ligh£ opened and closed before hef aé in
a badly sthhronized"cértoon.

Am I late?

'I don't know.

Whérefs Cathy?

rﬁxpééting a call.

Okay,fﬁhgﬁ'é-the matter?

I don't feél weil.

Jesus, you're drunk.

P -

That could possibly be true. ' i

-
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You':e pissed out of your minﬁ.‘._
. what makes you say that?

Come on, Ijll‘take you home.

I know'where,it‘is. “

Come on. ,
Just get me a cab.

Peter watched the taxi pull away, Cfn ia sfiffly,

prim in the back seat, her hair piled infan absurd twist

of unravelling braids, his compulsion to protect flattened

to a thin wafer of memory. His line of'vision stretched
iaut as the car proceeded down Maisonneuve, snapped as it
turnédrﬁp Guy.. Paul ?ame up behind him.
| iooking fof the Pacific?
.Your mother wasn't feeling well. I sent heﬁ home.
Alone? | | |
She'll be alrigﬁt.,
I was kind of 160king forward to talking to her,

Come on, I'll by you a beer.

‘They drank ﬁabatt Blue from short-stemmed goblets,
watching-theustreet:‘lighfs-énd faces, voices, feet and.
eyes. They talked in lacomic bursts that awkwardly -poked
from their mouths, fein£ing, féeling, fénning for cover,
meaSﬁfiﬁg Quarter—hours by the prqliferating bottles;
Fihally,-Peter, his lést con?%néational spaém sPeht, rose

to.- leave. »

SR PR AN 3
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Do ybufneed ahy money?
No. E - “ -~
Don't lie. o
Why not? ‘\ . | - ' : é
Surprisge- me. 7
Toa 1a£é now. You've deked me out.
Suit yourself; Need a 1lift?
. I'm meeting a friend. - : -
Okay.
Hey, I'm glad we talked.
Okay.. ‘ ‘ o
A smile, a wave, a burp; é nostril-flariné exhglation{'
allock around the room for lightly-powdéred cheek and
yuhinous curve of breasﬁ; a swift, memory-testing enumer-
ation of ﬁounted, softly—;idged pubes and the inevitable
question that scorns réply: do I hide behind my cock?
Analysis, Spock. Who the fuck knows or carés?
sEnter Alan Sansavar, tonsorially cavalier, begrimead,
‘bespectacled; panéhoed, magnet to stares, impervious of
disdain. |
Hel-lo.
A series of tilted noéS from paul.
How did it go? Alah said.
A single nose-ciogging snort, followed by a.heavilyh
breathed,l—don't—know, you-know. |

Oh, well.
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{ : _ ~ Well, well, well. |
E ." . I thought we might éo something about.putting a ﬁook
' tbgethei. | ' | |
_ .
- - About sixéy—fbur pages, quarté, gooa stock. Beeh )
- getting some estimates.
| And? |

It can be done. : >

~ To be what? Filled with simpering, whining, énivel—

* ling, bit%erness,wmaudlinity;‘
2 Nésty today.

I'ma nasty guy.

. I take it she isn't coming back.

Think so?

‘Well, one persists.

Like & virus.

A wheeziné dizziness, tHe room a cloud. Paul flew
along his'vertigo to sunken contingnts, nosediﬁihg to
the bréaﬁhing sea. To find one's feet and pusﬁ,;solid,
to the endléss blue--a qdick solﬁtion; followed by an
urge for distant intercoursé,,no'geéticulatihg face-to-
face, a‘plﬁgging inrto’the world-voice, a matter of num-

‘bers, an abstraction of expression,‘cellular, remote,

comforting.

-

S aidohekdk
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" Hello? o | i - o | : L
L You're home.

Just walked in. .Wﬁat are yoﬁ up to?

Ié she alright?

ﬁverything's fine.  She's sleeping.

Okay. .Jpst thoughth'd check. |

Alan camg‘up behind him, awash in a differént planet

of bfoiliﬁé surfaces, molten tectonics, inscrutable

odors cooked into stiffened cloth, a web of threads and

&+
spaces.

I think I should do her another reading.
| My mothér?‘
| Oh. Sorry.
1 wouldn;t cail Joanne. -Jesus, I'm flying.
You still there,'Paui? across the nylon_ganglié.
I'm hére. Is that‘womén still around? Looking after
things and that?
She's goneihomef"
Oh, alright. He hung up.

 That woman?. Alan said.

Friend of the famille. La sacre famille, or la famille

pieux, or la famille bless&. What would you say?
H T _

I'd say la sainte-famille. Blessé means wounded.
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Of course. I must be dreaming. Hdy. -

.

. A curve of mobile eyebrow. .S;” o
Winter's over. Great, eh? at's.iife without

winter?
A second eyebrow, in mute concert.

So. Spring. Eh?



The Chariot

She was in his bed that had béen their bed. He
found her. there, his Catherine, or not his. Hair freshly
.cropped, khinniﬁg and curled, she was no Goldilocks; nor
was he ursine in shape or manner.

“Surprise, surprise, he began;,

Hi. (Shyly thiﬁ,”but without blush of cheek or knee.)

He'll break out the fatted calf.

She's back.

She is.  And wiﬁhqut behefit of meaningfui parlor con-
versation. Homed right in. ‘Zdom. Nice to see her. Legs
still good. | -

That's all he can say?

Struck speechless. Exhausted, too, but never hind.

Familiar syndrome of the unwary. Has he changed? Has she?

;(Milesrof flat noéhing_éfrgtch to the horizon in alll
,directioné, Because'the horizon is é£ no point obscured
by object or obstacle, he has the impression of standing
in the center of a circle. The sky is filled £rom edge to
edge wi;h smoo;hly‘meshing clouds, devoid of any sign of
break or overlap, a slick grey dome; - The symmetrigai péré
fection of ground and sky, plate and 1id, is flawed only °*

by his doubt. Is the vast expanse truly empty, or is it
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merely that his vision ie too weak to discern other shaées
ftbat may, after ail; be.eo far distant that they are in-
visible to ohe.who has aiways_been wretchedly ﬁyopic?.‘ﬁe
begins to'walk, then run, in an‘effert to expl;re the
surrounding regions. ‘He finds-nothing, buf the more he
searches the more he is convinced that he is not alone,
that he will eventuellj discover--mist discqver—-somethiné,
asgthing, that will simultaneously‘giée-meaning to his ob-
sessive quest and deseroy the fragile éremises of his'ﬁni-
verse. |

Years pass.' Hevipg haquiﬁe to refleet on his con-
dition, he hes become reconciled to the unpleasant truth
that if he is successful in resolving the doubt that f£ills
his mind he will be undone. He will no longef he able to
claim to be at the center. Nowiuacan live with the paradox -
of his fate. At this moment however, a new fear emerges.

0

 The result may notﬁbeln his hands at all he may be subject

to a whim of qhance. If he ceases from explorat;on, he

may be able to‘'delude himself that there was never anything
to find, that there is nothing there; but whét if the clouds‘
should suddenly pert oxr disperSelahd'the sun appeer? Such

- an event would surely be ‘as shattering as the discovery.that

‘he is not alone. This thaught immobilizes him. Why continue

tdjexhauSt himself in wandering when his fate is not in his -

power to decide? He sits and waits for the sun to do its

.>
S

) s

£ ae St arnak keebadidl
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. awake ‘at nlght trembllng with disqust and horror )

of craftsmen. He articulated:

EPPERY is

. &
- . - : R

work, for the silver 1id of clouds to be lifted by an , unsedn

hand. This does not happen but the p0551b111ty keeps him

» .

Moonstruck Herold unfastened his watch removed his
rlegs, plled hls change in neat allgnment on the bureau.
Catherine gave ?im soft tones,sadness, suggestion of
depth the wheie aufa: familiar mush and accent (L;Air du '
Temps by Nina RlCCl) but not w1thout mystery.

So? he sald. True confe551ons?

A dropping of eyes, puffing of face, hardening of
lips: a thousand words oOr so. | |

He sees.

And-him?

ggi? (Finger into cﬁest;)

'He knows what she ﬁeans.

He'wes not qﬁite ready for.this somehow, tﬁis unexpect-
ed ﬁwist of truth telling, of earnestness;A She was obﬁious—
ly prepaﬁed'to lay_ﬁhings barey, ihcluding him. He was some-
where else, fully clethed, a fudge_ggctdry‘or'carpentry
shop, where the only reéuired honesty ie;the‘utile artifice

Here comes the exasperated sigh. The aﬁtomafic
pattern, the myth that dreams us, all that stuff. The
tentative hello, the értful_arrangement of sheef and thigh, .
the gquestions pinning down the evasive_qtarry, and'then the

R TN
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little'resigﬁation as it slips away. He hasn't changed.
She, on the other hand,'is somewhat different.

How? _ | . ‘ 5

~ Ah. ‘

Thié isn;t necessary.

The hair, fbr one. -

He grew'a beard.

Some explanation.

‘(The stores ake closed, for it is Sunday. Walking
around downtown there is nothing to do. - It is ovércasfi
" and gloomy but there is noﬁhefe to go. People on ‘the
lstreet stare into shq? windows, pgndering_the inaccessible.

He marches up and down the sidestreets between Sherbrooke

and St. Catherihe, amazed at his own motion.} 7

Herold began emptying drawers selectively, making
small stacks of socks and underwgar; He put his rings_ana"
waéch back on, returned his‘change to his poéket. |

He doesn't want hex, she accused.

He‘does. ‘

Why is he deing that? - - !

‘> The obvious.

She can't take this.
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Alriéhﬁ; It seems :there's énothér. 

What? |

She caﬁ stéy, he'll go.

Whereé .

A good repdrter; asking all the right qﬁestions. He'll
be in touch. Bye, Bill, send monéy._ Dén'j'worry, she's:
covefed. She can keep tﬁe car this‘time. He knows the
nuﬁber, have a nice life. | |

(Rivér and'mouhtain, iine and point. At noon the
_ city is an uncut diamond,‘irregular facets and untaméd light.e.
From the lookout on the mountain near the chalet he can see
the river, he can sée thé metaphor and'pléce him;élﬁ at its
_ héart; or in its loiné._‘If tbe river is a silﬁer belt, with '
the bridges for }oopg; tﬁen'downtown is eitﬁer stomach and
=¢hest or belly and groinQ Where he stands  is gither thex
nipple of its céntgal breast or the centrai tgsticlé of

its tripartite scrotum.)

She'can't.bel}eﬁe he's talking iiké'this,

fhatfs'the trouble with the world today, he said.
No faith in their éwn perdeptidns. 'One.learns‘through .
kicking sépnes; breaking heads against walls, that sort

of thing.
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He's scaring her.

'She's scaring him. . So bye. ‘ o o

{(Evening finds him in front of‘the Musée de Beaux Arts.
TwO Mlchelangelo s have been stolen.uJOr were they Rembrandt 57
In either case the place is closed for renovatlon. The air _

is alive and moist. He walks' ghrough 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 hls feet followed an 1ntelllgence
'of tﬁeir owp. He debated motlves, scored p01nts for wvarious
_positions, rebutted skilfully. 1Irrational man, he walked
‘through‘orey and black and cloyihg‘brown, followed his nose
through off-color streets that betrayed no blue or gold'of
rococo. This was it: beyond desire to the‘safe familiarity
of fear, confu51on and despalr These were ﬁords from
random darts thrown against wall affixed pages of the Oxford
English Drctlonary. He thought in sentences, a 1oglc1an
of dnrealities. Pursued by self-invented goblins proﬁected
into shadows under stoops, in doorways, in alcoved alleys -
and looming aroades,‘he rusﬁed‘on; Hands of derelicts

reached out to touch his sleeve, his valise; he swam among

“leers and clear, dead eyes; he fought the stars for purchase.

-~
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The‘spétlit pavement flexed himrthrough‘the night, unsprung
the torsion that propelled him. o o : | -
(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 iSﬁﬁest_and then north.

Traffic,gets a little heavier. The cars appéar to hunt him |

down, for now they have eyes and eyes are able to challenge.) .
* . Xenophobia, he said. I ran from a stranger.

“°To me. .

I walked around all day and when I got home she was
there. Now she's the other woman. I suppose you can think
of a reason.

.You dohft need one, Joanne said. .
- Yes. I do: S : o \\
| You're sweating. You need a bath.

!

o

T(éounds, too, have ¢hanged“with£time, different sounds
_fof différénf 1ight._"He has beén-walking all day. The morn-
ihg,'gven sunday morning, sounded harsh, irritating, always’
just a ﬁegree_mqre a@ake‘than hgwwés. ‘Birds‘conﬁributéd,'
although bird soﬁﬁds are like élevator music. The afternoon
was less demanéing,‘more cohéoiiné, mofe'unbonscion._'Unless
éﬁerédpqent;étes oh them, sopnds have.no.soﬁrée; they afé'ﬁanu—
‘factufed éiée@he;g and must be eﬁduted or -igndred. At night

N S -
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they are more,directly soothing, for they invest a relatively

'lérger:are& of consciousness, a neutral ground between him

. ®

and solitude. For this reason they are also more frighten-

Ce ing,umbre redolent of threat.)

» —
LY

‘Under water, Herold's grey-~haired stomach ?ulsed-as..
he rubbed a bar of soap across his body. Tiny fractures .
ran from the taps to the tops of the tiles from which they

.juttéd, fixing his gaze.

. {Grosvenor is quiet, as always.. Here is his house,
attached ﬁo thg one on its 1eft;‘qhee£ on the right where

the drivéway slopes inﬁé the dark. Catbérine‘é small breasts,
oﬁce a mere mouthful. In the dark she is all odor.. Touch

is nothing;'fingers areiinadéquatelyTsensitive to truly:
bommﬁnicate te the brain énother‘sfessenée or'distinguiSh—
able presence. Skih is rarely'more-than thaé, softness

' could ﬁe-anyﬁhing; Smell alone is unique, defining, it is.

9

'all-onehﬁas to go on in phe-dark. Perhaps for that reason

it is inde5cribable; therepis‘no vocabulary extensive enocugh

to éncomﬁasé all the particulars. It-can ohly’be expreséed
in ﬁerms'of SOmethiﬁg else, as simile, 6ne smell comparéa
to anéthgr. Like a rose, ;ike an apple, like freshly ;ut
,;érass, like rotton eggs,. like soéur milg, like a fesféring

wound. What does a rose smell like, in itself{ or an applé

e ——

i
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. or a’wound°' or a person,'for that matter? Catherine smells

like Catherine,’ her cunt smells like all others,'to be sure,-
but mostly 11ke 1tself only. in thlS way is she known to

him, as he must be to her. And it is-this that is remembered,

this unforgeable chemical signature that defines both the

permxaendthe territory that he or she claims.
While standlng out51de hls house snlfflng the alr,
he stops to browse in a bookstore. As he is flipping -

through a book, pausing to read a pessage 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.;_HBXt

to him a woman asks where the phi1050phy'seotiongis located.
Hearing her voice, smelling her scent,lhe ls unaware that
she is}addressing a clerk. “Turning to answer her, he allows
the book to fold over his thumb. When he sees that she is
not -speaking to him, he turns back to the volhme in his

hand. A tiny insect, the size of a carroway seed, zig-

zags across the bottom edge of the cover.)

The feucet~dripped very slowly- one drop every twenty

‘éeéohds or so. The big toe of each foot touched the aureole
behlnd each tap, the heels resting on the rim of the tub

where 1t met the wall, the scles flush against the tiles.

-

- T
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(The way she 11es. he is unprepared for her frail body.

L

She lies among the creased sheets that he has not changed in

- weeks, those creases 1ntwhlgh he longed to bury hlmselfx

Her face is ralsed from the plllow, she leans ogaﬁg,eiﬁbw,

she 51ts up. There is nothlng_between her breasts,_they'

qée split apait, her chest is as bony as a boy's.)

e, T

Joanne rotated her head under a different faucet: How

..could I tell what's holding you together? It could be me,

through your'own fingers.

washing my hair in the sink, while yoﬁ wonder how you slipped

-

-

s
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‘Montreal is a city of fusions. It is stone, glass,
. brick, cementf steel, aSphalt desire, copper, paper,-
dream, wood, plastlc, fused onto the tricorn, rlver— :

embedded extru51on of a dead volcano.

As a child, Joanne assembled the parts in increments, .

.

appending streets and districts as she learned their names,
uﬁtilféhe'ﬁad inoented a viable map of her exterior.

The growth of her hair paralleled the acquisition of
knowledée; each trimmed-off ineh of spYit ends corres-—
ponded‘to_something foigotten,.nOt lost but efficiently
removed. ‘ |

At,flfteen‘she,wanted to oaint a creased face with
beggy.eyes on the side of every building. Her body had
stopped gfowing, arrested in.mid—bloom. However care-
fully she applled her make- up or chose her clothes, she
mﬁihelways lookedmln.dlsarray, like an unplanned garden .

haphazardly,pruned She was considered odd, for she was

™

'earnest and rarely smlled

Kl

LY

She dlscovered late that she was not alone, that

people with intense frowns climbing into taxis had not

noticed her.

N o , . : .
It is a city of definitions. Studying an atlas, she
. realized that geography. is as ifrsonal as dreams.

»

.
: “r
FRSPPRP PP r



-

. SPERDAKOS /ULTRAVIOLET . 344

Years ago, Herold walked part way up Mount Rbyal.
Here.was the mystical center of the father who spewed

lava and ash. He“re§ched\§ chest-high rock that had a

" plague nailed to it in someone's honor. Sittihg.on the

rock he read The Myth of éisyphus, waiting for Someone

to_notice him. Then he would impress her {it would have
to be a her) with his knowledge of the absurd. A man
came by with a camera but he did not stop. When it got

dark Heiold 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, oné knee bent sideways, arms outstretched,
fingers curling upward from expoéed pglms;"Frém every
-citadel's fower the v;sta is the same: serial'st:éets
expanding to the broken wallsAip'a sembiance of_igsh-
:mérks or veins, the emptiéess beyond;-}Betﬁéen citiesv .
there is a no;ﬁingness that ﬁust be éé;verse@,.é deépaif

liﬁking cases of complacency. Alexander understands this

and it keeps him marching; his desire supresses his fear

- of hopelessness. Every city thus becomes one city, '

every forced march a return to the same’ place: the citadel
from which the streets radiate to the walls that he him-
sglf‘has smashed, the upholstered couch in the draughty

room, the good night's sleep on the perimeter of the void.

JFPRSIVE Y
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The image of each city, as he lies dreaming on his-

couch, is superimposed on those of. cities that came be-

fore it so that ‘there is only one city, planless, enar4

chic and 111 deflned, alleys and lanes openlng onto others

‘1n unexpected places, parks and squares appearing behlnd

doors falllng from their hlnges, rooftops juxtaposed »'
w1th sunken roads, the pattern of the whole forever un-—
dlscoverable. Thus the one city is a dream city, a nlght—
mare of imposeible debouchments and incomprehensible '
corridors;.with a center that offers no rest and a cir-
cumference thet is only an edge and‘not an exit.

The assertion that all cities are one city is so
demonstrably falee tﬁet"it must be repeaoed'contantly
in order to appear credible, and even éhen its veracity .
is limited To moments of extreme mysticism qr>abasement

or exheustion, heightened or degraded imagihation-

1 -

The fusion of Herold and Joanne into one living

" room, one kitchen, one bed and, alas, one bathroom turned
- e~ L R .

- M y ot

out to be, by both their standards, not without moments

of idyll. They ate out once or twice a week (The Bar-B-

Barn, Pique Assiette, Chez William Tell)Y ordered in -

from Hong Kong House, assimilated (when not simulating)

movies, took in a play or two at the Centaur and‘the\

sadie Bronfﬁan, all the while refining their>dramatic
technique in the company of a new co—srar——and still_
found time torcartograph their‘mutual physiogomies,

eliminating one'by_one the fancied dragons and puff—chee?ed



-
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putt; of unexplored coﬁntfies,.replacing theﬁévﬁifh
finely contouréd, new-world delineations of the limits
of intrepid discovery. . -

;éf -Joanne was bored_when Herold began spending more.
tiﬁe in such minutiae of his profession as correcting -
exéms and gradiné p;pers; but she sufferéd.this in-=
attentiveness without whine or plaint,> although hé didl
seem curiocusly expectant of a ﬁoétﬁle reactién. When

his academic cbmmitments became less pressing she sub-
mitted to iong afternéon walks (thevwéather having

turned benifn) which were studded with‘huances of Great
Moments in Histdiy_like_cloﬁes iﬁ avham;'-Walking from.
the Metroc po the Centaur Thegtre, fof:example, he ob—r .
served en Qassant thét ﬁﬁeAclock atoé the 6ld.sﬁlpician

e

' seminary that abutted NOtre Dame was the oidést public
tiﬁgéiece in North America, a fact which ;mpreséed her
more.than the declaimed intelligeng; that t%e o;der of‘
Grey Nuné, yhose convent at Guy and Dorchester they

‘often passed, was founded by one Madamed'Youville in

1730. - . .

H
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The double palisades of Thebes provide no protection

as the Macedonians make their way along the sunken road

that leads to the temple. The Thebans are massacred in

their houses, pulled ;rom'their closets and bedroomsv

and flung from their own windows into the streets where
the certs of pedlars sfill_clutter the'pessagewey. 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. ,Oniy‘Pindaf‘s house is
pessed over, for Alexander loves poetrye Slnmping on
their terraces, the.survivors are sold into slavery.
Alexander admires. the PYthian Cdes, so tﬂe aescendents

of Piﬁdar a;é allowed to escape jﬁst befaore the'city is -

burned to;fhe ground.

Herold decided it was better not to be hysterlcal.
After argulng Wlth his. w1fe he would be ashamed of his
-high-pitched squeellng. Each time he resonved to be calm
the-hext-time, so as to appeer wise and; perhaps,'long—_f
suffering. ' The next time he would fly off the handle
at the slightest provocation and then he would'be aghamed
agaln. He reallzed that if he couldn't change his tem-

perment he could perhaps explolt it. He became hysterlf'

cal at every opportunlty, forcing his voice to evex

ﬁﬁqﬁeakier octaves. He did it to spite himself. Now

he assumed he was curéd and kiiew how to look intelligent.

ar
R b

3

§
-
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The ciiy-is a book, he said.

Here comes a conceit, Joanne said, by way of the
seventeenth century. |

iheﬁ got their name, les Soeurs Griséé, a pun on the
wd d for drunk, by the way, because Some of the inhabitants
aéiused them of selling liquor to the Indians, and, as one
would expect, of helping them drink it;

That explains that.

The di%ensions of Tfoy are irrelevant: by now it
is only an idea. Its taverns and brothels and barrac#s and

decaying palace indicate that it is part of the City,

_but it is the most ethereal part, the mythic quarter of

memory and invention. For this reason it must be as-
similated différently so0 that Alexander, too, can partaké
of the myth. He sacrifices to Athena, he ekchanges his
armor for some weapons left bver from.the Trbjan War.

He is crgwhed with gold. He'concédés that‘Achilies was

a lucky man to have had Homer for a biographer. All the
while he is congratulatga for having Eome into Asia, for
&Entinuinq in the‘footstéés‘of his father, whom he des-

¢ F
pises.

A ki ks ol
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One morning, years ago, he sat outside on a lawn
chair. The back yard was very sma};; surrounded by
massive hedges and untamed trees. He had on an old hat
that he used to wear when he worked.in the gaiden‘and
he was calmly smoking.a_ciga;. The trees were full of
-birds that cameiand went but one particular bird nevért
left its_peréhzi_ﬂerold watched it-fbr a long time,
bobbingﬁits héad, lifti?g its wings a 1itt1e,_complacept
;in the sun. Finallyrhe tﬁrew a stone at it and it flew

away.

One time Joanne made a remark about the arrogance
of American tourists .(she had just fiﬁishéd-Ma;garet-
Atwood's surfacing) which elicited an'ih—aepth ex-
planation of thg.lack.of a Canadian mythology and the
fictionalization of American history to bring if into
line with basically Greek conceptions of gods and demi- "

gods.

No mortals among them,_Herold,said.
.Now we exchange'diaiogue, Joanne said. Like in
a French movie. - |
| I'll stop.

No you won't.

EDREAr S i
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At Ephesus the streets afe diviaed into'several
thoroughfares running east-west and others runniné ﬂ6§§¥_
south. Between these main arteries the side streeta'ane'
laid out. In passing from p01nt to point, therefore,_one
always has a choice of many alternate routes from which to
choose so that it is_  possible, within limits, to avoid
.repitition. " At some point, the rulefs-of the city block—
aded several 1ntersectlons in order to channel trafflc aloné'
preordalned ea51ly regulated byways, an 1mprovement that
the c1t%zens found 1r;;tat1ng. When Alexander comes, 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-
straiging their_exuberance before they had a chance to
_exterminate too many innocent victims in‘the_joyfnlgglush
of indiseniminate vengeance. ’

: . - ”",g%-p -

Herold always envied Frederick Barbaroasa, Eﬁt he
did not, like him much. Then Frederick drowned on his way
' to the second Crusade. There was a logic to that, a
pleaaing symmetry:‘the warrior king struck down by chance
before he could defend his warring god, his red beard
matted to his face, his cheeks swollen and blue in the

river.
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Miletué, natal city of Thales, Anaximander and

" Anaximenes.-‘Aristotle.sayq that-all'thing§ are full of -

gods. Miletus is full of lawyers and thieves.

Miletus, the liquid city where everything that exists
is alive. In this city of total vivification everything
is quéstioned, nothing assumed, myths like Alexander

deﬁigrated, realities like Alexander venerated. Here

‘Anaximander drew the first map of the world so that men

like-Alexander could figure‘dut where'the§kwerefgoing,

where they wanted. to go next, and what it would cost

) them-to get there.  In Miletus 1t is believed that thlngs

are created through a process of separation and malntaln
thelr predominance#through injustice. Alexander is wel-
come here for he proves the rule b351des, all things
retu*h to unity and quleﬂ:lnde in. time and when he sub-
sideslthere'will still be the water and the ai:. Miletus,
tﬁé flatulant city where the buildingS'ahd the‘streets,
the markets andlﬁhe courthpuses and the templés, breatiR
and fart. |

v,

In Miletus one is ever conscious of these things,

'bnot because they are'self-qvident‘but because they are

legislated. In a city of lawyers even nature.and the

nature of reality must be regulated. Appeal is possible

but judgment is final. These Miletian'lawyefs are.quite




- SPERDAKOS/ULTRAVIOLET | o o 382

\q‘!

content in tﬁgir profession,'not 6n1y_be¢anse it affords
them a high-standard of 1i§in§ (for their'servicés-are
always in_demand)( but-be;ausg.théy risk nothing in .
their disputes bﬁt‘pride, -qheée-disputes are ubiqui-
tous and can be witnessed on streetcorners, in shops,

in brothels and témplés. The participants view them

as a kind of intefnecine game from which the general
-popuiation is excludedi This ekclﬁéivity contributes -
to their individﬁatidﬁ} their seﬂse of separateness. ’

And everyone. who is hot'a"lawyer is a thief, whose

means of livelihood is'alﬁzyg'éuépect only the practice

©of law is considered respectable), and who is in .con-

" stant need of prosecution or defense. This is not an

unreasonable~assumptioh and the laﬁyersrhave no dif—
ficulti_in raLionalizing it: merchants steal-by'ex-
tracting unjust profits,.worﬁmen céeét their bosses
by giving less of themselves than the total servitude
and loyal;f fo; wﬁich they are paid,lphysicians and
ériésts deiudéuthe publié with spéctacle‘and abstrus;*

ness. Only the law is just and only lawyers justly

Eemunerated,‘for they provide a service at once indis-

pensible aﬁd_inescapable.
. When Alexénder‘entersrmiletus he is welqomed and
praiséd. Although he is not a lawyer he is a judge,

and it would be absurd to assume that one so powerful

+

could possibly be a thief,

Y

e otk
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Herold and Joanne-exchéngéd‘palpitaﬁions,‘often-'
but,unmagicélly; inaudible whispers, insensate grinding§
. without hedonistic flai;,jprefacéd by:deéultory-diaiogues
and warpwdrivé féreplay_thét eventﬁall&_pr&gressed from
the supéferogatofy—zg—éhe supergiiious, In'éhe twi-

ligh% of their ardor they bumped into each other in -

thE'dérki o \ | .

‘Herold tolthognhe that he was-easily scared,
-that paﬁic was his business, tﬁaﬁ if-she ue;e attacked
he would be qnabiél£o defend her. ‘Shocked, she exclaimed
- that surely he wodldtry; He 'said he would sun. She
éaid that was nicento_know. He told her that a fragment
d% sﬁch knowledge was-not'sucﬁ-a good'thing, really,
that you reach a point.where it's not enéﬁgh to know.
You wan;go?hgrslto-knbw that you knpﬁ so you teil-themr.
Iﬁ this way you haﬁe;?eaning: he' said. She'asked‘hiﬁ
" what that was and he told her it.was;a_lié 6f no.smai1

magnitude. * =

(="
.
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‘The‘harkets'of-Halicarnassus are-abnndantly stocked.
One can procure any manner of‘vegetable; viané.or.service.
Here it is conmon,‘becauserr the compleXity of choice,
for everyone to temporarlly spec1allze in the consumption
of one’ partlcular item. Thns there is a man_who_eats
j{;= nothing but tomatoes during‘the-first.tenAdays.of summer.
Another sub51sts on. figs for the seven days follow1ng _

hlS blrthday There is a woman, famous.for the ma951ve -
bone of her nose that causes the rest of her face to
appear squashed, who eats only cold lamb that has been
marinated in garlic and oregano for a fortnlght. There
(:zre those who will eat nothing but chicken. This.habit
£ specialization ertends to a}l fdrmshof consumption.
There ‘are hen”yho will only sieep'with'overweight women
with long dari.hairt 'Others’prefer boys‘with shaved heads.
This'maheS'for a certaiﬁ orderliness in the larée central
agora; for there is none of the general pushlng and

squabbllng that one suffers in the markets of other cities.

When one tlres of one's spec1a1ty, one is permitted to'

' A
-l

o . adopt another, provmded there is one avallable, and the’ -
% .

process of rotatlon is. constant and well-regulated. Still;
even }n the most sytematically organ;zed soc1et1es there.
are those who must‘go against the grain, motivated.perhaps
'bfman“incorrigibie malice or an unforeseen'need-to‘spite

.
LA

KV
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the geﬁeral godﬁ; These types must h&be a blt of every-
_thing and are selfishly dlscontent w1th their place in

the scheme of thlngs,'no matter how exalted it may be.
‘Sometlmes, if they enforce their depradatlons w1th
suff1c1ent selﬁ-confldence, they are honored as heroes.
More often they are assumed to be lunatlcs and confined

*y

accordingly.

It used to hurt but now-it'siSOft} she'said of his
beard. |

It's mellowed.

Tom says we'll be divorced in two weeks.

ICohgratulations. There'1l be a reception}:of
cqprse.r | |

a

I'11 get drunk.

You'll scramble your senses. .

.. Too bad I like you better when I'm sober.
That's not what you say when you're drunk.

=

Now he was crazy for'ice'cream.- He would regain

the welght he had lost by eatlng sever 1 plnts of it
a day He would will himself to do 1t as -he he had w1lled'
hlmself to stop Joanne would be strong and have courage.

"whlle he succumbed to unmedlated de51re. This is what
he‘told h;mselfl -He would take her face between hlS hands
and ‘say: Look, now I'm not hungry anymore. |

®
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' He asked Joanne what ehe did in a typical day.

She said'sheléqt up, then washed;i;He'asked héé how she
washed. She didn't uﬁderétand'the queefion. He peintea
out that surely she must plSS first, as he hlmself had
\had ecca51on to observe. She said, startlng_over,.that'
she lay in bed for five minutes or so,'coming ake, then
got up, pissed, washed and had'a drink of'wat,éjtr maybe
a glaee of jtice. He asked her agaln how ‘she’ washed if
there was ‘some unvarying order to the way she dld it, or
if the process was random from day to day. She told hlm_
that first she gotlsoﬁe‘freehﬁtowels, then she took a
ehower,.washing‘first her hande; then her face, then
her neck,_working her way down her body, leeving her feet
énd.enus‘for last, then her hair,‘thenlshe turned .off

the eheeer and bfushed the excess water from her hair, .
then she dried her bedy,.then hef'ears (with toilet paper),

thén she blew her nose, then'she brushed her %eeth then
'she drled her halr, then she ate a plece of toast. Hs
~asked her if it was exactly the eame every day.l She
'éaid she supposed it was a habit. He inquired about tﬁe
toast. She said_sheeaee it with butter,lflour,eﬁgar énd. ,
cinnamon. Again he.asked if this routine never varied.

she said that sometimes she ekipped the toast or indulged

P

- in an English muffin, . :
: ' : DR
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At Siwah Alexander visits the reknowned shrine of

Ammon. It is situated in an oasis surrounded by a desert

inhaﬁited only'by snakes and crows. The site Af-the
'éh:ine is remarkable féf the unusual character of its'
climate- The warmest time of day is midhight, when the |
“heat is vifﬁually unbeafable, while at,noon-the,sun,
which is as fefoéioqsly bright heré as elsewhere in °
North Africa, p;esides ovef”thelcdldest portion 6f the
daily cycle. This'bhenomenon, not sufp:isingly; is
éttributed to the whim of the god who is‘ﬁpr?hippéd pheré.
The loca%ﬁériests, ever minaful of tbe incomprehensible,
greet Alexané?f as Ammon's sén,-a deificétion which he
has no trq#?ie acceﬁtin@}.having qfteﬁ been bemused‘ﬁy
the mysterious depﬁhs of his own-hatpre.
( .

A definite pattern begins to .emerge, Berbld said,

coddling his genitals in a Facelle Royale.

ote = .

.

. Like what? . ' A

I detect a cer?ain,decline in‘this 1ovemagﬁng

thinéf A je ne sais quoi pas.’ Wo;kmanlike; ;ht.
.fggoulﬁ I be insuiied, or what?
No, but one wonders.

What a bastard of a thing to say.

An innocent observation. In extremis post coitum.

Not to hurt;Yoﬁr feelings or anything.

_Not at aii;_asshoie.

Vet
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He told Joanne that he, too, did the same: things

- -

the same way every day. He wonde;ed what would'happen

~if he got up some morningAand changed'the order of

things; ff;/éor example, he shaved the left side of hlS -
face first 1nstead,of-the right or of he trimmed his ”
muetache before he shaved his n;ck.' She‘observed that
the‘question was somewhat academic as he now had a beafd
{he had hogéﬂ it would‘be red but it wasn't).- He.Said
that it was just as well, since.he ﬁas-always afraio_to
disrupt the pattern in case such wanton willfuinees,J

such early morﬁiog hubris, might bring him bad 1uck.

She was surprised to discover that he weseso‘supetstitioue. .
He confessed that he suffered-%rom a thousand'superstition;t
i;stituted.primarily to counteract the possible ill effects'

()}9f any\arbltrary, perverse act of defylng his own systems.

7‘ He went of to describe in some detall his secret vlce of
wood knocklng . For years (51nce hlgh school) he ‘had been
knocklng on tables, chalrs, counterbottoms, wall moldlngs,'
etc., without even thlnklng about 1t. SOmetlmes he. caught -
hlmself tapplng on something wooden w;th the tip of ‘his
m;@dle finger, always-ln the same rhyvthm: two short taps,
pauseé’; two mofe.short taps, pause, two long taps. He

:-eouldn't help himself. He oouidnft stop doing it. Some-

-
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times wﬁen he was doing it,co_sciously he would try to.
stop. Usually\he would Qg/zgznking'of SOmethieg ﬁe was
afraid dﬁ;'iike goidg'to prisen-or getting mugged or
beeominglimpotent;_ When.he.told'himself that‘yt wes
_stupld and that he shouldn t be.kllllng thousands of

' flngertlp gells in pursult of such folly, the thought
"of the thlng he feared would flll him up, preoccupy

him until he relented and’ commenced tapplng. It was,
he said, the only way-he could get those fears out ef
his mind: tap-tap, tap—taﬁe‘tap, tap. He g;ew more and
more afraid that if he didn't do it, the,fbad things
woﬁld haPpen. It,seemedwlike such d‘emeil price to pay .
teAavoid the.unthihkable: six taps‘and he was safe.

It was like an abstract kind'of prayer.

Upon enterlng Babylon one' is 1mmedlate1y conscious,

of two pecullarltles- there are a great number of ghosts

&f)the city, and elso.an exceptiondlly large force of
prostitutes lining even the most humble streets. Eﬁery'
building seems to befhauhted, the air is filled with the
: helf-heard dialogues ot invisible interlocutors, the
.uneasy feeling of belng constantly under surveillance

is perva51ve, even in moments of apparent solltude. In
Babylon one is never alone. All of the bulldlngs are

. veryiancient{ no new edifice heVing been erected within

living memory nor, indeed, within the last two centuries.

i

Slatiaiad
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Most of the streets are somewhat-tooAnatroﬁ for contem;
porary carts to traverse without difficulty, for the
axles of these_modern'vehicples are_made rather larger
than in fo:mer‘times and, in any c¥§§$\are.all of foreign
manufacture- .This tenas to cause a virtually‘permahent-
trafflc jam and on some days there is no movement at all.
The Babylonlans are somewhat embarrassedwhy this, for they
are convinced that their ancestors are observing their every
action (or inaction) and enumeratiné with-disgust their‘
every flaw. Once convinced. that their imperfections are
insurmountable, however, they feel free to abandon theme
selves to every form of 11cent10usness, it being 1nev1tab1e
that they can never hope to. match the high standards of
thelr forefathers no matter what they do, and this accounts
for the flourishing trade 1n'sexual favors. In. Babylon
‘Alexandér communes with the shadow ofAchiIies,-and,
knowing.that he can neve:.emdiate‘the illuetriousness of
his model,-alfhbut succumbs to_the city's characteristic

self-abandonment.
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Qa\ﬁwAbéd, he eyed her:stfiding ac:oss’thé'room.* He
noted‘heﬁﬁdispropbrtioné, her posture, the lack of fine
tuning in her skin and bone structure, the beévy fall of
her feeﬁ. It put him in mina of £he way she groomed
Qerself,.the meticulous application of colof, highlight,
Hyperbole of lash and brbw. Transfixed in mirrored
concentration, éolipsistic among brushes,‘péneils,
'applicaﬁors} vials of viscéus, bottled beauty and nostril-
-searing’bases and polishes, she wés lost to him,ras he
supposed he was lost to her, tfimﬁing his toenails into
thé bathtub, fo;getting to flush theﬁ away. Wasrtﬁis
. so different from the uxorial travails of narcissism

he had benignly ignored for a fifth of a century? Yes,

[y

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 amd

a—

yellow and white. She said it was beautifﬁl in the after-—.
noon wheﬁ no one was around, but that it was so h;t she
could remembexr only colors. No Shapes; It was'vexg

basic forAa.while, éhe-cﬁnginuéd,_and then Tom would

want to go somewhere.. She admitted'that at night‘it was .
like any place else where peoplerhave a few érinks,énd‘
éﬁchange'erOticisms, but during the day it was-fhe greatest

blue in the world.

ERIROTES §
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Memory: the,cqmmingling shadows of treeslsﬁlaéhing
_the'ground, the'eudden appearence of eastone ﬁélf—wall;
‘the thin layer of -loose dirt on top of the wall, the bere
'ground on the other 51de, the weak sunllght thlnly spread
over the path. ,l ' T

Grosvenor at dawn, completely deserted the sound
of a bus acceleratlng on nearby Queen Mary Road.

On St Helen s Island walklng along the river,
the pointless lapplng of - the water,-the immense canti-
levers of.the Jacques Cartier Bridge.

~The heavy gargoyles lining the eves, the rough grey
stone of the building, the yellow w1nd0ws, the sign: -
WATCH OUT FOR FALLING ICE. | o

‘The red lipstick thickening Catherine‘e-ﬁouth, the
thin line of her lips visible at close range, the greasy

~smear of the kiss.

R ]

o L



‘and nations, the sterility of pure strategy and diplo-

' SPERDAKOS /ULTRAVIOLET - R | 38 o

HBe had decided_at_some point that history was an

important thing to know. ' He was attracted by the ab—

_straetness of it: strlpped of its color, of the 1nc1dentals -

of names, dates and places, there was a. geometrlc beauty

to it, a purlty of form ‘and llne in the movements of

mass migrations, the-swelling'and diminishing -of peoples '

matic maneuver. It was reducible to elements that inter-~

-

related in a pattern‘of inevitability, sustained by re-

L 4

curring, ineluctable themes of hdhger, space, exchange,

aggressiop, power. .It.was self—reflexive: it was about
itself,rrhe artifice oflits patterns were'about'nething
but themselves. History was a theory about itself.
Nthing meaningful ever happened: .it was just a question
of glamour, of glamourlzlng the collectlve memory, and
Herold did not believe in heroes, progress, great men,
gods_or glamour.

’f' .

The city of Susa is dominated by 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‘peopie, superior

in kind to all others; theyJare blessed with-an unlimited

freedom oﬁ-egress should they'come under attack from the
landward side; their streets flow away from the river in

broad boulevards that mimic the curvaceous meanderings 4

LN
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of-rﬁshing w&te;. The city is copstrpctea in such a way”
that from évéry point-fhe river is;visible; thué,~no

pui ing:'éspecially near the waterfront, is allowed

to be built too high and an artificial s1ope has beén

laboriously fabricated so that the entire city slants

' upwajd_instiers.'-Naturaliy, the gods that are worshipped

‘here are river gods and the staple of the local diet is

fresh~water. fish. Alexander, impatient with such pro-
vincialism, orders the erection of huge silos behind the
piers, so that the populace may enjoy bread made from

imported grains.. This, of course, obliterates all view

‘of the river from alls but the 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 théfeafter on

grain-fed fish.

-

Joanne ehptiéﬁ him like a jar of jam. This is what
he thought: she- spread’him on her toast and licked the knife.

-
- . ]

Yes, Joanne, I am going to wander‘off. "A week here,

a week there, a change of venue, ‘T shall spendlmy,money

- -

]

girls with no teeth in infernai sub-baéementS}

.

ey

-
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Mobilized, he réshﬁfflga his pack, demanded a
rgdégl, sought the dgcisive hand that wbuié win-the '
pot. Only theestakeS'elﬁaed‘him.;‘Hé'difcléé? he
feinted, he yo—foed, he‘aimed.at the 3qn,ﬂ5ut Hé_found '
himsélftéibe a éreéture of éon£inénts, not_séés aﬁd_ékiesﬂq

He zeroes in, testing his valence.

Well, what do you bgiieve.in?
Hard to say. - fu_ - A -
Do.you belieée in lifé after death?

I have no eschatological expectations, no.-

You don't believe'in'heaven and heli? - - s
. ; don't believe in heaven; no.

But you believe in hell? . . - -
I believéfin'damnation. | o . ‘ | - _&‘
How about gra;e?

Grace is a good one. Goes with damnation, right?.
so are you to be damned or saved? ’

‘I'm té ignoré the wholg thing and see Qhat-happeﬁs.
What do you think will happen? N

My brain shrugs its shoulders.
. »:_1‘ <_ ’;'f

el f

‘Donlt you think you could make something happeﬁj’*: :
one way or the™ather? -
I really hate to be presumptuous.

BEYE
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: -
That sounds vaguely irresponsible.

v ) . . : ’ ~

Aha. . - A -

LikQIYOu don't want'to‘have'control of your'own ,

So that's my problem.
oh, stop it. e R
¢It_stope by-iteelf;_sooner or 1$£Zr. |
I'm goiog to leave you alone how. |
Hey you..
-Héf me what?
Try ooﬂ“to penic.
;
Persepolls is well known for the majesty of its

bulldlngs, which tend % be several storeys higher tham

those in other cenEral Asian c1t1es and employ far greater

amounts of marble and granlte. ~There 15 hardly a bulld;ng ’
| 1n the ent re city that is w1thout a columned portlco
éhd an_ela ate frieze on its entablature. Thls is the

- pride of Persepolis: that one can scarcely take e_bath

or buy a tenderloin of pork without participating in
ﬁhe uhiquitous,grandeur. Every shop and every stable is
a: monument. 0ddly, the ‘people are not jaded by constant

contact with such magnificence; a;thoﬁgh'they pretend

to be blasé and to take for granted'the splendor of their

daily surroundings, they are_always reminding themsélves

-

~
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O i .

- that they llve in PERSEPOLIS the world's flnest, ‘most

E exc;tlng c1ty (desplte the hlgh crime rate, slovenly

state of publgp services’ and 1nev1table-decrep1dat10n

s

of some of the older edlflces), and ‘that their personal

sogQ}stlcatlon is unparalleled When they boast to

cutsiders that”they.are natlve Peréeéolites, they.mean a

- 4 N

to inspire envy and awe, the same awe that they themselves -

feel toward their own situation, for théy can hardly be-

lieve that they are so fortunate as to liVe here, iﬁithe

capltal of the world. They are somewhat 1nsq;ted and '

confused therefore, when Alexander, far from holdlng )

them and their clty in the accustomed reverence, chooses

to burn down some of fheir finest buildings, including

that centerpiece of modern cfvilization, the palace of

the Persian kings.

@ Herold thought he'might-like to be.dead.- The
problem ﬁas that there were so few really appealing ways ’

of reallzlng that thought,‘ He thought of guns (too messy),

4

Jlngestlng ma551ve amounts of toxlc chemlcal substances |
'(rather drawn out ‘and unpredlctable), openlng‘hls velns o
o inca Warm tub (a llttle too classlcal in a pretentlous

Aﬂsort of way), and drownlng (he would rather hlS 11fe dld

not pass before hlS eyes, that-h;swbéard were. not, matted

.“‘v‘

ttoﬂhls face, that his dheeks were not swollen and blue.

. ——
)

e
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‘upbn discoverYi. Leaping'ffom tall buildings was de-~

finitely out (too sensational), and taking wing in -

front of a rushing t:aiﬁ was too disconcertingly literary .

'(not tq mention thé\gnpigasantly suggestive symbolism). - -~

il }

J , /

The means wefe‘undeniaﬁiy'ugly, although the end was not

. . ‘ . o : :
without its attractions. But he would never do such a.

thing, for fear of addihg one more failure to an already

tediously prolix 1i$t.

Be tdlerant, he said a% the door.
I'm glad you;re back, Joanne said.
I'm possessed of an arcane prurience. It unhinges

my éynapses.-

r

I'm flattered. .-
.Memory in the making, cbnsgiously being constructed:

The sound of the timer going off on the stove. A.
tangle gf tree roots and underbrush between two paths on °

the mountain. The smell of roasted chicken. The river-

- at night,; seen from a rooftop reétaurant;.their reflectibns

in the'Windpwrbsmiling- ‘The changing color of.the bar-bfque.

- -

.

sauce as it comes to a _boil.
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I got used to having you around.

L, AR

' Was not her voice the mereet tad too nasal?
Me too.i | o .
fn the sink the trimmings of his beard; which was
now contoured to accentuate the shape of haS'face.
- In his brainibatherine buzzed like a bee in a glass

. . —~

jar. . rd
The %ﬁblic works of Pasargadae are its moét outj'
standing'feature. indeed{'itfie a city of sewers. A
- Vaet network of claf and‘stone pipeellies beneath,the
| lstreeta'and,'in fact, forms an nnderground city in
{ . its own right, compiete with inhabitants and a code |
L - _ of laws. These sewer dwellers"often lounée on street—e
corners during mldday, 1ean1ng up agalnst the walls of

bUlldlngS and temples, begglng alms and mocklng passers-—

. : . by. At nlght they return to thﬁlr subterranean dwellings:.

unused trlbut

les, abandoned shafte,_the escarpment that
bisects each pipeline which-wae %riginaiiy intended to
serve as a walkway for workmen and englneers- .Every s0
often a s€'¥} is done and statlstlcs generated to prove
that a- greater percentage of the populatlon/?e51des in
‘the sewer system than 1n the 01ty proper. No steps are’

taken to allev1ate thls 1mbalance however for\;he

k ‘ sewer-dwellers perform theauseful functlon of unjammlng

v“
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~{m"" , blodked.pipes and generallyAkeep'tﬁiﬁgg“fIOWiné"sgoothly,
as indeed they must to ensure.theiff;nn comfott: so .
_deééndent, in ;act, have the‘Pasa;gadaeans become on
_the ﬁinistrations.gf their fellow citizens nnderground
- that tney have.learned to bear with eqﬁanimity, and

. even with smiles and encouragement, the steady bafrage of

insnits‘and mocking epithets that these derelicts level’

I

at them from every sidewalk all afternocon.

>
~

I'1l never-get married again, -no matter how
attractive the man is, no matter how great‘ne is in
bed, no matter how much he makes me iauéh, no matter
how well he cleans his teeth. S
| ) ﬁnder-no circumstances?' o
‘No matter how intelligent he is, no matter how .

- . .
- much pain he fails to cause me.

_ S ,
. ' _xt'became'apparent,jas'his thought develdped,'that )
things broke down, became more discrete.' Hlstory became
Ca serles of moments, a compllatlon of little meanlngs .

patched-together, and the 1mpllc1t truncatlon of cause

L . @

and effect made the. 1nter10r dynamlcs 1rre1evant. Those

human elements, thoughts and feelings, that had prev1ously
o

shaped thlngs lost nece551ty The thlngs now spoke for

themselves, dlctated thelr ‘own unconcelved patterns.

. . |

- .. .The lines and colors that at one time were arranged to

-,

¥k
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‘depict specific referents--a tree, a nude; a boﬁl of |

id

fruit--were reduced to what they were: 11nes and colors. :

They were defined by their own mlnlmallzatlon- they were

- b3

finally allowed to express thelr own reallty w1thout

the burden of reflectlng something other. They had

become themselves. But this decomposition did not stop

with the achievéhent of abstraction;' It became distanced;

-eventually reallty became more and more flltered until

_1t lost shape entlrely‘-and this chaos was a. klnd of

cosmic psych051s._ Breakdown was unrversal, recovery

optional. aha, Herold concluded, a recrudescence of

 hysteria that must be denied emotional hegemony.

v

At the heart of Samarkard lies an immense cemetary,

| virtually a city within the city. Each grave is marked
_identically with a small hexagonal obelisk about three
'feet high, ,on one face. of whlch is* carved vertically,

‘the name of the deceased and the dates of his 11fe, the

latter reckoned in years from the founding of the 01ty.

il

. _The graves are lelded 1nto blocks of lots, separated

by W1de, tree- llned lanes. These blocks are segregated

. aCCOrdlng to soc1al class, occupatlon,-manner of d:a?h o
c1ty.

and degree of contrlbutlon to the development of t

- The place of greatest honor is‘reserved for those‘who A
'.dled in battle, followed by c1ty officials and publlc

: admlnlstrators,‘arlstocrats, tradesmen and lastly, the

o

.

;-

incATAR
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insolvent. Women are buried-éeparétely, harlots in
one block, .all others in anQﬁher, with the former being

marginally more exalted. Among the living it is a
-~ ¢

-matter of ‘the graveét urgency where bne will be buried;
~ every ambition is directed toward procﬁt!ihg a gteaterk

" post-mortem status than one's fellows. In this iegard-

-

‘the female residents are faced with a paradox, seemingly

- designed to. test their inéenuity:'although whores are ° -

treated with greater respéct after death, they are univer-

‘sally reviled while alive. Thus no woman actively chooses

this proﬁession'unless¥she-possasses the moral csurage
to sacrifice worldly honor far posthumous reward, and.

. - e, . . .
that is the reason why she is so respected after death.

He leaned back against the. plush of Eg chair and

experimented with the near and distant focus of his eyes,
. y ;

watching first the river, then their reflection in the

window, then'the_river,7then Joanne's face which was

partially obscured behind a haze of smoke.
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-» a glamourous and timeless city. This is Ecbatana, a

of every buildiné, monumental columns carved in bas-relief ~
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* Begin with a mountain. In this light (there is

none) it is only a father. Around its slopes construct :

city of embellishments. CarvVed heads jut from the cornices .
) . [ : ) A L4

with historical and mythologicél scenes punctuate each

intersection, no post or fixture is considered finished
until it is embroidered with flowery excrescences and

'elaborate ornamentation in the form of carved vines and

superfluous bronze trellises. Strangely, none of this

—

brilliant but useless decoration is visible unless one
stands right next to it. From a distance the city presents
an aspect of implacable_seyérity and coldness, to which

-3

the huge central mountain contributes the greatest partL o u

The inhabitants, too, convey an impression of distance

and lack of warmth, and tend to be laconic and sarcastic.

Only when orie knows them better does it Become obvious

.that they are rather dverly fond of rhetorical flourishes,

'for,‘like their,cityh'they give nothing to the uninitiated.
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‘Joanne was alseep when he came into the room. She

wore only a b:aland panties, exposed;tb-draught and loss

" of heat. She was beautiful, of éourse, as all sleepers'are;
.awash in flickering Late Show light_from the télevision.'
'He covered her with a floral sheet that diérnot match

A —

the pillowcases, tucking the end around her feét. :Théy
- were dead, unresponsive'to tickling Strokeq, white, red-
 taloned, cold. He watched her body carve a groove of.

warmth into the sheet, her eyelids vibrant with dreaming,

_as the icy, spastic TV beam irradiated her. His hands e

N

were wet, his legs shook: he was free.

Each body-in the crowd--perhaps unconsciously but
né;ertheless‘pércebtibly——étiffens when he appears. Each
body is wary, fgaring‘andghoping that it will be‘notiCed,

btacing.itSelf'for an unexpected blow. When nothing - -
1happeﬁs'i£ is as if a great victory has been won, an

. . 1Y . -
arduous task brpught to a -successful conclusion.

It is the lack of solemnity that is disquieting.
-;" : h . . L
And Bagoas, dancing in the open air beneath the.
o R ‘ o
white buildihgs?‘ 2 few banal words are_exchanged among

‘the spectators, whose CQnVefsation is strangely lacking
in animation. _
It is the same wherever they march, all ciﬁﬂis

being one city, Alexandria, Alexandrianopolis.

-
Yy '

sted A ST



Interlude.

The end.of snbﬁ_was tﬁe‘beginhiﬁé of~-what?

High‘fasﬁion on the boulevard, so\to épeak. Longf 
haired French glrls in high-waisted skirts and crlsp |
blouses-on St Catherine St., well- c01ffed hangers-out
spilling from sidewalk bistros,_warm nights of wgl%f
groomed exc1tement° - - .

Somethlng-llke that.

RN

_St. Denis St. debates on the comparatlve w1$dom _

of Marcuse and Malraux, Sartre and Barthes, LeVesqueh,ﬁa

and talk show hostess/maitresse du culture Lise Payette?

_'The;e,waé that. y
" _Other manifestations of eéﬁhl ihs}gnificancé, to&l
gether with a_generai feeling thaf winter is really a
plot cooked up in sdme'demented c&smic imagination?
That,.too. ‘
Loéus:Jifaul Bradley's;kiichen.
Presént?F‘Paul Bradley, Alan Sansavar.
“Absent: Joanne Harrington.

The Deal: The cards afé dealt face dowm iﬁ‘the

" layout known as the Celtic Cross.

1
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Descrlbe Paul:~ He has cancelled dreams of 1ong

: yachts and lazy days of mlxlng metaphors in trop1ca1

forelgn‘cllmes, although poetry ls'etlll as good a line
. » : ‘ )
as any, and better than most, for knocking off a guick
- Descrlbe Alan- He has the blg connectlon, the open
wire to outer space in a- metabollc rush of intellection,
/ .
the occult flow of supra sanity along the open—\\t%ched

gauge of the Grand Enigma Solved--the key unrlddled

the way illumuned, the prophet desplsed naturally,,

LY

but not'in his own kitchen. ‘ Da—

Dialogue follows.

We should really chopse a female ca;d,'seeing as‘she

is in absentia, as it were, which limits us--well, actually,

" it doesn't limit us very much at all. Something appropriate,

th0ugh;g Let's see. Not Temperance, surely. Hmm. Here -
we Bo. La'Papesée.\‘The High ériesteséiuo you.
ﬁait a minute. What's.thielhigh priestess bueiness?_
Oh, a number of thingsﬂ'lThereTs this sort of spurious
1égend about Pope Joﬁn.VIII,_that he was feaily a womah“ |

from Malnz, I thlnk named, Johannes Angellus. There's

‘a connectlon raght there Died in chlldblrth,'apparently.

) _Doesnjtjseem terribly relevant-somehow,'except for
the names . . 7 |
Well, the story's apocryphal anyway.

L]

LIt



The High Priestess

-

She talks to Herold. .He loves her;”doésn't he?"
He's old: gone, fifty. "It doesn't matter.  He knows all

" the tricks, but he pretends to have_forgotﬁéh them.

Sometimes he's there and sometimes he. isn't.. He moves
in and out. She doesn't care. She doesn't know where .

he goes.when he's gone but that's okay. He's in touch

with$his wife. She doesn't mind. His wife woula like
him to come home to her; maybe he's Erying to make up-
his mind. Jealous? ‘No, not,anyﬁore. Hé's weak, the

-~

. poor bastard.

s . ' R .
Bow did it happen? AR - <

She guesses it was her fault. He had his eye on-

" her, though. She wanted him (he had class, ha ha).

-
-

The rest was clear enough.

She ‘talks to him. He loves her.
I.do, you know. - N
1 think'you do.

[
]

You think I'm confused. I'm trying not°to burden

you. I don't'wént ydu_to think you have to put udp with  .

me.

I was wondering. I mean, why you come and go.

I don't want you'td think I'm trYiﬁg-to‘take~ovérlj

your life..

ERENSTE R AT - T

.
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What happened that‘yeu don't love your wife?

_if it important? - = .

13

379

Is it because she made xﬂ% feei_emall when she 1efté

- Do you ‘want me to love her?
I want you to do what you want.

: I.Weht to do what T want: —

(teeth still good, a gap between the two front ones)

. and. does things with his eyes that she supposes are

meant to be endearing. Maybe they are. She must have -

© picked him~fbr aﬂ%eason.

-
-

‘ . . T~
Alexander and Aristotle walk through the city,

‘sﬁé talks to Herold. He glves her little smiles

which, 1}ke'meny others, is named ‘Alexandria. They pass

,through,stfeéts and gardghs, groves and squares; they- ‘
. . . o ‘ .

~ stand on balconies and gesture et the view; they light

torches to illuminate subterrdnean passagewaygz they

cllmb staircases and run jerkily down ramps.

Almost the entlrety of . the Arlstotellan qus dates

from the period 334 to 323 B.C.; that is, fFrom Alexander.s

'.1nva51on of As;e te his death a decade later,'

)

There are three

Fy

as they rest on _a stone bench: creation, which is tele-

.

types of science, Ariétotle says

' ological~ actien, whi&h is self‘%uffiéient‘ and theory,

/fhlch is self reflexlve. The a ter lS superlor, for the

man whe engages in it needs nothgpg but his own mind.

-
: e
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man: & beast or a god. .And each city is separate and

. am its-bestiié;§od.

.dog

- him, didn't she? "~

S,

=y

SV
I am that man, Alexander says. ?hereAis‘nothing,
out;i@elthe city,_excepi mirrors which reflect the city,
and the city is my imagination.
" The city. is a part of nature, Aristotle says} and

not of law. It is inherené,‘not‘statutory- ‘Whoever

lives without a citf is either higher or lower than a

independent, self-sufficient untoiitsélf.

-

No, Alexanaer says. There is only one city and I

b 4

" When Herold is gone she eats rather poorly: a hot
_ ‘ T _ , [ .
hére, a salad for lunch, lots of bread. And sweets.

*

The

creamy,kind: fat mdchas;'petit fours, milles feuilles.

She doesn't have to worry about her weight. She wishes

. : ~ : .
she hdd a dog, like Pluto, her mother's Great Dane. He

| wow%d put his hedd on her lap and she would kiéé‘hih‘v

on the nose. She let him lick her moutﬁ.v'shejloved

- . - I
e .o . .
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;‘-eeH;/wés always underfoot leap;n& on hex whenever shen .
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mode of transportatlon. .

- ’ Lo . . . -
T N

ST RTR TSR By It

r

- She is ready. A suitcase is packed.. It's a heavy
g =

one, even empty._ She Slts in a. chalr and looks at 1t-

it's as: SOIld and as at—home as a plece of furnlture._

all she has to do nQW‘ls,dec1de‘on a destination -and a Y _ .

L e

She goes into the bathroom and looks at the pzlls- : o
" - - »
in.the cablnet. Each bottle is from a dlfferent drug-’ Y

™

‘store. %here doesn'! £ seem to be very many. . = ) LT

]

She'51ts on_the tomleﬁ set:and palnts'her ggils

Chinese Red. , Thére is a lot of noise from the traffic

outside. There is a streetlamp right outside her bed-

room window and when she 'goes to sleep at night she. -
has to bury her‘face in a pillow. C '
N _ ' - 2

Hi, Joanne, hoWw are you?
I don't feel well.
*".Wwhat's wrong? L. R

I've been'thtowing dp..

There's flu goipg §EOund.- Are_youfalrighte :

Sure, -Mom. How's Pluto?: - - o e "

:Hefmisses\you.j_i; ' Lo K

~ ! Lt . . “woo. ._‘ . > p ‘ ‘. ‘
._‘Pluto was destroyed years ago. After her second . . IR,

dlvorce, Joanne s mother cquldn t stand hav1ng hlm around.u_ :
. T , L & [ ] e

4

appeared ob11v1ous to her commands 'Shefhad to dlose *.‘_{Lff
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the doors to all the rooms in the house 56 that he wouldn't
rip them apart, carry pieces of clothing or cushions from
room' to room, or let go with an unexpected mrination:
%he grew tired of always having to remember to close the -
doors behind her whenever she went from the‘bedrOOm_to

’ . . Lot
the kitchen. She didn't want to live behind closed doors
just because some stupid animal 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

all the carpeting on the stairs, so that she was ashamed
to have anyone in. So she had him put away, had the

house recarpeted and repainted, learned to play bridge,

'and told herself that Pluto had gone to live im the

country with a nice family that let him plaw outside
all 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.

Jodhng decided that she was pregnant. The prophy-
lactic foam she had been using since her separation from
Tom (Paul: This stuff is disgusting; Hereld: Kind of a
mood killexr, isn't it?) had obviously let hex down.

Her gynecologist concurred (Congratﬂlations, Mrs. Harring-
ton!}. She thought it would be a great injustice to have
the thing scraped out of her womb, although it“wés bare-
ly into the reptilian phase of its develbpment. Oon thé

other hand, it made her nervous to think of it growing

B Ry 3
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inside her like a.pinch of yeast in warm water. It

would be born in March: a Pisces, like her.

I giss him. Don‘'t you? )

You should see the house. It looks brand new.
I had all the wooden mouldings varnished.

I'l1l have to stop by.-

Her mother smoked cigarettes with charcoal filters.
She kept them in Ehe‘refrigerator so they wouldn'tugo
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.

I got a new glass table .for the patio. Wé can

sit outside.

I've decided to go to Toronto, Herold said.. I'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 I r;;lly don't see the point in
th;t kind of thing. 1It's not imperaﬁive to change that
radically. This Qay I can just sort of slip into some-
thing comfortable and still recognize ‘myself.

Well, good luck.

‘ bon't you want to come?
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You want to take me with_you?
I think that might be nice.

/
\Don't you think I'm happy where I am? -

-

She went out to the balcony where he sat peering
at the traffic. . |

Do you think I'm getting fat?

You look fine to me.

i've put on about five pounds.

It doesn't sho;. N

Lodk at this. (She grabﬁed an inch of flesh at her
side and rolled it between her fingers.)

Well, what do I know.

Three larg? trucks rumbléd past.- He;old scrutinized
them closely, as if they were carrying his most precious
belongiqgs.

You love this place too much to leave it, Joahne said.

I wish I.did.

t I had a dream that I was repeating a phrase

over. It's not what is that counts,

but wha if. is, if. ‘ ‘\\\’_

I have no idea.

You're dreaming in color. Isn't that what the French
say?
One of us is.

3
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In less than a yeal she had merd four times: from
Tom's to Paul's toLthe 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 defoliated tree that had »
been one of P;uto's favorite pissoirs.
Like a gypsy-
Like a tennis ball.
Like a migrating bird?
Oh, stop it.
Those crab apples are in pretty bad shape.
'Laée_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
T'more without getting sick but by then shé was usually
drugk. At home shé filled her refrigerator with food
and éte as often as .possible. She filled herself until /i/
it hurt, until she had eradicated every trace of hunger,
'every last murmur of appetitg; She let hergelf be pick-
ed up by stranq?rs in the bar and let tﬁemvfill her up,

toco, with their small talk, ampitions, failures, lies,

abuses, charm, guirks and silences. She read as many
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bocks as she had time foy: Beautiful Losers’ The Alexandria

Quartet, Anna Karenina, Good Morning,rnidnight, Henri

Troyat's biography of Tolstoy, the diaries of Anais Nin. d/’/\

July 28.-. I haven't had a diary since high school.
Whom does one write for? Don't you always expect that
someone will read it years later? How can you be ﬁqnest
under those circumstances? My high school diaries are
lost. I ?hink I threw them away..;I would be ashamed
of them now. They were full ;5 thé usual adolescent
stuff, bovs I was in love with. Whgn I 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, so that the woman would know
what she was getting. Paul did it, I'm sure, out of pri&e
in himself. So did Tolstoy, probably. Today I skipped
lunch and I was hungry all day. After work I ate a smoked
meat and french fries at Dankoff's. The guy I was_with

said he was a software salesman. All hg had was a cup

of coffee. He lived in a high-rise the corner of

Guy and Maisonneuve.® He saigd re was a pool in the
building. I heard his neiqhb rs fighting all nighi’long.'
Summary: he was an undistinguishdd lover--no stars.

What did he think about’while he wayx doing it? His eyes

were closed, it must have been somethiyig. I didn't come.

-
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He felt really bad about it but what could he do? I was
a stranger, a write-off. He said I should call him up

sometime and come use the pool. Too bad I can't swim.

-

Today I'm going-to try to make coconut meringues. I Hope

“ - -
it's not too damp. He told me.I looked lonely. I told o
him I liked myselftodmmch for that. He had a picture \H\\

of Gurdjieff on his wdll.

o
I don't see any point in going to Toronto. '

-

Oh.

It seems s£upid to me. -

If you cared about me you would coﬁe.
If you cared about me'yoﬁ‘would stqf. N
I don't care. for thpé rhetorical kind of-reasoning.
I don't gaie if you caée. .

You're just trying to start an argqmeﬁt.

So what? ’ ‘

Joanne cleaned house. She indulged in a spree of’
discarding the irrelevant: old clothes, notebooks, bank
book obsolescent term papers, textbooks, trinkets she
had cartted for years from place to_place. The hardest -
things throw away were photographs but these, too,
were ;uthlessly dumped:'hefself as a child in a too-short
white dress (now-'grey in the picture), holding a large

ball, crying; a group shot of children in pointed pérty

-
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hats, sitting around a table waiiing for her to cut the
cake while her mother, smiling, held a large-hilted knife
in Joanne's recalcitrant fingers; éom le;hiﬁa against
én abstr?ct 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 kitchgp, beaming, a tall
gin fizz raised to toast the camera; Paul in his under-
wear; leaning over a typewriter on top of a stack of '
'newspapers on a coffee tabie, a cigarette dangling self-
consciously froﬁ his mouth--1'écrivant; Paul behiné the
desk” of the hotel where he worked, his shirt open to —
the waist, grinnihg; a shot Paul left behipd of a pros-
,t{tute leaning con the desk, her face invisible behind
huge round sﬁnglpsses: Herold in his canvasg hat, point= _
ing a finger at his temple like a gun, ﬁis griizled
cheeks puffed out with air; herself looking straight
into the lens, her head.tilted, her lips sucked in at
the corners, 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, too, along with a dollar map of

Metropoljitdn Toréﬁ\ei\‘\ .
= 4
{
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My mind is a blank, Alexander says, that I must
£ill with a tracery of roadways hore random thén'any—
thing encountered in nature. -
Beside him lies Hephaestion, his;naked torso hatched
‘ A
with purple scars and yellow bruiséss His eyes already
closed in sleep. .
Each city that I enger,.Alexander continues, becomes
a part of the one city which my imagination continually
invents, the coﬂéumm&te 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 éphesﬁs, the melifluousness and
stench of Miletus, the agoras of Halicarnhssu} with
their endless baskets of olives and dates and row after
row of freéhly slaughtgred 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 Babylonﬁ the clear river aﬁd'sloping subuf s of Susa,
the skyscrapers of Persepolis, the sewers and/derelicts
of Pasaréadae, the forbidding mountain and minutely worked
adornments of Ecbatana, and the immeasurable burial grounds

6f Samarkand. - °* - ‘-

o 1
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-

Hephaestion, motionless on the camp bed, breathes

quietly through his mouth. Alexander holds his hand an

[N

inch from the sleeper's lips to feel the waxm breath on
his palm.

—And yet the city is never complete, Alexander says.
There is always something missing, often Bhe tiniest de-
tail that one would never notice éxcept by its absence.
It already exists.somewhere else, perhaps beyond the Oxﬁs
or the Indus. There is always anpther city, the hidden
wonders of which c¢can only be discovered, n&t 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, full of high towers.and sunken streets,

-
-

where anything conceivable can be bought or leased, a
city of theatres and libraries and taverns, a city with
a memory. - : e

Hephaestion is awake now, listening to his lover's

voice.

That is every city, he says. They are all thg same,
That is true, Alexander says, because I dreamt them
all. Before me, they were all different. Now they are
twists of the same convoluted dream, inside this tent:
-~

these hundned'square feet are Alexaqdria, are Alexander.
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" She counted the pills. Now there were enough. She
sent them down with ginger ale. She didn't look back:

that would have been undignified.

+ rew b Al




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, buiboué with
its dilated cheeks. He searches his suitcase for a cigar
and finds some 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 just smoked the last one,
talking to Catheriné on the phone.

Is this any way to live?

What do you mean?

-I don't know.

Listen, I'm painting a picture of our living room.
Why don't you come home and pose in it?

what I mean is, you have to keep yohr distance,
filter it out. If-you turn your back for five mihutes,
you're finished.

Why don't you just come home, Bill? .

I don't have the answer to that one either.

He watcheé TV. He finds Channel 9: Cablevision.
It's a show about belly dancers, filmed on location in

a nightclub. The dancer on the screen has muscular,

- .,

C o
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heavy-veined forearms and a long black ponytail. He

- .

watches the intricate - -maneuvers of her hands, blacking

cymbals like disembodied mouths talking to each other.

-

He turns up the sound. The music is wild, beckoning,

savagely insistent, hypnotic, a sinuous cocoon woven of
pleading strings and a;iving rimshots. The dancer's
red veil floats over g spectatérfs head, mussing his
hair. It is music wighout intelligence, without form;.

¥

raw, a music of pure instinct. 'The dancer is smiling as
she spins- away froﬁ the e#garrassed spectater to the
center of the floor, her hips grinding in perfect circles
on intersecting planes, her ponytail swishing against

the nape of her neck, hgr hands twisting on the pivots

of her wrists like insane birds chained by the feet to

their perches.

MontréaiQColumbus-New York, 1977-1981

)
£
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How clean jthe sun when seen in its idea;
Washed in/the remotest cleanliness of a heaven
That has ‘expelled us and our images . . .

I

it Must Be Abstract
- Any theoretical approach to'modern fiction is bound
.tg,pfove inadeqhate, fo; the novél as it is written today
(that is,)the "art:ndﬁel"), and-as it has.Peen writtén
since the time of Joyce, Proust, Kafka, et al., resists
claSSificat;on!acéording to.thé cld categories th;t sufficf
ed for the long fiction of pfeyiOus epochs. The criteria
for judging the worth of the ninetéenth—century ;ovel, for
example, (e.g., Qeli-developed plot; rounded characters,
realistically rendered milieu} no lohqer carry the same
weight.

Modern literature can be characterized by three majorr
tréhds: ésychological penetration, emphasis on the low
ﬁimetic and preoccupation' with form. These ;rends derive,
in the main, from the ideas of Freud, Marx and modern
physics.

We are now, it seems, in a period of "post-modernism."
Thie psychological novel anthhe n$§e1 of social realism
have'éoﬁe the way of the naturalistic novel of the last
century. We are left with a novel that is at once more
empty, in the popul#r view, less accessible to the general
reader, aﬁd more aesthetic, "pure,” self-conscious and

Y

elitist.



*

The preoccupation with form is in part a reaction

against the idea of "sensibility” that prevailed in the

‘nineteenth century. For many modernists and post-modern-

ists, technique i% an end in itself, just as the develop-
ment of sensibility was an end in itself in the last cen-

tury (and the century before that). Furthermore, modern

. physics shattered man's image of the universe and dlsrupt—
ed him from his time-honored place in it. Our perception

.of reality was radically altered. It became evident that '’

what is perceived is not necessarily an accurate picture

of the world. As wallacé Stevens asserts in "Metaphors

of a Magnifico," there are as many different realities a§
there‘are‘people: "Twenty men crossing a bridge,/Into a
village, /Are twenty.men crossing twenty bridges,/Info
twenty villages." The only thing that is ultimately real,
according to Stevens, is the imagination that creates

and orders accepted reality. 1If ;he world can offer no
ultimate reality, if all reality is reducible to a patterﬂ
of mind, then that pattern superaedes 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

T . . -
7 are of secondary importance: ' They do, however, reveal a

<. dissatisfaction with the forms of the past that is indica-

“tive of the modernist feeling that the outmoded conventions
} . . ’

[2? ;
' -
.
,
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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 ®ehumanization of Art" and.
"Notes on the Novel," Ortega y Gasset discusses some of
the major trends in modernist art, including fiction, and
points to some of.the developments that would iater become
characteristic of post-modernism.

' His first point is that the new art is ﬁppopular.

While this may have been true of the arts in‘general at
th time of his writing (1948) it is not so true now. Having
passed through a "stage of quarantine,"1 the modernist style
in painting and daﬁce, for example, has become accepted, to
the extent that works ;onsidered outlandish a generation
ago are now canonical. Few still doubtrthe,legitimacy of
modern art. This same tolerance, however, has not been ex-
‘£ended #o the art of fiction. Avant-garde fiction is still
considered peripheral by the majority of readers and even
critics. while Picasso, Miro and Mondrian have entered

the mainstream, have become,, in fact, the new establishment,

TP LN Ty Wty



writers like Beckett and Robbe;Grillef 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 indomprehensible pa%nting than to
spend several hou}s trying to read an incomprehensible
book, but the fact remains that these boéks have not
found favor among the ?ublic in the same way that these
paihtings have done. %hus Ortega was mistaken when he
said that "modern art . . . will always have the masses
‘against it.“2 Modern art is no longer as elitist as it
once waé; modern fiction, howeveF, still if.

Crtega's explanation for the unﬁopularity,of the new
art is that it is "dehumanized." Traditional art appeéls
to the mésses 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 interést,“ the
response is negative: "a work that does not inyite sentimental
intervention leaves them withgg& a cue.“4 The problem with
this popular attitude'isvthat it ignores the fact that art

is art: "Not only is grieving and rejcicing at such human

destinies as a work of art presents or narrates a very

4

\
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different thing from true artistic_pleasure, but pre-

bccupation with the human content of the work is in prin-

ciple incompatible with aesthet%c enijoymernt proper."5
This is precisely wheré the art of the nineteenth

century differs from that ‘'of the twentieth. The kind

of realism espoused by such writers as, say, Zola agd

Trollope, or Jane Austen and Tolstoy, for that matter,

a tradition that is fér from dead as such contemporaries

as Updike and Bellow demonstrate, is antithetical to

aesthetic contemplation.

r

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;
all they require is human sensibility and willingness
to sympathize with our neighbors' joys and worries.®

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 attackéd 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. "Iﬁ's
just that the novel is‘moving into new forms."7 Barth
notes that a change of attitude is more important, aqd more

lasting, than mere technical innovation. The authors he



prefers (Borges, Beckett, Nabokov, John Hawkes, Gass,
Barthelmé) share what he calls an attitude of "irrealigm,"
and he predicts that this will become the méjor character-
istic of prose fiction. As for realism, "I'tenq to régard
it as a kind of aberrationasin the history of literature."®
This "aberration" of realism is what modérn art has

tried to efface in its quest to purify itself, to become

dehumanized, which Ortega describes as

progressive elimination of the human, all too

upan, elements predominant in romantic and natural-

tic production. And in this process. a point can
be reached in which the human content has grown so
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

art."10

‘Moreover, there is really no point 4in trying to re-
peat the forms of the past. It is just as senseless to
write a novel of manners, £or example, as to compose an-
other Wagnerian opera. It is some measure of the back-
wardness of literature, compared to the other arts, that
céntemporary examples of the former abound, while examples

of the latter are virtually non-existent.

-
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The modern artist sgsives to deform reality, to break’

down the possibility of intercourse between the work and

.

the audience. The artist "leaves us locked in an abstruse
universe, surrounded by objects with which‘human dealings
are inconceivable,,ané thus compels Gs fo improvisé other
forms of intercourse completely distinct from our ordinary
ways with things. . . . This new way of iife which pre-
supposes the annulment of *spontaneous life is precisely’
what we,call understanding and enjoyment of art:."'11
Like Barth, Ortega calls the art of the nineteenth

century\\a maximum aberration in the history of taste."12

-

And again: "The imperative of unmitigated 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

"all great periods of art have been careful not to let the
W14

work revolve around human contents.

Modern art, partially because of the negative influence

of the past, has become self-reflexive, ironical and
imaginative.

Turning to Ortega's essay on the novel, we encounter
a strange hypothesis, considering his seemiﬂgly positive
interpretation df modern art in general: thé'novel, if not

quite dead, does not have long to live; it is now, and has

been for some time,. in,a state of decadence. Ortega contends

PUSRET ST ISR 0. SR
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that the possibilities for thé novel are becoming.exhausted,
that‘its limited resources have been mined to extinction.
Thig argument, which has-found other voices to declaim it
inr recent years, is superficial and unsubstantiated. . What
is usually meant by thof® 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 for all time 200 years (i3
ago. As a sop to those who beliéve this, Susan Sontag,
to name just one critic, now speaks of the "post-novel,"
hoping, perhaps, thaf by using such a term the whole con-
troversy.may be side-stepped. This seems like a rather
timid ev§sion of what 1is, éfter all, a non—issue. There 1is
nothing in the history of ideas that precludes the evolution
of an art-form. No qné, for example, .speaks of "post-painting,"
"post-sculpture,” "postfmusic," or even "post-poetry," and
yet 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
diiferent.*.The most rational, unhysterical approacﬁf one
@ould think, would be to accept a broad definition of the
novel, 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 "it has become

15

practically impossible to find new subjects,” one might

PPN L |
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with equal qonf;denée assumé\;b?§ over thirty years of
supseqpent fiction is sufficient evidence that he is wrong,
and that the fiction produced in the next.thirty years will
prove wrong any wﬁo share his view in the preéent'day.
It is, of course, impoE§ib1e to exhaust all possible sub- -
jects and to séy that one can do so, as Ortega does, 1is
to assume that history stands still, that not only does
human_néture not éhange, as perhaps it,dges not, but that
the-world itself is completely statiec, that sensibilities .
are permanently arrested, that society is stagnant, and
that ho 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, gt provides
an infinite number of fables, renewed in substénce and
form for each new generation."16
(It is interesting to note that critics 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
t; die.)
Ortega's view 1is esseﬁtially naive. ?Fen he reads a.
novel he wants to be immersed in a world of the author'sH;
creation, but not.a.strict¥y aesthetic world. He wantS"

the humanJLorld and thus has little faith in the art of

dehumanization which he described with such perspicuitye”
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It Must Change
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The tendency to dehumanization in.f¥ction is most
evident in the work of the New Novelists in France, whose
leading spokesman, Alain Robbe-Grillet, has written several.

essays, collected in For a New Novel, on what these writers

are trying to do. Dehumanization is also evident in recent
Latin American fiction: Borges, Cortazar, Marquez, Manuel
Puig, Adolfo Bioy Casares, Guillermo: Cabrera Infante,

being some of the better-known names. In Italy there is

+*

Italo.Calvino. Among American writers in this tradition,

or anti-tradition,~we might name Thomas Pynchon, Donald
Barthelme, Kurt Vonnegqut, John Hawkes, Gilbert Sorrentino,
John Barth, and the expatriate Pole Jerzy Kosinski. All
of these writers may be classified, if it is of any use to

do so, as post-modernists. Their modernist predecessors

-
L

include Joyce, Proust, Kafka, Gertrude Stein, Virginia
wéolf, Beckett and Faulkner. Amoné 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's L'Etranger as a key

work in this lineage.
The ideas Robbe-Grillet expounds in his essays form
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--tHough not anti-human--art.

Robbe-Grillet claims to be astonished.that young

-

<
writers.are expected to keep in mind the great novels
of the past as models for their own work. As for the

term PYNew 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 all those who have de-

. termined to invent the novel, in other words, to inc
vent man. Such writers know that the systematic re-
petition of the forms of the past is not only absurd
arrd futile, but that it can even become harmful: by
blinding us to our real situation in the world today,

it keeps us, ultimately, from constructing the world
and man of tomorrow.18 .

Robbe-Grillet is not interested in replacing an old

f a R
system of rules wit¥ a new one; his primary concern is to
stress the freedom of the artist to operate according to

A S
his own rules and the freedom of the work to be autonomous.

LY

There is no question . . . of establishing a theory,
a pre-existing mold into which to pour the bboks of
the future. Each 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.l?®

/s

A

"The New Novel is not a theory," he says in a later

essay, "it is an exploration."2o



"

Far from dictating rules, theories, laws, either
for others or for ourselves, we have, on the contrary, ‘ \
.s>come together in a struggle against 1dws 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 resemblance to what it was yesterday,
but g advance beyond.21 |

Speaking of the American novel, Ihab Hassan makes

a similar point. Because of the plethora of social sub-

cultures in the modérn world,

some 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 1
classic nineteenth-century novel. A fictional Wworld
created largely from within relies more heavily on
the resources of organized form and universal symbqgls
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

! 4
In the essay "On Several Obsolete Notions" Robbe-
Grillet attacks the tradiﬁional conventions of plot and
character. Conventional critics recognize the true novél¥
_ist by the vividness of his clfaracterizations; yet none
of the great modernist works are_ character 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 anything
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more than puppets in which they themselves have ceésgd to
believe. The novel of charactérs belongs entirely to the
past, it describes a period: that which marked the~&pogee

of the individual.n"?3

This less than a decade after Ortega-
announced that the psychclogical novei of character was
the only interesting form of fiction left for the future

novelist.

Furthermore, continues "the imaginary dritic, the

"._true novelist is one who knows how to tell a story, one

that is--must be--natural and life-like., According to

Robbe-Griliet, the writer's strength is based on what he

invents, what he c¢reates solely from his imagination, with-

out a medel. "To tell a story has become strictly im-
L)

wld

possible. Answering the charge that nothing happens‘

in modern novels, he says:

Just as we must not.as3ume 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 toc be recomposed
to the advantage of a mental architecture of time;

. whereas, in the latter, the development of themes and
their many associations overwhelms all chronology 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 themselwves, destroying them-
selves, so that the same sentence may 'contain an
observation and its immediate negation. In short,
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it is not the anecdote that it 1ack1ng, 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-Grillét's own novel, Topology

of a Phantom City (1976), in which there is no plot, no

characters and no message. In fact, there is scarcely
anything "meaningful" (that is, amenable to interpretéﬁien)
in it at.all. Yet it suéceedé éntireiy as a work of the
imaginafidn and is probably his best book to date. It
is almost pure.form. ' | ’

Other examples of fecent "dehumanized" novels in-

]

cldde, in America, the work of Pynchon and Barthelme, !

to name just two. Novels like Gravity's Rainbow and

The Dead Father'are essentially plotless; things happen

within thelr pages but there is a distinct want of caus-

ality. Nor do either of these books contain real charac-
ters in the conventional sense. The people who inhabit ’
them are'okjects of manipﬁlation, and although they,gener-
ally speak and act in mo}e or less sensible ways, they

are not characters in' the way the inhabitants of Tolstoy's

novels age. 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 éxemplar of fhis kind of fiction, in fact
one of the direct ancestors of it, is Kafka. The Josef‘K.
of hié major works can hardly be considered a character
accordiné to any dgfinition that E.M. Forster would be
likely to accept.

.Before 1eavihg Robbe-Grillet and his fellow icono-
clasts, it is worth noting that their revolt against the
strictures of the past is éntire1y typical of writers and‘
artists in every age that seeks new forms to express its
own un@que sensibility. Maupassant, for example, was
equally offended by critics who éttempt to legislate a
fixed--and arbitrary--definition of the novel. 1Is it
not better, he reasons, "to accept with equal interest
those vastly 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

26

them birth"? As” for rules of form, any "method of

construction is perfectly valid on condition that all

others are equally accepted.“27,
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It Must Give Pleasure

In a novel where the story and the characters are | 4

. pre-eminent, the author casts himself in the role of tran-
‘'gscriber or recorder of life. "He merely translates experience_
of the world into a written codification, -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 comn-
struct, to make an object. Where Dickens could rely on

the intensity of his story and the vi{{dness of his char-
acters to sustain his fictions, the modern noyelist mast
depend instead on the work's formal elements, o% structure,
shape and style. Form has replaced immediacy as the most
important guality of well-made fiction.

To choose a style is;Z;?select a strategy of expression,
to predetermine the kind of effect thé work is to have on
the reade}, in a pﬁrely aesthetic sense: not the kind of’
effect the story will have on the reader's emotional fre-
sponse But the kind of effect the style, technique and
structure will have on the reader's cognitive response.
Besthetic sensibility is not a type of emotion but a type
cf cognition. The ggéategt insights it can provide are
into’ its own manner of being. 'Aesthetic pleasure is a
response. to the formal, 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 perdeptual; that is,
many modern novels are more concerned with )showing ways of

looking at things than with presenting tXe kind of specific

kS
R o

reality that a traditional plot implies. Faulkner's novels

illustrate this aptly. Absalom, Absalom! is an exercise in

ébistomology: the story unfolds and-at thelead we have some
idea of what it was about, but we are never directly told
what actually hapgened. Faulkner present; different sides

of the same story, characters contradict each other in

their accounts, the data are presented but the actual réality
of events is missing. Technically, novels of this sort,
generally employ a shifting point of view or various nar-
rators. Othertexamples from Faulkner inclpde The Sound

and the Fury and As I Lay Dying. This method &f construc-

¥

" . tion, needless to say, would have been anathema to Hénry'

James. .

Poiﬁf of v}gw, and the epistomological gquestions
lwhich 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 modern psychology has
shattered the old image of 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 ideas of Susan Sontag are interesting in this

o
P |

regard. She finds it philistine to concentrate, as most
Y
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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

n28

the true one. She considers this, in the current

cultural context, "reactionary, impertinent, cowardly;

29

stifling” and argues that the text stands only for it- -

seM. ‘“Interprétation of this type indicafes. a dissatis-
- T, .3 . - .
Vfaction (conscious oOr unconscious) with the work, a wish

to replace it by something else."30 Instead, she suggests

that the best criticism "dissolves considerations of con-
31

’ Conside?ing that yrit;rs them-
selves are today more interested in form, it is just a
guestion of the critics catchiqg up.

It is not surprising that this assessment is com-
patible with Robbe-Grillet's view that "it is in their

32

form that their reality resides,"” speaking of symphonies,

paiﬁtings and novels.

The problem i; that in the eyes og the public a
concern with foé% implies coldness. However, this is
wrong "“the moment form is inventién and not formula."33

Concern for form tends to make of art an object

detached from life, unsentimental, a thing in itself.

"A work of art encountered as a’work 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

N
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a thing in the world, not just a text or commentary.on

the.world."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 technigue.35

N
Sontag faults Ortega for stressing the aristocratic
standards necessary for appreciating modern art. "All

great art 1is founded 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 to be in the world. It would seem that
Ortega and even Robbe-Grillet, a more recent exponent
of the same position, are still not wholly free of
the spell of:the notion cf 'content.' For, in order
to limit the human content of art, and to fend off

’ tired ideclogies like humanism or socialist realism
which would put art in the service of some moral or
social idea, theg feel required to ignore or scant the
function of art.36
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Elsewhere, she declares that
- . r
Ve

(/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-agratification for both author and
reader) but an infinitely varied register® of forms
and tonalities for transposing the human voice into
prose narrative. . . . From this point of view, the
decision of the old novelists to depict the unfold-
ing of the destinies of sharply individualized char-
~acters in familiar, socially dense situabhions within
the conventional notation of chronologica} sequence
is only one of many possible decisions, polssessing
no inherently superior claim to the allegignce of
serious readers. There 'is nothing innately 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. 1In ex-
'amining his own place in the c0ntex£'of literature, in
attempting to determine and define tﬁe 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 1oathe_to admit it,
_self-rationalizatioq. When a novelist (as opposed to a
critic) theorizes aboﬁt fiction, parficularly his own,
he invents and ﬁustifies: 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 some coét to his freedom, in the utility of having one.
When he is involved in the proceés of constructing his art,
the artist concentrates on the, work alone, wiéh a blind
faith that it will Se self-justifying, authentic in its
own unique fashion, and, if necessary, exemplify a legit-
imate, if singular, aesthetic. _
In attempting'£o place this novel in seme kind of
pré—existing context, therefore, it has been neceésary to
create a tradition, or pseudo—ttadiéion, thatlis perhaps
artificial. Certain characteristics of the work, after

its completion, struck the author as resembling features
¢ ~

-21-
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of other works that had not been particularly influential
during the writing. There were similarities between

what thé author was trying to achieve and wha; othérs
before him had tried. There waé to some 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. Some
of the ideas that motivate thelNew Novelists are compat- .
ible with certain sections in Ultraviolet but it is not

a New Novel, nor is it specifidally a descendant, or in

the tradition of the New Novel. biscovering that the work
was somewhat dehumanized, the author was pleased to learn R
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 discussion of this aspect in today's
fiction. But more than anything else a conscious effort
was made toladhere to no fraditign whatever, to create with
complete freedom a work that would establish a valid norm

- for itself alone.

Cadl
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In discussing a work which was consciously created
to side-step conventional categories of analyéis, there
arises'a problem of approachll 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 develéped any cogent method _for speaking
of litérature witg;ut 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 diffiéi}t to get away from.
fﬁere is‘still no way, apparently, to gvoid discussing
a novel, or even an anti-novel--if éhere is any such
thing--without refefring to the worn out catégories of
plot and character, form and content, and all.the rest of
the outmoded ‘baggage that fiction is still expected to
carry like a porter racing back and forth along the plat-
£orm long after the train has departed, none the worse,

it might be added, é;r having left him and his burden

behind.

-y
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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 extremé example ofrwyat-is unfortunately still
referred to as the avant-garde novel. 1In fact, it is far
less radical, agd therefore less demanding, than such
works as, for example, the novels of Beckett, Robbe-Grillet,
or Barth. 1Indeed, it can scarcely by considered abstruse
at all, and is surely not much'of an advance (noc advance
at all, in fact) in terms of narrative technique. 1Its
oﬁly claim is that it lies outside the mainstream of con-
ventional fiction, though perhaps not‘very far outside,
but that is not to say that it is a stellar example of

38 or that

*what one crapic calls post-contemporary fiction,
it looks to any particular future. Like an object in some
- New Novelist's universe, it simply is, for what it's

.worth, and posits nothThg.

A conscious attempt was made, in composing Ultraviolet,

to suppress or de-emphasize the plot. This does not mean /-n\\
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 expectationé 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 I, which no reader
should find discoﬁfiting, despite the fragmentary style
and somewhat jerky {hythm, the story stops dead. All
of Part II, a full quarter of the.whoie, takes place in
one night and contributes n?thiné to the advancement of
the plot. 1In'a traditional novel, this kind of sudden
arresting of'forward motion would be- considered a flaw;
here it is a deliberately employed device that has as its
purpose thevsubverting of the narrative flow. It reminds
the reader that he is not’to concefn 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 work as a whole.

A second instance of subversion occurs at the begin-
ning of Part IV. After the stasis of Part II, Part III
continﬁe; in the mode of part I, takinglup the story and
extending it fofward for a duration of four months. Part

IV then begins by jumping ahead another four months and

rs
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thén retracing itseif in ah extended flashback. Again,
gpe idea is to disrupt and create distance. Furthermore,
the traditional structure of development, climax, de-
nouement is eschewed as much as possible. The climactic
event, the suicide of the hercine, is disposed of in a
short paragraph; like all other events 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 Aﬂéfole France. It is non-Euélidean, ogganic, and

yet well-defined. It may or may not be satisfactory

but it is certainly legitimate.

Characters
_ ‘

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 éalle¢ round,
in Forster's sense. Only Herold, the main protagonist,
and perhaps not even he, can be coqsidered a fully de-
veloped char?cter in the traditional sense. Once again,
it was not the author's intention to %ake his people
leap off the page into the lap ,0f the reader, or to
'comé alive' in any way. Still, it was implicit in the
form—of the novel that at least one chaEacter be well encugh

defined to create a discernible line from beginning to end.

-

T
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The other characters, however, are not mqgnt to represent

"humors" or Dickensian types. They are more in the nature-’

of objects. Part II consists of nine individually nar-
rated chapters. Each chapter thus presents the conscious-
nesé of a single character, not so that he may define him-
self or round his edges for the reader, but merely so
that he may be seen as an object in the- way thé 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 app;oach
to life; that\is, he wanders amoﬁg presences and only re-
luctantly acknowledges the "personness" of anyone he en-
counters.

This, it might be observed, is not so abstract or
artificial as’it may sound. Characterization is not
done away with completely; it is merely suppressed in

the interest of more formal 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 tgaditional—
minded critics whp persist to thig 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 thesé aims, fails

as art. This type of novel shares with pornography an
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inteﬁtion to involve,'while the intention of art is to t
distance. The reader wants to believe in the story and

characters, and the greater his belief ih the veracity of

the fiction; the further removed is he from exercising

his aesthetic sensibility. ' . ) | '

-

Technigue and Distance

among the techniques employed in this novel to create

greater distance between the reader and“the "substance"
of what he is reading, two others are worthy of mention.

The first of these is that of fragmentation and col-

Jage. 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 duadripartite structure of the novel to- the,

movements of a syﬁphony, although no great.effort was

made to establish an exact correspondence. Thus, the .first
section, which moves fairly--relatively--quickly is an
ailegfo, in which themee are announced and to some extent

developed. The second section, the adagio, is slow and

" static; the third again moves along, andante; while the

fourth, 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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As the novelrprogresses, the individual chaptérs

\
become more broken up, paralleling the meptal state of
the protagoriist. Transitional elements are mostly aBsent,
S0 tﬁat the overall effect is of montage or juxtaposition.
This'digconnectedness may at first be disconcérting, 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 chodses.
' 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 éxamplé at
random: |

She should lie down, get some rest.

He doesn't mind?

Why should he mind? (p. 238)
It is easy to discern, especially after some exposure,
that this is meant to represent an actual conversation.
{(To translate: "You should lie down, get some rest.”
"You don't mind?" "Why should I mind?") The change of
pronouns, however, suggests the intercession of anothe£
partyf or of an additional party fo; each speaker, so
that igﬁis 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 initially annoying, way of distancing the reader from

s SR A
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the scene, for he is forced to view it at anm additional
remove. It is as if the author is perversely resclved

to preclude all involvement, to ensure that the reader

never forgets that he is a spectator, that he is watching
through a filter 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 theselobsolete notions
continue to occupy t@g minds of‘critics{ a few words may
be in order.

The point of viewtin this novel is ever shifting,
although the most pre&alent is that of the omniscient
narrator (or implied narrator). Sevefﬁﬁ chapters or
individﬁal short sections within chapters limit them-
selves to the point of view of a particular character.

All the chapters in Part II are of this latter type, ob-
vidusly. %he author does n;t feel that the Jamesian“

regulation concerning consistency of point of view is

in any way relevant or worthy .of obedience. Moreover,

T |
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as with so muqh literary dogma, there is no }eason to
trouble refuting it since there was no real reason to
assert it in the firét 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 usually raised in discussions of fiction must be
skipped. The question of theme, for example, will not
be addressed. It islnot a 'very interesting gquestion
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 intént?on of this writer to formulate
a coherent theory of fiction, nor is it his business.

The above remarks were meant to clarify certain possible
obscurities of intent and presentation and nothing more.
The author believes, and he is fér from alone in this,
that any work of art is autonomdus, and he is somewhat
of a wistful atﬁeist in the theological thickets of

criticism.
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