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' _ypggzlghghﬁlépﬁant’s Tail is a work of fiction in the fi;éﬁ -

7

\

‘person. It concerns & young man, -Robert ‘Seguin who is on a quest. for

" a way ;5 live with horour. On the .advice of Maggi, the girl with whom

“he is'living, he leaves school to seek'ﬁis fortune

-
v

.
.

. Rabert Séguin'é‘quest through life bqings him irto contact

H

C g : X Ty : ’ :
with 4 number of characters who border on the insane.

» 2
< .

At tlie end of the book, Bob Seguin céﬁq& tovthé realization
. K . N L P

, ) ) . : . Ve .
tentious characters he has met. , - I

5

as a script writer.'

‘that his future lies with Maggi, nqt:with the insane, foolish‘and pfe- E

s . ‘ b' . ..‘ . . '.“ “.

.
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" to see it from my point of view-Athe right one. I mo\req_todar‘d\?ief_. S _

Chapter 1 coe N
RS S )

With her flair for the.mlodgamitic, innate :onl}' in part, Haggi con=- ., -

~ fronted me with it.. "I was cleaning out the desk and I fodn,d this," . .

she said. I don't understand."” She .held it high, 1ike a head on a .
stick. ’ o' ' o ""‘"‘I "
el , I S |
) i N am. . . k u\ . ‘ . . ) ; ]
"It's...a journal I keep,” I said, looking for the right word, The «; ¢ '

~ stuff that dreams are mbde. pf,‘ Sweetheart. "Like a dia.-ry.’ But more

about thoughts than about days.” My Maltese Falcon. I fidgéted, a ' \(A} l

4 Q

_prisoner in my own whopping body.

"1'w glad," she said, obviously disconcerted, "that we've been able
e - )

-

- to clear this whole thing up. 1It's a di‘ary but not about days. That

. s e - . . \
.is what you said, ien't it?" I nodded insipidly. "What do you do on . /6

S

leap years?" - ' o :
Py N T

'I stood there before her, whiting:- She vanted e to exﬁlgin. My

N . ' »
thin dark-haired bed~mate wanted me to. €xplain. I know you're mad.’;

I . 8

.. \ . . N i ) -, A
"Not mad,” she said, "hurt is the word." . o \

';I know yoﬁ nustbe hurt but I ~tirink‘you're looking at this. the wrong'~ T

way." Be objective, I wante»o aay, Bt what I really meant was; try .

"I didn't think it vas the sort ‘of thing you'd even be’ 1nterea‘te.d in.

"1t was very personal; 1'didn't feel like broadcasting it." I let my N

hand rest.on her hip. "It would be like broadqgsting\my farts by sh;rt-

, . . 3 s
‘wave." . .
; \ .

\

Maggl drew away from my coarse oversize h}an’d.‘ .i'Ielliné we’ is Bréad- Va

casting?” i ’ ‘ ‘ ‘




. "You know what I mean.” . wf-

IS
-

A faux-pas. In:onc‘ stride I found iiulf vith both feet in one mouth,
3 ‘e .. ‘ \ . . . il , "
"So telling me is broadcasting,” Maggi said; her voice rising to the

occasion and to-its 1imit, "Me and the C.B.C. You know'I’am interested
in the, thinge you do. You. think thingl of heauty don't interest me?

L4

I've g?t news . " mggi’pict;ad up thc'joumnl m}; ‘began to thumb through
. . ~ N \ . . . . .

" {t. "You think art doesn{'t interest me?" She h,elﬁ the notebook up once * =
“Elin. ‘ ’ . © ‘ : ‘ N ‘
co - v . ) ‘ . *

1 had trouble uk;ng the 'cqnpeé:tion but finally 4t sank in: “You're

joking . I hope.” o e

"What I've seen here has real potential. A gold mine maybé.” I

. plctured ayself, a gargantuan gold miner, plmiing on all fours in the R

niddleﬁ.f anere. "it's hilar%ous," she continued, "You_b;le'ak me up -

like nobody else. Listen..." -
"That's whir\;i} call bpa'adcasting,“:' .1 said too low for her to hear.
"I can start in the pieue‘ni: or in the past or at,anj time I want,' I° o )
‘ : = - . :

S can start vhere -1 please. But no uttei‘.\fa'erc 1 do, - it L'lwayo' comes to \‘

R - . re " : ) oo . . -

 the same. mﬁ?lmirﬂ_ggu the girl and rides off with the horse
v - R . L& ) - a ' T, e '
' like a wespon between his legs. This he leaves me-~—less memories than

they are f{sstructions: \the | gitl';" braided locks to ciihb; the flft*g_
. A T ” . ™

. feet to her balcony and *l\}ve which coﬁqﬁarl all. He leaves ~1t‘£oi' me, ; . ‘

For me who can't éven chin iyu'lf o Maggi lnushe:l. "It's g*g_g?“

/

" I said nothing. -

-
-,

| ) e
"If you don't mind wy saying so, with a few changes this could make -
. ) . LT . \; . ot . - ‘,&
. & really ‘super film script. I mean you are crazy about the lo_Vigs.‘ . ¥

.u"en'lt you?! If you"'c"an't wrive a good movie, nobody c;an;- Oh, .‘I know . .

-

P

, .
IR . .
. v t.




the'toe'dhhave to be.a f.eif' ch;nset: all thio braided locks and love which’
conquers all shit would have to go.: But. I mean you've got the beginninga.
Just put in all litele pizaz. You kuow, aQ\little kiuky sex or southing.
You could make the guy Mike black and then 'hava ‘both of you h he girl.

‘u

'vith the long hair. 1And you need gome kind of angle on the story..."

‘"I've giit 1e," 1 said ‘hmodr:lng'her. ~ "Hov 'bout having Mike bugge‘; :

T tl%c horae.f Bo}g 'bout a horse thaé'a trained to give blow jobs. Mr. Ed

Y

. with q‘diffarenqef‘ all action and no calk;" .

"Ny)w you're tdkﬁg. Ydu see, I knew you could do 'it."

s \

It wasa't exactly vhat I had in mind,

Hnggi mved to the nlcovem;xac served as a kitchen and began to fix
drink., pretending that I couldn't gee her fron the living;oon. Retum-

-ing with two cloudy old-fashioned glassea, sht\ threw herself intg.the "’

\l / -

chaif oppoaite and sippcd loudly. It w)u1 Cinzano, her favourite. "I vu

gbt a. propoaition." ahe uid.

4

Forgetting ny capacity, I drained half the. glau.

N3
"%uvouid happen 1if you did nake this into a.uovie?"
. i
I tried to point out the fcolishness of even entertdning such thoughts.

“We'd starve for one thing." 1 told het. - U econdly, nothing would ever
~ . R4 ‘4 :
come of 1:. And finally I'd never finish s ool.": . "

ceny
r - - : \

. o
I don't know if it was the alcohol or what, but gxer dreans began to .

take on a sctange kind of reality.' "What are you going to do with a,
n ‘ ° '

god-dmed degtee in Orgnnic Chcnintry. \ And.you know, I could get a job.“

~ "Inorganic C‘neniltry." 1 cotrected. VAnd’ I can' t let you quit achool

now, you've put in' a few years youtself "
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L YRR  WeLR

XA

SR

. . - i .

) ~ "All water under the bt;idge," she nid,' qnot'in‘g sone film or andthe:.
¢ . ’ f/ ) ~ s te,
o . "llonu\tly," I uid "you can nakc cvctyth:lng geen 80 bltck ;nd whitc. '

Lo . {.
S S For you nothing 8 inpouiblc. is 1t? Soon you ‘11 be cupniguihg z‘o ukq— )

A

S\ .
me the next Pope." ~ ;
».‘ "It'- eaay for you to be urcaatic." she said Mth a talmeng :hat
ruinded me of the eye of & -torn. "bnt 1nntead of playing the ulf—
rightcous son-of-a-bitch that seens to come to you“hntuully. maybe you K

.should face tacta for once 1n your ‘11fe. 1 think.you can vrite. yes.

~Oh I knov you're goinQ to say you've never nentioned bei,\gl writer and

I won' t be able to argue wvith that. But you ve\Gwr""entioned being
‘anything' el_u either. You kuow that's the truth.” :

« ¢

I sighed. What else could 1 d'ot' To Haggi.‘.‘l think I was the sleep--
ing dog she vil told to xiever let lie. ' . .
Qn

“"If you fail," che continuad, beconfﬁg more and more profonnd, "you

fail. And 1f you don 't give yonrulf s chance then what? Hc'll be

B

sittiag :I.n an old follu' home somevhere and I'1l have to liltea/ to thinp
like, 'If I'd only listened to you we night still be pnying :lncou tax
m ]I could get those new Salse teeth I vant so §adly. If I can get s
joh{ will you quit and try. At'laut:." | - |
S | ‘Do you think I didn’t try to‘ reason vith herf "Writin-g'. for me isn't

| _what! you 'think it 15," I ttl':l.ed to tell her., "I'm ~nm: trying ':c; cte-ar.:'
gtea art or anything. I keep. or kept. :h:ln joumal becaune :lt 8 "about
'the only pfivate thing’ thlt T've got. "T"can look at things objeceiwly.

_.I'm not a public writer."

""Deep down you don't want to be _faioun'{ Puiie. glory, The ‘Johnny

_ - Carson Show?" : R C
! o 3N

-




"ﬁo;" - ‘ : . :
. "Then you're more full of shit than I ever imagfned," she told me.
"It seemed to,‘setel,? the question for good, a S ’

"1\

A .
"It didn't take more than a week fox: Maggl, the\way she presented he_r-'-
- . . e ' . " .
self, the ‘w)ay she flanted her body like a bribe, to\ get'a job in an
4  insursnce company.. University, for both of us becaple part of the past.

. 4 s A L. 1
Until her .next‘ brainvave. P - N ‘

. I make no bones -about it. From the beginning the writing career was

a nightmare. The f‘irsi: day‘, Pfag‘gi set up the typewriter in the dpart-.

ment's picture winddwrgnci left me there, in her words . iike a lion ready

to. pounce. I didn't argue; I waited for inspiration. -When by noon ‘there °

* vas no gign, I passed the time watéhing tvo men trying to, start their

pickup ‘,truck'.‘ I€ was of some consolation thag they were having no more

success than I wa§§~ But by two, they'd evidently fiddled with the right

wites; pressed the right buttons and mouthed the right oaths, because it

started. I wasn't s0 lucky. If all the old truck needed vag a tune up,

[y

T needed a iajor overhaul; something along thé old power-train had most
N N . ——

+ assuredly seized. ' . N

The extent of mylfm;utratioix is 1'nlpos‘sible to communicate. I was an
 elephant in lion's clothing (forced upon me) whose "}:Jéison ’d'atre"' h-ad
;.ijt:ldqnl_y becora a filn;acript I ¥new was i‘mposs‘ible to write. In the

journal I'd romanticized q.trifle/no;‘:e. than the starker medium of film
vaas ;:abable of h&‘mdling; _If"I'd.been able to reconcile the images o‘f
reality and 111u;10n {n° my own mind, I was unable to do thé same in my

vision of the Pilm.

Voo




How could I' explain the deni-god I'd made of him. Certainly not by

P
?

. ' T ' < . .
As schoolboys, Mike and I had often been taken on nchool-organiz‘ed
- . N Co

expeditions to Saint.e 'j\nne's shriii’e -éc fleanpr& ‘rhe pt:leat-run achogl
. |

hired bus'e; and tranaported us the few short Puea there where we-vere

expected to prny‘to Sainte’ Anne for aalvation. R S

l S

"'You ve ‘got; to be crazy to’ use “the can up here," he'd alvays tell us.
!

"You could’ catch leprosy or buck teeth. Pﬂgrius have to be the worst

people ‘to catch diseases from: Oozing ulcets. A%lgte s_ foqt. Or

even worse--tennis balls." ‘,\ -
 He' d take the offertory envelopes and gend tpen to the Jehovah s ‘

Witness l(ingdon Hall, checkiing the "b111 me lacer" box.

* On_one such occasion Mike made his wvay up Fhe*st‘eeg stairs \to the .

shrine liwping and in obvious p:in. on h.is exit he junped intt;v t‘htc air

*x.and thanlft:d the good saint, He'd gladly give tent:.inony. he said to all
thol‘d Vliat;en. "I've auffeted from crabs," he told evcryone, "for as

"long as I can renenber. And now I've been cured, I n sure of 1:.

‘Don't think I'm going to t;ake thta 1ightly, b-he continued. "As proof °

and teatim'xxy to ny new faith, I'm sending all my pubic hair tb bﬁ hung

~on the wall, aloﬁg with a plaque to Ssinte Anne herself."

(SN

Our keepers, the pricstn“, were not Hpressed. , . -

1f all t:hi- uk’ﬂka 2 not uninte&nting charactar, naither did 1t
\

_help to explain my idolatry.

/

v (
&

: »

telling the objective truth. Was it Mike the "Bon diable" I'd loved:

=




i E{" .‘ % . 'v N \ - '.A -
w . : : L. * P { .
- cajoled insulted in short did'evetything‘ in her power.‘ But to no -

s’

.
/\/gvail. She was sure of one thing. if help vas called for, I was. going
to get all I neéded. You gee, Maggi extsted o ly briefly on promlaes. .

: \
. It was reau};uhe 1lived for. And fot Maggi, reeulta vere regarded n?t

s v

80 much as the spoils o ctory as t:hey were. necessities without which

she could net be sa sfied. ‘Prqfesaionql help waa' called for, she a\id.

It capé— in the form qf_an ‘extenaion c?urae in eomethii\g called ‘

:"Creativity;':—offered through a~downtowm university. Do 1 have to éiﬁ .
1 was skepr.ical? ) . +

]

» "ghat harm can it do." she asked me. "It s only ence a week." 7She

<

1 watted for me _to mswer hut whaf. vas the answer? "Look, 1if you don' c
:hink it's for you," she continued you don t have to stay. You Ttan -

jus; walk out. " No ansvet?" she ‘asked :lupatiently, walting for my feeble: .'
.’ T " L

arguments.

"I m not yoti little boy. " I said, tthgg to make Wat she

was doing to me, ."I n big enough to uake my ‘ovn decisions.”™ .

- t

"Don t make ne laugh, shithead. Size has nothing to do vith Lt."

Y.

,/\‘ s

. TR,

"I don' tu{&nt to go." Ijt.old hex cringing only slight],y. ’-"An that‘e o

/

. final.“ I paused a while % et it sink in and when, aftel/a noment. N

I saw.no.evidence in her/face that it had, I said it agein;- "I'm sorry

but X don't want to go." .. ~

b

"I'ueed to think yod vere a bi’g. prick. But you know you'ee noe.
’.You'x’e‘an us—'hole'of :\he first order." she ‘sald calmly, ‘as 1hhe wvere |
conenerlng on ny clothep.. ”You never\ wan; to“ do any&hingﬁ N thgi said d“\
gore conteuptuously. “'Ihat 8 a fact you can't deny and you know ic.

i You d never do anythi,ng if you weren't pushed. "Who knqra what lingers




L4 : * ' »”

L.
-
-

in you--a latent Hemingway, maybe even a ‘Shakespeare, . You may be -

* N -

dynamite but Wwe both know I'm your Sletimator." : l , {

"I'm your detonator...isn't that the name of a song." T

e ! - -
I began to sing but she cﬁ ne short._ /"We'r’e not singing sopgﬁ right

| © . {
w," she said curtly. 'We're solving a prgblen. _ Your problem. | You're

‘the one with writer s block " PR

: L L e
. & s ' <\ N N .
Writer's block? Didn't she see the only block-was I wasn't a writer.
. . . f M ; ', " ,

"

"You know whaf I say," she persisted "1 say get off that fat ’l8l of

. yours." With that, ahe went into the kir.chen to fix more Cinzano. " Was ‘
X o N .

T the cauqe pf her drinking?

— * ’ DI
Left alone in the bedroon. 1 consideted her wotds. het’ titade. her

N 3

: drinking. 1 considered argunents that nigh_t counter hers. (:ould I find .

any‘{ I looked at myself in the mirror. It was a big asa-—huge even--

but depehding on the perspective might be considered "big" not "fdt"

-/'" C T was slig,htly consoled. if nothing elae, there vas nothing insignifi-
Y .

cant about me. Like a haity mammoth or some such beut there is sonething

preﬁistotie about me.' It's not that thege aren 't other species that re-
o N - .} . t “

-

semble me, it's tha I seem to have some kind of advantage, if not in

"

- intelligence, then at leasf in stature. I stand more than- six 'foot six

gnd novdomescic. scales can judge wy wei ht. 1 have the type of face
people night say looked like stone.\ Yon know the type: strong and
‘definite. People. 1 inagine, sre most ntruck, ‘khough, by the noee‘ and
‘ the hands.. The face'%it:self loel;s like {1t ilaa eeen fortified with some“' .

‘kind‘og. rock armour that has ‘wora thin around the zyes and reveals that

soft interior that's Maggl's advaetage. But the nose. That is very’
S, \ ~ :
\larg‘e, definitely out of proportion and looks like it has been poek-




H A AR P st

.situation demanded it. It was the eaee principle‘ueed in the jet-

‘mhrked by glaciers. There are teal craters on my nosée, as big as snall

B

navels. ©he hands: auifice it say khat they ate the hands of a

Dutch farmer. - , . LT ! v
] .

What else was there? I was dynamice. ahe'd said. Well that was a

”

_compliment. She vas my detonator, but etill I vas dynamite. Dynamite

Bob Segein. It vas my size--no argument there--1 needed a de:onatot

. . N\ .
bécause there was just too much inertia for one man to overcome, Maggi

4

vas the cartoon scoundrel who applied the\hat pin to my rear wheq the
' ' 4 a

assisted take—qff. \ ) ™

1 went intd the livingroom to concede. After all, she was right.

She always was. Even {f it only slowad down the number of Cinzanos

~

that fouredsfron the bottle into her glass, it vould be vo;th 1;z The

-

dann~st6f£ was getting eipensiie. .

+ "1've decided to go," I told herx. . o
. ¢ ) . oo

"Yes," she said. '"You really didn't thiok I'd stand idling while you

~

wasted yehr time, did you? -
I was reminded of a sports car.

I didn't\aax a word. But you know, even.then, I couldn't help but °

RS

sonder why 1'm alvays the one to take all the shit. 1It's as 1f I live
under a gieat eieppant's tails ~OhlI know that's just not.possible. As

Maggi. has pointed out countless tines. there's just no way 1'd ever fit.

Can you imagine going to night -chool to learn "Creativicy"? ‘What

L)

would these people, all searching for the key to "Creativity" be 1like?

-

I cpuld juat gsee them. The' teacher would be _bright and 7oung, I had no




U : Y S —

. o . N . v : .
-10~ = I T

B

f ' . doubt of that. Dressed 1ike an artist. howeyer that vas - but y&u knev o ) /
insttnctively they were the clo;hes artists wore < he'd swear as & matter

‘ of course and in his speech there d be ‘the undertone and scent -of geveral - ' .

L el

N drinka. The;e'd be intellectual men and wonen, my pee;s,"aicting like

- ‘apostles around him. The men would smoke pipes, the women-cigarilloes.
.The women would have lgng‘dark hair, mysterious faces, and look as though

’ T _their dppearance vere not. the most important thing on their minds. Atf
. " . - - ' . . . .
least one of the men would be bald and have a paunch larger eygn than

: \ ‘
_ Orson Welles. Another'd have the hands of a hairdresser. They'd all

%

drink ébo«much regerve the notnings for aleep,‘and seldom brush their AR
. teeth, And 1t'd be rumoured that most suffered from some forn of . gallop~

v ‘ing venetegl disease, likely anally concracted “ ‘ N

H : ‘ . : oo . .
‘ The exterior of the university's solé buiiding did not augur well for

.
.

the 1mpending course in "Creativity”. It 1ooked lika a giant hippopotamus
fashioned by a man who was incapable of‘anything but right angleu. I felt

myself—breakipg into a cold sweat.

.") ' t

ek

Y
;i

ki & Sdlidys Yo e

T TR
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.




. ness is a conceit: I've never been able to gllow uyself . Not to look N

' l:enches. This was something diff?re_nt: a schocl vwhere nobody's father

first in the classroom; the first to take a seat. The robm, though

' oiinously large--full thcte'.d have been an awful. lot :f intelleet to

© . latest edition of Time. And I remember the rush when I had Indira Gandhi \ ) 1.

PR
- SN NN

ST L PFICIE SIS

" looked like Groucho Marx just come out of the sea in a red bikini, : [ S

} ) ‘-v‘ !

As usiml 1 was early. I ddn't know what it is abcmt me, but tardi-

Chapter 2 .

too conspicuoun, hmging around the school like a vandll. I browud
t \
through the building. Theu, I ' sotry to say, ‘were not the hallowed

¢

halls which had narked ny fomtive yuts. ptivate schoola puugent with

mildew; schools vithﬁ the i:niti,llp of severa]. génqra;ions carved into the

L3

had even gone.

After a long self-conscious tour of the building, I was still the

* reckon wi;h;—whs nicely dec'oratéd with posters of Portugese tourist

attractions pinned high} 1 suppose, to discourige destructive behaviour. S - e
’l‘hos_e. posters really 'btoughlt‘bm‘:k nenories. My youth liqd be"e_n ;=con; .
spiracy to paint mustaches on anything that was ,v:.thout- one.r ‘Animals, -
llandscapea,. hgthing elcnpe;i wy black 'nrkct.’; Sone i:e'oplc ‘have th.eitf C T ] "» :

v s , 1

"Kilroys", 1 had my mustaches. I remember waiting at the door fo:: the S RV

©or Golda Heit to work with, 'rheir faces seaned t:o screan for it, thar.

1 ’ \
s

' outwan* sign of nacnlinity T vu all tooanxious to add. 1t vas theu

I did something I"haan t done in years. Chooaing a Portugese 31:‘1 1n\

" & 'red bikini, I scratched a handlebar on her face. At a glance she : IR

e

*

B
' As T was fashioning a goatee for her red crotch, what "i-’preued me as - . 3

v ! ' f BN EU

\

LN

. & herd of womed charged into the room, Actually,’ there yere only two 6£§ ' - o B




‘ ) N . .t .
. . - : A
" . them, both. wearing le&th'er coats, one charcoal, one “tan. _ Haiyy-legged ' ﬁ J
heifers chewing peppermint’cud they nodded shyli and todk geats near i

] . .
“ the niddle of the room, removing knitting needles fron their handbagp as ' K

7 L1

they folded themselves into the "desks. . o L N |

\
.

After a centqry of silence one of them asked: "Are(fiu the teacher?”

: i ’ ' \ ! ‘ t
“Oh no,“‘¥ said, "I'm just a student.” - After a pause I thought to

add. "Like youtselves. That we should be kindred spirits seemed to

- please them to no end and they let mervous chuckles escape.

]

" Motherhood. You,know there's nothing like 1:; therefs nothing quite

80 reaasuring. Intellects easy to reckon with. varicose-vainéd house-

>

wives, their queationahle good looks having deserted thenJ packidg their

3ood intentions, their pedestrian lives and their knitting needles and X

enrolling. A11 keen on "Creativity." Fot the fifbt tine in as long as

4

I can remenper 1 was beginning to feel something that apprbached self—

assurancet ' . ' B\
. ‘2 -
The tvo women spoke. making noises like the ahrill kissing 3ound bf

il
b

alarmed chipmﬁnks.'

3

' "Yo (know that I've been éricing for as loﬁg as I can remember. But e “l
“up té fiow'1've never really t&ken it aeriously. wa that 1've 3of more ’
tine on my hands, I'm going to set the world on fire. 1'm not going to

‘ ait back till I've wri;ten my Forsyth Saga.' ' o : Vo .

w
A

Her companion' a“featutes becgme animated. She was the type of woman

you wouldn't've blémed A husband for;legving; "I don't even have to 7 ;;rf
Te . ‘ ' ' c W CaL “EE
invent anything when I write," she began. "I could write a book about . o N D

\thi.thingl-that have happened to me." She giéglea. ”i'vé got a millicn °

of them, as they say."




i

. was writ;eo a personal'moaning of lif'e’.“ It looked to mean disqiib’int;' o

a size too small and'ié i:oo'p:joud to ex'chanée it.

’w\rit"e in bi apital letters. "Hy pame's Hark Jones," he told us,

r.he t:of)\ His short legs hung over the edge as though he were fishing ' " L
'from a pier. . He \bockoned us all forward in the room that t}lrned ou; to

* be far oversize. . ' o ' A Lt o

_appetite enough to accomodate us all. To his friends, he nlght be pottly.

‘his'physique ,as an excuse for rolling over anq dying young.

. is an investigstiqn into the artistic expteusion of self., Il: vill be\a

v

oo

' Like Fish finally come to spawn, people trekked into the room, The
minutes .paased and I grew mote\'impatient as they'did. Haif:ing has.

always piqued. me.’ i ) I ] ) N

. The homent he walked in, T knew he must be the 'teachetl.v In the foco

4

ment. He had the com‘tenance o‘£ a man who has-been given a belt that is

LI

"Hello," he said, Y using to go to the bladkbonrd. where he began to

drawing uotation marks in the air, "as in. the hetald angels sing.

'

Hark weht up to the front of his desk and hoio'ted his bu'llly‘ % onto- .

*

' ' . .
""C'mon. How. 'bout woving up front a little, 1I'm not going to eap
you™ - B ‘ o e ¥ R

[N

’ ff appegrance vere any ,yardstick,'Hofk looked as though he migﬁt have . L i

more objectively, on first sight. he was fat. I guessed hls age at

)

t:hirty. he was )the type of man uﬁo gave the inptession he was cultivating

i

"1'd like to .welcome you all to creativity," Hark said somewhat in the’

manner of Saint Peter at the gates of heaven. A The _theory of i:hié course

ptactical course where you'll be able to find s fonm fot any of your




N

o s

~

hrtiatic endeavoga/\whﬁfyer they be in the field of the graphic arts,

the oral. tradition of music or finally in the medium of the written
b, R . ’ N |

'Hord. . .o ' ‘.‘.. ) R . \

¢ t

é
\

.} "This {an't the iqtroducéion to macramé, is 1t?" someohe- asked.
' + A i R . .

SCERR ¢ gu’:s/l'vo@t‘ the wiong class coo 1 was looking for."Dyhamics
" of machipes™. I must say this does sound interesting. If } don't like

ft there, con- 1 Acome back?" )
P i - »
"Yes. ..well. ..anyway...whete was I7"". Hark asked as the two made the‘ir
vay out; T , ’ ' . . » o

Iy
’

"Something about the the ahistic expreasion of self‘\" ca).led put an”

N

unattrac:ive man of simian features. N

"Yes that‘a right. So the neying is.to have you 1ntroduce your=~

gvea. Tell ys about your intertsts, your backgrou?d anything you .

want to tell us.' ﬂark pointed at the aapiring Canadian Galewotthy, one

of the 1euther'copted women who had au_rprised re earlier, The woman

‘ rose ‘and stood before her desk. She c%’eared her_ throat and ploced both

‘. .

her hands behind her back. "My name is Irene Finster,” she said.

3,

Nee&leosly Irene Fin!stet' paused to let hér name sink in. "For me,” ghe

_conéinued. "it's important that I learn to-express myself properl:y in

| Gtiting’. The way I figure 1t i, ‘that I hove all'these stories locked.

up in my head. like, and I want to share them with everybody. Vhat

I ™ hop:lng. 1 guess, is that'you can give me the key, Mr. Jones." .

, "Call me Hark. "

A's'1_n the herald angels sin'g. - o \ : w
"It's ;nydﬁin then?" asked ‘the man next to Mrs. ‘Finaﬁg;. "My name's

L /
' o

)

A




e i T b e i w RN d—
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George‘ Blaekbum," he said. "I n an upholsterer full-time and a poet

and writer part-time. 1 like to,vrite poetry and 1’ d like to learn

--

\
" to® write better poetry andr get it yublished. Most of all 1 4 like to

leam how to put nyabolisu into my poeu. Blackbutn hesitated a .

Y

. moment before deciding to tontinue. “I may "ap.well tell you that I'

alao just started a "book about the iqfluencg oﬁ brganized ¢time on the

“ tree surgery ingus‘try. He paused dramatically. "He re going to blow

. - .. the uhole thing wide open. We're going to name names."'

4

-

Blackbum reminded me of a man who night play a gazoo profeqsionallf

and who looked out of place in any circumstance*that did not a\llow hi-
/.

Tt - ' '\
. to be playing one. ' . ‘ ! ‘ (/\'
) ' 0 . , A Y
}' T _ th did I retain my place. in this sttange \menagerid Was it the gj.rl

. next to Blackburn, the g:lrl who nearly stole my breath when I chanced

/’] to gaze 4n. her ditection. . I d be: lying ié I sald it wasn't. On the
spot, 1 vould ve risk.ed open heart aurgery, I would've dnelled to the

- N Adeath. You see, there was 50 much self-assurance io her demeanot--n

B ki.nd of bnugnesa that vas in no way annoying-—-—that I ‘thought I might learn

¢ L

something . from her. . I wanted the right road and ‘she looked as thoqgh she
D

t be able to show it to me. ’ R .

In a voice thet approached a whisper she iuid, "i&y nane‘a‘Jnlie and

o *

. ‘ I n here juat for intetest. I do a 1ittle bit of sculpture, a littlﬂ
. bit of nodelling, some P 1nt1ng. I ve wr&tten u,aybe a million poems,

I adnit they re all terrib‘le. .

L v . AN
Perhaps it's my size, but I never feel anything in halves. .1 was
. ' N _
in love with'th:ls Julie with no last name. I was ‘an’ elephant in heat.

And 1 knev that ea lcmg as 1 couﬁ\find her. every week in this same
N e .

.




classroom, then I'd be there too. After Maggi who was all cockiness, .

4

vhose posturs remifided me of a spitting cat's srched(bsck; do I need

|

to say she was refreshing? Do you remember Lauren Bacall in To Have and <
. o o F—————

. Have Not? That's who she remfnded o of, >

s
. A

But- my attention was. not silowed'to linger on her. And the ) ,

'possibfiities... )

’ Beside her was perhaps the ugliest man I ‘have eveL geen. He hsd a

: |
. face that looked as though it was viciously trying to parody all ths:

o wss hateful in the human race, An illustrated dictionary might have

carried his picture to define a scapegoat.’ His name was Cedric Stevenson.

—~

0 Cedric Stevenson rose to introduce himself, Holding himself in the

attitude ofjone who is trying to suppress an -alisost impossible fart, ho\
‘ N o R

‘took*sgversk mimeographed pieces of paper, folded and stapled, from a

. hsndle-less brietcsse.- He held them high above his Ehin'and greasy head
o£ hair while he announced that he was, the editot of a quatterly publi-

‘ cation psiled Fsit Shakes. "Fsit Shakes," he said, "is‘s publication

Ca concexnea vith the ensncipstion of palsied people.” Pausing to pass us*

all copies. he cdhtinued:' "We're into our secondkyes:, here/st Fair

' Shakss and we're anxious to continue the tradition of quality litetsiure

for, soout, and by palsied Qeople.' Beze hs took ol a more sosbet tone .

Asnd.begso to shake sliﬁhtly. "And that's why I'm.asking for your help.

Fair Shskes is’ lookiﬂg for contributors. ‘We' te especially interested

TN palsied contributors but A’ s 80 hard\to find tslented ones these dsys

@

- thst ve'll; accept contributions from othet wot:hy vriters even stn:ic

ones, 80 to speak., Just send your work to me snd 1'11 give it every

consideration.’ I'm not f%rgettihg you other srtists either. thtogrsphs

v

Y
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¥

A of b’aintingl and lculptﬁnn."raviev-,

§ .
¢

L IR R i . -.‘ L)
wve'll publishi it all." Stevenson

sat dovq, vaving the ﬁigazinc over his head. "Just keep Fair Shakes 1n

.‘Inq " \

.

Vg Hark was at a loss  for wordvs, at igut he was not the ;iext one to

speik. That dubious pleuu're went, of éounc, to me. Stevenson lmn't . '

aa easy act to follov. I ilugined his uguine with such titles as "I .
Was A Vall-!'lover At 'rhe St. Vitus Dmco" and "I'm Not mr ‘The )hn I
llud to Be--the cand?d account of 11f¥ as a lcper. But 1f Stevenson's ‘\
guile was ablurd, vas ny "fau tfe théicre" nny more pluusible? What could
I say? ﬂw could I tell them I' d been’ forced 1nto thil whole nordid ‘
nffair by a little voman who'd found a journal of. dnc and had shased ‘se o

1nto a vricing career. wtiting cmer. Sout;.la renlity and 111uaion a

l

.
\\ . . <.
‘ D
1

1 don't think I'- putand‘&r,it'l ju:t that’ avcryonc rnlIz

,'-ect.

gainst

Under the clephant‘t tail s the mhy houe. And' I had the fesl-

ing ‘that the cage door had just been nlnncd bahili‘l m,
¥ : |
"I'm \totk:lng?'on'a film," 1 said, as dis:lntcteqtedly as I wé‘s able.

£

'You ‘aee, 1 wanted to give M the i-prenion I knew vhat I vas doing. .
’ Af.ter all, inn tahaving the eourage of your \Eonvictions the important
PN

. thing? -1 didn't want them to think I was shy. 1 vanted them to see me

as a h%n ot;n'cmr, ingesting sverything for the latest project. ' Grist

for the -1.11. A man who didn t want to vaste nis enotgiu talking. And. ‘

I n mxrc 1 1npruud them. To the-, I was thlt fresh new archt thu th.y

vould soon rend abont in Naclunl. Who wrote for Esquire. Who wore
custol ﬁde leather ju:k.tl. _ An on-scrun )htlon Bundo' bigger than

life, Anthor of am ofE-beat nzo.any play.




' "You're working on a film. What exictlr- doeé that l':e‘an?,‘f Hark asked
a cr.ifle more sharply than I thought was necessary, 'Do you mean you're

'ﬁriting a script or that you're actually filming."

N ——m———
. N

"A scripe,”" 1 adm_lt(:éd.

"And what do.‘;vo‘u know é;;jc'tly about films. From where do you get all
L -,;,,E}““ ‘(1‘ i i

- this knowledge?" g -

N

i
— e

"Well I.,." How could I express it? Could I say 1'd watched a lot

v ]

of’mqid'es. _especialljr old opes? Would 1t be a pr’etension.\to say I'd

3

" almost figured out "Rosebud" or that Citizen Kane was beginning. to impress

5

me less for its narrative th_im for its innovation in lighting and Fanet\lp

angles? Could I tell hin P'knev the story behind Bogart's 1lisp? What

-

good ‘would it do? 1If only he were French. There was a word for ic

there. I could have said: "I am an 'amateur' of the cinewa."

»
. -

. . . ”. . :
"I just worry about some of you biting off more than you can rihev." .

What was I sixppose& to say after that? Here I was, locked in.the

" monkey-house and tli only ‘t'ma‘ not allowed to perform. Wasn't he gointg

to let me tell Tim about my brdiln-wave; a biogfaphx of Ralph Nader from .
the point of view of a Corvair. "I thought yoy might want to hear about

~ . VR . .
my project,” 1 admonished. hark: "Actually it's a human interest story
* AN - . . .

about three people a_ndxa horse.” Here Mrs. Fir)stér ﬁo'n;ed a nearly

-

horizontal smile with her mouth and nodded visely to her friend. "You
see, there is this white girl, this vhite man, this black man and this
horse. ﬁey are very poor and - they fall on _th_i_s\achene to teach the

-~

horse to give blow jobs:"” Mrm. Finster raised her eyebr&ws to the point

v

1




1y -
S . JRURPUURPUR VU -

~19~-

subsequently become very rich. It'a sort of a "Fellatio Alger" atory.",

Though o’bviously revolted by the story line, Mra. Finster glanced ﬁt

her mate with a look, that implied she thought it just might work, )

t

-

&’ , "Do you really think that's believable?" Hark esked. "How are you
l 3oing‘ to get your'reade'rs to identify Qith ;he':charqcters?:' o _
: A , .
‘»} a "And how are you going Lo’ ﬁnd the trained horse," asked ~ehe poet,
. . Blackbum. : i
(3 e — . ) '
f R "Fa_it Shakes might just have room for an excerpt,” cried out. éte;tenion.

iy

Good god. ‘What-had‘.l got myself into? .
N A ?
y - |

Hark called for a ahore break after'which anyone who,"dr brought vofk
would be able to present it. "I may as well Tell you now."? Hark warned, .
. - ' - "that although yo y present anything you want, you vill have to

expéct a candid opipion from yours truly. anestly, 1 considet myaelf

quite a hars,h critich-I don' t even like Harold Robbins or James Joyce. .

for that matter. I'm goin; to tell you ,egactly how 1 fee’l. No ‘ifs,

.. ands or buts," .
. ‘ - _ |
$ . ~

a4

Dpring the break I wandered out of the room--just to get avay fron

all that- msanity--only to be pursued: by Stevenson and his 1nsidioua,
insipid face. "1 think,” he said, "that you're just ‘the man we're-look-

\ - ing for, ‘ I think tt:at togelther we can ptfnt\‘l?air”Shakesﬂ' in the fo:refro\nt‘

‘ of thé‘naghzine ‘publishing industry. We can I:Ld each other to faze

. | end cenleh. Oh ~I know you don't have any physical problem (you're big

; . but that's not a disease.) But," aaie Steveton hesiteting.""i‘t's' .

‘ S C« _ soneeines thea; mental diseases that are the wbst cr:lppl:ln’g. v}hy ‘don't

a 3 ve start you off wi “ ory ebont sodo-y, uybe 8 story about a man .

i ‘ - who's overeome.l‘:ie homasexual love for a hotie.




¥

, "I vas only kidding.

blow jobs.

.
»

labo‘ut racial disc

"Stevenson." I aaid, a trifle more rudelj than I'm accustomed td,

Tt yos' only a joke."
“That's too bad. You know you should write sbout what you know."
' "ﬂﬁ% I don't know a damn thing aboughorses, let alone blow joli's."

§tevenson just gave we a knowing smile. "Think about 1t,' hé sald,

"my door is always openm."

- [T (R

\

While 1'd been speeking ‘with Steverson, George Blackburn had

evidently mde arrangements to read.

- "Do_you want me to g0 to the front?" gy
Hark told him he, would: ;;rc;bably be fine just where he was,
. N

George\Blackburn part-time. poet, Iooked nervous.

' . -

?ren t very good bué I've .really worked hard on them and I llke them
3 .

even though you nighc not. I gueu there 8 sOme symboliam but that's

'.suppoaed to be what you. ﬁ.gure out' I'm not supposed to tell yon what

|

the symbole~are. I brought two of my new poems tonight: this one 13

'ination. You know, about the problems of blacks .

| e
"

' and uhites. 1 cmf\t gee vhy they don't get along, you knou., I mean

the colour of your skin. Anyway. 'Here s the poem," He tried to
~strike a dramatic p‘one and beéan:
. Though, my mistakes are great '
. And wy doings are few
Could you not.love me T ' e
-I've done nothing’ to you. ' 3
Y ' ' o : N 4.

> My-colour's the. questign; -
That faint brown hue,

. It shouldn't matter

- Were I purple or blue,

I'm ot vriting & movie about a horse who gives ..

. "Ah' ’e these Poem o """"A- . | iz

.» P
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i C : 3

. .Land ‘of no mercy , ..
’ g People of .o trust . g

R Love me today ' S Y B ‘ '
. . . Oh please, you must. = ~ \ : s
. = ~ : ‘ *

, " Though“my mistakes were gzéat
. R - And my doings were few . . ,
\ : ‘ Why couldn't you love me? . \ _ .
: R I was just like you.. - RO N O

' "Tbat'l"it," said George. .’ - L o .
L . ' . . " B 4

. # ' . . - N
"Thank you very nuch," Hark said. "‘l‘hat vag a very aenait:lve poem,

Haybe you could nake copies and we could H‘lve a close look at it next

(N
°

) \‘WEko" . . - R - z ¢ . . \. ‘. ' Y )

MYou like 1t?" asked George. . C ..
¢ . ) . ® o ~ B TSN .

K . . . ’ L4

"Yes, it'a_vén interesting. Does altyone else have a ‘conimédt,alféqc‘

- . PR Co . A
- George's boen?" R » ' ,
. . , / . o v . "
"Dg._zou think poetry should always rhyme,' asked ﬁn. l-‘inst.er méekly. Co
"It depends," Hark answered. "That's J’mt@we 11 discusn later ) A -

in the term. : else want Ro make a creative preaentation?"

~

. . ) \ « ‘ , . . s
"I'm here with Irene Finster,”. the other woman in the leather coat .

. - said. "Ypu forgot me earlier. 1'm a writer like Irene. I dida't bring

"any of my work4tonight but if you like I could perforan an Ecossaise
1 \.‘ " M N N
RN

dance. You-know, 1ike a jig. That's créative too, isn't it?"

3

' "o " . y - ~ . ‘..
.+ "Perbaps we sho‘gl,d_!)it until you haye some of your vritten work ‘ -
3 ' ’ ’ ' ’ h . -

*  with ‘you," Hatk advised.

g

J ) -
s . .

"I'd be happy,"” announced Stgvénson. "to fead Eo\ you from the lates’t,:
adition of Fair Shakes." Without hesitauén he moved to the front of .
»* the ‘room where he took a red bandana fton his pocket and began to/ pick

at his nose wﬁh 1. Finally he seemed /to dislodge whatev.er.'it vaa : g .

-~
’J“ /\: ,




. .
- - A L]

. ‘ _ o . R O )
had found i;g way l(hgxe_. "what do you .prefer? 1In Fair Shakes there

.

really 1s something for everyone." ' ) , ' /
‘ . N :
. " v "
- "How 'bout something you yourself wrote,’

suggested Hark, -
. o7
N Y

~"Very well," daid Stevenson hesitating a moment, "but I must warn you

that- this story is for the mature reader. Some might find it a little

offensive.” “
No one knew quite what to say.

~

) . Stevenson began .toxread a story.\éntidegl "Pissed Off." The story.

o

concerned the plight of an unfortunqte victim of Parkinson's disease who
: 1 . :

'wag unable to ever make love to a woman. Although his hands drove them -

"wild,. he wa’g never able to consum;:ate a relationship because every time

__he went to urinate, he ended uﬁ' exciting himself to the extent that he

*

came in his\' oyrﬁ hand. "'A hard iuck story,'S Stévqﬁson called it.

.

' , Bark didn't even try asking for comment. "I think we'll call it a

night," he said.
" "A night," Cedric Stevenson repeated. =,
. - ) * B . ’\
. . Have you ever felt that putting a shotgun to the heads of everyome
' you have ever met and then .pulling the trigger would solve the problenms

. of the world? That night, that's the way I.felt.

Outside on the street I breathed the fall air-deeply, just to make

me .feel there was someth’ing‘teal left, that there was something I could’

97

be sure of.

"You look like you could use a drink,"” the girl who'd called herself

&

Julie told me. "I happen to knov a little place,..”

«
.

t I didn't hear the rest. I just followed her to ‘that "little place”,

b
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BETRE Lot

-

Chagter 3 - '\‘

~ 4

I vas ehaking like a man vho, through- s M:roke of completely .
‘ "t

' dnexpec:ed luck hae just won a eubscenﬁhl lottery -and is waity.ng to
128 ’ hY
ansver an ingeéniously paradoxical question co bé eligible for the prize.

¢

Julie sgt p% 1n an old lazy-boy which conpletely dccupied one comet

of ‘he small apartment and skipped her way to the kitchen.\

JHer spartment, it aee-ed vas a %elorial to ell the chings she
\ \
believed. On the chair unger me: a riding outﬁt comlete vith crop.

Riding boots on the floor by my feet. On the floor* a rug ehe'd nde‘
The vanu were covered witli posters of eaf(eyed horses who looked s
' though they had divined their own futures end vere elx‘eedy -ouming the

&

"‘endstheYHerebornto. L S o e

She nerged frml the kitchen vith a bottle of red wine and tvo

tunblexs. Apologizing, she uid she hed no wine glesses. As she placed

hereelf on the floor beside ee. I tried to suck -y' stomach flat.

&

. "Well," "I said, "this ell seems vety unreal. -You'don't even know ny .

name. Why did you ask me here? Are iynu going to take. advantage qf me?"

She laughed, as thr?ugh in jest, I'd elmqt 3ueued her designs. "I

"

like to meet people,” she eeid. "Don't you think hmn contact is

just . abonr. the only thing people heve going for :heneelves‘!" '

\
"Of course," I said.. '_'I.ive and learn, as. they say."” ) RS

"‘YEBO" :\1 ’ - . . . -
"Hy being here seems very sttange,’" I told her. "Ie's very furd to

) 'P.xplain, but I feel as thougl\ I'm plqing a filn role in one of those

N . . '
. - P

e I ey




»
A N

movied wherg two strangers meet, share soréthingfvery personsl. and
without‘any'explanation or apparently thought leave "each other. “The
problem is that I'm trying to figure everythiqg out. I vant to know

why."

"Maybe you're more sensitive than the fools who play "John and Mary"

roles. Maybe' you wan;'sonethfng more than a last tango. I want more
" she said, crazy for it. N

-

than a last tango,

“Promise you wdp't laugh?" I asked, debating quicﬁly how much to -

confide and when to make my'move.

" ‘She smiled.
\

: . 3 . ’
"I'm really looking for the way to live properly in the tines we live

v

"~ in. Honour and all that. You want to kqb§ th.l'm here?VN‘I asked,

only ,duiggiﬁg‘to half .the reason. "It's because you strike me as the .

kind of person wh6 knowd how to live. 1 e;peéted you miéht"by accident

let some little pearl slip. Ydu know," 1 joked. "like the practical

aspects of being at one vith the coanos or even things like hoq to
/ .
dispense with Jghovah's Witnesses and Inagrance salesman without being

forced to buxfi Bible or a fifty year policy.” ' k l:;

N

‘ % o .
“I-understand," she sarﬂ, "and I don't think it's funny in thd leasc..

I guess" that s actually the owly proper reason for people to come.

together," She stopped talking, atopped breathing perhaps too and began

to scrutinize my face, carefully, as: 1£ there .wvere an 1naginary distance'.

betvhen us which made it difficult for her to discern derqil. "You feel

that .everything is lehving‘you»behind, don't you? You think that you're

Tjglone dgainst the insanity of the uorld because comnunication seems to

have. failed you. But have you ever thoughr that. maybe it's not your

. :
i - o
. :
.

[+
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£au1t, that it' 's the votld thn -i.ght: not be lhtcniug'l" ShQ rose “ v

’ nlightly on her haunches and k.tucd -y check "What pccplc neqd 1-

o !

They don't ask quesbions. they just liold on t111 1:'- over. 1 thj.nk '

! you're. j‘unt toe sensitive, just too ‘gaod.". .

."‘

7

T honestly don't pretend to understand the rea;oni'ng behind her v

- -

t:houghu. Perhaps it vas just.a role lhl s -e-ori;ed withour. thinking,

perhupl she had some lotive 1 conldp' ‘see foc nying the thinga sha i

sald. But 4f T didn't grasp mrychmg she uid. 1 urmnly held ’

ii. L vas too vort:led about other pcoplc s feelings, too von:ied abdut

v 100 cooD. AND THE WORLD DIDN'T DESERVE ME.

s

' there was no need for speech.
Sitting there beside ma, she reminded me of a small child trying to
- overcome an irresistible nrge to dance. There was soiluch energy lockcd‘

7
A\
ingide. that lit\tle body of hers and she.wvas keeping 1? inside jus‘t 80 -

. . 'that we could stop a moment togcthcr and hold onm. Hc undentood one

i .another. For -her t\{'oo, the world was at \but a world of illusionm, at

to hqg onto the good po@h, to :lgnon the fooh. and to keep -oving
N 4
vithont regret to what was to come. . o L

~

. 1 am a fluid the vay 1 cen to takc on tht ahape of my context.

.

Thete with Jul:le, I was sure I was uxpotiencing the ul,t:u’ate tcality. ~
L;ke the vay 1: had once been with Mike. But then wasn't \the real

’ + ‘a Y \ 4

"% to have oeher people to hold onto. EVlt seen -mib.eys 1n : tlmnderstom?

b t{ghﬂy to her contention thnt I vas too good. /5 Yes of course. That vas

1 ‘vas u-ured and ulf-utisficd and‘ sank 1&:0 ny Cny chair. Souhov‘

worst a world of fools. And the only vay to make sy tcﬁlé of 1t vas -

the hudn' race. And I vas the one to.suffer in the sad. Yes. I WAS'




- said ninickins Boglrt.

\»
' In 2 thin enbroidered kaftan 1 could see the curve of her back, the. shape
A
»'of her sull/ np;umed breasts, the dark nipples.like.jockeys riding h;gh.

- x

N : ' . ‘* .
that I was adapting a journal I'd written earlier for the medium of film.

then into images.

her: neither was I.

’ ' . , . o . . . T
. . ‘ - 'S
N R N . . o
. H

reaility with Haggd'i, the. woman who'db-idc le_bellieve thit iif_e' vas stress, R R
thit‘ Iife was a street ruﬁder heavy "cbha'ttudtion, a'wrestling‘ut'ch shere |,

¢ ‘
you re hopeleasly outclaued, ‘sn exam to vh{.clythere Yu'e no correct"

anavets. Vith Maggl, thin vas the real. - But 'then was the sere(_lity of . *

sitting in a darkened “room; dri&king varm vine wvith a woman who, vas a

nearly complete stranger, any less real?

\"Tell he.‘" she said, "about this movie of yours."

"You knou the trouble with women is they ask too many questioﬁ," 1
A\

"They should apend more tiue baing beautifu,l."

Mo Al

We vere quiet after that lnd I took the time to llemor:lze her hody.
. s

My guﬁs ached fot hér as they do for a particularly fine steak, _ .
S ~\“. ) . ' o ‘ * - T Y :

"If youwant I'll talk about the film," I said retreating a litcle.

"I'dilike ‘that very much. '.The artist fascinates le\.‘f"

'
-
P

On.iitt:ln.g the details as tc‘:‘ how .I'd embarked on the project, 1 explained

| 2 ' - ,
" "I have certain obsessions," .I said, "and I'm trying to translate
So you gee it probably won't be a film that is
? . ” ) T . : A

dependent very much on a.qt&ry or on a time sequence.": | - o

a

.1 don't think she was particularly impressed and I couldn’t blame
After 511, ihere. vere few good. fﬂou t.hnt",were t-hit'_

auhjective. This was a filn captured through the eye of orie man and -,

projected onto hif retina aldne, not a wide screen. It would take a
very apecial kind of man to make that, ﬁl- of any 1nterest. 1 thou;hé

N N
\ .

L}




of‘ Bum!xelks Un chieq andalou.

- 3
—

"You see, I'nm ol;seaaed 'with the thought of los:lng everythitig. of

) ‘iosing everything 1 find belﬁlciful. My joumal was an at:te-pt to get
evetything éown—-che vhole ot ny axperience--so that [ could be sure it

" was real. 1 wanted to be able to ‘ouch 1t. Now, I vant to be able to . '

8 l .- ) . ‘ \. \

) see it too."

"Really?" she asked with what qéued to b more than a spark of
génuine'inberest. Jooo f s '
4

Actually 1'd just thought of it. Sometines it s not vpat you feel

buwe vay you expteu it that really forms your atutudes. By expres-

sing them they ave so-ehov changed and they be'c\one at once more sinpxle\'

and more complex. Perhaps expr\ession is what sepai’atea thought from* '
1nscinct. ' '

: Pouring pore wine ahe'uieg[,‘ {"Axid ﬁow does 1::\ seen more real?”
"In a way,” I'ui;i, "it is. I\cn': still :sae Mike. - 'Ihat;s teal. It's
\ not 80 si.uple that I can &asily \!xpldn 1t," 1 told her, tryi.ng to find ‘
thoughta and words that wonld please her. " "You see ny life hu been a
. _ kind of learch for the person or kind of person that I can follow=-~can
‘el\xlat.e—-—so thnt Mfe becma an easy" thing to live, a matter of junt. ,
*\{oing thtough my lines. .I n“looking for someone who knows his morality
and nicks by it. Like Mike. Like Humphrey Bogart. ‘:rq some exte.nt
the uovies are father to us all. But you have to .;ﬂvbnt that pgrs;an at' -
. least in part, as we11. I‘g looking for the sqri'pt_'oi"‘;at'leut the\'\
.material’ 'thilt;:l_é right.” _ . :
"I see," she said in'a voice that ‘tre-blved. S
" Maybe it was the vine or the tarke'ned}rf-osphete of the :roo!ﬂth' the




: ghosts of. hors'es\lingering‘ qut out of sight, I don't kn;wi bnt I remn-\ o
bered one particular incident I'd chosen to set dovn in the journal.‘_l .

_could tell you a story about Hike." I uid, "if you want."

"lflene." 'she said softly. _ .

-~
N

"The first time I éver rode a horse it was vith Mike," I \wgat—l' to tell
her. Her ears perked up and she seened to listen carefully to the story

i toldu T o : N - ) .\."' i “ . ¢ . “

© 1t vas a hot. z in July and the suh was ahining. ﬁi_th the horses . S |

in the field, huge buublebees :waraed st will, (3 .

-

L "Don t be atuptd. You re waut:l.ng tlue." Mike said, reading my nind.
S g
"A few fucking bees never killed nnybody. N

‘v

Mounted qn h;u; horse, l\ﬂkc cut a fine ugure, at ease, ‘i:n‘llm-though

nbt n'*qall«u I-~and muscilar, especinlly in the biceps. He vore

- "
western boots where 1 had only aneakers. And vith sneakgrs, the stir- % L

\ : y
- _rups hurt your ankles. . Coe St

¥ ' My horse bilki?\g is we fqllo:wed Mike mounted on his, ve made our way

out into the \field. But u I brougbt ny old ge‘ld':(lug 'about, tie éaught a

gli-pse of the barn, reveraed his. ditection and began to -ake his way r

back at a full gallop. Walk, trot, cunter. omigod. Junping off was; as

. {
~ they say, out of cha question. In ten seconds we reached- the barn: and
the hors,eﬁdeci;ded to enter. " But I was about a foot too tall to clear

. the barn entrance, and we parted company there, the horse and its rider;

(Y

' :tha ho'rae‘ going inside and me--not through choice-remaining outside on
. ;hé hard spelly- earth where some horse had evidently juit c;eategl his

et P v N . [N : \‘\
3 . N . .
. " . ' . o ’ .




~ ! . -\\
" bowels.

In \kindnesp_and in concern. for r_.heir\ reputation the 6wn,et9 -offered

to bring the horse out once more. But I declined and waited for Mike.

"One thing ‘fox' damn gure," he gaid, ?'yOt;f're not riding in my car

with ‘those stinkinglpints .on'; " He .could hardly contain 'hilself . Siap- g

ping his legNe said, "You smell like you ve been ming in. hotse-

shit. You might as well have climbed right up his asahole.

And 80 1 was forced to remove ny pants and put them in the tmnk‘

. *
- . R -

_The drive home seemed to take forever. And it seemed every time we
s“topped at a light. a bus \;rguld' pull yp beside. Here I was on display

to, the whole world 1n ny underweat. snelling of horse unure.

- N
-~

"God dm ic," I said. . ' .

.-

Mike only laughed harder.

-

1 finished my ;stéry and thén we sat 'fot a 'noneht' in silence, What
vas she going to say? I d lost control of nyself. had been hypnotized

by my own words, hy mcidents in my own life and the few ninutes oi

%

- ailence were to~uoum !:he loss of my own quectivity. I was actually . ' . .~

beginning to bglieve in this crazy 'groj?t.‘ N
"1 guess I got carried avay," I said. - e

1

f you can tell a stoxy on,film as vell as you can in .wor(!s', then I’

* . . BN
think you're going to.be in business. What do they call people like

T e tue \ Ve ¢ "
. 'you? "Full of sound and fury might be a good label, °

~

1 didn't vant. to continue.the metaphor.

’

»




"Do me a favor," she said. "Don't by be afraid to show how you feel.

It's not good to lock in passion. A man 'so sensitive could explode."

B,

She kissed me wanly on the 14ps, a kiss which I returmed only
‘,,Q\ .
politely. In tum, I kissed her chesk, rose fron ny ‘easy chair and began

- 0~ N

N

to make my vay 1nt_o the~ street.
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’

o . % éhangp things around a“little bit so thaf. the movie's -osfly abou}. Mike.

- J'«

sort of thing. S ) . \- C '

'.-

t
h
1
{
-
i
I
i

N .

Chapter 4 - ._ - v ‘

( :
© i N
o«
s o i

Maggl wvas wn:itiig for me at the door. "You vant-i drink?" she asked
sipping Cinzano,; —0or can wve skip the formalities and get down to it. T )

' How did it go?" . S ) . , ' ‘

"“Fine," I sald:  "I'm pretfy sure I can get it now. I'm going to

I'11 eihinatq Jché narrator and make it objective, almost a documentary

\'~ . L3

7
y ~

‘.

"Sure. Soundl fine," said l!aggi "What ‘sbout the others? Good?"
® ' : . - : -
"Good and bad. People seem very nice. Somebody even offered me a ' S :

job'mftng for a ng‘z\ne. A kook. I turned him down."

Maggl slapped her forehesd with the back of her bony hand. - "A kook. L
' Jesus Murphy. A kook and you turmned him down. If he's a kt;ok and has - J

hl.‘om ;aguiue, vhat"doea that make you? King Kong?" ' . . ) -
' N ) l R N ' .
"I don't want to{ulk about it," I told her. "I left ig open in any

event." A .o . N ’
N - o ) , - / . - a ) ‘e ;
e . . f

“I don't suppose you'd get paid for any of this writing, would you?"

Vo ' .
”' "No id'ea," I told her. ' _ -

‘G see. Sonebody offets you a job and you don t even have the’ spunk

to ask for det‘aila. 1 suppou Jyou vant me to talk to hi- md arrange

‘everything for you." ! ¢ b

N

‘. ‘ . - .
"1 never said that. I told you I wun't _J_ntetested in the job."'

"Smletim 1 find you very hatd to believu. I don t think yout ' SR o

N . o IR

’\teality hu my\thing to do with vhat's 301!13 on out there," L P .' s

——y- - P —r



| "It's a jungle ox{t there," I said satcutically. _
\ . % . - A
"Yes. And you re the tua'hing elephant “vho runs every time a monkey

ukea a face at you. The only reason you don't dig a hole and huty
.ryourself is that it wourd take too big a hole md})yo can't be bothercd
to move .your ags." /j ‘

. .\‘ | o
Understand then, thnt. my mottvation for reuining in Hark' ‘
"Creativity" class vn ‘not entirely acadeiic' 1t offered ne a free’ night !
our and an air-tight ulibi. Everybody was happy. I had my evening with
Julie and Magpi had the :mereuion that the film was noving--undet Hark's
‘e:.:pert t:utelage-~tovard a succes_sful conclusiogp. I think in any re-
/ laﬁtlonship th;re c;an be such & thing ;s too l\l;h truth, The way thinga

were, everyone vas happy, Believing the white lies that made 11 fe

meaningful.
.. . } t v
The veek_a passed, the days altematinj between two poles of insmnity: -

Hagg:l'a tyranny and Hark's surreal world of "Creativity” made all the
more tyrannical and surreal by tl'fe idyllie ltno-phere of Julie s ;part-—

mnc whére I te‘}hired every nighg, after class.

- ~N

-

Y

- [ - P
. o 4 e ——
"

- From the apartment window I vat&:ed passively "as the winter came to

.the city, the first-siov intimidating even the taxi drivers. ‘e not

one of those people vho has anything against the vinter. It's\ just the

opposite. the cold air and “the slush of the atreet are j\xst one more

. ren:lnder that 1t,s all real——not an tllusion or a movie or anything else

but pure reality. Pain is pqrhaps juat a heightened swareness of your

7 T———"

" body. But better pain than numbness; better to wince and knov that you.




are real that ft’q simply exist, ‘a paralytic or Cautonic'. Howe'vet, the

winter also meant Christmas and the trip Maggi and I would ‘have to nake §

. - j
home. Haggi for her part, had long since freed herself of a f{11a1 :

i

. Tesponsibility, having moved from her father 8 Hmilt?n home at the age

of seventeen to lii;re in a commune. of n;tists; hippies and drug-distrib-
utors. So it left only wy parents. And so much to explain. ;
- ‘ . . > « ) i . . 5,

Where was I going to start? What was I going to start with? Writing
. . !

a film script. School was béconing too much of a distraction.

But I'd had opportunity lm/ocking 1ike a jackhamer, they'd tell ‘e,

Concrete. And I'd glven that up for vhat?

The aftermnoon we wvere to leave, Christmas eve, Maggi was late toming . ‘

. A ot ma -

hbne. Probably last minute shopping. But then maybe not. Maybe over-

come by cold, 1y4yg somewhere in a snowbank \;vaitging for death to claim o "4

her. Slowly freezing. Aixd the traveller's cheques were all in her name.

Would I be able to cash tlfen in her stead? Or would the money be lost

forever. It seemed like such & wute. Perhaps there had be.en some kind
of acci:dent.. Maggi }n the.sallt. induced slush of the street, waiting for
an -azbulance while a bus still idles above her. " A throng of office-

- partylrmerry citizens trying to free her fron under the wheela. Too lata. ’

-Bug before she expired would. they have her endorse the traveller's

< .

! . ..

cheques? Probably not a prac'tical one in the _bunch, they'd be searcix\ing

Y

the sidewalks for a priest, 'not a bank that had stayed opén late.

They are pushing on the back of the. bus. "One-two-t:htee-heave ," and
even the woman in Simpson 8 doorway with the Salvation Amy collection

plate is doing her part, keeping time with her bells.
1

N

"It's too late., You did your best but she's gone,”’ a‘po‘liceﬁn with



a

a brogue is telling them. "Better go home unow folks and Merry Christmas." .,
.They flag down taxis and swig from mickey bottles. Something to tell -
the family. ~ ' : T
All chese thingi crossed my mind as I vaited in the vindow for her. ©

‘ %iom,? I don't really think so. My i-ind,coutinqed to wander.

. Even 1if it were true, even then, would I be freed? Would.I be allowed S
4 LR .

“to give up the plans.  The ncripi:. WQuld I let H;ggi’- subscription to
;Ihe‘wtiter'lnpne?‘ So many things crossed ly perverse little uind.’

Would I sublet Hgggi'a apart-nnt and move back to ‘l room? .Stick uy hbaq ‘\
in the oven lnd end it 311? Honid I be able to stand the heat of the

X electric range before I finally succonbcd‘! And then would I be able to
stmd the chought of my fuily s shame? A son vho 'd chosen death.\uot
been ‘called. "Thc‘y loat their son,’ people would say. The guphemisn .
amysed ne. "Th‘ey lost their son.”" Like at a f;irgtqundNu.e too
wough eveﬁ for 'the Boy Scouts, "We told him if we got separated, yé'd

"-eec.nt‘ the Boy Scout tent and I. just looked arpﬁd at the hmdict‘,‘aftl :

" and he was gone. It just doesn't make sense: _I‘d jno{g offered to bay e

A

: hin a hot-dog on a stick." . ’ :

L

If the oven vas wore than I-.co‘uld;_c'tmd, would I try hanging? 1 - T

‘ considered the vadom&;ethodﬁ of atitangulati-o_n and decided that hanging .
, ¢ A ‘ : _

" by my belt would be a bit obwlous, a bit of a cliché. Besides, my belt

vas lo.'long it made chickening ou}: too easy. But wvhat about hanging by

a jockstrap. Though I didn't know in what way, it had to be symbolic

of ‘south:lng. At least the jockstrap was subtle: the official cause
. #

6f' death, v{mld be a fractured skull--not uphyxiatipti;--as my head
b'mgcd 11ké a yoyo against the ceiling. "I ask you, does an unhappy boy

3 . R
die of a fractured skull?" my friends and relatives would be.able to




- hung 1t thefk from the ceilin

'Sﬁ B
ask. "No. a thous;nd‘i;mes no. What wefth@nk Bappengd is that he
\

Cox

it air overnight and in the

v

' norﬁing vhen he went to put it on, he s 1ffeﬂ 1&. see, just to make

©

sure it still smelled fresh. Somehow He got caught in it, panicked,

and you know the rest.”

v

Or would I continue writing? A memorial edition to Hazgi. Images

of Maggi, in death, more like Ali McGraw evéry day. A fallen hero like

Mike. "For you it's reality a hlue sick wérld, isn't it?" romantic

" Liz Scott-like characters ask me. Dead Reckoning. ‘A tear in my eye

every time they played "Our Song".. A lock of her hair, Or perhaps I

.would clandestinely conceal @he yetj fact of her passing and keep her

!

.decaying corpse with me fore&ér., "A Rose ‘for Miss Emily". Could I

‘stand the smell? And how would I explain\it should I want to bring \

another girl home? - ' at

~

But my reverie was cut short by a knock at the door. Maggi? Jehovah's

Witnesses? The police with$bad news?

1 went to the door to find Cedric Steveésdn.~%ﬁ\a complete Santa °
Claus ahit,Aleéning agalust the door-frame, Under one aem vas his handle-
less briefcase; in his free hand he held a bottle‘?f Remy Hht;in by the

[T .
neck.

‘"ékeers from Fair Shakes," he said handing we’ the bﬁ:tleﬂ “ 'Tis the

.seagon to be  jolly."

( . i ’ . \' . »

P - .
""Yes," I said, "Merry Chriastmas." " .

v

" “"Fair Shakes alvays sends gifts at Christmas," he said. "This year

il

it's part of our nev ﬁublic relations policy.”

N

L

-




T4 °

“Why wa?" I asked, without inviting hLim ‘in.‘ There was something
in that pitifully simian face and. thit cuchted sca'tred body of his h [
that brough out anger, n,ot'i‘y-pathy'. 1 : ' ‘

f \ ‘ .
"lt's cold ott here in the hlll " answered Stevenuon, "may I come in

for' a nonent?"

I peded the way and Stevenson, a very frail and shsk; Santa Claus,
made his (ivay to the liviagtoén. llc‘ took-a‘chair and uid. "Get so.lé'
glusea. okay, the Brandy's alrndy too old for 1t B own good. Another

4‘ .

ninute and 1 couldn't have affot(iuk ie.”

"Th.t so." I aaid. unuused. I went to the kitchen, got some glugel X

= . ’ * - - .
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and handed them to Stevenson vho ma e \quite & performance of cutting

the bottle open with a pen-knife he'd ‘ onceheq in the boot top of his

suit. Diacarding the matallic paper on the he uncorked the

bottle and poured libemx iuto the tvo t\mbhrn I d given him.’ "No

, ‘m\fter. eht" ‘ S 3 o

"No," 1 uid.iupatient]j,"'l've never really felt the need for thew.”

3 : ‘ , 1

’
t . s nPity. "

. N ,.
We sat in silence for a time that vas probably shorter ‘than it

s‘eeiéd. .

N _'_'.I'vc got some pretty exciting news,” said Stevénson. I'v§ sold

N ‘subncx:iptlons to our whole class but you. Fair Shakes is really rolling.

,'n‘ow. And I‘ve alio ‘lined up a contributor I'm sure ve'll be proud of.

ﬁt s :hat girl in the class. Julie. .i weut over thete'lnd ve sat for

a while drinking vine and finllly ‘'she convinced me. thlt some of her

poetry would be perfect for the rag."




- L |
. - ¥ : L
¥ "' " “Wopderful ,* 1 l;a’id iﬁ'lxaling and -sipping simultaneously. ~
a . ] . ‘n’ .\‘ '. \ ) - ) , . i ' " -.
_— : - "Bat the magazine ju“i doesh't seem complete without something from . . -~
) - you. |Pleasd do a piece ft\;r us, Have you got something against .spastics? . - '
S Don't {you want us to enjoy the same privileges as you? Don't you want
us .ty/ spread our vings and fiy?" | E
- "DoA't be ridiculous, Of course I do." ' ,
) . T | . v
s "It's settled then," said Stevenson. "Do you have anything in :

rticular in odnd?" -

7

"I'11l gee what I can do,"” I told him, intending to forget about it

- "Good. If I may make & suggestion, something about the horse and the .

blow jobs -would probably be perfect," ' T
. . Co ‘ SR
‘ "1'11l tell you what," I said. "I'll give you part of the script I'm
- - . . A N . e
working on now. You can dp what you want vith ie."
_"Wonderful," said Stevemson. "Can I look at it mow?" . -
I sighed deeply. "Yes," and rose to. fetch it. o 0 - SN
"Just drink away," said 'S‘teven“lon.. moyiné his false beard, lqoaén—' . ’
ing his wide black belt snd beginning to remove his boots. "I'll just
. " read it here quietly Qh;le' you do vhatever you vant. Just pretend I'm
® . , ‘ :
not here." . ) { o
I tried to do as Stevenson asked, vhile he read the script. -
N ‘ | ' ' 9 ‘ l.ri . N *
. . 'FADE IN: . N L Y

e ) ”

EXT. "NIGHT

1.. LONG SHOT--PARKING LOT. . From & rellti.vcly‘ high and distant locatiotix.

‘.\ D0




~to be slightly enbarrassed.

camera tracks in on one of the several cars in"the patking lot. It 1;

'raining hard. e

: ?
(Over the sound of the rain are the voices of several

- peoplé obviously 1nvolved in sexual activity) ) i

)

Camera continues to track in to the poinx whera. though heayily fogged,

the grnptngs Bf four people can be made out,

INT --NIGn'r .

2. MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT--INSIDE CAR. Pron the front seat, the Btltionlry

Icangra frames a young c0up1e sitting quietly in the back seat. They

ippear to be uncomfortable in their prasent circunstnnces. .

3. HEDIUH CLOSE SHOT--INSIDE CAR ‘From the’ back aeut. the atationary

canera franas a secodd young couple totally 1nvolved in one another.

AR

(grunts and gtoand ag the two patticipants becone wore and
more intenae.~ Sound of clothes being removed and rearranged : .9

to better acconodace the couple’ s acciou)

4, CLOSE SHOT—-INSIDE CAR Faccs of the tvo adolescents in the back

i-neat.‘ The boy 1is biting his 1ip and looking" uvrried. The girl sppears

5. MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT--COUPLE IN BACK.SEAT. ‘Boy begins to catess girl. -
(Girl: Please don't. I ( :
T . L o ® v" . | \ ' . v .
Boy: C'mon, you don't ‘sean that,) \
> . R ' N

:‘ﬁ.' MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT-~-COUPLE.IN FRONT SEAi. They are having intense

aexutlirelntibns. N oL d e
‘(G;riin;genning in‘écnfu;yt
- Second‘girlz 1 eaid no. .
: —SOuna nf slapping. | | N .JJ;}tv

B | B - DISSOLVE T0:

.
-

L.
oo




7.

0

INT.--NIGHT * . i . Ty

-\ .

LONG SHOT--GYHNASIUH DANGE. Sutionary camera is ﬁmoung froI C

‘ . the ceil,ing of the gym. Cnera trach down and across the ,room to
&

PP
A AONA ot A o SR T NI, AR .

\.“"N'

i

fate concemed with the man who 1: left out.

s ot what every spucic represents? - I1f in your life, you felt that you

: -

"me loser. And il that

.‘ where two boys are tllking. 'ngey are the same v‘boy"- s :I.n the pt’evﬁ;u
'sequence. ¥ | / » 3 ' .
\ - : 2
(Somd_of"dan't\:e ‘in proggess - ' Vo
Firat.boy: Let me dance with yog;;‘a._' Givsy
- me lt;hree darices and,.: o | .
8. CLOSE SHOT--OTHER BOY,
. . (l"irst‘boy:...l'll have her out in the car. .
In two ninutes I1'1l have gotten far:her than you .
would' in two years. )
9. CLOSE SHOT—FIRST BOY. ‘ =
- '\\ . (Second boy: But Mike. é‘he.'i ny giri.
\ : First bor Dou t be an l;l. Cunts \a(re( liké
: L cats. You can't own then. | ’
o 10,~ HEQIWA CLOSE snor-no‘t_'u BQYS: Camera tracks aw;y ‘_slovtly, . lcqvihg
' the boys behind. ‘The boys ‘are joined by two girls. o
K(Miiie‘g Let's change partners for the next -
’ : ‘t dance\. | ’
; f Hnsic fndu in Iouder u...)
évo couplea begin to’ dance. , ‘ ’
w FADE OBT. . °
- , . Do
-+ "Your thms, 1€ 1 uy,uy no," aaid Stwenaon. "atc univeraal. You




qouldn,'t compete, think of h‘ov‘ it must be for us spastics, Maybe you
can have an inkling of the way it must have been and -ogetinén still

1s fo"us."
| " t\ . . ‘ N\ ) ' M
. L . - , Y . S EE
nv "Yes," I safd. .. - ' cooe R . :

il

R .+ "Look at me, for instamce. As vell as uy other probleu, I'n ptobably
not the pre&:tieat pian in the world to ‘look at. Don 't look Qurpriud., D

I knov I'a no Hunphrey Bogar\t\\ 2

1 <_li'dn t a:gpxe that Bogart was in N0 .way goqd 1ooking. ) ,—‘
""But 1 enduté," he continued. "‘l'ake you for 1nstmce. You'ré probably

) - going awvay for Christnas to have a great time with your fanily. Bt_nt' vhat
|
about me? For me Christmas means noth;.ng. ‘Because I'm a spastic no one

»

yaqti to have anything to do with ae. -It's going to be the loneliest e

. v

day of the year.” ' . o : _ v

7

For: ﬁhe flt:i time, I was beginning to feel aoiething'approaching

‘ syupu:hy for him. I vas VO!‘dl“l. hovevet, unable to co-mnicate any:hing

- of how I felt. I have Maggi to thank for extricating u £ton the :ricky
A K ' ‘ B - ) t
situation; all 'at once.she was 1:1 the apnrt.enc. \ ‘

o’

As politely as I’ﬁaa able, 1 ﬁ-crodnccd\'tha‘n.

"You've probably heard of me," said Stevenson.:
"'Ien"' Maggi said, noticing the costume scattered sbout the room. S
. * K\ \ ’ . °

,"Slnta Clauu."' - L S .

st

. , "Oh that,". said Stevenson, falteting and bcginning to ahake vety . o
: slightly. ‘~"'Ihis is just a costune. 1'm not really Santa Cllus. Ru.lly | ‘

I'm the editor of Fair Shakes." ?% B ' Cu

v o | T e
~ "Yes," said Maggl cooly, "1 think Bob lias spoken of you, You go'to - . . . ‘. "

\




v

achool to 8°\ther."' a

"We were just talking,

v'ery‘ lonély time.

said Steve‘neon; "about Chi‘iatﬁa beingo' a

¥

vt

1 suppose you're going somewhere nice for Christiuss."

i

. . L4
"Quebec," I said.. "My parents live.there." .

oL "What a crazy coincidence," said Stevenson. . "I'm Egg there myself." = ',

. v g .
.He looked at Maggi in the manner of one who is jealously looking over the

‘property of another. "y couldn't bother you for a ride, could I?"

I hesitated for a moment. ' "Of .course,” 'said Maggi., "What trouble "

L

could it possibly be." I

L1

1

"1f y‘ou drove me to my place," Stevenson aaid.ge;tihg ba‘ck into~hia

k]

-

boots and tightening up his wide black belt, "I'd get my things in no -

: jtine.,_ Metry Christm.

 "es,". 1 said, "Merry Christmas."

As I piloted our small - crnped Au:t,in along the highvay home, I

shared the stnte of ud.nd of one who ia\gbout to undergo a root canal. .
& ¥

, Hy arums and legs felt far avay: alien aqd foreign and nunmb, I vas. cold;g

»

1. drove more ;lwlj than cai:e ne'ceisitited;

" assertions ta che contrary--"It retlly doesn't matter vhat they think,

And’ despite Maggi's

-

., You ve decided to wtite this acript, you re going to vrite 1t"—~1 saw.

thnt even ahe was pressing :lnag:lnary brake pedals. . y

At flrst, Stevenson'a preunce in tHe car served to take my mind off’ )

7. the confront‘ation that was inevitably going to occur at hone.

And he

. st_ Juse strange enough, junt anough of a curioaity qhat Haggi didn t

N . e




o

. I o ' ' % 3-

. o

dare’ inpose herseif. But‘aftct a2 time, tﬁe situation became ogé fr@n
’which I unnted desperately to.escape. It uaa'as 1f Stevenson. had .

,';becoue an agent of clauatrophobia, filling evety availabla space to ‘the

-
poin: vhere it was physically and perhaps metaphorically impossible to -
breathe. Had 1 been at the hands of an. 1nterrogator who was using
Stevenson as an ingeniOu_ y sadiltic vehicle of tortuge, I would gIAdly‘

: . o have,confesied to.anythtng. ‘ v . L - \"3_
' : N T . . P L
"I'd be very interested in meeting your parents," said Stevenson as

'wégaﬁprqached the cify. “I'm sure they must be verf proud of you and

‘ what you're doing. ‘But I guess," he said hesitat{ﬁg” "that you must
h : J B . ' ,
' be embarrased to have mé meet them. I'm not' pretty to look at and I'd
, . PR , .

’ pfobably“naké them ghink there was sbnetﬁinglfhe matter with you."

' '"Stevehsoh,“ I said, "you're cordially invited to apend'Christmab-
time with wy family, - I'a sure they won't mind.'
"Thig is the most decent thing anyone has ever Jode for ne,” said

'Stevenson. ‘“I'n going to give you a free subacription to the -agazine.

I want you to know that I apprecinte it and, that by 1-p11cation, 111.
‘ spastics appreciate it. The task of educating the public and /
\ ¢, o . * . . ,
" emancipating the spastics 1s one that must beg#n vith the indivi ual," -

SN
& or A

-

o o "Yes," 1 said. - . ) . AN

Once on the street of wy family' s Quebec home, thongh, I began to

feel better. Although I was still carrying the same burdens that had

e

qeighed.heavily on me in antreal;.I_felt that--out of their contexts--

O R N

. they were forces more easily reckoned with.

- Co ~Hy‘£nﬁ£1y liv;d,in a neiﬁhbouthood'ghat'hnd 1ng;ﬁlicably become .
fashionable. It.waa‘&ﬁdisgrict vhere there Qaa no longer aﬁy‘tgee

'




' : . .

snall encugh to run Siep with a lavamover but nonme, either, large enough i
S . ' . ' N
to give ahad'e. Or disturb the foundationa.

1
’

1 opened the doot vith the key { a4 never teturned and let Haggi and
. . . ) J
o Stei‘mnson pass. They walked through the door and then slowed to lét me

,overtake them gnd make wy way into the hous'e fint. _ .

N 0 ' . Lot RS VN L
'My mother was reiov:lné smoked oysters from a tin and wrapping them

‘in strips of biacon. She looked up fron her work and nursed an invisible
‘cut on her index finger. "Smiling a frail ‘smile she said, "You' ve b:ought ’
' ) ‘8 f‘tiend. Your father's hona. Hnggi hgllo. Why don t we gq into the

livingroom." . .

>




Y Wifaes

S e tv—————— oot s

=~

Chag'ter‘5 o o | : |
It was one. of thou occuions where, although everyonc 1: feigning | i
Jj,:ndlhﬂ:, they are 1n fact being sulething less thln civil. Let we "
explain, Ny life, “I think, has been a case of uninulntion by dif
. people at different ‘tileu.
| find- thenelves in the same room md are in totnl diugree-ent ar to what
\-. should be done.

\ .
wellbeing at heart. b

And each of the unipulators feels that only he hn -y

After'I'd introduced Stevenson aa a friend I'd met at school, ve sat

. in silence for a vhile, véonsider:ldg",tﬁe'tnngenl;‘onr null talk woula take.

- -
]

Stevenuon, atﬂl vearing his Smta Claua suit minus the benrd, hat and
~belt was in strange contrast to Wy pntents vho look as though they light

juat have wnlked off the pngel of "’Ihe Masque 6f the Red Death" My

°

y flther is a tall man uho once was slender and bears a faint® remblance

to Vinqent Price. Hy -othat, on the othet hand looks as. though she h“

. Just gotten otf the bus. aE thc vrong stop nnd is not quite sure of vhere

~. \ ] '
she is going. Broad-in thc beam, ll}e has the countcnmce of oneé wvho is
e SR e

accustomed and suited to sitting.” :

S
»

"He ve been getting rudy for tonight," ny -otber said rather obvioualy,

rent""\'

s

Just 1ugin¢ that luddenly all the nnipulacon )

N\

trying to break the ice. She meant they verc pu]urng for Jhe "ttveillon" .

l

they honggd evety year. "'l'here really isn't thlt -uch to do but: you' get

.Lall excited before a party and things take lomger."

. Maggl took & ‘woment too long before realizing it was for her to ‘respond.

"I know What you mean, I've always found that too." )

- L

said Stevenson. " e ' .

"Yes, 80 have "




: insipidly. ‘The daiquiris' my father had served us iﬁ crystal glasses made -

_naturally from the ‘w‘ake of a previous‘ one.

;T W

B~ TR Vi TO  LP

piq eye: on Maggi.

) «46= N ' ) 3

\

< ‘ . . N\

-

\Tﬁingr veren't gettinﬁ any easier. We just’ﬂtg "there, on the hard
heavilyﬁpholateredﬁici:orhn t’urni.ture, in silence, slurping our drinks
N N .
every aip a blindneu of refracted light but left me at the periphery

peering in. ‘ B .

-~ . o ‘ ) -

Finally my father pickdd up the pa’i)er and beéan to . scan it. - By.its
appearance and the speed with which he wmoved through the pages, then the a

sections, he'd.already read it. ile looked up at us and then turned td
r

the crossvord.

v

"And school?" my mother asked, protending that this question floved

LY
B

"'And school," 1 reputed. Iooking firsc at Maggi, then nt Stevenson o 7

who had found a loose thread on tho cushion of his cha:lr and was gqtt:lng o B i

ready to pull it. "School. The thing is, we vq decided to leave school -

for a 11::1& while." =~ Y - N B
My nother made no attenpt to dilguite her scowl while uy father peered. . S

uirking over the top of hkis newspnper.

s

"th would you_do such a tbing?""‘uked oy iothet earnestly. - . B

"Why, " ny %ather said. "does He do anything.: He did hir;inct to fix ; "
e Sl Gy
Stgvensou;, too, looked at Haégivaxl:d then at me. ) Lo
"We just decided," I begai. - -
e _ @D

© . N ‘ * Dt e £

" "§e may as well tell then the. whole story," Maggi interrypted, , T

"Yes," said Stevenson, "from the beginning if you don't mind.” &

¢




3

}

"You see,” Maggl "beﬁan. "the one tlilng we four have in common is that

9 . . ¥
.

'find ourselves in the presence of a great artist.” .
1 N \d "b . . N

"La p?n Noel?" asked my father looking at Stevenson skeptically. ﬁ
. ) - ”

. "You flatter me,"

i

“squeezed my arm and looked respectfully into my eyes. ‘ /

said Stevenson.
Maggl

" "But I'm more an editor than an artist,"” Qtevmsbp protested.

0

Maggl ignored Stevenson's remarks. "This great artist," she said,
""Your son--my man--is right now in the midd1é of "a 'Chef d'oeuvre' ,"

Q, .
. . o
Maggi's. pronunciation of the French word brought an ironic smile to my °

&Gen
t

father's face. "In Bhilish, no doubt.” e

1"

"A noble language,’ added s}:nvensou. ' ‘

There follomd a long tmco-fortable 1nterval vhere Maggi glnred at ty

~

father an% my father glatekl back. You see, language has been a

Hy fathcr feels that his cnlt\j(:: dying. o
« &

And it 1is dying. "l'he difference ia that he cares. When I left the place

fa-ily bone of contentiou.

-

otéy birth fot the English univeraity in Montreal, needleu to ny, he wu

upget. lle sav it n the first move toward my embrace of the English

. N ~ . f—— .

A » s
. culturg_.__\ And 1t vas. Then, when I moved in with Maggi, he felt the’

‘transition was couplete. The fact that Maggi had no £uni1§ to speak of,

_/vas self-assureq to the point of arrogance, and was sometimes arrogant

I .
nearly to the point of violence, did not serve to placgte him., In a sense,
: C 1,

o v - ‘
I can see his objection, though. I would never tell him so. I can under-

\ ‘ . . .
_stand he might have felt Maggi was running my life a little too overtly

but \then_.' really, she had d‘one'n.othing )bu.t depose him in that :ole, A\gd
. perhaps that alome was emough to alienate his:, one of his vicarious

4 ~




_spend the redt of my life wishing that I had." y

" She rested her hand on my thigh.

_ to bring the conversation to its logical end.’

- "Perhaps yo‘u‘d‘like ‘to subscribe." - o . \

. ‘ - kB S o ‘ g e

liveu had been snuffed out.

"You've alhys kndwn about ny interest in filqs," I said a little

piqued at the show .of Qheatricu. "I don't knov if r.hia movie I'm doing
. .

will succeed but I do know I'm going to give it-a go. If I don't 1’1l

Y
. Ve

"Out of R the. corner of ay eye I saw Haggi niiling victoriously at r.h;n.

N

"Brava," said Steven-son; "1 always say that you don t know what you N 1. 3 1

can do till you try. I knov it's been true 1n my own experience.”

t

- "Yes," my father said, pushing Stevenson's contribution aside, "but I
\ n

think sonetimes a calculated guess can- uve you a lot of _work and a lot

of trouble.

"What is your ‘on exactly, Sir?" asked Stevenson, "You've got quite

a spread here." RS - . .
. ] ’ . 3

_ My father’ told h;-.ahout\ﬁii\post in Laval"é French departseat, -curtly.

"A professor,” said Stevenson. h"d’Kthat‘l_ something. I took you for N

an educated man the minute I {;lked in.' ’ - S

» . \

"Thank you," said my father. "And your work?" asked my father hoping ‘
, . \ ‘

\\ ~ R

"Publiéhing," said Stevenson, taking a ft;lded\ c‘ropy . Fair Shakes from

. t N .
inside his boot. "With my compliments,” he said handing it™to my father.

N
2
\\

’
"Yes," said my father.. "Maybe you d like to rest awhilp before every- ~.

l

one arrives, I' 11 a'hov you'to your rooms" - o .

4

My father rose and beckoning to Stevenson said: "If -yoq come with ma,




i

s

1“ ’

.' o~ . M 14 . 3 ! , .
1'¥l show you where you can go." He flashed Maggi andme & glance and was

LY

gone with ‘Stevenson.

& . . . ' . . a
' Ev\eryone thrives in\a slightly different environment. Some people are *
. - vy " m-

- .

the life of the p‘arty while othets: feel it is their vocation to take

charge of funerals. Maggi, it's my impression, 18 one of those people
P R s

o

© whd_thrives on controversy and bitter argument. nq;r essence is that of a
- lobbyist, \gn ‘essence without. vhich she would become irreleyant. She ig
like a dragon who 1s genuinely thankful for :!ragon—slaying knights.

- Because without the contest the’y offered, life would be without meaning.

' ' ‘ ‘ / "

But these are easy things to discern in retrospect., At the tiwe I recall
asking her to be a little moré 'tactful‘with‘ny parents’ and their .aensibil-;

itiﬂ'- / ) . . C -

© “Tactful? Christ I can't get much more tactful.”
v ,4 L] . h

- v

"No, but yod'vn‘got to humour them,' I tried to ad'vig as gently as '

° .
. .

po‘snibl’e; ."You‘uev.\ they're not quite used to having \so-eoné else run my
¢ } A :
g ) . RN '

LT MEe Y SR (

N . 7

3 . ""Now .I run your life." -

T

"of -cfu.i'ue‘.not,'-’- 1 told her. "I mesn that you're "an 1nf1u¢;nce. My

‘ ,,fd":het— doesn't have the same influende on me he ‘once did and I guess he's .

" fust a 1ittle hurt I didn't ask him what he thought about th%ia film thing."

':"'You knew what 1it'd be, didn't 90{:_?"' : ) :

"I'm jusrf'saying. that we're guests in -their house. We cho'qld try ‘not

to say anything cpntroversiall.‘"@ CoN

% -, ‘r“z.‘ '.




"Just see things quectivély," I said falling on familiar speech’

pnttvns. "Let's not make things worse than they are."”

)

"Fuck yout stupid, parents,' she said Just loud enough for me to hear.

The rest of the festive season passed largely without significnnce. ,
At the "réveillon”, Haggi Stevenson and I sat on the divan, outaiders as
ﬂwaya. "It was as though the Behaviour--odify}ng drug of Christmas had
’ been passed to everyone but us. ~'I’ha house was filled with friends and
relatives who'd made their way from midnigi\t ;nass in ‘¢rowded steamy. cars. \
. 'rhe\y sat on chairs in the livingroom; stood in the kitchgn; hovered in
the front hayll. The dinix;groou tgble_ was a cornucopia of food, drink and
+flowers wheére all the revellers pahsvcd“ for refreghmﬁt in ptbdi/gious

quantities. . i .

¢ . . 4
Where I1'd once been able to join in the festivities, now I was &

. ¥ S :
stranger. Maggi and Stevenson were a page of glass that allowed me to .

" see what was going on, but not participate. What ab)out me, I wanted to

¢

‘ cry out. But everyone was too busy in their own world-—a world that had

once been mine--to pay me any attention. | -

"Your father was telling me that he's \;rit;ng‘a book. about the poet
. ( . . . N\ N N
Emile Nelligan," Stevenson told me. "It sounds really, interesting. It's

fuany how everything seems to come to the same ‘thing'. "

. . "Yes," 1 a,ﬂci, "{t's very funny." . .
1~l: . . N .
' "You'r father wvas saying that this Nelligan guy died in an (asylum, )

that he hated his f:ther becau-e he was English and thar, he really felt

»

uke an outsider in the world hc lived :ln. Isn't &ut vhat Fair Shakes

«

is all about? Aren't we t;rying to gi,ve anyone and everyone, regardless .




.eye, however; I poiiced that his hand had sl

;d?xheir states, a feeling that they're iﬁportént and. that they' have Eh&

. same rights as. anyone elsej"

"Yes," I sai&, "you've got a pojrt therg;"

™
,‘"ﬁﬁh'f we have feelings like anyone else. If you cut us do we not
N s A

bleed?” T
“Don't .tell me you're Jewish too?" i asked, apparently
Stevenson to thinking: he was quiet afger that. Oup-8f the.corner of my

down to his si@e\and he was

. very gently btushin§ against the top of Maggi'e thigh.,- Maggi noticed my

»

\ glance, smiled./bu; said nothing. , . ' +

=

[}
1

o : N . ' ‘
Cﬁfﬁstmas morning, Maggl bounded down the stairs, beaming. Planting -

kisses on both parents, she‘handed‘them,impreséive looking parcels,

elegantly wrapped. Next it was Stevenson's tdrnland he shook both‘my

.

‘father's hands, kissed him on both cheeks and then moved to my mother

. whom he embraced tathet more paasionately than was hia privilege, Taking .,

Maggi by the waist, he drew her close to rim and kissed her on the lips.

And was that a tongue I saw trying to ﬁush it's way past her teeth? I

wanted to object but in a- second it v, 8 too late. ' :

‘e

Conversation did not come easily’ that inining. I had the feeling of

trying to express abstract thoughis in a language which is not very famil-

+ lar. The right wo;ds--thé words that would sustain the conversation--

were missing from our vocabularies.

¥

" "Oh Maggi," said my mother, '"You really shouldn't have."

© YBut I waﬂfed_to," she said aglow with Christmas spirit.

~ o

o
A3




Hy parents placed their unopened parcels on the coffee table. still
littered with dirty fingebprinted glaeaea. Obey:lng a eel\aphore 1
\ : . . .
 didn't comprehend, my mother followed my father into the kitchen, cloging

"Thank yau for naking this the Chriatpas of my 1ife," said Stevenson, .

,the door behind her.

]

addressing his thanka. particularly to Maggi, I’ thought. .

"It's nothing." I satd. L
by \

Hy parenta emerged fron the kltchen. smiling in a manner that was not

Z/

°

entfrely genuine. "We have ammathiugL for you alao, ry £ather aaid,

handing Haggé. an envelope.

" "Thank you," sald Maggi, thanklessly.

."Anci nov let's see w,hat could possibly be in these lovely packages,"
W o . oo

aa:}d my mother..

4

Yor ny father ahe'c\;ought an inpreasi’v‘ely bound art book; for my -

-

mother, a single strand of .cultured pearls.
"But Maggi." my nother said auitably nonpluaned "they're beaut:tfnlH

4 "It v‘s much more than you could afford, ~ I'm sure."aaid my father.

" My )'nother retreated to the kitchen once more on the pretext of
\ .
e
.ﬁxing breakfaat. My - father suiled up at us and .then hegan to thunb .
r x
- gelf-consciously .through the boﬂok Maggi'd given him, .

Without warning, Maggl bounded upstairs, slamming.a door behind her, -

T "I'11 see what's the'5natte.r." said Stevenson, Bhaking more tha’n.‘a ‘
bit and starting up the stairs.
. . ) \ Lt




\ . " . . -f
} ' S " The morning we were to leave, I rose early md went to the livingtoon

where 1 knew I'd ﬂnd ny father,’ He-ut in a blue wlngchair, dtinking
coffee and msking notes in' a’ book which L knew to be the collected poetry S N ’
. of Emile Nelligan. A siamese cat vith a facé like a nonkgy lounged, . .,

x ) L . ' 'Y . : . LY
. s : N '. .

5

coﬁtoae, on his. lap.

““You're up é¢arly for you.”

“Couldn't al‘eep.." I told him. "We're leaving later. Maggi's working

tomorrow."
: : /
It was not yet 1ight and 'through ttia large livingroon windows, the
4
sky was turning a dark blue, 1n anticipation of a sunny day. 1 sat there

remov:lng imaginary pleces of lint from the divan on wh:lch I wap aittiug

"Are you aetious about beponing a £1'1_m-mqket. " my fat)ie;: qsked me..

. of course.” What did you want we. to say? It was getting a little

late to admit the whole’ thing vas a fraud

[y

P a .
n1f I may ask you an 1ndiscreec quedtion, what nakex yon think you can - \ -

e

o write a good filn script:. . o . ” . . p

- ) “It vas Haggi‘s idea, really,“ I ‘said, rnlizing ~at’ once he d mis-  © ‘ ‘

=
undqrstand. "What I man 18 t:hat Maggi ude me see that" ic 8 a worthwhlle

’ project." ' D
. ) ‘: " . A . A‘ . » . . ‘ . ‘. : .
"You're not being pressured?" _ - T

- "Pressured into it, -12’;‘09:.") L'said laughing at such a thought. Cnpe

vould take a léc.ojf presgure to get an ele’phmt like me mbvipg.f'

"Yés’," satd ‘-y futﬁer. "Perhaps 1 can help you. 1 know a film—uker
-you should talk tb, " He's old but he 8 been in 1t from year one. ‘

Simoq Dudroit. Perhaps you've heard of ‘him.'"

-



‘'world and Montreal is a\hard city," my father said, taking a more

1'd felt perfectly sure of?

.

v, . % "S‘ll"‘ - ;
. < \ V\ " ,
-,
. . . ) o .- ") -
"I admitted that the nawe meant nothing. = ° AN

°

) "The time for lassiéude in the ‘company of foolish friends 1is over,"

" he said, evidently refe'rring‘ to his house-guest. "It takes more than

talent. It takes money and for -that it takes influence. It's a hard.

"

philosophical tangent. "After all, even Houdini died im Montreal.”

On the way home, Maggl decided to sit ip the back seat with Stevenbon,

. : . , ! A
using the excuse that, with the passenger seat pushed all. the way forward,

1t would be the most comfortable place for her. Was I .losing something

P~

& .

ey




M . Chapter 6 . .
. ‘ Lhapter b . o

- . b " . . . Lo

Haggi was beautiful.’ Tall and 'slender with long'dnrk hair; thate was

A 2

a senne of nystery about her, like 8 cat pethnpa or mybe more like a
‘ chameleon, changing colour uith ‘the background. She had a tendency to be

pale. All the way up, her long legs were about the same size. It wvas for .
\ * .
i
this reason, I 'guess, she never wore a dress.
v . N L
. We met during my second year at university: 1t was a course on the

. I

- history of the ¢inema,
v Not really giving them nuch 1mportance.. Maggl had nlrendy formed and -
’ ) dissol‘ved commitments to a. whole bnckfield of wen. . . J ) \

I remember the movie discusned that d% vag Wiene' 8 Cabinet of Dr.
Cnligari, an early silent nost memornble for 1ts" s.ttange sets and its use
‘ of 1£3ht and shadow vhich gave’ 11: an ¢erie, abatrac:, almost unreal
atmosphera. But it ia a fﬂn for aficionadoes and where 1 was nothing short

v of hypnotized. the girl next to ne evidently d:ld not share my enr.huniasn.

b . ' angry glances that went largely nnnotf.ced due to the darkness of the large
» o P
’ ’ acreening yoom,” Finally, as the movie wns about mtd\vay t:hrough the

necond reel, she ell asleepi- ‘her head tumed 1n my direction and het :

-

.

‘. o For the first half-hour she sighed audibly, uighs which I returned ﬁith
i

g . .left t.enple Jnst grazed my upper arm. ‘ o o n
i ' ' '

As time paased, her body seemed to draw cloner to ‘mine so that I was”

9

- : hecoming neatly pinned under her upper torso. Nevertheless I nannged to

‘concentrate on the filn. When the "lighta vere fina\l.ly turned up, she
©. still lay thei-e‘nleeping on my arm, 3 tranquil. nearly child-like expres-

. sion on her face. Finally 1 touched her arn, gontly, trying to wake her._

. -She gtretched languidly and Aynwned. unaware that she was not home in bed.




_ appreciate boxer shorts, T though-t, regardlen.s of the comfort factor. - ,

L N > ' N s PO [

'll‘henuwigh a scartlshe opened her eyes and saw th"gt\ she had draped hergelf

-Nupcondciously over my ‘husky frame. R

;o

"I'm so sorxy," she said-blushing‘, yét not quite embarra?sed. "The
§ .

\. - \
‘movie must have put: me to sleep.” v

"That's okay,” I said as smooth as usual. "My i\ame's Robert Seguin.".

"Row bare S"egu:ln," she said. "I'm going to buy yo_u coffee, It's the

\ v
least I cun do for using you as’ my pillow." B . |

* Could I refusel.

We walked v.:lri‘,silenée for a time, neither of us/ knowing quite what to .
. ) 0 . . N
say. At least 1 didn t. In the cafeteria, Maggi sat me down and wént

.herulf for the coffee. - C . . - . o
t

B 'fSo tell m_e'ibout yourself, Row. bare Seguin," she a'a'kecIL ‘ , SN

i

i told her that I wai a science student and that the film course vas

TN ) ) \
my Atta elective, I aa:ld that 1 spent a lot of my apare ttme wacching

o

movies and t.hat. like evéryona elae, 1 intended to do my essay on Hunphrey

4 . . L3

. Bogart.

‘e
L

"The Maltese Falcon?" she asked. AN

\

1 nadded yés.

-

she said, "So-am I." ’ngat‘:’was all Eg\\ee'de'd

. r

n

- "What A coincidence,

‘study segflon, dinner party for two, at her apartment. . U

[ . _— ' N

to qtrahg‘e
.

¢

Before leaving for Naggl's, I vas sure to brush my teeth t.horoughly and

apply the deodorant stick thickly. Just to be safa. I wore my best clean

underwear, a pair of flame bikinifs. She was not the t‘ype who wouldr

N




. o , - “57- .

!

" The building in which Maggi ‘lived was® old and insignificant wi-ch the \
smell of moisture and duat under too many layers of linoleum.~ As if to

. separate each apartment ftom the dark and public hall, two steps, like

a drawbridge stuck down, spanned the space between door and floor. I

. 8tood on the first step and knocked on the unpainted door- chat had two K

long thin windows: in 1t behind which'was a thin grey cuttain:that. had

one time been white. - . ' .
K ) L ’ \\\_‘

.Maggi opened the door.e. "Q¥elle ‘surprise,' she said flattening a cheek

" with either hand. - | : ‘. ‘ !
A ’

I smiled and ‘walked in, tripping only slight'fy on the step. Lo
o8

"My ‘dén of iniquity,'" gshe said, d‘rawing.me further into the ma_in room, .

R . -

‘' Her apartment was' decorated not 80 much with thought or taste, but

s

-~
o

.more inkeping with one who wants less to make 1; comfortable and pleas-

. it}g to themselves as much as t/hey want to make it striking t.«P others.l

- \ ’ ! ) N . t X !
There was a bead curtain, only, separating the bedroom from the main one.

Behind the.curtain was a waterbed without sheets, Big L::rangé fish were
. 6 . . N

painted o;\ the plasiic.‘ "I tried putting real n‘nes' in,; but they died,",

s\hp told me seeing that.1 was staring. On the uall over the bed there
| . 2 ' ' L ' .
was a poster of a hippopotamus urinating.. "It never rains but it pqurs,'('

the caption read. On the wall opposite, I couldn't: help notice a blow-up.«

‘Nude swimming: . it was her, drying’ seductively in an unfortunately l,arge
towel. Friends in the background. l

i : [

- 1 handed her a faott'le of yine in a paper(bag. ‘ o . . . K
o _ r o . N

' "He 11 save it: for dinner“' said Maggi. “"For the ‘prens‘ent‘ I have Cin

. or pinko lemonade_.; ’Smiling she repaired to the kitchenette'.‘ ) . 3
N ‘7 . . . . . - t:
3 G N '

; "I'11"have Cin," I sald. =~ =~

’




Y

‘me, her legs drawn up, and aecured by her linked amms.,

L3

. . N ' ,
"ﬁaughty boy," she .imi'd returning‘with two gliasea. originally jars

of pemut butter or cream. cheese and seating heraelf on the floor beaide

The sweet red Cin vas not exnc:'tly~ a pleasant sugriae,.‘ . .

.i'I figured we'd have a 1ittle dinner and then..."
* ' ’ . . - -~ " }
"The sssay."

"Right, then the esaay," ‘she said. -

« Dinner was a spaghetti she'd simnered on the stove for days. -A hot
] ' :

meaty sauce I felt gutlty about not’ lil‘d.ng"as much as 1 ﬁhould have.

\

E .could be ‘sure of.

same person.

."It's hard to explain

\z‘"Délfcioi,na.'f I said between nouthﬁulsv. \
: i e vt
"1f you don'tk‘fike i, doln'.l‘:_ prgtend," Maggi admonished,
I like things .

"1 love it¢," I said lying through my teeth. "Realll'ys ’

,tha: take time."

"'I’here are gome thingo you just can't do qu:lckly\, shé said meaning-

~

tully.

\

Rot. knwing exactl} hgw to ansver, I'stayed mun.

Haggi. rose to put on -a recard, a Joan Baez or a Judy Colli.ns, and
jo‘lned ne agnn on the £loor s "uere 8 looking at you, l(id." she said as

&,
our glasses cljnked. "So why Te. you doing your essay. on Boggy?".

I let a frail 1augh escape nervously fton the c\:net -of my nouth. ,
I began, tell:lng her that Bogart was an iuge I‘

In reul, life and on the screen he was practically the

t

1 told her chat I. coo,waa looking for the role I could be

®
]
'

P




' co}ﬁortable with in any situation. And I told her how. there\ had been a
time, Mike “had re-in?ed me of Bogart. The tough guy on Cop of the )

situation. But thet 1: hac}u only been an illuaion.

"I have a cmifessidn about illueiéna," Magel :old/ne..\ "It's not some-

) . ' . . \
thiﬂg I'm parcicularly p.roud of. I hope you won't hate qe for it?"

How could I hate her. 1 felt altexgly that 1'd known her for an eter-

. nity.

K]
B . 8 Q

""You know that day at the film when I fell asleep. on you?" she-aaied." ‘
"Well I wasn't asleep at ail, It was just a good way to meet you and

‘lure )yoau here.' 1 guess it makes me a devious little bitch."

I didn't‘ulge her a devious little bitcﬁ at a;l.

[N
.

Maggl rose with a euddenness thet aurpr,ised me. She walked over -to u B

N

snall lamp in the corner and switched 1: on. Only incenSe conld have '

ad'ded to r.he effect. the lanp ‘s red shade served toicolour the ro/om 1n a
, \ 2 .
ctimon that inplied fire. . . o .}, ¢

[}
[y -

@
L

Haggi pow/ired whac tenained of the wine into our glasses. Drawing ne
: from my sitting posi&ion on the floor, she looped her arms with difficulty
l.about my neck and began to dance to the quiet, mournful, undmeeable )

NG L : : - : )
music. The record over, she left to place another one on the turntable.

What was I e:: thidk? 1 was young and foolish.
. . v / L .

We sat on ‘the floor 6nce more. Now streiched on the worn ‘Turkis& r'uj.
¥

my immobile hand just grued her thigh, \juat touched the aide of her leg. :

As 1if by achent. . O j L .
Tchaikovahy s "?athltique" phyed on the portable.
2 \

Maggi. hunehing her back 1tke 'y cat, stretehed out full 1ength before
AV
‘:eo " ’ ' ‘,‘;M




- ' . »
* + . ' ,
- - .

My hand fell very conscioualy to the gentre of her back the nape of ‘
' W
hex neck. the baek of her head where the hairs were so sofc and 1rregular,

<

——— e

'nlong her arm, the top of her hand. massaging.‘f My touch seemed to me
Co . o . \ \
like some covert statement of possession or at leaqt the‘ desire to possess.

1 kissed her neék above h;zr gora'%-c'oléurgd’s{leater. '

"Her’ n‘eck’h‘ad t_h; suel‘ll"uolf J_yggan, lilce‘ the sme£1 of a forés.l:"s' p'it;‘e_
-floor af!:er 'rain. o |
Miffled sighs.
I p;xlled the ;;iweater-’oult.af het"\éblrduroya‘.‘. . The skin vas w‘h:l:ge'r than

milk: more white, even, than the blow-up on the wall had ;portrayed it,

R

- s‘iience.

.Gem;ly wy hand{ moved.. Deliberately. Detached. He? side. Now .to the

. ; w4
i ,underside of her small breast. '

t .
. - In my breathing there was a catch, uking every breath two»fold. one
LY

breath to gather het« in through all my senaea. the other to susuin life.

- Neither, more immediate nor .1mportant than tha other,

. I kissed the soft white flesh under herxr eye, her bﬁy petvading the
S

room uith ‘the odour of our: ‘delicate uantmg. There was no miscakea

Her clothes fell from her body 1ike dying 1eaves. my boqy applying

u:a special ministrationn to them.
' "Maggi..;"

Poised abovg her. between her thigha. I fele an maginaty yet \m—

b

bearable force weighing on ny chest, the same feeling a man must feel ~

vhen.‘hc env!.ait)ns. then enacta_ his~ owh de_ath..

-

"It's okay.".




. "ngi- . "ll‘ ' ' N N .o
S I

\ . .~a . v oL ' . :
Mated, I collapded for an in'gtant on her before rxolling free, leaving

-

a warm salt tear, like the liquid th?—yucedes a scar,,on her shoulder..
" "The ear;h moved," said Maggi, so:&l:ing .the union slightly with speech.

'f'Umm oy sighed, wishing tha: 1 smoked. Somehow 1t seemed like the

. proper l:hing to do: Bogart would ve. It was just activity enough -£o nake K

speech uuneceaaary.
. 2

I lay there motionlees on the floor for a time, listening to the

Tr;haikovshy wvhich, left unattended, played ov.er and over again. o
. M\ A . , .
* v .That night was a ‘series of cat-naps punctuated by furious, sometimes

frantic lovemak.ing., And the night turned into,t e week-end; th_& week-end

JAY
A

_ into a week of endless i\tgﬁts.

N
4

P . -~
u

Because the IV had
N R 3 . . i N -
been moved into the bedroom, I never expected to.see the part about

s J , . B or
vy . . . % ’ . -
peace- i - . . N A

_ That f‘i‘idly evening th‘e‘mvie was Wat and Peace.’

[4
4

Huggi had juat waahed her huit and- it was tucked up 1n a flovered

he didn t look unlike Audrey llepbum. She 1ookad pale,

’ towel to dry.

thuugh, and there was a phple on the soft flesh under her’ 1eft eye.

The pilple stood out like an old piece of bnbble-gu; Stuck there.

23
on the bed Haggi ut facing me, her knees atraddling my' torso, half

Ge t ting

; aitting. with her byttocks straining my stomach muacles. It almost hurt.

She wouldn t

' My hands foynd her slender waist and tried to 11ft het off.
B budge. In the manner pf a daughtetﬁounger and Iighter, playing horse/

and rider on' a fhthe}-'u back, she bounced on my atomach, RS : .

g




S

- "You are my sunshine, my only sunshine. You make me happy when skies

are blue,"” she sing'upauate of |the mistake in tlfe lyrics. Giggling she

continued to bounce. 'We're®ggding to be paren‘ts_, Kid," she said. . "I

think you've put a bun in the ¢1d oven." She patted her belly:
. . ‘ “

"What do you mean?" I a_sked feeling the heavy weight on my chest once
again. It-.was as if the weight were pushing di‘rectly on wy heart, forcing

the blood through my veins at a greatér épéed than I could stand.
' | ‘ . i ) - " . \ ’ , . N
" "You are the father of my child," she said. "Me and you. \Mother and

Father. Yqu make me the happiest pef%on‘ in the world."
"You. Pregnant?" I said, bevildered. ) .
< ' L . T

Well I can't tell you for sure.yet. But with luck, yes. I{guess 1

should have told ou before. "I vanted a baby. You were my choice."
/ | ‘ N ) L

"You didn't take any precautiona. nothing?"
. l : ‘

v
.

"

"Why would I?" sghe asked ‘_almo'st;rproud‘ly. "I wanted your baby., Is

that so wrong?"

""But you hardly know me.’ You don't know me at, all," 1 said, seizing

her by the rump and rolling her from my stowach onto the'bed. I can't

°

believe it, I juét can't believe 1&3." I lay on the bed motionless, the

®

anger gradually building up inside me. 'I'm not going todplay_'the sap-

for you; damn 1t."

| . N .
I tore at the belt of her jeans, then the fly but I’ had trouble gettingg ’

the material over her hips.

o~ .
-

White skin. © . j_ :
Napoleon held hoia\'swo'rd high.

|

~




"Hey, this {sn't your style," shé said laughing. "Like they say, I
. : ) o 8

«

like ‘a ma‘rj what takes his time." . N S ' R o1
. . q ) ' " ! . - ' ‘ ’ '. a N
PR cuffed her across the cheek bursting the ﬂaming pimple. I I ' . 1‘
',released a 1itt1e pus and aftet, blood. = . ' ¢ o
. » ' ‘ . . ' ‘L ‘ . \ : ’ i
o nHey.v\ ‘ . > . - . . (\ ) ) |
v ' N : ' ‘

4 .
I'tore thh buttons off her shirt ‘but didn't bother remving it. Draw-
* ( . ¢
ing out her breasts. i clnmped a hand on either one‘ s

S

‘- "You’re' ’crazy." ) - N '
Spreading her thigh 2 |1 buried my face in her muff. Finalli; my nose - . ' ¢
penetr{ted. ' . ,: . -

"The earth moved," sh;a said. , ‘ -

Y

Dtd she r&ny thivk we'd made.fove? "I'n leaving, I :told het with a. R

o ' N 1
touch of :he dramgtic, : 3 R C -
-4“, "What did 1 do now?" she La_s\k”ed ael’f-rightebushl‘y.‘ . o ® v o
\“ . . \ ‘b . oL , . ' v v . * ~ R
. . . . ° . . ) .‘. . . ) “
"You don't koow?" , o : o .
o ) . . . . . o ~ »
Yam O ’ ‘. . o c‘., . CLos T e - ‘
NO. . . - . R r . ‘ . - . P - .' - -
‘ ) é . . ‘ ‘ ' \. ’ }l "
"'l‘hen I'm leaving. I said agair‘x. o ’ B
¥ ! ° ” )
‘ "You see chnina?" she asked effecting a nassk fomed to he completely A
. - * ,4
tuthless-, If there was sent:inentvor emotion ‘thete 1 cauld not deteet it.’ g
° 1 S\ . -
"No "I said. picking up my few things and openihg the door. : -
ce T ' . .. ' @ o ' . , , )
“See you 1n the movies," she“called‘aftet me. . . T
",'“'\ L - o .
) ‘ - i
"I don’ t go to chat k:lnd of moviea,'f I sald xalling over my shoulder. R

i ~
+ ’ s . ° .« o,
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3
© "

Slamning the’ door, I forgot to antieipate the two steps outside the door
* and fell, full on‘my.asa. The Tluor shuddered. My ankle twisted. But

in a. flaqh»l was up, Had Maggi come to the door she wOuld have seen my’
e .
dusty backside,ns it shuffled like an old and weary elephln; 8 toward the

staircase that would take me outside. !

"God damn it," I said, testing the way it sounded. -fCEJ-damn-it_to

_eternal fucking hell," I cried silently to myself like a man who has only "

'juét realized @he un%airnee&iof his own immipent no:;aiity...

t

> ) - - .
"If this wefe a film I could better communikate ‘what next unfolded. In

a movie you can dieeolve from fantasy to reali;y, from‘pest §p present

an&’you always seem to kpew where the frgspwnrkﬂ;s. Thémdisébiées are a.
good seperation. But how can I comnunicate’ﬂéy ny mind‘wee working. It

. . . \ /, i " N v .

, was sick and insisted on bring%ng up the past to cure itsel€.

o
-

1‘wah°on t?e street belvweHnggifs apartment. Although the cold-fall»
\
air numbed my face, it worked, also, as a revetse-anaes:hetic, making my

Y oo

pain and uy sickness all the worse.” Here on tﬁ!\t:;eet I vas alone with
v f

my problem and.for the first tin} 1 felt the full weight of the injuatice.

)
Ce

I was poseesaed with the pain--both physical and mental-~that comes °
‘wlth‘anvunjust flogging. The pain increases after the faet. And yet I
. also: sttangely\ieough, felt guilt. Aa 1£ the ﬁault were somehow mine.

As 1f somevhere, if 1 ‘looked clgsely enougH. there was fault in ny own .

a

mind. my owid logiec, evem %y own character. ° . .
I walked and‘walked.aunaHAte'of my nqvemeqf’ot my direction. ;“dbved

in gusts. After a time, I found myself on Saint ig}tenfe. the city's
Jugular. Walking:'paqsing et'falsé-f%ont windows, mﬁying.pasaed'feyerne.
Co N ’ ' A ‘ -
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3

) derelic:ejait;lng\mpavtiently for their beer money. Each step‘balé\ the -

. ‘b'eat of a muffled‘ drum, My wind was a kind of mourning I was trying to v l
. .. R .
~  Jw . - walk off, to walk avay from. I walked like an elephant puraued by his . . -
R < . o - a , i - «&
own tafl. S SN : R &
: o 4

' ' Passin‘g. the taverns with their stenchy halls, I considefed the. winos y

\

" that eyed me suspiciously. I considered their demeanor. Thelr mis—'

I . de;neenor. Why, for- 1nstance, do winos elways wear auitcoate, 1 wonderedi

almos'g out loud. Was it a. symbol of their failure to cope? A symbol of .
their fall frc}n respectability? There was a wino uniform. Arnies of

jtheexy in old suitgoats. Convicts. Charcoal avits, somerimes with pin-

iR * oo

. stri‘p‘es and beby b,lue cardiga\ns withgut but tons ir_} the fall. Was it oﬁy
their drinking, I wondered, that has soured their dreams and imposed a .

‘ feali& 80 stark. that. it .cast them from the living world? I plei:ure_d . o

. my'eelf as a druﬁ}c in the guttef and strangely enough didn't feel so out of ’

p1~ace. I pictured Bogart there with me. And Mike. Just take away"t‘he.

illusion of coping and e»’eryone s at’ home 1n the gutter.

) ‘ o " Mike, I remembered, had elvays béen terrified of old drunks.‘ Were theydh

1 .' . o cOvertly telling him thet failure was always w:lthin the real.m of poq,aibilr

1t‘§? Were -they saying, "Look' Do you think 1 expected to turn out this

. -

v | . S e
=) o / “Y"? Do you think' I ne\ier had hopes? That I never once wanted enything '
': . " but this for myself?” .. . ' S

X I‘reeallead the time.an old wino had come _up' to Mike on the street and
- 2 e_sked him for money to- Buy‘a bg}fil{.j And Mike who was just sixteen said,

A i . S S . - Cw
"Share the wealth, eh," giving h°iq-7e:5cept for a bus ticket--everything he

<. .. ._had 'in ‘his pocket. Hike had even gone to thevpcint'ef carrying -pocket : ’.

money for the winos. As if the money wék‘e eoeie kind of shield he could '

hide behind. L =
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A

< 'Why," I askédehim'ohe day; sfte} I'd seen the scenario\of giving hnd

' taking repeated countless times, "do you do it? Why are you such an easy

qprk for them?" . :

“Yoq ever been to the can in the Rialto theatre?" he asked, refefring

"to an infamous fourth-run movie house in our home town. ' -

. P l\

. : Co i , s ' 1 ) CE . ,

I admitted that I hadn't. ) ‘ T . - o
. \ '. .

. .
2 1

"Well it's vay down in the cellar. That's where the old drunks ..and the

o, ¢

. fags go to drink and.f.. Ther<§s always an empty wine botjii 1n “the . €
corner and there's shit and puké on the walls. It smell's like hell's‘ J‘*

septic tank; I went .down there alone, once. The can 1@ at the end of a i‘
iong_corridor. It's in ‘front of ‘the door that the men ha’i out. Most of

. . N
them wear old suits that smell of sweat and piss, I‘swear if you woke up

L

-

/

,down: there. you'd think you were in New York. Anyway, 1 ignored the old
3 - \
C g men and\uentuintO'che can. Somehow I took the leak I had to take and I y . °
) wafked out, krying to 1gnore them. But .ond, of themv-l 11 never forget the

wny he smelled--puc his arm nround me. and then everything happened sort of
. d

fast. He said, 'You got a dime for a coffee, son.' There vas shit under

his fingérnails. He had his arm around we. I said I didn't (and 1 didn' t)

-

., He said, 'Well son I guess you can't help me then..

“That's uhen the others came closer or at least that's when I notieed

*

. then nearer. I could hardly breathe. One of then grabbed me by the balls.

-1 could hardly underagngd uhut’:hey-were saylng. Some guy'Was‘hulding'me

by the nrick.qnd.squeeging'ny balls in-his f;st. 1 fought’ and tried to get
avay but there was néthing 1 could'do. They were a11 around me., I ba:fed. .

"1 really atd. Finally one of them said, 'Leaje the kid go,’ and they did .

and I ran like hell till I was outiide. And now everytime I see one I




want to be sick. I want to puke m&)guEs out.”

[}

As always I'd had to separate the faci fiom the fiction. I don t

. think that even Mike knew exactly where the truth ended and the fantasy A%
e . . > -
T began nor do I think it made much difference. Evetyoqejbglievea vhat

_ they want.

A 4

: I continued to walk. Passed a tattoo parlout, a pet shop, a fish market.-

S ¢ walked in a sof& of limbo, distant from the realities of life that |

;-

surrounded- me. ) . C ) T - a' ' e
1 paused at the window of a small used book shop that specialized--if o
the‘wigdow wvere any indicqtiou-fin‘bookbxon the thtee'b'a. .ﬁbhdage,

buggery ‘and bestiality. How could I resist?

. I walked in and was éonfronteh by a huge coke machine I immediately S

" saw as an alibii tOf course. The books and magazines were of no intcrest .' ‘ if‘

whatever. . It was an ice cold Coca Cola I was after. Inserting'my coin.

oy

1 waiched the bottle fall. Ac I pried off ‘the cap, it made a farting

noiae, spraying the brown augary liquid eve:yuhefe I bet the owners of o

those shops shake the bottles befote puctiug them in the nachine, jus:

80 they dan embarraas ‘the euatomers and keep them browsing and buying \
till their pants dry. Haﬁe yop\eﬁer felt ;hatisou;re'doﬂng everything
' for a hidden'novie‘camerifind you'rg‘shpﬁosed’to act ‘as naturally as yéh .

can? Well that's the way I felt: as if a giant~ey€ had focussed itself

on‘me anh was wa:ching thﬁt I stayed normal, , - v , i ) \
’ “v'/"/\ T ‘

" “Things really dp go b&tter wich COke," Mike had confided more. than

‘ once.‘ "Once I net thia girl and we couldn t fuck because I didn t have '

K

. W
a safe. "So you know what‘ve did? We ‘took the old faithful bottle of

© .~ coke and used it as s douchef ‘I don't ‘know if it keeps the girl from
. \ . N * e R . Vel

.
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. AU
getting knocked up, but man what a way to -quench your thirs:. Tt was

one of those stogies you took' with a grain of salt. "I' m.not sure 1f

Diet Pepsi 1is okay if you'fe on a diet," he'd always add. .

e

This bookstore .was one ofdjroog places where without “a hard-on you

' looked out of place. I walked cautiously down the aisles, trying to lock

‘ag’ inconspicuous as possiblé, considering the.half-bottle of icoke that:

'closed.

das drying on my pants.

' Mutant women with breasts like unmilked udders leered at me from the

magazine covers on gither\side of the atsle, Most of them had stretch
o . . 1 o -
warks and appealed to me about as much as a pregnant yak in hLat.'
s ‘ - “
As 1 fingered through the pages of a magazine, I began to get an

* erection. My body began to'warm and I felt I must be blushing. I drag-

g&d my eyes from the magazine over to a wall clock‘bifh‘ad ad for Vitalis

in the face. It was just paéc eleven. I wondered if theaeiﬁlacea ever

»

The fleshy gattdred buttocks in many of: the picturea reninded me of ‘
sonething Mike\yad said, again many times bver. "You knov 1t's 111egal
to bum fuck and you ¢an get life 1nprisonnent for screwing corpse." (At
thg time thgse penalties didn't bother oe‘n bit, I uould no mote have done -

thoge'thioga than 1 gould hq&i Qished py eyes with Prano. "It's quitg a

‘problem in the norgués and funeral homes," he would‘concinue to teil me,

. L

" "I think every once in a while they have a raid and anyone they .catch with

Ly

~ ‘ }
their panta down is just pun away forever. It's" too dirty to even have

a trial.’ When the man's wife finds out, she never reporcs.her huablnd'

©

nissing because of what . the neighbours might say." A fraii.umilajcano :.L

to my mouth -as I remenbered. . \

4
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I continued through the magazine, my smile turning to a shigk as my

- ’ . , . \ -
attention was 'drawn to a letter to the editor:
- . ‘ ¢ . - .

. 1've got- to say your last month's magazine is one of

the best yet. All those beautiful girls just drive me o
crazy. Your story on Wanda was really great. Itx o . :
nice to see a gal with such a beautiful body who wants to

.share it, Her jugs are what I ke the best. I think

she's got two.of the biggest I've ever seen. When she is-

standing up they hang down really low which means they're
. really big and heavy. Now those are big jugs. I think’

her body should be one of the wonders of the world. She

should be made into a National beauty site.

_ One thing. that 1s teally too bad though is that you.
don't show more of Wanda. 1 don't mean more pictures of
. Wanda, even though that would be okay too, but wore of
her body. You should show her whole body, it's so beauti~
ful.. Some of the otber magazinea are atarting to show ° -
hair on their -girls. How come you.don't? I dou t mean
the ones where you see everything and the girls have their .
legs apart, don' t get me 'wrong,, 1'm no pervert. ) T

- So I guess that's all I have to say for now except .
* . keep up with the good work and kéep articles like the cne *
on Wanda coming. And it would be better if you shoved the
vhole beaver and the beaver hole.

‘All thought‘of Haggi‘had left ne.‘ My erection wns‘getting 606 paiqful
to let me think about anything_else. what-nade ﬁy body react in‘thia“ &?\\>

.nanner? They say that an executed Ban dias with a hard-on.

1

Regardless, it was'getting too pninful to 1gn6re. The dampness from . .,
the npilled ‘soft drink and the bulky denin that halted the qrtural position _‘
of ny otgan gave me the 1mpression that uy penis vas slavly being forced

thrqugh a narrow~-holed cheese grater.

- ' g ) . L o ’ ’ v
- "God damm 1t," I said under my breath. “I'm losing'my uanhood 1nch by A
1nch." 1 1magined chafing my pecker raw and then bleeding to death. or . . ,

,‘unable ta urinate, dtowning in ny own piaa.

The situxtion called tor action. 1 put the nagazino down and moved to 7
- il . .
an innocuous looking old voluue hound in red leather. I thumbed my way

from thc back of the book till I came to tha first illustration‘ the ° R
| : .




-

- sigh; of a gangrenous- foot almost made me refch 1 could Aﬁmost smell
‘ the'pus I saw 1ssuing from Béﬁween the toes. The pages continued ) 7 1.
N ' o oo 13
' flicking pas\t, regulated by the premure my thumb exerted. In' the next B x

@

illustration a\nurse wae bandaging a man's upper arm.,ahe lower half -

A A}

having been completely severed. Next there was a pict:nre of a man witli-

Out arms or 1egs who was sitting in a wheelchair. his torsa propped

<

- upright with boarda and pilloys. He was smfl/\_qg tirrough a Ygek-old beard

s 7 and tobacco ;Med teeth. Even the roots weré sﬁo‘wing. Almost uncon-

scio)ualy the book dropped from my hand, the cover flapping shut as it A

lqnded. In gold embossed lqttera the title stood out., Amputation and - the
, . ;

_Care of Stumps.
' T —\ *. \ .
wo Standing above the bulky volume I had to wonder about its previo‘up : " RS

owner. Haybe a leper. With no arms or legs. Reading it, tuming the '

pages wich his teeth holding a big green smlt in the back of his thrcat.
And now I wag touching that book. That same, book. I was sharing the
germs, perhaps sharing the very germs that had precipjgtar.ed his condicion.
I 1magined him painting Christlus cards with his teeth to pay rent, Help- ‘
‘ing to disttibute theue 1ittle license tags after the New Yenr.\ ‘lficlping'

hia nose with the edge of the cover.

~

e ‘ S Somehow in my sickneu-«ny hearcbteak-omy ptoblema seened small, For
‘the first time I saw nyself as the wrecched self-pitying onf that I was. EI g
I've never fnund it very difficult to feel aorry for myself' it's the

r n

story of my life. I vanted to go back. 1 wanted t? forgive her, I’

' ..congldered returning and without a word beating ‘her violently. Tearit;g i

her hands away from her face and slapping her‘d{eeka till they glowed,

$ o .blackening her gyes, breaking.ger noge.' Then would she see mg as a force
. : , SNt
to be ‘reckoned with? ’Macho .man, ‘mouthing wacho lines like, "You're going ' 2
. to fry, Sweetheart. You're going over for it, Precious.”

S

a
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WOuld that hpve had the desfred effect? Probably not. Even if

\

I d taken a bullwhip and beaten her till her buttocks bled, it probably
L.
“would have had no.effect. s e vould have turned out to be ‘a masochist

and thanked me for @t. br I woyld have appeared more like a:ch}l@ throw-

X

" ing a tantrum rathé¥ than a man exp}essing his machismb: Sam Spade, ‘would
_ I have reminded her of the inf;ntile hero of Citizen Kane? The scene
where Kane systematically demolishes 'his wife's room after she'anleft"w

bim came to mind. <

, \ ~ L
Murder. Poisoning:' arsenic, drano, furniture polish. Overdose:’
sleeping pills or 1llicitAdrugs. Stabbing. knife or bluut Anstrument. °

\Fireatn. handgun, shotgun. elephant gun. Death by drovning. Death by
fire. Death by misadventure. ‘Death by strangulation, asphixiation. Gas,

\ ~

"You know," Mike had told me, "I've foﬁﬁd the ﬁbf}eci way to do away

.-
()

qith.a b;pad. ;t'slfoolptoof. Absoiutely foolproof'an§ fuﬁ, 1 reaq
1d Tige. You blow in her cunt. 'You blow and biovnand finally the ai

geta into her bloodstream and she dies. Really "I read it .in gggg,é’“

‘Untildﬁhe fatal moment .it's aupposed to feel beautiful.’ Then a little
'pain, then nughing‘ -They don't. knou vhat ‘you fé up to. And then eben

- 1f you® admit how it happened, you can nlways say it vas an accident.

C

 Who' 8 going to know it was planned ahead?“ R “_5

SO

What vas I going to do? I didn't‘knqw. Perhips-l vééiafraid fo know,

‘But ‘Iknew I wds going back._ : .
2 ' ' ‘l . . . . : ’5\
"Well Pops," said Maggi, answering the door, "this is a.surprise.
What brings you to these parts, kidz" . .\ . a

,-,/
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) "
§

< - : "All evehing I've been taken with an ivsac‘iable desire to perform "

" cunnilingus," I told her, savouring the irony of my 'wdrda.. But I waé .
. NI
beginning to feel a patticularly genuine hollowness t:hat was moving from
3

my s:omach °to 1nc1ude my heart:, my ‘lungs and ny brain as well as t:hone

orgnns that can only be maid to exist in the abstract. - ) s

"Well Pardanner, you ve come to che r:lght placa. Hugging me as best A
_ahe could, she said, "It 8 good to have you'back Pops.”" Her arms were °

cnlipers that. could measure my diameter but not ny citcumference.

1 held her ‘closely too, patting her 'back with my peasar&'s' hand.

o gu‘esa suffering's about the only thing wakes me feel alive,” I told
. ! Vo

her with a touch of cyiidcism that was lost on her.

- 9

qu an instant, time stop‘i:é_d and we. remained in that attitude, ho‘lding' '

onto each other for our various,~pei‘éona1, opposite and diverse reasons. .

_Why, I wondere7 had I retumed? It was a delusion, nov. to think it’

wvas for tevenge, at least ‘immediate revenge. Was it self-pity? I don t’

s . know still. Peer:s 1 was afraid of being left: behind. Maggi /yas ny
bangyagok. Haybe 1 wvas afuid of someday neeing her face on the nociety _.

pages and knowing 1 could hpve been :hera with her, had I played my part
v .
right. It m:lght have been the fear of meeting her on the street in a

C _mink coat, on :the arm of a film-yake;pr a bgseball ‘pluyer, for\ ,that
matter, \And‘ me 1n Bi‘gh-cut espadrilles, recently "repoled. L

Joided at t‘he" hips, we looked into each I'bthera" dark unfathomable ey’:i‘l'.
.b'itt.ex;-swee’t .‘amiles on our gouthg. . . , . Py
- "I;m fan':ished;’ said Maggi,’ Y‘l_gt‘s eat ;1ﬂll we're stuffed.. Kid." .
. After a qlu;.ck trip to ;_per 'di—night\delidafesaen ;m 'the‘:cc;m'ct,' ve B

-
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Q.

6up§ed on gargantuan sandwiq@s of spiced meat, washed down by beer in
quarts which we drank directly from the bottle. We ate on the livingroom
fl?or. ‘clamped tolgether :tightly, passionntely.. as if we were thahonly two

peoplé left on aart‘h and were afraid of ninp,lac:[ng one another.
Againat Maggi 8 warm body, 1 rested and relaxed. The void that had

plagued me earlier had been completely fiued. I auppose it vas being

" home (it vas hone now, I knew i) and the collosal sandwiches that did 1t.

Funny hew little it takes to-change misery to contentment. If 11;' takea '
the mer'egt": trifle to maﬁ us unhappy for a whgle lifetime then there can
be some ,conaélaﬂ.on in the fact ;hat\'it- is also the merest trifle that

sets the world right again. If we knew the recipe, haybg we could cure

all the world’é ptoblemlwith Q.sandwlch. - . . S -

I..must have fnller‘\'i, éep because nuddguly I foqnd_ myself alone in the\
li\;ing_:o;m. _For an instant. it ‘“wla. as thou;h my worst feai'é had been
realized. . | . o o . &

. . . ¢ 4.
My _st:mses Aret(:med quickly 'emlsugh.' ‘She hm.! no doubt. gone :I.nio 't:he .
bedr‘oon. cQuiet:ly 1 rose to look. Hith her back to the bagd-curtained
, door, Haggi stood naked hfore her full length mirror, unavare of ny
.‘presence bchind her. 1 stood uotionlesa qxd quiet.’;:?ching her, Tald.ng
the hair t:hat fell on both her ahouldws. she brought it fontard to the
' " mirror and tested it like a farner te&ting the ripeneas of his uheat

+
batween thumB and forefingex. "She let go of the hair and placed both

- palms .on her foreliead. 'l‘hen after a second, she took a finger and traced :
it along the wrinkles that vere almost hperceptively developin; there.

s:lghing. ‘ghe proddedjat the: spot where the big red pinple ha& been-below

" her eye. The spot just looked 1like uke:up applied too thick. Nbxt she '
. \/
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probbed her mouth, again with her finger, as 1if she vere checking out a o
' . l . horse for sale. Mnaeging her neck, she scrutinized the tip of her elbqs
' in’ the mirtot. And then noving to her breast, she first patted each-one

.. gently and then clamped her hands on them 1ike 'a shopper aounding the .

ripenees of thick-skinned fruic. In this manner she covered her whole

body. Lithe and cat~like‘sh'e stood almost mesmeriied by her own 1me§e in
the mitror; Siowl"y sne began to dance, uein'g’ her body to express chnae ' ;”
. . things that can not otherwise be expressed. Her 'bdd'y moved vit\h‘ th‘e' \
) grace that no training can’ instill. It waa.her"very nature 'trying tn‘get

out, trying to shake itself clear of her body.

&

1 ‘watched her dance, feeling somehow that I vss a voye\n:, paesively / ' )

; .participating in souething obqgene. it‘wes 80 human. It was a little

like‘ ‘w'al‘king- in on the queen- and catch:[ng'her frantically masturbating. o

Naked and dancing before the mirror, there / 8 something almost pitiful

about her. She was alnost too frail and vulnerable to ]_.1ve. I 8av, her 4
vulnerable and frail and scared shitless like.the rest of us.

’

How can I explain how I felt? It's like seeing'Bogert's last movies

" and tea\lizing ‘that under that tough iride, that 'eh;tt and jacket, there

- vas a body aeething with cancer; ’ : \
N -

.t
i

1 tiptoed back to the livingmom floor vhere I px‘eteqded to sIeep. 1 '=‘
approached aleépWI chink. Just closely enough that when Haggi 1ater came
- to shake me awake, I wasn't quite sure if whet -1'd witneseed»‘ was real or

. * was part pf a drean. If you ve ever made love vithout wnking, you knov _}

<’

. vhit I mean. You remember it as though it were. imagined.

q k4 -~ ”

_ "I made you a drink," she said. "Cin.”




-

o

- night. A misty enow was just perceptively fa;ling ax'ici ma,de.you feei_the

3 \
. ° “'.75._.. . @
; . *
accepted the syrupy drink and slurped loudly, overfilling ty mouth and °
_ .o L e L . R
letting a small trickle fall over my chin onto my chest. . . /
“Oh damn,” I said, unconcerned. = | ) ' ) ~ A
N . " . X - 3 N ; & . 0 . ~ "
- "You know what -I feel like doing?" Maggi asked. I feel like climbing
) /—/ oo . h . ' . R . . : '
to the top of the city. I feel like I'm on top of the world so I want to
. . - . < ‘ . “ ‘ [N \
be on the top of the world."” ] '
"}At fo{nr in the morning?" \ - o ‘ LT Q

From the ”Sherbrooke Street apartment now with Maggi, .I walked to Pine
B\

Averive, past St. Lawrence -this time, then Park, past Mount Royal‘ till

.f'in.'all_y we reached the Hestm,ouné streets. ‘It wag a cpl«f and damp 'Fall

Q

dampness in your clothes. Underx foot it was \mcertain with slush r.hat

.

- was slowly freezing and being covered by wet STow. T

‘As we clinbed higher and higher on =the winding st;reets that ascended °

the mountain. we: held hands. ghggi vore m:lttens. Out of breath, we

stopped to rest. o T

"Love me forever," Maggl said. "Love me or die."

1 . ' - . o~
' 8

Ic was the first time ahe d )ever untioned that word. To tell you the

‘ truth, I don't really beliei;re in it.. Love. "Yes, " I said, "of courae.

L . . o .

*° “Forever and' ever_?fi o e
"Longer. Xﬁ. \r:\ ‘ >1\, : -
. «.: o . S
,"'l‘hlt mkes me happ R
. -y \ ! ot - © : .
"1'm glad." I u!.d,. "me too."
‘Agaitfwe began to make ‘our ;my to the top of the city. > . ... . Y
P ) s [} 2 ’ Lok

.~ . ' '
N4 . ; ¢ .




"Where'd ;bu.i.gé;wato;..night, any.,.way?"
el O o

Ma éi ipke& as ve .

‘climbed..

"lm?"'
, "Juar...curious...thit‘a...all," o ‘ 5 L e

B 1 went,' 1 said taking a very deep bteath. “home. I went 'to'uy

" room. , I had to think about things. Like about us. where ve're going.

 "We're going up, aren't}wet* ’ ~ . Eoo 1
A ' . . .
"I‘gueas." . o T -

0

""You knov...I m noc...going :o...have..ababy," she said getting mo:e )

, 'I...just wanted to...see what
) . . »t '\ . .
i \_; . y%h would...do...l.thought 1{...might ptove to...you...how I :hought...
, ! -,
about you.

. and more out of hreath with every step.
R

I wanted to show...you...how much I...wanted to be...pnrt of

you."

. v PN .
. o o
B .
v . . I
v

. "It qoesn'tvratter,f I said. "I came back, didn't I? Let's not talk

. . about {it," LY _— .
. ! . . - )

~ ¢ ' - - K)

Breathless, ve walked i; ailence. As. we valked. I 1mngined our love

o

3, o affafr as a movie dcript.

Ali Mccraw and Ryan 0'Neal playing the pnttl.~~n§
: ) ¢ ‘u '\ N

!é o But it needed a gimm ck and leukenia had already been exhausted. Plpy.
0] - . A

f i | nean. ‘can you thi of a nore romantie, if debilitating diseasa.

With
N.... ®" :

“: . ) " its narveloué reniasiono and then the end. It was too bad ieukenia had

N already been used.

I would have to make do vith something like cancer of .

nmts°'”

‘the colon?  You can\t very well have Ryan 0 Neal kisu it better.

~always the way it's been with me. ' By the time ny turn comes around. the

. .- \ . . ,, . . )
. good.ideas have already been used up. e -_ : N

N : ' ' Finally -ve reached the Suunit lookodt whera, in their steamy earq, o

loverl vere parked. o : . ) Vo
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. ’The city lay before us like fallen atars,\ap harted sea of at;alled ‘

[ A

and coasting sh‘ips. I put my arm around her a together we léoked out

Voo T .

. n~ a u(: che lbghts. I felt like Bogart& holdin%a ghn on the world, daring " .,
+ ¢ - ! \ " ’
| % J . the world t.g-’make a false move.; "Qkay world "I sd@d, "you re _going over, g

« " P \ i ,4*’. B
o Co for it. And’ don' t&try anything funny or I 11 let you hgve te." TR
" '.( o "Who, ig Gpd's name, is that s‘upposed to be?" /Maggt asked, laughing, | ) :
4 ; "1 know", she sald,V'It's just.éome ﬂg me. It's that man..." -~
" "Yes," 1 said. B AT o : ARRREPCRNE
’ ‘ -.< . : 6 | N ‘ ) R
. . "W.C. 'Fields- ' ', + ! ' - ’ i . LA R o
Lo g i [ S e L R . .
3 ‘\ . - ‘ . .. "kigh’t "‘I qéaid. i o ‘ 0 ‘ . - ‘. \ . . ) ’ po T " ‘
x ‘ ‘ S S Lt . o ‘ N
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]

A nziater. ‘it's . his maguine and he' s publishing you, not the other. way

you - know he, started. that magazine all by himself?" . . ‘ L

o

Chagtet_l - . o L e
{ A L . ' i \‘ N ' )
Once reinstélled in our apartnent after Christmas, the nagging suspense

4 X

o

of Stevenaon s and Maggi's poasible “ninage" was killi\ng me, Finally 1

» 0
l 5 ’ ’
B .

asked her. .

“ "b{ag‘gi',"/‘;l./ said, hedging, "Is there anything between you and SteVenaon?"
0 \\: N l'\\ ) . s .
. Cedrie,” she corrected me, "8\1 know-his‘ name is Cedrig. He hdtes it
’ . . o ' . -\ - N , N N

when you call him by his last name. He feels that you don't like him."

v
)

&

) "Yes." I sinid, '.'i}un 1s ‘there anything “between yoix?“ ’

x
o

A coy amile came to Maggi 8 lips as ahe apptoached me . Putting'her

arms around me and grinding her hips against my thighs, she asked, "What

.

-

if there is?" =

!

"What if there 18?7 It -

"He" 8 really such & sw ) man, " nid Huggi. "And 80 tnlented. Why did

Y

ans everytbing. I mean7' what ‘about us?"

(3"Big deaL., " I .said. "xe ‘s a chicken shit maéazide.‘"’

¢

"Take a flying fuck at: the moon, why cfon t you." Maggi aa:ld. nearly
spi&bing with rage. "Chicken Shit qgazine,"\ she repeated, letting go of

and throwing‘\skegelf onto a chaif. “Let s just }gnenber one thing

around.” N N ‘ . . ~

4 [N . ~\;,, T t ’ Y ) ) . . _"‘d )
" “Granted,” I said, "but hels a c:‘eep." _ C S

. 4. /

"He s a very aensitive 'fr» " Maggi uid. "Mnybe you don t know him au ‘
well as I do. I think\lle/’/'do;ng a vety noble thing. Do you know that

he ;ould have been’ the Alunimm slding king of the world if he d lia:en;d

«

P o , . e . R R .
. - . . '.' . ; . e ’ ’

Vu - . N “/‘, r. '» ) , _,. .\‘-.<’ i LV :l '/“‘




a

. Stevenson came to the door wearing a green visor Qver iih eyes and a

~ yourself at home," he said. "Take the chair."?" . i :
e R " ‘ )
4 ] , ' . R EE L
\ “I'm not going to stay long," I told him. "I just want to know one IR
thing." : o . I o LA

. -life, You were irejry generous to me, t

A & S T .

* s 6 ,l toe .. . »
to his father and taken over the busineskl?“ o _ .
"Okay, I'm i;:xpfeésed," I said. "“But yhat"about jou? What about me? ' . ;"
- What about us?" ‘ v | o : Co . _ " . .
"What sbout Stevenson," she askéd, "If you.cut him does he not bleed?” . ° .
. i N > : .

-

.t .
v . K

"He's,not even Jewish."

"It “comes to the same thing. lle says that every;handicabped man- is n_' .

Jew. ‘It's more than skin deep."” LT . v C < I

o v 1

"You couldn't do this to me, could you?" - ' o

. - ' : - ¢ T C
0 - - . . . LY
. .\v

"Why," Maggi asked, opening her eyes wide, "not?" /

It was then I decided I was going to pay Stevenson a'visit. One way or, , -. B

\ g

another I was going to get to the bottom of this, ' | " ‘

, H-
| . . . i B
. . * < .

\

) - pencil tuck'éd behind .his ear, On the floor behfnd him.there were p‘.apers
" ‘ oot . - . . - ' -
e(rerywhere. ‘

° ¥

> "Come in,”" said ’Stevéns;m‘qiways'got time for a friend. "Make . . .°

h

. "0f course I Kad a good tim,'f' he said. "In. fact I had ‘éhe time of my

aking me with ybu and all.”
) ) .

_f'ﬁ'nybe too gé'néfoqs." ‘ . T e ‘ L _
"There's no such thing,” said Steyenson, shaking a little more ‘than he




R usually did, "People've got to stick together in this world. Ever séen '
* . . - & . .

"

.monkeys in a thundef storm?"
: : ‘ A

Monkeys in a thunder storm? Was he following fg my ‘footsteps? "Itfa‘_

. b S '
about Maggi," I said, '"You seem to have hit it off very well togetheg."

“Yes," Stevenson admitted, "It's something I've noticed myself. It's

’\‘ . \

my chutzpah., My charisma. Something seems to click when I meet women."
"Yes," I'said; "Welg as far as Maégi goes, éhe'g private. . Keép your

.~ . hands off." ‘. |

oo

‘ ) '“Don't you think that's for Hnggi'to decide?" g . o
‘ - 0 B

"Look,“ I sald taking him by the ghirt and nearly lifting him off. che_’

ground, "I mean it. Stay away or you»ll be selling pencils instead of

N N

pushing them."

o

"It takes a small kap to hit a cripple,” said Stevenson, "but of course ¢

1'11 stay away. Thefe's nothing 1 wouldn't do for you,' Even if it broke

my heart. I'd do anything for a friq?d like you." ..

- . " "I.appreciate it," I said a little bit ashamed of m& sﬁow‘d"sttengtﬁl\

o

. i " “We'll see you at the 'Creativity' class,” T

"wOulén't miss it for the worl¢." said Stevenson.

|

\ ‘ '

1 .
-
f .

.+ "I hope you are all busy creating, %'said Hark éalling our meeting to

order. "If yod don't work then there's noihing'to talk about."

; "I m thinking of wtiting an, opara," aaid Mrs. Finster 8 friends "b“t

I can't write music. 1Is there some kind of a hahdbo?k I could get .

[N e

h}, ‘ gomevhers?" - e



L)

\

-

" interesting?""

\ noﬁel about the 1nf1uence'o£ the Mafia on Tree Surgery.” - .

[

C Heroces, Hhat makes. thcu? Is it the man who savea S R

-

{\. " . ‘ ' A . i .
Hark told her he would look into it. "Has anyone else got an iron of

any kind in the fire?" There was a generally quizzical atmospliere in the

. . \ . .
room. Irons in the fire? "I mean, are any of you involved with anything - . 1
o - ' ) ‘ '

n

"“The next edition of Fair Shakes should be on the street by next week," ! ’ g

'said Stevenson. "I'm happy to” announce, with two new ccntributors. ‘We're I B

publishing part of a £11m _script--we've got high hopes fqr it too and hope
to raise the money to produce it onrge;vea. It'1l be*our first production..
And -we've also got a "How-to' a.gticle by our very pretty classmate, Jul‘ie. a
It;s a step-dy-step exposition on how to hang wallpaper with one hand, a'
pq?tiéularly helpfui thing for our unfortunate onefhénded brothers."‘

1
A

"Very noble," said Harg;

.

Julie préw me a kiss and then did the same to Stevensonm,

"Tonight," said Hark, taking notes fron his brief case, "is a very o

special nighc. Tonight George Blackburn 19 going to read to us from his
;\ . ’*,

+

>

. 4 b "
'"The first draft," said Blackburn.

1

L

o
)

"And'affef,"~ﬂhrk continued, VIfene Finster has offered.tb show us

<

‘slides of her family, photographs--t' told--which are very creative and

~

. * v .
’ . . . M . . . . i
e . L. . o
. > : [ . !
. *
..

‘ Blnckburn rose to his feet and fumbled with his fgy ﬁages. He.began

agt;stic.

to read ‘ ) \

M

your child from the burning building; the mad who wins

your wargs or yet agsin, the tne who wins your hearts \

on the silver screen? Perhaps we look further than we . .

need for our heroes! Look around you. What do you ’ : e
" see? I1'll tell you what you see. You see well-kept

' '.. ot . T a
’ - Vo
PRI




-82~
' ‘lawﬁs, you see nicely trimmed bushes and you seé high-

.ways kept free and clear of tall trees ‘that have been
felled by thunder and wind.- ’ \

Yes, I'm thiking about the tree surgeon. Where would
America be without him? . . %

‘Thoq>150bié advenfurers who first came to this vast, . ’
nearly deserted continent several centuries ago, now,- éﬁﬁ3
saw a dream. Their dream was to keep nature in check: ﬁﬁ°
to use it and not in turn be uséd, Today the tree .
surgeon keeps on- the tradition.. o LT

"Cutting down a tree, why that's child's play,” you . .
probably say to yourself when you see a tree surgeon’ . . R
at work. ‘But-is 1it? Is there more to it than meets .o
the eye?.| You bet there is., How do you know which way ' h
.the tree will fall? How do you knoWw what to prune and
" when? These complex questions are ones that the aver-
age tree gurgeon has to deal with every day, weather - R )
‘permitting. A heavy burden, you say. You bet it is. . . .
And ore that the tree surgeon shoulders gladly. ' '

, « . .
If nature and the elements were the only concerns of’ .
the tree surgeon, then his burden might only §e one. >
reserved for the superhuman or near superhuman. But | .
alas, in recent years the tree surgery industry hae .
been largely-contrplled by a small minority of . by
"Business-men" who stop at nothing for the almighty TN,

- dollar. To stay independent today‘ it doesn' t take-a : T

‘ superman, it takes a god.

H

"Very pfomising." said Rark, "you had my attention right fromjthe . . .

beginning."

"1 pgeaqgé." gaid Stevenson, “that you're going to have some charac—
ters in.th;s story."

. . ' - p
_Blackbuin said yes. '

"Well I'm pleased to say that if you make your uain character into a

'puravlegic. there might just be a place for this book 1n Fait Shakes.

We'll serialize it." ‘ A (",. .




. 7

>

o ' h L) : .. ‘ .
As usual I went‘to’Julie'a after ciaas. She- sat me in the e_‘asf—ch'air

.* she seemed to reserve for me and went to get the wine. "I've got to be

.

_the luckiest girl in the whole world," she called to me. "There's art

all around me. I'm sutroundied_by talent and by greai ‘men. "Writers and -

editors. teachers, film-mkera. I'm‘ under the 1n£1uenc§ o’f\aﬂ and 1

K

kiow I just couldn t liva without it.”

"T'm g},ad you're so hamey with yout life," 1 said. "It mikes one of
us," ? . ) |

. ~
<

' "You forget that you're a great man. . You're not supposed to be happy. , -

You'ra subposgd to suffer, to be.,,tormented.”

. .
N . . -

'

‘It was of no consolation: why be miserable when 1 knew there was .
nothing gteat“gbout me. I kpew that the vwhole thing was a sham. :
D » - b
"A lot of. preatr arti'stl, st to niake the world bearable; have to

-

> either drink or carouse or take drugs. H,.G. Wells had to have it at le?t

a couple of times a day. A-~Re vas notorious, I'm a 11tt1e like him, S

told her,

"Had to have what?" \ '

o

- A vomhn," 'I\told her, caiculating.. "Y"ou see’ 1:*:C1eaaes the energiea

80 the artist ‘can be_free to practice his art without'a lot of t;enaion

.‘buildi,ng up :Lnside hiu. Co ~‘ S L )

.
, ' . )
- . L. N !

"I understand,” she said. "It must be very hatd for yciu'.. You n\m‘t’.fm,
- going through hell." . L oo L \
" 2"Yes, a 1iving hell," I told her, pulling her.onto my knee and ciddling.

. her, "All t.'his tension.”
» ‘q /"‘




- . ,‘ . i ‘ . , v . . ; \
"It's only natural,” she said, wide eyed. ''You have more to think
. ) ‘ . b ' .

,‘

B

about so you have to get your mind off it mort." ,

¥

“Exactly," I said, "&ou understand the artist pgrf,ectly-;" Undetlher
. V R . ' ‘ \ . .
~ ‘\be‘kasant's blouse, I cupped her breast, paying special ‘attention to her |

. ‘long and hard pointed nipple which pushed between my index and middle’

finger. ’

<

. "I think tiis could be the :b.eginn'ing of something beautiful,’”.she nid.
s’ ) N ) : Y .
- arching her pack. ° : o .

r

]
) . N [

_ Monkeys should. thank God for thunder storms, I thought to myself. &

o ‘ . B
f . v

\ ’
A . :

. ' ) \ ’ L » v




_Chap ter 8 -

“

. "A man called," said Maggi as 1 came in the door. ‘"He wants syou ‘to

\
call back." She gave me the number. "He didn t leave a name."

1 dialed the exchange and- introduced myself to the vbice at the other

cend. "Hark Jones,” said the voi%e. 1ntroduc:tng Ltgelf. As m the herald

Qs

angels sing, "I was wondering if I.could meer privately with you'!"

“About vhat,", 1 asked.

@

"It's personal and T1'd rather not talk over the phone. ;-Could I meet

. . ‘ :
you tomorrow.around cocktail hour at my place.”

"0f course,” I said, jotting down the address and ringing off.

"That ‘was my 'Creativity' teacher,” I told Maggi, " "He wants to talk

to me tomorrow night. I wonder what he could want?"

~.qqayt_:e," said 'Mﬁg'gi'\_aéidly. “he!s on the nominating comittee for the

P )

) .
‘twit of the year contest.”..

% v
"J‘ ‘ - A ST -~y
when Hark Jones greeted me at the door of hia not quite dingy yet ‘not

quite tespectable flat, I had to complel:ely teuuu ny opinion of him.

Looking not 8o portly as well—fed, }hutried me out of the cold md 1nto

o 3

the flat that, although it looked to be 1n a state of renovation, was

(waru and nic.ely furnlshed.

Perhaps 1'd been \mfai.:'r 1f I'd previously t.‘hought of him as an eaily

]

‘middle-aged man who' was cul_.ﬁivating his physique as an excuse EQ dying

* young, now in his eiement. he struck me as-one who was livin_g 1ife to ;the,

limit. It was not sloth so much as a robust .good“hﬂe.alth. that E.ha‘r‘aeteriied,




his countenance. o . . : : : v

Looking nothing short of spiffy in an ascot and a smoking jackét,b he .

; removed -sone bobks off a straight-backed chalr, kicked some olJ paint
covered newspapers away and said, M think ve can. help each other; this
s ; « o

-

seemed like a good time to get \acquainted." SR . ’ .

' N "I guess so," 1 said, intinidated, “but ,h‘o;i‘ <can I help you?"
A\ T "You're making a film with Stevenson, right?" . SR
"That remains to ‘be'seen'." . ' :

/ ' X
' “Exactly. I t:h:lnk we can help each other 'so that nomeday it \;111 be

- - \

seen. ‘ . ’ ' . . . o

"Before you Bet the wrong impresaion," 1 said, vishing to be honest for

the first time in a while, "th:l.ngs are really very much in the planning

atages., Stevgnson, as you must know, is alwayn talking through his hat." o

[ . >

= S
“Don't underestimate the man. He 18 a legitimate publisher despite his

debilitating nroblems." — . +

"Stevenson 18" a* fart.,” ' S (
‘"Exactly,” said Ha‘;('k, nltering ‘his. stand.‘ "so why do we need' him? We'll.
.8plit everything two .ways.. Hith my eontacto and experience and your 1deas L )
. - -we'll get the world on fire." o R B )
. - o N 7 .
"But what: abogt Stevenson, ‘doq'; ve zwe hin s?:hing?" £ o

"As you: said." Hark said, sitting down for the first time and crossing L

-

his pudgy legs, "5cevenson is 1 fart. You don't need him: you have me, \ o

I have e erience, 1 ave e uipment' 1 have ,contacts and E[ m an actoz‘
xp
. : . " \ ~

[ N

R "S_o? Everyone's an actor." . ) ' )

. . « , 3]

* P ) . .
' ' : o ~
¥ “ . N N . e

. ' \ ‘ ; !' ,*/‘-7 v, . " '(".,‘,‘ .‘ I . ('.,ﬁ ‘{ i




o~ , ' Y
. o

"No, I mean I m an actor,"” he said risiﬁg ‘and patting his cratch.

"I've got credits, You've no doubt heard of ‘Came Like the Wind' the

~

story of the girl who was a breéze." .
. \ "

"Maybe indirectly," I said, not wanting to seem ignorant of contempo-
\ /. ’ - °

rary cinema. . ‘ - < .
. \ - . . I3 AL
- o - o

"It"s the honegst to God ‘truth," said Hark eamestly.' "I was the '

brains and the driving force behind t:hat film.‘ PeSple laugh," he’ said.

imagining that we 'were noy allies. ""I‘hey think that pomo is a joke.

o . _,zhey think that it: 8 only made°by people out for a. fast buhnut they

v

never’ really see that it's the best way for the guy just- atarting out t;o '

get experience and make his name. Besides. it is creative, And cte-

ativity is all that separates us .from ‘the lower .animals,"

"1 suppose fou'te fight."

"of course I'm 'dghr.‘," he said, "old Harky w0u1d never steer you wrong.

. But here I've got to uake a confegsion.” He put his handw in tlae attitude. .
of ‘one who is about to start praying and b‘lushed coyly, "I've actually

never got it on with a horse before." He winked at me and elbowed- the

alr beside him.” . ' : @

¢, "Wmild you cut it Qut," I snd looung away: "I éet tﬁé picture";' - “‘&

. S L never got it on’ with a horse,”" he continued, "but I've had some

i e'xperiences thac come pretty close. Would you believe a friend once
yigged up this machine with _an old 1awnmowe4r engins..." .

'
/

"The story isn't really abo_et:‘a horeg that gives blow jobs. It vas

-only a joke. We're working en something differen: now. " . . -

i oy e



"Sure. Sure; Of course. Refining it is the name of the game.

«

Nothing is firm yet. That's the way it should be.”
N j,:u , N '
!We don't even have the equipment.”

"I told you," said Hark perhaps a trifle impatiently, "that you vere

[}

in good hands. ‘I‘ake my.vord fox" it. Don't .iorty about a thing. I've,

goc everything but a tripod. Getting out of chait, he went to a small

cupboatd frou whbch he took a cardboard box. ‘"He presented me with a super-

[

‘elght movie camera that had seen better days. "vae got a tape recorder

" too," he said. "We could do the sound rf;er and synchronize it."

"We'll see." © . .'

"Yes," he said. 'We should talk it over dinner tomorrow night. Here.
: P . R ' . ' '
I insist. Bring a friend if you want,"
: . . ¢
"This is a serious venture,” I said, "I'll have to think about it.'
Jo) . © . | L : .
"Time is of the essence," sgid Hark. "There is nothing more serious

than creativiti. \No_thing." . , ' R

X
L}

v

Ie was then thet: the 111usion of being a wr:lta:er"and film—mke{‘ tool; on
a rmewed and tevitalized inportance. It was the illusion.I needed to
give my life meaning. ':would join Stevenson, join Rark, Join Julie (yes)
.in the crazy world of illusions. I would use Hﬂu and 1 would use him
\qell.. Sure my lige bonld'be a lie. But it might just be f\m and it mlght
just work. If you can' ; fool nll of the, people all of the time. then the

L3
s

as I did, I realized it fell well within the realm of possibility. -

o .

5

corollary to that is 'tha_t some can indeed be fooled. . Knowing sone-qf these .




g ".
\

s

. say anything impottant?"

' things. in general with me and saved the gas'?".

" the moon." B A ' v

© ,/\ <

when I got hqme,‘MAggi vas waiting for me at the door. "What vas 1t?"

« she asked bluntly.

"Nothing much," I said.

"Nothing much," said Maggi‘ th\.rouing her arms into the air, , "He's your

fucftﬁlg teacher.”

. Truer words were never spoken. "We talked about a;‘/qt of things,, I

told her. We talked aboyt art in gengral." - L S 4 .

LR ’ ) v ! ‘
“He di.dn t say anything about financing it or selling it. He didp't

v
-
\ f

"He's not that type of person. We talked about things ;ﬁ geﬁeral. o

Don't worry, everything's under control."
*. "Shithead, oh Shiihead, don't you think you could’ve talked about

"%

‘

.

"You know 1've: got this theory about women," I said, initat:ing Bogatt
u,l‘)est I could. "A woman should be small enough to fit in a mn 's pocket.
That ﬁy whan he's in the mood to see her he conld put her in the ‘palmof

his hand, let her daance and unilé-—uybe‘even speak sometimes—-and then

«

vhen she goes'too far; he can throQ her back into his pocket, " /

-

"Do me a fw&ur," Maggi s\ié, walking away, "go tak._e a flying fuck at

"

N i

: "Look," I said, toliowipg hci". "yhat I mean is that this script is my
wb‘u'c;lneas. If I'm going to do it, I'm go ng to do it alone.

em
M

""Kiss this," said Maggi patting her. butt. y |
. ‘ . - - . - . R . e N .\h
“If you know so“much about it," { 1 aaked, genninely angty, "then why

%

s ' " \
. e s
Lo . -3 o . ‘.
R . . - R o




T T i
-90- N
4 A S
\ N \ ..._):1 i
: ’ : d,dq'i: yous do {t?" Co ' ) o ' o /
; . /¢ . f ‘ " ]
K ) "A good t’tdestion." said Magygi, "a very/,‘goo‘d quéstiox;. ,Le't”'s' remembér'
that 1.never said I was a writer. I never f;said 1 was writing a dumb film

script about some ass-hole 1 knew vhen I vas a kid. Mike. Christ, . You"re'

-

both ass-holes. And if you ask me, you're as much a fraud as he was, )
You're a phoney, if you ask me. There's né script now. and there's neirer

going to be a sc:.’ip‘t. You re trying to fool the world and it's not. wotk—o

!
3

ing.' You can't fool all of the people.” - o - ' .

"You re wrong," 1 said clench:lng my teeth, "ydu re dead wrong.'"

P agae SV ’
- o

stared into her eyes fgr vhat seeme? 1ike several minutes be,fore 1 rgpl- )
. ¢ Al . e
:I.zed‘I was squeezing her arm. Fi‘nth I releaséd her.

\
f

"If you want' to kill me." she said. holding the *injured limb "you

“could choose a mote pai.ﬁleas way. It a just; like you t:o htq,ak every bone

7

N . 19 oy body. \
- . , ) . \ !

Maggi ignored me till I left the room, \‘~.\Taking my coat, 1 left the

» ¢ ‘ \
apartment. , - . . ) L .

. Since it was too cold outside for a long walk, T made‘my way to the
' ' . R . : . , i _ . ‘.‘\ . . . P —
) .+ usual retreat.: Julie's. - - s

' ‘ \
N\

T Juf;e ‘was just the kind of gLrl ﬁike ‘uould ve appt‘o(ed \qf. "'mete v,
.« should be laws about cunts lik& that." Mike would ve said. "You look at’

: ', her aideways and you've got a hard-—on, fact-to—face and you@ off. ‘iou

1

know you're ﬁ;ing over there so you tie your cock to your leg. Jugc ’
2 e

. “ thinking about her, you're doing the goose\-\{ep and everyone thi{uki“?m"i‘e

. oo
r 4 . ° ‘ @ e
N lei [ ! ! .I '_ N . \‘-w»— v-,.:"v‘f‘((

- v ) ."‘




PRV . . ) *
company." | % R . ]
. . P . [ ¥ N -
I don't need ‘to stay," I said more disappointed that she could have o
a0 A : W
g 1mag11ne‘d.'» S . - .
. , . 1 L (‘D

:’ N N . ‘ ' B v
led to‘m}‘self as I rang her buzzer: . I climbed the few smll
. N\ oo A
. stairs tg her apartment to find her appea]iing as always- in a sensuously

sh_eer sil& robe. f‘Oh,“ she: said, "It nasn t‘_expegting you.

" she saild, ALl love to hive yéu visit." o '
o : - ’

I entered to find Stevenson, sitting in. ~the lazy—boy, reading an N
- _ o .

illustrated copy of the Kama Sut:r:\a. In my 1azy-boy.

, "But of course,

. BN .
-\ .

A "Surpriae, " said Stevenson, hopping out of thea éh’dir like a jac.k-in- “ ; o
Vo4 ~ . ,
the-box. . < _ ~ : i S o .
"Yes," I said, '~1it cert:ainly is." : < : . ‘ .

™~ T & ' ' " - M * LI

Julie went to get me a glass of wihe which 1 chugged down as quickly )

4
h\s I could. I couldn't stand the thou%ht of Stevenson and Julie together.

’

v
JZrlr)off son~o f-a—bitch% ‘

Iy " » L
. .

",An‘rhi"besides, I thought the‘ begt thing nedld be>to let fier get him ou% ,
of her system. It‘rwouldn t take her long, would it 2 to see, that"he vas a

R ’

miqerable ass-licking fool? And a shaking, fmn‘bnng, palsied one ‘at that.




Chapter 9 o T ' o

Outside Julie s, I began to have secqu thoughts about ny plan of
action, plnnu of 1nuction. Certainly it waqn tLthe way Mike would' s

-~

\ .
handled 1it. He:wih never=the one ,to be bullied, never the one at a ;oaa&

~

' ‘
'“pa how to treat a woman. If nothing else, he asserted himself,

~

’

’ TN .
In my memory, reality and illusion meet: "the same imagea recur 50’

many' times that they are finally believed it's like repeating the same
~\\ 4

lies oeLso many occasions that, at least subjectively,/they become the . |

mn:h. . o ~ . v

o, .
I remeﬁber Miha that Sunner, not as thé cocky bronzed teenaged athlete
\ e

that he was, but as ‘a synthesis of Sam Spadc. Duke Mantee, d—dog Earl

_and ganablanca s Rick. Although the performance was superficially good,

I see now, howeéer,‘that Mike was ouly aping. He saw the externals of the
chlracters but knew nothing of their hearcs ndr of their notives. They

-
uere tough because they were tough It had nothing to do with class;

e

nothing to do with tight or vrong. ° : - <

Despite myself, { see Sidney Greenstreet superimpédsed on iy'charapter"g

.and physique. - . s,

w

In the scenario, I cast two othersfh

Joel. PetertLorre‘péfhaps. Ais future as a professor already wapped

\

"but by .too much squinting on his chubby cherub face.

And Liz Scott, The nane'is‘ciuply a'coincidenﬁe. Sﬁe 1s the girl every

. sixteen year old boy dreams of meeting: an only child of working parents,

N -
]




oA N . o

with a-swiqping\pool and®® chest that's inordinately large, .\
o : . “/ : . . ' - ' l

Tﬁat summer the'poo; in Liz' back yard is a movie set on which, the
. i v ‘ -~ . S AN
) players wander 4n and off, .the action often conveniently staged off-camera,

7! ‘

Thefe, off the aet,:Mike has/iectured‘more than once: " "If you guys wait
around for her to put out, you're going to be thcking off for the rest of .
. " ) ) . ,
your livqs: DOn'; you see she's ‘a ballcutter, a cockteaser from the word’
go. God damn her, we've got to show her Jﬁo's got ‘the. balls around here
and who's going to keepjthem. Don't you see." ‘
) \ N oL o
~\Wg\gien't‘;}a11y. ‘ R e I
. , \\,— ,\‘» . "" .

A

S
~

" Immersed in thé-b;db pool watér‘to ccol and swim; his glasses le?:
N o L .‘\ . '.
. behind; Joel sees nothing. With Mike, I've gone for cokes. "Liz makes her '

5 ' * £ . ’
exit upstairs to her%bedroom picture window overlooking the pool.

JI'thiﬁk I'm going'tb stop wearing the stupid top of this bathingasuit.

After all, what's the point. I mean do you think I look indecent like this?"
. N . . . I3
4 . 9 'i . N /

1

she agks standing in the window.

y S > * . )
‘Squinting for all he's worth,\Joel can only make out shadows, like a

- 3

‘swimmer yndervater: everything is bright yet indistinct,

» "Of.course," she says, savouring’the implications; "maybe wi;hout'yokfﬂﬁ _
Z ; : . , o

glasses you can't say. "I know it's asking 2 lot but do you think you %guid:

N : \

do me a favour and comé up here before the others get back. I trust your

.

. opinion."

Stuﬁgling,'jbel tears up the stairs only to find her sit;ing'on the bed,

\» in a thhir;.‘winding the bottom édgg around her finger. . N{ IR

'




‘.eyes, "But then why did you come up?ﬁ she asks.
1

"You knew didn't you. Did you reaiiy think I'd taken off my top?"

“Who me? Of'couiae‘qpt," Joelrhdys trying to laugh, tryiné to pretend
they had both authored the little jake. ﬁAnwaf what différence would it

make to me?" - . . ‘ -
{ »

"I kiow it wouldn't- make any-diffetence/td you, Ii was just a joke,"

. shé says. She forms a small "0 with her mouth so that it matches her

*

b

. "Idiots," Mike tellk us after, "you're all fucking retarded idiots.

Shé wants your balls for a key‘éhain when‘her old man gets her that car

she s always talking about. She wants our balls. The diffcrence -between
{

you and me 1is that she's not going to Eet mine. Yours. you 're offering

5

.onfa silver platter.” o ' .

(£

f . .\ [
July '16, 1969 we watch the launching of the rocket. - On television

ve heaf the American president broclaiﬁ the twentieih a hoiiday'for our
N I . - i - ) N i

southern neighbours. '

“While we're swimming:we move the T.V. onto the patio where we can

' watceh it. from the pool. It is fine for everybne but'Joel who must

‘retrieve his glaqgea and Wear'them in the ﬁater.. When he remembers ;6,

Mike splashes himyqs best he can. Joel endures in silence,

+

Mesmerized we watch the 1mages and voices of Cronkite, Nixon, and

£

others. Scientisxs, astronauts and wives of astronnuta.

“"The Boment where man first aeis foot on & quy ather than earth,”

Ty , ° . 2y

o 3w !
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eays the American president, "will stand through the: centuries as one
, supreme in human experienca and profound in its meaning for generations
to come. In past ages, e;ploration was d lonely enterprise. But today
A with” th miracles of space communication even across the vast lunar dis-

"tance, television brings the noment of d&;coVery into our homes and makes

us all participants.”
-Gratuitously, one of us says, "Amaeing when youkqpink of\it.f

""Who wants to.thihk about it,"” Mike scolds more rhan asks. "'Who renlly
gives a shit if they walk on the\moon or the water, or if they can shoot

off their knobs with no hands." ' ’ ‘ .

"As the astronauts go where man has never gone, as they ettempt what
man has never tried, we on eurth want as one people, to be both with them

in spirit to share the glory and wonder and to support them with prayers

Pl

?that all will ga well.” ‘ R

"Don't fucking hold your breath, Dickey Boy," says Mike.
\

- "Can you believe there are six hundredundllion watching chis?" Joel

R aska. “Six hundred,million people'"

-
» .

“ngix huhdted-mill%on,ndnus one," Mike tells hiu, swimming off to the

e ¢

pooizs deep end. . o . '

3
o

. " ™ou know, I”Ehink alowly Liz is trying to kill us," Mike says. - B
" Jeegus 1f ehe bends down one more time to pick up a towel. the way she does,
I swear I'm going to’ let her have it fron behind, right there. Like the

& . other gpy sieting on the patio. As i ahe didn't realize. ﬂer legs vere

N a
8

W




3

spread so wide thet every ti‘% she opened her mouth, between hér: legs it

‘was like looid.ng ag the light at the end of the tunnel."
P '

. ‘.‘e\ o i Q .‘ . " ‘ T - . h
July 20, 1969 falls in the middle of the summer's most sweltering heat
. . P “ -’ \ . . . -

wave., ﬁy nightfall the heat has not abated and ‘the patio is still too

hot for bare feet. Overhead there {s no wind, noti even. a breeze bétween
" the water and the stars that f’t‘amg *the.near‘ly full moon. There, on the
" . L N

‘ E \ .
moon, all eyes are--at least metaphorically——fixed.

- .The television is set to be watched - from the pool. Around us in the.
blackness, the water circulates, giving us the sensation of brotherhood,

€

all ‘four of ug, floating in the same lllumina;ed and gently jogginé womb .

The television flashes simulations } .the moon walk -and films of .

_previous missions. .
) L. . . N - -

- . History, like an unfurling flag of ‘sta‘rs‘ and ‘styipes moves tfo a climax .,

before us. . >

4

“You know," Mike says ‘from the wa'ter,f'i don't know how anybne could save !

me if 1 started. to drown. I'm sure 1'd drag them down wvith me. It's the

1Y

kind of thing I have rotten nights over,"
| - < /
1

N .
I imagine L:Lz saying something like, "Anytime you need me just whiﬁtle.
You know how to whistle don’t you? You just put your lips %ogether—-and

In time to some imginary uusic Mike' paddles his vay to the pool s

S

deeper water.

blow, " * A

He :hrashes in, the water to-the aame beat, Water ripples

'
~

- 7

9

s

away from him as t,hough fish as jumped more than once in the same spot.»*‘
. - . w . . S s . ’

’ . 4
. EEN N
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oot

, - again he sinks below, . o ( ' : ' : .

. ’S'{dming to a quiéker melody than }'Iike's, Liz makes her way to his

Yoo

¥

- . ' .
B : :

) . '
\

Arms extende.d skyward turning spirals over his head he calls out for -

aid. "Hey Help." “ His head goes under and he surfaces coughing. Once

s e v 1 =g n-?,'u'-],

. , e o g Ve _r‘ PO [
side. She laugis at lﬁa ne;rly comlic c¢ontortions.,

¥

"Take it easy, . Precious, she a\aays, mocl;irf;k Mike's méﬁ;le{. "'Hélp is

*

. »
-

on ‘the vay. “Two can play at chis.gg'me.“' ‘ .

Mike ‘f\al'f spurts, l;alf spits a jet of water ifto her face, blinding he'r
for an, instang. He goes down for the graditional third. ¢

As Mike surfaces, Liz lunges at him from behind. But he sinks ‘nto

deeper water and eludes her embrace. On the.‘ bottom he thrusts hatd and B § <
.rises quickly, butting her'in the chest. \@
"That hurt." ) . ,
. ., i ' . N RN . N L. B
"Sorry,; he. gays taking a minute out from 'play. "It was an acéident.” ° IR B

h

[N

'Mi_ke floats ,face down now, his légs flaying Qildly', sur,fdéing only

en his lungs demand it. As if by accident, his foot grazes Liz' crotch.. .

4 8 3 xcel , Br: < . . N

A ' . . : . R L

,nplig.u M ' ‘ ’ x_‘ . * R . .
o roo

s

" Mike sinks again "to the bottom, pushes off and comes up behind het.

He g;abs onto her ahoulders &m holds on tight.

o

"Are you. going to do something wild and unpredictable, she asks him

' A ' .7 . N o ’ "‘.d'":
urcascically. o ‘ ' ‘ o e ) Cat
e In the' instant between .breathing and diving Mike tells her: "I.won'(x o

~

play che .8ap for you. Precious. _ He dragi her undet as- she tries to

: pteak free. Mike s left hand slips off her ahoulder and cups her breaat. ]
’ . * . f N t . B ’,"

“' . . ‘ i C
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. ‘ 4
[} . ’

.

b'l‘oo"preoccupied with his har;d. Lii fails to no\ti..ce the’ strap Mas -
fallen from her other shoulder. Mike's hand catches the strap aiid puilé .

. .Y .
down. % hard pubescent n,;l.ppl'e slips unnoticed from behind-the suit.

-

Mike squeezes it hard enough with his other hand’ that she begins to fight

L4

)

in earnest. Kj:cking and elbowing as best she can, shé- tries to ‘remove

- him from her back. But she 1is i{n a weéker posigion and has already taken" S

too much water through the nose. Everythin:g,fails‘. *

s

. R Loy ) ' . : .
She notices her breast-poking out of her bathing suit ltke a small

child peekir{g from behind her mother's not quite full enough skirt. “Now T

you've had your little joke, tell' me about it."

|

"You tell-me. .I thought I was going to get saved." : . ‘ -
. ' N
" "Eat shit."” - . ‘ . ’.
Again they go down. i T ) s SR

~ s
: . 1

Mﬂce has deVeléped an erection and pushes it against her backsidg..

. »
t

. “Feel my funny bone," he says, - .

. P v ‘ ©
"Pig." - Lo -
. . . :\w’,_’ B
A

° < » LR

. ;Y) , . , ‘{
Freely, Mike fondles both her breasts, meaning busineas.

"Feel’ my'

funny bone." '

) . U Y
” e B
.

w1tix the pald of his hand Mikg caresses her c;rotch and i:hen-slips his

i ¥

hand inside the pants. . ~ N e ' ,‘: I = -
"What are you trying to, prove. You're hurtirg me." , She.tries to.spit. Tt
in his face. ) r ' . . .
N . . ~
“Is it my funny bone?" . : N et roo
N

"You're a bastard."

A : ' T I . N




I

“.you're a good man."

“I'11 have some rotten nights but I'1l get over it,"
N \ . ] , . . > .

"‘He 18 pressed as hard as. he can into her butt. They have drifted and

@d their way into the shallower water now and stand on the bottom, . ' > -

Mike Béngs onto her, piggy back filéhion. “Finally he allows h_ér to free

L]
- ’ ‘e

a'hégﬂlapd put the ‘top'of her suit in place.

AN

"You want,to make it two out of three?" . . ' : ' .8

"~ She veepq and tries to spit at him but lacks the breath. -

"You' re good, you know," Mike.tells her, "you're very- good. Siater

¢

R : ,
Han has landeﬂ/on the moon. Soon the ‘astronauts will take ‘their first -~

*

‘steps. ‘We gwin, Miloe practices svimming between our legs underwater,
his path too shallow by an inch to negotiate Liz s crotch without grazing

it slightly, = - - S . , _’
Our elbows 'propping us up on the pool side, we watch the T.V. on the-

patio. No one dares .even‘to splésh Joel"s 'glasses.
Joel tells us that the six lmﬂdregL million peop}e who are wptch‘lng mhke '
. € & r v
up. almost a fifth of all the people in the world. .
‘ A . . ¢ ) . - ) \7;'
-, Mike says:they should get it ‘over“‘\‘vith because they' ve b_eeﬁ-t king’
2 R Lt ‘ . o . 4 . . ~
ahout it for what seems to be a hundred years and they've been si ting on

. - e o~ . . .
the moon now for six hours'withoutvany action that anyone can }e . He

-

. L . . . . A
says, "I mean would you go to a movie where noth¥hg happened for six hours."

."rhé waéer 1s re;La.xingJ as it moves through the filte't( rcareui‘ng'o'u‘r .

‘bodisa. | . o st e L
A . “x‘; . ‘ N ' . . . M ! . . . ‘ . . ./. .
] .

L . Do .. .
" Neil Armstrong flnaliy emerges ftomy the Eagle. Slwly"hg begins to

AU




Yo

4

-descend ‘moonwargl.a ‘It\ {s nearly eleven oclock and he is}abéut to step on .

i -

-“

- the éurfacg 6f‘ the’ moon. . S
“ . . b . i R . . k\. v
"He's. going to walk on the moon," says-Joel. ooero
"I've got: eyes," Mike tells him. i . ’

" any attention. o ' R e

AY
NG

UI:'m gaing to step off the LM," Armst;\ron'g tells us. “'That's org\sﬁnail

-

-t

step ﬁprj man, one glant leap for mankind."

, - ‘ R .

¢ Joel _applauds.. o - e
+ « "Shit," says Mike, "I wonder if he rehearsed that line,"
- We watch as Armstrong begins to collect samples of moon rock.

a LN

"quk,;' says Mike, €an you beat that. He's using a buttétfly geg}

‘ You'd 'th‘:ll,ﬂnk\ with all the money they've. spent on phis‘theyl'cou}d give him

) , ) .,
something better thanh a butterfly net.”"” '» | h - '
. . o \ . &

From Armstrong's camera we watéh\Aldfin descend the -ladder. With small.

hops and’ jumps they move across the moonscape. The horizon seems un-

naturally ¢lose. -
"I wonder how you, pick your nose wearing a suit like that,” Mike, asks.

»
) a

But we are too concerned with the drama unfbldipg before us to, pay him. . *

3

N ' v T e . .Y p_‘

gOne elbow on the edge of the pbol », Mike has har'dly ’glancéd at the
television' set.. Instead he stares into Liz' eyes, when she does nq\t-"airerth

4 I

- them, and prpbe\s;the ample s‘:ont'c')prs' of. hve\r buttocks with his free hand.

She grits her ‘teeth but says nothing. . 4

- "

3

"Are you going to do something wild and umpredictable?" Mikg whispéts‘ .

-

into her ear. He smiles and laughs a very small, almost inaudible, laugh.

v
- ]

’ * -

-

[
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Nr e ' . . . . ’ ~
hapter lOk S

j

i ¢!

Worried about how $tevenson would do with Julie, I was qu‘it\e lbw when ,

v

I_ arriw)ed at the apartment., 'Ashen, ‘Maggl mel.: me‘a.t the entranc;e, on all ) . l
'fours, dragging her ba::l_c—end’theatriéziny‘ ~like ‘an injured cat\f ) ‘ . . %
:Surprised :::: see .me flive;," she -asked, weals yet full of' vitriel. - \ | ;
"How ‘did you do it? You knownl wasn't' seri‘ous‘w;xeh 1 said you shf)uld' find | ""'k

:a‘ki\nd.e‘r ,v\iaylto ki1l ﬁe.." JJ ’ o | . 1 ‘.@ : N
N 3 ' A e 8
B don't understand any of this;" I said, truthfully. ‘ o -
) ‘ ’ N ) R I

"You're going to deny trying to poisorn me? |You're going to say it was
. ) 4 . . .

a coincidence you'weren't here for dinner tonight, that 1 atén alpne and

. i . 3 . . “
i've been dying ever since.”" . ! SR \ .o
¢ . v ) Lo ' . .
© "Youvdon't really r{ink I..." ' _ . : \ » '

"“You big sonofabitch, noth'ing would surprise me anymore.” L l R
- b

) . o
v

I went: to the cupboard where we kept- the Cinzano and poured myself a

- '

big one, neat. I hOpe you 11 be better by tomorrow.v \ ¢ ‘ ‘ ) — ‘
| A lot you care." . L . /ﬁ,,} \ . T v '
t';ecﬁuse tomo¥row, " I ‘saild apeal'c:lng logd.:lj," .I";i: going to'e-a‘t diinner .
at my teacher's. And you're ifr;vi,:ed." o ‘ . | \
. . T a . S , ™
"Eat shit. I'm.not going. '\ o Lo A Co . .

- . . . .

. "As you like," 1 said, ,“it B your 1oss. Hark is an actor and.a. film-

- » Tt Rty - o T - < ; .
'maker. He 11 probably be famous someday. He's got what you might’ call. '

1
,

an mal vitality,” 1 said, apread:lng it on a little thick. But I knew 1:
f

'w0u1d make ‘her come ; a cat’ 8 curiosir.y inevigably prevails.

-~ W,




- Soon it was time for Hai'k's; dinner; Dressed’ in a‘*‘blousfe ard a long ’ \
corduroy sk:lrlt that conceaiedl her legs, Maggi sat next to me in our small
" T ' ' ' S

rusting Austin and sulked. - % .. B :

"Please tell me what's the utter." 1 uked knowing full well 'Villt‘ ‘1.t.

was, Haa she serious about thie }wisoning business?

“ N .
. '"The uaatter, - she said finally, "vhy s‘n\anything be the matter?"
"You re sure?"’ ’
) "of course,,,"' she anwered. "whg'tr'could possibly be the problem?"\' e G

‘ W
The problem? Comunication 1s a myth, I wanted to tell her. The prob-

lem i8 that no two people see anything the same way and that comunication"
is one 9f those words invented to describe ‘something 1mpossi!>1e. You see,

b o o}e.’of us had only hed thp c;.'iurage to g,ive our proﬁlems a name, then_we
could have gone about the busi.nes:s on solving our diffeiepces. 'Disgnosis,
1 gueul,.ia abox}xt: nin_ety percent of any cure. ‘ - . . o

1.

I lifted ny large clumsy hand to touch her with it, . Sometimes skin

Eomunica\tes better than words, but she sﬁrank from-it like a cat tpat's‘
* ’—‘ . - v

been mistreated. - ' . ’
[S o i N ) . o . . _‘ .'. [
. "I'm sorry," she said, pretending to tenlize I meant her no harm, -"but

, I'm really afraid: of what you might do to me. There seems to be &6 huch

yiolence inside you. _

" "Don't be 'shly,". 1 eaid,.oni‘&_‘ half aware this was bi\ly‘a game meant )

- o, injure me, 'you know I wouldn't hurt a fly." . SN

A , , .. .
If You have to answer for ‘your own self control then that-in itself is
'\7 . . N . 1} 0 .

‘answer enough. There wvas a long int_en";L of silence as we drove to Hark's.

flat. . s

o . - 4

f’ ) \,_."‘ . \ ' ' L, ' . \\‘
"Do I7" - ¢ N S - B AR

XA




- "What an I supposed to say to the old fart?" Maggl- psked as’ we zeached '

N Joneu' neighbourhood. . : S ' ’ i: ¢ _ ' Y
v ’ . v
. “ oo .. | \ AT |
" "Have you ever been at a loms for words?'. - *
. ] ° ‘. -3 K i "o
o A A - . ',X i ! g .
"Do.me a favour ahd est ghit, would yau,” S W . '
/ rJ1 ‘ e N ~ I - ‘ A3
“It's a diet I'm getting.very used to." See L R
e i ’ . ) . - - . i : ! i .
"Well .gt l‘ea!\t I never tried to po#son you.?’ o e F S .
. ° \__ L’ . .
"Maggi, please don' 1./ be ri,d:lculous," I said. "You know I never ;ried to
A . T
peison you. ‘It waa indigestion. You know" that." : - ‘
. - : ~ L3
., . . ] . - » ' ; T .
"Tell me about it," said Haggi. . ‘ T ) cLT
/ . g . L ) f‘ ’
. A3 . f, , [} *
- -~ [ - & o
. ‘ .
cr o . ) N . . . . ) .
As Hark ooen‘ed ‘gis ooor, there was a netinorpliosis in Maggl that amazed ' "(
) ~ - F e ‘ v
lé. 'lereat mtets of disguise don t: have to change their clothes.
' Although they conceal knives, in order to drive theekh/exwey wear s-ile&. ‘__“

P

"Well hell\l " ui,d Hltk 1eer1ng a llttle at Mggi,‘ "I'n glnd you. could

come., I was juat designi.ng some furnitute. I uant to make something 7

. L
, / ,
functional yet pleaaing to the eyg. Necesoity is the‘nother of invention
. you know’ " he oaid not:loning to\:he livingroo-/workrod- which. fooked as
'though someone vas justgecting ready to deco‘rate it.
I introduced Hag‘éi,* o P .

.

i ‘ C ; . E ) '
“Enchanté mademoiselle," s

“

Hark ilffe'ct‘edly,'taking her hand and’' ~ . .

‘kissing it., "You are. the woman

sr_ . M !
"1 gueu. said Maged .
v

Y

%indﬂthis gteoet\eso.'* . . e : . |

-
r e
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N ‘ .
.to the back. "I've made a punch,” he. sai.d "it s really a bit of an !

4 v

4 o ) : experime\mt’ I m not sure,’ he: call.ed out. "if ic' 's better with a pine-

apple or a gn_lpefrui base. It 8 got rum n ft." 'y

o
+

“The wall looks ni‘ce,"‘l ‘said u{xen he rgtum:ed with glasses of punch, ..
A .l -t ' ' L ) h . '

1 got up and examined a magazine collage he'd done: a ujonétrosity of

A pasted magazine ciip‘bings shellacked to the wall.

1 ‘ . "I'm actually _quit_e'“plea,sed vith it myself,” said Hark. "guite creative.

.

I'm thinking of doing one.with wine labels in the kitchen."

B T

. * "Should be nice.”
- S S | ‘ .
"Man's artistry is what separates him ftom the lesser animals.”

“Yes," 1 said.. "I know." h R - S

a

- Haggi‘reuiaﬁed silent. What was it? Anger s'tiil. Or was it intimida~
tion. ‘Has -she’ inpressed? Honestly, 1 couldn t divine her thoughts. ’
§ & .- ~ .
e tyeyr puach is very good,"‘uid Maggi, matter-cf-factly. "Sowyou're
' - . : ) : . ) . - i
T Row Bare's teacher., You'd think Ll:_ would've talked nbout you nor_e."

/ .
!
"I think you '11 find that mﬂy attis?n are closed people. It's the

' \ -~ artistic temperauent. Talkipg. is not always a creat:l.va~ lctirvity.v

~

X

"Suxje." said Haggi, "that emlhns everyl:hi,m;." .. '

2You -ust: undetstand that the artist expent@ rost of hia energy on his .
/

. L~att., And Bob is in the middle of sgleth:lng very 1nnottant right now."

3
ael'] N 1

"Yqu really think it has, a chance?" Maggi uked, not: containing her

9\n‘priag; '_"'You mean all this time he hasn't onl< heen picking his nose.",

n ,.-,i‘g‘::;q. .

to talk about casting." b . |

05~ - | -

"Good god no," said Hﬂtkl "why the reason f‘gsked ‘Bob- here tonight is




1 . " N . "1.06-
° E ) ' . ) ' . ) ‘ ) . " ’b]

. ™You're kidding?" . - - .

(R 4 ! ?

"M0f course not. .There apycertain difficulties involved in finding a

»

. apecially trained horse but o

4

: L] ' - ) R . R
\ing. - “ g v , -

.
)

"I've underestimated you both, " said Maggi, rising out of her chair q.

,

and walking abont the rqon. "I awe you quh an npology."‘ She looked as
‘, 4,
. + though she was going to approach me but at the last minute she turned

. ’

avay and went over to 'Hark. Kissing hid on the cheek, she said, "I admire
; v, [4

- nothing more than a creative person. You wouldn't think they'd be so hard

to find." A ; - ,

Q . ~ . ‘ ' S o
"You're kidding," said Hark. "Are you in luck. It's all around you. .

. Wait till I show you ‘some of my work. th wait till yoq taste dinner,
~ >
Ic 8 a masterpiece, if I do say 80 myaelf." Hark»got up and started for

'the kitchen once more. "If you ll give me a hand Bob, ‘we 11 set up the

.table in the fronc-roon and we can eat there.”" Hark took a beat-up card

L

", ' table from behind the-kitchen door and gave it to we He handed we a

tableclbth too. "Set it wp and 1 11 be" ready in a.jiffy." : ]
" 4

.'"Pour\pa all some more punch Bobbie," Hark called out, "a couple of
: ¢ P ' .

/
¢

fingete each." ' 3

"Two fingerc up yon(g, thought as I’ placed the glasaes on the catd

1

table, i’

oo

N hl
-

\ jf Hark retutned'vgth a small plate on which there, were six crackers and

- . & chunk of vhat looked like dog food. "Take and eat,” he said,. ’my

specinl recipe for paté."” ' .

¢ L

Hark had forgotten a knife so ve scraped at the paté v th our ctackers.

v
1

;han‘ghati} see nothing' byt Blear sail- .

2




L : ’ . a3
‘ g~ N . o N .
a o

-anyone ‘to tell the di(?erence.". . ' .‘ . L : ‘ :

" ity some day." _ o ‘ ‘ ' °

"Delicious,” we echoed with oyr mouths full ef what reminded me of égicy
. - - + ¢
sawdust. : ' B o SR
’ ) )

. ~ L] -
El 4

"It 8 my“own creation," Hark told us. "As a matter of fact tﬁete isn'; o . B

a sctap of meat in the thing. I na vegetatian and so 1: 8 simply a

i

mixture of soY bean meal, ‘spices and bread crumbs. It 8 amazing. 1 defy

k4 .
No wonder it tasted- like spicy sawdust. It vas spicy sawdusf. 'Uncanny,”

1 said negrly chdking. "Can I have a bit more punch?” o

N
"Yes but I'd watch it if I were you," Hark ‘told me.. “You know that /
- Q . v
every sip of alcohol kills brain cells. It could” juat”afféct your creativ-:

3

’

"A glass of water‘then;"
‘"Lotsjin the tap;" he said, "ﬁelp yo;réelf.".' .‘ C ' .. . R

“Get pélsoue too, " :aid.uaggi, "plea;é." ) )l . -

After the.?até, Hark.btought out a g}ay'pasner;le\éish along vitﬁ nafch-_ o

ing plates. On each was painted a‘éeéign of coﬁultting atickpﬁeople in . SRR HEA

blue and';pd, escribing different positions. "You like 1:," asked Hark,

-«

"y latest. creation.? . - ) _ e -

C.»W ' ) v ' Shnen : : : Tt
""How clever,” said ﬁaggi,.appaiently 1npresaed. - Y A S
"And 1 did the reuearch for every position-yﬁelf." = 'i' _' R o

[P \\/ » L C - s :

"Tough going,"” 1 said 'you have to keep'a clear head; I imagine.” SRR

\ i

lt"You do what you h;ve to do," he said ladling fron'fﬁe casserole, "for

. N v . JE
) N »

: . . &
art."” He handed us the not quite round plates that looked.thinne; at one ° :

end than at the other. "What I'm giviné you now is a Greek dish called N




. . ' - . N o ¢ L
. ' " N N ) ) N N I
v . ... - .. .o
. . I . - . . .

< Mouaséka.' It calls for eggplant and different kinds of gfo@nd meat 'amorg

other things. .I've subgtituted goy beans, bread crumbs «and carrots and

a

‘have created Qomething‘éntirely different and just as good, I think."

I . -‘.\
In our different ways, we told Hark how much we enjoyed the soy bean ‘

Moussaka. > ‘ " ‘ . .
."Crgatiyify is what makes us different from the other animals," he C
. explainea. N ) .
. . " . . . ~ } . B
- "You are so'right," said Maggi seriously. Iﬁdanever seen her qhi;e :
.1ike that. , ‘
" For dessert Hark served us an ogiginal concoction ‘(could we ﬁa%e -
expected:less) of washed sauerkraut and rqi§1n§ in a butterscotch syrup.’
. ."It's by trying the unusual that progress is made. By questioning’ v
B : : 9
v everything we come to the answers." .
Maggi looked up at Hark, if only figuratively. "I adinire a man who'll o
' take a chance," she said. ' i
\ o . . ' ) e .
‘Hark placed his hand on her forearm and left it there. "It means 80
. \1 . ‘j - i ’

"much to an artist hhen he {8 understood even by one_peraon,in his own

lifetime." He moved his hand -from her arm to the nape of her neck.

v

Maggi looked as though the perfect lover had just touched hepﬂciizofis-

N ' . . - . o
- in the ideal way. "To me," she said almost:pang}ng,"apt is what separates

-

. us from the rest of tlie animals."
. . . N - f

-

- "Succinctly put,"” said Hark,- touching her neck more.

. '

And 1 had been left ocut completely, I had the’sepse'?f one who is /
. A ' kY ‘ . .
‘gverhearing a conversation like a devious eavesdropper, disguised as a<:;\

B
- -

+

- . o
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.-houseglfn;,;

sfeep it. for you."

I watched and thought, getting more and more angry as I did. I watched.

Maggi making a fool of herself' I watched as Hark petformﬁd. It was like

A .

uatching tvo vorms: mating. they are b;sexual and it is inpossible to tell -

r

who is. the. seducer, who the ‘seduced. ) ’ .
v, * s ‘ , ) A :

Ha;ching and angry, I considered the fact that I was ii\the unfortunnﬁg

citcumstance  of being in love with-a girl I couldn't stard..

b ' . o : . .
-"We're ‘going to have tea now,"” said Hark. "I'm going to blend, it and

~

'0-) * ‘\‘

[}

"Do you ever siop; Harkie,” asked Maggi, suddenly playing the vamp.

Harkie? Together more ghan'a iear and 1 was still Row\Baré;. Harkie in s

nisht . .‘ ’ . : . ! 2
_"You botfi" can," said Hark., "You can watch, The tree which falls in
a deserte& forest makes no noise nor.leaves a uark."'~« ' ‘ .
"Yes," gaid ﬁaggi, "there is no art 13 a vacuum.“ i L

£

”Although I once had a vacuum cleaner that vas an art in Jtaelf " said

Htrk alluding no doubt to it 8 ability to pull hin to new heights of

~

\

“Stop that,” said ﬁaggi. elﬁoﬁing him. "You're terriblg.“

..avnreﬂ::g- S S, . By o
.- . ' Do . . . o ~

i . NN ) T « . ) .
) "Only kidding," said ﬂark,'opening up several cannisters of tea leuvea

and taking a pinch fton one, & spoonful from #nother until he'd satisfied

,hinself by smelling the uixtutg ehn; the blend was right.” He took an

- ' X RPN 4
eirthen-ware tea pot off the counter and began to.scald it with water

~

that hiﬁ been boiling on the stove. “Tea,” he said. "Tb -ost péopie

. . & N .
it's a mystery they never -investigate. But not to the creator. Lifa s

L
ER




1

.y ] . ‘\ .': 'l . ) . \
mysteries are only opened to -those who knock." a

Hdggi.rkbped‘her knuckles ‘on the counter. .
. AN

"Creativity means devoting your life t0‘quéstioning everything. Above

all else it's Socratic.”

.“Ygg,” said Maggi. "It's marvellous to fipallf.mee; soﬁéﬁgg vwho lives

his 1life with the right spirit."

»
2 i
’

If. orice 1'd felt proud of my relation with Maggi, now T felt only

o

soiled and degraded. This is what she admifes, i thought, looking at Hark.
And she admires me.. ;t vas like being satisfiéd and happy because she

_would sleep with me and then discovering that she slept with aﬁibne.'

"1 presume we ér$‘a11 broadminded adults here,” said Hark, "because I -
. s ) - . .

hsvéftbmething tO‘sgsw.you. Consider it my\screen~test,‘ﬁbb." Hark .

-went again to the éloaet wﬁeré he'd gétten the movie camera.and took down

afprqjeqtpi; Sgttiné it up.onlthe carﬁ table, he focused it on the only

4

""white wall and threaded the leader of a small reel of film. Lights out.
»~ . N . L -
“The man who is truly concerned with credtiv;ty should stop at nothing to

express his 'self'."
. Q. . . R . ' '
The short film was a variation on the theme of the seducgd_delivery
. N . . i

- boy.-kThe climax came where both Hark and his mate ran around thetgoom

with cucﬁmbérs«sticking frbmltheir anuses. ‘I’ signified, 1 suppose, man's

. . <
at‘empt to commune with nature. ’
N . N . e
"You've no, idea how many times we. had to shoot: that scene,” said Hark, ‘

"o get'it\righf." :

|Lights on. ' Hark cleared ﬁia;throaf. "I &hink ﬁé should seal .this . s
E) .

. . } B .
- night and our agreement’to work toggthet:wifh something very special,

9

T
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. said Hark, "I've fnveyted-h_gdhg\called,'cﬁmybyﬁchance'. Any number can

" play and it ptomqtes_friendship and the deQelopment of :el;tiopéhips.

Yoy. have to .be brogdminded and free of communicable diseases."

v

" ""I'm getting a little tired, Hark" I told him. . \

P

»

Lo B c'mon," said 33331: "It"11 be 'fun.”

¢

~

"I'd really rather not," I said. "I think we should go,‘Maggi.V.
f . . - C oo k ) -

"I'l1l be okay for the film,fspough?" .o T

"I' was impressed."” I i S '

"Me too," said Maggl. _ S

"It's a deal then?" he asked.

‘"Sure;" 1 said, "we'll talk dﬁoﬁt it again, i!m'sure."
: . : ' .

i’ -
“Well the_pla fart didn't keep you speechless,” I baid in the car.

"He's fascindtiﬁg. Someday I hope he'll be recognized,'»ﬂe‘aays it's

-

the tragedy of men like him," Maggi told me. "I could have staied'all

night.” .
"I didn't notice," was all I said. . L e
. B IR C
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Chapter 11

>

. . N
1 There are certain periods in everyone s life that are an embarassment.‘
. ' ¢ . . .

v~ The present’ 5 subjective point of view differs greatly from the objective e .

one filtered through the distance of\years. I suppose the putely.subjecf

tive is Ehe youngery the more anigal of thé‘ptinpectives.  For animals, ) !
) ' : i “;"v ) ' . .

fonls, and Hark Jones there is no such'thing as selfjconsciousness,'né !
fear that théir behnyiour might be thought foolish by others more nunli# ' ¢
fied to judge. My behaviour, that next 1Ittle while, strikes me as that

3" kind. What a colossal ass I was.

\" i My film sngipt was the illusion, the lng that gavg, my life megning:‘ I
nad A role to play and I played it weil; I was a nriter; film-maker;
artist. A real Renaissance man, At one goint I honeatly contemplatad °
. buying a riding crop. and boo%s, just like Von Sternberg. I practiced a

. . - * \ 0 4
‘r/”.—:) German accent and.went to the poiat of buy;ng a polka-qottpd foulard from N N f

N -

Holt Renfrew's. ' Ty T Co ' A

JIn oversized dark glasnéa, I auaggeréd tbroqgh the seedier Montreal B

)

" streets searching for locations and snapping photographs at length. My N

‘\freatest 1nnova£ion-;-my trademark I might say as I look back on these

hoﬁographs—Lwas an extremely short depth of field wheté both the fore- '
f \u
ground and background are out of focus and are gset off by the,shadow of a

>

thumb 'or a camera case in. the extreme foreground
- . N
[

I'no longer read thé popular ficcidi I'd once enjoyéﬂgaﬂi scanned "\,

pockét book "p;operties" with a vengeance. In non-fiction I limited my-
self to Varietz and, for balance, old copieg of Cahiers du Cinema which
[

I d bravely smuggled from the McGill University library.

|- N . s

1f Maggi saw through all tﬁih,,sﬁe never said. If anything she seemed

L]

ey
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inpressed, seemed to treat me. somehow more respectfully. When she got . ‘ L
; . A -
A home from work 1 was always there in my ‘uniform ready to talk to her L R
about "German expressionism" or "Italian Neo-—realis\m" punctuated w;lth o . oot ‘ ;
terms 1ike montage and "mise—en-scene" or names like Fritz Lang and *° v . |
o - : : 4 _ L
. Roberto Rossellini. N o C _— . |
N . . ¥ ’ . ) A R . ,I ' .
Y wigh I were one of those people who could improvise,” I told her
Z' R . . . s ! . Yy N

once. 'But unfortunately I work like Hitchcogk. "I have to plan’ every- )

A, e

" thing out,” right ‘to- the last s.hot, the last camera angle."

Even the advertisements on T.V. ("li'dn't“'escape‘ my attention. "Did you

“

v : - . . - . f," . .
.notice the use of asynchronized sound that time,” 1'd ask every time a

v

particular. "Tide" ¢ommercial vas aired.

) Occasionally--usually in the late afternoon jusc hefort Magegi can;e ..

) : - N - \
t : "home=-1'd even work om my "property", trying to remember important details.

. A ’ .
gbout Mite, . Wha&kind of’ cIothes did he wear? . Did he wear leather shoeg

N - . Or ¢anvas ones, Aft:er all, T wanted a’ round charac:er, didn’t I7 And of

¢ourae.‘ 1like Hitchcock, the whole thing had to be intticately planned
- , . ) ‘ .

My etyle had changed dras:ically. .there was no menti'on now, of Love

vhich conquered' all, no mention of golden locks, no young man, .no steed

between his muscled thighs.. ’ 0’

.
It started, if I reme‘nbe'r; something like this: i

* .

FADE IN QUICKLY:
INT.--LIVING ROOM. o
L., . MEDIUM SHOT--SILHOUETTE OF ADOLESCENT BOY. .Camers is'shooting ‘from a

e # . SN - .
N iy “’ "
£l

high sngle behind him. CAMERA TRACKS IN, PASSING HIM AND STOPPING at a

\ S . N . - . do

small darkened movie _scfee:t the kind used to qhoy 1ndi>viaua1 cdu,lt movies, -

“.
i
4

. ~
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(Sound of coins being imserted into ttxe c o

rlechanism and of géarg turning)

P . . a -

\2 .

'MEDIUM SHOT--DARKENED MOVIE' SCREEN.

An .im'age 1s" suddenly: projected

Arborite Eables

.on ;:he' screen: a girl sitting on a grass green sofa.

‘Abov:a her, N

sit on either side.of the sofa, with identical lamps on each.

there is a cheap print of Paris in the rain., CAMERA CLOSES IN. The gitl

i3 reading Life magazine. She is dressed in a red clinging blouse, a

short green suede skirt with ~isnaps up the front and dark nylon stockings, . -‘h. '

" The’ gir], is lounging, her feet up on the chesterfield.. CAMERA MOVES IN » *'

. VERY CLOSE, CM(ERA MOVES UP AND DOWN HER BODY, STOPPING AT HER FACE, HER

" NECK, HER BREASTS, AND MOVES VERY SLOWLY Domf( HER LEGS,
5t | \‘;v

1.

3. LONG SHOT=-THE ROOM. The came”&iis shooiing froin' behind the girl,

who wears leather pants and tends sheep,. but the Aind that wilks on four

1egg. He_ 1a beautiful‘ perfect colours, hroad ghoulders, white teeth, RN

- and-looks as though he eays.rgw -stedk directly from the cow.

" 4. CLOSE SROT--DOG. CAMERA STAYS STATIONARY EUT PANS SO°AS T0 FOLLOW

" THE DOG OVER TO THE SOFA. _The dog jumps onto the chesterfield and sits an

o

L4

its haunches,l panting slightly.

'S. MEDIUM SHOT—-GIRL AND DOG. The girl seems very restless and pulla’ . '

.the blouse out of her skirt. CAMERA LOSES IN AND KFOLLOHS HER FINGERS as

she undoes the buttons. She ‘removeg the blouse. She 18 now 'weari::_tg‘ her

. skirt -and a black bra, unde~n_dred needlessly.

6. CLOSE SHOT--GIRL. CAMERA 'MOVES UP AND DOWN THE cm. S BODY ONCE AGAIN, "

PAUSING AT HER SKIRT AND HOVING PAST HER BREASTS TO HER FACE. Sljle licks cn

ter

ra




her lips. Her tee‘th and mouth glisten with the saliva. THE CAMERA MOVES

* BACK TO-HER BREASTS, still concealed’ in corsetry. THE. CAMERA IS FOCUSED

»

ON HER CHEST FOR SEVERAL SECONDS, °

Ve ' Lt

7. m:nmu SHOT--GIRL ON SOFA. She is.fondling herself now, rubbing her

hands up and down her body. iler“ eyes and' mouth look longing into the
nw < .

camera, her lower 1ip purped. beckoning the lucky one-man audience behind

the camera, The girl gazes absentmindedly at her feet where the shepherd .
is aitting, noticing her; we are led to_ believe, for the first time. She

smilea and then looks coyly into the camera, an impish smile broadening on’
KR -
her face. Affectionatelf she begins to stroke th'e dog. She cuddles it

\

and looks into the cnme{,!?\ The audience now pegins to realize that the

.girl s in all probability’ not a ‘p;:act1¢1ng Catholic.

SCREEN' FADES TO BLACK,

8. \MEDIUM SHOT--BOY. From the. movie uc‘reeﬁ'f we are shown the boy at a

slight up angle. He is tall, slightly piwply and looks as r:hoixgh in some

vague way he might be danéerous.’ It's Mike. (....)

One gftemo;m s I was judicidusly analysing tfle soap operas for
examples of era angles. lighting and méthod acting, the phone rang.
+ But when I answered ther’e was no response on the other end of the line.

Only silence. At the time I thought notliing‘ of it and went back to

seudytng the infamous early aft:ernooh "genre". Shortly after, however. *‘

N
just at the climax of the ptevioua seven weeks, there was a knock on the’
door. For the past two epiaodes I'd watched the good guy dig his own

. grave, shovelful by shovelful. And ngw I was going to miss the "Qex}ouement"'

-
- -
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o atadiles

v

. - _ '
. because of a Jehovah's witness or an Avon lady. I was almost livid as I

'D > . v . . B .
. opened the door. ) - o ! .
- c ST ) o “
. "Stevenson, what do you vant?" . J R N

- -

"I need your\help,'f he uid, "1 need a writer." He w&lked into the -

apartment and stood just inaide the door leaning on the walla\ Although

Pl

- i
v . {
we wer'e separqted by .a few feet of air, I still became aware of .his" :

pungent bad breath. It ‘smelled like he'd just eaten a ‘family-sized can '

Y . ' ) S ‘ . 3 . e
.0of a particularly poor dog food. i o ! ) . IR

LI

"I'm véry buay, Stevenson. Did you phone a_few minutes ago?" -

"1 never do business over the phqne," he said, "I.don't trust it,

‘Fair Shakes is starting a series. of interviews and profiles of 1nf1uential ' _ ‘
X . %
g spastics and I want you to do the first que. I'd do it myself but it~s :
Y ‘ ' SRR . . . | ‘
= impossible. " B . . I
o _ r ) - ‘ ‘ ' S
"What makes you think I'll say 'yesg” ' #
o . - ) .
, : hd % G
N . "How can you refuse. The experience is just what you need. Besides:
N ¢ . . f ' ' . ’ '
I've made all the arrangements. Lunch at the Ritz tomorrow and then you
start the little talk." _ - - ~_ -
. . .
"Who?'" I asked. i )
. ' . . . 4 T \ s N
" "A surprise."” . i . . N
"G'mon Stevenson You can't expect me to interview somebody without'
knowing who 1t is before hand?" o : S S
» d . ' . L] ) : 3 ) [N
- " , 'Call me Cedric.  And don't worry 'abo&: a thing., I've prepared the

. questions myself, 'ﬁé{ides you probably know the person. You won't have
.trouble.’ " Fair Shakes is depending on you, Bob. Remember: tyelve-thirty a

t
'
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.at the Ritz, The table's reserve‘d 1n your nate,

~

Stevenaon opened the door’ himself .

I have to go now., Very
tight schedule." “Oh and remeEper.to )
dress up tomorrow. Bye now."

o oy M “ N \‘-

- !

L ! “See you in the ‘mgvies, " 1 called ‘ifter him,

.
a 1

'-‘4

' . v .
(O o . -~ “ L ',

i - . P . . « 7
. i e Y ) ) . X <

. Stevenson, .the t:\{it. . About the onljt' (:.hing you could say in his .favour‘ ‘
\ i : '
.was that he wasn't predictable.

. ?

Stevensdn come from? Are they born like the rest of ug or are they fomed

Where, 1 wondered, do people like

" and placed on this world by a God r.het 13 testing the senity of his own’

creation? It 8'a cont.eet. If the world can pick out the nitv:lts, God is

thinking, then maybe chere 8 hope for the world yet. The troable is.

<" . when the world(feils to tecognize God's plante. he figures that by adding’

a couple more, the universe can t help but recognize the\n. Greduelly ‘the

[

, world is being over-nm by Stevensons.

o

.~

tevenson had forgotten to leave the questions he'd pre'i.)ared

|
!

’ Typically,

. for me. So as }l made my way aléng Sherbrooke street to the Ritz it vas

In the lobby of the Ritz there was the smell of quiet mo’hey in large

denoninotions. It vas the kind of plhce where anyone withdut 2 vest

- vatch-pocket wag out of place. ;
N . A

» On giving my name to the head‘-waiter. Qe directed me to the rear of the

script, 'his back to me. o W

v

. with a certain skepticism f.n‘d doubt over the'myst‘eti'ioos reodez-vous; . ,

. dining-room where a man 1n _a blue velver suic was sittlng, rea ing a manu-

A}

«

t




L ‘ . . ‘
“This is your table, Mr.$Seguin,” said the head-waiter, K '
T b- 1 - ) [ ) . . .y | ‘? . Q R . ;‘ Q.
} I ~ The gentleman ‘Qf?ed around. . . , . .
1. . . : | C . ‘ | "1t
“Stevenson. What are you doing here?" ; . '( . ‘
. v _ '
Lo "Sit down," said Stevenson,” I don't have that much time.™ h
b ¢ ‘ . i : Co ) N . \ "
. "But where's the man I'm supposed to interview?" .
) \ * “ N \ ' - ; o ° A /" ’
L . "You're looking at him,” said Stevenson. - He was uearing a bright red . ‘
shirt and a lérgé‘vinged bow tie. ¢ : . :'
) ~—
a . ] e ) . | N
"Where in God's name did you get that“qurfit," I asked him. 1 noticed
' ‘. he was wearing patent\l ther shoes. as well. L y’\ )
LA . ' ’ ~ | !
T "Rented," he said lift ng his wine glass and drinking. ,I noticed the . T
s ' S
- ‘half empty bottle. |Puilly Fusse. 1961, . f' .
L. "Stevenson. this is ‘costing you a fortune.“x
. - s ' ’ , . ’ . A . @
‘j. . R tggp't be‘crazy. Fair-Shakes 1is paying." - ‘ . \\ : E
- ‘ e , ) - " D i -
I didn . bother arguing that Stevenson himdelf vas Fair Shakes. ‘ ‘e
¢ R } A . - . . \ A
! * " '"Would you‘like a glass of wine?\\ Stevenpon asked,'pouring.into the
N ' Y . N
. . 'lass that had been put before me. "What would you like to ear? I .
< .recommend everything." . . - ( . .
1 began to ‘examine the heavy menu. A
.‘; ‘ . . . . . N ~ -
A . 'Don't be afraid to oxrder a la carte.” ° Co

. creoleg Stevenson, on the other hand, took his own advice and ordered &

‘e

la carte.

He chosge

“« "If 1 can-befso.bold, Stevenaon. you shouldn't have ordered the ~




P Lt - ST
: aftichbkef’h\ehrtsi/\-'l‘hey'll ruin the bouquet of your wine." .| .

oy .

"You eat yourd and I'11 eat mine," said Stevenson, "What did I order

-

. . \ . \
‘anyway? I'm not as \'xs;éd to this 1ife as I look."

& . ' \
2 b .
. "Calves' brai‘ns./' I told him. . '"They taste a little like -sweetbreads."
""Trade you your lunch for mine_: » ,‘ . e
‘ "Don't be sili}} you"ll.probably love it." °
"Brains? Are you kidding. You think I'm nuts?" Stevenson said,’ !
) ~— . K . ' ) .
: - breaking into a frantic whisper. ’ ' : o
"Don't make a fuss,” I said. “I(f you don't like it, I'll trade.” L
T . . : \ -
."Phew," said Stevenson.
3 ' ' Thei'é_ was very little said while we waited for the appetizers. .
4 : - "Nice place, eh?" said Sievensén gratuitously. '"Have trouble fin,diﬁg‘
e ’
- LI
"0f course not. Stevenson, it would. take a lot of‘effort not to be .
‘able to find the Ritz." L . L
% ""You take the bus or a taxi to get here?" ' .
2 o v
. co : ' "The bus. What's the difference?"
) l "Makes.a better '.implfession if you \get\ out of a taxi at the front door."
‘ ‘ "Next time I'll take a taxi, okay?":
. " The waiter arrived with our meals. With apiomb he set the plates down. '
* a : T "Cats' brains,"” said Stevenson, "How can people eat that sort of
A , thing." . 3 o . (

\‘lou knov, like baby moo-cows.". X

R

"Calves' b;ains .




ECalves, cats, it's all thé same to me. Oh well here goes,” .ga:ld )

\ -Stevlenson taking hold on his nose with the thumb and index of his rigt'xt . )
hand and putting a piece of meat into his mom:h. "jlgy; r.hi~s tastes ~_oka'y," . ".‘
he aaid, still holding his nose." . o ST o . YO

| : { "0f ‘course it does. Now see what a b;by you'Ve. been." ) . \ .
" "Ail's w_e}l that ends well,"” h‘e sald philosolph:lc::ally. . - :

El

I devoured my lunch like the carnivorous animal that I am, while o -

Stevenéq‘q picked at his\like a scavenger testing the flavour of slightly

y 3

" tainted carrion. . o / ' ;

. After weé'd finished our lunch-and were sipping strong black coffees, .

stevensm 'took a tape tecor&e:" from the chair beside him and put it on

¢ . i

the table. He took the acript he d been reading when b1 arrived and placed

R - it :ln tfront of ne.. "6kay, shoot. I'm rqady wheq you are.” o

*

".Stevenson don't you think this is a little ridiculou's. iyéu Feélly -

tﬁink you s%ld have an,interview of yoqrgeif in your own magazine?" .

) N . 4 "Hy own magazine? Who do you think 1 au‘l This isn't my mgazine.

It's every handicapped person 8. %agazine. And besidas didn t ﬂefnet get
/ _ interviewed in Plazboz?" o
™
- \'Maybe he did," I ailowed, not knwing if Stevensnn was right or not. .
“"But {sn't this a bit crazy. I mean- it comes to the qame thing. as

intérviewing yourself .

/ "Don't be silly. If I was interviewing myself I}fldn't need you, '
would n" o g ' . S e
A ’ . ) ) . . ’ .
, How could I ‘argueffnkth\at kind of logic. "Q‘l'tqy let's get it over , '
. with then." ' . . ' ;
oo o .
0 A
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,i'l.couple of sheeta.‘ \ o . - . ] & ‘ 4

‘Qf course, is the editor, publisher,\\ in short, the driving force behind

" » inventor, carpeg salésman, uech'anie, disc jockey and finally avvr{ter 'angl

'many _friends,ksome‘palsied, soue not.

. Robert Seguin, a writer who is new to' these png& and one uho was dis-

Aaee uhy Stevenscn has been called M. Dynanisn by his fellow workera.

i hY L ‘ © . ; E)
- "1 think we're going to start the whole thing off with a little bit
of a profile. He handed me .

Maybe you shoixid read ‘it befoife vergtart.'

) £

' ! ‘a

"He ] not your stereon«‘)(pical publishing executive, this unprepossess-; ‘ s |

ing, almost dour fellow vith a Durante-like nose and a Clark Gable: - k

>

mustache. Cedric Stevenson 13 something different: he's probably the

b#st, 5he most dedicated publiaher the business has eve}' had. Stevenson,. T

L

that unpretentious little periodical I-‘gir Shakes, the onl? independent. . “w o

journal for, by, and about palsied people. - . B

"Stevenson's background is diverq«;f At thirty-three, he has been an

editor. .

. -
a

N.Int.e'rviewing Stevenson proved to be no. easy task.. Steveneon adhetes'
to a very sfrict schedule that has him rising at six every morning,, ﬂjog-'.
ging a mile or 'so vand then getting on with the day s busineas. Rarelv “
working less than eighteen hours a day, Stevenson still has time for his

'le's mever too ‘busy to give you .

a hand 1f.you neea it," one_ o'f'_ his writers told “ﬁ' ’ _ ‘ \

“Faix' Shakes gave the nonunental task of interviewing St:evenson to - -
N

covered by Stevenson himself. 'It's easy to

-

Seguin aénds this report'

e

His i85 a hectie sche ule that even after a morning, left me netaphori—

cally and sonetines even physically breathless. The® day of the taping, ) @«,‘\, ST

\we met for lmlch at the Ritz; begiming the taping session there. As 1(:

J‘ . . ‘ T, . . p



éll‘appearances, a séries of never ending questions spaced to leave réom

for Stevenson's yet to be expressed i'espdﬁses.“ o o Cee

S22 e

turned out our encountet ran well fato the early hours of the next

mming.' I‘began by asking Stevenson about his backgrmmd." N ’ : ,‘

"Stleven'son, you een't be serious about all this can you?" I asked !

»
1

him, lookiné up from the script he'd given me. The ‘Hext pages wete, by

Lates

¥

“You want money, is that it?" ’-askec'i St:evenson._ "Okay you've got ‘it. ‘

"
v

"’
Name your b’r’ice. : P )

b

"It's not the money,""l aaid as the waiter bronght Stevenson the

cheque, and you know it."

'
¥

"Sixty-two dp'llarh." gaid St'evenson, "but worth every penny didn’t -you

think?” - . S T oo e

.t

'1 sighed audibly and asked, "what about your background?"
. ’ ) I L
"Just a second till I get this tape reL.order turned on. Just speak

in a normal voice and the dike will pick it up. Would you mind repeating
the question?",
. "Your ba(_:kg:"omd," 1 sald impatiently, "tell me abour it." : L i
. . ‘ ’ . . k
" "It's a sad story. I was born into an immigrant family. My father

was an 6:.gan. grinder. He was 80 poor he couidn‘t afford a monkey. So

he used me. For ten years I grev up thinking I vasn't human, ' I reaily-

. thought I was an _ape. of course, I. finally grew out of the monkey suit

-

" to do. Even though he caused gy health to be ruined. I'm-a sick man.

and my younger bﬁther t:ook my place. A few years ago, aftet I d made it

SiE. I boughé my father a real monkey. I bear him no i1l willl."‘ -

UPS: Your father or the monkey? ’
Stevenson: Neither of them., You see my father had to do what he had

o




VR

FS?¢ What about your health? 'I.’hm:e are vatious rumours that ~you might
be dying, that you are - losing your n%,tor controls. " . ° T "

s ‘ Stevenson: . Psyc.hOsomat:lc. The press has made a loc noze of it than

it aetualkly was. It 8 not a pxoblem for me. Never has been. I'm

-~ .y ot

petfectly able, as you can see, to lead & nomal and productive life in

S ey

soclety.’ 'I help people. '
FS: Even before, Fair Shakes were you involved with helping. people?” -
) ———— . AR

Lo L, - s

i
" . . . ; )

Stevenson: Of course. I was a promoter and an inventor.

ki . s . ““

. .

FS: And how did ygu help people J;n' these rples?
. ) . ' ‘ |
_— . . T N

- '. . Sr.avenson: Well, you know, no matter whac I do, I end up helping
‘ peopleJ For 1nstance, I started out as a promoter of quadraplegic paint-
-ers. 1 wasn 't very pleased with the results of theit labours, painting
- with their teeth -and all, sol vas the one wh developed the art of .
"Pooteriot Painting". It's like.fingerpainting.: Y(uu put \the paiinter on

" a large canvas winh-a tube of paint sticking out of his R 'postetior

and he takes it from there— I think, personally, that we've had fantastic

- Lo reeultﬂ:s, .although wost of the work done so far. has been rather abstract.
- . R o NN BN { ’ L
" 1 look forward to the time when still 1ife and even landscape will not be
- ) ' . . . N

-~ 1N

too much for the 7oster1'or painter. It's ail a matter of eye-ass co-

N

. : ordination. . ' R S

(0

FS; “And this ionovation, I'm told, led to another one, "Peghaps an

even more important one.

-
A

= Stevenson:\ ‘You ‘must hean the ass-hole print. Unfortunately, that one
o4
has not been the resounding succesu I thought\\ it might be. Although 1
v r
still have the patent, no law-enforcement a@ency has eontacted me about

. »”
. 4 N -

-

. . . . ' - ,
: (




*

- e ‘ hd * ‘- ' Ay b
it. Frankly I don't undergtand it 1: beats finger-printing-hands -down

\ , '

: and is also of use with amputee eriminals. It must just be a little bit

i ' \t” Y ) ' ) T . .
ahead of the time. s : a

. FS: Why do you say your method. of ass-hole printing is superior to

finger-printing. - A

S:evenson' It 8 complicated for the layman but I'1ll try to explain it:.

i 'Just like finger-pr:lnts, evety aee-hole i:s ugique. No two are exa'ctly ‘
,the same. Because of the greater size of the eas-hole, print cowparison .

13 ees':ler. 'l‘he only problen 80, far is that the ink stains the undervear.

5

B FS: Thac s very interesting. Let' 8 get baek to t:he preaen!: and th.e

. future now, Do yo‘u plen any uajor ‘changes 1n ej:ltotial policy af Fair !’air

Shakes?

- h _Stevenson: Why change a winning conhination. No, for the time being,n
T, :\ < - N ¢ N R
there'll be no me'jor‘edi'torial policy changes. We're Just going to try °

. ta bring you the hest pusaihle work for. by, and-abbdut the handicapped. . ;

v

If anyt:hing, we' te broadeuing our scope.

e

a

FS$: 'How da you ﬁea_n? o ‘ SETR - L .'.
Ste‘}enso::% Helll, Just to\'give‘you one exan:ple,- las}: year,\'y;d; 11
reuenber we ran a contest for the ten best dressed spastics. Thia feat’
we plan to open it to any himdicapped person We think 1t may broaden
our -circulation. ‘ ” X .- .- . '

FS: What ¢an readers look fo‘r. in the eoding months? ‘.

. N\ . . .
; StevensOn: Lots of good things, I think. For instance, ve re going

’ to have a spastic centerfold in the near future.. After we -get the

-3

wrihkles 1roned out,

p—

AR,




,/ - . o " FS: How's, thai?

—

Stevenson. The pictures 8o far have all come out blurry. We ‘can v

+

1 . 0 ‘ keep the model stiil enough to get a cleat shot.

#

; o "Stevenson, ‘qon'tyou-thixik :lt's ge_tting a little late. Maybo we r.oold

—

.. . continue this some other time,” I broke in. )
. . . - ‘ . N . g
- .

.. "Of course,” he said. "I know that not everybody can keep up my pace.

I understand that you can't keep going forever and I’ respect that. I
L
just hope you don't- expect lunch like this evetytime.

4o i

"“Don't be silly. Why ‘don'g you cote over tognortow.afte‘rnoon bgfote' A

¢

_ﬂ\e“';Créativity" class.. We can finish it there. Tell me one thiog though.

. » .
18 this business about you:: past all true?' I aaked him,

He fidgeted a bit and then admitted, "It's mostly true, the part about

s

my parents. being immigrants. .The rest, I mav have romanticised slightly.

- Like, I did work for =y famer vhen I was very yo\mg but he. was a charter-

ed accountant,.not an organ grindet."
. R,

- Cwt ’ .
I shook my’ head. "Stevenson, you're bonkers. I don t know why you ve

—rd

S talked me into this. And 1 don't know how either." o - M

! . ve'e my charisma,'f he said rislng. /'Tomorrow at your house then."
7: . l‘ '\ .

N L. oy

3

That next aftemoon, as arranged, Stevenson came over. I opened- the

b

. door to find him standing there in a full goalie uniforn. N .

~.

A

="Notice anything different,.:'."Stevenson asked. He wa;ked right into ihg

. apgrtmeﬁt.. trippiog as_everyone does, on the steps. “It's hard to see

v

» your feet wlith these P‘!Qs"f‘he'told' me. ‘ . . _\‘




' -’!'I can 1gnagine<"

Stevenson sat there in our atn-chair dressed in his insipid outfi“t a ‘
r [ }
. very stup:ld expression o his face. It was as if he were an argument for

- ‘s - s N .

the "Tabla rasa" i:heory of nan's' primal nature. Sitting there with- his’ o

mouth hanging open I noticed and was botheted by a thin string of saliva

-~ N Lo

that hung from his upper to hie lower tee,th. : : ) Vo

T

"Stevenson, can I ask you why ydu're dreede‘d like that?” - ©

¢

"You can ask, sure.” : . S ~ L < o
. . N ‘ ;\ .

i
"C'mon don t play games., th the outfie?"

There vas a%lent interval until I understood he vas playing wit;h ne.

"1 needed new clothes and it was on .sale.- Do you like it? ' 1. think

. ) o . . .
the mask is“®the neatest,” he»sah’i pulling it down over his face, "you R .

. -
“ . . . "

* want to try it on?” L - . . N

| "No it's okay.” - ‘ o '- . N

v

. \ . h
~ "You asked me before why I bought it. I bought-it for my image. " I'm

.going to vear it to school tonight. I was thinking about it last- pight

and I realized everybody thougxt of me as an intelleetual I vant them
' to aee‘ that I'm just a normal guy. Now they 11 see tbat I like sports.
Spastics are alvaye type;cast.' }ﬁybe this will open people‘ 8 eyes.

. V. . .

The next. time they watch a hoekéy game they'll thi_nk”‘o'f me. Maybe they'll

vonder if the guy in the nets isn't a spactic like me. It's within ehe '

realm of possibility,'don't ‘you think?" - \ .

- L w . o

o

l'r

I didn t have the heart to say I t.hought he was crazy. 1'd told h\:l‘m

enough and it still went right over his head. "Y¢u' could be right," I . -

N . . . " * . -
v : v 4 '
P Said. b A 0 . rl

" . s
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- \
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He con'\tinued‘the interview in the same manner we'd atalft'ed it at the .
! ¢ X 4 ' ’ .
[ ‘Ritz. The only difference was that the questions became mdre ludicrous
. . R . A - ‘ .

e and more uﬁbelievable as we brog"resaed. Piompted to ask Stevenson about .
his mrital status, for instmce, I leamed that he'd once been marr:led
* but was fiow divorced due’ to 1rreconcilab1e differences. Asked to be more

‘ pre.ciae,%gtevenson blamed his martiage breakdown on his wife. " "You see.-

- -

she used me.. She was a fart nddict. She used to foﬁce me to submit to

o “

~ Creme deé Menthe enemas with Harie Brizzatd no‘less. Finally I realized

3

;hat she loved me only for my farts. I fslvlly had to admit that the /
-~ .

{ ’narriage& vasn't a success and that I vas leaving. There was no sense in
¢ontinu1ng if ghe wasr/x} ¥ going to starf: contributing too. Marriage is a
s ' ol
* two-way street." ' 1

We finished the exercise of my ‘patience, an e?te.i'ciee from which I
. . ' - ’ e . [ ' - i N . : ,
eberged very successfully. ‘I affered Stevengon a beer which he accepted _

" and drank, chugging it .down in one'd‘raughtu "I can hold ﬁy'eqn,feh?;'-

., he said, out of breath.
I told him that I was indeed very impressed..

. "'Despite wy problems," he sald, "'you have to get .up Erettz earl"y in
the worning to get the best of old Stevenson. v He punched himself in the -

.shoulder pad as a team—mte would ‘LE he d jnst stopped a particularly

t

( tticky slap-st\ot. "Got another bre)):'" he uked. oo -
, . . e

i § vent to get him another beer, the last one in the house. "I/'d . .

13 . ~ b ’

'wa'nted to save it for later,’
[3 . ' . Q : . . ‘ . ’ . . o -

. -Ag I handed Steyenson the bottle, he said, "You know what you need.is
a gimmick. You need t-o‘Be‘notic'ed[" o ‘ v

Y . /
I‘Ehought ‘for.‘a moment he was 'geing to su@ekt( I wear.his goalie o 4:f:l.t.'
ot ; ? ! e .

;




-

s oy - . co ;1218"

“People notice ﬁ\e,;"he'coqtinued',' ""and| you co.ul‘d get the same recogni® "".'

t\ioh I .do. I can teach you. in your own <home, just nginas a day. I'11

be your manager if you want. Your agent.” s, U .  r

“Agent for what?"

2 ’ . Lt
"No but I mean, I'll handle you. I'[l 'give' you an Lmage. People'wi‘ll' ’

turn around when you walk down the street. just like they do for me.”
"I really don't wvent co dress up in funny outfits, Stevenson."

" "No but listen. You want people to think you re ‘a vriter, right:" Yoo '
vant them to think of you as.a director, right? well, you've got to play )
your part to the hilt. l-‘or instance, I hones;/ly don" t: think you drink

enough in public. Toni_ght at class you should get bombed. "

"Stevénson thot’s ridiculous." Y IR o o
U . N S y :
“You wouldn t have to teallg get drunk. Youicould jJust pretend. You A
could bring a vodka bottle filled wich vater. Jugt take it out in class..
‘and start drinking.- Think of the aensa:ion it would make. Pe/ople vould'
'sa:jy, ! There 'gdes a troubled man. A spoiled -little boy like all great
‘ ir;iécs."‘ - s ‘
An T so susceptible to’ 'poggoscioné An I'the fluid that I geen to bet
I‘guess 1 must be. Because the mox:e Steoenson taIlced about the crazy N
/nt.tle plan, the more 1 warmed to it. I vant_ed to see Blackbum, the ‘

upholsterer and Fim;tet, and Hark Jones. I wanted to see them all shocked

by my behaviour.

. 3




/

‘Cha\th_t‘_};g o S

A

* he was Claude Rains, the cynical police inspector.

.move through life, two attists, two "enfants terribles"’ againgt the world.

. Hetaphorically ehbx"aced, ve wak'ed to the bus,’ the cold wintef air | L.

-making every breath both a pleasure and a pain as it was sucked into ‘our

. and hard.

anticipated m% missed -1t. Stevenson in kis. goalie outfit right down

H'reminded me of a,\gorilla who has been. dresaed in. humag clothes over which .
_someone has put a gorilla suit. .

‘and conttived joiued to fom an aninal that was aukvard in its own skin.,

" while clutching the brief case with the vodka bottle close to my el;es:, g

. sald, t
was slighnly intinidating.

- turn the situatiou tovard one he could control.

(]

Stevenson and 1 were noqkeys'in a thunder storm:

g

we' had each other.

Even if separately we featecL the worst, we would néver say. Together we

faced the music. If I was the Bogart charscter at the end of Casablanca,.

' Arm in arm we would

/

lungs, was wamed and pushe out in breaths that were deliberately full

Like Tenpysen's Ulysses we were drinking life to the lees.

The two blocks to the bus stop--MJggi had che car-ztook more\ time than .

to Hom:real Canadiens sveater "and matching| toque, ambled slowly behind me,

hindered and unnble to k.eep pace because of the bulky ‘costume, Be

5.
It was as if simian features both natural

We arrived a little late, som'ething Stevenson 'said was better for the v

3

image anyway, allowing us to make the cowpulaory flambo nt entraﬁce.

Haking my way to the rear, 1 sa?as eloee as I could tq Jnlie all the

£
"I trust you gentlemen won't. mind if I continue the discuasion." Hark.

he tlmbre of his voicd betraying the fact :hat Steveneon 8 unifonn‘
Or perhapa he was just thinking of trying to .

"‘I‘he art of dressing in
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outrageous cosiuyei/m of course, a genyine art form,' he might next have

. . *
- told us.

Stevenson's _statement.

But none of this vas to be.

A

-
~

Does/anyone have a comment of the effectiveness of Mr./ /
. // r,:.‘

g

,;

A

-

v

The evening, at least the earlier part,
\bélong'e'd to Blackburn and a discussion”of his latest work, an {ic poem,

he told us, which dealt with the minds of several people as‘ they entered

-

T oa supermarket.

A

Hark who, had hnd a preview of the work in question pre-

faced Blackbum's reading by telling us that the epic was an epic of epic

s -

porporcions, ."a truly scathing condemnat:‘ion of ‘the human psyche and super*

‘markets which takes the local A&P and uses it as a metaphor for ALL super-

N

markets.. Truly;" he told us, ”1t is taking the particular and universal-‘

izing.it that is the key. to art." . o o .‘ .

"Do Epics rhyme?" asked Mrsﬁl-‘inster:

: "Us’ually_ nét." said Hark. "

afraid 1 don't remember."

- . -

~

"This was not the.world of real artisfs.

Doesjyouts thyme 61‘ not, George.

k)

The real artists,

I'm.

o

-~

v\

"I could change it," said Blackburn li;xmbly. }\\"I'){ open to suggestion."

Stevenson

T and myself included dida't disc':ms things like - rhyme.

Sure technique was -

something we vere concemed wlth, but 1t was something we figured out

alone .

tiv,e glances we comunicated this to each other.

‘now: we were siardonic without

[}
3

&‘"I have an objection,”

wve call marketablé. "

This whole "Creativity" class reeked of amatsurism.

that no one's interested in reading epics today.

i

smi rking .

A

3 4 N T

cried out Stevenson, rising from his chair.

“I'm involved with publishing, as you know, and I think X can tell you

ThtOugh fur-

We understood e'éch other

7

They're just not what

»
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o 1

2 "In zour“ ‘opinion,” .said Bldcl(burn, defending himgelf in the manner of |

an animal whose ohly defense is an odour that is unpleasant yet \not quite
» ‘* N . .t " 4 N

offenstve, T

~

"Believe me,"‘ gaid 'Stevenson eammestly. "I know what I'm talking }

-about, I'm what you'd call e-ineni:l.y more quﬁified to judge than you' '

. are," -’ '_ -

. "I dan't want to hurt your 'feelinga,ﬁ" BElackburn safd, pausing to wonder,

. . - . ' _ AN
I suppose, whether to unleash his ‘coup de grace', "but ‘I\‘vouldn't say

yc\:\ir aludien“ce is typical. Maybe spastics don't read ,é\pics but I'm sut_g

that many other normal people do.”

‘"Up. yours," sald Stevenson. "I‘tl's kt'ti;udés like yours that g;ve. my
¢ w . . ’ o o .
life meaning, Blackburn., Believe me your plan is ridiculous. As ridicu-
.. lous as you are." ) ‘

N
.-

As Hafk intervened to' placate pbth Blackburn and my buddy Stevenson ‘I
opened the brief-cagse andue;tracted the vﬁdia bc?ttle. (;oughing.and

kpockir'xg‘ the bottle on ' the deék in c;rdeir e&o drg? attention to inyseif. I
unscre'we'd\the iop anq‘:took a long draught, g\;ipin‘g the 1iquid down more

quickly than I should have. I set the bottle down and belched.’

- ’ .
The remainder of the evening unfolded 1like a day dream. It was real, -

a real. .bingé, although the liquid in the bottle had no ‘reai powér to

»

alter my per}:eption or wmy behayiour. I %uppbse we play the role that is

'expected of us. Hémories of some parts of the evening escape me entirely.

e

I recall rolling on the floor; I remember disrupting Hark's lecture;

Loy F ) ' K \ '
' booing when Blackburmn Began to read his epic: '
K R - " "Of Man's First Supermarket, and the fruit -

* And vegetable department of that company ghich '

{

.

-~

. 3
s v ot A i e —




'an end to the evening, Stevenson promising to take' me home while all .
' '

py hand and shook ie. G

Brought lower prices into ‘the World, and cut the woe

/o : with loss of profits, that was their pitéh..."™ .

_ Hdiq’than once I fell onto the floor.tipping my desk and, the last

tinme bréak;ng the bottle from which I gained my inner strength. That put

ﬁhers gaped) at my oq'ce pitiful and revélting ,de:tneanor. - o

‘"I -wonder what hé"s got to hide," I heard Mrs. Finster saying to her ’
. 4 - N . .

M.

companion. "A'tortured soul 1ike ‘that, I suppose, is part of every great

artist.” . .
o T
’ - % i‘s T ' . "
. . ‘ T . . D o ’ s
4 , . . . e, " v . L /«
"Brilliant. Brillfant," said Stevenson, "you should've been an actor,

. “ , N\ . . ) .
'Even I believed you.and 1 knew thére was nothi'ng in the bottle. You know

“what you've got now? I'll tell. you what you've got. I*word, you've

got tespect., Did yOu see the way_ they looked at: you? Did you'see the

‘p:lty in. their eyes? The pity and the respect too. Didn t you see the way

“ )

they were thinking of you: a great artist, the problems of the world were

"tod much for. Bob," he said ea;n\egstly, "L h proud to know' you." He took

~N

But oncie in the street I felt émpty. It vas as 15 the lees of life had

) . i
stuck In my throat “4nd were slowly causing my asphyxia’tion. Throtcled );o~

death by life.’ "1 think I'l_l,go home now_, Stevenson. 1It's been nice." .

Our parting nust have been very like 'l‘:hat of two astronauts who have been

kept in - the same close quarters for a lohg time. - When théy part, wards
. . o - .

‘must es.éape th;)am. There' must be bolﬁgﬁhihg else but: gqéd—bye to say. Yet

T -~
= . ‘. a " 4
no one has invented the words. . e

I

. N ’ .
.
! .

o . . »

'
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- that I was. The big man, the artist who'd f:hiﬁy extricaged hi;nself from

the elephant that had plagued him foi so iong. NO ONE SHITS ou ME AGAIN,

‘ rote 1 recited a poem I'd only half learned. It was a legend. - My own

" ashamed,” she talled from ¥he kitchen. "I unferstand. Sometimes the

o

e -133-

. ) . .
M 4

. N I - ' . '
I knocked at the door of Julie's apartment, confidently, like the giant

e

I thought to myself.: I'M HOME. I 'VE FDUND MY PLACE. An artist:, a fi_lm-
maker whose work on the screen is%nly overshadow_ed by the public life .
GARGANTUA 1 thought to myself .THAT'S ME. I FEEL .li;e a glant, I EAT *

and I LOVE like a giant. Nothing in halves.. 1 DR‘INle like two giants. By .

story: L R L

' In the elephant's five*pound brain
The Wwhole world's both table and shithouse S
. Where he wanders seeking viandes, exchanging great farts
For compliments. Thel rumble of his belly
Is like the contortion® of a crumbling planetary system.
Long has he roved, his tongue longing to press the juices
From the ultimate berry, large as . ‘
But tenderer and sweeter than a watermélon;
Aad he leaves such signs in his wake that pygmies have fallen
" And drowned in his great fragrant marshes of turds.

°

. . - ) _ , ' . '
“Come in," said Julie, "you still drunk? I heard you mumbling at the

{ .

door.™

"I'11 come 1n,"\okay'."
N . ‘ . . .
She sat me dowd and went to make coffee. "I don't want you to be

‘ot

yorld just geis to be tbo much and you have to get out for a_],ittie while.

That's all. Remember you have nothing to be asﬁamed of",

N Q ";I know, " I"told her. I had been gofng to confide. 1 had been‘"going
toitell her all abou;:_ it: that the whole thin?‘wag really nothing more ¥
.than ‘a publicity stunt: Now, of course, I couldn't. Reality is such a ,;..

N . f

subjective. thing.
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"I guess you don't want to talk about it," she said, sitting beside .

: s . . )
me. "I understand it might only make thinﬁs worse." .o
I'm ctor. And then,‘I\wgs sure 1'd found my role. A tortured poet, ,
| . my veryme ‘po_etry. "Stm[timei the world 1is too much with ﬁe," S
o, -sald, playing my part to the hilt. "The world, with all it's'bitter nemo- o
_ries seems to be crashing down on me. Sometimes I feel I can't stand
, much more.” o bh S . . o S
. g \ ‘ -
- "You have me 1if you need a shoulder to lean on. And y,oufve got
Stg'vehson. You've got a lot in common.". : ‘ o _
. P ' ) B \ gy, . : N ‘. . 4&~
= 2 She had to be kidding, I th{ught, to myself. Let there be no confusion,
Ve \ '- . N N .
I wanted to say to her.’ The similarities e‘nd-—-;hardly begin--with the
‘ » . . °
. externals. . " }
o , " g L } ) . )
"It's exciting to know so many artists,” she said. 'There's so much
pasgion, so much~--oh 5 ntensity in you." . : )
© ."Y‘ou're‘ a very good judge of ‘character,"” I told her. '"You ‘see /clearly.‘ S -
. 1A% e ) ' b . K :
" I think you see my guilt, I think you see .the way I'm on the rack of the ‘ IR
_ . , ' . . . . ’ jT
world." T knew I was laying it on a.little thick but it was like drink- ;
ing. Ym_n never know your limit except in retrospect. '
"The rack of the woi’}.d. Yes, I see it that way.""
. T R . N v ‘ : "“ T2
. Poor manipulated fools. . _ L ‘ o B
. L - | .
. "I still can't-get over the way I ‘idealized him."
. . "m‘O?" )
. Y . '
gr «

\"Mike. I'sti(l'}:__c_m't believe the way I 'fglt for him, .I wora‘hi'pped ‘

‘him. And I think thlist"s partly where my guilt lies.| I'm siuch'a poor’




“‘\judge of people.”

S ° .
. : ¥
L0 "You mean that's all. Your guilt over niajudging soheene is enough ’

-

t6 turn yOu into a grea& artist. ‘A film—maker so sensitive he has to '

...+ - hide behind alcohol.” = .’ BN
- &\ ‘
o, \ "I suppoge'I feel aothing in halves. It's my size."
: “"There are times," she said, "when ‘I just want to take you in my arms )
and hold you till everything s all right. 1 snppose {t s silly.".
e ”Human contact is about thg only thing that keeps me going;J I told
- . her, o - ' \
\“Xou exﬁggerﬁte;f she said. “You have your art,"
"I choose heart over art," I said making ny eyes as pitiful and eamest
as possible. I . T e
v Lo v, - \ q ) N ) . ) ' L
.+, "Oh,..," she said, nearly trembling with emotion. . . : oo
. ‘ ‘ The roon began to feel unnatutally cold and we alipped off our
separate chairs to embrace on the floor.' In my chest, 1 could feel wy
N ‘heart ‘beating against hers. choose heart. over art, I said to myself, .

It was the sort of thing you night find/in a Rod HcKuen poem. I -
1o
imagined myself in black ‘sneakers like chuen 8. On Johnny Carson, read-

ing my "Pensées" to schmaltzy muaic, perhapa behind a'recora1ﬁg of wavés

hitting a- sandy shoreline.
. . .. . . * \.
. . "You want me to tell you about Mike," I said at a loss for words,
I~

o Co .
"Do you want me to explain the way i} was. The memories afg;'t all . o

5itter."\ N ' - ;
e
She only nbdded as, if she vere afraid to speak lest she niss some -

pearl of wisdom I might offer.

. , : * . N
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"Mike wa;\the kind of person uho when told. that nasturbation caused
:blindheaa decided tp:continue until he needed glasses. 'That was hi;
version of spitting in che eye of deaginy. A o

"All 1 want ont of life is to be ab;e to say that‘l lived with honour.
‘It s not bad enough that my time wi Hike:was‘nothing but a few yeara of
pranks a few years where I idolized someone oldet\and as{it turned out,
) crueiler than I wvas. But my whole impression of him vas wrong. I saw -
him as some kind of hero who aithough his acts were sometimes antisociai. €
'_infotmed his actions with something higher. I was looking for someone
who' aaid he stuck his_ neck out for no one and then proceeded to stick ic out
F¥urther than anyone could-expeet.‘ Inatead, 1 h stuck uith memories of
someone who avowed he’ vouldn t atick his neck out for anyone and did just
that. I was looking for a Sam Spade,-a Casablanca Rick“and had to settle
fér'an Angel with a dirty face.. Cagney aa the tpugh-guy coward,.Rocky ‘
$u111van; Instead 5{ a peraon-who feels nothing’ih halvee I was stuck ?
with one uhofdidn't feel aome'things'at a11.< Love, pity, a&npathy:‘ they .

were only words." oy

Beaide ne, dulie atirreda In a amock I would have guessed ‘to be
Mexican, she was atunning. She wore blue jeans that. I su;beot. had been
bleached -to save her the time and the effort of wearing ghen into that -
condition.. Gold earrings the size anﬁ,shape ofibracel 8 completed the

. . x '
outfit. She made mé drool.

¥ L)

.""Are you ready for a fantaatic drink," she aaked me. "You have to be”
. ' . o
'fairIy sober to appreciate ie. ‘Vodka and Peach nectar.” BN

‘I-aaid 1 thought I was ready. \ . ok . N ' .

When she returned with the drinka she aaid, "You know. creativity ia
32

"\J




. a good drink.

:idrink is a good example

‘the only animal that separates us, or. soneching like that.

|- L a

By questioning everything we came to the ansWers.

-

.

f

J
Anyway,.it'sf

. This

|

we order, angelic attitudes on our chetnb aces.

' he heaves and retches ) t the ness on the table,

‘his face.

mouth,

\ lamb,

'Yes,' I said,.suspecting scnething terrible,  Had I been the éedu&edfk\

. - S

not the seducet? I wanted to be sick; I wanted to cough up all my~

illusions. To tell the ttuch. Then$ would I be free? I didn t know.

But I, knev I was going to tell her everything. I was gqing to tell both
: v

of us the truth. . S . \~

In the last year of his life. Mike's behaviour could well be compared

- . “

Pldnning it well in advance, Hike has directed us into the restauranc!:

making us sit at éhe_most centrsl table and telling us to place large

orders, the cost of which he will gladly cover,” As politely as possible"
The waitress walks *

*

away. Taking a plastic bag filled' what sppears to be vomit but is

in fact" Irish Stew. Mike' sprea ‘it across the table. ,ﬁiding the bag .

Without subtlety ve.
' d
try to show our disgust. Mike sits back with a look of embarassment on

He, waits a moment, then picka up a fork. Apparently unsure°o£

: himéelf, he pushes the mess on the table around until he finds a. racher

e

: large piece of meat, He abs the pieqe and  then slowly brings it to his
. g |

¥
He tries the piece,,finds it to his liking ang then begins to eat
‘ ' :

with more gusto.- We shrug our shoulders and‘pick up our forks. ngether;,

ve also fish into the stew an&'choose large pieces of carrot, potnto or

"Not bad," we say, nunching.l “And still waram," Mi}e aﬁds. "Miss,"

.

. to that of a clockuork doll whose balance—wheel is working itself off. fk\\>‘
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he says, "Do you tsink we could have some ketchup. And please cancel

f A Y

our orders. It seems 7e ve all had enongh to eat.” Nb rise and leave

‘the restaurant.

I won t tell you what happened 1E‘H1ke ever ran actoss 'a stray dog or .

cat. Suff&ce 1t to say that they ended their days in samethiug more than

A
- . . .
. ) : - . ~

agony while Mike gloated‘ Intimidated we sald nothing. -

s

hémeh vere Niewéd as a different species altogether worthy of only con-

tempt. They were ballcutters who v0u1dn'; get his.

1

Pucking was something you did.:q.thqm before they did it ‘to you.

' a rape where, for some reason, no charges were laid.

‘\ o

\' ‘u

¢

»

!

In all things, to demonsitate superiority was tgé thing. . And the-

power of 1ife and Qeath/éas,the ultimate. sAltliough in our presence, all

P .

'\

_those choseh were granted reprie&ea,‘sometimeszit didn't appear as - though ’

They would be shown.

It was

-

it would end that way. At !hndom he would choose victima to threaten them ~ °~ .‘;"

vith a forced. drink of. battery acid.

kept a sta;vedltétiin his father'sngaragg*-for a raiﬁy,day.

¢

.

_ 1t ended in mystery. And in tragedy. No one-knows ‘the E‘ruthf There

N N
presumably

range. .Self 1nf11cted. The others weten t quite so lucky. To describe

AR

. v N . R . N .
were three bodies found, one headless. It was Mike's, his head havipg

“

been splattered od‘the faur walls by shotgun fire, }; close

hwﬁat manner of agony they had suffered woulﬂ serve nothing. It would .i
‘only be an understatement. They were mutilated to the point where there

was gome ‘doubt as to the sex of each. It 333 done with a knife, it is

.

| a

\. .\‘

Among us, there was a rumour chat he -

-




thought, long before th‘ey ;we're :‘de].:lvered‘ to death. Bsth..were boys.
S 5 , ¢ N

N\ , . . . i

A "It's all true,” I said, "every word of it.” - . T . T
."Oh," 'she said, "you must have suffered more than aryone will ‘ever | - ‘ '
. N 2. R ’

kpow They say that. all artists have to have suffered.”

" "Yes, i.rell‘.l,fthat is as 1t 1s8."

" She put an arm around my neck snd lefe 4it’ there I suppose wondering

'\}hat Lmamun:' of confort she could give me. ‘ ‘ -
N . ) A . ' i wq

¢

'Very briefly I kissed her,, almost as a mervous reaction. 'Aftet, I felt

. ) - -
I\ f N
N t
.

.8lightly self-conscious, l1ike a man who is not accustomed to speaking in = b

‘public and 1s having trouble knowing what to do with his hands. My whole
' ' N . - . . 4

‘body-_—snd there's alot .of it--was an embarassment. - o ‘

“It's okay,” she said.  "Remember once I told you ‘ebout monkeys in a

- % . : . ' . ° o
thunderstorm?” - ; , : S ) it

Very well, I wanted to ssy; the image has s.tuck-with 'me.-.

; A‘ . . . - o N L N ,'.\'
A"Well it can be like that with people too." She vas moved nearly to
.tears. 1t vas ag 1f she hsd just resl}ied she'd been unfair to one who

.Y o
. had suffered more than she could ever know. She - took me in her arms and

caressed me at first gently, -warmly, a.warmth that moved' nearer passion

. ‘a8 I began to respdn‘d. When she wasn 't kissing wy warm feverish face she

was quietly rocking ne bsck and forth ‘in het srns h;ming gently gome soug‘

of her own 1nvention. . Th song seemed to ‘have neither words nor melody-‘

| 1t was the sound ‘sOme kind of prilul incmtstion or mantra that expressed

'everyt:hing, -all knowledge that humsns have about themselves—-rsinultme—

‘ £
ously, e



There 1is something truly amszing about the wsy clothes seem to dissolve

/

to make way for passion.‘ In my normal sexual encounters. the atmosphere is

always ruined by an image of a head stuck in.a sweater, or of _the stmggle

ﬁir of hips extricating themselves fron a pa:lra of jeans wit'h difj,
'ﬁculty. I}ut there waslno "such problam to mar our communion. It 'vas the
;mravelling of a dream. Im my mind 1 had often im&gined our dnion. Now
it was as though the direction of wy dteam had been t:aken over.y dn

author eminently more qualified to manipulate. Now it was as if God him-

self were exetcisipg his imagination.

Unemcumbered by cloth I shivered slightly both because 'of the chill

which pervaded the room and in anticipation of the full u}giou of our flesh
i

that Was quickly appronching. Our haiids were good to esch other. Her ,

. well-tanned skin seemed to be covered by almost impetcept:ible blond hairs |

which, T’ was glad to observe, you would fail to notice unless you -shared
something very’ spec.iqlland very ;:‘lo’se with her.

]

Later; she rose to fetch a blsi:ket and, folled in it, we hetd on tight

as if iwe were res&sting some kin’d of force--like gtavity perhapg\--that was

trying to dtpw us away from ‘each other. It was as 1if we wer far—svay

hoons of two separate planets that collided somewhere far in)space and for - '

which _ﬁge gravitational attraction was no{\‘stmng‘ enough to keep together.
o AR ‘ ' ' o
We weré holding on with the knowledge that our separation was inevitable.

”,‘The natural jlsws of ohysics cannot be 1gnored foreve‘r. ‘

I shifted down into the -blanket and finding the teac, the joekey rid:lmg
high on her ldughing litr.le breast, held my fsca CO it. Salt:.ten‘s‘bega‘n‘
to wash down her hairy;oose-bmpeld f‘lesh md made it glisten as what -

“light there was in the room seemed to emaniate from within her. . She was’

A . : . ‘ . : ’
<. . v . . . .

\ \ )

e




P

e gentle ahd S0 wal I. I suppose for a time I slepc and d:eamt.- It is -
.either the very contented or the very disturbed who dreams incidents ex-~

- actly as they occur in reality, My dreams-;—if they were dreams-—-were
. A . 2 . ‘e - he )

"

such. R S

Consclousness of the occasion and'time itself appeared to me as it

i . . . . .
might to.a somnambulist. I, drifted through experience till with a shock

-~ - N

" I became aware ofacime,' of the companynin which 1 found myéelf. * 1 began

to.discern detail and to assimilate it. Things again took on me'aning_. '

"Are you staying the night or going home to wherever you're going home

.y .
to?" | \ : , : . . .
. ',\ i >\ L4 . - -
"I'd like to stay,” I told her, 'but I can't. ,“'Ii's late as it is.”
M 2 . *
< "Was it good for ym‘x?" ' | ‘ ,
' . ’ ' .o e .
: “They havep't invented the word to say hovw good 1t was,” I said. "The
earth ‘moved." “
, . ’J\ v ’ ' ’ ‘ . . Y ) #‘_l
% "It"s alvays good for me. But this time...this time it was even better
‘ » T -y " . . P B
than with Stevenson.” v , ) ‘

.- . "I beg your pardon?" . Had I"heard corr\ectly? .
. I ) X ) ' —. o ) e S
"% know it's not nicé to tell tales out of school or whatever the ex-
oy : ‘ .
V. C. \ .
presgion i{s but how can you help comparing? This wag the best ever for

‘mes I thought with Cedric I Had reached my limﬂ: 1t lasted.fore“ver.'

L .
But with you 1t was like the end of the world. I like artists. I guess

‘they ré so sensitive that it rubs off on ygn.
"I get it. This is a little joke you're playing. A groupie.™

“1 shouldn't have said anything. Oh...I fust knew I should've ke'pt my

\
o

.mouth shut." L S »




!
R

© "You mean you'ré not joking," I said not’ sltghtly crt;ahed. “‘You're

not shitting me.- You meam after a11 this, after all I've°told y0u-—-

3

- _./you re the _only person 1've told 1: all to--you tell me that I \rsn t
even the first one in the class. I wasn't even your first choice. You ‘

‘chose a spastic before Vms‘. A foél. You gro:;} together.' . -

. f ¢

"Don't be upset. I was Just trying to tell you that it was great.’

It's true there's no comparison between you and Cedric. It'll never be i

<

'the‘ same between us again. But how can you compare if }.'ou haven't tried
. 1 N " , .

both?" ‘ , .

"I thought we had gpmething really special going here?” . - .

g

"We do. We don't even have to think sbout. it. ' ﬁoq 't you.feel that you

should":xpérience"every.thing“iq this world." - y _ . .

. "ﬁo, of course not. Next you're golng to tell me you sucked of f. a-
horse_." . .‘ Lo

o .

"Now I wouldn't tell you anything 1f1 thought itouas going to upset

| N 1 » - -

'you.”. - : , : I ¢ -
"You miss the point.” . o ’ R ’

o "I'm so'rry,." she said, in t'ears‘. "X guess different people look at
sthings in different ways.' It's been nice, that 8 the o‘y thing that I
regret. It was so- g&od." ,

‘\ “I'm surp'rise& you didn't suggé‘st‘ a threesome." i ’ T

) ' Y ' Lo . oot v ' . (% T
- She perked up, _"Croup fucking is wha't_sep;arates us from the lower
" animals. - T oo 3
‘ I N ) 4 X T - . . . , ) . N i , i i . ,1 Lo
' I picked up my clothes, threw them on wy back and made my way into the
. '
// N '

.
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night, something in the fésh;on of Dr. Frankenstein's monster aftei- he
has learned that the world will not return his goodwill.  With the

monster, and like him, I saw that the whole world was against n;é.

. L N
~ 8
i

1 cut"sed mything and everyt.htng ) 8 passed but most of all I cursed

.God the: greatest manipulator of all. If he could hear me he was’ going

"to hear how 1 felt.. God'" I said, 'you bastard. you great shitting ele-

phant, ;just who do you think you are? tht kind of a- novalisc, what kind

1

of an artist are you? -I' ‘11 tell you 1f .you care to listen. 'LISTEN TO ME

< ' : . .
GOD: you're a hHack. " A hack. A sensationalist with a sick sense of -

3 : ' s
y

~ humour. “You' think you' can spin it out any way 'you want. €'mon man,

-

vhere's your sense of reapousibility. You think fou can do it any way

h .you want'l YOU BASTARD God are you listening to me? Can 't you 1eave a

s

person just a little di_gnity. . Your ‘Jokes are getting a little hackneyed

‘don't you think? Yo\;. think you can get a laugh anygime you want ‘just by °

pulling down our panta whe.n we least expect. 1t? Why make us eat shit

‘like this? You God- damned mipulating voyeur, don't you think the least

you could do would be to leave us alone. Let us -go ouc thiuking we have

some dignity left. Isn t it the least you could do? 1Is i: 80 ‘much to

%w o

] ask that you have a heart?" -




A

-it's a& if I've been destined dto repeat over nnd. over again those parts

_have been a g&ant-sizec‘llfbol. 0 - . A AR

-at this time, it was Maggi.. Yes, Haggi. She was to blame. IT WAS HER

EtEr 13 N ‘ ° - \' . ., , '
I've always had the feeling that this vorld vouldmlt be half—bad  § .‘ ot
we didn t repeat our mistakes.. Perhaps I exdggerate, but 1t 8 always ‘ ' e

!

seemed that viy' to wme. Let me try to demonstrate this by my own life.
L , . | . o . .
of my life I find most unpleasant. It seems I'm destined to repeat mis- - N
'takes of jﬁdgmentq ad infid{tum. Lookir_\g back on it, I've initiafly been
wrong about practically everything. And this, I think, has been the

cauSe of that tremendous sense of guilt I have alluded t:o throughout th:le o

little epistle of mine. Why do I feel guilt? If you listen I' 11 "tell - R '?,Jt
you: . _ b -+
" In Mike I had idolozed someone without ideals. -~ - C f.‘

In Maggi I had fallen in love w\iﬁk -someone I 'coul;d'n't stand,

In Hark. and Stevenson T had sought out artists unworthy o£~ respect; . .
In Julie I had confided in someone unworthy of confidence.
* And 1've- probably. overlooked a ntmbet ‘of other things. In“‘sh,ort, T

<

) ) o oba ! . L .
True, guilt is anm einot\ion‘fthat 1 have?felt strongly. But 1 have never

-
"

1

been one to blame m}self unduly. If I saw a single villain in my life,

LS . .
FAULT. And she was going to pay 'for it. When the time came. She was®. Lt
o

the one who had made me embark on a f.ilm career. She wag the one, by her

. e
2,

every action, vhe made me hate her. It had nothing to do with me. She RN BRI

.was the one who put me in the citcu;nstances'_ in which I met that twit, .

3 N ‘ - . ~ e

‘ Stevenson. She was the one vho'thtgw me into Julie's arms. She was“the < ¥T ' - RS

AS

b
1
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- one who made me confide in Julie because she was the one who'd made it -

' _ 1mpossib1e to cJ{ﬂde in her. She had made me hate nyeelf and made it

" can you expect someone to love at all if he does not first love hi[aseif

~

impossible to feel anything iut diedain for anyone else: after all, how

. SHE WAS RESPONSIBLE FOR EVERYTHING AND SHE WAS GOING TO PAY. .
a " N !
On the way' home I considered plans to a\‘renge‘myaelf, Finally I fell;

on the following:' 1 would have ‘a pat‘ty and invite everyong I knew. :_ill

<

' the people from the "Creativity" clase, those £oola vho idolized ne,

" would come her turn. She woulf pay. -

L]

[ od

.Hark, Julie, even Blackbum. And then once 1 got then a11 into the one

1

_ room together 1 would beat then each -in turn to a pulp. I would tear

> -\"~

_them limb from limb vhile tied tow che:lr Maggl watched in terror. -Then

A

3\ ’ o ‘ ‘ LT
"How's the mogul,"” asked ﬁaggi as I came in. It vas a nickname I'd
come to accept after ieaming shendi;dn't mean it l'iterallyd-lik'e- a bump
on a log'.', '
"I was getting vorried " she said. "It's getting late.” And then e

Jmoving closer, R 4 love you.

"Me t:oo," I said, aoving \away fton her euhrece. Sonehow being in ‘

eloae proximi,ty to another petson has always mde it more difficult to . ..

fie. "1 stopped for a few beers with Stevenson and we lost t_rack of

the time.” ) °

"'UI gee," gald Maggi, in that mnen of hers that' implies skepticism
T . . »n T . . *

'/ R S ! .. l

3

& ezt
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T f ; 1 1 . .
and perhaps a smidgen of condescension.

"1 sat down and relaxed. "I bought some beer,” she sald, presenting .
» , - h ' ' .

.

me with one in a chilled glass stein. "I'm not sure if it's as cold as

‘you-like it." o ‘ :

"It's fine." 1 &gged‘anld nused while Maggl seemed to hover about
) . - . »
me almost like a vapour. _

o

" I stared into the lhalf—_lit space before mé, After an interval I'm °

unable to judge, she ffnally asked, "“Is there anything the matter? You

[ .
seem d;fstant, somewhere’ rslse " ] - }

"No it's nothing. I was just chinking we should have a party. that 8
- ‘

ir

all, A Big party where we 1nvite e'vﬁryoneﬁe know.™ ' ‘ '

-

"That's the greatest idea I've ﬁeard all day. We can have a tremen-
dous bash-»-invite all your friende - from school , Hark \Stevenson, every- '
s o
' one 1 kndw at work. We ‘can - fill the whole place with pe\Bple. Ve 11 .-

drink till we'ge sick and then suoke weed till we pass out. I’ {just " a
' ‘o

what we- both néed, yau knov.. I've wanted to let :I.t all hang-out for a

long *?ﬁmelnow. I've felt lik; t:his aparcment was’ soise kind of a giant L

-éirdle that was strangling us. But whEn...it can't be this week, thera 8,

» ’

‘ too much to do, but maybe ?zext, what do you _ say?" ) .‘ ) =

t ! -

o A .
"Sure. I think we could manage it on Saturday. But maybe we should

v ow

have two parties. My friends on’ Ssturday and fhen yours' another time._

“£

(3]

she. said slightly abashe.d 'Whatever you want "

' e .
"Whatever you say,
! ' . ‘ V. . . ) [

So I was going €o have .m; party. { was going to get;;' my revehge, - Oh

¥




sui‘e, I kiew I wesn't going to do aoythi;ng reaily violenz i I kpew I
_yasu't going to beat anyone to‘a pulp or anything of the so«gt. But 1
gquld be able to give them all a royal tongue lashing. 1 would tell
’ them all what 1 thought of- them and more. 1 even considereo spiking the T ,
drinks with some kind of' poison that would not kill anyo‘he-y'-j.ustf‘;xake
things rather unp_léasent. And .then there was Maggis I eav;‘ the un~ .
avoiidable tl;ing: 1 wou;d leave her. :In a way there were regre'ts over
.’that-;'-there had. been son:e good times. But if I were to turn over that
new Ieaf of mix‘ie it wae 1n‘ev1tabie. That party would be the end of an
era, No longer would I allow \myself to five under the tail of that
flatulent:, feces spewing elephant that had plagued me for ag long as I

w

"could Eemmber. That Sunday was going to be day one of my 11fe with
honou;. I was going to forget about Maggi, about. the.film. cai‘eer. abouc )

(bjike, about Stevensort and start a new life. for myself. 1 woulkd do nnyﬂ;
tl}:\ing honourable to suppért myself, \eveg\ if it meim'q putting an ddver- |
tisement in the c"la'ssified section of the qewapapei-to that e‘ffect:.
"'Yonhg wan, oew to ci'i:y‘,. wi;ll do’ anythilng'legal fof money." 1 w’ouldh
become an immigrant 'j.n my own country, naking"a fresh aterti , unaware: of
where opportunity migho take me, Perhaps 1 would‘u;ope‘/fo California and
seek out one of those ggda—founteins' where people 'are'dié‘covered. q: .o
perhaps I 'would join a circus and become a pint-sized si{de-show giant.
orI qlight jo.in the staff of a small-town newapaper, to be groomed for-
tﬁe:editorship by some aging fatherly pillar of the commixpity. On the '

| other hand 1 might sell all my possessions and invest in penny stocks-—

A-

hopefully penny stocks that; would nOt remain 80 for long. Ok how I was
i ‘ . @ . | . o .
&~ “ ! *
. .

) That .very next ‘day, tj&thetﬁhaﬂ.yvtk on the "'prope‘rty" I had Jjust -

ex_cit:ed. -
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recently given up, I prepared for the big day. ' Looking up the names of - - ¢

oo all thoee I wished to invite, ] phoned them each in turn, finally track-

ing them all’ down and aaking, cajoling, sometimes 1ead1ng with them to { ‘ ?f ';

‘ come,h‘ft last, they' all agteed tx grace my -home ulth :heir preaence, ‘ ' ‘ -

. some’more willingly than others. After all, 'if you '11 remember. 1 had ““ .'.\j‘,'

\ made quite a spectacle of myself at the’ ciaas ‘and they didn t know quite ' ¢ . : ,:.. g

w B

what to expect. Only Stevenaon and Hark thanked me, fbr my kindnesgs.

A ta

The Othera. especially Julile, were racher more cold than neceaeary, I

f thought. Nevertheless, everything was arranged the liquor, wine and S : . A./”X.
‘ beer bought; .the delicatessen meats and bteads ordered S
v . -

v ’ s by N
<

I could bardly vait. I 1mag:lned Mrs. unace; and her leather-coated - Sl

\ t -'h
. S

friend atanding in wy 11ving-room, their hair bleached bllck, wearing o
black transparent dangeskins, ballet .slippers and ailver'oanglea, sip-

ping Cin, P‘kiﬂslsrandiose gestures with a free hand'uhile they'muneaed on «
5 ' ‘ . 3
smoked salmon canapés. It never crossed- -my nind‘theyvmxghc need three .

{\3)

hands to execute all this at once. ;The mind’ is an imperfecﬁ machln and '

1maginea things only in parta. If‘they needed,three_hands then my mind e

< N
~ would ‘give them three.

N

And Stevenson. And Hark: And Julie. T imagined Stevenson asking
" Hark to contribute to Fair Shakes on the assumption that perversion.is .

s

< just as much a handicap as palsy, while, to the beat of hongo drums, .

S ﬁlackburnxtecites hia‘latest epic. I slapped my . leg in appreciation.

Hark Jones--the author of several failed novela. countlesa ‘gtories pub-

llshed 1n mimeographed periodicale that paid in. copias, eolleetlona of .
A\
poetry photocopied and eold to good friends like raffle tlckets--la f'
. ' : , . .
o o |

Mt e e




| .standing alone, one elbow on the mantel-uiet his hand -over his brow.
(The mantel—piece was invented too, for my pnrposes) " "'l‘he art of giving
successful parti\cs is a genuine one;"” he 1is munbling to no one in parti- ‘ ”-'
.cular, RUTRP takl)ing a diveru group of" people, placing them igclose
qutrte:s and then allow:lng‘ then; the freedom to apeak to whomever .they
like about whatever t.hey like that makes 'the: ciif.ference', betwgeri .a party
and®a ltgige me,eting..‘ ‘fhe good t\os.t or hostess ‘makes ;pre that those
invited have just enough in common to make éonversati:c;n possi‘ble.ye‘t are
always careful that there is enough diversity that no one becomes bored.
K Altogether unfamiliar people withtaumething 1n comon or friends of | .
‘ hd:lverse' backgrotxnds .do the trick nicely, as this Par_ty demogstrates.
© Does .ax;yone 4hmne a cptmgt\t on' the 'e\ffectivéngss of.this party‘.l'f No one - .“
‘1istens. Har;; is as distant from the action as a ébﬁmept&tor at a golf \
' . tournament. The competitors are ts\tglly unaware of him.‘ "Life 13 a
fruit bowi vhere nothh:g is fotbidden.’ Creat«ivity is the vay yoy eat 1; N
Sugar your fruit wiih what you will - you can never cha;xge «an apple into «
a banaua. It is what hepatatea us ftom the lower animals. It 18 through,
| questioning.., \ ‘ ) o s
'i,‘.o;ul'd ,hitdly v{&it. i AR Co B

i
o




Chapter 14 o L

v

As the week progressed,’ I was looking forward to the party less and
less. My frenzied rantings had ceded to a kind of cold blooded caleula-

!

tion that was difficult to sustain. I d forget what I was angry. about

i

or eIen that 1 was angty."And Maggi didn't heln. For sore reason only

she oald know, she was being very nice.

/ .
[

“I love you," she would repeat at times I felt guilty @qt aéserting_

_‘the'same.- \ ‘ ‘ . .

I always answered that I. loved her "too”,,goalifﬁing with that small
word. "Too." It made it more an agreement-~and therefore more like a-

confession under duress--than the aesetiion“implied in "I love you,” 1

« ot

. 1

couldn't say it. "I love 'you."

[

Finally the morning of the party came. “Don't get up,” something
‘ -, ~-.) ) . . A
inside me said.. "Never get up. Just let the whole day pass.” I °

snuggled to the bottom of the short.bed, taking -on the Eetai position it -

requireh me to sleep in to the extreme.

' ©
‘

Beside me, Maggl was atgark mvstetious cat. ' She yawoed and moved
closer to, me, warming herself agains: my ptehistoric bulk. Content in’

sleep, she nearly purred.

o

db .
Iq is not.tﬁe first time I've said it. She’

» . N

‘reminds me of a cat so much Ican't get the idea out of my head. But

_how? Svelte, black mysterious, with eyes that 1&51y sowe kind of super-

natural, nearly occult knowledge and understanding chat is beyond me--a

. mere throwback. Or is it a mutation.- But most of all 1t is her selfish— )

nesp:“Cat-like: gelfish and ruthlessly cagnivo;ous;

"

I tried to lie very still in the bed, the womb froﬁ'ﬁhich'f would soon

\

have'to,emerge. ﬁaggi,‘the World of‘tﬁe'fao%ish and the ingane: it.

PR Q '/




would A1l become part of the past. There vere sdme good time;; 1

.ihought to mysgelf, becoﬁ:ﬁ‘:g'nosta‘lgic and scntiﬁenthi. I meaﬁ; 1'£ hadn't
- all been a wash-out, had itc?- &)f course not. 'l‘h‘ere had been soine good

times, “some-affection (if only physicnl) and yes, somet:imes even love, )

A line from \qomth;ng ran through my head. "‘After.gll.., it's on]_.y‘ ’

personal." I smile\d to myself and Maggl moved closer to me. By the o

change in her breathing, I senseéd she must be awake;
: . ’ AN ) ' 9
“What you say, "

«

she aaked, groggy. J Co - /

1 didn't answer: I jﬁst remained quiet in the bed .my knees drawn up,

my back to her. I suppose by the same megns I had been aware t:hat Maggi.

was awake, she too was avare now that I was not sleeping. She must have Cy °
thought f‘d meant to play, for she draped an arm over hulking torso and
began to tickle me, tb make men{ware of my own body 4n the bed... And of

hers.” She tickled me; she grabbed me; she tried to give ne cauliflower .

LT

* ears.
I mnt |add that I am the most ticklish of the ticklish. I have even \.
& . Y . o . 4 S n Lt
been known to’ lose control of my blndder and bowels. Yet I feigned death.
1 accept:ed her mindstrations vithout: a fight?. to all appearances 1 was

R . o
either dead or very aOundly asleep. . , ' BN

She had rolled me on my back and. I lay mot:lonlesa in that actitude--I
reminded myself of a corpse at a wake or.of’ Snow White, perhaps, wa:l.r.ing
for a prince (Princess’l) to breathe life {ato me--until she bcgan the

game again with renewed enthusiasm: tickling me, bIowing in my ear,

. violating my body with \a vengeance. Then she ‘stopped and kissed my face ‘ N

'wa;n and hard on the lips. 1 imagined her eyes wlde opeh, looking into !

myT close, closed,.ston'c-cctved' fosail-face. ' . L o




.

The first kisp in the mdfning.. ‘Oh how I hate it. Have always hated
. ¢ ’ o . C“ oy ) '
* 1t. There was some:hing aout it, a wam face pressing ‘near you, you
~'can feel the heat, you can't focus on the face approaching quickly, try-

ing to press.its warm lips againat you, you can feel your teeth——halry .

from lack of brushing--pressing against her, mouth, you can feel your

eyelashes against her cheek where you like to kiss her- becauge it is the
. * % . .

softest skin on her body and is whére you kissed hef: for the first time.

- After. when I've taken inventory of myself, when I've seen that all
oy parts are 1ntact, then kissing is all rigllt. Even good.somet:lmes.

. B‘ut kissing for the fits\F time in the morning is like a medical examin

tion--the doctor telling you of some fatal disease you ‘haven't e'v;an “

‘ suspected.

Maggl continued to Dpres‘s her red red lips against mine. ~ Still I’

'didn't move. "You don't move soon, I'll have you buried,” said Maggi.’

_“The giant sleeps,” I said between clenched teeth. "“Wake him on
wednesda§."
"No such luck., Row bare edtertains the hordes thi? évening._"

! ‘ ) - » f/ ' a \ e - ‘ . .
l_Jsu&lly this would have been a time for tenderness. Rés;ed, our’

' bodies would serve-us well. But I rejected» this at once, regardless of

‘the member tifat was coming to life under the blankets. it simpiy \wa a't

-

fair. One for the toad has nevet been my style. Noti ;onbeg‘the‘ qixéstion,

I ‘rose and went to the washrobm where, as they say, 1 gave myséif a hand.

. ‘ /
" ‘I pumped and pulled and squeezed all the while tryfng' to aummon 1m§ge"s
' . . . V] . -

that would pi”ecipitate a release, Alas nothing was happe;ling and my* -
meﬁﬁer was beginning to ‘get chafed. Flame red as-a wino's nose'I had

‘to emerge from the washroom with 1t ‘poking ‘insipidly from behind my -




. ' Lo , R * X ) . N
Back ‘in the bedroom 1 retrieved a pair of jeans from

ttops.

the floot," and sat on the bed tolget' dressed. Maggi approached me and

' kneeled at my feet, tsk‘ine'me in her hands. She caressed \rne., my manhood
. . ]

in her hand.l_ike a handle: a key to what rema‘ihkd inside me. Turn the o

key, play with it the right way, mlock it, ‘learn the combina.tion first

and the door to all the prizes inside opens. the mystery is revealed.. :

Maggi looked for- the combination. She kissed and qudged with her ‘nose, °

5

caressed it, while with some kind of paralysis that knotted all my

muscles, I feil back‘.on the bed. 1 felt 1ike the catatonic, who is try-
ing to be sumox\ed to conseiousness, to mobility. Yet 1 remained pas-“
sive as she tried to make the organ sing her a song. It stood .for her,

it bulged it best, but yet could not be motivated to perform for anyone
but itself. 1t was not interested in giving, only taking, finally

0y

exp].oding as it was he*lct and puffed 1ike a huge, poorly rolled cigar. . ]

-Sppine on the be'd, I looked like ém elephant's interpretation of

Michaelangelo"s "David".\ In that manner, I lay motionless until Maggi :

left the room and I heard he shower runnixig I got dress_ed, went into

°

the kitchen, and_ wade coffee

{

After that I suppose ve s mply stayed out of one another's way. Maggi
!

‘ tidied one room while I organiged the other, not forgetting to set. the -

x
f " 1«”))

details of the rcwm in such a way -that they would reveal my character.

. The film-maker, artiste", "Enfsnt terrible", 1 set out coples of film

>

-magazines on coffee—tables, moved interestihg nick-nacks to locations in S0

' whdch they couid easily be noticed. For.fear it would betray any weak- -

"

ness, 1 carefully went through the bathroom, censoring both the laundry .

b ‘

/m'hr’hat bore telmwd. 'rhq\ 1 replaced the missing b

v hamper and the medicine cabinet. Any undergaments of Maggi's and any of .‘ L B

J




articles with brand new underwear and shirts. Anyone to pry into the
Vi \\ . v

EN

~ hamper could only think me fastidious. And t:hen the medicine cabinet.
. Anything suspeet—-suppositories. enema bottles, d"ouches, and (old hairy

- razor blades--was carefully hidden away.” - . ¢, a o
. o - e .
. Before long it was time to dress and to await our guests. Watching

I

P '_bltagﬂgi dress I was, etruck by her artifice. Dressing was a tricky business:

she experimented with different outfits? trying ‘to effect a delicate bal-
. 2 . \ - , ,

’
“«

b ance of chic .and devil-May-care. She had to.pretend she was dressing no

3

" differently from her notui but at the same time had to be wary no one could

. . N .
say she was not suitably dressed for the occadion.” She finally chose a -

blue' Kaftan I'd bought for her months before, after I'd found Julie so .

L]

alluring in a similar one. Unfort(mately it had had no- efcht on me, In.
" ' the dress, Maggi looked pale, almost virginal a'{/her long black hair hung

over gaunt shoulders onto her small Breasts, that unbatteneﬂ by

L)

corsetry,' seemed to float (almost "drift) over her Tong ‘thin xibcage. : S

Milkweed white face against ‘the coerse cotton cloth, I felt some\hing near )
i
pity for her, as I n\ight have for one who's been falsely accused of witch~

craft and is _now-being unjustly persecuted.

v * P

°

. .. . L oo
, _I"then yepaired to the livingroom, wordlessly, while" gl went to

the kitchenette and, without beiug aeketi, fixed 'us two ‘large .Cinz:anos.'
" We_sat. in separate ends ‘of the room fgood mise‘-en--scene, I thought) and
"y ) 4 '

~  Maggl proposed a familiar toast: "Here 8 looking at you, Kid. She .

‘ ' held her glass high, like you might a buming bu],l-rush--ao that. the

[ i3
¢ {u‘; N '

- BN
\

angle of tl{e torch might afford more 1ight,

"Up yours," I toasted under my breath, not unkindly. For some reason

LR

' ”As Time goes by" was runn:lng through my mind and with it, of eourse.,, I

2
‘s.\
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‘Cﬁsablance. A kiss :l.s/fust"a kiss.'.-.as time goes hy.-" The music play—

ing thfough my head brought back all the oceans that had flowed beneath

us. All the wacer under the bridge. And T felt tha(’. Maggi and I 1n the e
i H
living room were somehow. replaying that: scene vhete Bergman and Bogart
o
part at the very end. Where was the vicriol I had hidden behind? Now |

that .I needed it, needed tn Be as caustic as')pnssib’.le, ‘1 was suddenly
(maybe not so suddeniy!.j getting \sentime'ntal, _Maybe I've never ﬂbeen any-
thing bntoc an i\nenra“ble romantic, I thought to nysel.f." But no- sooner had
‘these ‘thoughts entered my.head that I cast them aside. hite the bullee;

1 told myself and play" your part to the hilt now that you've decided on

the scenario. There 8 no turning back now, nor should there be.:

)

We finiéhed our first drink and’ still no one ‘had arrived. . I collected . .
. both our glas’ffses; and pbu:ed us each a handsome div‘i’dend.( Handing her the )

' ‘.gla,ega 1 teturned to my cogner to slurp in silence and vait.

> f
o

And wait... .

o

It was getting embarassing. To bridge the silence I'd put,a atack of

records on the stereo-—-nearli everything we Swned: everything from Joan

" Baez to Tchaikovsky 8 "Symphonie pathetique", to our newest rec.}{:d by

-

Carole King, something called "You make me feel like a natural woman."

I
'l‘here was_some irony; 1 thought to myself, in the manner the music moved

[

frez‘n prot—es:, to pathos, to platitudes.. Aft‘ef all the ‘reconds had played.

. . ] . .
through, 1 turned them over to play the second sides, this time in -

f \ N + . .
* reverse order, I picked up the glasses once hnge and refilled them. "_I

]:/vé you," Maggi said gently g‘rabbing\ my arm as I bent to pick up her

glass., - . ' ‘ o v

‘ "I love you--too," I said, not lingering by her longer than necessary.

A
.

h
<




s, \\ When” “’i 1bver:wob, they still shyl' "1 love you"...dn that you |can

5 ; :/7
) ' rely, as Time goes by.. - . : LT s e )
; . T ) o LW :(
. . It wag noy nine-lthitty, and there was ne sign of anybody, not' even

!

Stevenéon. He drank the sveet Cinzano--only an. inch or 80 uow remained

in the bottle. o ‘ ' . o

. . . |

*

.

, ~'\"This\ is géttirig ridiculous,” 1 said finally.,” "I wonder what the

© ! . .
«

problem. is." ' . o . O \".,

K ‘; " Maggl remained silent. <o

.
[

£ e g

’ _. the bathroom\with a full bottle of Scotch to contemplat.e m)? next move. ‘

This certainly was not what 1'd anticipated. How vas. I going to shov

. v

_ thenm what fools they were, when ’chey didn't even have the decency to shiow

-

up? How was 1 going to humiliace Maggi when there was no one in front of

du

.- whq_m I could humiliate her? The whole world is against me, Nothing ever = .

v

goes. my way. I took a long drauéht from the botgie‘. 1. paced tb_e' space
: . J;e’tweén the Bati\tddm walls. How w;s 1 éoing to show her, now? ‘How was
I going.to show them all? On the oth}r side of the locked door Haggi
admonished, "Don't be silly. -You re not going to do anything silly. are

~you?“ And ;hen when there was no response. from my side, she continued

more arrogantly. ':,ﬁoﬁ't be an ass. You're just being childish about
the whole thing. You're a fool." = . - )

1
.

. - ‘ . . . L
"Go away," I said taking the bottle and drinking once more. "Just . = = °

N n h ]
leave me alone." ..

» A}
o i,
3 .

o’ ' 5

‘ : "I suppose your going to blame me now that none of your stupid little
R « \ ) ~ o . Lo . N

- friends have ého‘wed up. Sdlpehov your goingi th find a way to blame ne,” |

So.
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J _ "Shut up,i"'I said, "or I'1l come out and shut you up,

"Don*t kid ypurself, you wouldn't have the gtﬁ:s.‘"
s . . . L)‘

\\) .- She was probably right. I ‘dddn't have the guts. I didn't have the .

guts ;ﬁ break out from behind the door and show.het who was boss. _If

3 -

I'd been Bogart I would've stoméd out of that bathr'bom and let her have

AN

it. "I won't play the sap for you,'f I muld ve told her. '"You're going
over‘for it, you understand. Oh sure you're going to’ tell me you had
nothing to do with it. And maybe Chrismas is in July. Her whole body

would g0 soft as putty when I sluggedjxe.r/. . "You' re going to fry," I

\ .
v

. ld.d, 'cause 1'm not the type tears do anything to."

» . . It just wasn't me . If I‘were going to get even, it would have to be

“in my own way. But I had to. get evﬂf Shg vas regponsible. Even more

1 N ; e

. mow than before. At least before, I'd had' the illusion that I iras‘

controning th:lngs. That I was an ‘idol.‘ ih ny ovn way. "1f deep in my
\
. heart I' d known I was a fool 1 felt I was the only one who. knew it. \ Now

' - 'a cruelly disc(gered I vas the last to find out. Imagine how that
’ o td : . -
B uoul-d nake you feel: the joke's on you, I was th’: cocksure comedian who

leaming'thg truth abou? him.” Discovering what everyome already knows

-

ot

.aaid- ‘that I was essentlally a mahipulated person. Buf it was 'always
" informed with the idea that it. was a guise 1 used to be a manipulator

" myself. No:hing aids strength more than the illuaion oﬁ weakness.j

by SRS

I drank Scotch till my head svirled. Maggi was responsible for the

vhole ordeal: If- she'd just left wal;enqﬁgh alone, I ivouid have.been -
' . ! 3 ' .

g . . . ’ ' «

- N * " . B .
. : s .
~ . . . R - »
. . no /f\ .

would’ve have' told her. “And don't try any of that _c;rying st_uff elther, -

neVer realizes he's.get:ting laughs because his fly 1s'dot;n_ and eve‘ryon'e"k"

makes it hard to continue the routine into the second set. Oh sure, I've ™




. %

A -. ;. able ;o,'continne_ nyl‘scgdies, to have nearly graduated. by now. \Inntead
she had 'descroyed me‘. She Nad made me believé, in plans that Jwere 80

unbelievable, that in fact, no one--—not even the mos"t foolish”of people~- = .~

had believed them. She 'was going to pay. ‘ _'\" -

. -

.o®

If she hadn't forced me to .see Julie, if 1 hadn t told Julie every-

\

thing then...then.... She was going to pay, that 8 all

I thought of Mike. - "You know," Mike had .told me, "vae‘found the per-

" fect way to do away with a broa_d.' It's_ foolproof and fun. I read it in .

“

" Time. You blow in her cunt and _\finally the air gets into her bloodstream,

and she dies. Really. ‘I read it!in Time. Until the fatal moment, ,1:’3’

sunposedv to feel beautiful. Then a little pain, then nothing. They

)lon t know what you're up to. And then even if you admit how ic happened

you can always say that it was- an gccicent* .Who}«ﬁ‘/‘going to know it was

. planned ahead?" L , . )
I don't _think I haité to te11 you wixat ne'xt crbssed my perverse lii:tle.

" mind, I d found a new-1f slight;ly more drastic--way for Flaggi to’ pay. e a

I took a last long draught from the bottle and slightly drunk nnd

disorganized made may way. back to the livingroom where Maggi was aitt:lng. .

T

1 could see she d been c’ry:lng. ‘ Lo . N '

- ‘ “I guess we've both been a 11tt1e childish * I said. "There could Ue
- 5, R :
my( number of reaaons why nobody came." )
"0f ‘course.” W o o .

-

%"And there's no real reason to wasf.g a perféctli,godd evening *nop'ing :
o . . . ' . j : .
about the way things are.” . B

i1 \l
“"Yes.
;




™

N

‘1 sat down beside her and hugged her.hard. Then we kissed. I.feel

(£

"guilt“y/ sa)ing it, but: there wa& somethi.ng'very exciting about: it, know- ~

. 1ng that I.was going ‘to be the 1ast person ever to kiss her, that my

-

body was the. last she would evet be aware of ‘ ‘

Suddeniy ve were naked. In ‘my chest, my heart beat as though it had

to supply'blood to an elephant. It was working overtime, triple time. :

Literally. 1 could feel the blood racing through oy’ veins. Yet in my

A

head Ixhad the sensation that I was, being deprived of oxygen. I co%ldn'

v

_ think straight. , I was aware that in our lovemaking Maggi had suddenly

become the aggressor. She was playing with me, using all her imagination.,

»

all her body to arouse me. Ahd how T was arouset{ know hoyé«he para-.

lytic musc feel vhen his body will not obey him. That 1is the way I've’

alnays telt, not only wlth my own body but An all. things. I have no
. N ‘ R
'oontrol over unything., . o B T

i loye you," said Maggi., "1 love you so'poch." ) ‘ -

. "Me too," I said. . ‘\)’. B
- : B A

v

‘I suppose murder is the ultimate act of the ego-maniac. But I suppose

: . o oo R
no murderer seesg it exactiy that way. We murderers do what we must do to
mend the way the world is treating us, And why should‘x}'t we? ' Why should

A]

ani;hlog or anyone stand in our \ioj? We understand only one perspective-- N

Id

the proper petspective-:-ﬁhe ‘utterly subjective one thot we cagll objectiv

v

1tye "' Q ,‘ .

Taking my time, I manoeuvred our bodies t:o give me a proper shoa. I‘. ?”‘

took my time, I conoidetéd the angles, the time factox: ‘1 took a rather

6 -

pcientific position throughout. .
. R Y

R N

7
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L The proper_ time.had confe. I t:qok a deepibreath and then imagined not

'my‘.o‘wn, but Magji's_'wfléle lilfe before my mind. ' In cinematic toe_rnis, _1:

3

\ ) .
. another deep breath and this time let her have -it. Her back arched,/'\

t 3

she shivered:noti;q'afaly and tried to. reach my shouiders, to egg me on.

"Again,{" her body seemed to say.» "Again." I blew once more: ’ ‘

| : ‘ ’ h ‘ Yy
If \s‘xe hadn’t made me act like a fools If I hadn't told Juli‘é

thing 1'd at least have Mike. ~ She was going to pay. <

. She mqfned. 1 .blﬁev till I was breathless and still there vas nothing

but .her pleasure to ghow for 1it. ‘ ’ - -

» E . B
f\ it wasn't for her. If she hadn’'t driven me to ;Julie'"s arms, then I

H

would never have had to know I'vas a fool. i
* [y f ¢ rg . -
} . . . .

~

Maggl begged me to join jher. . She wanted me, 'she said.’ " She loved me,

v

she said. = = T L - o,

) ’

Thére was anginstant where I'didﬁn' t know what I would do, 1 vas -

¢ completely disorganized. . IR .
\ sy’ -~ ) .e ’ ' :'v‘ - R ' S
But then. Then the earth moved. - For both-of ds. Together.
A Do ' \
"I suppose it's'true what they say about cats,‘ having nine 1ives. ; But.
R . s a A ) . ‘ . N ¥
then, nothing could have made'ma happler.:- Lo
.‘«\.‘ ' B . - . v ) ~ ' L
) r ol
* ’ . ’ ° . t‘: < - \
N / L l /-
. N . /
» “ d N ‘ M ) '
. . ' L :
. 1 LI o L
. -y r\_ «

- . A . “ . v
vas a tragedy. , TWenty~-odd years wasted. Nothing accomplished. I took o

(

every~ '




