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Thief of
Sleep

He always feels refreshed. He can absorb other people’s slcep
using special coupons he distributes on the sireet. Each time someone
takes one, they unknowingly transfer an hour's worth of their sleep to
him in the moment of contact.

He can burn up more than that just by blinking. He slecps off an
hour with each eye, he'll take another hour and twist it around his
finger like a ring. Rings on every finger, he'll wipe his mouth with an
hour’s sleep like it was a napkin and then throw it away. The rest ho
stores in a tin cash box somewhere bencath his rib cage.

ran into him at the matress store. I didn't know who he was

then.

“I've been slecping too much,” I complained. “I think there's
something wrong with my bed. It's like there’s a magnet underncath.”

“I've never had that problem myself,” he admitied. His eyes were
shining with vivacity. His voice was light and musical, on the edge of
breaking into song

“So you slept well last night?” I asked.

“Like a baby. Like a hundred thousand babies. Like the hundred
thousand babies that cried all night didn’t sleep.” He showed me his
card. Prince of Sleep, it read. I just assumed that was the storé, even
though the sign outside had said Mattress Discounters.

“What can you do?” I asked.

have powers,” he assured me, rocking back and forth on his
heels and nodding.

“Show me. Show me your powers.”

“Okay,” he said. “Do you have a piece of paper?”

“What kind of paper?”

“Any kind will do, nothing special.”

1had a Wrigley's wrapper crumpled up in my pocket. “Need
something (o write with?” [ ask

*No” he said, and cleared his throat. He held his left hand out in
front of him and showed me both sides, wiggling the fingers. Then he
covered it with a white handkerchicf, mumbled something and pulled
it away. In his hand was an clegant fountain pen. It was made of black




lacquer with gold trim and a gold clip that caught the light just so. He
twisted the end of it and a steel tip emerged from its head. With it he
wrote three letters on the scrap of paper, I, O, U, and then asked me to
sign it

“What do you mean, sign i7" [ had never heard the word “sign”
used as a verb before

“What's your name?”

“What do you mean? What's a name?” He was a funny character.

“Okay. Your name is Brian R. Edwards. Okay?” I agreed. “Now you
write that_name on this picce of paper. But don’t just write it in an
ordinary way. Write it a little fast, and sloppy.” I did as he instructed.
“And that's how it works,” he said. “You won't sleep past seven
tomorrow morning.”

had not understood his demonstration, but perhaps 1 would

tomorrow. T trned to leave, then caught myself. “Wait,” | said, “this is
yours,” holding out the pen Which was still in my

Keep it,” he said. Tasked him if he was sure. “Really,” he said,
smiling. “It's a gift.”
1t was the first nice thing T had cver owned.

Said Shirazzi

Ten
TV
Tales

There was a man who was very jealous. Afier his love of 21 years
left him, he followed her everywhere. -She carricd a protéction order
against him in her pocket. But

are next, so the police are protecting them. They form a "protective
shield" around the two whenever they walk the murdered - woman's
great poodle, Boy Boy.



There was a parrot named Stephanic who talked a lot. One day the
nine-inch-long - African gray parrot, vorth $1.200, was solen from a
pet store. The police issued a bulletin listing the phrases Stephanie
could say: "Ooh, I have an tch, pleass coms hare © and serach it for me.
m a countr a

3z
3
5

woman called the cops, and the parrol thieves were caught
is one smart bird," said a cop, "probably good enough for the p
academy.”

There was a litde gifl who wanted 1o be a movie star. She worked
hard and became onc. She was universally adored. But she was vain
and insccure and, as the years went by, became more and more afraid
of the public who loved her. She labored for hours to achieve the right
look, but as she grew older it took more and morc time. Finally she
spent all her time preparing her face and never left the house. Her
fans forgot her, and she committed suicide.

There was a woman who wanted a child. The man she was with didn't
know if he did. He said he loved her so much, he wanted her all to
himself. She waited a long time for him (o agree. When finally he did,
she hated him. So she left him and never had a child.

There was a German tourist in Florida. He was on a plane back to
Germany. It was about to take off, but he had 1o piss very badly. He
didn't speak much English and called the attendant over.

German slang, which he roughly translated into English. Ho said, "Then
the  roof attendant thought he was a terrorist who was
Ihr:al:nmg 0 bomb. the plane. Ho vas put i or nine months. At
his hearing the judge "Do you sec anyihing that happoned. that
couldnt have beon remedicd by letting this man g0 to the bathroom?"

There was a Southern woman who didn't love
her husband. She loved another, but he didn't
love her and didn't want her two children. She
despaired of ever being happy and wanted o win
him. So she put her two litle children in the
backseat of hur car and let it roll down a ramp into

lake. They drowned. Then she told the
authorities they'd been sbucted by o blck man.
But the we

control, rolled down  the ramp into the lake, and all
seven died.

There was a woman whose only wish was to be beautiful. Her fricnds
told her she was beautiful. But when she looked into the mirror, she

her friends. She went (0 a plastic surgeon, who changed every feature
on her face. She didn't look like the woman she once was and liked
herself better. She made new friends. Then one day she found fault
with her new face. She moved to another part of the country, had
more surgery, and made other friends. She wasn't satisfied, though,
and kept having surgery. Eventwally her nose was so small, she
couldn't breathe.



There was a young woman in love with a much older marrid man.
He loved her, 100, and promised her that, one day, after his wife died,
he would marry her. So the young woman waited and waited. Years
passed. His wifc finally died, and he was free to marry her. But the
n had a heart attack and died shortly afterward

There was a woman who wasn't very bright. But she did learn that
people were supposed to report crimes. One night she bought some
crack, but it wis b She calld the poice (o epor i, and the cops
arived and tesied the substance. The bops discovered 1t was ciack
arrested the woman for possession of an illegal drug.

re was a man who loved cookies. He couldn't control himself
around them. He was an overweight burglar. His wife left him after he
was released from his second stint in the slammer. He became very
depressed and broke into a restaurant. He wanted 1o steal the safe, but

I
strikes-and-you're-out  California_law. So he was seni
yearsin jail. "That's six and a half years per cookie,
defender

said his pubhc

Lynne Tilman
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I'm not alone

When I'm on the phone

Maureen Owen

I'm not

alon

e

wn TWIN TIME;
or, how death
befell

me

Fine time for nothing

fyan and @ came (o the end of the forsst In case you virg wondering,
there is an end (© the forest. g g
blank page The sl urfce of an nserma
reflection. And on the edge of this nnmmg there was a sign: Home:
2.000,0000 miles or two years. Woods: 3 steps or right now.’l could
siler g0 through the nothing, wander ihrolgh. Ut Clons divns
- for i nothing there p or down - for two years, or I could go
ack o th woods and ook Tor my bt

1 decided 1o roam the edge for a while before deciding.

saw the log cibins fist, there in the cleaing that s the cdge
e nothing and the deep woods. Little log cabins and I realized
that it was probably hei very presence that explained that  slight
8. They were small. Seven or cight or nine al elustered (ogathon
Isaw piles of leaves and kindling, some beautifully carved wooden toys
laying about outside of them. I saw clotheslines strung between tree
trunks. T saw raggedy but elaborate clothing hanging limply in the lnck
of air there on the lincs. And then I saw the small dogs and goats. A



chicken, and a rabbit or two. | walked toward these animals and
whispered “Manny” and then a bit louder called out “yoo-hoo.”

g, crouched and careful, 1o the back ‘of the third cabin
there in that semi-circle_and it was then that I saw them, four children
of various_sizes, strangely dressed and none more than ten years old,
all stooped and digging in the dirt. 1 straightened myself and walked up
toward

I could catch sight of the children, but they stayed hidden there
behind their trees. I knew they would be watching me so I pulled my
satchel into my lap and opened it, hoping that my tinkering about
would bring them forth to me. | saw it then, there, the jar of blueberry
jam which Chin had placed into my sack and I was saddened by this
small gesture of kindness, angered by my own childish jealousy and
the way it had come between me and one that could have been a
companion. I pulled it out and caressed it, felt its weight and coolness
there in my cradled hands; and when I looked up I saw their little
face, fou,looking down at me i alie of wide cyes and cuiosiy
“Jam.” 1 said and then they crouched down around me and I
isen Ml oon 1 a Gl it Ubalnizd JeataPo, & DEFESURDES
for them to see. They all wore clothing much 100 large for them, rolled

as if it had once been glorious - elaborate fabrics and gold threading -

now it was dirty and tattered. I held the jar up to them

without the lid and the tallest of those four, a girl, reached her fingers
out 10 it and touched_the surface of the jar

ere,” 1 said, “like this.” And I stuck my fingers in it and then

stowy moved them to my mouth where Isucked at the sweet jam. The

a bit smaller than the girl, stuck his fingers in cautiously and

e Teked e s bi before holding his hand out to this biggest girl

who licked and then laughed. Within seconds the other two girls had

descended  on that it upheld hand and the boy pulled it back with &

iek.

“No," I said. “There's enough for everyone.” And before I knew it
their hands were dipping and_rubbing into the jam, and then they
were plunging into the jar 5o that it became hard for me to hold on to
it placed it on the ground and they grabbed at it in turns taking the
jam and rubbing it on their hands and mouths, licking and slurping
and then when there was nothing ef in the jr the boy smasted it on
They were going for the peces of glas when 1 yeled at
S bad. You'll cut yourselves.”
“They didn'c like ihat My yeling. Four sngry heads tmed slowly,
eight slit and critical eyes thrust their wrath at me; and in those
seconds of angry stares I examined their faces smeared in bluc: all the
straight noses and long-lashed eyes, high checkbones and messy dark

hair. “You'll cut yourselves,” I repeated in a near whisper: “You'll hurt
5.

yourselve
“N

1 el
i there,” seconded the smaricst gl with the shor
curly Plack fair and green cycs as she fell ino my

can look,” 1 said. And then 1 held it open for them.

e boy reached n front of the it girl and plunged in first, He
pulled out & biseut which didnt nicret. o he Toans like aball
against a tree and then laughed much longer and harder thah that
small action_deserved, doubled over with arms wrapped around his
sides. The older girl pushed him dismissively away and swished her
:andx around inside. “There’s nothing good in there” she uttered near

is

me sec,” said the litle one, writhing around and hok
ams up from where.she had enied wp oo by my Tee. T paed o
down 10 her and she stuck her head into the bag and pulled out the

immering blue.® And when her sister ( I'had decided
this fac) had reading demanded “I w
Ve toal” Shoed e Siner T, sl i B bouncing,
spaing mts
intedtheir nails. The big girl first. Then the boy. The
girl. Md they were all quict and serious as I did this, waiting patiently

it shy middle siod girl. This one smiled up at me as 1 did it “Do you
e i7" Tasked s
“Yes. It's very pretty,” she whispered.
“¥hats your name?” Lusked.
Mon

ared at her for a minute. “Mona? Thar's my name 100, you
Fnc A i smiled up at me once again.

What’s in a name?

Mona. Manuel. That was the boy's name and when I showed my
excitement and then said really? I think 1 have a brother named
Manuel, are you and Mona brother and sister, he said: I don't know.



He was digging in the mud, making a litle moat to surround a
castle he had built out of this packed mud and little pebbles, so I picked
up a stick and dug along with him.

“What do you mean you don’t know?” I asked.

“1 don’t know what ihat means.” He hadn’t looked up to meet my
eyes, had kept digging, reaching his skinny tanned  br
further and further and then inching his crouching body to the left,
the direction of his work, when the reach of his arms was not
sufficient.

His hair was long, tangles falling into his cyes and I wanted to
reach out and sweep it from in front of his face, tuck it behind his cars.
T wanted to comb through it and get out the tangles, then brush and
brush until 1 could see the shine. But I held my sweeping gesture back
and instead whispered: “What do you mean you don't know what that
means?”

He dido’t he said, a bit exasperated. He lived here with those girls.
Sometimes an adult would show up, come to them from out of the
woods, a woman. Sometimes two, a man and this same woman. Ho
remembered times, though they were very long ago, when more had
been there, women and men, 5o that all the cabins were full. That had
been nice; there was always cooking and cating and laughing and
screaming, and there had been other children too. The adults would
sing and drink all d sometimes there_was dancing. The kids
would all play games. The enchanted, where a child who was it tried (o
catch the other kids. When they were touched by this one they would

them from their freeze, and like this it would go on until all the kids
were caught, frozen stff, dead in their tracks

“Oh! The enchanted.” I said. :

Yes, that was what he had said. They would play hide and scek,
100, in the woods. And sometimes the adults would get drunk and their

position there on this man's lap, sce deep into the place that  these
adults all came from. But, of course, he hadn’t been able to see a thing
for all those trees.

would all spend the day swimming in the big shallow lake,
the old ladies siting under huge umbrellas.

“Nothing?” I asked.

Yes. That was the name of the lake. They never went in it without
the adults, but when the adults were there, they swam and swam all
day and then ate and danced at night Some of the adults painted
picturcs, and taught them how o paint. Some sang and composcd
music and taught them how 1o sing: “Mary, Mary, Mary/ Merry,
Merry, we/ Mary, Mary, Mary/ Marry, Marry, me/ If we ail would go
there/ then there we would be/ but for now we'll stay here/ and wait
for you, me, we/ Mary, Mary, Mary...”

Now it was just those two. And though it wasn't as fun when

now as he went on; he
speared his stick into the mud and sent big clumps up flying around
im.

While they were there the girls were horrible in their need for
the man or woman's attention, he said. When there had been lots of

the one with the curly black hair and green cyes had cut herself once.
with a picce of broken glass and run (o the woman and yelled “Look,
Took, look at what Mona

“Th

ar’s my name 100, you know.

“Tknow.” He stopped his activity and impatiently
me. “You already told me that.”

“I's just that it seems strange to me. Everything you say is so
strange and then when you say Mona it makes me think you are
speaking about me.”

He dropped his eyes and began furiously digging once again. “I'm
not talking about  you. Mona, the girl. She was blamed. The woman hit
d mocked ‘her and Alicia laughed and then she got all the
attention for days. She had a big ring that the woman gave her that

She wore it for a while and then she got scared we would steal it
S0 she hid it somewhere. Probably in a hole. She probably dug a hole
for it.”

Would you steal it? Why would she be afraid of that?"

“No!” He looked away, angry and red-faced.

“Who arethese adulls? Where do they come from? They can’t
acutally live in the woods.” '

“You ask 100 many questions. You are giving me a headache big
Mona. I want to sleep. I'm going to slecp.”

kicked at his castle, looked over at me while he yelled: “You
gave me a headache, a big, big headache big Mona” and he stomped his
whole creation to the ground. When the mud was all flatiened (o a little
mound he ran into the third cabin. The one he slept in alone.

ted his eyes to

The Enchanted

isca, Franc, the big girl, told me 1 could stay. She was dismissive
in her invitation and I'noted the intensity of her deep hazel cyes as
she spoke. The smoothness of her olive skin stood out against the long




and tangled black hair, and on her this mass of hair looked right,
contrasting with and underlining instead of taking away from her
delcate pretiness, Twould slecp n hr cabin. she pronounced.  An
Viisiened to the harshness of her voice, 1 thought 'how her lovelincss
belied the toughness underneath, how because of her character 1 was
only now staring 1o noice tis pretiness.

c beds there and, of course, she gol the biggest

e
Gt ot the sdge of my bed and ssked, “Who are these adults

S sared at me, dirct and contronttional, for & whil before
she spoke: “It docsn’t matter who they are big Mona. What matiers is
the fact fhat you hated your father's rents, despiscd his oakes, Ho
made_the best sweets for miles; why didn’t you like them?”

“Who told you that, Franc?”

“It doesn’t “matter who told me that big Mona. What matters is
that your father and_your mother ran off together. They abandoned
your grandmother.  Your fuher's foher o0 They didn’t care what
anyone s wanted. They an off togther and then your mom dicd.”

1op it Franc. Stop talking about me as if you know what you're

sayi ng

o ane or two easy 1o handie sentences. s not that casy big Mona.
I never undorstand.  Other people are not that . casy 1o
ndermand, Simpleton.”
it was while I sat on the edge of my bed Juring st Franc all
stretched out on her bed and unflinchingly staring back at me that
lile Mona walked in. “Can I Seep in here oight?” she pked.
1 don't care, said Franc before she umed her b

na crawled into the bed o the left of Franc and. 1 got into mines;
and then T i 1 sleep,

iy did your dad give your brother puay” she had her face
st b mmm was whispering er question into my

up o those words, thinking first hat’ [ had dreamt them
and then 1 made. ber out, her black long-lashed eyes, there in the dark

them one tiing, but instcad of questioning her nsicad of twing it

g her questions like I had done with Manuel and
Franc 1 decided to answer: 1 dont know. Ho said ot of things to me
before he died, but I don't know what (0 beleve. I don’t know why he

r dad was a nice man,” she nodded. “Maybe a little confused
sometmes, but he was 000 man. He loves your mother very much,
and sometimes this made you angry, his love of her and how this

would get in the way of his talking (o you. It was always her. He was
always talking and thinking of her and this made it hard for you to
thi

more, but her eyes had fallen shut and now she was quietly snoring

“You two look ridiculous, in that bed together. I've been up for
hours now and there you both still lay. You really should get up.” And
with that Franc walked ou of the cabi

padt slept well and was fesling panicy I wanted 10 figure i i
out snlshook litde Mona awake, “Wake up, Mona,”
hat? What do you wan

“Tell me, who are the man and woman who come to visit you four
from time 1o ime? Who are they to you?"

“Idon’t know big Mona. They just show up and when they are
here they play with us, bring us good food and other things, ail of what
they bring delicious in some way.” She stretched her little arms up
above her head, her back arching, her little belly coming out under

B

Tlooked at Franc's bed while she tlked, then at the closet it sat in
front.of. “What's in there? Why does Frane block that door?” I could
hear the panic in my own

“Is a closet, silly. Thal's all i is.

“What's in it? Why does she block the door? Help me move her
bed 0 I can see what's in it.”

“No, Francisca will be mad if we do that. That's her stuff. She'll yell
atme if [let you look in it. Why are you so jittery?"

“T won'ttell her Mona, T won't tel her anyihing and 1 let you ask
me all th questions you want.”
* have aiy questions o ask y

t. Tll o it myself.” And lleipl up and pushed the heav
b aside . then pulled ‘and tugged at the door with all my might till
it opened. Mona sat on the bed we had shared and watched me
franiically working
“Geez... What the..” It was stuffed full of beauitul clothing sils,
organzas and rhinestone buttons  on coats with gold

pushed through these - touching the dyed feathers and satins, the
Sequins and smal pearls - 1 looked down and 3w e shecs . puckine
and laces, embossed designs and chunky, flat and tapered heels. While
Iwas sorting through them all, there on the floor of that closet, I found
abox hidden in the left hand corner; and when | grabbed at it it fell
open nd out splled a weasure. of antiquejowls. Eihat s a of this
st



v's Francisca's. Those are her gifis. You better put it all back
st ke You found it o she wil get angry. Those hings at her
“What is it
“Those are the thinge the, man and the woman gave her. Those
are s, Wo all have. them, though mine aren’t as nice, and 1 don't
hnvc as much. But if you want to see Ill show you mine. Put hers

" Mona this is recpy. 1 think we should leave. 1 think you should
come with me. Who are those people and why do you want 0 stay?”
‘What are you talking about big Mona? I can’t go away. I don’t

Lknow how Alicia got that ring. 1 know what she did (o
becselt hom 315 Dl you. ' soing 1o leave loday and 1 ik you,
you and Manuel, should come with mi

“Don'c be silly. Silly. We don't néed 1o go away.” And she came
over, pulled me out of the close, and. posiienca me. 5ot} weoure
help her push Franc's bed back into place. “Push, Silly.

“Get away from my bed.” Franc was cniering the cabin just as
we'd gotien her bed into place. She darted Mona an angry look and 1
noticed the other two trailing behind her.

want you 1o tell us a story,” Alicia demanded. “We also want
more of that blue nail paint. Why are you fecling scared, big Mona? 1

next to me and then  Alicia pushed litle
Viowa sside and posiioned berslf on my other side. Mona and Manuel
ended up at my legs, down by my fect.

“Okay.” I breathed in and out three times, slowly. “Okay, Il tell
you a story,” I paused for a minute more while 1 collected myself, and
then I began: “There was a man.

No." sid Alicia. “That’s not how you start a story. ‘Once upon a
that’s how you are supposed 1o start.”

“She’s right, you know,” Franc added. “Do it right.”

“Okay. Once upon a time. Once up
saw himself reflected on the surface of a lake... And, and when he saw
his reflection it scared him and he ran away. But then he came back
and tried cautiously looking again. He did this many more times and
after a long while he finally found that he could stand to look at it. And
then after some days, months, years, he found the reflection beautiful.
Yes, it is beautiful, he admitted. And so he touched at it. But when he
touched at it it disappeared. And he did this Jgain and again and cach
time it would disappear; so he learned not to touch and just look. He
would 0 there, 10 the lake, and spend hours looking. ookiny, onking ¢

imsef, tying to understand, 10 g0 0  decper and deeper_level. But
one year dhere was o drought and, of cours, e lake drid up. So,
aler” mich deliberation,  many, any doubts, he decided to go in
search of m\elher Take in which e coud see Himset o6 clearly, maybe
more cf

“This X sup

“You don't 4o hat in e lake. You swim in the lake. You splash
and jump and dive,” and Manuel started diving all over the bed,
Jumping ‘wp and diving again, and then pretending to splash, throwing
his arms around on the surface of the bed, al of which angered Franc
5o that she kicked at h
Stop it” She yelled.

Yeah, supid. Stop it and Alicia, who had her thumb i her
mouth, kicked at him t

Manuel ignored ¢ lhex{ kicks and giggled as fe sctled down. “Your
legs are long, big he touched the  ski ty. “They're so
e R decisively then Kinsed my
ankles, and down onto_my fee

ou have hair?” Alicia pulled her thumb out of her mouth
and turned her face toward mine and looked me squarely in the cycs
it the futowed eyebrows of won
?” 1 asked as I pulled my feet from Manuel.
'm talking about. 1know you do. Do you have
hair? You do. You do have hair! 'm going to tell your bey[nend rm
{0 el your boyiiend you have far on your peet
are you. talking about? I don’t have a boyfriend.”

When sou get one, P'm going to tell him. You're going to kiss him
and he's going to jump on you and you're going (o rub all over him
and P'm going to tell him.

“Your legs are preny." lile Mona said quietly. She looked up at

o with o smile 1 ik
+ ams,” Pranc added. She lifed my am and exhibited it
between o vt ad forefinger, “Look at her hands.

aind our fingerst” yelled  Alicia, “Painy my. oo and Frane
dropped my arm
Manuel started jumping on Mona and screaming Do you_have
7 Do you have hair on your pest” Shoving himself on her ' and
yelling Jnio her fce Do you' hav " humping o her little legs
and asking “Where is your hair?

staring, noticed that my hands were clasping at the

encircled me, hugging me very tight and bouncing up and down on the
bed, shrieking louder and louder, undl all Jheie”sharp. shriks joincd
forces and became one straight, piercing lin

“Shut up!” I yelled. “Be quiet.”

‘They all twrned on me. Dropped away from around me and pulled
themseives back: and then they’ glared through. cinched cyes like they
had done the day b

“We dovt aced o quiet. Don’t ever tell us to shut up,” Franc
pronounced. “No one told you you could go through my things big




fona.” So she had seen. She stared at me with the oyes of an angry
monarch: “I think you beter leave now.” And I could sce she
wying, {0 hold back the incensed tcars

Of course. You're right.” 1 glanced at litle Mona, tried to
ik s " inck cyen o oai 1 could convines Je to come with
me. But she decisively turned Y
repeated, as I grabbed up my satchel and q\nck]y Flking ot iy away

“T'm going to tell your boyfriend you have hairl” T heard Alicia
yell

Their collctive piercing laughier followed me back into the depth
of the wood

Veronica Gonzalez

The Absolutist:

a Structuralist approach to misery.

Mhors is a il of love/ and a
of deceit/ there s a smile
of smiles/ n- which "t vwe
meet”

William Blake

A man invites a woman, from time o time, from 300 PM 0 6:00 P
or from 9:00 AM 1o 12:00 PM. The woman is heading North-East on
the 309 freeway, Away. from he Valley of White. Toward airy and
moist_greenery. She drives in silence She will not slide into a song,
expects no promise, 1o resolution, no surprise. Just the offering. His
offering and her declining. She will hand im the Teter i person. He
will not ask her-why.

She wears a snug blue dress, Infinity Blue, the color of his eyes, of
daylight, of his computer’s screen. She will not undress. She will bring
@ bottle of red wine insicad. He has planned a longer evening 1o

call her; the weeks she has been wondering and will be wondering, His
declining and her offering, his offering and her declining. Inverting the

um does not change; a cruel and elegant
arithmatical tuth. Simple. Again, he will elaborate 1o her carncstly
perhaps, he sees no scams between an agteed upon arrangement and
a romance. She will smile transparently, and reply courtsously: - the
witty joke, the stitch. Her nails will sink sharply into her palm:

fingernails, her unadorned wrists. Someone tired s wearing her dress
She wore that bluc wher o

with no end... yes. Yes, she came many times and he kept
She came and she came. He called and she kept coming. e uopp:d
calling and she didn't call. She left, and he left. She called, and h
come. He called her back, she called him back and
her steps were now wider, slower, heavier. She returned o him with
long, dull hair, a sharper, darker gaze, and rough edged nails. But her




lips, he will observe tonight, are siill weak and rosy, curling softly,
iagy ' wih o oo i v inquisitiveness.

on the couch and begin the tale of his pust busy days. Absorbed

appear attentive. What face will he be wearing ten years from now in
the very busy days (o come? Will she st detea traces of boyishnoss
on the uneven scar across it brow, over his smooth forchead,
through  the dark roots of his hnck moist hair, through his densc
lashes, under the meticulous scrutiny of his gaze? Across the dull
edges of s variously spaced teeth? How tyreal !h: deception and how

ear ihe fantasy. Familiar, unchanged, uncanny. The winkle of a
pers:slam thought. An aberration, An' Idec Fixe. She wil extinguish
her cigarette in a mm tin ashtray. A three word sentence. A pause. "
you t00* will be his reply.

Man fatal. Transparent to the point of invisibility. His monologue (as
she envisions it: the sum of words he said of which she understood
some, and misunderstood some, minus those he might have said but
that she cannot remember. Words His and hers, Words never said
Said but not meant. Words imagined. “His..." "Hers’. Words in
proximity 1o things, places and thoughts).

“You, IT, me .. square_root of the number three . don't you see the
periodic sequence .. the_desiring of desire’s s the purest
hallucination o the in machine?", She contemplaies his vision.
The echo of the 3.33333333333333333333333333333333333...

“Its not quite that? . ... Karmic Balance nstead than

Either/Or . ... why then sacrifice y deny Beauty for e

Yes or Nol Such is the reason of her woe, " Nothing is more_deceptive
¢ disappoining than Persisence The impuises, the injuries,

i "demands, "the lunacy, the evalu revelations, the

silences, the serets, the hope? * They fil b:cnuxc Lhny ack! Dicipling
ultra human.” How much dust in this plac

"o discipline is to hold an urge and perpetuate it ... to withhold it and
fogive it UL .10 give up ... o fasten it..and 1o again Lt it frec o
slowly blend ..o bend o sver I temuctes
withdraw ... yes, 10 protect ... to sharpen e cdges against Guliness

against Habii .. against | " A book wil bnfold through her
hands;” its spine unhinged, loose pages, badly glued, chesp binding. A
spider-like crack in the window pane. A stone, or a bullet’

‘Johann Sebastian Bach is to Kabala ...as... Love is to the Stock Market
While_her fidgeting is to her fine sheer stockings as scratching is
19 tearing as ripping is o the cannibal within and beyond. “You sty iy

cquations are .irue and_ sbominable? You say Borges' mirrors.the
adow of he shadow's shadowt Son of e Eupers o

"Won't you give that up?”. Not the dense dark desire her longing gives

ipore meaning to but just the way o -Justyour Absolutis

"A Rom: h Pure Chance, loss =nung1mg man \Spontancity
di

mbers wilbe o' s ‘rombers a3
subtract  will be 10 the Votiomless pull of his gt you see? ... So
much closer we'll

“You hold two mirrors and a clock against me..you slammed that door
when 1said time’s up”. True/Orange and Blue. LightBlack and White.
One might, one could, one should-break the Jpell in wo simple halves,
and flee. Or else. “Are you with me? Come closer...closer. She.
who does not know e T o wp ks Cpposie, Sauare root of
minus three

She will unzip her small, crowded purse, and extract a folded gift.
Then.

A thought. A mute implosion. A curse is about to possess her. The
muliple Sigular of her irior soliloquy

“Despite my commitment o worldliness, and my fondness for the
artal civilly of baterfly hunting, chess pl 1

take no responsibility for what 1 am abou ess
overwhelms my senses; it drags me down and pulls me up. Weightless,
tightheaded, 1 aspire 5o to”the density of things. I-am-about-to.
become-a-fountain. Drenched by gravity. Bent over a litany.

“Lam the bunter and the hunted Lam the baule and the baulefiel, |
am the shi and the sea. I drown, 1 suffocate, I dev

cngage in sacrifcal ace and bravdior horeifc crics. 1 am nfeced with
the leprosy of affecton. 1 kil what Tlove. 1 cromble. T was destined to
learn. T curse the cu

“One would...one could...one should embrace the challenge. All that is

bor shall die. One must forgive. Should one utter the words of blame?

Houd ove, am upon imputation? One should never descend. Look up.

In silence they sharc. One could inhale harmony and

Vollit Fortissimamente vollit One forsakes  this kind of
Vanting. One lears. One bends, e over Restraint.”

"Eros, rosy resemblance, Aurora Borealis blue, crimson profusion of
floral affecton, you'are. leukocylotc.infection! You are all consuming



merry-go-rounds, o debris, of soiled towels and piercing stars.
Swaliowing a song. A whole world drunk with a song. So simple, so
very simple.

Denise Spampinato




oc o

Patricia was gone
Vanish

Riht there, of coure. Wih ber bi (ot ot on the Kichen, bl and her
n suading i the dn, looking out

he rond window. H s sier It pan through th gt
Puricins foct had becn mabe. for somcibing ther hen (his e, For
te paths in the wildemess. For beaches, for stones by the seashore

o something. Breryiing
He left h the vidphone
Goodtbye Paicar
Good-bye John.

“Hell Jon the slevsor s, closing.

uzz off," John said.

The siuior spaasis i wallrny, Tie guarvalt ol vt
“Hey John," it said, "you're acting 4 litle cocky, considering. what you are.” It
laughed.

Exited the conapt, guard-unit in trail.

Everyone, everyting, ovryure o
b wag was simply whai e
Yosts 10 pblher o and you never will be, I docsnt mater what

inded him of what he was. And what

Paticia sces
What

eléss_comment John hopped onto a railbus. The g straggled
and failed (o ind 3 foo rhold. it tppiod back ono the. pevement sad vanished
into m ity receding e
her took |spluc besde him.
o e desperne
B ot Jo sid
it Tollowed close bekind s be found his module i Lot 18, and it sat
besid i s e o

John first met Pavicia at a mixed-level company vacation. Sexual affairs
e e clases relleved socal tesion.
Hor ey fovnd

B DR L i Bt
conglomerate. where Paicls sevcd s, 1 v 3 i i o e o i

ind and the wors pat of him had been 8 Nk proud Sometmes he had 4
Friveyard shif nd ho ono much botbered bim. e boud it a1 & deok and e
ook vy g il mm o by

d at his assigned station for hou i ot and
it T Rslme seif Telfis e iy e th e Bl
And b wold smilebuck. A sad and fgile man.

Five yea

wan,” lhey sent him on vacation, guard-unit in tow. John chose a sub-
surtucs cceni esr. Hed aways deaned of the wod of th o seas

T dian Clob Ocean, oot

T s s docmt; you . s ot

Scaweci, silap, scaiops, el sea-salmon. Pakicn laghlng, explaaing
 the club's resirictions.
With Patricia, while curious beings eyes pressed close o the dome. On the
floor of their bulb, while hull floodlights It up the still-living deep.
An eye with a tantric pupil

Knowing everything.







John had alWays kuown the sea and be felt there that it knew bim. By
Jageues Cousteau! his od hero, inventor of the aqualong, postulaor of the single.
cell sarcophagus, he swore he was Known
At BT and e e, e 5 o e s
Kept s study 3o seoret, afaid of the ineviuble discovery that
wonk Ve H ot o s Cenly . e, s o S
inside himself. Corked them with the iiot mask of hi older sef. Smilig. Eseh

Patricia would always hold him dear because she'd seen him then, he knew.
She would always have ber.

inged.for i new position at the Halls of the Terran

She probably hoped it would help him live with their division.
She probably thought such things could break his kind beyond repair.

The two days before he met been himself, Easily and plainly
bimel, Peng outh. poriets. csoging. bk, o 08 pkeranteee)
plankion iluminated "y 0 e dirctors. lghpuie wakimalcrs. Tho

o iny creatures. flumed out fiom tho 1CO's husk_ ke giant, brint oycs.

fon would have been excruciatingly painful. Close
quarters with them. Watching their eyes avoiding him when he stopped by a
H20. The silence growing thicker when he stepped into the

ibrary. The tingling chill down his spine as the old mask snapped his lips back to
the familiar tired smile. Above sca-level the smile was employed 1o ke the
pain the i, pied-up bistory and i it imly down inside

Und he smiled. tru

The surface T and (hat broken thing beneath it and within him healed on
the delvery s T ip bncath the wrinked waves o o Indan Occn. Joh
understood then what he might have been if the world had been just. If it di
condemn people a5 # result of piychological facs. over which they fad Tile
conscious contrl, As

fad becn e oo inroducion o evry hopeol thosgh John
Heni s sver o

In the Halls of the Terran Seas John didn't feel reborn. The place was
ey desrcd, Sometines school chiliren were guided thtough 10 see beings
the natoral world had once suppor  and
stae sadly At the 130 dolghins and rEmote whales The mosear monronmsong
loss. The floors were stone and the tall walls were dark oa gloam.

yere thers ke him employed in gurding and swesping the hlls

But his kind feared cach other,
‘Then looked away in shock: th
e othe

sly_sione. They crchanged bt glances,
own tragedy 1elocied in e factred s o

vision was scanty and John was able to find his own place. It was near
e bl building, in its largest, emptiestroom. He admired the writing
that explained. its exhibi

onto a vast unraveling scrol, the words.

and feared ao the vicious, foe of the Speun
wﬁa(z,nwaluudanhmg! WWMP

mwmdmaowasalMernSw;MaMm!mt
swnsiving osquid in the wnivewe. Behold and
Beware. he oquid’s pouens vnain alscue and
wnfinown. Some say. ohe hias the power to wead the mind

of man...



He stands alon:
lminaion of h bl gl

ssal 10ss of meaning.
She is m, ity 10 Fak syakening fnto fea.

o there's simply blackness. A green- blackness,

p a mammoth NOTHING to see.
A NOTHING with just a tinge of nature’s hue.
John waits for many days. Sees only NOTHING.
Is there really a frigging squid at all?

pefore the vide by vindow. Brcept for the.low

more. specifically, offering

John eventually prepared o teave the hatl
T v o s e v oty
o hem, rtoant e

He sould move csowher
f their ticks. It would be typicai
v robably Inuging ight now. Now, a8
aiing. Protobly wready peoien ing hilarious vids. of his
,,uu.mny‘  pemoin hem troughout the Soar Sy

one of them right n
pc\pkutd byt simple ok of o han

Finding meaning in noting ot al
The canned lughte

Hintint, museum  guard,  standing

ess wha, Hoppies, the huge slab o glss was acually painted blck from
eind, He thinks s cer wa

ohn el would hve- oghed. sloud b Always the but. Someone
oo ad enred e b

o cover him t00, 50 he assumed she published.

He had 10 business looking at her.
He looked.
She yore 8 Wk ubber aing and caried ol cel

The string
body like shadows. from a lantern

She walked W why wih s a stady, stndy intent.
the sl spkes an ber brasts. I he kil o s i
A Gothic web unsolled sroud
e woman sioppd | m!»rc he black
oo
Tome Sl S spo W ¥ B s, S pointing a laser pen

made out the gleam off
ightencd

lass. She unzipped her bag.

athim
Serunching her eyes, she squeczed.
Tl gren hend-of the g0 beside him exploded.
< in th wide room
* John said,

tched her remove a black bundle from her bag. In long steady
ks, ,m esmed to lck

a slick sucking sound as she stuck its suction cup (o the black

green glm

“What are you doing

“Tm blowing this window open, blowing this entire museum into the
industrial degradation it wml\ have wound up pepetaing. snyway

She looked at hes appearcd ime

e e e privoig ot iy inoperative in seven. Shall

Sho sl s she held ot ber and o i
“I'm one of your kind. Come s for the revolution,

e el he and. Surpeegly delewc: Son s s & dancr, His heart
respo

Then the old smile.
T hink 1 stay.”
want 1o die?”
He said nothing,
understand.”



s gone. A running nyad, stcong sieps sounding  in the distant halls.
mm. wmul for some time.
fo th plats and pressedihe winking mer butcn. He yan
S il o i e i A B ob o ey of
ihe ot aiv Sepoe W o
He dropped.the dexd explotives down he comer disposl chut
He waited.

""So where is the replacement g-u?" Hed uttered the question aloud and
is cho e i, e ogoven. S oo o Ho ook p at the stone

1 kepis cerning ave now.
igh

fed whismer

e

Near the et of The lack sa, he verceived s single oy 1t was roughly
the size of his own Rounder, flatter than- the. eye. It looked wide
ncnt, a0 sopeasd, Rmied o« sende-orings dovinsy “immeing o0 of the
volun

d black
e wide pupil caught green and yellow light. In s center the colors
dmded in o curling §.

"SI, the squid interrupted. ;e whles are making.love Lise.
Looking st he cy, John lisned, He coldnhea
SR ow.” he-squd. whispored, " heyre. besoming frntc, Their farry
ks are iching. The'e Jigting. cach i Tt et haif
open-Listen, Joh
le heard something.

Anyway, Iwamzd o thank you."
“For what
o 51 el fure oo & 0 o [ i 2 o mean 1
want 1o b Diown it calwart, Thank you fr sning my "
ome you don talk more often”

what 1 do. This is lu/wlly extremely difficultfor me. right now.
s PR ST same time_doesn't_help. I only thought,
since you did something for me, R el o e
que.muu. perhaps.

iy quumm ym» choose. But hurry up please.”
When John question, the squid was silent for a long time. Then in
her whisper:
Ir!/uu 10 answer tha.

m mmm will be unbearable. o you.”

i M it ar gene. Touve g dcen sy 4 S mecid up, et
who's ot 1 ik of something 1o gve you. 1 pro
Will you st talk to
This I most el a once in a feine even for you But f ow'e near --
el 1 know Th cye was cloudin. 1 ke fo imes and thn gcd, 5 i1
reading b
oK T st

e then.”

The oo submorged o th fala black,
Inmediately 3 guard-unit _saled_into m; hall, hovering over its ruined
ad. T was ngry: “What's wrong with
i Jomn suid. . 1 malfunciioned.-
Hmmn ne

o in here?”

Just mumbling.”

Kocp il yourcl The g hauled away the dead machinery

John looked for the.

Nothing thore, just aehnes, Magbe e geen. Jus enough 10 know.
placed his hand on the cold glass

"The answer Will be unbearable 1o y
nswers were all'mboarable nd he asked none of Pt
He was sailing now 1o work. Over. the combubnlal:d "Gy, trough the
whisping airsreams, Job bad Sayed . Tte. Sies . st day, weeks ago,
ihe words had come sueaning s f secking hr sinle ve.
ia notice

“Why no? A solar system populated by readers. They'd probably  respect

u
Then she laughed.
“You could use some respect, John."
Their ¢

AN,
“The answer will be lmb:xlnblg 0 you" he said.
He left her there. Walked
Was that, thn, the squids g7 The perfect st word? The oxension of
question 10 the total denial of answer?
s, e e reahed tho Halls of the Teran Sos Jom wes sur. The
sid worked so vry qucty. be thought. It had been a gifl, hat small senience.
scful one. He'd been able (0 leave Patricia momentarily unsure. of cverything
e Ihuugh( e andert d looked at him as if he were suddenly
hd el powerful, redeemed

o
No. T weit th saice it



M modul sailed rough e maive docking st of e Halls of he
Terran Seas. Poured conerete gra ced walls,
“rat were parked, helerskelter. Never  many a5 the_ publishing
architecs seemed. 1o havs ntende
Hey," John said. "Where are you g
‘The modale was lifting him above the levels designated. for his kind
Its your lile surprise.
“Wha

“You know what Im talking sbout."
“Ldo?’

“Yup.
Exctment e Wi s a0 s, B bt bt
o shot gl [ pusod tough e st faal et sk
Pt il g oy
nd sbove e othr iblaher vehicles, three pisine, giltcdged
black modules were parked below the granite steps of the Halls Each space
proclaimed s riders name and ttl:
Enst Chainey, CHANCELLOR.
Welind Hon, EXGCUTIVE PUBLISHER

A sl vacant ot waied open m the Ift o the Chancellor module. As
ot raft ld i I, e was bl o rc
MPLOYEE OF THE MONTIE Jon Hinir, MUSEUM GUARD,

John stepped out o e wfiss s i s s n s uce.

grandeur touched his heart. The other people eniering and cxiting the halls,
fathers and daughters and mothers and sons, lovers, tourists and  friends, paid
* teion 1 this revoluion.
mall, serious man climbing the front steps of the Halls of the
Terran Sea pid o e to e

Mark von Schlegell

"THE HAND THAT'S FREE TO DREAM"

e o Ao Mes"s Lughabie mo

e siaaier ot arise 1 gige
5 harvest Laugheer, and seLL the vhols busher

o andrew yids, forosions ‘oan-do® 11t
almaned " Sachars vy tha Beskith

i oo lan 310 hink shou you doing (a7 senecne aked. T calie ian fox

e nand chat vetuses to d

B e
Le-f1avored sumpsuit
1 Che Nane ehinke, 35 £¢ goes back

[




THE TIME THE AMERICAN STATES ALMOST PASSED o
THE EQUAL RIGHTS AMENDMENT s

e Scpihing. ths bulinasd 4e
T wish (5 wish) you'd seop Laughing, pav ays neping
Vou T vas L1uays hoping 1 covla be éns san Whete Hot. boken
L ey s e 0 e e, i 7€ bodies changed to aiCforent foxms T curse the gods vho made the changs
ol oot ot e ert e i

corances ot i Yo Rl ‘Z;: Exa ot

e ting to Mw;k~ N e :.m:a:.:.u Daniel Kane
maxringe wil] Temite. nore verk. pot o s o

destruction. - Some thosghe Nian shoutd Le

hss b vith 8 stick bt st Goxoave nin e tate ater stats suia
T ST T i B

s ransnated.  Walk sione
bk
fauits, domes, xilles, and 5

AFTER ALL THIS, ALAN ALDA'S HEAD IS
TRANSFORMED

914 father, 014 actiicer, you have not stood me in good atesd B
Look ot iy hasdl Te's o bollnasd: sven thoogh tho pese ot re
s o8 Like St vne when 3 used o be

o e ulineea Yook T

forced to paasie i anwrky vaters

tan foothald by cho btrodt Licns

constantly benaing v tooc
void Gecupisocion vy shicling copter hiades



From NO
Aloha

Burt Bacharach and His Orchestra
and Chorus

The youthe cross trough s of  public sehool and. through. semi-
occupied_residential-multiplex enclay

hey come 1o remnants of & chaimink_fence. Woods end in fields
that a couple years ago were sweeping manicured lawns. Landscaping
and gardening now invisible.

largest objects overhead are two geosynchronous billboard platforms
up in the stratosphere. Curtently unlit, thir vast S-by-10Kilometer
ultra-thin LCD screens are retracted. The billboards are passing
silenily. overhead. fowird staiondry orbits apave. Comtal e for
an upcoming laundry detergent ad campaign.

Gladys, Gus and Maude stand at the woods' cdge. Before them is open
field. The savaged ruins of a large psychiatric hospital lay out beyond
the field. The kids scrutinize the much-overgrown and shadowy
complex as best ihey cun, up and down he rows. of mostly wrecked
and burnt 5. No overt signs of current human  occupation.
Bircs and smal amaal residence.
kids stick (o the trees and circle the weed-filled buildings
They creep across the field, toward a few intact buildings.
Following the wall of one of the buildings the kids
through  underbrush  and  brambles. Remnants of

K their way
lewalks, now

lossed and heaved, an impediment 1o thir wansit. They arrive ot o
more open area, what had the main entrance to this faclity.
Gaping_holes in the structure mdlcalmg fiery cxplosions. Gus points his
small flashlight in through a couple of the gaps and scrutinizes the
dark smelly intrior

long an exterior wall is a large burnished steel sign. Nearly
broken Tl mountings, the lower right corner of the sign leans
on the ground. Scars and dings from heavy-caliber machincgun  fire.
Graffiti, slogans and tags messed across its surface. The biggest and
clearest graifit is 666K ing, way up the wall where the sign is sl sort
o sta

you stand back a short distance, sort of where the kids are,
et bonean il the scarrage and defacing, the big black enameled
leucring engraved decp into the sheet of sicl s il very clear. Gus
holds _his_flast am on e’ big familir pryliatic  symbol
ovetad sn 8 oo ext 10 words he cannol re

"The big biack Ietring SURGIGAL JESUS MIND CENTER, N0
14, BY THE AUTHORITY OF THE NAME OF JESUS, OVER ALL THE WORKS OF
SATAN, GRANTED ON THIS DAY, TO THE CITIZEN BELIEVERS OF CHRISTIAN
COLORADO, PASTOR GOVERNOR BILL KINGSON.

‘The cconomically desperate but biblically deranged citizens of Colorado
clected Bill Kingeon by a lanasl fide: And the plbicts in the immediaie

posiandside period tht im Pasior Governor, and made
abortion and_ homosexu ol Tloien among other tough love
Iegisiation, were.swept (hrough. with mandating. clestoal vigor

Immediately  folowing. Kingson's elecios] landwide. Toam Jesus
began seuing up and administering the facilities necessary for the
Colorado Surgiea Jesus Mind Projet. Besides stealing vast amounts of
ingson spent his nearly four
years as Pastor Governor g an extensive and exhaustive
program 1o surgically aler the human brain toward 5 mego complete
Jesus-centerdness. Structural  Holiness was to be accomplished by
cutting out the evil-inducing parts of the brain and replacing them
with Biblically diagrammed_bioplastic Jesus-loving bits and pars,

0 start, 115,000 sinncrs were decapitated and their brains
carefully scrutinized by the collegium of paraphysicians, mail-order
surgeons, debunked and disbarred psychiatric_sadists and cranks that
headed up the Colorado Surgical Jesus Mind Project for Kingson. The
Project protocol targeted 250,000  sinners for various surgical
procedures. 178,000 were operated and experimented on, all of

be allowed to go on? Oh, you'd
be surprised! The Euros, the Japanese, the PRC and the Sclst
eventually did come to a loose agreement on a post-United Stat

d, and finally dispatched reired South African President Mandela
{0 negotiat an end 1o the Surgial Jesus Mind Projet and the
and) of theocratic tyrant Pastor Governor Kingson.
Tien UNNAR, simist reluctantly, came into Colorado with their half-




hearted efforts 1o try and make it all better. But no one but the
starving and displaced were interested in better.

picks up her saichel and stands closer (0 Gus.

Did,they like, have the Devil in here?”

Maude smirk;

~Youre the rocket sciendst, Gladys. Right? You do't believe in
sopernatural s, Right?

ladys pressee hir lipa together and keeps silen

Gus unbuttons his parka cnough to et athi dagger it needed. His
small ﬂaxh ght. in hand, he heads inward.

“Lets

“Gh, shit, Gus. Is,lke . ealy .. gros, 2
Maude shoves Gladys and says:
"Ha-ha. Satan's gonna get your ass bitch. Chop, chop, chop you up
for dog food."
Gladys steps away from Maude.
“That's what Satan likes. Doggie, doggie,
Gus gives Maude a look. Maude nughs, grlbx Glndys and holds her
close as the three of them pick their way through the dark entry hall,
Gus' narrow flashlight beam just barely reveals a safe path forward.

in there...

Most of the building that they explore is dark and one side
wing there is a short row of small confinement cels i shape
One cell has its small window, way up high, broken out. Its cold, but
the  fresh air helps cut the lurking stink. The ol 1 dry. and. fecls
private

Gus clears the cll of the rubbish and then he drags in a couple
narrow nearly undamaged mattresses from a nearby hall. They are
the foundations for this night's rest.

Maude drops her satchel and gets out some candles. Gladys
shrugs and says.

"Can I ... eat some of the bread?”

Maude shrugs, but Gus says:

“No, save it for morning. Have the fruit cocktail stuff the UNICER
gave out today.

"It not enough. I'm, like, really hungry .. still.”

Gus and Maude are getting their bedding out, and set . Gus
eestures toward his saichl where the camned. i is and he sa
‘ou can have Maude's

Maude nods and adds:

cand you sill got yous, Gladys. Rightr”

Gladys

S Vovitbe full, and ready to sleep.”

Gladys sts on her haunches and cats small blue containers o
sweetened fr
“Where's yonrs Maude?"
“Just a secont
st G, when You g0 pee, you gotia take me with you."
can piss ithout your help.
Gus like, (00 dark ... out there ... for me
Maude laughs at Gladys.
“Youte fucking afaid of the Devil. Aint your®
Gladys glares. Maude pokes G
“Give me a ci
Gus fishes for a cigartte part
"Me 100, Gus."
"I don't have that ma
Gladys pouts. Maude digs out a small blue plastican of fruit cocktail
in heavy sugar syru
Gus hands Maude a half cigarette.
"Hurry up, Glad. I'm only doin' bathroom escort once.
"We can't, like, leave the stuff alon
“Theres 1o one. gonma come through that ltle window, We're
Just gonna be right i the hall
ude shakes her h
heoh. Far cnough down the hall that 1 wont smell it all

Jackie Gleason and His Orchestra

“That is so bogus, Gus. Asanowaka could never bring Terao down with
some sort of leg or thigh gripping throw.... Terao's legs are just too fat
{0 grip, And anyway, Asanowaka i so ll, a move ke that would put
him at the disadvanta

"What the fuck do ye\l know about sumo throws?"

"As much as you do!’

“I had two chances 1o get into one of the big Los Angeles beyas.”

“Oh shit. In your dreams, o-sumo-s;

tands up, takes his zip-up sweatshirt, puts it to his waist, ties

the two sleeves behind his back so the sweatshirt hangs in front of him
as his maawashi. First Gus stamps each foot as hard as he can. Left,
tight, lefl, right. Then he swings both arms out and up so the hands
clap together above his head. And he follows through by swinging his
fight arm back down and curling it so his clbow 15 extended and his
right hand touches  his waist. His left arm swings out so that the hand
points straight out.




ladys laughs.
"You're the little teapot .. short and stout,”

“Fuck you. That was dohyo-iri."

“Very ‘nice ring-entering ritual, o-sumo-san."

"Yeah, that was cool, Gus. But you're getting too skinny now."
Gus pokes what is now more sagging skin than bulk.

"My stomach is all fucked up."

"Come on, Gus. Get back in the bed. I'm cold."

few minutes later they arc all three tucked into their ad hoc nest.
Candies arc cxtinguished. For a few moments it is dark and quiet. Bui
then Gus and Maude start groping onc another and pulling open cach
other's clothing. Gladys sits bolt pright and yells:

"Goddamit! The one night we get, like, someplace quiet .. like, a
chance for real sleeping .. and you two gotta ... do that!"

Maude stops kissing Gus, tums to Gladys, smiles and asks:

"Do what?’

Gus shimmies down his heavy canvas trousers and long john
underwear. Frustrated Gladys yells:

“Some of these are my blankets!"

Maude and Gus turn their heads and glare.

Maude leans out from under Gus and points out to the dark hall

“Take your fucking blankets! Right? Go find your own room.
Right?"

Gladys stands there shaking angrily. Gus sits up and pokes Maude.

“Thats real helpful, Maude.”

Gus tumns 1o Gladys.

"C'mon, Glad. Let’s get back in bed. We got a nice warm nest.

Gladys s silent, arms crossed.

Gus pulls up his trousers.

"Here, Glad. Look. We'll make you a little nest all your own ... but
near us.. See?"

Gus makes a nest for Gladys out of most of the blanketing,

"See? Plenty of room. But we're right here.”

*Now you can slecp all the fuck you want. Right?"

Gus pokes Maude again, then he gives Gladys a piece of chocolate
he'd ferreted away in one of his two satchels.

"Alright? C'mon, Glad."

Maude reaches up and pushes Gladys down into the blanket nest
that is a meter or so from her and Gus. Gladys sits, arms crossed. Gus
grimaces and looks at Maude

“Whatever.”

Maude lies down. Gus fishes in his satchel.
"Alright, Gladys. Look, this is it. Here, I got four batteries...."
Gus doesn't even have (o finish this sentence before Gladys
for her own satchel and Ultra Play deck 8220 inside.
Gladys takes the rubber band-bundled batteries.

“New?"

*I was standing there when he opencd the pack.”

Gladys loads the batterics into her gaming deck. She gives Gus
and Maude a look.

“You shoulda, ke, just given ‘em to me. That was stupid."

"Great. Now leave us alone. Right?"

Gus and Maude start to setle back down into cach others arms.

"You had some of that joint left....

Gus stops and

“That liule bit of skunk weed

Now Maude pokes Gus.

“Give it to her."

“Fuck.

isn't gonna do anything...."

He digs in one of his two satchels and produces a small folded" picce
of tom_ brown paper bag. Gladys smiles and grabs the small paper
square. Inside the folds is the burnt and tawny butt of a cigar-sized
joint made of frec-range marijuana off the roadside sprinkled with a
litle of the good bud smuggled in by the Western troop

Gladys puts the head phones on and then unwraps the roach.
She moves one of the slow-burning candles, anchored on a small picce
of rubble, closer to her bed. Gladys sticks her tongue out at Maude and

the flame until the cherry smolders, and then she takes a small toke,
exhales, smiles and pulls aside one headphone and loudly sa:

“And don't, like, throw your gooey jimmies where I'm gonna ..
You know . step on them ..

Gladys laughs, replaces her head phones, and touches the roach
o the small candle flame. A couple more short puffs and then Gladys
carefully extinguishes the now even resinier and blacker roach bit and
folds it back into the brown paper.

Gladys gets down inside the blankets and turns facing away from
the couple fucking.

n she powers up the clecironic machine, it beeps, and the

tone warms Gladys' heart.

Perry Como

In the morning the inquisitional hospital is dripping damp cold rain
and the kids make a litle fire and boil some coffee grounds. They add a
couple amphetamine tablets. The brew has the right perkiness  effect,



but doesn't taste much like coffee. They cat the remaining bread so
that the sort-of-coffee. doesn't give them indigestion

Gladys, Gus and Made pack up and.exploe a coupe sectons of
ihis former Surgical Jesus Mind Cen

Most of this Center was burned (0 the ground in the bloody strife of
the few months between when Kingson went into exile and the UN
oceupation of Colorado.

Once he was convinced that UNNAA would use force to shut down
the Surgical Jesus Mind Project, all Kingson really wanted was a
guaranteed exit. Pastor Bills and essential Team Jesus
superdooperplenipotentiaries left Colorado sboard Kingsor's jedliner,
Team 1. Team I was followed heavenward by six other Jumbos bearing
el pilfred, extored.and solen ealth all tarned im0l
and silver bullio

¢ seven Jumbos, emblazoncd with the bloo ody Team Jesus

rueifs, ascended at sunsct out of Denver International in an upward

ing chain. Bound for the sunny beaches of some unspecified
Cauatoral ‘off-shere nation.

The three Kids sit on a teetering heap of toppled steel file cabinets. They
share a cigarette b
o i for atain, [ want Gus 1o el a story.
“We've h .m A his stores... Rig

B,

L don't have an
Gus holds his open palm toward Gladys. Gladys frowns.
“I've only got, like, two . litle butt

8-

Gladys digs around in her suchel and finds the two partly
smoked cigarettes and gives them to Gus. He leans back on the
mattress.

Deran Ludd




Lost Without
You

BXT FREEWAY - 5 SOUTHBOUND, BURBANK - DaY

PORSCHE SUOT: rotagoniot drives s Forscho south on the S, locks out
Passonger windon: Sees e e Mo EaeAn EAh o1 the

LONG SHOT OF OCEAN: Protagonist's disconnected pov.

PORSCHE SHOT: Protagonist looks back to the road, rechecks his passenger
window view.

LONG SHOT OF BURBANK. Reality/Burbank reconnects.
LONG SHOT FROM FREEWAY BRIDGE. PORSCHE races south.

cur 10,
TNE. 2347 COVE - DAY OR rGHT
Protagonist sits either’in the garden, living room or in bed, reads Tale
of Genji.:

(Gen3s quote)
Camera closes up on Protagonist's eyes or?

vz 10:
BKT. GENJI DREAM PT. 1, 2347 COVE OR UCLA JAPANESE GARDEN

Sesiageniat e foce te reflactad in o metallic silver bail. A Jepnese
2 kimono holds the hall, gazes into i

Digital entrance into image/abstraction?
The wonan sets down the ball, turms in stylized movement.

cur 10,
EXT. GENJI DREMN PT. 2, 2437 COVE OR UCLA JAPANESE GAROEN -

Uotceover of Protagonist reading Tale of Genji. Japanese womn counter-
pointing text

(Gen33 quote)

cor 70
EXT. 10 FREEWAY, WESTGOUND, MIDTOWN - DAY

PORSCIHE SHOT: Protagonist driving. Possibly a shot of exit sign for
Miseun of Tolerance or auto accident saety zone.

< 10
EXT. 10 FREGUAY, WESTBOUND SANTA MONICA - DAY
2 yiew across the valley as Protag walks down sharp, steep ML,

cur 10:
EXT. ABOVE SILVERLAKE BLVD - DAY
Protag returns homs on motorized skate board, the lake below.

cur 10:
TNT/EXT. LOCATION TBD/IN BED? - DAY OR NIGHT
Protag realizes he's nissing half of himself
Ricky artin: erdito Sin 74
Song triggers a reaction in protag .. emtion in his eyes.

<ot 0.

Tat. 2347 COVE - DAY OR NIGHT

Srotag chacks messages. (cyber ox normal?) Hoears a message in Japanse
57t under

cur 1o
BXT. ARBORETUM 1 - DAY

frotag at work. Tiny chrone utensils or cyber mite. Scrapes cells from
hot house flowers. Nomal work day.

cvr T0:
EXT. ARBORETUM 2 - DAY
Protag at work. Something anis

o o
EXT. ARBORETUM 3 - DAY
Protag working. Melt down.

< 0.
ExT. PREBAY DAY
Protag driving to Cal Tech. Begine his hunt.

<o To:

David Anthony Tattu



Fellini's Ocean
and Mariko's
Dance

Appestances appearances he i,
ched the world through dialectic ways.

restless nights and torpid days,

and 1 followed every by-way where it lead;

and always find the same unvaric

intolerible.interminable maze.

Contradiction is the debt you would collect.

No other time but now, n0 other place than here, he said.

TS. Bliot

Characters in Fellini’s work at one time or another, end up at the sea,
often fully I sometimes in suits, hands in pockets, on the sand
m and the sen; ey scom o areive a some son of sl
realization h tuitive and physical; the relationship betw,
them and the sea seems (o a6t s a catalyst for a cerain kind of Knowledge.
What is this knowledge'
ariko Mori's Pure Lm.a(w% 1998) is explicitly about the romantic
llsons and ilsions crated by us over i the sea and about
women. Suspended in airless air over a vinyl ocean by Photoshop programs
st over an artificial sea as fake as the occan llini’s And The
Ship Sails On (1983). Her image is as large s a movie screen
What is she telling us?




The ocean is, or has come (o-be after so much Ar, the “eternal”, ripples
dhat It o fow scconds suggesting a geologc time o that srihes dway, far
our common history; with a before and

he shrugs his shoulders and slouches away i La DoleeVita? Leopoldo’s
sexual panic in I Vitelloni? Saraghina’s wild dan 8 1/27 Casanova's
fight from home, through. a stormy’ sca (made of arpalin. 414 plastio, tnce

o Mor's work prtends o Ly these archtypes, these maratives,
tnse iusons oar vy o them o be Kisch © o manufactured
sentimentality that is absurdly unre he work pmm.my lays bare
the techmique and the i - i e wadiion of e tvan-guds e, the
Soviet Uhcorist  theorzed v o be knowlodgenge. sbom - thas
crlicl eadton 1o sndersiand he rony n Morts s e implicit
ot aplh Wb sy i o, i Moris system of signs she is
alluding 1o one is going 10 take it lterally - one would say (innocently - God
forbid) “There is the ocean which is symbolic_of birth and

rse “She_floa

of us in galleries and museums at face value - without the explanatory texts
which invariably arc Drought out (0 “support- work - nov by denyi
we know but fully armed with everything we know and fecl
common sense.

Rellnbe work vt s b said i an inerview, vy much iformed Jfrom
g which, 1 think unfortunately, influenced much of his

ok s 1 o the Moon, bis final feacure
fim: I v ot ol i b trted o conosly e acheypes 1n
3 raer dhan o 0. locaion and im e pasin s, the
articular seashore at " ime

w{ o asenain 1 sbeaiie, hat o e is
m= oppoic of & sl endencs i which » mpan e !
e resnt i lraly il hre . B tondeneyn o o v, el {n

throughout his work and he scems 1o favor one or the other depending on
the mlerial, Yet i body of work docs have a tajectoy it moves from his
Neo-Realism up 10 La Sirada then shits o avoring stchetypsl

S o o e of e S owante
saddle both warlds, and in purt for tha very resson be s ot
intereting fils But i's more complicatd. than- hat. The sen in The White
Sheik,an caty work, 1 oy hentica dspie the ot sh it was shot o
location. Because of the context; the sea at the end of Saryricon , a middle
period work, is very real - in a documentary sense - and gives weight to the
fantastic._narrativ

Lecs ook at these archetypes moro closely and see what Felinl docs
with them. The ocean in City of Women is a highly theatrical set, a farmal
archetype, i which our attntion s sup i

F ihe
istorys and. hat boys

8 fo ol the s ::mcmled wih the ocean. and with he swakening of
soxaly. (One ess here immedialy the oppasiion between archelypes,
which

Ve fundamentally supra-cultral, and Western crical heoties of (he
Jast. forty yeas, which wre almost il clturaly deerminis) - Albec
archetypes " in Fellini's work are sees
Contury burlesque, with ‘which Fellini giow up, and Which are ‘asseciated
Sicisiont U SOk wih allcacar whidtr. I e St i ot
the end” of the film into which Zampano sheds his tears is a pmrucular
ocean, athough we see only a small segment of it because it is
Vaves hat wash up bhind. Zampano's 'body 4 he looks around 'helplessly
on his knces arc real. The thythm of this occan, the sounds it makes, and
ihe emorional exchinge between his pariclar part of e ocean with um
© create a whole world into which
el Zampano's. los. I &l "snd s of i
Spiris, films. that stand_ approximaiely half way in Fellnis career, wa see
both churcteistis, resism and archetypes, sismultncously. The two forms
fusing in the end of La Vita into a contrast between the seashore,
i s e I Swrade, nd e monscous fsh (st washes
which is an archetype pre-historic _gelating of
man; fertile and feminine, gm(csqucly ated Wi onet Y u n ma vet
at the guilty Marcello and his

between the waves, which are real, and the sound of the wind, w
magnificeny intrtvine wchetypes and realsm ino 3 seamless. artisiic
reality. Can visual representations of archetypes in fact carry the cultural
welght that Flin insts apon? 1s Mariko Mort ssking the same thing, but
il greses bonesty and explicine
Took e Bl o “lays barc” the fechnigue and the
inenc And The ShpSots on s with . scqmnco i wel e how the
Various ses, including the s e, have beeh bt We seo th workers in
uralls opcrating the bydauics s conol the machinery hat crses the
illusion_of m /e see behind the facades which are of
plyweod and have Roibing bebind.them bue sand bags on tho flock 5 Kcop
them fom oppling, We s aiice. Butthor s o undamental diference
with Mori’s work: Fellini shows us these devices not because he wishes (0
expose. our (eads “thei” foolshnets (You hought tho boa was el but you
see i’ all fakel) for the obvious reason that the theatrical aspect o
archetypes was clear from the beginning. We knew it was a fake - Foll




undersands that we e ble (0 suspond_ disheli and | srtclly see through
our own suspension at the same time. The human wants to take

n dreamed

y Sortct art s amlogous. (o)
ant to realize in Pure Land? That beauty is 4
it Tmage of th coman e et thal senicesnt

What s it that we
cultural”constructior
isalie.

But us (o believe this we must fist believe one crucial bit

fornaion ihat has been left out: e must believe that. everyone elsc (those
that do not belong 1o the educated. clsses - others) beieve these Kitsch
images are real. The more “people” believe in the reality of kitsch images

the greter the irony hat acts 20 opporing force Thats my Newtonian law
kitsch. This is the weakness of irony - it needs a straight man - the ma

o omin) whe beleves In the suthenticty of he T, Now - who gets to
play the patsy? Who's the fal guy? Let me gucss. Now we are in the hews of
the problem, because we 41l know who rote play the paisy - i’s always the
e person. The Soviets cuted thomprorrr 1 Latin’ America they're
called “cholos”. T the nited Siaes thy’ % caled “consumers o “(hom
« book _Pictures of Innocence) there *is an

the contral

t people.
't hink 50, Tois is th dilerms. fo dcademics
ihe one hand they poltcaly support the working chtes (vinghein
comempt o the middle classes to which the

they e piously condescending to them s 5 Daive aad dongarons over:
simplific ow we (not “people” actually sce pictures.

From the very beginning photographs wetc seen by us in the Wes a lying

(in cvery sense) somewhere between drawing and an accurate mechanical
reproduction of Nature - hence he firs namefor photography: the pencil of
nature; ambiguity was built into the name. Photographs (as Roland Barthes
discovered toward the end of his ife) do carry traces ity with them -
however much they are mediated by a point of view, by the limitations of
cquipment, and by the social context of the photographer and his subject.
‘This trace becomes more distant as the photograph is manipulaied_and

dressed up, forced to narrativize, to sell, and to perform, But even here
trace remains - hence the power of advertising - it depends on that trace of
suthentciy.

through the facades of photography; we are aware
and that a suspension of disbelief is required of

able (o sex
that photogiaphs. “date

photography, s it is in fims or ilustatons. Bach individusl exse
different and cannot be reduced (0 an essency

0 all photography; every pnmgnpn is different_and every person who
looks brings their own world them. The difference between how
Satant il st by pictures _is not one of quality or
depth, »m o Kind, Noracadenics e more willng o openly cmbrace -

S peion < of disbeliel - in the sense that we might be
wl]lmg ™ Cry during s s03p opers, o scream At & bad guy naking. up on
gooc aing a fim; intllcotuais would Do ack (2o s plenioes-for
the ion reson Tt 10 participate i gest that they are

ke B b it ke e ey abjure the
leasures of suspension. of dsheiel for anotnr ~higner plessue. 1t i my

contaion that cveryone omn see through photography - ach in
way and in e - ot only ' crtain: s - the-educaed class -
refusl o swspend disbeliet, which in turn
- To be o of cultural signs is the
end o ¥ the paramount pleasre for Loademics,

o oo i e omperamentally " predisposcd 1o hese 56
casur 1 which all athes plessure a1 subjet 1o and 1 1h servi. o that

i

Mariko Mori is ight - but the prics she puid for that s tat she bid o
make a picce of kitsch that is closest (o 19th century academic painting.
The word Pure i the e is pertctly “hing since i se about
purity. It is also banal and has
point. s kind of Neo-Clasical
French specialized in, and which we
Puftan ableats of Jeff Wal, Tracey Mofias, and many olhrs, Si Lawrcnee
lives again in their barogue dioramas. M
.ummmmmy of 60 and 70's Hollywood Kitsch - i superd - a st of
scholarship illustrated  with a detachment s, wi i
Rorityingly professonal. - Fellni meanwhile. pushes " arene pes and
lercoypes to he poin ot which they are in dislogue with exch otber (1n
Mori’

Sabaret sk o sk
y “the fa

imply “the Fanastic" o g subli S In  short”they
Secome illustradon: I Fellin's anse ho b Uusiintsscnes nd in
ase she i n the no-

a
concep. Felin fights the conceptusization” of his mages i lhcy congeal
the moment they rc projected. and nol even Felln's sene of humor can
Save them. Mort s ~of eve

I'see Godard standing cdge of tat_ abyss looking. down
Sungasses it he back ol of photography.

If 1 had to choose between them | would take Fellini. The reason is
dance. Mariko Mori's Dance is ironic abou 1 ber sttt ohovae.




her own image to the level of a Goddess (which is what this work is in one
sense about) has the solemnity of a marble frieze. The Mac-Humor of the

image of herself, feel like an ironic sneer, and behind cvery ironic sneer
there is a lttle General (or Goddess) who wanis - invariably - the very thing
it mocks. Mariko - the Dancing Queen. Mariko - Snow White. Mariko -
Princess Leia. Saraghina’s dance in Fellin’s 8 //2 on the other hand is
awkward - relly Tol of ridiculous gestres embarrassing mannerisms, in
which we see a woman - who is and is not "Woman® - weighed down by
flesh, by matter, playing at being a Goddess. Only a child would fall for it -

mortal limits than all of Ms. Mori's
togeihcr, How we (1ot “her) Took when we dnce. and e pulled down by
gravity has never been more beautifully expresied. 1 hear mysef slong with
Fellini whispering: “Saraghina Saraghina.

George Porcari

“'" T ',;:m..(v\ s T e Lot .‘m_,rx. ?»'G"

Stupid As A
Critic

Jourualism: o tex that sccompunica Tony do Laviour’s exhibiton,
Bad White Art, at Teststrip, Auckland, c. 19

!
Tony de Lautour - Painter of White

Wiite [irsh] culre has Kiled ilions. Not since. Hiter,
lin, Lenin and Mao Tse Tung have we seen such mad
sanghier-ndrowned o siaiin murdered, satrated and
starved..credit and sugar are 10 blam
Stan Rose, Gy for Help

“Punch-drunk portraits of Casper the friendly ghost.” Those were
my words when I saw the “Bad White Art” paintings by Tony de



Lautour in that tiny Venice, CA, loft he called home during those dark,
early years before he got into the commercial gallery circuit. In other
wrds, before he became an inellcctual
s at the University of California, Los Angeles, completing
my dociral disseration. o ety lengthy work entitied_“Slow Hot
rashism in the Age of Post-Reganism,”
chapters of which were being publshed in Areweek s 'a kind of
syndicated serial. So, my career was on the up I guess you could say.
But, dude, was I naive, o the duff with B:njnmm and God knows what
else. Unable (o completely dismiss Marxist _principles — which were
being _brutally pummeled by MF and oihas at Bekeley - my
dissertation, in the. fnal analysis, was, shal we sy, a work. of

depicted in the boxing tournament between ind Rocky Balboa in
Rocky V. 1 swdied this exemplary scene over scveral chapters, my
argumentresting upon it being an oracle of American racism: a full-

scale virtal _gladiatorship that acted as a glamorizing catharsis for
problems which had existed since the slave trade: black vs. white in the
world series of trash,
this, my project was to figure out what was really
happening in the underbelly of middle America. What on carth goes on
in the minds of those sick fucks, I asked from my ivory tower in
Westwood. I consulted numerous ~scholars of American an, current
East Coast magazines, and went on some excifing road irips (my
column was called “Road Scholar”). T wanted o discover the meaning of
what was being described by critics and artists alike as “white trash
ar” “derisive culwre,” and “bad white art” Why was the
phenomenon at such a premium? The sitwation was so cxtreme that
the real white trash, the [deleted in order (o proiect current
professionl interests] were beginning 10 ake in an interest
cedless (0 say, I did my homework. Most of the theoretical work
Ve et 2o G but totally unreadable, sclf-
congratulatory  methodologies. However ~Seymour ~Gater's subtle

h
West coast dry. The opening lines of his 1993 volume, Can I Hit You Up
For e

We were at the opening of my latest exhibition. 1 lep and strolted
up 1o Brownie Point. The sea was spewing all over my Carharts.
Some dame. was spewing in the sea. put her in my nest”show. 1
didn’t have any choic

It was in the middle of writing those thousands of pages  close
readings of Stalone and Gater and the cnless eplay of visul
taxonomies — that I came across De Lautour's paintings. Needless to
say, that made a lot of sense (o me.

[
Tony de Lautour — Painter of Fright

t how were De Lautour’s paintings (o be analyzed, given that
most_critical apparatus is nothing but psychopomp with middle-age
spread?

Paint, to middle America, means only coats of lacquer on the
Chevy and coats of liguor on the trachea. It was pointless (o mention
the dividends of thinking to those freaking fat billyo’s who suck the

cum
gutter for clues, my thoughts went straight to Monet. But Monet” gone
sl Moo BUWs wii bra-beiies, Washol, pomans upergiues (o
their bonnets. Monet Hot Rods adorned as lorescent  fauves of
postconsumersm.  Buttugly, buc Compleicly” cogen of the  Paris

Impressionism _invented a pamuﬂar  Jescrptlon of light: the
rendering, not of the object, but of the
surface, For ths, Monet is known a5 “painter of li o ""De Lavtour, it
sinck me duing the last, argasmic bess of T Rex 1 <Salld Gold Easy
Action,” was a man after Claude’s o mpressionist
in tuné_with a very pongy world, To my wide chI grﬂd\m: eyes,
Lautour’s _dripping indelicate propensities offered a vision of the
insides of our stomachs after a century of usblcgum. A horriic
cancer of graphic reduction, they were the ultimate reflection of a
coninent besegod by creamy caramel and caney-colored_ clowns

The raw, red heads of De Lautour's kiwis be esonean
metaetypes of Monet's haystacks, his marbled. paiisicks | pullul:d lakes
of watotllie oat, e back-of sorao disgusting Factory ibama. Sick
Vith Inspleation, | tuned on my Mocintash Quadea. and wrote

The vl of De Lautour's poinilise obscenites are,shot through
with hundreds of small brush  strokes, It 1o the
Sptlal and scicoific heores of color W hisortaes, ek 1o the
moment. The marbled surfaces of these paintings refer to an
aristocracy that has yet to come. Luwrious skins of battered
paint batiered by the world's abuse i
arrogant upper lip of Grandfather’s collection of antique bibles.
Secure and leather bound, they ~split from their seams like
massi wand tsunamis and anthropomorphic  liquid
inconscionsnesses of pererted long dstance. Hack. drivers.

Flatiered by the intensity of my own mythogogic ecstasy, I sent a
draft of the essay to the editor of Harpers Bizarre, Louis Leroy.

1

Tony de Lautour - Painter (Not Bright)

Leroy's rejection letier was on my desk the following week:



P e pu Lot

mmﬂwdz

w“wmm that a o to docoses tudhe in
Wmeam De Lautoun s strength

G i ths emphaic unfaces pictures, and. it ohoutd fe i
‘maatain and i #m%uMAm,.,m;am
vatiat,oa goi suggiot. The aebot s ot 96 e 2 ohonts el
dce el p o e ety e, 4 do s s o .
e, D Eatoun Ao sl celaime the mosat ighrind
g and ohautdens afave the wsial chic tiques. Bt as much adhe
fame, with that grin-and-lase-t atitude of fis, fio
mw&,mmmwmummmmp interty teums.
e s fon these reasans that we do not pubtioh matoial. an this
i of ot Bsle e s i comis ok s fasiottyps —ve

dart tafe them seviously at
Smlwwhnwmwmpmd.
- £ Loy 9T
v

Tony de Lautour - Painter, Allllrrrriiiggghhhteetee1tit!

As the 19805 draw 1o a close, it seems that De Lautour is a foregone
conclusion, a standard fixture in every American bathroom. What

B
£

tour's is an art,
which, like the prose of Melody Hussler, will never become chuddy in
the mouth of the bearded whore. Gassed by its own toxicity, De
Lautour's hydrauic approach 1o paniing has proved Lovis Leroy and
all e aters, wr
2 Well thadisertaion never did get accepted. These
days, Tam afen spoied ‘on Moscl Beach (the most aiclouiey place in
the world) ying 10 sell second-hand watches o skate bums and
mommy’sboys. I look more like a De Lautour painting every d:
autour imsell occasionally throws me ten bucks from that
pink, hand-painted Cadillac of his. That painter — he sure got smart.
guess what happencd was that the white trash went up and I
went down. I can’t resent him, though. Basically he's an enthusiast
who happens to paint.

Giovanni Intra

Madeleine's Poem

T still have that book by Rilke
voutnscribea  She nighe Yo' net
eota"re

ro oy et et place
o L e e

Ty
o1 T guess e Finaily writeen ic.

Daryl Haney




| Like
El Sereno

L

Grandma sweeps the sidewalk, brushing every sticky popsicle
wrapper, every pile of stray dog hair, and all the dead leaves into the

steep-hilled surects, and since my dog s half Chow he runs with the
pack. In the mornings, when the mist has saturated all the plants and
gmm, the Chow pack comes up to my porch 1o pick him up, to go sniff
garbage before the trashman arrives. Okay, my dog is a bit of a street
dog, untrained and scroungy, but he really has reached his full
potential as a dog.

Udfhddsdklw; kf kfkdkkd 1

‘This is a sentence my dog wrote. He stands up on'his hind Iegs to

reach the keypad, and throws down his clumsy fingers,

enthusiasicaly. He has a diffcult time (yping because his paws jam up
the keys. It translates as,” 1 like El Sereno.” He likes the city where
people don’t care if he runs free, where a dogcatcher von't capture
Him with 4 mean barbed collar and ke him 10 the place where the
cages arc. But whatever, 1 can't guarantee (hat he really thinks this,
orauso e st speak Englis

A small dark man is bearing a horizontal stick on his shoulders,
balancing on cither side of him nets full of cans. He is cillsoting
aluminum (0 take (0 the recycling center, and since 1 drank an oran
Jarito for lunch, 1 have a glass botle in my bag for recycling (oo,

Maybe we can go visit the dump together, and collect a few cents for it.
T'walk up to him and ask him in Spanish, * Excuse me, good afternoon.

In my bag Lam carrying wash 100 Where are you going now?” This
spawns a conversatios
“1have a lot n! rsh, itis my work” He says, “ Everyday 1 walk,
collect that  w n use again. Now, after some lunch and rest
for my feet, I will ek hi 10 he Store.”
The sore on Broadway?”
They have good tacos next do
“1 Tk acos als. Wy e s Saa o 1o with you?”
es. My name is Jose.”

The interaction is a litle strange mnot only because we are
complete strangers, but also because I am limited in my Spanish.
Different languages employ different dictions and vocabularies! and
translated, the sentences are destined to sound forcign. At least we are
becoming friends

We

walk, we rest, we cat tacos. We listen to cumbia on the jukebos
inside the o shop, His eyes are dark like brown dwarf surs, like
universal marbles. And his hands are smooth vut winkly ke
newborn a mole's hands they show ecvidence of having
orked In i Y apprecito bis iy fingernails. There's an odor that
belongs (0 him, not alcoholic, but well-seasoned. Acrid and
exp:uenccd He smells ke he’s lived a long life. How can I say that in

h?

begin again,
neighborhood s very good because there are many
different types of people here. From all over the world. But I am only
rom Los Angeles, and I don’t know it that,
“Los Angeles 'a Iarge city, There i a lot o know about these
arcas, like how 1o ride the bus and where to eat sood tacos. Where 10
sleep and where 1o rest. Or, a fun place to drink at a
al’s true. There are many interesting things oot s place,
although it is dirty.”
hen, my view shified towards his, and I could see out of his
glassy, black cyes. Only for a second. And T thought_aboyt trash, an
empty Cheetohs bay uty, its greasy stench, its overwhelming
proseace on the boutovards, and Tha But then Tloved it. Only for
ase

Lincoln Hugnu from El Sereno, and during late summer it drops dates
that stick to the hoods of our cars. Never park under a date palm. It's
fascinating with its al, wiry trunk, and occasionally I walk over 10 it
and stare ight base in order 1o get an exaggerated view; this
i£ how & ool foks whe b oo 1 Chs into the tufted fronds at
the top, and he’s investigating the job. How badly does he want the
nuts? Is it worth it?

Strangely, 1 blame the palm for my inability to sleep sometim
because it is home 10 an cxoic bird of prey that caws all might until (he




roosters start around dam. This ghost bird is yet to be seen; since I
don’t feel safe hanging out on the sireet corner in the middle of the
night, [never sce it. Inever see it flap its muscular wings during take
off. I never sec it snatch a mouse with its claw. I never see fledglings
smashed on the sidewalk below after failed atiempts to fly. A fledgling’s
main concern is to be born in a low oak, a scrubby Mexican elder, and
o be born in a palm tree is as heinous as a human baby being born off
the side of an airplane during high-altitude cruising. I pity the baby
birds

Mostly, al night, though, I pity myself because I can't sleep. Who
do you call when a bird is disturbing the peace? It's not as if I want it
assassinated, and by the way, it would take one of those sharpshooter
tifles with the laser sight to hit it so high up, anyway. 1 figure ¢
mystery eagle is one of El Sereno’s eccentricitics, same as the man who
walks the block selling ham sandwiches from a basket he carries on his
head. 1 might as well get a sandwich for a midnight snack, to eat the
next time I find myself lying in bed cursing.

Trinie Dalton
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