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If, in fiotion,k the writer is formally self-consoious
of the traditional means which have onsng‘ud and\uhq{q the
reader's o:épeotant attitude, he may choose sn obtruaiv'o‘n\fom
which intervenes bot\:rnn the author and reader. My short .
stories have this intention, .

The Critiocal Introduction discusses this intention in
relation to experimental contemporary American short fiotion
whose ocentral ooncern is a radical ?mh;om of éxprnnion, an
1nzbi11ty oz: r;muazl to ‘work o6n the rué:r by means auo}l as
step-by-step plot, credidle and conocentrated characterisation,

/ and language iteelf ds a tool for organising and revealing
ugnin,a under the traditional directives of character and
plot, | “

. ' My own stories represent one among the uw possidbie

responses to this problem, which is finally a problem of
the purposs, value, even possibility of transitting an

sxperisnce through fiction. ‘They axe shaped by this orisis, *

and_sttempt to alert rsaders to aspects of this orisis, the

pon:ii:il"ar es it generates.

Y



B L T . VR TR
“

.
AR -

LT e T & S

Si 1'suteur a conacience de la méthode traditionnelle
.uvod laquoll; 1'attitude du loot.u.{- est engagbe ot est formée,
- 11 est possible qu'l qhoia'it une forme qui s'impose, qui ~
- intervient entre 1'suteur ot lo lecteur, J'al cette intention
dans les contes. ' .
Dang 1'introduction coritique Jje discute cette intention B
paxr rapport r;u oonts Americain oxp“rimnttl et contemporain,
qui se apr‘ocmpo. du probleme fondamental d'expression, qui ne
peut - pas ou ne veut pas manipuler le lecteur au tél moyen de
structure gradv’llo, c;uupt‘risition croyable et conoontr:c.
ot 1o langage lui-séne dans 1'intention d'organiser et de '
' 2éviier 1o sens conformfment sux dirvectives traditionnelles
du oaragters et de hft:éuoturo.
Hu qontn rcpr:untcnt un d'un grand nombdre des
r{ponli‘l" possibles & ce problm qui est finalement le N
problt\u de 1'1ntontion, d. is waleur, nihe do 1 posaibilite

/\tnn-uttrc 1'expérience au moyen de la, fiotion. ° "Ils se
forment pa.r cette orise ot ila essaient alerter 1o lootm ,

-

. aux traits do 1 orise, les pombmtﬁ qu'elle produit,
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This Introduction does not propose a definition of the
: ahért story; s.t will concentrate on foxmal problonse;nd provide
; a perspective of certaln developments within the cont;nporuy
A-oricu; short story. The -torioag chosen for discussion vary
widely, but what tends to underly them is an experiment with
form, an experiment which concerns a radical problem of
communication and suggests a critical self-consciousnsss in
respect to certain aspscts of a traditional ozgnniutiofn 'n.‘nd
identification of the short story. e N
L . In the short stories included in thi‘s‘ thosi; the ‘
development has been towards a formal satire which reflects
ironically and corrosively on the construction of the narrative,
thus attempting more to estrange than to draw the reader into
the fiction. To discuss this dovalopno‘nt in bxtitictl tom.‘
a Brechtian approach Hu been adéptod- Broo-hthn but not w:}th .
_'ﬁncht's ?onﬂetion of ‘tho value of the results. For these
ltori‘u. rather than emphasising a new direction, draw
attention to some aspects of a orisis in the short story from

-

which there may radiate many blind alleys.

-
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A brief outline of Brecht's critical theory may indicate
where I stand in rel,.tion to the authors to be discussed, and
help me to point out some of'*:\hts implications of such a theory
for fiction, . H

In his critical writings on 'tr:oatra. Broci\tdeveloped s
theoxy of "eplic" or “non-aristotelian" d;uo,- This new form
introduced what Brecht called "slienation® effecta ( “"the
slienation that 1s necessary to all uxﬂenta:ndiné" ) The
"Theatre for Plusum”; which showed ‘the world "as it is", was
rejected 5.1; favour of-what he felt to be a ROTS d;nuj:o and
formally c: ul‘theati'u. a "Theatre for Instruction”. A
principal ulj:%g;g_\guu_ that the actors should refrain
"from going over w—holly 1nt: their role, remaining detached from
the charscter they were playing and olin'ly inviting criticlim
of him.® The terms Erecht used to characterise the typioal
relationship Between spectator and play were uamﬁmfmm.
"snpathy™, ‘ "hypmotic experience”, “subjective attitude of
becoming ‘entangled’ in what is going on", outhu;gii"s"v 1

. Brecht's critical attention to the forms ot acting and .
spectator-involvement attacked theatye at 1ti'mts- It thrust
the same acid sttention against ary mumber of plays ( often
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valued for Just thoss characteristics, fclf: to constitute the
high experion'ﬂtial value of theatre, that Brecht condemned ),
irrespective of their widely ranging subject-matter. But what
was at the heart of Brecht's innovationa? His political
convictions or a crisis in the do\'relt':pmm‘5 of drama? Theory
answers a need, a discomfort which involves a problel of form.
Brecht's theory was a response 16 the same problem that 1nforued/
Pirandello’s "Six Characters In Search Of An Author™: the
self-consciousness which made both reflect, though in different
vays, on the 'reality' of the theatre, and on the stage itself
a8 'a separating and distorting fa.cto»rAin the communication.

) We find in contemporary Amerlican short fict:ion that an
estrangement of .ficti»oml expression has produced a variety of ‘ e
oxp'or\incnts' with form. By 'eutnngonogxt of fictiomal expression’,
I mean something more than a re-structuring of form in response
. to the o ssion of new co;xtontso The short story has grown
thmgh t this addition of new contonts. and .the addition has \/
mot in the past meant the 7adical bredkdown of tmditional form
thst I believe We nov .see in the oontelpon.ry Amexican short story.
" What I do mean, and I think this helps to identify the new short
fiction I an di;cuuing. is an increasirg con:i?m with the very
possibility of the author reaching out to, ;nvént{zm the resder
through fictional means. The language he uses, the chun.otor- he °
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Expression is more impatient and direct, as if the author must S

-~

constructs, the plot he develops: such basic means are under fire,
not only in tegma of how best they might be employed, but more
importantly ‘in terms of questioning their validity and valus, - .

their ability to bridge the growing ohasa dbetween author ind reader.
Such qmﬁonn; takes the form of dlsrupting and cortusing thesy
means, ntunrim them in the sense of detaching and esphasising
them as a prinoipal concern of the story which recoils on the very
ides of & ‘story’ as a form of communicution to which we have given . ]
s special valus, a unique role. ‘ 'é, o ’
In many cases, tho ooxollary of a dolibouﬁtc obtxuaion . ‘
of form betwesn author and reader is a more wrgent, more frantic o
expression, as if the author is shouting from dehind bars. | N

@

seise the reader right at that moment; it tends to refuse the kind -

' of plot aharaoterised by & cumulative developmert which, 1ike an "

L]

invitation t& nnhor through a house, opens this doorx, then

' another, with the challerge that the new glimpes, the f:nh'ms 7 é
" poses the problem of oxganising the mesh of relations, and offexs - L

Abe prise of a fiml fusion of the related parts. " ///

- /»/
Pictioral forss may vary widely in responee $o mew
emphases on, and doubts adbout, expression. Atftbiuormlet ot

the soale of expexinent, s seemirgly comvertiersl form ‘revesls' a
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yorsistently mesils wou itsslf, entasgles its seveml relatioms

| 00 that the sparks Jet, an‘it wexe, at thé meet inesagrusus

R{\ v

@

mm;nuamnuupuuctumanmm - ' .
dnammmw-cm not as the ashievement
di.)nlo/ htuafunuudsmmmm
mwmmwmmum An exanple
of this, whess vexy titls delidexutely foousses a prineipl
imertien of tmditiessl.shert fistion, is Flanmzy 0° Conner's
sen®: ¥ Meze mdlen) experimentation, such as we find
in “In The Meart OF The Meart Of The Geumtry” by V.H. Case,
ummm‘em.mun'mtmm ’ "
instead O ‘being masipulated neceniing 40, and in a sense -
seecniary 1o, the Step-Wy-step ssastrvotien of plst, is driven o
upom iteelf, 1s at 0dds With 4teelf.  The teewe here 1s the
wwunvcm nmmnmm
wn-mm.-nu-umumm
relations established Puse w%

-

poima. ¥ Vo fint anether kind of expleston ( thewgh the twe
anthers bave cextalin ispertant features in eommen ) ia the shert
stexics of Losmud Nishaols wheze epueseien xuns away with

1%00lf, ashioves it uitimte mmage in the divest Lmmedisey ant

L.
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fmu'qtio extension of the IDQI‘M which litexally crackles
with enexgy. 5 m Michasls®' stories, expression is unleashed

from the kind of fictiomal struoturing that relies on its being
withhhld at each step for the purpose of estadlishing the
conditions that will fimlly, and then most meaningfully, remder

it as an llwimtion of the whole inter-related structure.

Ve see, then, that a mundo;toxpnldon. a kind that
draws a.tungion to 1@ as expression, demands rmadical experiments
with foxm. As with Brecht, the purpose is often an estrangement
of the aulience's convithtional responss, though this does mot
mean that such estrangement is the ultimate cbjective; rather Hat
the estmigement is often emacted in ordex to de overoome in a new,
more lively contact with the writing, & contact which, through
the reader's confrontation with the author's formal probless, is
[ direat wnu‘.ot the oconditions of the expression.

Nesdlses o sy, the breakdewn of traditiomal form
involves & csrtain loss, a loss more keenly felt when the
mmwfonéa oomparison vith the demands aind
~ achlevements of mexe conventionsl | + ‘Bafore I turn ‘o more
" specific amlyses of the steries men above, I sheuld draw
" attention 1o this shadow-side. Fer Alis puxpess I will give a
"hrief analysis of & melatively ebaeums, and far from suocesstul,

i

-

1
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short story entitled "The Son Of The Sad Fat Wordsman Goes North"
by Ralph Dennis. 6 .

The short story may be distinguished from the anscdote in
that the sum of its parts, the form they receive, is an organic
whole, whereas the manner of connection or inter-relatedness in
the anecdote may be quite cuu;l and unimportant or even non-
sxistent as a method n.nd orga,niution- We find in.the above.
story anecdotal description of character: the character is \
introduced solely for its immediate impact, not as a set of
suggestions that are developed through the structnﬁ of the atory. 1
Here is a ‘'description' of one such character, and note how the ﬂ‘
fnjunction "Think ot_"‘ this character, 'betuy_s a self-conaciousness,

pute inverted commas around the construction.

~

The Reverend Arthur Sandwich. Think of teeth

the ocolowr and texture of blue cheese. A
nose the shape and hue of a dry gourd. A Phi
Beta Xappa key worn purposely upside down as
. & tie clasp. 4 dog-eared copy of Fear And
b%i ng sticking out of his right suifcoat
EE And a voice that rattled about in the o
dry gourd nose, the words like so many seeds, o
so that I, wanting to tresasure every moment i
of the ceromoONny, heard none of it.

This ‘essence’ of character given im a fev images marks

L W
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an imability or refusal to explozre and stxustuze chamotex. Ve
find in thds stery a delibexats withering of ehammeter and of
Plote—that eotstrustiss of the stoxy by whish it s nade 1o '
7ie1d intensely rendered neaxing, aml soseriing 4o whieh each :
art grovs out of the other. The stexy is given in dlarxy- '
rm.mmu.wumqmm'

2 .
The wedding night. (arisea will not
nn.uu 0 wxite abowt it I ean only
was

:“' beawtiful and ‘W

wore a "Visies m-(ncu
1114 8%t. Tyx of Hellywoed.

muum a alowd amd tximmed

3 That shw dess mot delisve in Mrth
o bottls of changagme.

mﬁtnuo'hmfwd-uﬁ-m'
wtations, partiodlasly the latter vhess ihe shoppedeup siate-
Mouh presertation 1s AR over-resction asalnst the mere ssxiews
and conglex demats of plot A2 he malintls showt olexy, and
mshmcmmuﬂm. ™
Mmour of the. "Wedfing Mg” ossns 1s gounied in the semparises
we ;she botvaes {iis pusssntniion and the mede tmditiomsl kimd
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( by implication long-winded and s.upa:ct‘luous? ) which seeks to draw
the reader into an experisnce, to transfora the experience of the
story's contents into an event, instead of confronting him with
sutoun:l".- The kind of statement the "wedding ;l:l.ght” scene makes

expresses an inability to express according to the assumptions

past writers have udo; the insights they have gained concerning -

their methods of reaching out to, and into the reader.
In the above story the formal means by which the

experience is given to the reader are reduced to short-hamd,

shrivelled to the point whvero the experience refuses to take it-

self seriously. Such breakdown of form hinges on this point of
communication, on reaching and convincing the reader of the truth oo
and value of an experience through a fictidn. Or if "truth and
value” 1s now too presumptuous, then at least the aliveness and
relevance of an expgﬂoncc transaitted through a form which justifies
1tself according te such criteris. The form of the stoty I have
discussed does not justify itself, and is an example of negative-
breskdown. I will turn now to other short -stories which{I believe,
legitimise such’ breakdown by extending the range of the -hor‘t story
in new and relevant directions, thus alerting us to certain
isportant problems at the heart of fictional expression.

) In Ph.m:y‘ 0 Conner's “Bevelation" the farther

reaches of expression mp.inod in opposition to the realistic
_f:umzt.‘ thov;h 1t 1s by dramatic contrast uitlh the oxrdimeriness

¥
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. l and homeliness of the point of view that the expression achieves * .
its expressionistio mtonsity. Here expression blases on the | %
outer edge of a rulistj,c ‘mode of fiotion, In "The Heart of . )
i , ‘ 3 < s ’ .
the Heart of the Country" by W.H., Gass, factual sub-titles which J

break the. narrative flow, md’a m;rt of tourist-report ;
presentation, emphasise the frustration of the expression. The

frustration produces an iat:@c form. When the emotion bresks

through it is chkrwtcrilticn.lh/ sxcessive and inoongruous, -

flowing out of and back into the tourist-report presentation, .

'Bio narrator's sense of his experience is not oreated through
the multiple oontact poiuts of a cafventional plot, but is given
“ %o diro&t. sometimes didactic, statement. i

As in sa much contemporary short fiction, emotion in

.
S R W B et e W TR

this story haemorrhages; expression -resorts to extreme and
tliensted messures which show its predicsment. But finally the
inability to oo-npiostn is felt to strike at the root of language,
and an ovgmmlinc of lanc\un, & paradoxical inversion of it, is
then permissable,in :ullnd nore oxpruuw of his predicament, * '
u wiien the narrator wll "My every vonl'- inverted, or E
Teversed-mor I sm, I held you,_too, tiut way. You 'wexre so
. utterly provisional, nhjoot t0. -y ohange. I oomld inthto your .

v -umw:ﬁq:.muzywmuw o o
. Hers mnothex ohar ‘r,th,o"url'!,,hnotndinth'ouahot '(- i
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* hiaving an independent objective existence, but is an sspect.of

° him, of his problen, l.nd is made up by words loosed from their
-unineu Here the very raw material from whioh fiotion is
mide is twisted out of its ground.

Ve find, ﬂ}m. in O0'Connox's story, & direct expreasion
which thrusts out of the realistioc context, thmé: 1t ia
still conditioned and to that extent oontained by it;
vhile in Gess's story & new and estranging form is nquirod
to oonvey the foni of estrangeiment within the story:
estrangement from the resder, from the posaibdility of
oth_or oha.rwtorg, from words thquclvu.

The contemporary American short story shows a vide
frmontation of forms. This might be vimd u a . |

response to the brsakdown of Realism as tho most
effective form of communicating a sense and unlmt;xduc
of life in the aoctual vorld. I realise ﬂu\ﬁ{ht-

. statement -hould not bc left to atand alone, bnt it
im Dot the intention of this Intmdnotion to dcfin-
Bealism, Vhat I may sey is that’ Bealism gsve the short
stoxy s sharp, .é'lur direotion and a sense of relevance,
o dothod of bringing into fictien an illusion of the
actual world whith vriters did net have to ccnaider as
an illusion, ssd te sshieve this as an wltimate aim,

’ o N -
v .
' /
- N -
-

-yt
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2 I . Verisimilitude of detail, oredibility and concentration
of characterisation were its refleotors and its appeal.

The realistic writer did not doubt that a plot should

be calculated to reveal intensely the iife of a'
charaoter ( and perhaps, thz:audt this, life itself )
or that characters should be consistently presented
/ ( oonliltont with the logic of the character or the
forces that act upon him ), and adequately motivated.
Sach ginna have since been quutionod.
In some of the uhort stories by Leonaxrd Michaels
the narTative jumps off its tracks. One appavently
- minor detail, which in the realistfo mode would be
part of a controlled effort and developed in
& ' subordination to that effort, mw:sp- Ty
‘ absurd 111‘0 of its own, as in "Stiocks nnd Stonu"
= ‘ \ in vhich the narrator records:

" _ N
Aftexrvards, alone in my apartment,
I had asscidents. A glass slipped
out of my hand one night, smashed
on the floor and out my shin., ’ ‘
co . Vhen I lifted xy pants leg to see
T the out, my other leg kicked it. .
) . 1 collapsed on the floor. My
legs IM; vi_:l{ kicks and sorap
till bYoth lay “‘“"!e Jexiey,
broken m Jointless

¢

y . .
The excess is precisi the feeling of exhmltation in
unocontrel, The freedom is exoiting Deemise it oo

-

a¥




~13-
i
goes beyond the limits we have oome to expect in
fiction without realising them as limits; and beomuse

here language comes into its own, embraces itself.

:)‘ \ 10 the sime stomy, we st cne point find that vhat

l begins as an expression of sorrow, revermses itself,

- refuses to aot on behalf of anything tut iteelf,

challanges the utility function of languages "I .
/maht night of her later as she aprintod .into darkness.

Groans issued from my mouth. 'nuy flew d‘tor her \ .

/ s v
e 1ike & flock of bats."'!  Refreshing as this is,

one wonders what can come of it; vhat has been lost —
L} ' in the interest of 4ts freedom, ,
T Wﬂ. "The Babysitter” ur.om' and

- ety .
N et -
. o L

,//r“"pointodhjnpaot- narrative, ‘ Bome of it' tutur« are
/ " close %o those of my ovn stories—ddslocation of time
¥ | /. and confusion of point of viev, wiiich enable him to
2 "' fe-smaot aad re-invent parts of the plot in the vexy -
Ipmml of/aﬂfngtho plot.- The stoxy is like a
nﬁ/ﬂw& changes with each tumm, ' Coover foroes
.tmticn to the faot that 1‘!’ a story is not held down
o sne partiouler dmlomt, it sy contimually dbreak
ey from ituu. ro-mum iteelf, point ut and

even assune the other possidilities mn to u. .

- o
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’\\. v The babysittex, for instance, having repeatedly been presented

as the victim of a rape ( in fantasy? in actuality? ) turns
to her rapists ( now scared kids ) and teases .thn, "You're

both chicken," 2

] The possibilities interweave, ocollide,

F’& return, contredict; and no suthor, no mmin;ont point of V.
S viev is there to mediate. As in Michasls® absurdities,

E the individual detail is allowed to bloom until it strangles

g the story: the detail, for inutoh??, of the tight gi|rd1.,

L carefully vov;n into the plot, mdé.only gloriously explodes:

"The game of thp night is 'Got Dolly Tucker Back in Her

Girdle Again, They've got her down on her belly in the

v L]
livingroom and the whole damn orowd is working on her . . . 13

The deliberate oonfusions of the story formally /oo
freguent characterisation; the svents, by which we might .

usually experience character in the gratual intensification

of a plot, run into one another, the one becoming. an . ‘ '
aspect of the other, The rape, for instance, melts
into a game between the babgsititer and the childxen, .

-is there just sufficiently for one to understand the extent

¢

t

E ) then is reconstituted into a different shape. The plot

|

i | %o vhich it has been broken wp. hat I find mest |
uﬁuummtmmﬁip 114ty to engage the S

readsr, hold him, caly to disoiientaté him, make him
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start over from an entirely new beginning, It is not a a:ory
he reads, but a treatise on the ator;. ‘ |

I have refoerred to Realism as the mode that in smoh
experimental fiction 1’ being ohallenged. But this argument
-B;ast be sharpened, I1s there one aspect in particular of
the short story which has been challenged? JFor of course
the realistic mode is not a rigid structure which oracks at
the first blow; it is an elastic mode that has lent itself
to videly differing approachess from the oeniseient
narrator of Crane's "Maggie™ to the dislocating first person
of Conrad's "Youth" in which the accent of loss, of being
torn from the romantic past and its Qid;ntifioatiou. is
rendered by the narrative structure. What, then, is the
essential characteristic of the short story which is now
being challenged? A further analysis of "Youth™ may clarify,

The recurrent break in the narrative struoture of "Youth"
at vhich, from the hypnotic past, Marlowe almost grotesquely
mi’m- 1xx the presént vith his unnervingly sutomatio
“Pass the bottle", oxyrum the quality of fo.olj:n‘ that

'Conrmd wants. This break is stressed against the perspictive
of the othet bresks or disruptions that inhexe in the
:u‘-bord.'oxporim. mlo_thou latter are fused into

& living vire ¥y youta's magle, the vrench frem then to Bov,

ko

A & T

SRS T e
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‘ |
youth to age, is not thus transformed, and is indeed the
ingruaingly charged point of the cizu.‘aoter's life. Here,

I think, we find a principal characteristic of the short
stoxy, one distinguishing it from other forme: a life is
pointedly experienced, -the story comes togcthoi“%ii;" & sharp
flare, its point of maximum meaning and oxporiono;‘for the
reader., This is not to say that the effect is asimple. In °
Melville's "Bartleby®, the 'tragedy' of Bartleby's 1ife,
svelling to a universal in the narrator's final ory,

"an Buﬁ.by! Ah Humanity!", ias subjeot to & complex -
point of viev. The narrator's conolusion is not

necessarily the suthor's. Even 80, the aim is the
illumination I have wentioned: in this case, it is the
narrator who is unwittingly revealed as much as ( or more
then ) Bartleby, and his very ory "Ah Bartledy! Ah Humanity!™,
pointody reveals the kind of man he is, his assumptions.

T™his charsoteristic of the short story has been

challenged in much contemporsary Ameriocan short fiotion.

Codver's "The Babysitter™ intensifies ohu'uto‘r and plot
iny to sorsmble them. Vhexe onos prevailed. a careful

oontrol, an employment of Q:tdh in the intereat of the
final effect's charged rtndu:lr: ( & olassic ¢xmple

w
{
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of this is Jemes' "The B‘out in the Jungle" ) , we may now
see the fnu:chic explosion of details, in the short stories
of Leonard Michaels; the direct, often incongruous anmd
grotesque expression in "In the Heart of the Heart of the
Country® and in some short stories by Clark Blaise. In
Blaise's "Bxtractions nndhpntra.otiona", the event of a

visit to the dentist ( an event structurally isclated by the
narrative ) is the ccossion for a grim surging roﬂec't“.ton on
life, which refuses a step-by-step, multi-contact )lethocl of |
Plot, but like the “slick" he refers to suddenly acoumulates:
a thick qa.rbag‘e in the wandering, deadening avemea of the
story. 14 The features of the st‘ory are an impatience and
direoctness of expression, a Jutupoﬂtioﬁna of separate

and fully 'achieved' events; we appreciate such new accents more
finely if we compare the stoxry with a more comventional stoxy
by Blaise, "A Class of Hev Censdisns®.l’ , mis olds

oxprouion, holds its charge so thur flares in & ?Qghly :

expressive point at the ond; 8 prooess :I.o that or . m.
groving through a set of Mt.rlockine events. This kin&: ot
lodiat:lon by plot, which has 80 essentially identified tm\

s\
short stoxy, is nov being questioned. o \,E

o




-18-

. Contemporary American short fiction is now, I think,
in’a period of aelf-oonaciouanoaa. I do hot mean that the

short ?tory noceuu'ih' revu.l-, a8 do xy ownm, a direct

P

aolf-conaoioumu that;, as an uuntial part of /g,/

o
narrat.lvo, holds up a mirror to /th./foﬁd method and its

/

N problems., Such Mmoimsmu is one form amongst the

\ o

L%~ many others that may emerge from a period of radical formal
cxpemqnt. Bven within the kind of ooif-ponacicma form <
that mirrors the formal process, widely differing Antentions
are possible, My own intention, for instance, is to
concentrate on the means by which a fiotional communication
is made, oonfusing, disrupting and exercising irony at the
_expense of 'those means 80 as to disengage the read;r'a
involvement in the story. But if we consider some of ‘the
showt stories by Joyoe Carol Oates which hs‘v-o some formal
devices similar to my own, we find just the opposite
intention: an intensification of engagement.

In the story “Plot",.for instance, the narrstive is
broken ups the 'I' as narrstor, as subject, "mn;xt." rl
plot vhich establisbes himself as the object; he.is

. detached from the narrative which is sbout himself,
altering and erasing it at will, This devioce, wheredy

L]
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the narrative enacts a consciousness of itself, seems further

» ’

assisted by the sudden and estranging invective against the

/;rggoﬁi,, "My bruin is going, bn':. before it goes vompletely

I wvant to make very clear my dislike for yous my readers,
who a.ro)ruding thm\;gh my life as fast as possible, skimming
along, impatient with me and hoping for some final noss."16
And yot,‘ finally, sueh formal reflections on the sonstruction
and reading of fioction are:revealed as the method by which we
are given a dramatic, payehological depiction of charsoter.
When the narrator says, “erase everything", we are meant to
take this as an indication of the paychological state that
will lead hinm 1iterally to “erase" his life, By igniting

himself. The diat;v:ibo against the reader does not compel
hin‘to examine his formal relation to the fiction, but
instesd confropte him with a'paychologiosl content,  The
oxpetrinx;t: in this stoxy, them, are a function of theme and
the reader's crperionoo of the theme from the inaido.

*Plot” brings into ,rocul the problem of omnication
that I have mentioned. The frag,nnt;tion of the parts

that oombine in the fiotion-process is a formal

- structuring of this problem, a construction of barriexrs.

In my awn stories, barriers are oomtﬁt;tod Yy way of &

satirical approdich to some of the means—-credidle and

%
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. concentrated characterisation, for instance, the setting up

of scenes, the very language one uses to irap meaning—

N wvhich have constituted the short story. It is not
"IT; ¢ ‘
f;’-: surprising, though it may finally prove a barren achievement,
3 ) that these stories should turn more and more against themselves;
for the inability, or refusal, to achieve a project on a firm, .
3 ' . - ~
E » meaningful base, fhe inability finally to express, means a 4
B - turning inward, a repeated #elf-—inflicted wound, 4
4 I N .
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A PIERCING LIGHT

$
1 The Living Sea
It depends on the light in the sky. Under the blue sky
of a summer day the obease hills of green grass whose blade-
tips are ;iso nhitiqh as :Lf brushed with flour, drop to the
shining cliffs, cliffs that fall to the sea and yst, on such
a day, bear a sudden resemblance to strong whits teeth like
an animal'a. Then the sea is a golid blue such as one sees
in picture postcards displayesd along the promenads} and
whitening, frosting c;nr as the eye pursues it to a lacquered
_“dasgle where the sun squats on the water like a chi e The
sun is a needls, the sea spread out like a utoﬁ';uem
( the demand is great for this service on the cosst ) whose

body, in a fixated yet ever broken pattern, the-white and red

sailing boats paint. ‘

But when the wind from'the sea ‘bl"o" its brawny, bruisirg
clonds over the sun, a shadow bulges in the ’u.y(,:uko:a,
trawling net amd thc" black ef bhgltuup water edges hugely

. agaivst the whitewsshed glow of the cliffs. Then the ocl{¥fs
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}f u seen to shrink like the palm of a shutting hand, and grey,
and the sea sucks like a canvas against them, flicking
w furious tong{xu under tho” cliffs that hiss.

And if & storm throatol‘u and the aky before it is
l;laokod out flings a luminous light on tt-uo unbroken calm,
A’.hon the sea is like a mighty fi;t ;rholc bloodless kmickles
swell in ridges. The ocliffs ower like animals or children,
and rear back like a chained when the storm hits.
When ‘lid'xtnin“g burns in the b) the sea bulges, a
1ivid body, and plunges into its moaning Aight. i

ﬁlt stormas do noét occur vexry often on this coast.

Sometimes the cosst is shrouded in a thick fleshy
mist like pastis wvhen water is sdded. The .And oliffs
flow into the sea, the l)ln is a jamundiced smdge in the
inclgo:lng vapour. The sea is vhito., like whitewash, but
underneath it, apart from it as it seems, one hears the
suck and lutioat:}on of the s.urr in the wall of stones.

But again, -uoh aists do not often ooour, ,

) On a typiosl day the uu‘ is an unpertain ocolour,

" as 1f reflecting its wncertainty, The oliffs axe greyieh,
ordirty.andmltko'th‘oldunﬂuthmoammn s

. G Dl A -
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when the sun is out, The green discoloured hills straggle

. \ . ;

to the finish of the land, and the clouds dlow like damp K
shests in the sky. ;
¥

One must choose one's time oarefully if one would 7

take & pleasant walk along the cliffs. But the weather is

changeable, and it is difficult to arrange; . ,

At a certain time of the day one might behold a ;

lonely figure on the cliff-edge. Hia unnatural quiet as if

gripped there like a hook, might cause the watcher to pauase,

But is this latter should exist, it is probable--since he
. ’
is only human-e~that his interest would lapse into boredonm,

for nothing would happen and one oannot observe nothing for
N .

Q

pryey -.m.«a'mgw o A AT . o

long without becoming restless, IBut -hbuld‘ he remain a '
1little longer, he might be surprised to see this figure

disappear, The i-odisu apprehension might surprise and

perhaps oonoern, despite ‘the almost simultaneous

.

realisation that the figure had mersly dipped behind the

oliff to the winding path that descends to the beach. It

1s possible that the watoher, having a little time to spare,
would spproach the oliff-sdge, would pursue. Unlgkely, but
let us give cauntion to the wind, Let us supposs it,

8 . ., &

*W A ot 25, KOs 5o m., it 31
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| What would the purauér see? A blur, the baock of
the pursued's head? Should he rush up seiging him by the
shoulder—a most unlikely 6ooﬁrfenoe-nould he be confronted

by' such sorrow as to force him baok, as if t\é\iohed by a

leper, and flee to the safety of his 1ife? But he ¥ires; he

p AL
sees, far down the twisting path, a figure tending——as .80
many do--towards the beach. He is afflioted by the

absurdity of his pursuit: what had possessed him that he /
' should pursue nothing? He is wasting time, he turns baok,

.:15

N there are things to be don\e, hagi he forgotten? He -~
remembers an appointment: the dootor, his heart is-bad, he
must piock up his wife, he must collect t’l;e ohildren from
school, He hurries back along the cliff path, thorns drag '’
at hi;a.logs, his heart thuds in his mouth, his moui?h is dry
| S and unpleasant, tuting of licorice. He 1s undoing the
' good work which his removal to the coast has built inta his
.. ligte,
Marcus Blake had Ween walking quiokly, ghﬁoing '

R 4
behind him, though ofoourse he was Quite alone. He
_walked: more slowly now, kioking 1dly at tle ferns that
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» clutched like green hands in the sandy path., It was sunny -~

and atill, the air crackling faintly with the sounds of
insects, He watched his feet 1lift a.nd fall, carelea_e’lly‘ (-. .
orushing the green ferns tha;c sprang back as if alive., A
sharp ro;)t caught dt his ankle, he pulled against it . . .
He kne\'t‘ this path intimately, knew it with the unquestioned
knowledge one has of one's wifej with the unquo‘ationod ‘
S . knowledge one has who returns again and again to the same A
plade, until gently it sinks into mute 1dentific.ation‘ with
the v(isitant'. He knew th.at soon he would fork right,
discldsing the sudden thdatre of sea and sky, where the
rock rode bare and high, where the rock burst through the
aofi; earth, the resisting ferns, like thp emaciatec{ frame
of one brought down by a oa.noer..
Though he had come to live on this living coaat three
- . ‘l;yeu‘a before, because he *.had supposed that he would love it,
| Maxcus Blake's qliro was not happy, .
.v q ‘ He worked for the Advertising section of the =~ Pub-
lishing Rousej it was the best, he had sighod, that a vaguely

literaxy man might expect in a society crassly indifferent

»

\
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arts education., 'Burning with enthusiasm' on loaving the
University ( with a medioore degree ) , Marous Bleke had tried
a writing ocareer, But it was not good for his health, as

he indeed was the first to acknowledge, not without & touch
of pride, It became his habit to rush off, some;imea- not

only in mind but in body, his large head wobbling between

bis hnn\do, in pursuit of the written idea. Eadh moment of

his 111‘3 flamed but onoe; he would press the flame into print

as one prespses flowers in a bhook., It ocoocurred to him that

. his life was a threat and a betrayal to the extent that he

had not written ity that it had been written for him in a
hand not his own, unintelligible or indifferent,
He grew thin, His blue fleshy ayes protruded. The

‘ joints in his bony fingers swelled shapslessly; his nails

were raw with biting. Bpt nothing happened.,
He disdsined regular meals. Sometimes the very

thought of putiing food into his mouth, uuhina it in the

soft obsoens hole that was his nouth, muuu‘ him, It was
nonetheless true that every so often his body, craving

e}

e

oo,

ot
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subatantial food, ate livers, kidneys, hearts, Hﬁ wiped a
furtive hand across hiu stained mouth, It may have been
that this irregdlar diet affected him writing.

v His Muse was & hag who drew him to her bloody breasts,
But certainly his minor agonising flashes of inspiration

failed to light up the visceral prose that clotted like

black blood on the otherwise blank paper, It was, to put

K

it charitably, an exocesaive prope, trying too hard for
meaning.

He waa not without insight, He saw what was wrong in

the 1ives of his friends: the living moment was denied, it

consumed its own excrement, it . . . His heart pounded |
unnaturally, It was, he so well understood, as if an

author had written t'ho parts they were to play in life, and

they were bound to follow, and perhaps the author hedrlong

sinoe become bored with them, kad thrown them up. ngcun

Blake vas at times 'po:c;uadod to believe that the text was

his ow'n. It was against this most sudbtle of snares--so

\ - subtle becauss so generally embraced--that he would have to
\ .
goard himself. . .
_Where then had he gone wrong? He orouched on his 4
: .
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‘ ’ stone peroh and the book he, had hooked uhider an arm, a
Piliatait
well-thumbed copy of Pirandello's play '"Six Characters -
in Search of an Author', dropped from his slaock fingers,

{ He looked out over the separate blues.,

Ah he knew, He knew, He would never write, With’
| 8 long deliocate sigh he tried to accept it, He hicoouphed,
.What was the use? He looked out. The Sea, What was its
| legend? The living Sea. He started to rise. Hiam huge
shadow pinned like a dark bird to the white bone of the
- rook, and what looked like a orimao;l rag started-from its
ebony beak. Wheeling, a wlfite desert blackened under its
flight, The sun, a red prow, oleaved a gushing wake
towards him, and the wake was & sea of birds thst writhed
in the bloody corkscrews of their dying. No, it was no use. "
He peeled his shadow off the stone like rotten paper and’
sat down, soratohing the back of‘lfin‘hsnd. "xa-uro all”,

e TRw T B

he murmured, "oreatures of myth and mystery. And my
desire wwrites h.tn-torion." -

* And yet his heart beat peinfully. EHe averted hip
_eyes, Nothing-moved, Things without shadow. Numb., His
body did not sense the rook, Somewhere the harsh choked

'
¢ * 8
g
X
¥
,

oxy of a gull, But no gull was there. No moustirous thing
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_of flesh, He tried to rise, he could not feel himself any

longer. He wanted to grip .this life, this living bodied
\ »

’ ————rrrer——— 7§

sea that was MWF’E&WT lifting its
. thongs against his red blood . . .

/ He stood on the white rock, raising his gripped

. hands \".o the gentle bay in an ambiguous ggsturo. Far
.below h\fQ, far down on the beach, the two pesople, like i
tiny porcelain figurines, previously engaged in the act of

love, now lo{)kod l?. The woman, gasping, had pointed, ‘

The Soa.\\ Ch ;

he 1ife that grew like & trunk in his |
\ 3 2

\
'
\

,tot&t\ A, the life deprived of his

\

b
Y

wrists!
The Sea's
ixszation of 1t! .
The Sea! The pt\\rgd lightning off the dark swell.
The monstrous maned gol o’n;iha‘d- of t;mr sea at dawn. The last |

_ raked fall leaves of the aea at evening,

Like olaws his {ut the stone eyrie in the
/ sky; his body roped to & kind\of ecstasy, his clutehing -
hands rushing up « « » ‘ |
The two lgvoi- had risen dripping from the sea

and asnd clung to their 1nb-nommdm?tbobody
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of the other, When they observed the young man in the
Jliff-faco, they stopped what they had been doing and q
gazed up at him, shielding their eyes against the sun.
They were fortuitouaiy situated so that, while they

'could sée him, he could not 'aee them.

_They watéhed him,

Gradually his emotion left him; conscicusnees
returned. Gulls wove arabesques about his head, but a
faint smile brushed his lips. N

He tumetjl as if to go. He h;d had quite enough

. fresh air for one day, his lungs vere raw, He glm at
his vatch, There was still the shopping to do, the
ﬂdinnor to make, Soon his wife would return from work.

He looked out to saea j.msolu;toly. The sane
faint smile tugged at ‘his lips. A knoving smile, One
might even say an insufferably smg smile, .The mild bay

osight his eys. He lifted a fist md smote the crumbling

rock that had been his pedestal. Then he went baok.
The two lovers returned vith a smiling shrug %o

Aheir love-saking. The late afternoon sun was m&q ‘ _ 4

on their hurling thighs, * e .
Narcus Blake valked slowly back along the
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cliff path, The smile that had 1it up his face had smudged.

The feeling wis alive in him that at the last moment he had

been cheated,

2 Affairs of the Heart

2

{é/ His first thought on waking was the futility of all
human e@oavour. His secondwyas that his present state
of mind refused to admit the subtle, the necessary distinctions
of which he was only too aware, Distinctions that isclated
his present mood from ’che‘mood that would——oh inevitably—
supplant it as a result of splashing a lot of very cold
water over his face—a sensation which he now anticipated
with an ambiguous pleasurs owing to a suapicion that, while
his being might flame under the tap, it might squally well
be made to feel dull and heavy, onomcusly physical, as a
consequence &f the tiny probing fingo;.'a of *water.

 Distinctions moreovér that isolatéd him from his

o
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fellow man who, like the unvitty fellow he invariably wes,
would confront his rash Judéo;ent with busy contempt, and
with better reason—Marcus ruefully reflected--than he,
Marcus, had for making it, tl \\a;\
These judicicus distinctions were sharp in his mihd
as he felt oi)lisadJ to take note of the room in vhich he
lasily stretched his body, swathed in morning sunlight.
He noted the drab curtains pulled askew in the clouded

window, He noted the clothes at the base of the bed. ,

Cast~off, unliving thi ~ He noted his wife's body which lay

bunched up at his side, her face buried in the pillow and
invisible but for a thin strip which started at the exposed
neck and terminated in & wedge of brown curls at the head,
The sharpness of these things offended il:i.a eyes,
as though were he to touch one of them he would cut his
hand, It would bleed over the vhite sheets.
But if he remained perfectly still he knew that
their judgement of him was suspended,
Marcus Blake looked at 311'3 wife's body.

Y Yo b sy ez )
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' - He looked at his own, which humped under the sheet

4 like a cocoon, Under the sheet it was warm and sticky.

4

It was comfortable,
Yet he felt appalled at the thought of change, vhen
it would come at him with its demands. He pulled the
sheet t0 his mouth, As his wife avwoke in the light, a‘he
; found him staring at her, She smiled. "Hhit time is it7"
g Instead of answering, Marcus Blake said enigmatically,

"In ailence doth the tiger leap."

They had b;on l‘urried three years beforsy, They had
studied at the same University and hsd ®met “in the final
: year, and married at the end of the final year, 'me{ had
beesn amused to refloct_ that befgre they had met they had ‘
' seen one another many times and meant nothing to or;e
another. Then they had met and'manf; something to one

another, but what it was Marcus had besn unable to decide.

o

met every condition of mn intimate

-

‘At odrtadn times it seemed to him that theirl

Ll
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relationship, but that this intimacy was somsthing between
then, 'a mutual goal which both-hoped to attain, as it were,
outside their real feelings. As if thgy were playing a
game and the intimacy functioned as a score board.
They slept in the same bed, ate the same meals,
lived in the same house, . But sometimes Marous Blake
vondered why the house was there at LlJ:.
He loved his wife dearly. She was a.t;rnctivo.
intelligent, 1ntc:pst1né. Sometimes he forgot her, and
sometines he hai the oddeat feeling that he didn't know
what to do with hexr. What was the next move in- the game.
When they returned from work, they told each other
sverything that had made their day a day. One of the girls
' 'm her class reminded her so much of herself as a young girl.
His wife prattled deliciocusly.
The headmaster, & gmunt man from Birmingham
( wvhich unclean city he seened to carry with him still in
“his hollow smile and dirty fingernails )—the headmaster
had sat in for one of her classes ( "pioking his nails all .
the time®, Marous was told ), and the children had been

. hushed snd serious and she hexself nervous. ut she _ .

~
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believed that he had been impressed.

She was very witty about some of the teachers, They
were all 'cha.ract‘era' , and his wife came home with many
stories, "You know that character in that Grahem Greene
novel®™, ’ahe would begin, "well , , ."

Occasionally they went to the cinema, Revently they
had seen Bergman's "Scenes from a Marriage™, and inad ,

enjoyed a fruitful discussion of the film over a very good

'She was a detective ato% addict, She loved trying
t; discover all the clues, and coming up with the
triumphant logic. .
At this time, when they had Yeen married three years,
Marcus Blake was secretily meeting another woman, .
"Marcus, I've been thinking about the summer vacation,”
"Yes . . 7"
'!!ge;.],, what would you say to Spain this year?"
"Yea."
*0r Italy., We've always dreamed of going to Venice,

M™e City of Labyrinths,"
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"Yes."

"Well say something!™:

Marcus stared at her across the breakfast things,
The tZble was full. Ome could not have put more on to that
"table. The honey orawled from the lip of the honey pot.
The butter was yellow gold, melting in the butterdish.
The table-cloth was stained, ,

He stared at his wife l;rou these things, At

the expression of her face which had flowed out of interested

inquixy into an unequivooal mold of annoyanos, Q;.th (Y
flutter in his stomach of exciteméent and fear, Marcus
speculated onwtho oonsequenoce of silenoce.

The apace boévun them sorewed itself into the
visened face of s Dickensian character, or a discarded
mamusoript.

Indesd, absurd as this may seem to you, it vas
I‘:l.f their life together, a life .-;dc up ( 'made up't the
possibility of a pun teased his mind )——of oh how many
-shared things; a 1life which above all was an affair of
living d:' against day, mind sgainst mind, flesh against

.
i
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flesh—not to omit its being also an affair of the heart—
that this wonderful terrifying life now hung in the
balanoce.

And it was this sense he had, this sense of something

other than the mere--the word squeesed out of his brain like

& pip from the lemon-~conflict of personalities, that made
him consider his cruelty irrelevant, his response u.lion.
and impersonal, He saw his wife over & great diata.nco.l
« He let out a.n involuntary belch. "We've never been
to Venice.™ '
His reflections turned, with a sort of shrug, to a .
novolla'by Henry James, set in the City of the Waters,

which he had besn reosntly reading. Ah James. His great

love. Vhat a master of the subtle art of cruelty.

_The Sn ltke a huge mirror was tilted up to the aky.
The vacancies of the sky blossomed .from the piercing silver
[2

needle of & plane., They weze alone,
The path they followed was faintly impressed on the
Jovel~like fl-}aa of the ferns, and beosuse of its
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serpentine twistings it \;u 'h.tddon from their eyes beyond
a short section of its course, which section was
approximately duplicated at e;gh twist, The fuszzy noise of
insects seemed only to accent the silence that welled up
like a deep sea from the slight acufﬂ; of their shoes.

Had it not been for the raw sun that burned into
his neck:and which caused hin & little irritation, Marcus
Blake would have given himself to a sort of awimming
sensation,

{?
The girl was bare to the waist about which she

'had coiled a blue blouss. The blue transparent stuff
moved with her moving thighs. .
Hex back rose a livid scar from the blue sheath of
“  the blouse, btut her ahouﬁors were freckled, - 0nco~la ahe
had turned to him with a smile he had noticed, it seemed for
the first time, the delicate undergrowth of veins, like
‘the fine brush strokes of an old Japanese watereolour, or
like an exquisitely expanding bruise, under the filwmy skin,
.His penis swelled,
He ‘c.lid not compare her with his vife, '30 4id not

" corieider that he was doing his wife an injustice. For the

, oD
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' ’ no;:ont it was as if his wife belonged to a previous chapter, ’
and like any author he was concerned only with what was
immediately st hand, | ‘ .
He gave himself gladly to the m:poxiding ﬁediun of’ ‘
their walk along the cliff path, upon the li)iing hands of

ferns, undsr the hot sun..

That night in bed, Mr and Mrs Blake finished their
* cups of tea, awitched off the bedside lamp, and made hungry
flcvc even before the burning bulb had died to a blue skull,
Tt was not perhaps a sadistic love, though she bit into his

skin, and it was achieved to the accompaniment of “Tristan

TR T

N and Isolde®. It was not a sadistic love, perhaps because the

sadistic acts were not desired in themselves. but as an

-

- obscure nuni to something else that neither could identify .
s .

-

N | yet long‘l\ for.
Indeed it was as if sach further penetration famished this
hunger, Into her vhite laid-out thighs Marcus ?‘lakl

!

presced- his fingers until blue bruises sprouted from

TS,

Sy

their tips,  She drew hia into her until she

A2

shrisked, But it was a cxy of unsatisfied longing.
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He grew tired._ He grew tired. He understood he had

vastly miscaloulated his orgasm. The desire shrivelled in
his body. His wife, he saw with revulsion, was attached
to him,

Vhen it was over she cried into the ;u:ta, and he

did not want to comfort her. b
‘ It was not a pretty scene, and certainly not a
laughing nattor; but,Marcus Blake meliceiously giggled
under 'tho blanket like a child reading a comic by torch-

light,

Penelope Blake was an unusually intelligent your;g woman.
She had married her husb;nd, not without some .
misgivings, because \t.hcro had been something about him,
for all his strange passiveness, that had set him above
the others. A vague longing, a ﬁor‘oo longing. It was the
difference. It was not a dresm, It existed, somewhere, in
their aotual lives. | ‘

Sometimes, wuhen they touched 1f, it hal sext e hot
shiver through hor. As if she had aléo touched the strageness-

Ao
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betwsen them,
She ;raa not a woman who vould. rest content with
vague intuitions, Her mind was clear and ;rticulato. If
their ]:j.fe wvas special, it had to be special, it had to
be more than an intimation, ,
Sometimea, at night, as he slept she touched his
face, and it was cold and strange to her, .
If she had misgivings, it was not because she
doubted her will or ability to reaLlise thia thing. It
__was because of the strange passiveness of her-husband,
anAs._tt:ltude that came upon him like a. sleep even as' he
was aflame with his longing, -
Penelops Femini, for that was her Maiden name, had

known many men before Marcus. But Marcus was different,

Yes, he was different, He had=-she could put it no

other w W 1ife, as if he feared that

it might be compromised at any moment. He was not selfish,

not enamoured of himself, as the others had been. Not
because his very self sesmed an oppression to him at times,
and vould await, pale and crumpled in his chair, the

.

i cotio_n of her life, - ¢
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Y And what was so special about their life? It was ]
/
/

4 ’ that each had pierced the other's deeper being.  Pisrced 4
// but could not hold, not yet, i
He had excited her, He still excited her. But ;
z N " |

lately, when she trie(i to make something of this excitement,

e

- when her hands itched to mould it, shape it accoxrding to
' : \
her desire, he had, as it were, perversely shut off the

current; the wheeling clay had slumped and stuck to her

fingers like slime, But why? Was it his job? VWhy was he

no longer willing, or able, to let all fall away that they

might again 1ift their eyes to the life that rained down like .
a fire from the sky? She loved him, but ‘she wvas beginning !

to wonder if he was not after all a little weak, >

T AR b i RN AR ik e At M e i

She looked out to sea, and there were tears in her

eyes. The sea like a huge ball bounced gently in its crater,

Y

She had loved the sea, tut now it tormented hey.

The previous night Marcus had done ao“thing‘to her
that was not permissible, and beyond which there was
nothing, The following day she had left him,

)
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Marcus Blske watched the sea from his rock, The

- ‘mwﬂw;'

torn clouds wheeled a shadow like a living thinglthro@_

the ya.taf. The sea smashed on the rocks, His eye was : “
caught by the dark gob o{ sea~weed, Tresacherous, It .

breathed agiinst the svimer's body, brushed against his c
tearing fingers. Marcus ashuddered. He saw himself '
on. the shore, his nipples erect in his body stiff with salt.

He dived a flash of light into the clear water, but to

find himself caught in the weed, the weed stroking his 2

face, drifting into his open mouth , ., .

PRl

He would have to confront his wife. But what
was there to say? His revulsion had afflicted him as an

[ 4
overvhelming physical fact, Until then, though he had

e w__ﬂ_\[ﬁ; s el

" met the other woman, he had never doubted that in some vay ‘
he loved her, Had some terrible thing undo'rlain that lqve,
some monster of the unconscious, and no\;t risen up ug*let
them?  But somehow, these terms by which he tried to
understard it, did not seem right,

He did not consider that he had been in any wv’

13 [y s
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to blame, that this thing might have been averted. It

-

rose up against him as ‘an overwhelming physical fact,

ac;mething one did not think to gqueation. )
He walked slowly back, The future did not exist
for him, \'ct had he been questioned, he might have
intimated that in 8 strange way he enjoyed the deep
lethargy that had ¢éme upon him like}a benediction.

When hedentered the house, he did not see his

) wife, but instead he saw Sarah Manley. Her chestmut—

brown hair floated over her shoulders. She was stirring -
something in a red pan, ,;‘Sl'he big wooden spoon sucked in
what looked like 5ts'f.ow.” ';ho white shocking line of' her
neck showed under her. bent head, ~ He was remggfled of ‘the
Grimms' story, "Hansel and Gntl;'. \ ‘

She did not twm immediately, but her head rose

' like a bird from behind the red pan, Maraus glinpsed dark

tufts of hair that thrust out from her armpits.

. Then she turned tovn.rd; hi_n.
" { .\

'
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. - -
Sarah Manley was & shrewd if not very intelligent

woman, She knew what she wanted, amd nsually got it.
She had wanted Marcus Blake for some time, Méw she had him.
S;)e had not liked his wife, not because she was his
wife, but because she, Sarah, and his wife were so very
di'fferent. _Had she been closely questioned about this,
she would have twitched her li¥tle shoulders and amiled
significantly, but she could not have easily put into yords
this difference which she had intuited so very exag¥ly,
so very, one might say, femininely, But she m/ifght
have suggested more im murmuring huskily $hat Mrs
Blake was a bit strong about 'wonen'sn_l}\b', that she ¢
had "Sunny ideas" and went to political meetings.
No, she was not an intelligent woman, but she
believed with all her heart that life was a good deal
fatter——she herself was a little plulp—th;n the '
stereotypes imposed on it. She had dealt witépnilofn
Blake fairly and it vas that lady's fault if she saw things

in bleck and white. She did not at all believe that she

»
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herself was 'unawakeng,A woman', If her interests were
superficial, she at least had a lot of fun. She took

life as it came, "Some people™ never had any fun and

didn't \:'ant you to have it either, She had read Sartre,
reluc};antly under Marcus' prompting, and while she had
not entirely comprehended his "Being and Nothingness“,
she had intuited his point abc;ut nan'a‘ c¢rime against man,
ag if--so she told Marcus one day, immensely

»* surprising him—eas if people liked to "write up™ other
people, cutting at will, and even rejscting utterly the 1
complex and iiving character that each man is.

She wanted to live, 'Ihg blood in her veins aang

-
»

for 1ife, Life was there for the taking ‘and she took,
With both hands,
As she looked out to sea, Sarah Manley felt it as -

a big tilruat of life inside her, All of her fourtesn

years tingled inside her mubile body. ' ' -

»




Evening.

Clouds like dark horses raced across the aky., The

sun a red tumour in the West, The tide painted red and gold. _

A lonely boat appearing in the red and gold sea.
The sun climbed the kerosene-coloured sky. The
sky shimmered like a snowfield. The sea frisked like lambs.
A wind picked up in the pines that clambered down to the sea
like a great bear, The bear appeared to scratch its head,
perplexed, .
Marcue Blake, from his atone observatory, had
witnessed the passing of the sun, ‘'An obmerver might have
seen him for a moment and thought nothing of it, But had
he remained a little longer he would have speculated that
~=Here was a young man who did not know what he
wanted from life, |
His hwirt might have gone out to the world.
He might have densed in this great drama of nature

something pleasurably different from the late-night_show;

r©
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and ahivore'd'and returned, fearful of the cliff path at
night, leaving’the world tp Marcus Blake,

He might—and this is surely more probable—have
not known vhat' to think, not known that there WAS anything

td"think, At any rate this is all speculation,

Then letus 71‘&? retire.

3 The City of the~Dead

Marcus Blake lived in the city, was immersed in
the /city. )mo city was huge, From its highest pointa
one could not I‘nnotrato its sn'lokixigl‘gki's to the fields
beyond, Its buildings of atom“and glass rose up like .
an army, He liked this, The city was man's last home.
éonotinu he romb;red the coast, but tho'
memory faded. ‘The city enclosed him like his own flesh.
He had lived alone in the oity for %e years, Hp did -
not think of J:uving.
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It was built before his syes. Stone thrust up

into the alqr whe;e it glinted. He had seen progress leave
its black prints in a green park, blast the black shell -of
a church, He liked this, Life was torn down, and stone

g memorials raised to it, He watched, What else was there
to do?

He worked as a builder, His mates were rough
Irishmen, they spat in their hat;da. the exposed flesh of
their faces reddening from exertion, cracking like rainless
md,

| Marcus Blake had elj.vod. in the city for three
years am;‘in the city he would stay. At night as he lay on
his bed he watched the city flame to the sky. He watched
the u\:n die, and witnessed the coming of the opaqu'e
af.n:lup night, that squatted like some huge animal on ‘
the flutrescent sireets. He was never bored. . The vast
on‘glm of the city throbbed without end. He fell asleep
with its noise in his head, ' )

Sometimes h4 remembered the ocoast and the aea, the

stoof rise of the 'sea like a huge blue hill in the air . . .

g v ol .




Penelope Blake had stayed with her mother, She
had not known what to do. Sl}e immersed herself in work,
She tried not to remember the coast. DBut when she did she
wondered what had gone wrong. Iess and leas, Surely they
had been happy « « « She left home to become a political
activist. \ _ |

Sarah Mgnl\ry was momentarily distressed when their
relationship m\l apart. But she had not been to blame,
Whatever had ahe\goen in him? She shuddered to recall his
clammy body on toﬁ of hers, ILike a dead thing. She
eventually a.coo"pteél. for she waa an adventurous girl, an

!
offer of & ‘f]ob as a\Gogo dancer somewhers in the Caribbean.

- !

1

~ "In the city the cold froge animate life.  Smoke
.poured in thick white sheets like cheese-cloth. from the

high buildings. Marcus Blake trod rutt‘od ice, BHe was late
for work. ‘The night before he had dreamed o}’ the ocoast,
vhich had risen up shining, its cliffs white hands.of
supplication. The dream had made him late. The drean hed
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been a revelation. He was at the base of the cliff and was
trying to climb 1t, but when hia' feet found a root it broke
off, rotten, and the crevices in the rock face for which his
fingers grappled, spurted glass, But now he was high up the
wall and the sea smashed far below him, and what he was )
climbing vas no longer a cliff face but a kind of white
‘7- honeycomb out of which a bee emerged huge with gold and
black fur. He muttered, “The lion springs in darkness",
when the warm enveloping body of the bee was suddenly .
clamped to him, his fhce was buried in it, and with a shrill
sucking sound it withered him. "It must be the effect of
the sun on the cli:fd‘“, he thought. 'n§en he awoke.
. The snow blasted against his face but he did not feel
it, He had arisen from the dream frightened., Lost.
The snow like a huge porcupine ble®™ its white quills, bu:w
he 4id not feel them, He hurried. Shadowy beings |
slipped behind the .sheeting snow., He hurried across a
Junoction., Engines rose against him, A car bore down,
What the hell! Blurred against the windscreen, he
had witnessed a white face in dark glasses, Now he was
locked in the centre of the road, Traffic smashed on
either side of him. He felt he was the victim of an
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inexplicable gsx;le. He saw a girl disappear into a shop.
Somehow he had to reach her, .

Fur-fleeced men a.;d women stared. Their faces
white masks, their eyes a soft secret bruised skin.

He saw the girl twine a pair of blue nylons about
her long fingers, She resisted him, She did r'no.t like
his appearance. The skin of his head was sterile. But
his eyes moved her with their pain and longing,  She was
not an }nsonaitive girl, not unadventurous. Wwhile she
frankly recognised that he was trying to pick her up,
she realised that in a deeper aopne( he \ulm not, Intrigued,
she agreed to a oorf;o. »

. Marous Blake helped her to understand that life wvas ‘
a blighted thing unleas one gx‘ipw it in one's hands,

He did not return to work. He walked past the
building site, ‘The sweating conorets heaved like a ‘
stone vomit in the air, With pain he heard the plercing
ocry of an electric drill, .
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She told him that she atudied muaic at the

Acadexy, and would soon be taking her final examination,
and then , . . He tochl her that his favourite opera was
"Iristan und Isolde™. Her face 1lit up. They breathed ;
together the warn passion. But she had been unpleasantly
surprised, She found Wagner's opera excessive,
’ They lived together, They were poor. The
examination results were a disappointment. Marcus
collected unemployment insurance, Their rooms were cold
and damp, She developed a hacking cough,
They sat in the cold, illefurnished apartment,
) and the city thudded like a grimy seaswell against the
window. They had been quarreling, Marcus had again done
nothing, The dirty dishes choked up the aink'. \ Y
: She bent down to put on a record, ‘Sho sighed.

The same tunes over and over again,

“What are you putting on?™
"Nothing. " ‘ : ' .
She selected "La Boheme” by Puccirmi, The toxm

~cover pictured an artist with dark snakes of hair and a

" hrown frock coat, conemplating his hidden canvas; behind
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him the sky was on fire with velvet flameas. The imperfections
of the record were very distinct,

"What is there in life?"™ he wondered. "one tries, one
really tries to make something of 1life. But nothing happens,
If only it were like fiction." He considered for a moment,” -
then added as an afterthought, -Prefeubly old-fashioned
fiction,"”

"As for me", she mused bitterly, "I don't know what
I'm doing here. Where do I come in? I thought it was to be
the biggest affair of my life. ;nd look at it, He hasn't
even asked me my name.,"™ She ascrewed up her face indignantly.
Well I know one thing, I'll be out of it before long,"

But they were hearing a beautiful aria. Mimi enters.

p She asks for a candle, They sob,
"What is that?" he aaks,

"Che gelida manina.”

non
"Your tiny hand is frosen, let me warm it,"
Marcus turns to her,"What is there left to us but a
moment's beautiful blindness?" o

By
' \
L . They embrace. Mimi's voice is like the spring that

ia:lorooa the dead earth, JYor the moment it is as if 1life is
suspended, held off, it is the last moment they will
“ 8 have together before the upur;tion. C ' g

4
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Recently I have read a novel by Dickens. ™ But do not ask
me which novel. Most of it has left me~-yes, for all his
vivacious surfaces, his forcing of the novel 1like a corrupt

\

fruit :‘l’n~ the hothouse of t!'xe city, forcing it from the energy
that ;)oum like a crowd through the gargantuan glass dome of
the city. Ah, but most of it has left me, left me as the
blaging maned horses of the fairground, cooJ&ixg to painted
iron, leave the boy who 'slouches home through deserting
streats with holes for his trouser pockets and the bitter
detritus of sucked candyfloss in his mouth.

But I had been ghout to say that one image 51.'.111 haunts
me.. One image, thouéh perbaps you'll think me sentimental in
this, moved me dseply enough to remember. Two orphans crouch
in the glow of a hearth. The image is fire. '

They’ huddle. Her face falls. His l.l!’ draws across her
frail \ahouldora- Byt the point 1is, th;y gaze with a single
calm vision into the fire, and beyord there is only darkness.

Becently I have resd a novel by Dickens. But d not ask
ne nl.u.ch novel. Nost of it has left me--his monstrous prose

*® . P
.
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like a fat bliste!j in a badly-fitted shoe. But one image has
plerced me like another flesh. A young girl, bright as
sumsier co'rn. ephens a8 a chrysalis but for the dark rings
stamped like pads of @ttle dung about her eyes, and an old
Man wasted like a cancer, slesp in the red shadow .of a factory
furnace. The image 1i fire. A young man, ageless and smoke-
blackened, crouches by the furnace. His soul, we are to

understand, has been eaten by fire.

I, too, have found in fire man's image. As like an acne

it pits, as llke bright tigets it springs, as like the flesh |
of a fierce Christ it razes.eso man, ‘so man « « « But let ush 1
have done with images. |
This city is a city of fact. fo
Cracking as it plunges up, forecing up into a contracted
sky choked with dead birde ite other temples, encrusiing the
green land with a flesh, a filth, a foul glut of stone" o« oo
But ‘tho city is a ‘city of fact. Facts may only be
replaced by more facts. They do not illumine, blaze as at

night the hilldings blase. A fact may not become its other,

A
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K whatever that other may be. ) ;

And yet it is my experience, when so it pieases me, to

discover in the city that ‘stone_ is not invariably stone, ‘but
' glass, a glass oﬁnunicatlns an image of the city at once .
wavering and fixed.
| fut I fi that the impression of which I speak is merely
an image whose essence I might disclose by means of more
inagery, as if like a h11 of blaging dust in that Hd.u'ker sky 1
. I should + 5 1 believe 1 had intended to say that one appears '

to dreanm

city, dream 1ts‘t;one and steel to ribbons of air. . .
And i1t is wonderful how easily one slips into such expression. -
_' t perhaps you are thinking, "These are only images I use to
B /\\ﬁjd.\stnct attention from the precise meanirg, the stons reality
that fails me."
‘But since this is ny narrative, I should reply, -*I do not

want your attention. - It is precisely what I do not want.*

If I'were to:track this e of glass to its root--but

\ : ‘ ]
M\ia impossible. Or undesirable. If then I wers to account
Por_this image in the experiqnce it is meant to anticipate, or

- /
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pre-arrarnge, I would have difficulty. There is something to
congider in this. Consider then that the morning of the
particular walk I 1nﬁfnd to describe was a dry, blustering
morning, the streets I walked were bleached and cmc;edz Ry
image of the glass has no basis iﬁ fact here, which basis
would arguably exlst had the streets been wet, as in fact they
now are wet where the traffic outside my mean tenement window
repeats a crisp rasp 11k% tearing paper, or the crackle of
fall leaves, 1_'11 the flowing luminous dark. However, behind an
image there is always a fact.- Let me then suggest that the
blasting wind which came in gusts ‘like elephants from across
the dark cold cruel river made my eyes water: thus the
wavering image of the city. The fixated quality of the image
may ha.v? resulted from the fact that, under this bombardment,
the muscles of the eye automatically contracted--though as

one ignorant ( for I am a literary person ) of the pretise
nature of such ’c‘orrespondence's' I only hagard this--producing

a contraction, or fixedness, or knot of the image. S

But let us have done with facts. For I delight in the

\
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procreation, the swelling, the popping of images, I do indeed,
so that the clumsiest, meanest, most resistent day is mine,
mir}e 10 invent. And yet it just now occurs to me that here is
the point of my writing to youe For it is by no means an
unmixed blessing, this blasting inundation of the eyes., I
assure you, it 1s most wearying. I have fallen upon this
carnival of glass--in one sickeninq 1ift of the eyes. I assure
you, I do not do 1t for my amusenent. -

Do you understand what I say? But for you I am only a
q%host in the glass, a lyric in stained glass, a smash ina
derelict pléce.

I recall having positioned myself at a street corner,
though at the time my decision to pause was, I believe, quite

Diiaiaace SR
drbitrary. I understand that a purpose, an ulterior motive
may be inferred. TFor at this corner we reggzd a row of quaint
three-story houses, as bright as whores in the backstreets of
Paris, which thr:xst pa.inied facades and spldery iron stairways;
yet also withdraw, as it were, behind glass in ghostly
climbing plants, evoking a Pm-hphaeiasian languor behind .
filthy windowa. In short, an exquisitely human street,
ruptured into an agozﬁ of stone, whtm‘ girders, like a metal
teeth-brace, rust, where a huge pipe diegorges, in a mat of
dust, stone,rpbble into an iron cradle. 4
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But T do not wish to seem enptiveo Indeed this ;lotive
landscape wag not present to me at the time. Emotlon surely
springs from the hunger for emotion; and my single emotlon
at the time, if one may call it that, was vacant expectation.
But if my choice of this intersection ( I speak in a literal
sense ) was not entirely arbitrary, I would be happy to
suggest that it was determined by the fact that I inevitakly
cross it on ay way downtown,'or to the exorbitant grocers
for a loaf of‘ bread and perhaps, on occasion, a little
delicacy such as a date bar, of which I am very fond. I cross
this intersection because it is almost immediately outside
my apartment. Yet what caused me to pause there when, as is
normally the case, I barely notice, I cannot say.

It occurs to me that I was brought up sharply by a high
white building which appeared to arrange the scene for me: I
was undoubtod}y stxydgjzz a nystery and, while I concede that
ny minf may be‘deceiving me in that it was really I who
arranged the scene, my intuition presses me to the opposite
convictions that it was,z"it' ( and I seige the w}\ite building
only as the most authoritative feature ) which assumed this

responsibility, and that I was the mere passive observer.
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Indeed I hope I will not be suspected of exaggeration or sleight
of hand if I murmur that, on the evidence of ay gaping. senses,
‘a cloud of light, like a luminous exhalation, flowed out of
this building, a phenomenon umusually impressive, as you may’ ’
inagine, in the dark city.

Retrospect restores our visual sense 1o its original purity.
I gee a high white building like a snow hill, like the blankness
of & god. I see, squatting before 1}, the casual ruin of the
city, old dark bulldings like top hats, and, in front of these,
the slumped smirks of smoking tenements like deformed breastis, &
smoke belching out of rusty nipples. And yet I see a breast like ~
a snow hill.

But at the time I was not. unaware of tiae need to approach
this revelation cautiously, wlth concealment. I stood rooted
to the spot; I pretended to have momentarily lost my way, &
siranger to the city. Hith} some pleasure I recall my accomplished
deception. I peered, I scrutinised tRe map which an inexplicable
foresight had placed in my aatchel; I guzed with an apologetic
t:nd quigzical humour at passexrs by, A man ina b:lmad-checked
suit approached me as if to help, ‘but I glared at him and he
resuned his jaunty walke \ 0ddly, I sensed that an a.p‘ology had =

e
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K been at his lips. I had drawn out a notebook from successive
layers of clothing, pockets crammed with junk, and started to
scribble in it--hastily, for I real’ised ny vis{on was belng
eaten up, gobbled, spat out by the cold in my hand. When
sharply', without looking up, I was conscious of belrng
observed. The wo I had scribbled rushed manically against
me: I knew that I already pocketed the notebook and

. AN
walked on. I knew also that I must observe my observer. When
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I d.id, I discovered his absence. My immedlate reaction was to
plunge a shaking hand into th"e"?eeply interior pocket where
my wallet crouches. But I smiled and walked on.

‘The next two incidents did not occur chronologically, but
in retrospect appear to have something in common. Therefore
I will place the second after the first. A

The firat occurred in a Metro station where I had obtained
; a ticket from no desire to board Ft:nin, or to go anywhere.
N I could barely believe my luck, but I observed two blue nuns.

‘ With white unhealthy faces like grubs. Wearing blue gowns

with a huge white cross sewn, with plercing stirokes, into the

| ' right-:side shoulder: They boarded a blue, white-gashed train.

- 66— %
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The second incident took place at a street-corner pinned
against a blasting stone construction. I had been crossing
the street with the half-formed intention of entering a

. wWooden shelter which backed onto a deep smoking pit, when for
no reason I glanced to my left. An opportune moment. An
hexagonal church swung up into the frigid ajy, iis base of

i bleached stone, its s.t‘.:eple a brilliant metallic undersea

green. And located by a curious distortion of perspective

"

immediately in front and precisely centre of the church, a

crimson phallus, a redbrick factory chimney. I was thunder-

o anati o e

struck. What had arranged this instantaneous and complex

picture? I believe that, in the first seizure, I had
apprehended both at the same time; only afterwards did one
displace the o{her- °

But to return to what happened next, thaj is, to what
happened in the restrictive sense of an 'event' after the first
event, ;hi\ch is to say, after the appearance in the towering
sky of the white building, or glimmering hill of snow, or
snow breast.

In an alley 1 paused by a recess located far back of a
vacant lot. At thd back of the recess, a board, jaggedly

nailed, announcing in scrawled red letters "PRIVATE : KEEP OUT".

- [
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A black fire-escape spilderlly clung to a whitewashed, naked wall.
Stone rubble, twisted bits of wood, a torn red-'T' shirt, heaped
in the recess. 'Himjous in the whitewashed wall boarded up.
Generally, one éathered the anfortunate impression of shabbiness.
Busted cars, live tongues of rusting metal gouged out, littered
the vacant lot

The alley deserted, deser‘teﬁ- Newspapers--with what news?
What rain ched pitch of life?--gusted, flapped over the rutted,
veeling floor like broken birds or decagitated sq‘udawklng chickens.
The wind rattled in my head, probed orifices with icy fingers.

A scuffle behind me made me jump, though odd as it may seenm
I was prepared for 1t. A man hunched towards the recess under the
burden of a painted door. Buckled under the painted door, walked
into the rubble.
-9 The door gushed from his back like a flame and like a swan
sank into the steaming stone. ‘ \

He straightened up. And brushed a little dust from the loud-
checked‘ lapel. I turned.

Perceived that the alley was encrusted in a crystalline frost

of printed matter I stooped and stuffed a handful of papers into

‘}/". 1Y
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iy several pockets, a little self-consciously lest a stranger
should witness: In my haste I scraped a finger, for my nails
are stunted like dwarfish trees on windward slopes high up.

These papers are before me now on my desk. I may confide
to you that I am in possession of three, somewhat screwed,
identical sheets, perhaps the length and breadth of my gripped
hand, from the "Smithsons & Co. Motor Haulage Data Book."

As I emerged from the alley, two wc;nen came towards me,
engaged in earnest and rapid conversation accompanied by
Jerky movements of gloved hands. Intermlttently clutching
compulsive swathed hands.» They did not appear to see me.

A black brute of a dog jogged Jauntily by, red tongue

like the pulp of a frult cascading from grinning mouth,

»
testicles big as church bel/ls- )
A second alley I recall, but tiredly. I remember my L
strange fatigue like a blood-letting under the wind's shriek.
I did not extract my notebook. My hand snuffled in my ¢
pocket like a pige It seems I had paused from the compulsion '
of habit.
¥ »
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In the alley's crotch, a breaking of ways, vertically
extended by a telegraph pole through which wires rushed.
Fire-escapes bunched like varicose veins; dead branches of
a tree llke a Pre-Raphaelite's murderous head of hair,
pinned against a low white building. The building: grey
stone base, horlzontal windows on lower floor, vertical on

uppery eyes dragged up to the roof where an iron pipe like

a crooked finger oozed smoke in a dead white sheet. A car -

wanting to turn made me pass on.

Before this narrative continues its proﬁer course, 1
request your attentlon to the following scene. It takes
place, let us say, in the city centre at noon. I ask you
to consider i1t, though for no better reason than that all
social occasions--and what is a story if not a soclal
occaslion?--are made bearable by a little light refreshment.
A brief digression then.

The acene 1s this: a crowded thoroughfare at noon, it
is lunch~-time, nen and women, released from work, clot the
pavements. Very colourful. Cars grunt and squeal down the
arteries, shops boom, bulldings plunge like horses in a

hagy sky, mystics with shaven heads lunge, people rush.

TUTTE Trn A
T TR AT
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Your attention is referred to the man in dark glasses and the
cream-coloured suit.

He wanders across the central intersection, attentive to
his smart two-tone flesh and walmut brown shoes of an Itdlian

sharpness. He pauses at the cenire of the lntersection and

r

people idly stare as they pass by him, jostling.

He gages along the avenue sweeping up into a dreamy green
hill. With fixed attention.

It may be that the rust-co;l.oured’*emne slowly revolving
ovei- the new bullding has caught his eye. It swings freely
" without a CAYEO. N(: his attention returns, as suddenly, to
his orL'gi direction which had prevailed, it seems unco;sciously,
prior to the interruption. The traffic begins to scream.

We watch him closely. His movements are jerky, and we are
unable to discern the expressicn of his eyes< His body
sweats under the cream- o‘l{red suit. ”

He 1s buried 1n'the lunch~time crowd.

My final image is of a bullding which does not properly
belorng to this nmarrative. In fact I did not view the building

until some time &ter the events I have gegcribed as pertalining

2 4
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to a very particular walk.- I recall the exact circumstances.
I should explain that my visit was pre-arranged; I knew
exactly how much time I should allow myself for the J
observation.
On arrival I crossed tq the other sicie of the street so
that the bullding loomed in oppositim to me; and stationed
‘ ' ~

myself behind a wall so that I should not be observeg/-‘in

L
particular by a squalid group of labourers, who-whistle at

7/

‘passing girls, sardonically stare at effplﬁ}nte nen./ and whose

features, I have often thought, are i;isted out of mud.

A few yards from me, a b{g car noaned'against the red
light 1ike a pregnancy, and then unleashed. In a big lower
floor window of a fine gmy’ stone house, ; man 1n'a. blue
shirh adjusted the blind. When I saw that he had seen me,

I started to turn towards the_building. High up a workman

* reached, his reaching ams forming a V, to catch a swaying

iron bucket., The bucket was 1n his arms. Two workmen in
steel helmets walked over to him. A hundred layers of

nakedr etone over the flowing street.
And then, then, with the languid gesture of a 1920's
- 1 - ‘

§
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i’la.pper I saw 1t. It came at me ltke a wave, a sea of iridescent

glass.) polising, or like a hill of sunshot glass in a perspective

falﬁx@ plain beyonds immeasurable plain, height towering over

height. The CITY.

In the state of ever forming.

Absorbing mass and form from

what it reflects. Surge of ideal form, and finished, finlshed.

And to turn away 1s to wallow in the filth and agony of the real.

It is motionless. A But if I move a dark wave fla/shes through

1t 1ike mercury, in intimate correspondfnce. But if I do not

move, the city withholds.

I see a humanless city piled into a clayey sky; as I turn,

the glass is painted wet gold:. I know that the\city is behind

1

it, like an octopus Under a luminous sea.

I am a visitor to a strange country, Conrad's young Marlowe,

knowing I am unequsl to the demand.

I menss, This vision comes

but once, never again is it the same; I will see only reflections.

L]

I understand we live in a world of glass, which is our heaven

and our hell. And our hell.

\2
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As I turn to leave, I feel at once used up and strangely

eager. ¥

Appendix, J

I understand that an image has the quality of fixated

-

attention, that it is more tha.n a pause, a lull, a happy
c@resaion. Rather, it thrusts up, from the generally
horizontal, centipede-like movement of our experience, a
vertical, a‘\shining pillar, an Aztec temple. It disdains its
common neighbours, disdains the amorphous, jostling crowd

of words. It 1s aristocratic, hating democracies.

And, like the aristocrat, It has maintained this attitude
incrt;asingly in a vacuum, in a place of no respecb and no
attention. As if, like a pounded boxer, it should be seen
flailing 1ts fists before a mirror in an eapty dressing room.
That is perhaps a little fanciful. But this 1s an extreme
situation.

4 »

For it seems t0 me that our experience goes on thrusting

up 1like geysers the siricken images of itself; and the brain
. . |
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shuts its flabby fist around-it--doing so in utter unrelatedness

to everything but its own blind compulsion. =

‘ To establish this point, I must present/a/few more images,
which I just happened to pick up durirng & reéent walk through a
section of the city ,with which I was unfamiliar. I might add
that the puz/:pose of the walk was to convey my cat to the vet;
that swung in a wﬁite 'cege: that, after its operation, the halo

of its belly under the spring sun protruded a red forest.

™
1. At the-entrance/exit of a carpark: a spherical sign,

/
information in green on a white disc, q‘fx top of a green pole b
;

like a stem mounted in a ohappe& base. Dead centre of the sign

a 'P', and below this an arrow points up. g

2. yBefore a garage: 4 tall man in sunglasses braced

]

against the door, attempting to look in the window. Wearing a

»

tan gaberdine, he stra.iis\n:
3. 1In the-gutter, a thrown-away newspaper is from a _ '

distance a pigeon. « -

‘

L. I hurry in the direction of the sign of the Metro,
but discover ‘it is a sign among other 8jgns on a signboard
whose purpose must be to illustrate city signs.

-
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; ( ( The cat moves its grey stripes now this way, now that, 1o .

4 the bars at either end. I 1ift up the cage in the sunlight and

see its glassgreen amazed eyes. )

" t

. 5. I am afflicted by a feeling of redundgncy. I observe
U( N - the sudden alley whose grimy flaking backs, like a prison, flush
*

th‘e? contracted alr with gorgeous ua‘ﬁ‘hing.

( The cat, motionless, springs again and again in the barred

sun of the cage. )
6. 1In t?:a Metro: there is trouble at the barrier. The
official in the glass cage willanot allow the man in overalls to
‘ pass through the barrier. The man ‘1n overalls furlously
\gesticulates. but the official wears a blue shirt, and his beaked
t nose is like a falcon's. Men work with drills behind the glass
cage, tearing up the floﬁor. The official's wet 1ips thrust at
the grating, but his energetic wérds do not’ sound above the §
prolonged shriek of the drills. Huge*a.gmems of the floor
are twisted up. The man in overalls presses against the grating.
The officia.lwlakea signs) a ticket waves inlhis splayed animal
hand. The ticket is blue and perforated -on ::::Ku and below

1
this is a stream of red arrows like salmon shoving upstream.

. The official in the glass cage will not l<e'7b the man in

overal¥s pass through the barrier. The cry of the drills has
v

become deafening.
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1 This morning I awoke"

4
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This morning I awoke. The quiet dark of th; morning in

the hut thrashed under my eyes like the wing of a bird: a sea-
PR i

4
gull in the black wasted throbst_of its mutlilation by oil. It may

oy IR,

have been sleep for I awoke then to see the sun at the edge of the

curtain paint its spectrum on the flesh-coloured plasier wall 5

that tilted over me as though I had awoken in a boat in a soun:;

less sea, and its wooden »ibs’ Sphyod like a hand in frpnt of my
-

' face. It was very still. I awoke to the vivid chatter of bird§
in the green terraces that drop through white buildings and red
shutters to the manic blue of the sea which is called the

f Mediterranean. But my senses were not right for the chatter of

birds was a spray of éolour like a paint spray. I do not know

how long I lay like this for I awoke then to see the, vertical line

of the sin pierce the billowing cloth and divide the room into -

separate darknesses like & rotten fruit. Then I-awoke.
LY f

Now ‘with the blue motion of a swimmer in the sea I draw
out of the tossed bed where still she sleeps unseeing. The room

. L
} 16 dark like a twilight and will be so through the long Say. It

\‘Vf:;;
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. - “
is a hut, set in a terrace; all‘d at the base of the terrace »
the orange trees flame. I have plucked these oranges that -
hang as blg as breasts from the green branches. Coarse-
skinned as if scarred by an acne, and the pulp ris grey and
dry and not good to eat. But on the terrace beTb'w /are
cherry t;es and the cherries are heavy and sweet and blood-
coloured. I read Hemingway on the white wall under the
fruitfat branches of the cherry tree, and watch the smr“ting
machine in the plt of dust below me-/ Sometines from the hut,
within the dark of the hu}, I have watched the men who work
in the pit when 1t is painful with sun d1n the afternoon and
1ts dust bldoms heat. I have watched them squat on the
white wall and reach up to the blood-hued clusters of
cherriss. They have been burned red and ars loud and chee.rful,
and sometimes they are not there and the silenc may be
touched 1like a cat, always in the afternoon. 0\3

The curtains are heavy with sun and brush me like a

‘hand, but now I am swinging apart the old wood shutters.

Outside nothing moves as if under glass.

When we entered the glass halls of the Botanical

Gardens the climate swelled beyond each door until we
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aoyde el uror Ceaves ac Pio oo toats and pale T beordrile
thet caseale 11~ -maar halr bul wao siicky to touct, and

-

poreon~ petals with red stauwens.like dancers which T 1id
not dare tofiouch« fhe air beneath the painted dome o7 the
Sariens ~fucated, a store fountain fell in g gre?r pool, and
the two stone-green cherubln enacted a frozen dance. It was
very %iring- T was exhausted, heavily excited. Outside 1t
was colds Like insects giant bronzed tractors clung to ar
artificial hill in the alr, over the green park. e went to
a degserted cale ard ?rﬂored coffee, and ny lips made partial
ellipgcr on the edge of thd cup, #hile the people who worked
there vere ﬁorq&, the wind moved in the green park like an
animal, businecs was slack, it was the wrong time of the
yeary, and those who did riot know us sat at a table and played
cardc. T did not recopnise the ganes. It was repeated over
andg over with the tedium of lonr days ahd the wind that blew
over tho flowerless beds.

t e
When I have opened the shutters I see the terraces
déscend to the unreal sea, it ls so blue and violent. The
palms that snare my eyes are stiil, and T imaginé the cruel
beauty of those trurks that are folded in bandages like bark.

{
The leaves thrust out stiffly. Below me now the lizard 1is
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'
tuch Lo the white gall, tensed, 1ts heavy eyes orotruding, *t
. oo
aprearc to be relaxeds  The reddish vulner®Ble' noulh 1s open

e
urcer the hoaded head and emerald markinge cgrﬁyrse along tle

back, and underncath a bruising shadow, and now it is gone.

T -t

Tt is early morning and the grass holds a lemonly cool,

bul the steep stone steps are flat blazing blades.

-

. L
The young man squat and dark, hatr slicked baci% and the

pinple throbbed 1like a heart under the cheek. FHe dreamed of

a shiping city ringed by ice-mountalins, where mer with pearL-‘k
p ’ \‘_
handled pistols lounge on the ctreet corners» The Snowy cap

of the vimple fell to a green#fif the colour of und®rwater,
N

then to rimc of other sh

Tt is still pAght in the hut. The gﬁff's bedy crawls

like a white splder acrosc the bed towards me.

1
2 e saw an old woman

We saw an old woman on the road to the pottery town.

The men had started work in the pit under the cherry trees,

and it was alight wilth sun. The red machine sucked and spat

earth, the road a white line before us. We lisPened to the

thud of our sandals on the road. The sun like a stone in
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ow iy quarricc o gy,
T hedl keer ir T p2tio alter bre*‘a}:{"art, readiry Camur,
>
uwhen the 1izard hal arpeared, 1z il attachad Lo the wall lite
a2 broocht. T had bLeen readiry I' WIRALGER when the lizard had
avpearcg, and pickin:g ny nose vhen the red hhndkerchief fs;ll
to the ground where it Vloomed in the sandy ;s round.
He could'hear4€ke thud of our sandals in the empty

road when the old wonan appeared al the end of the white 1ine.
She was close enoush row to be distinguishéd as ar old woman
in a crean~coloured suit and a brdwn hat which veiled her,
Tor her Pack was bent as she comes towards uc.

Yow she is close and T see that the skin about her eyes
ard nouth 1s "urrowed, and the lips are moving. Under the
white suit she is a wrinkled sack, and the tail of a mat
threads f.rom her noving lips.

She has passed us without looking up. It is sunny,

and soon we shall be in Valauris.

3 Ve sat in the potasfszown L

We sat in the pottery town. Ve had walked alone the

maln street, observing the painted swollen pots that many

[
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oéple ccemed to be buying. lany of the pols are brightly

coloured ard yith a hard p]ossj'?lniqb like the waxy “oliare

that lear~ undel a whiie cur.
. I had been readinc a book by “obbe-Grillet but had
shrour 1t Jdowr with d¥staste when it wace decided that we

should wallk to ihe pottery towr.. The bock had fallen care-

lessly, its pages screwed urdex it. It made 2 shadow like a

cl

seorpior in the sant.
Ao we walked and looked at the pét:, 2t wac surny.
T sgeabod ard ny body was 1ike a Jdog or a leash bLehii i re.
It was awfully uncornfortalle. T kepl repeating to
ny wife, Do let's sit down, Do let's stop for a drink.
gle walke(pgigh up the town, for tours like this are
bullt or 3 rille It was cool between the high shadowing
plaster walls of the ancient dwellinge that were filthy, that
were leprous, where childrer played. A< we returred, we
vatched a big muscular rat in the main street Tall under a
car. But na—one had anpeared to notice.
Ve cat dowr at a ravemert table, and itre womar wro
brought us drinks is dark, wearing a flower print which a
young boy tugse
o In the sguare flowers arg\sold, bright and gay in

the sune Now the woman throws whité\qppes of disinfectant

7
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- T T T et :'H/c the ~thiling »lace aratist tr
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ey oo 1 oar 1 oa Blue ear conerces “rom the ol v,

adiusting his trous e+ A L . alceriar sucks at'a

cigarette buit at the tzble ove:s lark hollows swell o ‘
Lir facc, Y eyo o oloescion, as he drawe or the lanst
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Ir. the cafe it 1o dark and clocze; o whltie candle

Yoooet in the moutl of zr olive-coloured wine- Tlashk at the

cr;lx tre 27 tre lables A1l tables ir the cafe, which ic low-
reilinred ard ewirling, have this arrarcerert, ard ore
lookm‘ cudderly to a Tlowing procercior af li_htc as ir
a chixeh. &

Je had wallked alon; the winding path irto the

Foothills, through the morning that had zhown us the snow

nourtainc. Ve walked irto the foothills but the mountair-
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ooy o and tan’ ceml st o o delte slgrel, SRt 2 v
Lo e 0 e iy 07 b roat, vhere o candle flutiercd or
Lee vovn 1l vloore s Tut inothe valley burct lacc wac

""’*&L"e4 1rxraégvt the harch roclh e, and the had n" {hr ~trear.
cracte’, an' dreeect oV ~ieod 0 the Adead white alrs
Arracge! harhaozardly about the uine “lask are =
b ooof dlshes, two wine slasser that held a dry rloret,
2t o Mlue pack of ciparettes cluw-1ly torn. t
“ul in othe velley T crouc’ 0 or the (ry bel of “le
ctrea  lo urirate, ard no-ore vas to bLe zeer, ord ir the
oorts 't Tound o cutted mattress where once someone had
'y 217 a clgarette pac\kct.
[he yourg wo ar, ie¥ "ace shadowed ard hair arrarge)
Soayt bur, o set arolher 'ﬁls‘v Lerore us.  Her blouse

L. cul Jow, her arms mattc'?%i ! Fine Llord hairs, but her
)

hondz are reds Jow che ic gore, but the arm has moved avay
“rom the shoulder to sel 2 dish on the table. In silence.
Before we resume the conversation, I rote the huge stair
on the. table-cloth.

We have bgen discussing literature, and with some
excitement I have been challerging the construction of

literature. Sugresting that if literature is to do anything

now the inessential, which has been considered essential,
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L be droprels A wber T ocone dowr te ity what mover me -

T
Ttterature 1o 1he aceident, the wnim, the forgotter glimprse.

1

', cooparion Lites her lipss  She does not agree with ny
ar-wicnt because it doer not make sence. The hollows of her

unseol. har iro are damp with scweats
~ut thew I corcede, Ofcourse I am a homantic and this ic

not. the are for Romantics, the act no longer correspondc to

the passior. I say thir with a certain tipsy alr which almost

1poete iy wine plasss  Tub then T say, Time iz all wrorg in

e

T ierature, Wirc is a bilteh ir heat.
..y cotpanlon iz biting her lips. T realise that I an

beconing Jdrunk, and soorn will nay something foolish if T have

rol alrealy one sos

‘o, 1 aprees  Oppose the romantic pagsion.  The noble

and the beautiful are-a bad taste In the mouth.

Y

J have smoked too nany cigarettec and my breath i¢

unpleasant. “ivally T say, Don't you find this convercation

improbable” The cafe is now very noisy, T try to attract the

waltress but she doesn't zce me.s
TIn the cafe we have been discussing our impressions of

tre day. BExcited, we attempt to outdo eacn other. Tt is a

-

psychological game, and my companion appiies to a polished __

-
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a1l a watter metal file-' : . e
She saye, 1 didh't.say that. When dil T say that” ;Ghy
7o you say lhat to ne- .
But I have forgotten what‘I éid say, and Al bgcoming
steadily drurkers Ac I lookuﬁp I see a flowing procession
;f lights as in a church. T» the valley T imagined o bhuce
wasted mouth. T 1lil a clgarcette [rom the blue packet. The
wine is cheap, harsh. T héld it 1r my mouth before I swallow
its We have been discucsing what we did teday, that we night

Y
remcmbers

Remenber the old town on the hill, the flaitened roofs
of Roman tliles, the coloured szutters, the [lechy plaster wallc.
I will remember.
Kencnber the long beach, the olive clusters of weed,
the warm water about our limbs.
I will remember.
Now the candle 1s burned low,.smoking in the olive
flask set in the white wine bvasket. T place my empty rlass
over the huge stain in the cloth. The cafe almost empty, we
are almost the last to leave,épnd the waitress is impatient

but I do not nind’hcr, ror t?ﬂnk about her. At the table over,

a man and a woman intimately converse. It is a mirror-

PR et e
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et melior . A 1 do, Lhe sarn holds his glase in front of hin,
———
and thoust. nire s enply, his ow: 1o nalf-Tille” +ith a red

”

U
winee« Ar 1y conpanior locs, so the woman Wwears ¢ white dress,

™~

tied ir a ¥not at the greast- The candle hac almost Taller

-
inoclde the Tlasl, and is berinnirg to smoke. e are the last
to leave. The waltress cmiles, but sge h;s not liked it.

The waltress has set two glasses on the table and a
iar of naters The glasses are partially filled with a milky
fluid like sperm, which 1is cioudy when the water is added. Tt
is impo;tént not to add too much water, for then the drink
loses its harshness and i1s like a passion géne cold. As ]
1ift it to my mouth, I experiencer a keen sensation of displace-
nents T4 is as Lf we had just arrived and are now preparing
to conversc. But now we are leaving. We climb the steep
night of the rocad to the hut, and the lights of the finger of
land across the dark bay are 1it.

Tomorrow perhaps we wlll see the nountains. Tt is
sti11 very early. The casinos have recently.opened.

Each morning the sun paints the wall a painful white,
and the lizard is lixed against it like a puge emerald brooch-(
Tensad as if to %pring, it is quite still and seemingly
relaxed. Underneath, the blue)bruise of shadow, and then it

is goney, and the wall could not be whiter than it is.

-




Ty the i imeso trye Wb have pauced. iy cliter poirted
to the trec ac we uwere manscing, and we have paused. The tree
i a colden spray over the wall which I an able to look over.
Yere every wall appeart whlte because of the sur'~ (lare, ard

a» hard to look upone T1his Iz also true of the road and the

) drlicate yellou flower 1o a redie’™ from the whlteneccs.

' Sonetines T have confesnel Ly ay silsler that T sec
{ ! . . -
\ 4:2i1 tle <adden trees whose wet bark rips in ny nails of our
courtry. 3But she 1o irritated. But I remenber in the bus the

seat wac warm and damp and I had to tear nyself Tror it, and T
4

drcaned T was on the river bank and the trees willows flooding

,

the watef and touching my face with cuch coolnesc, such
‘

obliteratior as T passed under thens 3ut ny sister's vodice was .
harsh wher I told her {his.

Ac we pause by the l'imosa iree, a {inger of stone,
the lifhthouse, pointe out of the corrupt blue of the sea. 1In

the 3till day palms thrust up green bearded chins like dwarves .

from the burning beach, which cannotfbe seen from where we are !
s

!

e OStanding, by the Iimosa tree. /r
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The fwarf ds molittrn at 4 301low Mare 0° Ur fr(:.
it back exarceratedly bert, hiz nyec swmall, tlack, hic joce
a cwelliye 1 the centre of hic Tace. Ve sreake to us

rapidly j; a language forefen to ne. Apparently he wants ..

Lo ellinb

he wall, which is too hirh for hin, to pluck the
nimosa . f
Me is dressed ln a smart yellow and black chequered
suit, and & white coldyr with a broad red tie. A little
below the krot of the tier Lhere is an emerald tie pin shaped
like a ccorpiors His brown walking stick waves imfeticntly
at Lthe yellow “lower. Excitéd, Voluble. T turr to my
¢icter for hi meaning, then bvack to him, then to the foll
fountain of nimosa in the air.

I am pressed to mount the wall. 1 o so. T have dore
50 a little clunmsily and feel fpolish: but the road is eapty. -
But for my sister and the dwarf, who now eagerly puictuates

the alr with hiz walking stick.

s

I tear some sprays of the flower, which is » Aull green, | o

and drop ‘to the ground. The dwarf is rot appeased. He points
impatient%%lat the yellow liimosa tree.» T must agaln mount

the wall. J%inally ke has enough,ufﬁg)}ixated accent of his

eyes over the flowers.

-\
Kyt
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f Tou he ie uojniinL his walklng gtick at my.sister, who
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: reminds me T have foP*rotten t6 obtain a =p T mimoss for
tere He 1e a perfect pernileman, but perh e dors roil

know that she 1s my slster, but belleves her to be my lover
or my wife« Ve do nol greatly care for one another, and

mimosa prows in plenitude in the garden of the hul where I %

am staying with the woman who is my lover. **
Fid
I am bepinning to feel childishs T consider it all an

elaborate Jjoke» When T agaln mount the wall, T an consclous

of thelr‘éyes. But T smile (ood-humouredly and returr to

-

the ground. -

~
The dwarf nods unsnilingly, hls chin thrust' in the

yellow flowez- T present the spray to my dlster, and when
T look up the dwarf 1s gone. The road white and empty.
Behind the Mimosa tree construction is going on, but this,

being early afternoon, ls the slesta.

6 In the dark of the hut :

In the dark of the hut we have made love on the thin

1
. \
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hed, which 6ccupies a corner of the room far from the window.
A
The table 1< unler the window, and the sink is in the corner

',‘*Sﬁﬁj‘ﬁ"‘e‘» Wt L

opposite, the beds The hut is a fisherman's hut, shutters and

°

door thick and blackened, and outslide a huge iron ring has

Leen twlsted into the flaking plaseer wall. There the donkey

I A P "

was tethered. A cool damp smell like urine is in the hut, but
ﬁ »

outside the sun ralns f{ire over the baked earth.
Today we mutilated a nest of hornets in the roof of- the

hut that houses the chemical toilet. We did it with a chemlcal
A 1

spray. The nest swarmed like a glant wart over my crouching

head, ané T felt sick in the stomach. I stood on the white
wail and fired sprays in the interval between the door and the

{lat roof, and like lions the é:old_en bodies roared in the sun.

They were burned and did not die easily. I fired again, and

the nest was llke an abandoned city. We laughed about it,

but still I do not feel all right.

.

We have made love in the ddtrk of the hut. Now we lie
»

on bhe bed, watch the pencil point glow of the cigarettes like
fireflies. T inhale deeply, umwilling to 1:1:g'ht a fresh
cigarefte.

We have made love in the dark of the hut, two lovers

¢
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in the South of rfrance. ¢It is my flrst tlwe abroad, and I am

very naive. We will have some amusing anecdotes.

- st s TR
,

i . We speak slowly, heavily, exhale the words like the

} smoke from our cigarettes. The white sheet is coileﬁlabout'l .

b the woman's navel. I wonder 1f the flshemman slept where we \>

; have made love, and dreamed of big fish in the night.

: She asks, Why do you write ghen you do not know what it N

E, E ] 1s you have to say, or 1f you have anything to say? oo )
I pause. T write because I have' to. .
’ What does that mean?
I write because I want tos

What? What do you want?

I don't knows

I would tell her I feel pain. I would say, I cantot .
have what I want, but go on wanting, and hate myself for this.
I would say, Everything. But tomorrow we wlll have breakfast
on the patlo where the.sun falls whitely like an amnesia. And.
I koula say, The world has ﬁulled away from me, and bi hating
it'I try to bring it back. But I must also admit tha£ I do
not know what/the world is, I'do not any more know ny desires,

and I an feeling a little foolish.

!
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We have fallen asleep. I dream that eutside this dark
hut the.sun 52113~{p~fire on the carths Several novels that
I have been readirne throhgh thls vacatlon are positioned on
the wooden ffoor gl the side of the bed, and the nerveless
'fingeré of a sleeplng hand are suspended over them.

\ .

The 1lzard is attached like an emerald brooch to the
low wall. Tonsed to spring, it is quite ;till and apparéntly
rela;ed- The.reddish vulnerable mouth gapes in the hooded
head, énd a blue brulsed shédow envelops its belly. DlMow it
is gone. But the dark of the hut is filled with the sound

of our sleeping.

4

|
|
:
L

-



’
.
* -
' o Coen s ow i N L ' Pt d
ey wkrus + LU Y T - . e ., o x e . RV TR
, B
, - é
L4
*
, . N .
"
Y
"
> h -
L] ! * .
D -
. i s
t 7
. /S
-
f -
-

B

o




} ‘ THE HORSES

( Aftér the story, "The Raid", by L. Tolstoy )

WAR - ,
‘ « Is the deaths of fighting men. a;ij men that also slesp,
childlike and impersonal under the dyirg suns af the night, as
if 3 hand out of the ungentles dark has shut their eyes. Or
torn, ravished into masks of death. Of men that squat in
ditches under the endless rain, ~erouch 1n cloufiing pools, their
limbs tucked under them. Or driven into the mud like stakes.
' Of men that eat, whose gashed nou"t.hl spill food. Of forg‘g;tton
men, remsmbered in Death in stone places.

But ¥War is not as it was. Where once it grimaced, it
] now does not have time, or occasion, to arrange its face. Or

armanges. it too well, and is faceless.

4
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I have never known a warj have awaited behind .the
soreen's displacing image, behind the flowing merging ‘
images of the age, t<his thing the:y ocall wer and other
important things that we must be reminded of lest we
forget, and the reminder is but a fresh foréett,ing; but I
do forget because, like ome in a coma or & hunger strike,
these things are intravenously introduced via some hidden

jerking vein, and I am sure I do not intend ény irony by

this other than the acceptable kind whioh the better people-

enjoy as a sort of aperitif,

Yot onoe in the ocity, in a stone heat under blind
white qua?rriea of sun, some blown-up photographs were
pressed intw pervelee's hands., showing napalm' like a

red storm upon unkn ohildren. I say "like a red storm'™

because a voluptuou is surely appropriate, and I do

feel that if we ar /{msorupuloun in all else we must have

-~

soruples in the Use of language. I believe I said, "No
thark you", and & little self-oonsciously suoked'at the
iceoream cone that had squalled across sy wrist, I felt _‘
siok tm the heat and traffio, and threw the oone into

the gutter where it swarmed like an amputated hand.

-
»

/’0

‘
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DEATH ~

Is what happens to men .at war, QeathJunder‘ the
amasi}ing rain where bodies like bread orumple in bloed. -
Deaths unremembered, and Death remembered in stone places,
I “have never known & death, not with any degree of
‘ intimaoy. -It ‘H;ppaned one morning to a man in the street,
- His'lipg' parted in a sort of grin, disolosing the red tip
of his tongue, It was very hot that day, It may have been
the heat. It is diffioult to think in the heat, I would
be able to think in a o0oo0l place, I walked into my ocold
conscioua body in an airoonditioned restaurant, and

ordered a slice of yellow melon whioh leapt .into my mouth

"and was gone all too quiokly,

The horses, dark nervous Arabians, went into the

41 river, invaded tho'quiok,night of the river uncleanly, not
_ as one horse, and the moon in the river, the floating moon,
, 8tuok to the river, fell upon it again and,x again like s

e L spashing mothj then the darkness that dropped 1% a hood
' ovar the white head of the horse, hesd twisted blasing,

. .

>

)
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eyes pluynging, mouth tearing Guernioan guernioan; 'thpn "Ehg'
darkness so th;t my riding hands did not know the river ‘,‘ ,
from the beast, hande riding awsy from me in darkness, f‘
while in the black gloves of uw fiats was s musocular thing
like & rope, a.rope at whioh I strained with all my falling
bodys then out of the darkness roue the ' hand huge and sinewy,
and I was roaling and I was fa.lling, only a young man on]y

a young man, and the beast lifted and fell, oircled, oiroling
me, dragging a thiok flannel tongue of sickness 1nto my
mouth, but the wind !truok my mouth gagging me md 1 oould
not retoh, and the world would not fall away from me would

e « onot...And all subsided with the doming of the
light, 'and the morning unfurled the white banner of the new
day, and I orawled behind the tent far from the shouting

men far from their thiok laughter, their sluggish wo;'n-liko’
lix;s, and out of the prettiness °{ my face, th; prettiness
they mooked, my red tongue stuck and I retohed in the wet
olaying grass, the too-green gress, watohin‘g flies drum the
skin of the tents and the sun fﬂ,ling upon my neck, my ‘brow
in the baked mud, w‘wu throbbi;:é wlt the darkness

of the' earth, . |

k4 \

,
.
‘\ . .
.



LY

e R T ORE - AR
- - »

e

e AT R

B i

N - ’ i
I an g youns man frightened yet thrilled by this time
of war. I watch m'oth_m; carefully and learn how to
abquit myself in new and ‘to;rrible‘ situations,

This was the night crossing, _'ny‘;‘irot. 'he night was
clouol l.t'ko a man's brt;ath on my ‘fao‘o.uko a man's body on
mine, and my tunic and breeches stuck to my akin, A heavy
damp moon glistened somehow obsocene, l}lge a woman's breast; \
the alky like a blaock cone, wedyged in by thick dark mats of
yforost. pierced the army the oconfusion of xen and horses the
stamping and ocursing, the army like & broken insect, like an inseot
under the black heel of the night. ‘

I had started up in my sleep at first not knowing
where 1 Vas. Obaorung‘a. light in the Captain's tent 'l
walked over and)round him sprawled in h“ta chair, astill as a '

statue, and a strong-smelling cigarette dropping from his thinly

S parted lips, le looked up., : '

"Well lad, woil. Can't sleep ¢h? Like me,"

1% was a distinotly northern dialect, We talked into
the early hours of the morning. I ;mppoud from this and
sinilar conversations that I knev ny oaptain pretty well;
but later eventa were to prove hov mistaken I was, But I

daressy 1 was very naive,
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I had started up from an oppressive sleep, a 'fitmla
dreaming sleep, ‘several times during the night; started,
hearing only the dragsing sound of an army sleeping, an
army that took breath like an animal: a laboured “bmto
breathing, Once I awoke to mxg my fingers wet, soraping
the ground at my side like stioks, )

A man had shaken me, whispering, "the Company is
making ready to leave siz® .-

<

"What's thatl" ‘ 0

A silence. The a voioce like the flat of a spade
striking the ground, a voloe surly and grudging.

"We're ready to leave . , , lﬁ". ' ‘

The man spat into the night, the godb of spit q\uv'orine
at my side.

YAll right., All right." Trying to control’ my volom.
I felt the turning eyes of the soldier careas me,
My hands wexre clenched undex the rough axmy blanked, \/
80 rough it had given me a rash, my heart huvine'in ny
oreas, - -

wAll right. You oan go now,"
I tried to make my voioce gruff, but it was shrill,

-

s

.,
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complaining like a woman's volce. The man vas crouched

stupidly, then sprang up with a snort and left.

My tongue was dry, coiled inside my mouth, 1 wet =y
lipst Dlistered the wind rrou.'thu. I was young.
AL} this vas nev to me, I had not finished University
when the call to aotion came. ‘The Idess of Plato filled
my head, I'qm met with new mg strange ideas entertained
by but a few of my youny fellow ‘officers, Une chap, ‘an
ensign like uyaolr,. from whogo chin ad upper lip there
sprouted rust-coloured grt;ytha of hatr, hes introduced me
to a most curious ( no doubt typioally 'Kuropean' )
philosophy called Anarchism, nha‘iné his hands above the
Red Furies of his haix, he would prooeed to enlighten me

" as to the nooouity. no tho irrelevance of oontratuction.

()

4\0. contradiction ia the grimeocing mask thq tradition

puts on to preserve itself, in the oonnyimtor"}dou.

N . u
no the death of ideas, lbont life, no for what is life?

And 80 on in an altogether inflammatory but finslly nost
tedious fashion, In faot he showed -oueooclnnuthonly
one point,-to wit that his theoxy bo-t\ﬁtm the most

SRR )
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useless of oocupauona. the occupa.tion most helploas to

change anything, which oocupation is of course the naking P

of fiction, \

J

I ,}umblod vividly awake by the dark noiseless :

kY . -
knots of standing men; startled by a sudden nrqhingly dear

nelody that rose into the stillnesa of the night, rose,

and clutching the slow graceful curve of its notes like

morning dew to a blade of grass, was all the sorrov, all

the sad blighted hunger of men on the dark sarth under
the stars; that rose as it seemed out of nothing, and was

bitten off as sharply, as utterly as a knife at the throat

:
. . . .
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The Ensign left the tent, twisting his body around
as he pulled aside the flap to face his captain, but the
Captain was not looking at him,

The Captain was looking at the book which lay face-
d}wn in the dirt: a collection of stories by Joseph Conrad,
The -book was bent open some way. through the story called

’ "Typhoon", which the caftnn had been reading, screwing up
his pale eyes at the words through the thick, watery-lensed
glasses he wore, when the Ensign had surprieed‘ him in the
dead of the night.

The Captain and the Ensign had been c}iacuealng
bravery in vn.:r, and t};a ensign had been very sager to press
’upon the captain his ideas, which admittedly were not his

¢ own but those of Plato. Finally the Captain, raising a
‘ hand—-a gesture bespeaking his infinite weariness——, had
said, "There's nothing to talk about. \u-r is war., It
breeds like men,"

And the Ensign had risen from the couch, while the
Captain, with sverted face, hai stumblingly completed his

thought, "What has war to do with anything?™", upon which

° he hed brought the flat of his hand down on the Ensign's

[ R TR s e vy “"t":"‘"g'.'r" \f”!’i'%f'i"" Ny UMD 9 Kok € st . o g ey
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mude and cherubic buttocks with a resounding slap.

i When the ensign had left, the ouptalin qui ckly
looked at his face in the mirror, pinching the ac;ft 11p~
of akin under his eyes until they looked back at him,

* bloodshot. |

*] am old, he muttered. *“0l1d",

s,

-

The Lieténm; twisted the waxed ends of his moustache
with long -tapsring fin\gere. The uoustacho\ was stiff, black,
He gripped the skin under the ohookbonos as "if he would
‘ peel it off. It was loose, no.bby. He gr@ppod it betveen

\
thumb and forefinger, twisting it until his heavy lips, °

-
”

] foroing baqk, grinnod at him, /,
j:“ " The Lieutenait, it was said, had a way wuw{ho
ladies. Once'in a rooming house in the town of - the'
' . concierge, & fine old man who had been wounded in the

e ‘ Napoleonic wars so that he walked with a permanent 11.,,
o now \hon‘onrably retired with s small pension-—the ooncierge,
BN B ‘ conducting his mightly round, had discoversd the lieutenant

“ at the head of the stairwsy: orcuched, his fwoe“in his

ES
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hands, whispering. The cohcioréo, his face, as he told us J
aftervards, "like stone", had tapped him on the shoulder,
"gentle~like as if it was the most natural thing in the
world to do", and inquired, "Is everything all right sir?"
( But what the concierge, that brave old man, was thinking
to himself at the time, we can only guess. ) And the
lisutenant, #0 the story goes, had torn away his hands,
thrusting toward the concierge a face smeared with lipstick,
red lipsticks : s

He rode a white surging stallion viciously, his
spurs tearing at the quivering flanks of tyd animal,

v The Lieutenant coiled the loose p;l/os of skin around

. /
his thin fingers. “Asaaahh , .07 '

‘He released his face, Ywo red points flamed high up S———
the sallow chesks. The Ligutenant ducked his head.

4

| Ah but didn't he knp¥ sbout the Gaptain and the

He knew their game all right, He would make them

4

t unaware that some see through me, I am not

tive man. I am known as a cruel man, a man vho

\
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has a way with the iudioa. This fools no-one. But no-one
says anything to me, because of the war, The War., Which
war? Wnich bloody war are they talking about? I don't
knov of any war.

Laat night the Ensign oﬁd into xy tent . . ."

'ﬂ}c diaxy slapped the dirt floor, ground beneath the
Lieutenant's black polished boot.:

. His face leapt into the glass weeping. .

The sun hit the back of my head., The army went t_‘orwu'd
desultorily into the afternoon. My horse had rubbed the inside
of my thighs rav. I put ;hnnd behind my back, tugging ‘

‘at the soaked cloth that clung to it. I rubbed my neck,
Vurned by the sun, red ugly. The sun high in the sky.

The axmy's feet ‘tmd ashen grass, My horn picked its steps
between the stones, harsh vhite stones, deadness of the

~ sarth, my eyes soreved mﬁut the sheeting flame of the sky.

There vas & oraock, anotinr. and yet another, Little

[
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snowy white balls-like cottonyéol suspended in the hase. / '

: ' “The enemy", I thought, / ¢ ‘

¢ & et n——

We were enclosed by/ trees, The trees were aoon/ "
and luascious, I wanted to rest w.l,nnd in their folage, my
face brushed by sofp green hands of leaves, I vanted to
feel their hands 4t my fluttering vaist.

ﬁ There were ridera, llehind the trees, e white o
grey=dappled Hlaok ’bodiu of the ho.ru- lw-‘/(:ndor the water—- >
green twilizght of the trees, like groping y//L/n;ora. .

“Heyi" 1 shouted, “Hey Heyl" t/)i’b neaxrest of the

soldiers looked at me, tidh looked .u.{.
riders were breaking frow tho trees, in 0% seme
instant the horses leapt from thc/ﬁrooa with the upporod ) "
tning of their hoovn. 1 ;ﬁ/ood xy horse to meet them, - '
acd by the guffaw behind. 7. I plunged over the
field of grass over the whito throits .°f daisies, ny two arms
raised my body straining to meet them, 1 came up to & rider.
. In one awu't -ovcunt\l; bent down from his hom. snatohing
. wild rod rose and placing it in the brout ot ny grey tunio, ,

and with a twist of the horu'a neok, turning, rode off,

. I returned alowly, my face averted from the laughter

R
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of the men.
"Go play with yourself in the wood™, one of them said,
Only the Captain's face looked pained. My eyes were

afraid of the Lieutenant,

The axrmy went forward desultorily into the afternoon,

' "My mothez”", said the lieutenant,

i Yo o o 7" ureed the young onui@ in a whisper.

A *My mother loves me", said the limtanmt, "but I
i "Bt o . 2%

"Her love has gobbled me up like &
“Come®, whispered the g

o4 his bullet-shaped head in the
Y .

At oy

B

¢

aim'u bresst. \
# | wimere, . There®, 3\00011 the ensign, lifting the ooarse
black ut of m: 1ike horpc'- hair vith & simous notion g

his shapely hﬂd. The nn’q\omt'n head joerked, "I . . . I'll

-




apit on her grave.™ The ensign's face was white, serene,

His hand drew up the long shagyy mane, allowing it to fall

back, then twining it around his delicate fingers, A

’ faint smile played about his full red mouth, his eyes

drooped undex long brown lashes t6 the book that lay face-

down in the dirt: & oopy of Melville's"Billy Budd".

The lieutenant gazed up out of stricken black eyes;

the enaign waggled a finger at him amiably,

.
—
—

___—"Outside in the glusy darkness, in the night that was

- like a huge knotted trunk, the stars looked down on the camp.

"Christ!® The voice lifted, and was felled, behind

the Lieutenant's tent.

[

"Shut it, you fool", hissed the second voice. "This is

getiing good."

*Don't hog it then", said the first. "But that's' just

all right lan't 17"

threatening twist of his beody.
this game", he added defiantly.
be another, wouldn's it?*

Jike you', he added with & sneer, "you get yours in, that's

&

*For Jesus' sake l!mt 1t!" said the other, with a

You've got 1o be first in
If it waan't me, it would
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*I wouldn't vorm n:yaelf, round the pigs like you do",
sald the first pettiskly., ™I've got my pride."
, "Who says I do?" snapped the second. "Who says that?" L
"Well, wvhat about that coat then?" ‘

"Oh that!" Disgustedly. "Look, d'you want ‘a lock or

»
1

don't yout" ' B
Positions were exchanged. Now the second voice fell
: avay in the night, snd the first squatted by the tent.
The latier giggled, his lips ocurled back in a-yclJ:ow
V smile, "We've got t; have something to amuse us in this
' bloody joke of a war®, he thaqught, ’ Squinting into the hole
of light made by his thumb and forefinger. '\ "Some war!*
Seeing the lisutenant bury his mouth in the pale stali-like

neck of the young ensign, "They"--his sour teeth é)nif?ﬁ at . 2

the word—"They don't want us in the streets, that's what it

comes down to, Manning the barricades.”

t i “"Hurry up®, said the second voice. "I'm dead on my

‘ foet hcro.'f - He .thought, flapping his.arms, "This vu'_‘a no
’bl‘oo&/ Joke. Mo Plooﬂ& Joknfwhgn it comes to lpyiné on a '
couple of queers for something to do. But "-‘o"-- he pressed _ H
a blunt thumd votorloun_f: against the side q.fhhil hesd, ’ .
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vl;ich was coated with close~cropped hair like iron filings—-
"Me. I'm different. I'm getting out with something. No
puuy-footing- for me for the rest of my life.” He glanced
scornfully at the dog-like attitude of his companion, "It's
'every man for himself, as the saying goes. But not every man
gets what he wants.™ ’
‘ In the camp the lit-up tentas wh);.apcrgd out of the
misty night like mushrooms.,

The Captain stood outside his tent in a) easy but

unmistakably military posture. One hand rested lightly on

his hip, one immaculately shod leg leaned carelessly against
the other so that the toe of the dark polished boot dug into
the soft esarth, twisting gently in the soft earth, Tfe smoke
from the inevitable turkish cigarette drifted whitely against
his face.

He was without movement, His face like a stone.

It was a fine night. He had just received news of his

mother's impending death., btut no surrender, no defeat, vas
registered in the solid old soldier's face.
The Captain was engeged in observing the two men ’

outside the Lieutenant's tent, .
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It vas a quiet and w‘mth‘ﬂ night dut for the !
shrieks of revelry that issued from the General's dark
vehicle as like a wind it rode through the camp at thrn
in the morning.

A soldier on duty, one Private Slavioh, mused

bitterly, but not without « little envy, on the General's
‘sorties' to the neighbouring town. He stamped his icy
feet, watching the retreating light. "“It's all right for
some", h.a thought,

The following daw, the General vas given private and
confidential information of a pregnant rebellion within the
mniuu and several men, presumed t0 be the ringleaders,

were incarcerated.

[

) /
The horses, daxk and fleahwooloured Arabians with , g r y /

L -
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high quicg\akulla,' went into the river, the blackish red 1lip
of the bank bursting under the slow resisting fall of the
hooves; fell into quick holes, dragsged into quiet holes;
black hurting rings of river riding up my thighs as my hoxrse,
each Mn"\a horss, was drawn into a separate sucking pocket
of the riverj then, rising out of the livid river, starting.
up like miracles out of the moonstruck hill of water, out
of separate eyes; but oh the black that swallows my-mouth
like a ‘tongue, but oh the black.that consumes my living
body; and I am old so old and 1ife 1s a bitter thing; but
horse stench invades xy face, the body kicks bending the
open huge shrieking mouth at me Guernican guernican, and I
am a thing, a blunt hitting thing in- this river that under
a nﬁrgngo moon is like my own fleshy by} tired tired as this
bléold.ah red 1ip of the bank raises me back into my bodw‘ '
u@fn. old on this bank, bshind we still the shrill storm
ox‘. words coming out of the river.

I it h}x-pod on my hor:'u. breathing hoarasely. -
. This was the night crossing, How ;wT How many,.
A 1ife made up of night crossings. ‘
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Men ride out of the river, shouting 1mghihé.

I cross from one bank to another to another to
another,” But a}wsys it is the same bank, the same crossing,

This rider than comes toward me, Who is he? I
lg,at say something, guard myself, These men are cruel. My
mouth breaks wind. He turrs, his eyes are holes, rides off.
What did I say? What will he do? He is coming back, he and
two others, I do not see their eyes. My moutl-.h br.uka wind,
I oross from one bank to another to another to another.  But
alvays it is the same bank, the same #rouin'g.

The Ensign is one of them. I try to say something,
but his hand is pressed against my lips, having the odour
‘ of nil,1k. His mouth whispers at me, ‘
" This was the night orossing, The first to attain
the bank, the Captain rested easily on his horse, his body
tvisted slightly so that he might observe his men mrgo from
the river, As I drew up with him, I detected no aié!\ of the
recent struggle in th'o good old&aoldior'l face. It was like
stone, animated only as a oonuquinco of the smake that
arifted from his turkish cigaretts, My days of var are nov '
long past and the Captain, God rest his soul, is long dead,




<115~

/

but often in the quiet of my lonely evenings, he comes to C L
me. And 1nvl.riab]y a turkish oigmtto hangs from thc
faint smile of his lips,

. Wt ) 3

Private Slovich orawled on all fours behind the tent,

"Funny goings-on”, he vhinporod to his companion.
“Yes", agreed Private Patlov, his voice hollowed by its |

nearness to the damp, fecund earth, ,
"what next is wvhat I s;v‘, said Private Slovich. "It

makes you think vhen your captain go;s off his head, don't

1t1™  He paused as if in thought, S5traight ss an osk vas

the captain, I wauld.n't'v'o thought he had it in *im.”

~ "He's the same as all the rest”, npl:l;d Private Patlov,

*What can you expect from officerst™. A trace of diuguf in

his voioce u he tenderly raised the flap of the captain's ) ¢

tent, *It's all that in-breeding. Incestuous is what 1t

Q

is, if you ask me." B
Private Patlov brought up s god of phlega from the

dack of his throat and spat it into the overcast starless

| _night. ,‘

wJesus, Just listen to him badbling, It don't make
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The Captain's voice came clearly through @hc wall of
the tlent. *When the woz;x invades the eye, when .thc mouth
is a foetid hole,, give it up give it up!  When the eye sees
intc; itself, when the mouth gnaws at itself, it is time it
1,’ time! Oh B;mty vwhat a Byut you turn opt to be! Gh
damned Understanding! Oh God what a Poulness is your gift}
%1 Id.fo: lik; @ blind black mole sticking out of my headl®

"It just don't make no sense”,. roppafad Private
Patlov, as if conscious of having made a profound discovery.

"What does?" responded Private Slovich philosophically.

"What on earth does?" |

"I ses I see I see™, came the captain's exultant voice

.through the dripping canvas wall of the tent.

' ."Here, have & bit of bisouit", Offered Private Slovich,
tearing him off & lump, and meditatively cramming the larger
piece into his mouth, : " |

"It keeps th; worms happy". °

L)

-

\

»
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remembered his unhappy schooldays. He had always been the
first in his class to raise an eager, straining hand in
reaponse to the teacher's queation. But he had always been
ignored, s

"Now I have my chance®, he thought with triumph, as
his horse's hoovea ripped into the soft bank,

“Now I have my chance", he /Athougll.i:, his white stallion
prancing in the turgid stream.

"I will make them all know me."

The horses went into the river, each horse, each
rider crumpled into darkness, into chaps but me, but this

white 'horse 1 ride alone in the darkness of the world,

' blazing my horse a flame leapt out of my gripping thighs.

I see the river's stones at which the river tugs like a
drowned man's hair; I hear cries, curses like the agony of
men wrung out of the darkness; but I,,Lan this body thxrustiing
through the hollow wind, I am my two fists raised in this
sterile wind, vhere all else is shivered into bits, the
watching face shiversd 1‘nto bi,ts as the hand attacks the giua
that surders again and again; " I punch a wide wound into

all that steals me from lysglf, like the fingers of the
witoh, .
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To quote my favourite author Lawrence, I am Man~-

Alive,
Mow I have reached the bank. I:iko a tower upon my

white horse that paws the earth, impatient, I lodk about

me.

There asquats the captain on his donkey of a horse,
like am 0ld woman,

There is the ;naign fleeing to the wood to retch his
being.

There is the army that drags ocut of the river like 4

man picking at himself,
And here am I like a tower upon my white hoxrse,

But nobody sees me,

11

I said, “"Here are the notes. Meticulously compiled.”
"0f oourse™, I confided in a wvhiapex, "I had to de a
Bt of spying on the mem to get them,"

'
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"But in the long run, taking things as a whole,

it's good for the army~-and therefore for society at

large . . ." ( Am I defending myself against poa&b_le .
self-reproach? Does my fearﬁl haste uncover me? )
I said with rising concern, "I hope——I believe—
I have impressed upon you the , , , delicacy of my position.,"
( Wny then does he not say something? He looks up at me
from under his scrofulous eye-lsshes, but says not a word. )
In height about five feet, or a trifle under, the

™

General showed me the whites of hias "oyu.
"Of course, of :ourae", he murmured, "I entirely
understand.” ( But why does thﬁa idiot stare at me so? I
do detest being made to feel self-conscious, I am unable to \
control the twitching of my lipse, )
"After that . . . trouble we need all the info we can
get hold of,"
"But", he barked, looking lup at me out of his
oyator—poloured eyes, "perhaps yc:u might give me & brief
summary of your findings.® ( Thess dapned turemuicrats!

Wnat the devil are they doing in the axmy! )
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"Certainly, certainly”, I cried, clearly delighted

that the interview had reached this pass. "I've found", :

I went on, "that thers are three main categories of men ;

in the ranks." y

“The rirat;' , I said after a calculated pause, "conesn
under the category of “Lazy Dog","

»mhe .second under the general category of “Inherently
Useless"." :
“ind the third under the category of "Good for Nothing"." :'

"I ses. 1 see," murmured the General. "ind what

would yo suggest?”

Al

I straightened up, looking him full in the eye.

L R

"pathority, 'sir.  Aathority.”

"

12

The 'Lisutenant sat in his tent, his feet dragged up

to his or;tch in an attempted Yoga position, It was a
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half-lotus, but one knee stuck up stubbornly from the ground ~
though the lieutenant struck it with the flat of his
hand, wrenched it, swore at it, even tried ’meaging
it luwxuriantly up and down.
"Aaah, I'll never do it", he cirsed, drawing his
lc.mg cruel fingers across his red perspiring face,
"0f course you will", gently urged the young :
Ensign. "Rome ww't built in a d;y. Great Literature
wasn't created at one sitting.” And he coiled his white body
about him like a serpent, performing a sinuoua/notion with ‘
his shapely head, his brow rising and falling in wvhose ’
) * bland surface, under the tumbling patent black hair, e
reddish knot of veins sometimes bulged.
"I ses. I ses," mused thaflisutenant, casually
obaerving this red jungle that protruded from the ensign's
skull, ) -
"Like this". And he brought s jagged rook down on to ")
tho~ ensign's pretty face, so that the blood a@ﬂﬁ through ﬁ;o ;
nostrils. . - ‘ . : S /*
The Lieutensnt stood in his glossy black boots
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over the mangled ensign, pulling absent-mir;dedly at his
' moustache., A book lay face—-down next to the ensign's

head in the red dirt: a copy of,\ Lavrence's “The Prussian
0fficer," '

“Now, he thought, “having crossed the river, we can
ﬁndly_got down to réal business, There's a war to be
fought, in‘ouo you didn't know," .

As the lisutenant left his tent, the sun burned

powerfully in his face. He seemed to hear the sound of &

great commotion, but all that he saw of the flying horse

was the jagged splinter of sun glinting in its oruel hooves,
that was then buried in his forehead. Then darkness

descended,

13

[

*Funny business”, said Private Slovich morosely
to Privéte Patlov as he orept on all fours behind the

-

funeral tent,

4 o o o
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*Is that it?™ y

"That's it."

*It doesn't seem to be finished", said my friend,
sucking at his pipe.

“Damny this pipe! Give no. a ocigarette, will you,” -

1 offered him a turkish cigarette from the ‘
cigarette case, nineteenth-century I bcl&a(o, embossed with”
a silver vine,

"Thanka.” He looked ‘at\the cigarette critically.

"Not bad®, as he tasted {t,

We were at the house of my friemd —- , discussing, as
the sutumn rain drifted smokily over the flat grey land,

a certain stézv written by a mutual soquaintance, himself too

shy ( or too humble ) to present the story in person.

- However, he sarnestly wanted a oritical opinion of it, and

aince we had nothing better to do I had decided to oblige
him, My friend, smoke dribbling from his half-open mouth,
reclined luxurisntly on the bear-skin that had been

"carelessly arranged over the deep sofs. I sat on s bare

wooden ohair of undistinguished origin,
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3 . "Well", he managed at last with a yawn. "What do

you think of 1t?%

s

I was about t:o give aa robust and not too sympathetic’
op:lnic;n when 1 was brought up strangely by a shy oonc.j.ern,
as if I had written the story and was about to be subjected
to a painful examimtiém. 1.

"Oh I don't know™, I said a little defensively. "It
seems to work wo;.g. enough for me.® .

) ' "Hmm, Well it doesn't work for me., What for instance
has the opening bit-—even aside from its puerile tone—go}

to do with the rest of the story?——is trying to be a.‘damn

: sight too clever if-you aak‘ne.'

! : My hand shook as I held a match to a fresh cigarette,

Y ] I appeared to consider what my friend had just said.

“ . ' "What's more, why is he bothering with Tolstoy?

Isn't ®hat a bit pretentious?. At best he's merely using a
loose framework on which to hang anything that comes into hia
head, As for aw significanoce the story pretends. to have . . ;'

He shrugged humorously. " , . .-All I can say about that is

. that Af T didn't know—better I'd say he vas having a bit of a

M;' y

- s
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' I rose at this, averting my face to conceal the

angry red burns that had flme«% in my cheeks. I atared

_a.t the‘omuent my friend had brought back from h‘ia travels:

a black elephant whose trunk had besn lopped off. ‘

I was tring tf; control my voice.

"But that's the point isn't it? The story COULD

be anything, because there's nothing to hold it down."
~ 1 inhaled,-watching the smoke trickle through my mouth,
"Yoh see, at some mysterious point a story CHOOSES its
particular development, But why that development rather
than any other? Why development at all, wvhen it can't
even begin to make a choice? 1 faltered, stubbing my
cigarette out Ap the uh-‘troy. )

"Why, My dear :0110%, you do seem angry. We both .
know that - will never nico a writer, Oh I know", said he,
raising a hand to forestall the retort that burned at my lips,

*I know what you're going to say. That we have no.
grounds on which to make such N Judgement, But-—hang it
all!—vwe're educated fellows. Surely we knov the difference =,

v
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between good writing and bad, Between writing that COUNTS
and writing that is , . ., well, to put it frankly ‘e .
"Oh God!"™ I oried. "What IS a writer anyway? What
does he look like? Does he have hair in his nose? For
heaven's sake, let's not be smug about this ‘sacred act® of
writing, You're too late anyway", I went 6n more calmly,
with an air perhaps of regret. "All that's in the put.".
I broke off, staring out of the window, My eyes were wet,
It took me some momsnts to grasp the full implications
of the extraordinary scene that confronted ne, My .
hands gripped in my trouser pgclgeta.
"Well, let's forget about it", I then murmured,
"How about some coffee?™ I faced my scowling frignd. A
faint smile tugged at his lips.
‘WALl right." He shrugged. “But don't think you
can get out of it that way", he added with a wink.

*No. I don't suppose I can”. said I,

4
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The time is very important. It is twenty eight minutes

before nine a:.m. The polishod: mahogany case of the clock is
decorated with a flourishing goble£ of fruit, and tl‘ne black
hands of the clock-face are fixed obsessively at twenty eight
minutes before nine a.m. inside the gold circle, though really
it 1§ only gold plated. Nonetheless it is very fine. The
floating gold of an apple forms the aesthetic centre of the
arrangement, between two falling pears; a peach seems to hover'
in the background--an indifferent suggestioh- It 1s difficult,
to know because the fruit's colouring is uniform--a dusty
golde The clock cost us fifty dollars and is therefore--you
may gather the inevitable implication--our dearest possession.
Oh, for that matter, a singing oasis against the creeping
aridity of our lives. Indeed, this iz not inconsistent with
the fact that it has never, no not once--my emphasis, as you
may suspect, has a purpil:so--indiutod to us the correct time.

It was twenty eight minutes before nins a.a.

While my wife. (-It is necessary for me to desigrate her
thus, bcuu;o what I have in mind for hc‘r,--ya sort of °

-

-
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suffocating intimacy, a sort of anonymity, a sort of palpitating

caesura~--may be hugged by this term "l;y wife"s ) While.my wife

was painting her face. ( Painting? I know, I know. The word

is a little strong. It hurls, 1t leaps, and 1 am only a

.pa.asive spectator yat the games. Palnting? The brush's itch to

deflower the canvas. The mask. Should I be discreet--conceal

my intention from the hot aroused attention of the reader? I

' should substitute “making up":-Oh but the sycophantic irony!

Then, “applying hexr iaka-up"- And should I then specify the
specifics of this gperation? Or would it create an entirely
new effect that had not entered my calculations? )

No matter. ‘

While my wife was painting her face, I paused ( in another
room ), closely observiné the ob.tjgctive look she wore, pushing
up one side of her face and stretching the skin like a stocking.
Or like the solled tablecloth, where the clock stan;ls, ruffled
;xp into welts. It was a 1ittle before nine awm: 1 suffered a
bowel movemént which choked ;e with--a gutter's matted ref'uso.

s snake gobbling a rabbit, a wpi:plutond* with decayed branches,
rotted leaves, buits,' bottles, bloated masks of condoms. ‘Uhat

" i mOYe-- .

I held a kzife in one hand, and I was shutting myself wp

PRUTTRVVE

.



like an animal in fear ( pioture a cat's corkscrew of fur in

antié:ipatioq of the pounce or flight ), while my wife
prohibited the bathroom with emasculating flicks of a mascara
And my face protruded its torgue.

Frustration. ’ Resentment. A declded debauchery of
expressiony no doubt appropriate to the repressed state.
The psychological complex may not so far exceed the limit of
A hint of the subordination of the objective world
to the subjective vision, its powerlessness under the twisting
stiletto heel of subjectivism, might not go amiss.

I looked out of the window. HRain bubbled out of the sky
in thick drops like melted fat.’

The repressed emotional stg.t; projected ontq the huge
screen of the sky. And what may not.be painted upon that -
astonishing blankness?

I heard the tollet flush and I was cold, convulsed ‘by a
fit of “shiverixgz ny skin crackled. I sat down; my hands
bulging on my knees, my flesh cold and rubbery. I trled to
think, but my.aind was of the same cold, rubbery stuff, like
the North Su.‘ \

The sensuous, balance is correct. HKe is ‘frosen by his

-fr
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helplessness', plurged into the cold bath of his unredeemed
body. Yet still able to find analogles 1;1 the music of the
physical world--"1like the North Sea”.
Whest I had finished eating, I sat back, 1it a cigarette,
murmured to her. I sald how glad I vas 1o be leaving and
she smaid "Xes". stlll eating, while I observed the dark, . ,
animal mat of hair that seemed stuck to her head. She sald
she was late, and went into the bathroom, asking Did I have
the 1list of things to do today? 1 pﬁed up the dishes in
the deep, old-fashioned sink and when\ the boliling water
exploded across the back of my hands I whispered, "Please,
please go". The soapy water c;:a.wled up my tat;da like an
avalanche, my hoands bore into the spongy mass, and I raised
.a finger to my mputh knowingly. ’
Calculated disruption of time. ‘'Time' is the eolpoiling
narrative medium for the twentieth century »mtgr ( See: ‘
somewhere in Lukacs )« Time is drama, decay, the human in
us. ‘Time is our ally because it is also our great enemy,
and aphori:ns come easier than plot. ,
Sun splashed white paint over the street. I walked

towards the house. Vhite with black shutters. Surod ne. -

s
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I was about to press the bell when the door openmed. A girl in

a white mald's cap silently ushered me in; a mat of fur clurg

to her arms. She led me into .the room, where people started

to laugh. Mouths torn open into white huge ellipses in shadowy
heads. I lodked down, and was naked.

A dreanm.

& ' When I awoke, no hint of an end in the things which my

eyes saw: ';I rose, understanding this was to be our last day,
and I was 'glad- Whistled softly as the yellow eggs hissed in
the pan. Called my wife in to breakfast, and smiled into her

flushed face. Ate quickly-' Crushing the food in my mouth,

and leaned back, my ha consciously twisting a fork, and
inhaled the cigarette(deeply. But she refused me, said she

she was late. I was at the sink when

- (niidn't have the tinme,
the cramp pinched my body like a crab. I said, "Yes, smiled
pa.infully". and smiled at nyself for saying it, but I couldn't
stop it being a painful smile. , ¢

| I looked out of the window.
I was trylng to remember-what I had to do, and I walked

. over to the huthyio- and asked, "Do you remamber ;hat I
have t0-do?* I crushed the photogiaphs against the back of
the drawer: a Yyear grinning through the sMt mouths and
st;ut, anima¥ teeth. They were very good; e over-exposed.

-
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In these last, the inages were half-erased a.nd. \the wNaXY,
blanched surface of a discarded doll. .

.Na.mtive tone important in above passage, secreting the
dead, waxy quality of deep hurt. I need hardly poir;:&@ut
that the "over-exposed" photographs distinctly recall the
drean--a peculiar crick of style, signifying the author's i
awareness that the reader, lest he receive occasional prodding,
is liable to forget earlier features- How much literary
style has to do with the)\reader’'s 'bad memory' is a point
\;orth pursuing. |

One thing I must do/is buy 2 curtain rod, when I trled
T was told they didn't stock the kind I wa.ntéd. I should try at

-- which 1s moTe likely to have them, I'm sorry but we have
the adjustable kind as you may ses, now everyone buys this '
kind, Oh Christ this pain or acute discomfort, it's ridiculous .

and you see I am smiling, but why doesn't she go.

I went into the kitchen, up to the sink with juggling

‘hands; water swelled like a sponge. It was warm, I had painted

.;a * these walls red, red as the inside of my mouth when I open it
o 7 .

e H ‘ " as ] an doing now, my head creased into my neck, shouting ugh
wp od .

;’, rE ugh ugh. I let the water envelop ay hands, it is like

brushing my fingers against the velvet insides of her thighs.

At o ALV B N ‘ e
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- And I drag up a plate, tracing my fingers through its silky f¥m
1ike insect wings, and let it fall against silence. And again
my hands prod, but now they are touched by a slick of fat, and
make two holes in the scum, I look at them remembering the
winter.

Groucho Marx grins like a brazler: chestnuts unde;' cold"
/ nights. To touch upon a theory I have about the meaning of their

/' comedy: depends on absurdity, to wit primacy of the

! inconsequential, digression turned theme, surprising juxta-

b positions.

/ * I'1l tell you about that winter. We resisted: that's what,
it comes down to, resistence. We screwed ui/ In sprixpg the

1 buds bloomed like flies, bled blossom. -Qutside the apartment

when the snow melted, its bowels left a graveyard of dog shit.

last nmight 1t ‘m hot and I didn't know wvhat to do with myself.

* Rupture of tone. Kitchen suggests womb, female; cruel and

robust winter catalyst for the maleness still left to this

emasculated young man. langusge now ‘'assumed’' as against the ” .

subliminal, repressed, or female language which up till now has

prevalled.st ¢ '

| .I shivered. It was cold. 1&: 1ike an o)d nowiinpor. Rin

sof tly pelting the window panes. Sun like xaw An the sky.
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The Move had come. We waited all year. It had come. The door
banged shut. Tap dripped 1n_th; sink, flowering stains. 'The

1 sky a sea of leaping dolphins. From somewhere the whimsical

111t of Cole Porter, the shash hit, the cynical hea.rt‘ of sentiment.

"Just One of those Things".

Each night I hear a madman cry.

A trip to the moon on gossamer wings”.
Jabbing pain. Constipated. Ship wallowing in a foul wind.
At dawn he crles, as if he had wound _himself up, "OCh Loxdy".

Cate 1n the night, all the inexpressible loneliness and fright.

I feel it is only a mouth that yells. No face, no history.

% A mouth that yells. ’

% 3 "It was just one of those things".

; Ship. Wallow. Foul wind. All confused.

: Now she is saying goodbye. I listen to myself say, "“Ses you”,

ik the muscles tight around my mouth. |

3 Beglnnings and ends. Life swollen with empty clauses. The
: door shuts. The footateps walk aways My face unsmiles 1m1£.‘

| removes the pins. The sun ‘th:mugi\ the window is shining liks s e

E playground. ~
I'raised the knife. and stuck it into ay hand: There was a
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red froth over ihe unwashed ‘aishes.

If la e 1s an ;éét~uhon who must draw customers with
whatever seedy chams are left \tn' her disposal, -then 1t must
seize the shocking, the exclamatory. And still language pusues
the lights like an aged Scarlet O' Hara, and when will a new
wind blow? 'There's a good show on television this evening..

I let my body sink into a chair but resisted it Wnd 1t .
bunched. I reached 1nt'o a pocket and fumbled among the pennies,
matches, shreds, fimally achieving the object of my grope--a
scrap of, paper on which the pen lled vwords, "Forgetfulneas 1s
juet the rules of the game”, sprawled.

I remembered:  When the landlady showed us the rooms. And
told us about her mother who lived over.the way. She said,
“Don't mind if she comes to the window with nothing om. She's
a bit ‘&fnor-" |

My head rocked on my breast, rain splashed. "This is it",
xlh‘ said, two red worms protruding from her bmls.ts- I'm sorry
but we have the adjustable kind as you may see. - Now everyone

“buys this kind. The door banged shut. Banged shut. My hands
meltied like fat on my naked body, when she came out of the
bathroom and sald, "Finished”.

®
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Avake. I heard his whimper in the night. Five a.m. The
dark pressed against me like an animal. She, hunched in her

separate darkness.
I awcke and rose softly, timid of waking her, and made

.coffee, as I have done each day of our year. lu feet cold on

the polished floor; I 1listen to the whisper of my fest. Shs

was sleeping still when I arose from our bed-in one

L 4

novenent.

His cries woke me at five a«m. 1 heard my nails scratch
at the glass. Sleep did not exist any more. I reached into
the huddled dark at ny side, brushing it with cold fingertips.

I'1l]l never get used to it. If she leaves me I'll never

4

get used to it. I ‘vatch ny whispering mouth in the bathroom

mirror. ; ~
L3

It was precisely twenty eight mimrtes before nine a«.mn.

™

when ny wife lefi me.
2 -

Declensions
. & s
MOVE: Move away from; move towards =-

MOVE: 48 in a game. . The movement of s piece axerts a

L]
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strategy. One move may utterly make over a ganme. In most games,

an attemapt is made to conceal the strategy from the opponent; if )

the strategy is discontinuous or confused. the player may also
attempt to conceal this fact from his opponent. . ‘,
REMOVE: Take away from, make absent. So that what occupled
a Bertain time and piaoe ( often functioning as if 'these were its
_natural habitat ) are uprooted, or forgotten. In time, ﬁqn the
quality of an 'absence' may disappear. |
REMOVE: For instance, at one remove from. One might thus

characterise the relationship between an ironic author and his

work. N\

L 2 . L .




