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. ABSTRACT

An introductory dialoéue prefaces the novel, You're a
One-Legged Womgn. and indicates the novel's educational
implications and philosophical significance.. In the .
no?el. the author attempts to portray the‘absehce of a
dualism between subject ahd object, language and exis-
ence. The objectivity of the language is dependent upon
the subjective -attitude of the languaée\user. Differenf
~attitudes nglanguagé are exhibitéd by various characters. '
and by the reflections of the heroine. The unity of |
hmeahing_that exists between the subject and hér situation

in the world often eonflicts with the meanings and world

views that are ﬁresent;d by other chardéters.'Undersfanding

of the vigws expressed by language is often tﬁ@arted by -

the large sﬁbjective megning {hat ié béing qontributéd to

the words, Interpretat;on,of reality by language is a

constant facfor in the novel. All existence, hﬁhan or otﬁer—
wise, requires interpretation which themetizes the reality"'

that is lived. How one can interpret one'saexistenﬁebin'

\

the world‘is‘pdrtrayed from a multiple of perspectives,

but thevbo$§i bf‘interpretation‘belongsvto

take and use this power and be believed.

how this activity of consciousness finds obje

in language. | " (

-



Preface ' o

r

I enter the interfogatipn room. Three people are sit-
!

ting in virtual darkness behind a long desk. A chair is in

the middle of the raom under a hanging lamp. I stand be-

side ‘the chair., Waiting.
4

~ --Why are you hére?
" «
--I ‘have written a hovel called Ydh re a One Legged

WOman. Emanatlng from a phenomenological perspective, the L

novel depicts tng 1nterrelaélonsh1p of the subjective and’

obJectlve aipects of existence. Incorporated into this

interreia#f;nship is.é view of consciousness and language;

lgnguage;éeing an objectificétioﬁ, however simplified or

impover?éhed, of the activity of consciousness.. Thié view
¥ove

has, I believe, vital implications relatlve to the _prac-

tice of education.

--You may sit down. - a

: A
--Why are you presenting this 1nformat%gn in"4 novel?

We have very little time. * - ¥

. --The novel was my instrument for gathering and record-
1ng reflections of experience in a llfe world As I believe

my theory to be quite original, this empirical approach seem-

2
£

ed more suitable than a comparative apgboéch$neferring to
more established views. The novel now stands available for

consideration and analysis.

L4
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~-A novel is'fictiqn.

-
~a -

--A fiction not unlike a laboratory e%per}mént wéffe
one tries to-reproduce the natural conditions of a partfec-
ular subject and introduces one or two vari;bles. or a .
fiction where the experimenter.changes a situatjon to make
some condition visible. Because a novel is fiction, I was
given liéenée to bring into "outer" existence, as much of
the "inner" being of the heroine as I was skillful enough
to acéomplish. The s;bjegtive realm was liberated, re-
stricted only by the social objective aspects of language.
In order for my novel to be accédssible to the public, the
most éténdérd forﬁ of writing was required. . This created
an ongoing conflict between, the subjective presentation
of the‘main character and the standard meaning and struc-
ture of the words and syntax. This conflict between sub-
jective and objective meanings permeates the compleyeotext‘
of the novel. |

--dhy didn't you choose to do a case study and look

-

at real people in a factual situation?
: --Il would not have served my purpose. For one reason,
I would still be the person doing the interpretation.’ I
would, how;ver. be writing under %he auspices of revealing

' the "inner-life" of someone else., There is a deviousness

to that which I believe is not quite ethical. Secondly, By

doing a case study of ofher people, I would have deprived

myself of the personal, Subjectivé and "unspoken”" reality

A
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\ X
of “any one persoﬁf This\npxel ie closer to a real life
‘f‘situation as wa have access to %he mind of one pérson. and
the diaiogue of others.-accompanied by one‘person's inter-

<pretation of their actions and words.

--You realize, of course, that by bringing your work
to us in the form of a novel, §ou are making a statement
about.what you believe is the essence of education?

--I think you might agree with me that for every in-
dividual who is 1nvolved in being educated or educatlhg,
one of the main tasks is the transformatlon of the unknown
into the known. This statement about education refers
both to the subject learning more about his or her self,
and also to all subjects learning more about the world we

live in, v .
.=-Jhether the "unknown" is distorted during the trapns-

formation is a problem that I think should be mentioned,

but is too debatable to be discussed at the moment. For

now,'pleasé continue with the role of education in this

>

transformation.

’--Part one of the statement the novel makes is that
sometimes an explicit and direct presentation of knowledge ;
as information is not conducive to the accomplishment of
this main task of education. It is~§leasing when meaning
cdagulates into cogent presentation, but for educational -
purposes, such direct and concise intentions may not only

hinder people in the task of discovering what it is that



they know, but it may also prohibit another person from
graéping the full meaning of what is being said. Digect
explanatioﬁs and definitions can be too easily,fepéated.
without -comprehensio'np.t‘ significance, or too easily re-
fuséd acceptance because of the weight of the other per-
son's convictions or interests. Part two of the state-
ment the novel makes about education is thét education
must be a least a two-way process. It is not just the
"taking-in" of things to be learned. Just as important
is the expression of all thét the'subjective consciousness
has taken in: the transformation from the subject'é un-
known "felf" meaning to the subject's known, explicit

and objectified meaning. 1In phenomenoldéical terﬁf, this
would be expfeésed as the difference between living in
the world and "themetizing" one's existence in the world.
Every person, just by being alive, knbws what it is to

be a person-in-the-world. Yet, this knowing is often |
denied expression. Why and how is this so?

Reasons for this inability to express one's existence
in the world that are preéent within the novel are:

a) Lack of skill with the objective means available.
Every person should have;thé power of interpretation to
o?jectify his or her state of being in the world. If this
power is lacking, a persdn must depend on others to inter-
pret the world, and even his or her own being in the world,

i.e. by usé of "stock" contemporary phrases.

viii
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b) Lack of conrideﬁ' ‘
kM Gty
one knows will bv nﬁhﬁgnlikg

that a to\dnvite e ession and stow meanin
“that is necessary N%% | gg | ¥ £

N \

along with the éﬁeaker&is often painfully absent. This

s expression of what

o{hefﬁ. The receptive field

receptive field ie something that particularily a young
person has little, if any; control over.

c) Lack of belief in the self as an impertant and sig-
nificant enough being to be considered a worthwhile object
for reflection.” This lack of belief is often accompahiq&?
by a credulity in the significance of the work of otheré.

d) There is often an inability yg,meﬁgingfully express
one's existence due to the diverﬁig;/of\other preoccupa-=
_tions. "Sensel Sss chatter"” is an example.

Educators {should be aware that some expression of a

subject's‘exist e made. Whether this expression

is to be meaningful \and articulate, or whether it will be
in the form of pett vandalism or acts of violence is a
measure of the suécess of education. There is also a con-
;deration of "which‘;emes first". It is my oplnlon. that
th need for obJect1Ve knowledge will not be felt if the
avenues for expression are not available. Instead, the
“lacks“'mentioned above will creatg‘e general antipathy

to the acquisition of objeétive knowledge. ,

Education should enable a person to "themetize" his
or her existence b? use of some objective means. Although

language is the most common way to express one's being in

ix
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in the world, any of the arts such as drama, film, scu%pture

and mime are also valid media fop expressior. This notion
of media for\e ression can be extended to include archf%ec-
ture, and all formsg of technblogy and sclence as means b}
. which a‘subjeét makes his or her own personal impression
on the world.

" _-Ahat you are doing is shifting the emphasisvffbh;’
what is to be known to fhe explication of a/gndﬁing subject.

Perhaps this' can be kept in mind while read the novel. .

Can you tel; us more directly whak your novel is about?
--A woman on a roqf/yitﬁia rifle. .The héroine..San.
has a desire to maké'aﬁ impression upon what she feels to
be an infiexible. unreceptive world. -Having moved through
many patkerns 6f social meaning, inéorporating them to her
existence and then casting them off, San is no longer moti-Nt‘
vated. or captured, by any social image of héfsq@f. Her
at?itudé towards not only the other characters (who bring -
their ‘own lived patterns of meaning) but alsQ towards words
and the way words interpret or represent reality is part
of the "objectiVet influence that affects her intentions.
The philosophy of the novel céncerns the intermeshing
of the concrete and the abstract. I wished to portray the *
absence of a real distinction between subjectivity and “
objectivity, subject and object. Complete subjectivity

encompasses the world in its view but is solipsistic to

absurdity. Complete objectivity distinguishes everything
e

-

- v
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as distinct from the subjedts’ perceiving, thus detaching '
what can.fe known from thos¢ who know, Ypt the place . .

where the percepilon ,of the.sybject ends jand thé-gkistence
of tﬁe object begins Ié,not'obvidus. Th¢ novel rqpﬁesénts
. 2

my attempt to capture and exhibit the s se of flux between

these two ideaifpoleé of conceptualization.
--Jould you like to elaborate on what you.mean by
"sense of flux"° _ .
~-The inferaction that occurs betyeen the individual
and the people.andithin"gs that form tie situation surround-
‘ing the individual. 1In the novel, -'th interplay between

the main character and the ofthers is -poth centri fugal and

centripetal: directed outward to pengtrate the beliefs,

e other characters; ,

.

theories and attitgdes brought in by/

and directed ;nwar¢ to focys .on th oof and the thougﬁts

' of the heroine. This is a
» . i K

as the universal process

so what fhe heroine refers to
f all things. \ ‘ i '
--wWhere do you situdte langua e withih this flux? c . )
--& see guage ag acting bojth from itS'dBjéctive- '
soc#al chardcteristics ‘
funégion of éipréssing/g panxicgl r human existence. A Y
largéznumber. perhaps even a majofity, of Lords:in the

English languagé express the conc pts of grasping, éominé-
‘out~towards, turning. taking in and hol&ing. us, 1 stg-
gedt, conceptuaiizing the basic hysical ekistence of .the

human subject. The objeetive aspgect of language carries: .
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tha hlstdry of this subjeq;lve expression; the soClety s
accumulq}ive attitude towards obJects and their qualitias; -

and the memporal structures‘yhat Separate,thg»preuent from
M ’ € ‘t

the past ang the future. T S
EYery 1ndiv1dual. héwever, establishes hj:ror her owry
ralat#pnship to language. At the beginning of the novel .

San cbnsiders words: aa bricks; object- t?ings which people :

pick“up to hurl at others., Nords‘are seen as boxes of de-

\lin¢ated"meaning which can be applied to accomplish a per-

son'sg ends. Nords are also something which she has hoarded
to savour her own&}dentitya long conversations leave her SR
with an exhausted feeling she compares with her llfe blpod
beingﬂuraineq,from her. In her own reflectLons. however.

she com%g closest to "owning" her ladguage; using language

to express her persohal relatlonship to the»world.

- . s , - . ’ AR Y
L s . K
- D L )
» . . -

The three people rise from_ the long desk angd. retreat

' - ; .
. ) - e
; . . g’ Ly /

lnto the darkness. * wait. Oné person comes back into

-

view, ‘ - L

~ . . ) . . "1", ? e ﬁ '4

-~-We ‘are interested. You may l¢ave your novel on the
thalr. Please return here in twentnyouréhoute«Tor our

opinion,.

‘- . . N .
- i N
-

c oy N
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e
) Distance. va Ahe could attain the proper sense of
distance, she could accomplish her intentipn. From up
there on the twenty-third floor, the moon of her left
thumbnail was enough to cdver any human object down below
on the sidewalk. The cars were doing their ritualistic
round and round, as if they were moving on a child's
electric tfack; They felt'like a parade of beetles busily
working theif way over the surface of the earth. .Crawling
over the earth's skin. Or, San's skin. She wished her
leg would étop jumping, |
At least the rain was interfering. The immediacy of
the grey drizzle created an enveloping space that separatea
her from the line of moving beetles, the bouncing umbrellas,
and the jerky scurrying of the nine-to-fivers. Using the

The rain

rifle as a crutch, she hopped back to her sheltg
had gathered her long brandy-colored hair into thick damp
stran?s and was dripping off the darkened ends onto her
khakik%hirt. | |

"ﬁey, San, are you up here?"

Thé grey sky and the grey reflections on the black roof
were blending into"one. No positive. No negative. Just
Mthe sufrounding mist penetrating through her. No marks. No

boundaries. #
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e .\\‘
“San! Call out if you're up here. You never\go out

~ . . \ -
on the street this time of the morning, and you're not in

Pt

L .
..o'your room. Give me an answer, will you?"

\

"All right, :Clarence, I'm here. But I don't wanx\any
company." | \

"Where are you? I can't see you." \\

"I'm here, under the ventilator shield.. It's the onfy
place where I can stay dry." _ | \\

"I don't know why you're always on this roof. You
spend more time up here than you do in your flat." Clar-
ence peered under the 'tin shelter. "Hi.”

The stoic attitude San had tried to achieve vanished
when she saw Clarence. "Do you ever lpok funny with that
bread bag over your head. And where did youvget that old
oilcloth? The rain won't kill you. " _

Clarence placed his handé on;his khees. He looked
like a turtle with its head stickihg out, "It might kill
me. I might catch a cold, a fever and-pneumonia. And die.
Just because I .came up here to find you. And here ydﬁ are.

'Sitting under a piece of tin-and playing with a rifle;
grinning. 'You;really did borrow Vic's rifle, eh?' Does he
know what you're planning on-using‘it for?"A ’

"No." San looked away. "I didn't tell him. He's out
of town." “ |

"You don't want to carry out this harri—bfained scheme.
Come downstairs., I'll make you some coffee and breakfast.

We can have a nice, warm, dry chat about this.” . -»
. : L]
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"I'm not about to be distracted. Not thié;time. To-
d;& is the day I &top stepping aside\gnd start making some
sort of impression on that cdncrete‘ritual going on down
there." | |

"Not today, San. It's raining out here. Thié.ESn't
the day to start anythiné." Clarence Stoéd up and extended
the palms of his hands upward. As if;his catching the rain
would prove his statement.

Sanlcréned out from4her'shelter.' "Norday'é ever the
perfect'déy to start anythinét‘jln féur days another month's
rent will be due and I haven't paid this~monthﬂs'yet. ‘Mrs.
LaRose'will have to iet my flat to someone who can pay the
price. And I'1ll be out looking for a place to live...think-
ing about practicalities. The next‘tiﬁe I wake up to the “
me#ningléss existence I:m living, an;fhep\eleven yeafs_will
have disappeared." San -pulled her heéd bagﬁ\unger thé shel-
ter and_looked straight ahead 4t the concrete waiiﬂ* "IT*'11
have made no impression. No cﬁanges in the<world. People
will kontinue living in their protective clam shells, lock-
ed in Ry.whd and what they think they are.  Fearful of
coming out, and too defensive to let another's thought
penetraté‘their beiﬁg. I've got to do something to get
:freer movement." o

Apparently satisfied that rainAwas coming down,

' Clarence wéslagain leaning over; his hands on his knees.

"It appéars you'ré feeiing a bit crowded. But this is

P L T R s S JIL P R
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g\ . h | n guv

rather an extreme measure, isn't it? Think of the conse-
quences. "’ |

"I'm not worried'about myself.”

"Nﬁat abogt Mrs. LaRose? How is our dear landlady
going éo feel about you popping that rifle off on her roof?"

v .
She'll be so excited about feeling so

ﬁTerrible.
terrjble fhat she'll hardly be able to contain herself.
Everyday she flowers ‘into a bouquet of new disasters that
I héve to iisten to. My stomach transposes into cornered
rats whenever I hear her coming down the’ﬁq;l."

JIf you can't tolerate ﬁgg kind of pressure, what are
»ybu déing up here anyway? 'HaQ; you even tried looking ovefl
the edge yet?" .Clarence, with his plastic head covéf and
green paisley cape, ran to the three foot wall ;round the
boundaries of the roof and leaned over. "Looking down from
here," he yelled, "you'll probablyegef dizzy and fall over.
You. Standing on your one beautiful leg 6f flesh. Balanc-
ing yourself with that ﬁeg'leg_of yours. Leaning over the
parapet. Trying to zero in on some unsuspecting moving Q
objecﬁk You'll never be able to hitvanyone."'<Cl§rence
stood up abruptly. "You'll probably just get sick and
§ throw up. it's not going to 5e very éarth-shaftéfing if
you throw up on those 'clam shells' iﬁétead of blasting
them to piecés. Ridiculous. That's how it will look."

- San set her mouth in a determined .line. She had al-

ready looked directly down to the sidewalk and was not
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going to do it again just to prove to Clarence that she
~could. "I can do it," she muttered. "All I have to do is

\

decide that it's necessary " ‘ .
Clarence returned to crouch outside the ventilator
‘shield. "Well°" San watched th% rain drip down the back
‘Lof-his neck. "You want to.do this stunt, San?".he asked.
"if yoﬁ/do manage to shoot, never mind actually hitting.
someone, you'll make a good story for me. 'Autobiography
of a City Sniper: The Real Story Behind the Headlghes.'
of course, I would have to write it fof you, but you've
told me so much -about your past life, I'm sure I could
handle the task quite admirably. You shouldn't disapprove.
You'll be hidden away in some lunatic asylum for disturb-
ing the.peace. This isn't a normalything to do. This is
the sort of stuff that made The World infamous.i On second
thought, if you're really going to use that borrowed rifle,
why haven't. you already finished the event? Or saved the
xﬁérsone trouble and turned your anger on yourself like
the rest of us do? I'm getting wet.”

:;“I 'm not rushing into this. Any act of violence I do
w111 bé?dellberate but totally indiscriminate. It may be
con51dpn.E a mindless act of abandonment and I may be put
“quletly out of the way afterwards, but I'm not d01ng this

without consideration of the reasons why."

"Move ovev§ San. I'm coming undern@
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San picked up the patterned shank that fitted around
her stump and made room for Cldrence.. "Can't you geﬁ rid
of that horrid, wet oilcloth?® |

"Oh, sﬁre." But by“the'time he had arranged it to
cover his exposed shoulder he had practically dried its
surféce; his pyjamas and San's shirt. were wetfer than be-
fore. "Listen, San. There can't be any reasons why. You
have to eifber learn how to get on with the worid the‘way
it is, or ignore it end find your own personal pleasures;
but you can't burst into other.people's lives-like this."

"So that's the ch01ce: either get on with the world r
the way it 1s or f¥nd a private escape. As if the two ways
were different."” San gave her severed leg one last rub *
and attached the shank in place by closing the valve. Her
tattooed leg was_ready for its peg. "I'm finished pouring
myself into distorted ﬂclds, Clarence. - Housew1fe,'mother,
Qexpot, indigent, casualfy. Rolllng the mind into a suit-
/éble form. then ;llow1ng the undesirable edges to be cut

( away with the authorlty of a cookle cutter. No more. And
there s no such‘thlng as a truly private escape."’

Clarence. unsuccessfully, tried 'to nudge more room
from S!n "What do you mean? There are plenty of escapes.

. I want . to escape now; right into a hot shower. You can
jump over the egge if‘you want. That's’an escape."
| "Look, Clarence. It takes a lot of premedltatlon to

be a city sniper. It's not done on a whim. It's not the
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obeisance to impulse that attracts and pulls people éut
of tall-storied buildings. If those people had a chance
to reconsidgr what they started, they would reverse the
film amd leép back to the window ledge, roof or whatever.
Instead, by the time they realize the& have jumped, there

is scarcely time to scream. One more number added to the

suicide count."
"At feast it ends their prgblenis without hurting any-
one else." Clarence placed his armqg around his raised
knees in a'hopelegs attempt to confine his bulk to the
| li@ited shelter. >
"Altruism.".San filled the wopd with contempt. “Sui-
cide is altruism carried (o i xtreme conclusion.. Casu-
"alfies, people who have no place in the System.'no‘feeling
of satlsfactory contribution, generously remove themselves.
They don t have strength or courage enough to strike ;uﬁ
and make their hgrt known. But either way people are hurt,
Clapenéé. One person commits suicide-and the rest of soci-
ety.becomes a little more afraid of themselves. Fearful
of wha% willvhappen if they don't guard their actions care-
fully;" San wrapped her flngers around the peg and twisted
1t 1nto place "It's llke.hlttlng a window,to make it fit
the frame rather than adjusting the frame to make room for
the window. The glaés lies shattered."

"What?" Clarence looked around. "Therevisn't even

any glass up here." o
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San grasp hié bare knee and shook it. "I meanty in-
stead of changing'the frame, that's the structure of soci-
ety, the systeh. people force.themselvgs into tﬁe'space
available. When they can't do that anymore they bfeak.“

"But we're not dealing with glass people. People are
 flexible. -Adjustable.”

' "What have.wé adjusted to becoming?" rejoiﬂéd San
angrily. Unaple\to remain seated any longer, San changed
.positioﬁ so that both her knees were outside the limits
of the shglter. éhe grabbed hold of the ed;:{of the ven-
tilgﬁqr shie;g, and with her peg leg extended a bit fur- .

p
ther than her sandalled right foot, she swung herself out

and .up, and'pigbuetted around to look down at Clarehcé.

“Nifty," said Clarence, as he moved Bver to take up
the middle of the dry area. |

"dé've a&justed." continued San, "to'become voluntérj
prisoners. Our initial training started early. Ten-to-
twenty in-the institutes for education. Compulsory atten-
dance, compulsory reading.'cdﬁpulsory thinking." San
buttoné& her khaki shirtf,réacneh down and picked up the
rifle, "We became jaccustomed to set questions with in-
flexible answers and the absolute right of judgement given
to the person in‘power}" San began ti pace in front df
the shelter. The short cénvas skirt she was wearing shedw

the 1light drizzle that was still coming down. “Suicide;"

she shouted, "doesn't do a thing to change all that; it

—

P
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will keep happening over and over. - Suicide doesn't do any-
thing for all the living casualties trying to fit them-
selves into a framework invincible to personal impressions."
She stopped in front of Clarence. Erected td her full 1.7
meters, her whole structure should have announced her ful-
gent wrath; she should have appeared threatening. She
peered dowl to see his reaction. Clarence was sitting
compldisantly, looking comfortably amused. "Fire to it alll!"
she yelled, and stomped the stock of the rifle on- the roof.

Clarence stuck his head out and looked. "What are
you so excited_gbout? You dop't hayg to work. Snap your-
self up a hus%and, send for ybur kids, and live a life of
leisure."” b

San wasn‘% even going to answer such rubbish. She”
~walked o&er to %he parapet. The cartridges were in her

top right pocket. She would have to see if she reémembered

—

how to cock the rifle, |
Clarence éaﬁe rushing out from the shelter. "Wait

a minute, San. Don't break a gasket." He stopped to re-
arrange his cape. “"What's wrong with being a mother any-
‘way?" He pushed himself between San and ‘the parapet. - "I
only meant that you could adjust to a nice.easy life'with-
. out WOrrying about the.woes of the world." o

‘"Adjust!. Do you think our neighbours, Helen and Kathy
are adjusting to the endless chattering, screaming, crying

and petty équabbles;of their caildren?”
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"Sure, they already have."
"And the repetition and dreériness of their own voices
as they‘rémind the children to wash'i;eir'hahds, make their
beds, eat their dinner? I hear the mothers screaming in
frustration more often than I hear the noise of the kids.”
Sén turned and began walking to the other side of the roof. .,
. The rifle barrel was in her left hand. The stock QCcasion-
ally;gipped into the.puddles of water as Qhe used it for
a reaséuring balance,

dlarence moved quickly to.overtake her. "You're over-
reacting, San. A mother's aspirationé are supposed'to be
filied by looking after her young."

“ilore altruistic suicide. /hat personal satisfaction
'éan there be in that.fitualistic process? Only the joy of
losing one's own thought. Burdening it on one's childten
for them to spend'%he.rest of their lives éutting fhrough.
Perpetual suicide. opendlng one's life on the da11y drudg-
ery that deadens the body and numbs the mind." |

Scrambling in front of her, Clarenge barped the way.
"But they like it;" he said raising his hands in exaspera-
. tion, "The whole World‘defends and praises the mother.
She feaches‘ypu things like why you should come in out of

b

the rain.”

"It's another box where peoplé ;oluntarily’incérceréfe
4themselves. Commercialization of motherhoodypa world-wide

phenomena, designed to attract females 1nto the 1a1r. Hide
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them away in the slums and suburbs to look after the child-
ren. Out of sight." She pivoted about, heading for the
parapet. The muscles around\her mouth were pulled tightly,
and her cMin protruded with more intention than Was cemmgn
for her., She turned fo Clarence who had caught up and was
walking beside her. f"And for - tham. young girls dredm hap-
pily of their oncomlng deprlv?tloh After ten to tuenty
years of serving time they emerge back Into the\world to
talk daily gqssip.E;Only ﬂaiiy probably means daily five
years ago. Thevpattern of their fgrmer existence has ine-
grained itself in thgir thoughts, but it's a differént
world '6utside'.r The private events of thé pasﬁ nave no
relevancg. and are of no conseQuence to new conversations.
All ex-cons are aware of that." - ‘ oo,
“Al11 right."’pla;ehce shouted. "Don't be.a mother, |
theén, 3But are yoﬁ>rea11y going to do this?" San turne& to
iobk at him. Despite tbe.oilclothﬂ hisvpyjamas were soaked.
He seemed beyond noticing. "You'r% going to shoot people .
/ down(without knowing who they are? Or what they"ve doné
/t}zhjtheir.live§? without giving thém a chance to recon-
cile themselv rto the fate you're deglinguthem?" ) o
%Eﬂ_ﬁﬁlked over to the parééet, and rested against it. | |
L s . | 6 T &
"Any discrimination," she answered calmly, "would mean a y T
] recygnltlon of individual deZds of good or evil. A person
might think that injury could be av01ded by sinking into

even greater mediocrity."
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"I know., I know." Now it was Clarence who_paced in .

frggt of San. "The result would be less rather_thén»morp

freedom of thought and movement. You want to actualize

some opeh system wherein a person isn't captured by doing

the same routine every day. Thinking“the same thoughts.

You want to break the determining pattefns én¢ clean away

the trivia from the minds of the people.” Clarence stopped

to confront.%er directly..took off his pngma tdst and be-
. Zan to wring it out, "All right! If you'?e‘;ealLy éoing to "

do thi§ stunt, I don't know why I can't engineer sohe-activ-

ity .around it. Blow it up a little." 3

| "éan't you just leave me alone?" '

Clarence ignored the questioﬁ. . ".hat you need is a-
manager. .hile you'qg being so conéerned aﬁout others;.youﬁ\?"

5

don't seem to be able to plan your life from a distance of #.

four or five days away.\ You don't realize @hat a gold mine

you are."” Finished wrifiging his top, he gave it a shaxe

and put it back on. ¢

“You've never learned to sell &our
_assets,properly. I ‘could turn’&bur weight into money. i
Living proof that man, excuse me, woman, -- how abdut man- - ‘

kind? -- can do ‘any damn thing that's decided upon. Jriven
by desire for change, love, sex, fame, power, greed or
whatever., I can gee it.now. Headlines: iad Woman Has N
Answers To What's hrong With Your Life." o

-

- » "Clarence, why don't ybu g0 back inside? You're start-

\\\\\\\\\;pg to rave. I know that you're lookinglfor that one ‘

5
L)

§°
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‘really bighstory' tﬁat will take you to fame in thaf
lousy, stupld, grubby newspaper that you work for. The N
paper for all moonlighters, moonshiners or just livers

subterfuge and subversion. Forget it. I'm just going
to Jstay here, become accustomed to what I'm going to do
and why, and then carry it out. I'll shoot, there'll be
a bit of commotion, and then, protest hade. they'll take .
me away and my problems will be ended." 3an shifted her
gaze to'look down at the -traffic below.

Clarence wasn't about to be put off. Grabbing the

oilcloth again and holding it above his head, he caﬁe so ‘
close to her it seemed he might ram her over the edge.
"I know you've got problems, San. Lots of them. And you
don't even want to turn them into a profit. The problem
with you is that you're a one-legged sex symbol. Your

courage borders on'stupidity. except now it's crossing the

line. You don't believe in the power of the indivi@ual,
yet you'll do anything to express you individuality. Your
heart's on the left but your nose is sniffing to the right.
You're so fu11~of~contrédictioq that there's no trend to
your actions. You're like a knight. If you move one di-
}ection you're sure to make a right angle turn somewhere
else," |

"I'm not a chess piece, Clarence." $San brushed her

hair back to keep it from dripping on her neck.
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"You sure aren't, Chess bieces know who they are.
But youl! One moment jumping about, turning direction in
mid-air, Next moment doing a quiet zoom across the coun-
try. \Jﬁst when a person is getting used to you being so
active you think you're the king and bemoan your lack of
protection. Decrying the insubordination of those who are
supposed to keep the enemy away. 2ut you're not even sure
wherecor who the enemy is." |

San attempted to interject, but Clarence was wound up
and the centrifugal force of his spiel forbade disruption.

"You refuse to recognize cut—gff lines and empty
spaces or even black and white. For you they don't exist.
Yet you don't seem very pleased living in those thousand
and fifty shades of grey that keep slipging around and
changing in front of your eyes. You see fhe whole world
as alteraticn and flux. You're a ballbreaker."  Clarence
threw the oilcloth down and took off his pl-stic helmet.
"I'm soaking wet and already getting hoarse. I could be
sitting inside with a tdall drink. #hat am I doing out
here anyway? What I'm going to do is go in, have a hot
shower and a bite to eat, and give some meditation to your
erratic behavior. Are you hungry?" .

"A little,"” San shrugged.

"Good. It will make you feel humn."

"Looking at your extra thirty pouﬁdg, you've never

felt human yourself." .
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"Go ahead., Insult me. I'm still‘going fo go inside
and make-a blan of attack for your next few days. I think ’
I'1l warm myself with a hot rum, and then phone the boss.
Let him know I'll be out on a job for a while."

- Clarence walked towards the small shack. Originally
built to cover the toﬁ of the stairwell, it had been en-
larged, and now looked like an odd-shaped lean-to. 3y-the
time Clarence reached the door of the shack, he was whis-
tling. San could hear him until he reached the elevator
one floor down. She returned to .the refuge of her shelter,

She took off hér‘khaki shirt. Her pink tank tdp under-
neath was barely damp. Clarénce was right about ongething,
even if he couldn't control his appetite for food and pros-
perity. It was miserable up here. Too.bad the sauna in |
the lean-to had never been finisﬁed.

Her glance fastened on a strip of dandelions growing
along the inside edge of the parapet. She must be hungry.
Thinking about dandélion greens. There was an old tomato
Juice can too. She could add some rain and put if beside
the heat frdﬁ the ventilator. .In five or six hours she

could have some soupe de verte. lMaybe. But the look a-

i round had made her feel desolate. So many delapidated

- good intentions. The swimmiqg pool; cracked cement collect- ¢
ing debris. That old tennis net hanging half down and rot-
ting. Even the potted poplar trees looked tired. Summer

leaves drooping, despite the moist air,

T TR TSI e a4 T TR ST A AR T ST TN ST s M A L el S PN L e




YAOLW
16

Dispersing her thoughts about the surroundings as
best she could, she settled back to figure out how to load
ad

her bdrrowed rifle,

)
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"San, " )
“What?"

"I've something\for you,"

"¥hat is it?" : _T\j '
"Just something to eat Da you want iter

."Of course, Aren t you g01ng to bring 1t out to me?"
"I can't., I ll get wet,"
San had been-gh'the roof a mere th?ee»hours of the

. I . .
and partake of the pleasures Clarence was offering. Her

possible four days, but already she was tempted to go in .1\2

mind wavered: refusal of the bait‘initiated her hunger fur-
ther; the wish to accept made her condemn her own lack of
fortltude. | |

"Clarence, the clouds are breaking up. The rain is
’scérceiy a sprinkle;" No answer, ‘"If I come over there
and gmck up the frled beans, the Ppotatoes or whatever it
is you' ve’chcocted by the time I get back over here it'11
be- sw1mm1ng in the plate w1th the rain." Still no answer,
Perhaps it would be Just as good to meet him under the
shack roof It would be nice’ to have a stretch. She
should wash up anyway. "All right, I'm-coming."

She entered the shack.  No Clarence. ‘No'food. -Maybe

he'd beeh only teasing...shredding her determination.



‘Perhaps a look in the change rcom. She stepped from
the stairwell area into the lean-to added to house the
conveniences for the pool enthu31asts. Cracks in the wall
were large enough to allow 1llum1nat1ng seams to appear
on the floor. One foot on the dark strip, one peg on the
light. Dark, llght; foot, peg:; and she was across the

room. She turned the water taps on at the sink in the

lavatory Nothing. Shower taps likewise. The first' spit

| of air, rust and water made her Jjump s1deways, almost los-
ing her balance. When the shower pipes started 'to grumble
and spit, she was less startled. She left the taps open
to clean the pipes and returned to the shelter. P01n¢les§
to tnlnk of Clarence and food; better to dlvert her atten-
tion elsewhere. v

Someone else. in a former‘time, had tried to create a
different aura on the roof when those two'potted poplar
" trees were planted.-;Probably it was some misplaced Jester-
ner attemptlng to turn this barren roof 1nto a v1s1on of
the flat, sparsely poplared prairie. The black roof mlcht
be the tllled summer fallow w1th the frlnge of weeds along
the edges. The bent polesvholdlng thevtennls net could be
a piece of discarded machinery. The pool; a dugout for~';
~the cattle. All that had been lacking was a couple of pdp—
lar trees,~stragglers, in the corner of the field. With
these added, the anonymous farmer must have.been almbst

able to smell the freshly turned dirt. Readv for tha rain
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She hadeenjoyed watching the poclare‘change from month
to month since her return from Italy. Watching the varie-
gation from hour to hour with the‘change of light. There
were times daring the early mcrning or on a cloudy day
when there was not énough sunshine for the poplar ieaves
to sﬁcw green. Agaihst a_white hazy sky they moved as dark
animated figures, ueing the winc‘tc'orcheetrate their trysts.

It was likely the wind participated in forming the odd
shape of the trees. They'grew fairly straight and close
together cntil they reached'the}top of tbe parapet, then
they separated, only to amalgaméte at the top branches --
creating‘a freme,‘ae ii for a cemeorv The'sky always seemed
‘more %rilliant there. | | R

Her’ flrst 31ght of the potted trees was in uanuary,
their bare skeletons exposed to the cold. often grey smoggy
air; thelr branches looking like a complex pattern of nerve
endings. Stretching outward from the:spinal cclumﬂ‘in ever
denser clusters and ever smaller dimensions. Stretchiﬁg ‘
outward to meet wind-and Show. ‘A1l through February and
llarch she watched the tiny passages grow thlcker -- preg-
-Hnant with the buddlng leaves. Flnally the green flesh was
added again for another generation. Sticky red and yellow
_afterbirth, ha?ihg,the'appearance of caterpillars, hung
from the branches and fell cn the roof. GlueiLg itself to =
' her bare- foot, her shoes and her pegs. And theﬁvpractical-

1y a month of white fuzz. Nothing, of course, like the



vquantitles of fuzz that uséd %o fall where there were
acreé of poplars., Theré it somefi@ ,“' vered the ground, .
drifting around like snow. APoplar treeé‘sending out their
sperm to propagéte more of theip kind, filling the air,
waiting fbr the proper connection. Ilaking her sneeze.
Growth fi;ished, withih'é short while the leaves would
be féiling égain.l,These poplaré‘weren't growing all that
much; stunted by the six-by-six box their roots were con-
fined within. ' |
zven for poplars they hadn't grdwn very tall. 7Proba
E@'abouf three fishermen. She smiled to remember the
Sicilian fisherﬁan. btandlng at the head of.his boat as
he took her out to the grottos, he nad appeared 1ncred1bly
'tall. aeven'feet, over two meters in height, he had re-
mained in. her memory as a readlly avallgﬁl; visual refer-
(ence._ : o \ | -
Shadés of the flood!" Clarehce ejaéulated as he ran
out onto. the roof. "What've you got all the water turned
on for?" San leaned out 6f’the shelter.’ Clarence was
dressed in a green short—sleeved shirt and beige trousérs
_and was éetting-the fray he was carrying down on'tbe poplar
frame. "While I was coming ‘up the stalrs, the water hlt—
.tlng the metal walls of the shower sounded like 1t was tlme
to bring out the ark. Aren t you out from under that vent
yet? It's a lovely day out here now. ‘Haven't you'noticed?"

She stood up and looked around. The clouds had broken up."
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Clarence bowed, pointing to the tray of food. "Would
madam like anything to eat? Drfgk?"

"It looks like a beautiful suggestion. You're not
going to take it away like.you.did before?"

"3efore? Oh, I called out to see i" vou wanted to
caolte down and have something to eat., You didr't get there
by the time it wée‘cooked, SO I‘carried it up fur you,

Go ahead and eat." N

"Wait a minute." San went into the shack and turned
off the water. ~She Yrough owt two of the rickety tur-
quoise lawnchairs ahd unfolided them by the.pdplars; She
was about to sit down when he thought of the rifle, pick-.
ed it up from the shelter and returned to where Clarence
was already sitting. '?Beeg stew?" she asked as she-looked
into the bowl.

"Left over from last nlght but I added some spuds.
Vow, whlle you're eating, I want to tell you a few tnlngs.
First of all what you really want isn't solltude - fou
want attentlon, lots of attentlon. That's what this 1s
all about, isn't it?.- -well, I 've started to work -- w1th
‘your 1nterests in mlnd The old Clarenc1an network is on
the ‘move. The photographer from The World w1ll be. here
in a few mlnutes. We'll get a picture of you 81tt1ng up
here with your one shapely leg pushing against the parapet,
your chair tlpped back the wind blowing in your hair, and
the rifle clutched in your hands. With any luck, we.mlght
‘be able to make you look like a wild woman. Ready to effect



a cure on the ills of humanity. Perhaps'before you start
to blast away, you should tell thishféhoraﬁt reporter a

: : % = ,
few great apothegms to help with the %nlightenment‘of the -

world.,"
\ San picked up the ‘small bun.end broke it apart. Could-
n't be much more‘than two days old. ™You're net taking me
seriously, Clarence."

"Sure, I am. Through my expert coverage we can be

‘assured that the public will get the full Eenefit. It's

not dften that I receive advance notice of such noble self-
sacrifice {ggzhumanity. Mope often these thihgs.are in

the fingi stages of action by the time I hear about them.
dut with this.I'll be able to recount the whtle Etery right
from the beginniﬁg. hen this is finished, I'll be in

demand as a feature writer by every rag in town. 3So start

‘talking. u4hat do you know? I've got all day."

"You're waéting your time, Clarence. Just like I'nm
probably wasting mine looking for any meat in this stew.

You won't find out any great apothegms from me. After all

of my time trying to live the best 1ife I could while

struogllng for survival; trying to balance sacrlflce and
interest to the credit of both 31des, mov1ng from one situa-
tion to anqther,,studylng,ln the hope that I*'d flnd some~-
thing valuable,,..there's nothing_left."I probably know -
only, maybe, four things." |

"Well? Continue. I can remember."



"What is this stuff you've given me to dripk? It has
a texture of sticky slush," | o ;«

"Don't try to avoid the questlon. Nﬁat'are the four
things you knéw?" ' |

"I can't eJect them like the shells of sunflower seeds,
coated. with saliva and ready to spit out Maybe I don't
know four things., ilaybe I only know three. Or two."

Whether. 1t was the questions or the dlsmal dead food she

was eatings §§p wasn % sure, but tears of frustratlon were
}

" welling up, s

"Don't be aﬂ[idiot, San. of coursevyoﬁ’know more than
two things;? | :

" Do yoo know what an idiot is, Clarence? Someone
whose ideas and thoughts are s;fprlégte they cannot be
communlcated to others. \A little idiosyncracy is interest-
ing or amus1ng, but too personal a way of making conneotions.
of nlxlng one's own 1deas W1th the stuff of the world,

" lacks verlflcatlon- lacks a-shared meaning with other‘
people. Without public consensus, fhe speaker can be clas-
sified as an idiot. So what should I do with the four *
thihgs I know? I may as well arrange them at rignt angles
to each other like four fence posts. [Haybe balance a plat-
form on them and see if I can.stand 6n it. I would have

 the same amount of success as my ideas have of being fairly

understood. Understood with fairness,"



"What makes you think that you re so 1ncomprehensib1e°‘
I ve known you for six months now and I understand every-
hthlng you say." Clarence picked up San s drink, sipped
only once by her, and proceeded to drlnk it.

~"You receive everything wit the exact meaning that
I send 1t° Ingress is equal to egress without regress or
aggress?" |

"Sven you can't be sure what that .puzzle means, "
scoffed Clarence, mOV1ng nis hand as if to brush the _words
from his mouth and dlsperse ‘them 1nto the air. "3But when
yau're not trylng to be difficult, I completely understand

you." ‘ ‘ ‘“x‘_ . ‘ T

"No you don't, Everyone seemy to have placed a sanc¢-
tion on my ideas. No one hears what I say - Sure they .
listen, but then they modify, reinterpret and change>-~t!
they hear what they want or expect to hear. nveryone gener-
ally thinks that they know what's being said because they
attach their own meanings to the words, But a new bd%a \

1
isn't really comprenens1ble until it has accumulated a

¥

history of assoc1at1ve thoughts. \Shared Rmeaning is circu-~
lar; you have to know what's beinﬂ talked about to know
what's being talked about." - | ,

"Pete'smalley, San," interjected Clarence. "ihy.
don't you stop fencing and tell me adout these/'fouf thingsf?
I can tell you if they make-sense or not * dlth 'decisive .

movements he placed the empt lass back on the tr and
’ Pyg‘t\ /ay

set- his hands on his knees; waiting.
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through the network of your way of thlnklng. With your

"No. Impossible. All you can do is project my ideas

interpretations speeding along faster than I can state my
meaning, all you'd be eble to‘retu}n would be a distorted,
mi sshapen cericature of what I had offered. I have to
know that I'm t0351ng my ideas into a receptive place.
.Otherw1se, you can so ea51ly say that it means nothing.
. Like farkleberry seeds in the desert; doomed to lie wasted."
"You don't have to worry about me doing that now, "
said €larence, rising from his chair. "Here's Ivan, the
photographer, accompanied by your favorite landlady."
rSéﬁucould feel the nervous activity‘leap{ng and gath-
ering in her stomach, “hat disaster now? Ivan walked
briskly onto the roof and looked around as if sizing up
the situation. Camera case in hand. He was noticably
shorter and smaller than lirs. LaRose who, already wring-
ing her hands, overtook him anq greeted ClefeAce. -
| ."Hello there, Clarence. ‘éan.. How are We this morn-
ing? I thought I would shew this fellow where%your fleés
were, except he seemed to think you would be on the roof,

I really don t care for strangers wanderlng around You

know I had such a terrlble night last nlght. peépleg slam-
S
ming doors...." \

“That's too bad," pffefEd Clarencb lLEspec1ally‘xwhen
you're such a cheery 31ght for others. Is that.another
of your new colorful summer outfits? Deadly," he said,

as he took her hand and shook his head inecredulously.
' ~



¢ 26
"Clarencé; you've segn me wearing this a th and

times. But," she said turning to San, "he's sucl/ a dear

boy. Oh, my; Nhét's that gun doing there? Yo '‘re not
planning dan shooting it are you, San? 'They’re ery Qangep-

ous, you Hnow. And accidents, too. By the way, San. The

rent. I don't think I can accept a cheque. Last month..;."

Clarence kindly ipferrupteq\this fast flow, picking
up frox where ‘he left off. “"And ybu're looking lively as
iﬁg bird, Wait. ‘ait," he said, preempting the air
thwarting her attempt to finish talking to San.
"Famous events wil} be taking pPlace on your very roof, and
you, as hostess, can be.part of them."

‘"He? Really?" lirs. LaRose put ner hand to ner breast.
“.\hat are you up to now, Clarence?" I

"Je're going to be taking a few pictures for a story
and you would be perfect in them. After a while there'll é
be a few other people coming in; youlcould contribute Some‘c>_
sort of snack if;}ou wish."

"Heaven’s-to Betsy! You should have %told me a little
in édvance.' I'm not ready for this. I suppose this wili
be qui;e exciting." She glanced atJﬁvan who was adjustifig
his camera and took a deep breath. wlell. I'd better run
along and fix my hair. Perhaps it's time to add a high-
light....” ilrs. LaRose broke off abruptly. "Don't st#%t.
without me, Clarence. 4nd,” she fastened he: gaze on. the

rifle, "what about....?" : »- :
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“"Don'tgyou worry about an&thing, Mrs. LaRose," Clarence
assured her. "It's all in good hands; everything is under
control." So saying, he ushered her off the roof, holding

her hand all the while,

I was circling the area where San was sitting.
Observihg her potential as a photogenic object, no doubt.
" to take 16w shots."‘ He spoke as if San could listen
if she\wanted, but it was obvious that it was unimportant

whether she heard or not;: answered or not. "Je'll want to

2

make your‘ egs look longdr." He moved close to her and

looked downward. "Not as skinny as we'd like. Get up,
. ) |

and let's seq how you move."

San glarkd at him in disbelief. A wave of antipathy

engulfed her. ee you burn first," she said. He blinked:‘

his eyes had the character and depth of a parrot's.except
thé skin ﬁnder his eyes pulled in close to his nose form-
ing -permanent wrinkles He must have pouted or cried a
lot as a kid, ‘maybe he |still did.

e "Good %0 see you hgre, Ivan,"” said Clarence as he ap-

PR
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“proached.

Ivan stood back from San, placing his hands on his hips.

3

His voice full of {erision, he addressed Clarence: "So this

<«

is the lady you were telling me about? e should get a few

shots of her sitting on this wall, looking down at the city;

or leaning over the edge, rifle‘in:hand."
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"I'm not going to sit on that edge. It's less than
a foot wide." San picked up the rifle and ran her hand
over the stock.
"Don'f push any panic buttons, San," said Clarence.
"Sit back and relax. Ivan and I will figure this out."
They walked around; Ivan struttiﬁg;‘@larence doing
his usual accommodating schuffle. At one point in their ,

discussipon, they appeared to be pacing out distances be-
tween salient objects.

: The photographer initiated only repulsion from 3an.
Hié body, a skinny stem of assumed arrogance; his styled
black hair, probably dyed; his.height of fashion clothes;
the smell of some perfumed shaving lotion}‘ She remained
seated on the lawn chair. Her legs stretched out in front
of her; *feet up” on the poplar frame; the peg leg cfoss—
ing over the ankle of her other foot. Clarence .and Ivan
came up behind her and stood -- Clarence to her right,
Ivan to her left --looking dan at her peg

"Of course, a cheese-cake showing off her wooden leg,"
said Ivan, |

Clarence nodded in agreement.

"Unusal peg," said Iyan. Obviously the earlig; fail-
ure of his conversation had created no inhibiting caution.
"Hand carved?" |

"Yes," said San, volunteering no farther.

"Do you have to wear flat shoes all the tlme°"‘ This

Ivan was all questions.
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"No," San answered.

“She's got three pegs," elaborated Clarence. "One
to go with high heels, which she seldom wears; one for
flat shoes like thensandal she has on now; and another
for when she wants to run‘areund barefoot."

"dho did the fancy paint job?" probed Ivan. "Sala-
manders, dragons, fire, watef, caves; it must have taken
some time to put all that color into such a design."

Ivan moved to-rub a manicured hand over her wooden shank,
but San raised the rifle barrel between his hand and his
intention.

"Sorry," he said, lifting his hand into the air in
an exaggerated motion and-simultaneously casting his right
eyebrow haliway up his forehead and takiﬁg a step backwards.

"Awfully'touchy. isn't she?"

"Sun's getting hot, ™ appeased Clarence. "San, you
should have a nat. It would make a good prop too," he
said to .Ivan. "It's been a long morning for you, S3an.

Why @on't I get you a drink?"
"Another one of those aborted eggnogs, cooled with

- s

"Okay, " laughed Clarence. LI'll dash you out a tall

mint-flavored ice cream? No, thanks."

| Bloody Mary. Celery stick and all."
| "You don't have the makings for one;"

"Doesn 't matter- I ll get them."

Wlth the memory of the stew still fresh San could
hardly refuse. "Would- be a nice.,..."

T =

-y
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"Say no more, I won't be long."
San smiled self-mockingly. as she so easily placat-

ed? Still, it might mean that she would be alone for a

while,

"You coming Ivan?" Clarence asked.
’ /

Ivan was already putting his camera in the box.
"Salutary thinking there, Clarence. Be right with yo v
\ o

They left. The quiet was a welcome reprieve. ’

i
I
/
|
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. San leaned back and closed-her'eyes The warmth of
the sun touching her face, the fluttering of the poplar
leaves in th breeze. the crescendo and decrescendo of al
'siren below. 11-had a lulling effect. It seemed only a
moment before Clarence and Ivanvwere back on the roof.

Clarence had his strategy a}l prepared. “"We're
going to go ahead this way, San," he said as he sat down -
on the poplar frame inlfront of her, "I'll interview you
while Ivan takes whatever shots he feels arise. Oh, here's
'ycur drink." He reached into a cooler. A bag of 1ce cubes.
a large can of tomato juice, Tabasco, a bottle .of vodka
and a stock of celery, cut, washed and placed in a plastic
bag. indlcated he was ready to have an afternoon& Bloody
Marys. Setting out three glasses. he began to fix the
driaks. "There are a few questlons I want to ask you, San.
Like: how did you feel about being born?" ‘

"No one feels anything about being born, Clarence.

By the time one realiaes it has happened, the eveht is
years past.” She watched him take out a celery stick
"I hope you've washed your hands."

"0f course,” said Clarence lifting one corner of ‘his
mouth in what couldlhave been a smile, except that it
tightened up, making a grlmace. "All right. But once'you'd
realized it had happened, did you curse the day?"

N
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"Never. A lot of people are born ~ Why should I, in
partlcular, curse the day I was born?" |
- "Well, how do ‘you feel about it? Ivan, when she smiles"

in that grim way, try to get a close- -up will you”"

San sat erect in-: her chair, took the drink Clarence

offered and tried to erase all expression from her face.

“"You asked for it, Clarence.. Born. Much had happened before

that event, but I knew nothing'about it., It must have been _

my mother's fault." ]San-grinned "I should have been born
know1ng where the human race had been, what it had done in
the last twenty -years, the last flfty, the last thlrty
thousand. If there is such a thing as innate ideas, and
great powers of inductive reasonlng that humans are born
with, I certainly missed out. I was given, and believed,
an all-inclusive myth; supposedly the past of.the.human
being was fully recorded._ Realization of my ignorance was
almost totally obscured. As it waé, for me the world be-
gan w1th me. And I didn* t even realize I thought that i
until a few years ago. One should be born with a Sense of
hlstory.' I, however, regarded the world with two senses
of value; before and after." |

"Christ?»

"No, vou dodo, before and after me. But the 'before
me"held little interest especially while I thought that
the explanations were all wrapped up. And the 'after me'’
-..well, nothing seemed to happen. Everything took so long.

Waiting to grow up, waiting to g0 to sahool, to be old
. ‘ a



enough for sex. And then, waiting for my own children tor
grow up. So many years wasted waitlng while I could have

HBEen finding out what 1t was to be an evolving conscious-

ness. Generation.after generation?of humans becoming in-

creas1ngly aware of who and what a human being is, becom-

ing more self-reflective. separatlng themselves from their
environment enough to realize how vital a part their sur-

roundinge play in their interaction with the world."

"Hold back a‘moment; You're running on iike‘a young
race horse with the bit betWeen her teeth."

"All right." San brushed the hair back from her face
and took a swallow from her drink "But how come," during
,those first years of learnlng. I didn't know about creating
art and mu31c to develop the lntellect helghten the emo-
“tions, and give an appreciation of the variety of patterns
that humans have used and use now to organize thelr world°
While I lay under the sibilant leaves of those old poplar
trees, why wasn t I transforming the sounds into great
scores of music? .No.' Instead I was thinking it was'a
boring, timeless world I wasn t stretching back into
history. or elaborating 1nto the future. Of course, his-
tory isn® t very visible on the prairie. Not like it is
in Rome or Naples. History on the prairie is one's fa-
ther's_old echool bus; Retired to the grasey acre behind
the house, Containing two benches and a wobdiburning

stove. History is seeing the sleigh runners and the wooden



Wheeis. It's all present. All there. Just like«fAthought
I was all there, from the beglnnlng. like a sprout. All I
| had to do was wait for the right timing and the right op-
portunlty. Never th;nklng I would have to create the per-
son I wanted to become. | -

"But ' you were right.f said Clarence. “"That's the way

it is. Get in the right spot at the righf time. and you

get the breaks,"

: "Sure.-Cla}ence{’ Pefhaps some great hané of fate will
stop that roulette wheel you're on and the attention of fhe
world will focus on you. Mifnwhile 6£hers who continue to
g0 around in circles blame tﬁemselves for being without the
'knack " o;.'talent'. A predictable outcome of the man-from-
a-seed philosophy; waiting for the proper‘cbnditidns.' Every-
one waiting to -follow v'seme stage maturation glan Blaming
their failures on some qulrk or deficiency of the seed."

As always when she considered such things.;a feeling of ~

- hopelessness invaded.her; She sipped her drink:‘if was
.awfdlly hot. "It's a passive phllosophy. adopted to quell
conscious actlvity. This is a burnlng drink, Clarence."

o "Hand it over, I'1l top it up with some more tomato
juice." ) . '

."I suppose, " challenged Ivan, "you've never\'waited'
youfself. Your wishes,” he said, looking at Clarence fill-
ing San's glass. "are quickly obeyed commands. You probably

think that you ve planned and attacked then followed
through. all of your life.": San had assumed that Clarence

~
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had asked Ivan to hold his tongue, but apparently he

'couldn t. kep back his rude comments any longer.

of course I dig. Becoming aware of con-*

sequences\long after the determining events were lived,
Ambling through life with the usual lack of Eremeditation "
She took back the glass Clarence handed her.

"Better?" he asked.

"I think so, thanks." She returned her attention to
Ivan who was sorting through some lenses., "No, I didn't
even keep up with good hindsight. I was seveq years old
before I reallzed that we were poor, and sometime withln
the next decade or two, I comprehended the dlfference

poverty had made to my 'na%ural' development "

world?” | .
-"Itggight havejbeen affecting me,- but I wasn't aware
of it., I was'probably four or five years old before I:
realized that I was female." San got up from her chair
and walked over to the parapet. .Leaning on the wall,
she watched the movement below( | |

"Do you want a couple of ice cubes”" said Clarence.
He had them i his’ hand When she declined .the offer,
‘he used them to rub across his forehead .

"You couldn't have been that unaWare of your sex,"
said Ivan. who was taking a profile of San's well- developed

breasts. h f,
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"There were a lot of clues, I'm sure, but I didn't
- seem to pecognize their significance."
"Like?" asked Clarence{
"Like, I remember mating the pumpkins."
"Pumpiins°" |

"Yes; As a child, it was my JOb to make sure that
all the female pumpkin flowers had been touched by a male
pumpkin flower. It was easy to-tell the difference. The
male pumpkin flowers had a soft, fuzzy, yellow protrusion
coming from their center. The female flowers didn® t I'd
pick the male flowers and rub their yellow fuzz off -- on
to the inside of the female flower.‘ Once the fuzz was all
rubbed off, I'd pick another male flower and continue the
process, "

"Sounds like an appropriate beglnning for a nymphette, "
said Clarence. "How else did you spend your time?"

The memory was pleasing, "Mmm. Sitting in the garden,
picking peas and eating them, Wrﬁpping my fingers around
' dandelions to see how much of the root I could pull out,
all in the name of working, you know. But there wag always
a sensation of satisfaction if the earth would release the
whole root. And pulling carrots. - Running to the pump to
‘wash the carrots or radishes before eating them. 'Then back
to mating the phmpkins. Each of thé male and female flowers
had a little bulb behind the blossom. The bulbvlooked like
a minature pumpkin, but the male bulbs never, did growvinéo
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‘pumpkins, only the female bulbsg did. Even they would wither
~and die unless I'd made sure they'd been touched "

“Xou say," queried Ivan, "ygg wer'e unaware of the sexu-
ality of ail thig?"

“Pumpkinsnare plants. Who thinks of the analogyb
Now, I don't know why the thought that flowers have two
sexes is startling. But how did you get me talking about
all that?" "

"You were four years old when you found out you were
female, " prompted Clarence, ’

"I might have known when I was three, or geven, or
twelve, each tlme/knowing something not quite the same.

What difference does all this make?"’ '

"San." Clarence stopped for a moment to finls “the
piece of celery he: was chewing "It all helps me dec pher
who ' you are and what went wrong; why you're up here. D%he
I said," he cracked off another bite of celery, "this isn't
a normal thing to do. You must be fundamentally angry
abeut something., What was theé final straw? The mind-
'breakey? The untenable illusion. "

San didn't want to answer. Turning away, she went
back to sit on the lawn chair. |

Clarence continued his prodding. "Come.on.}San.

Open up. Spill the beansg."

Bendingfher left leg at the knee, San brought her

wooden peg close to'her body. She sat; the sandalled foot

still on the roof, her peg resting on a vinal strip of the,



chair. Hands on her knee, chin on her hanés. she remained
~silent.

- "Her prbblem must be men," interpreted Ivan. "It's
the only thing that really disturbs females. She probably
had her first sex too early, or the man was inconsiderate
or rough’. Or maybe she has diffieulty having affairs at
all ‘these days. Let's leave her‘alone to sulk for awhile;
there are some things I want to talk to you about, Clarence.
.We have to get her to loosen up, move about.,.."
| She ceased to listen. Untenable illusions, no. Just
illu31ons dispersed. Along with the hopes that another
group of people would be more sensitive, more aware; would
know something worth knowfhg Or the hopes that another
year would be better than the year before. Try again and
then...next year. If there was one lesson San had taken
with her from the farm, it was "wait until next year". The
waiting didn't work. She knew that when she listened to
her fether crying in the kitchen: "look at‘the hail, the

God-damned hail. ' This year. This year would have been a

crop ike '52.° Sixty-five maybe seventy bushels to the
acre. ursed hail will knock it down for sure; binder 11
never‘be able to pick it up; we'll ve scraping it out of
isten to it, hammering like hell, Last year.

Last yea f\Put all our money into insurance. ‘Didn't hail.




YAOLW
39

”The black field, the few Bngs they‘left.wéren't enough
to turn the cattlé in to finish it off. Remember?" He
watched the hail while his body shook. "We're gamblers,
man of mine. gambers, " Eiege consoled. "Then why," ﬁq
sobbed, "don't we quit? Year after Year. The year the
ground was too wet to plant, arld it snowed too early to~\\\\ ’
harvest. We picked it up in the spring that year, remember?
And thF year the wheat was so high it looked like it would
run siktygﬁushels. All stem and no heads, lucky it ran .
twenty-five. Year after year brings in nothing but the
seed bills."” Walt, and sée‘whatrhappens. thgn rot, like

the seeds. Depéndent on circumstances. CT,
- "Donf{ look so fqg}orn. Sén." interrupted larence.
"We're here., Life isn’'t so bad."*

San; s8till caught up in her feverie. answered Ci;rence
by speaking her éhought aloud. "No, it couldn't have been
so bad. There were years when we had to shovel grainﬁaway
from the spout of the threshing machine into the corners
of the square wooden granary." |

"Who is "we'?"

"Huh?*

”TQ whom does the we refer. The 'we' who.used to
- shovel grhin”“

"My cousin and I.*

*And that's wheh You had your first sex?"-Ivan inter-

polated.
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"No." San”conquered_her reaction to Ivan by shifting
her attention to something else.

“Get that..IYan?" asked Clarence. "Did you see ‘that
warm, secret, little smile? She's thinkin;‘about something
pleasant, " - ' {

"Clarence," San replied, "I wak ﬁhinking about .8liding
down the pile of wheat to move the grhin to the corners.
instead of moving it with a shovel. .

"You were smiling at that?"

"The smile was for when I would éo home after sliding

\

down the mounds of wheat; the feeling,I got from picking
the kernels of wheat from the folds of my vagina as I lay.
in bed."

"But no real sex?" incised Ivan.

~"Don't be a fool" San countefed.i "I was only six or
seven then. My cousin was younger stgll "

"Well,"” rejoined Ivan, "tell usaabout your first
traumatic sex experierce the first tin\e You were raped,
the cause of your anger with a sour:world Spill it out:
We need some Juicy stuff here, not sdeet tales of child-

b Y

e

hood. " A .
Like aphids. a -
"Hello? Are you still waiting for me’ I'm ready to

“have my picture taken." , ' -

"Pete's alley!" ejeéted Clarence. "I'd forg&%%en a-
bout Mrs. LaRqée. Ivan, why don't you €0 and take a couple

g
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of pic*'s of her to keep her thinking she's part of the

action?"” )

“No problem, I'll flatter her fancy. In the meantime,
why..don't you fix us up a snack? ;‘\nd 'x’naybe a round of ‘
drinks that isn't based on vegetables, I took the day off
for this, I may as well relax. Maybe you can get San to
warm up a bit, and we can get somethinhg }ewd going." Ivan
turneg,away from San and in a voice of dolce far niente,
called”out £0»Mrs. LaRosge. "Come over here by the poplar
trees, Rosie, and we'll see what we can do."

An alllpervasive anger started to'ovebwhelm San, con-
suming her passive resistance, her tolerance, her preferred
patterns&of'action. "Stop. ‘None of you 1s going anywhere."
Rifle in her left hand, San stood up and pivoted on her

Peg lgg. and then facing them, leaned back on her right
foot which was turned outwafd. "You'can't walk up here,
interfere with my thoughts, open me up, observe me, find
_a:fey aneédotes. and then, infgsion in operation\walk away
until you're ready to amuse yourselves a little more --

as if you were totally'detaéhed from all this." She took
a couﬁievof steps toward them. "You asked me how I felt
‘about being born. Born iptoAa ﬂﬁman world where people
, consider themselves as seﬁarate entities; Atoms; A human
world where thé minds are tightly ciosed;.systematized;
feverything>they think and say, prepunched on g'tgle; tape.
I knew you would jﬁst run youf old, worn tabes‘fhro‘%?.

3

.



even on my last fouf dayss but I'd hoped you might be in-
terested enough to listen, enough to feel. But no, you're
considering me as already fitting into some ready-made
role. And worse, you've decided to discover this at your
leisure. When you're comfortably fed and watered. No.
Now is my time, and I'm going to make myself felt. What
happens to me, matters to you., I will make it‘qatter. I'm
part of your world. Through words, ideas, or bullets, %:m;p
‘going to get through to each and everyone of you."

Clgggnce. Ivan and Mrs. LaRose all stood with a look
of stupefaction. Ivan's facial skin was pulled*!htdﬂa
tight mask. Mrs., LaRose looked wounded, as if she consid-
ered ‘this a personal act of ingratitude.

Unmitlgated anger flared through San and- took posses-
silon of her. Irrational. Unreasoriable. No part of her
intentions. But even as she felt it burnlng in her chest,
her head her arms, she recognized the feeling. It was
like the’over-reaction she had sometimes to a show of in-

solence‘by‘other drivers on the road. Crowd’. ;¢ her side

qf the road. Throwing out an obscene gestﬁre. Suddenly,’
hersenses alert, she would feel invincible. No fear.

Only the heat of'énger taking over as-the accelérator went .
down. Then, as now, she was prepared to do anything. Butl
knowing thet ;asn't enough to challenge her fury. ."If I e
can't touch your thought, I'1l1 touch your body. Infiltrate

“your personal system.



YAQLW

Clarence was the first to shake off the astonishment.
"Wait a minute, San. We do)take you seriously. I wasn't
Just going to pry you open and then use you for table. talk,
You're going to shoot out there anyway, aren't you? At'
unkKnowns?* |

~"You're an unknown, Clarence.. You have no foom for
me in your way of thinking; in your inferpretation‘of what
I say." ’

"Really, San, I knew I wasn't fully understanding you,
I knew I wasn't giving the proper significance to what you
’said." Clarence continued asseverating even as.he and the
others were backing towards the door. "You've got to be-
lieve me. That's why I've called up some of the people
Who_know you. so you'll have others around you who under-
stand what you're saying, What it is you want. People
who will find out about the four' things you want to tell
someone. We really do have-your interesfs at hearf w

"There ish't anyone. And I don't want to talk to you
either. Get away from here.' All of you. Get off my roof."

San raised the rifle, ready to give emphasis to her words, .

‘but the three had alfeady-scrambed through the door; ' ;";
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San stood looking at the door where they had left.
-She‘d not toucﬁe? them. But they pad surely touéhéd‘ﬁer.
Trampied through her, left her unrecognizable. This hurt,
| dumb feeling must be given voice. The perceiver tried
_ to come out to meet the perceived, but to no avail., She
might as well Kave been sdundlessly beating her head a-
gainst a brick'wall. B;igks. That was_how they spoke,
with bricks. She crumpled forward, closing the noxious
lgap present in her stomach. As she straightened, the anger
' accumulated in her'body.released into one loud, long pene-
trating scream. 71 | - e

 There was no one to he?r. If they did, they'd be sure

not to.come out. But San-heard it, and as she listened,

she stopped. ‘ - C

Cathartic, but not very const: ive. “Must not allow_
such liberties in the future. Cool remeditated,aétién.
Not emanating from the heat of her own'excitatidn. This
incident would be meaningless if it was cast aside as a
reaction to a’private quarrel. Interpreted as arr isolafed
incident. No. It must be a symbolic action, taken on
sqmeong unknown to ﬁer, generalizabI; aé an eﬁﬁréésibn of
a comﬁ;n condition, ' ‘

_It was her roof now; Bricks of buildings and people

were far -away, Impulses to fight back, ta hurl bricks in
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retufn. had subsided for the moment.  She tufned away‘from
the door and walked back to thg middlg of the roof,
Now, Mrs. LaRose was different. 'Her words weren't
bricks. They were as intensively involved and in action
as worms crawling .around inside a dead corpse. )
Heat from'fhe.August sunghad dried the surface of the
roof. Her flat doﬁnstairs would have been stifling.” She
spread her khakl shirt on fhe roof;zear-the potted trees
and sat down. The rest of herfclothes felt steamy from
~the hot humid air. She decided to continue undressing.
Someone might arrive. Unlikely. Mrs. LaRose allowed
San to be,therg. but most people Qére cautionedvaway_by _
the scrawled‘éignx "Rédf dangerous, Not Available to Pﬁblié".
The last line was crammed in and not quite leglble, but
people understood. San got up and flndlng\a loose|weather-
ed board, propped it against the outside of the doo 1ea§-,

ing to thé’stgirs. ~She rid herself of her sandal d the

rest of her clothes. Spinning around on her bare foo
she lowered herself onto her khaki shirt and lénded'cro
legged facing the trees. She was pieased with her agili.y;‘
daily practice in balaneing and sfretching had showﬁ its
“results. Given the angle of her outlook and the height

‘of the parapet, the other apartment bulldings were out of
sight. She no longer felt crowded. Listening to the sound‘;
of the breeze amongst the poplars, and. sittlng like a young

warrior. she viewed the changing sky in front of her.
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The sky"had abandoned its morning tones of grey{ its
late afternoon blue sefved as a gackground for tﬁe movement
of the c10ﬁds. Changing and in metionﬁ So different from
~tQ§ngsnhardened into shape. To the west, where the oﬁly‘

\ dark purple clouds were.'rain caught fhe sunlight and ap-
peared as orange mist. ‘ |

Someone was trying to push in the door. "San, let us
in." L ,

The man didn't wanf-in, he‘wanted out, And if he
wanted out, why didn't he go downetairs wﬁere he could go

out all he wanted? "No visitors," San shouted.
"Séh there are some people hereto see you,"
She recognized Clarence"* 8 voice. "Go awéy. or I'll
fire the rifle rlght at the door you' re standing behind."
"San, Mrs. LaRose is getting pretty nervous. Either
you let us in or we' ll have to notify the authorltles."
Oor they could wait there until the building. fell
Or go away and forget all about her, There must be count-
less possibilities other than: let them in or face "the
authorities." ’
& "Is thq what you want?"
| "Who is\with you?" |
. "Just a couple of your friends. " Onets a sociologist.
Arranged to be here ever since this morning when I cailed
him, " ’ |
San remained sitting; her back straight,\vertical to

¢
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the roof. She made an attempt to guess;who was there.
Could be Ramsey. Mdre likely,'McKay.. Any opportunity
to observe a deviant specimen, Used to blush just to
",have her sitting across from him in hiSLOfche. Couldn't
get his.eyes up to QSee-leQel”. Every few‘moments Eg/f<”
would try to raise his eyes téimeet ﬁers, b;;\zﬁg§/kept
drifting down to her breasts, jerking away to his desk,
.then back to her.ﬁreasts again. Impossiblé to get any
seri&us academic help from him, Whénever female students
had entered h;s office, he had jittered in a state of -
anficipation. Fuily expecting them to try to get him to
bed, trap himﬁinto marriage, or at least blackmail him
into éiving them a high mark, he awaftgd their lustful
’ lunges. ’ -
"San?". “
' "Sure, just a moment." Shg.stbod up and gave a long
stréﬁpﬁ, claspiﬂg her hands togéther and reaching as high
as sheqcould ab6Ve'her head. ; If her guess was correct,
this was %;:gg to be fun. Piéking up the rifle, but not
stopping to put.on any clothes, she went over to the door.;
knocked the board out from under the knob, énd moved back
'foward'the.éenter of the roof. "Okay."

| .Clafencetwasﬂ*t first out; he must havé been feeling
a bit’chary, Dawson McKay étepped out onto the roof. ‘He
stopped midgait. “"Hel...ah...er...lo...." He was not go-
ing to be able %o copé with this. He was actually trying

/
/

3
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to pretend he didn't see her nudity. "You're 106k..r
ing ah.f.lovely...no...er." Paralyzed by'indecision.
After all he had a reputation to uphold. What wbuld his
colleagues do? Chide him for mlssing an opportunlty, or
charge hlm w1th belng a deviant hxmselfo The brlght red
of Dawson 8 face turned ever brlghter. and still retreat-
ing, he pushed Glarence. who in turn stopped someone be-
hind him. All éhree backed through the open door, DaWson
'slamming if shut in*front of him.

Qiarencé returned forthwith, chuckling and attempting
£irmness simultaneously. "Now, San, was that nice? Well,
yes; Rather nice, I;d say.} Lovely tan, you have there,
San, Too bad Ivan just left. Maybe I fould catch him."
He moved to the parapet to yell,over”th ;dge. *"Ivan!
Come..." Using the butt end of the riffe, San took a swing

at him."'

's all right," ClargﬁCe laughed. "It's ali
right, San, Nhe can't hear me." = /
"You'd better leave,‘ﬁi;rence." .

" "I'm leaving. Don't'get in a ruffle. But I'll wait
at the door until you're ready for your guests. Anytime

within the next ten minutes is fine,"
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Returning to the-roof, Dawson seemed exactly as he had

been in front of the class, a crowd of three hundred, San

remembered. He was still too fleshy .to #chieve that sporty,

" best dressed but not overdressed look that he wanted. ‘Not

too formal;anot too expensive but deliberately casual.
Clarence was lgading him and the other man.

"Well, San. It's nice to see you ready for company.
Shame of course to see you covered." ¢

#Covered, that's.right,.CIarence."Breasts covered,
bottom céveréd. Sensitivity covered.”.

Everyo%e'waé stanﬁing in the'middlevof the roof, an
awkward moment San had no intention of s@oothing.4 Dawson
broke first. "Good to;seé you, San,"” San.lthe pheasant
under glass, with Dawson poking a few traditional phrases

to sound out the response. "We hadn't heard from you

'since.}.ah..{we'd heard about your acéident. Heard you

- had gone to Europe.” His eyes no longer had a specific

problem with her breasts. "There was distinct competition
from her leg. "Didn't know it was so serious."
"Just é»foof.” San volunteered.
- "Ahenm, ah., I want you to meet a friend of mind. Bill
meet San.” The man was built like a football player. Soft
brown curls played about his ears. | |

“Wiiliam Trsnt." said the man, “"and you're San...?"

49
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San thought last names r1diculous. What did he want?
The countries of her ancestors, left behind a couple of
generations ago? Maybe the occupations of her great grand-
parents on her mother's side: San Sarta-Steindrlnker.
descendant of the dressmaker wife of the town® s most not-
able drinker. Maybe Trent wanted the name she used when

.She marrled that Blackheart. They were taking her lack of

response as a refusal, *“San d'un Piede." It took them a - -

moment, _

Dawson blundered. "Did you get married again?". Then
realizing she had jested, blushed and laughed,

“She was 'San Cavallier' when I met her," said Clar-
ence. |

“"When did you meet her?" asked Dauson. ""Did you know’
her before...?“ | : .

"Nope. She's been 'Cavallier of the one foot:.'ever
since the flrst time I laid eyes on her. I was in the pub
‘down around the corner hav1ng a drlnk when she walked in.
Couldn't see her legs or that fancy peg she uses 'cause
she was wearlng slacks, but I saw she was a limping woman,
and you know what Montaigne said about them. ,Clarence
'gave a short pause. "He said, °'No one has really made love
until he has lain between~the‘1egs of a limping woman.'
Can't blame me for showing an interest. " Dawson cleared
his throat again and Trent looked away . ."Well.” Clarencé
continued. L § should be a better host. I know “fou two have

~ L
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'Qtocked up this morning. Anything you want."
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just finished a hard day at work. Can I bring you a drink?

«

- "Good idea, approved Dawson nodding his head intb his
b )
/

'"Could you mix me a martini?*

[‘,-ave 2 sherry. if you have 1t?* agked Trent,

"You re in luck, I've had some Canadian sherry in

stock for some time now."

"l've never tried...."
San left them talking brand names of various sherries,
and went to sit down in the lawnchair. The purple cloud

had collected with the dark blue of others, and the orange

‘mist was no longer visible. The‘air~was still hot an¥ humid;

the leaves Were silent. Dawson ahd Trent approached Her.
"Now, San,” said Dawson, "perhaps we can have a talk.

. 4 _
I never got a chance to properly introduce Reverend Trent.

When Clarence told me of your troubled state of mind, I

thought you might want to talk to someone."

j What kind of "managing” did Clarence think he was doing?
He knew whe; anathema pfofessiohal aitruiste were to her.
What did he invite? A personally frustrated social. . categor-
izer and an imposer of dogma. Maybe Clarence really would
like to stir he&wanger further. Get her shooting.

'Perhaps." 1nterpolated the Reverend. "she'd like to
speak to me alone. " Her silence had been mistakenly inter-

preted. Dawson. acquiescent, was starting to move away.. '



San raised her hand and halted his motion.
believe it,” she sald to Dawson. "I disagree with the
perpetuators of the two thousand year old hoax." Turning
to Trent who was teking a seat in the other chair, she said:
"Too bad you’bothered.“ "
*I could,” ventured Trent, "ask why you think it's a
hoax?* \ - ' T
"A hoax. Like one of the *Big Shows' at a carnival,
You walk through the 'front' and there's nothing behind it,
But you can't go back and get your money refuﬁded or warn'
the ofhere.” San's voice deadened, low and barely audible,
-fealizing the impossibiiity of overcoming centuries of
liturgy. "Followers of Islamic, Christian. Jewish faiths,
Jumping into boxes of meaning. voluntarily depriving them-
selves of even the possibility of an open system of thought.
Submitting to the heavy accumulation of patterns of belief.
Living to die.” ,
Trent sat up in his. chair enthusiaetically. "You'll
have to do better than that, San, if you're going to con-
‘ vrnce me of any hoax, In the first place, the spirit can't
' carry the flesh with it when it joins the divinity. we
must give up our fleshful existence. And, aeide from the
afterlife, we who believe gain daily sustenance from our
devotion; thus'uﬁiboxes -as you call them give us the
strength to %iVe.
“One mistake, three kinds of a fool."

7
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"Really,” smiled Trent, "how so?"
“The human being, like all other physical things,

participates in an outward movement towards what attracts
——\___ Par

A

——
it and what it needs to sustain itself. Our mental pro«:

cesses duplicate and extrapolate from this process. Thus
the 'spirit' is dependent upon the flesh for its existeﬁce.
Witggut the flesh, the 'spirit’ paa no need t? move any- .
whiﬁe. no use, no purpose; with a shock to the flesh, such ’
as é bullet to the heart, the organization ceases to exigz
The nexus that united all body organs and established chan-
nels of meaning and exterior're§eren¢es ls broken. The
body is abandoned to its individual co%ponants which can't
sugtain themselves.' San didn't want to piead to be under-
stpod.gpléad for an impossibility. This man had inVesteq
his life in wh#tléhe.disdained. Ohe couldn't expect him
to be able to reason against himself

| "Wonder if Clarence needs any help with the drinks°“‘
asked Dawson, “Should be back soon, ah, San?" Dawson had
been s%anding listening to the discussion. "Guess I'1l1
have a look down the stairs,” |

*So, " éontinued Trent, “you don't belisve that the soul
- AR

"and theiggesh are unified temporarily?”

"I don® t even think like‘that. The only separation is
a verbal one." San spoke with a resdlution that was unusual
for her, Yet there were times when it had occurred before,

Timeﬂ'vhen. forgetful of‘herselr. she would Bsay exactly what
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",fhat the .followers must conform to,"

;
e

she believed. "And that one mistake -- the belief that
there is a spiritual existence that‘is oopped into the
flesh iike a geed, later to be popped out -~ leads to the
rest of your belief system. It's a fool's oride that
thinks there is anything different between your 'susten:
ance' and the gratification found in any other devotional

loutpouring of self. Common to all addictions. Except

‘that choosing a religious being as the dbject of such out-

pouring has the superficial appearance of being inexpensive,

while draining the energy of generations of peoples." San

laughed. "But however arbitrary are the demands they make,

: Gods, as love objects, are never fickle; every wersion of

God has acquired a set of beliefs. rules and restrictions
8 ‘

- "How can you pretend to be so sure of all this, -San?"
asked Trent, his voice and marnner all expressing-deep pity
for her views, ' / ,

“Beoause the sxmplicity of my vieWuis verified every-
where I look The physical motion of all things moves out-
ward to receive,. Why shqnl it ve di?ferent for the human?

the gap between the physi‘hl and mental is pure fiction.

and you and your ideas and mythology : greatly respon-

. sible,” Propogating and encouraginy cr ul ‘and ignorance."”

Trent interrupged. "If you valu!b
should realize the‘simp}icity in truasti

While your outward movement is undiraqted. has no focus

§



sat back idohie chair; Stalemate.

' far aid Slarence have to go for the drinks?”

'gpn took the glassee.

-~
e L "- ) .
upon a perfect being, my love of God gives me courage,
4 . ‘3
., ']

*Escapi sm. By pouring yourself into some idea"®f a

strength and direction.”
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perfect mold. you try to escape confronting the reality of

movement.” Trent shook his head in response to San, and

AN

“

’

ADawsoaneturned from looking down the stairwell. ™“How

T 2
-

*Just a couple of floors."
“Hope the elevator didn't get stuck.”
*Didn't you ever believe.‘!an?" asked Trent..

"As a~ehild. I believed. Never questieged.."l believe

-

in the Father. the Son. and the Holy Ghost'," San qpqted

'”Still do.”

o ' s
Trent looked around 1n?surprise. *You do°"7

San nodded. ”The father, like all stereotypes of

fathers, supplies a rigid set of rules ‘and beliefs. ‘The _

son is the misunderstood flesh. The holyfghost. those

~;systems of organization which develop.iﬁrrelationship to

. .- the flesh. “The occasional glimmer‘gf consciousness. "

i i ;

"That's not a very sacred 1ntérpretationm

Car e

»Ah, here s Clarence w. th the drinks " Dawson wgnt to

",, aeet him and help carry the‘suppliee. Clarence ﬁas carry-

ing a basket in one hand. three glasses 1n the other. Daw- .

i

&
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The frame that contained the potfed poplars was becon—
ing 1littered. Dawson set the bowl of half finished stew
andffhe utgnsiIs gn the grass next to the tree trunks, and
placéd‘ the-}br” martini gl es on the tray. The picnic

'E:cler ’pntaining the vodkaaggd its accoutrements was push-

‘?taside as ®larence unloaded the basket San watched as

*“g Nhﬁ removed the ‘vermouth; gin. sherry. six bottles of beer °

ewsd

.and a jar of olives, ‘ . .

- b "You didn't $e11 me whag'you wanted. San," ‘said Clar--

ence.’ "so I brought extra beer, and an extra glass for a
martini. Take your pick."

"With this display before me, I feel obliged Pour
me a- martini too, Clarence. With Vodka? Agd two oliveg."
= (i'Also * added Clarence. "I took the liberty of order-
ing some fried chicken. Just in case anyone is as hungry
as I am.” He began pouring tne drinks. "Now, what' s up?
Diad you convince  San she should acqulre some rellgious

ethics?" he saié grinA&ng °

& , .
rSan, answered Dawson. "seems t6 have the idea that

zreligiqg;ls°a mental rut, to be avoided if at all possible."

-Rﬁts."'sai§§Cla;ehce.:as thtee olives rolled into the
é\gIass. "That's what I'believefin. Nice comfortable ruts.

Some of us never have believed in the razzle-dazzle of 'Y
religiogi®ty, but we have to believe in somethlng.\aNgw me, ”
‘the . sald- Handing San her drink, “I believe in a. nlce gaizry
an expeﬁse account. a pleasant night with a drink 1n hand.‘

) < ?”'

r (J
El ,‘i i ) . . . . ‘A . ;w_:
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he lifted an empty glass ag if making a toast to/ﬁh’yeven—
ing, "and...a 1it*le excitment.” ’ B *Q,
"Do you?" pursed Trent "Do you agree, *j‘b‘that we

all must believe in something"" -~ ~

"It helps one get up in the morning," said San, refus- -0
ing to be drawn in again. ’ . }J"‘ s
“A comfortable rut. That's prob‘ably'wha't you need, = - *Q“,
San,* recommended Dawson, "Destructiveness, personal or
social is generally caused by people who are not attached’
to th@r society. . _*M\_ ' (
San responded by shaking her head. - v Y ’ .
"Have you ever tried it?" continued Dawson.“ "Becoming
hooked in? You might like it ‘ ) oo
"Sdre. I've'been caught.& The' first few times I got
'hooked in' as you say‘T I wasp so captivated and secured
that by all reason, I should have' hever beﬁn able to dis-
engage myself. I was hooleed in % everything that would
'make a well- ordered. smooth-runm.ng society of drones. I
‘ believed the 1deas I was fed, as surely as I believed eat-
.ing stopped hunger. Some things, of course. were so much
;to be expected that one didn't even need to consciously
believe them. Those are the things that generally knot a
person in permanently. ,
"What 'do you think 'those things' were, San?" Dawson
askeﬂ’&hietly.. He took the drink Clarence offered and sat

dowrr 'on the edge of the poplar frame.
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“Expectations. Like, young girls grow up, get married
and have children,” answered San.
“So you feel your way of life prepared you to fulfil
these expectations?” Dawson, e{uding all his solicitous
profqésionalism. ) ° ' | - N
~'Pfeparation was in%enéi;e‘" San amiLed bitterly. ,
"It conSistSé of writing one's first name w1th.the 1ast R S

¥ [ . . A

name of every boy one knew, Practic1ng chanéﬁn‘ qnq s ‘ ST
identity to accommodate the winner. Who will %’ﬁe" San |

“'!9.\«4, - .vy "’*{W ‘h‘f;‘
lot of pocket books and true story magazines to understand

md(g‘“sbut love and sex,*and the probégms I would have to
ova%come. Living the crud in imagination to be ready to -
live it in reality W1th the weight of the artifacts I aQ

had incorporgted. I should have been pinned down and secured -

Rt

_forever." -
*But you just bit the grappling‘hook and got away,
right?” ' o ' K
*Sure, Dawson, that's right,” responded the ca?allier.'*!p | x
"There are othef ways of getting hooked in, you know,"
suggesteélDawson. "Meaningful york.:,."
"Yes, " agreed Trent. o“It“éla great satisfaction to
know that one is doing meaningful work.?, He rosé‘frpm his
.chair arid moved to'join Clarence who was standing ‘at the
parapet, probébly prematurely scodfing for the chicken .

wagon.
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"Indeed it is,” added Clarence, .Mgpking? He couldn t
possibly agree that Trent's Qork was worthwhile, They stood
loéking down at the circ;ing shells, beetles~with their.eyes
beaming.  Although thé bending rays of the sun still light-

ened the sky, dowﬁ%ﬁﬁi oW' the streets would be in darkness.

’

Dawson sat down beside San.

. . ‘ 4 ‘
“What you're feeling, San, is a personal frustration .

with your inability to find a place in society, a place in

the job market.‘AYou've been away from the -rewards of‘a Jjob
S \

for so long you can't appreciate them.” He stopped to pour

" himself another martini. A breeze was starting to move‘the

Aleaves of the trees and challenge the thick humid air.
"You're angry, " Dawson continued,, "with the mqu notion of
belng fitted into place, a Job that is, s1mply because at
the present time you're out31de. Surely you don't think,.

however, that thls gives you the right to take your frustra-

tibﬁ out on anonymous people? People who are managing -

. their own lives suéceééfﬁlly?" f

"It's not just me, Dawson,“ replled San, each word a
A

. slow-[g Egon spear, whispering out, emitting from its source '

'of tensz% "It's not Just me who feels what's going on,

. The angerqlé'eyepywhere. Only everyone thinks it's person-
. al 80 it remgyﬁi’hidden..or we make Jokes to let off the

bvious festering. '
o
“Don?t exaggefate, San,” said Dawson. "Don't cover

the world with your personal dilemma,*

s
r"h)'.‘.
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"T'm not;f éan shifted her position, bringing her
kneés up and wrgbping‘her arms. around her legs. Her back
pushed against the'bulleté in her khaki shirt pocket. °
Mustn't forget she was not withdraying anymore. These.
days must culminate in decisive action, not....

“Are you sure?" Dawson asked, not gccepting her flat
denial, ‘ = *

"Whenever I approach the 'job market', I feel I'm

| entéring 1ntovone huge prison work camp. But, everyone'sf

2

élamoring to get inside. The unemployed -are the escapees,

running for their lives. Or banished slaves running to the

first master that can be %rsuaded to actcept thelr service.”
*All that is qQnly beghuse you ve never boen a part of

it," responded Dawson. His carefully tucked in ‘Vvoice was

-

belng held{back even more than usual, cau31ng a perceptlble

A

raislng of tone. "Looked after'as a wife, then as a student.

We could say youﬁfe~spent the last six months recuperating

from an extended vacation in Italy. Wouldn't mind going

.there myself one day." .

g’”I have been part-of it. "

&V01arenca's laugh 1nt2;§upted "fou mean that day and
a half you dia as a secretary? You'll.have to try the work-
ing routine fdf‘longer than that, to say you've participated

in it.»

How much loﬁéer would she put up with this grilling?

) s . T .
Behindhthe poplars the sun's rays were entering in streaks

A



=1

61

through the unjoined clouds. It would soon be night. *It

'was a year and a half the first time, Clarence, a day and

gfhaif the second.” San reacﬁed her left hand down to the
roofs the riflehwaé still ready. "Exhibiting," she said
to ﬁawson, *a diminishing toleéénqe.fo;‘impossible occupa-
tion of time." |
"Why did you ever gOﬁintb secretarial work? 'Iou mﬁst'
have had some idea what it woulg be like;" Dawsbn repli;d.
”Surv1val.ﬂ°San answered tersely. “Two children to
sup;\}%. Théﬁgﬁwas a Vocational program that gave one salt
money for attending. An escape route from financk¥al depend-
ence, A rbute plannable in advance, * A

-"The government,” said Trent, "is taking on a new role;

v homebreaking."

"How long did the course last, San?" Dawson prodding..

Professionalism, pulling 'methodically, looking foi‘the .

break in norms.

"Five months, then I was out looking for a job.

"No trouble getting that, I should thlnk " sald Clar-h
ence, "not with your more obvious. quallfications

fThe only thing that was obvious, Clarence," re;ponded
San, 5was that-my employer thought the same/way you”do. \
He always wanted a 'goqdldbker'.for a secretary. 'You don't
mind me saying that, do you honey?' he sﬁid. I should have |

quit then. Before I started.” The sounds of three or four

o f
sirens could be heard gathering momentum. Perhaps they were'
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coming to see the roof. "Horrible. Spending one's days
transcribing stupidities from one fofm of presentation to .
] anothérpidkll ri%ht. I suppgée. if one likes losing con-
sciousness in the m cg of it all.” |
"You were fired?" agked Dawson. | | f,_'ié
"Not quite,” San responded. T§§>s$rens were'rightx'
below. "But it didn't take long for the boss to start
compiaining. No they weren't stopping. Going right/%ast
taklng no interest in her roof just yet. Dawson looked at
her questioningly. "Complalnts. she continued, "likes’
“Why“didn't I put blonde streaks in my hair? Wear tight
skirts, and perfume° Curl my hair and shave my legs and
underarms?' I really wasn't what he thﬁbght I was at all.
Meanwhile I was gettlng a lot of flack from the rest of the
staff, A reworklng of the filing system in my office had
changed a busy eight hour day into a slack two hour day.
I spéht my extra time learning how some of the other office
machines worked. Everyone thought I was trying to take
over_anofher Job, After I'found out their éentiménts. I
withdrew to my desk where I read books and did-my»corres-
pondence courses to get into the varsity. Betweeh typing
the lefters and answerihg the phone, of course. I had al-
ready g1ven notlce by then, so I couldn't really be fired.
‘You'll be sorry.' they all said. 'Be back here looking

for your old job before the year's out'." iiﬁ

-
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*So that was your‘taste of bufeaucracy? And your
bitterness has stayed with you all these years,” said 1 .
Dawson., Was he trying to be soothing? | |

"No,* rejected San. *I was lucky. The long-termers
had been thefé 80 long that they could never have adjusted
to moving and working somewhere else, allowing that anyone
else would hire them. If they lost.that job, it would be
their last. Some old-timers actuélly worked; they were
relagively secure in their jobé, Lut others ha1 to guard
their work closely to make sure no oneﬁfouﬁd ouf how little
they did; and stili others had the insuraﬁce of being
friends with the boss. éycophancy has no bounds."

_”San."_said Dawéon, "you encountered g Very typical
bureaucratic process, but there's no reason for you to be
'soié?btregsed. I'm sure we can.gét you establishddr in some

" sort of oécupation‘that's sui table for you." °
San remained quiet. She got up to stretch. Maybe
there was a beer left. What 4id Dawson want? For her
"to become a ﬁanager of other people, like him and Trent?
Never looking at their own lives because they were‘too
bus& dealing with.othérs? Or like Clarence? Jumping out
to pry into other people's lives and then quickly back into
'ﬁ'the privacy of his own? . |
"We can't,” Dawson continued, "let you randomI}'express

your anger' on some unsuspecting innocent."

e
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"No one is innécent!" San tﬁrned to face him.{ “If
you're.part-of any 'in gfoup'. you're cresting those ¥ho
are ‘out'. You're creating casualties."” h
"What do you mean? Casualties. I've never hurt any-
one,” sald Dawson. His voice retreated; really, however,
o to defend. o
”Everyday produces an 1ncreasing number of casualtles.
People who don't fit into the molds you help prepare., -
People who don't fit in the education system, the empldyr .

ment set up, or what you call the 'normal’ family.* San -

o

grasped the arms of Dawson's chair and leaned over; heg
face less than a foot from his,.‘"A casualty is one who‘
suffers or has suffered from othefs who, beiﬁg in the posi- :
tion of defining, categorizing, and judging, manipulate’

and distortgg casualty's mis31ng parts.* '

- "Yowee!" yelled Clarence. San started and turned to
see him cupping /his hands around his genitals.  “I don't
e have any miSsing parts,” he said. o
-: f;;f ;; "Everyone has a missing part They're half blind and

*deaf because thG@ can't know how they appear to others. They
can't know what view of themselves they take in from others.f
. \"Who cares?” gaid Clarence. "I'm happy."
' ej;:'\"Sure. Because you never stop acting on others long
enough to consider how they!%eepyou. That's childlike, but
" not evil., It' 8 evil for peOplgato take advantage of the

missing pért of others and use it to increase their own
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advantage. The worthy/judging the less northy; adding to
their own sense of lmportance while whittling down the
casualty's image. Teachers and employers who have no
intention"of responding tO'you’as a'person: Ag they decide
youf worth, you toughen up your feeling: Pay no attention
to your own discomforts. Desensitize, so that nothing of

one's own pain or anyone else's pain can have any effect

aatiments.

w: ] eelipg .

Tll& finally, one has no concern for one's¥Y

-

on the hard covering grown wover the tender

If the mind decides, the body can suffer. Relentless
domination with no mitigation. Not for one's self. Not
"Nonsense““ Dayson stood up so abruptly his chair

fell backwards.y;"Your problems hgye nothing to do w1th
N ;

,outside manipulation; they're entirely your own."” Dawson

began walking qulckly across the roof. "The way I con-

ceptualize the situation‘is this: -- he made a. ninety

degree turn and kept Walking. "You're having a severe and
irrational reaction to the movement through too many social
nileau." Another turn and he was headed back toward San.
”Rather than exerting a certain amount of discipline upon
yourself to adjust to any particular situation. you've COn—
tin;ally movedAfrom one circumstance to another.," He set
his’ glass down.on the‘ppplar frame and strided out. again.
"Reality, the real world, --does exist and continued to repeat

its‘lf. - The 1ife of a mother and wife yielderome rewards,

- . N : '
e, . ~ X2 . . : -



the life of a sexually promiscuous female has...ahem,.,..

other recompense. You'll have to learn to live with the

norms." He did an .about-face. "Live a normal 1life within /

one social group, whether it's some of your deviant friends
or whether 1t's a more traditional group. Had yom accepted
any one form of group life, this situation wourﬂ*got have
happened to you. He stopped in front of San,

San thought of her rifle, over by the chair. "This
*situation' is not happening tov me; I'm going ®o make it
happen.” . _ | ‘ )

"0f course you'd like to believe that," Dawson 'said,
pursing his 1lips, *but it4ie really a -response. We, who |

~study such,phenomena must find odt what factor can be add-
ed to make you/feel’yod would like to act in a different.‘
more acceptable manner.” "

What defense was there against someone who pushed you

into such a theory. purely to help? No war of words could

make an impress1on, an indentation, on such a person with

all the answers. No wonder she thought of the brutal force<‘

ing else would be noticed. =~ ‘ ‘ ..
. oA .
“Hey. There's the chicken truck.” Clarence's dili-
gent watching had paid off. *I'll go and carry it up for
us, " |

Dawson and Trent, however, assured Clarence that fhey

had to leave. After recommending that Clarence keep a cloee o

Py

' A ’
d . h Y

L

14435 ;

of the rifle. Against such structures, such concrete, notr ™ ~

i



eye on San, and promising her they nonld come up with a
plan for her future. they bid their goodbyes and left.
“Do you want some chicken, San?" asked Clarence. He
sounded disappointed o ' | I ‘
’~Okay, sure, anything“ she anewered. She deflated
onto the lawn chair. Her anger had dispersed, drained off
into conversation. Like being bled." |
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Her first night on the roof. Why was she there? No

movement dovm on the street. barely any sounds. No moon;

it must be clouded over again. .Alone at 1ast. They had

all left, taking their‘answers with them. Religion, work

and pleasur}: iron bars to create molds for their flesh,

thoughts and voice., For Dawson.sgshe was a loose thread. .

hanging out of place'. Disrupting the x:agularity of the

gociety she should be hdoked in to. _ !

She 'aat facing the poplar trees. listening to the

i sounds of the "H.ght wind in thd leaves. ‘Her body recip-
rocated with the sensation of a tinglinimaze. Like a

shiver that stayed on, and on. Sounda.mp;netrating the
material of the :rlesh If shn.Jwapted 19£ake Dawson"s

b '

advice. she should have. prepired )'rer £1€sh with a droning

so,und.~ Constant human chatterq M in. whatever didn'

”'r.,

e ' R
_Educatior} for the liﬁltations_ of g rut, that's what"

thﬁey warited. A singla rspet},fcive q‘lodj: with a heaw pre-

dictable bass. Mindless voleing of the liturgy. Obedi‘ence-.‘ £
With these sounds, sensitivities of the body blunted. ‘Thﬁ‘
‘subjected flesh‘ would 'long for vc’:ontinuation df-‘tu?he repeti- 4

tion.  And so anticipating. reproduce them in its desire
for the droning to fill the expectation. And the fleh

materializes as canvas or binder twine. Tough. Or scratchy,

Iy,

1

picking up whatever ooze it contacts.
" »

~

e - R 4

[
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‘ throughout the metamorphosis., e -

;the slough; listening %o the gullg 6verh

,constant wind in tpe poplars. anuto, sustenuto. rubato: ~437

L . , . i . Ly
| | . YyaoLw

‘¥5~,3$
oA

Soundg weaving differentvthreads of flesh. I&yqﬁe~ "'ﬁm
mi ssed out on some -of the eesential conditioning to ﬁf-

habitate in this world. what was the-reason? Perhaps . w -

thosge sonatinas. mazurkas, waltzes an fugues.she used_to g

prac%ice'on the piano gave too'many : ernative modes to

xpress her personal feelings. The keys were always ready
to proclaim her: anger. Transpose it into gentle melan—'
choly and then cﬁeerfulness. She could listen to her mood

Perhaps 1t wamn't that at, all. Whole ‘-summers used %o;

ease past listening to tRe waves hitting‘ﬂ

ong the edge of

variations. g

ecting and fadipg. Winter. brilliant blue

. the snow. Andl!lways the breah% allowing awdreness of

the silence in the back und. ButWhatever had formed

‘rher most ingrained sentiments.,it certainly wasn t making

~,

her. present daily living easily abided

Clouds moved and the moon lit up 'the roof. She lean-

ed her head to rest on the back of ‘the chair. put her foot |
‘on the‘"poplar frame and. crOSSed her pevvertop of her -
- right, Looking through a clearing in the clouds to the

stars, she imagined qalking into a room filled with sounds'-

\_éhd&ng from mysibalq}hstruments. The sdunds transformed
~into visible variations of colors. and weaVed into intricate

;]

"



: S « 70
' . _—

oL e gtﬁmed silk cushions, Bright multicolored cushions
- I

.",. ww@re sca’ttered about the room. Soft and comfortable.

LR She started. Noise in the stairwell.’ . Surely Clarence
n .

‘ wasn t bringing someone back up ﬁ?e this time of night. ;. .
ﬁ %f he was, she'd kil]. h.im. That would make him intimately e

enough involved %th the story he ms so keen oﬁ Writing. »
-" Qu.thqu‘ﬁ steps. : Some&/wst bgﬂtryingﬂ to §heak up on -
A ' - X m"m ] o
¢ o '.*er. She t‘eac-hed for the ri%e,fénd xéﬁ mbered that the . L
o ‘

‘ : _bullets were still in. her pocketw@gﬁi agitation of her
. . own syst%m was drovmi out the 'i%tt{:fe gounds. "Who's

-

. theref)u 5 S s b‘\'h'

,. ‘o"

&
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A figure appeared in the darkness. Too bad the‘'light
3 . .
. above the door w’sn t on. ) » ,,le '
; "‘Hegio. little émf | . ‘
_ ThQrg was only of . % ho insisted on calling her
‘that _gﬁello. Mich Lo “answeredv Her muscles rerax— '
~ed considerably. - e P
:bﬂ' o § hope you d.n't4feel I'm intruding., Clarence told:
.Ah' | me something abaut what wascgfppeging._ 1 thought it might .
be a-goo% tlme to drop in and ‘see’ xsu. \ He walke ‘.‘. )

‘94&4 » where%sheﬁwas standing aftd gave her a kiss on,the 'for

gt :
"By the way. Clarence sent up your, to&?hbrush ,é[‘ s " ohes

said as he handed it to,

eﬁi 1t was wrapped 'up in a wash-

ﬁt.h £ ) .
" Clarence must have gotten Mrs. LaRose to unlock her ,Q,é

AT

apar;gent o wasn t aware you knew-ﬁlarencei::

"Not before today. When he phoned ‘this morning he
said you were 1nvoIVed in some desperate action and _he
was contacting some of your friends to see if th&y could )
offer some advice, Apparently. he's u31ng your address

book to spread theoword ",

.~ -7 "Clarerice has never suffered from félrs of trans-

gres31on upon,other people s privacy.”

*In. any case, I.decided it was an opportune moment

<

o D [ .
to take .a break from the shop. Late summer doldrums. I'm

* ‘

.

.’ . ""., ".4' . - a

ehea \

"{r
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". told you're pla.nning &

brought a couple of foam fnatSJ a pack with some bread and
cheese, my flute...or we- could just do some quiet musings.

_if yau like.*

v

' "You re not going to start asking- why I'm doing this;
/R

telling me what P! should be doing. wha't I should think or,,
ol

the foolishness of ‘striking out against an imposs:.ble Slt{@‘
~ .,

On » L aa t . ) . ]

ation. are you . ‘;_) 2 . g

§i "It is not r[ﬁt int&ntfbn.' .I would Just lik’to keep

| you company, if you don *% - cbb:ject.t - 'Q # .- R .
. "I'd rather be, hlone. " .San's first reaction_whad ) ;
: - blurtld out. Michael adJusted hls baggage and’ turned to “ - e
@ f' - 0.7 "N6 wai'.t. He had an absenc,g of tension that made .h ‘
: .. . him easy to be around, "It ﬁzs been a while since we've

A spent some time together. and I'm getting t@susplcipn

SN that if you go away, Clarence will find someone else to

e s €

watch me." : o

- - .L. Michael"grinned ang started-putting down his gear.

TS v

N "It's regrettable th,at you' ve sto‘pped* comirig ovér-to the
house. . We've mssed you. ‘ o “ .

-

"I've been there R . &J"Wg‘%
S "'Once, since you returned from Italy. And that must T |
be four or- five months ago.”
"Who 8 living there now‘? Andy and ‘Josh Gstill there?
~ Candace?” . S ' . o :

' "Canda ce.: left .
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. his,shoes.
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"Aren't you two still linked?"
- "She moved out'the beginning of the summer.”. Michael
spread the mats out on the roof. *She had some things she

wanted to do on her. own;" ¢ He began untieing the sleeping
t

bags.
*You seemed‘teéget on so well...." ;‘;‘

"f guess she wasn't sure how much of our 1life was her
contfibétion; Thought she might be a living coneomitant
She had something‘.r prove‘;o herself, anyway, so she s
staying cleap of*Me. I've been doing all rlght thou h,"
§}eeping ﬂgés rgE?ed out, he sat ‘down and began' T, ¢

_ TR ry e
"It seems a shame._.? That. he was d01ng well" That
t

enCe ‘Wis left open.

Candace” had left? The s

. .
"I thought sox_yut what can one do when someone else

]
decides not to stay?" Di'd that mean he missed her? "But "

fhe contlnued. “the wor} at the art shop goes on, I°* m d01ng

e

what I want by. ALEVY of experxmenting qn canvas. Pays enough
for food and rent." ‘He lay down on .one of the sleepi -
bags., l "And sqme friends of mine haVe a sailboat’that I

v
took out for a few days just last week Have you been sail-

-

%’V '“’*' ‘ing lately"" ek 81“\‘

isince that time with you. ~she answered, "over two years

ago. _ .

. ’ .
San sat down on the unoccupied sleeping baQ "'Not . ‘

e

-
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"Maybe. wﬂcan change that. I might be able to get @ : . -
- DT Ny w '
you some sort of special membership in“the yacmlub; .

- “"

..

there’s always a fellow out ,there in need of a crew,"x -
g @

Did Michael really think she could be }bsopféd so eas:.ly" -
"Knowing you, " he added. "you,r Peg won t be any handicap. '
TP

.4 . .
You mlght have to Teave it« off Hard edges,vyou. know" % "
'33' i‘

You o@wld allow the le& underneatg that fancy‘cove{ to s

C". M ¢
acqulre a beautifﬁl golden. tan 1ike the other one. ‘R‘ather

R

a fine 1dea. dd% ‘t you think" I know how ‘much you enJoy

| you!\self w you' re out on tné water. o . T e
v ' Pa;’et‘-icipate., Get yo z}:ody aj'fd mind together in
action. N6 worry. No- cdﬁcern about what happens when

—

you come out of the 1nvolvemeqt Come in. every,bodg.‘ to

all- 1nclusive motlon. _

¢ 1

Michael seemed n’t to notice her silence "It'gr
always plea51ng to remember," he comtinued, "that first

17(/ you came sailing with me. You'd not been out before

and there you were with your feet tucked under\\‘the strap

2 &

“-and hg.king out so far over ::;e \water that your halr .

)y

-

'(

- touched the waves. . The ne thing of a bikini you were we
ing And your mpp}k sfanding an inch tall from/the cold
YRR . . , .

® water splashing on t : ..\"'-- o,

-
hd /

”We had a perfect wind that day. also," she added.’

')

"Stesdy, nat toe harg, or too light.” She was caught by
Y ) .

%\e delight of the memory...

e



Tove. Unfortunate."

‘tone in his voice. T~ [
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éAn"utterly fantastic afternoon. The wind, and water.

* The safl reachingqup‘to thevblde sky. - Your ‘exhilarated

¢ .
-’ - " LY

and exhllaratln%_state 0 g'f‘ v

"And the salling lesson," S&h remembered [”éome les-
e?n.f 4 W . f ’ é't, Yo PR . ! -
"I hardly remembér th&t' What hgppened?" . y

J’)o ('3

: ”Nothlng at all except you ha@ded'meothe rudde"te—

Fd

. 'fore I knew wpa¢ tosdo wﬁwh it, and leaped. up to tht helm.
Iotﬁ’expe‘cttd n{e’ to listen to you tell me about the , proper 4

'S

positiom of the lqtf. while I'handled the rudder whloh I o
had?no 1gea how o move %o keep “the boat upright, I~
thoughtyou were yeiling somethlng about me being a laugh.

And then, just when I had things a bit under control, ytu

JE e A ‘3- -------
mentloned a lesson wouldn R}y be complete wi ut cap31z1ng.

jiuand_over we went. Just'like that.” ’ .

- ¥ “Right, There“was no point hav1ng you worrled about

-
AT

-

a detall like that. Once you ve done it7 no problem *. 7

=T
. S
"Rather fun,’in fact,” she agreed. "And tm&é’we made

,’,/\/ ’

) "What?* ajKed hael, as he sat up{ a gentle, puzzled
4”,\’ -
"Unfortunate, our brief ‘eoition, /then nonchalagt sep-

aratioh. NolaccumulatiogNkf feellngs and iMtimacies, no

'time for our bodies to become mutually knowing. No timg -
_forrour thoughts to gather significagfe and bulld up pleas-
;antries. S . ‘ .

» . : - , .' . ) - J'.
] R ' R . ) “ .

o
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"San, we had a most en*yable day together. . He
» ¢
reached over and took both her hands in his. *I can never

‘ | understand, though, why you always seem to want more. ”

Remember that ‘song you made up around that time"" He r} .

reached ovex‘.':md took his flute out of his pack, and play-

ed a line of* the melody.g He stopped. "Do you recall the
words?" . : .

"I don't sing it ja'xynio‘re. Things ha/ve gcha'nged“."

4‘: W

k’" But they were false words foruher now,

BraiR,
AL - "

T

She was no 'longerl. that sort of Leeker, M:i.cheel began .

~
‘e

v pl@ri'ng .the turie-from the beginriing so _she‘ je_ineti in wi_‘th .
the lyrics: ' B .
'V'N‘}aver knowing where I'm bound for,
. Discontent with where I've been,
With a soulwuming feeling,

SN
For s¢etMnglet unseen. * .
A : v .
, I alwgys find A good beglnmng,
%«. But never apny end, :
_That can bring me satisfaction, ( 4

That makes me feel content... ..'_

© Michael continued playing ‘the tune, but her'voice drifted
eff. Yes, in those days she believed that if she could.
just look a little. further, she would find what she needed.
Find. rot construct, Ah, the emptiness when one hasn' t

developed a stroﬂt "I"}that can act on the world; imperv:.—

A4 2. ~
- . R R ' (\

g . ‘ ,
v\ -, ous to lacunae., : = i . v
: any e :
' "Aren" tqou going' €o fini_sh thek song”"
o A , «.}H.‘-‘- "V " " L. : .'1 ) s ‘. |

\J’v

4 ‘-



*0Oh, sure, Michael

Jugt atneea'\thai needs fulfilling, .
And a dreqm_ghat can't be found,

Cause I don't know what it is, ° LR .
That makes me turn around. 'W§§

= So you search for something bettéf.
In each person that you meet,
" But they're full of themselves and happy,

And th’x think. themselves complete.

Now is there something wrong with people, -
Who can be just who they are. ©
" - Or _is there somethigg_yrong_w1th me.
Always looking from aﬁg!,
- Always looking from afar.”

Michael went into a long r%ff on his flute. She bent her
knees and pulled herrlegs as elose to her‘stoﬁech as‘she
could to try to fill the VOld lodged within her. She knew
one way to escape such Vacuousness. Act outward from the
center of one's activity; an outpourlné of exlstence, like ' ‘
Trent had with his God.. She.knew also, thEQer. that all (
those people.who professed to be}actiné oué@ard. aimed at"
some immutable beliefé{seemed to benunab{;ltd extend them- B
selves béyend fheir own paramete}s. She Mtood up. plcked :
up her rifle and walked along the edge of the roof.

No more concern about the lack of extension among
people. No more attempts to gollect #hd diffuse meaning
in a world where evefyone,c;i o “for ha;d, cold, clear-
cut delivery. No more ignoring (o the clam shells_that

-precluded mutuallfeely'g. She had looked for her alter-ego

f
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> . but found x;na‘ny turned backs. ‘She stopped. and looked over
the parapet. * ' .o )
_ "What are you doing, San?"
Y . "Just stretching,” she answered. 'She felt the gyll.

ﬁ‘empted. Temptation, the desire to incorpv.?rat'e all one's
‘,eitensions. To s*i:ret_ch out throdgh space.‘ She could use
her bullets to tap the shells.of those people who tried
to'limit others from thé_i.r existence. g | R

In former ifimes she fwied to penetrate shells in a more

i ;&Cva're fully, tenderly ‘wo rking

hard, protecf‘iva construﬁ‘f‘on. But the

intimate, pe
her way throud gk
-~ soft belly found” 1nside inevitably commenceg to cling, to. -
~enclose, and then tighten around her. Included in another' s v
| shelf it was as if she had never broken through.
"Sa.n. why don't you come back overﬁ,b@;e”.’ Lay,‘dov'ﬁ}?
~ Relax a while.” . v "Q/J ¢'& L L e
. What about Micria‘el” " ‘No shell there. Cent,nﬁgal man. '

doesn't need a.ny He probably nevem even asked Candace to

- ‘- - A =
= stay. S ' ) .
| R w you want, " hG suggested »I can rub yourgback or o
DU brush Pour hair," e e e sy
. "You're right. Michael, it's- time to rest.- I R

I'11 move a mat under the poplars. v

| "Goodxidea," he resporded. ' "I '_]:l.mdve....‘."

| * “Uh uh, please stay _comfoftably w}ﬁer“,e you are," Slhe"
_ hadi('no ‘intent&{n of <1étting him join her tonight. .Hé was

S - . . .



»

well aware of how often she had put aside plans, dis
L

ed by a delightful- ifterlude. Grabbing the corner of a

mat, she pulled it under the trees.

o

"It's all right. San, "™ he assured her, as he watched

her dragging the mat "Whatpver you think best. No fuss "

Casually and without fﬁrther commotion. %hey prepared

for the night. . ,:.f;%:'
‘b «’

B’y

She laid awake as long e
he slept Fri@ _foe or. a R
sure. Listeéing to ‘the poplhr""'

she could

| 4

to watch until

barrel of the rifle. her khaki shirt under her head;- she

waited. Gradually her thoughts began imaging; randomly

4, £

gathered words and ideas taking pic@' .

- ' .

\

+ She awoke. All was quietd Hérdly even any nofse i

from the street. She had been one of those traveling ware-

housemen, except thad inst af articles for‘sale. hanging (

from the wagon. there had been a number of skulls. One

~

. for her life on the farm. One for her married 1ife. An-

other iqPorted from Italy.. Biqarre logic. She shook her

head and went back to sleep.

-.‘.’

- .

It was early dawn when she awoke again. The popla%’

leaves were still uncolored Dreams were still viv1d.7%£e

elevated room with the ceiling of bright

e
wooden beams and

slivers of glass, sparkling and infinitely high Below,.

‘“the emerald green with its coral reefs.

.with her.,"
“p

The dream was still
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Looking un.‘her body had arched toward the lightr j;"

and then.. she had dropped down into the depths of ‘the *’\ )
'water. At first, fear. Impossible to breathe under‘water;'
she had known that, and had held back fighting the move- '
ment. What happens when thoughts go where they may° She , ¢

had" been vaguely aware she was within a dream; with that

Py

2

. awareness the fear had dispeﬂged Fr!e to move wherever , |
she looked she had done .80, Through the poral arches ’
and small intricate tunneis*@ﬁhen SWiftly yhrougﬁ the
green water and~up into the slivered light. FIuidity of v VIR

%

,movement. as fastods sight. But the more dhe had ' reali ze | {$;¢?
she was moving as*if she'Were only thoughﬁ. the more\cog; )
nizant she had becolid of the imposiibility.. The mor% - 6?';
‘hampered the motion had grown. R
' The dream ‘had left her pleasantly aroused., She was v
) tempted to wake Michael. He d be agreeable she wasvﬁ@ue. o l"ib

While considering the notion, she wandered into the wash—, v
' room.: .Cold water. Now she w@s really awake. She moved "i
‘back’ to the sleeping bag to retrieve the rifle, Not there.,f
. Notunderneqth the mat ejther. She should have taken ita

. with her.. Maybe Michae1° Still in his sleeplng bag, he

appeared in the midst of uninterrupted slumber. é‘,-‘ e
) “‘ . i . R ‘ . . t‘r ,



«. San hurled herself ddwn on the covered figure. "What

\‘,//didzyou do wiﬁﬂ!}t°” she yelled. "Where is it”".‘ o ‘ a2

o ‘f‘ "Hey!" \Michael tried unsuccessfully to rise.’ ."What -

: are you, go excited abbu%’“ Using one handeto fend: off '
f;ﬁ.‘. «, San X att&ckﬂ'an} the other to brush h,is ligh own, tou- ~

+

~» % sled hair away from hia face. he cghtinued to feign sur-

Y

prise. gTake it easy. S et

Y
“What*did you- do wzth the rifle?" E -
"Threw it over the edge._

%, .

v

o . T "Threw it ge%r°' You " ididt!” She was trying to. get

bt}

a .good swing connected. but ho had captured her right arm, -
A}l she could do was ineffectively aim with her left fié%
, ﬂEasy. San, uh.f he grunted. * "Yoyr rifle is over,’
' " uh, thqu Leaningkagainst the wall, IE?" ;zu quitxleap-"
ing up and down on ‘my stomach now”” a - ‘
"0Oh.". Her anger defused. "Why did you do that°“ ‘
*If you move down a little, it will Bbe more comfort-
' ﬂable. : She{griggled back an 1ota.. ”Better,“ he grinned
"You shouldn't slébp with a rifle. @You could have accident-
1y pulled the trigger during the night and killed ourself,
~0r shot the good foot L iy ' - o

"When did you take it? Juat now°"f ‘ ' |

y
A
\

.,

"No. I waited till ydu were sleeping..and then came .

over and moved it.‘ Why: don’ t you leave 1t thére and forget RN

‘4 about all of that nongense?" AR
RS o ‘ c o P
- o . 2 ..



"Because I must stop thia.facade of isolation. I* ve
thought this out before. I must break through the induqa-.
tive tendeﬂcy of people to cut through their extensions ; ‘

' and lock them out.u I've gpt to get through to...."
! "If you, keep straddling me like thie. it won‘t ba _
but g ?ﬂh momerits before I'll be bf@aking through to you..
W And@*n a more intimate way - than you' re talking about.
y~f‘ She remained quiet and studied him closely.i Despite :
'®  his rather angular face. he was lookipg relaxed. fri‘hdly.

comfortable.f His eyebrowd'wera lifting up and wrinkling N

e ‘ o

9 - " hls forehead? She could see the blue sky mirgpred in the
pupils of his speckled brown eyea. Within ﬁhe raflection.*
her owneimage peered ba@k at herﬁ slightly dLstorted. as
it stretched along thezleft chmm;of each eye.- Memories N
}of the dream she had aWOken from, suffused thﬁough her. She |

leaned forward and kissed him o the neck He smelled'%ff

o s

warm and inviting. and she felt marvelously{powerful - S

; virago. She sat upright4 7Removed herrkh i shirt. LiftA"'
‘ed ofi‘of him. Unzipped his sleeping ';i Then ther backj>
‘ i - "

the top cover. t

"Hey! It's brisk out here. - /4 , _"'9 k
v "Not for long. ~8he said, aa aﬁe swooped down to wrap
her lipgjfround his penis., Reddlence of the wind and sea

.o and a c%?y nest. As ir they had heen in the sea.this morn-
’ i ;ing. ® B } - ’ ) ‘ ‘w“ .‘I ~ 1' :""\“.\ + . B ‘ - . v . h
. “Crazy bird.-' he said, laughing. Swooping bird. Even

‘ their %houghts were close.~l\;h;{;,

. -
R B . "~ . ) . .
' < ! . v - . . [ e
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Her fengue did a few preliminary circles and then
‘with a resounding pull left him wet and sllppery. Sit-
ting astride him as she was before, without the interfer-
ing cloth, the petals of her flower opened, and wet with

its own aromatic dew, enveloped his stamen. v

His eyes were laughlng at the result of her attack.
Again she saw her own face with the blue sky along the
one side. For a whife, conversation and even thoughts
dispersed.

Not uﬁsimilar to when she used to sit astride her

.

horse on the farm. Bafebacﬁ. - Bare feet. Her legs pulled
in tgghtly to hold on. Her flower head bristling. The
yeil, "eeooah" as’the'vibrations took possession of her.
The flowers interfused. Sensations seemed mutual.
She callapsed, spreading her full weight on his body, tick-
ling her nose with the hair on his chest. Michael made.' '
room for her on the mat. tLovely to lay there. -Looking
upward at the ciear sky. Drops of water ran down:the
sides of their boaies. At once warm, then catching a
breeze; cold and shivery. For a few moments, all was.quiet.
?Congfatulations." proffered Michael. "It's good to
see you're joining us people of the world. Back to the
human pleasantries. Bigat?"
Cold, hard, detachment returned. She, sat up and

turned roagd to sit on the end of the sleeping bag, facing

him.



"Now"” he continued, raising himself up to rest on his
el%ows. ”thét\you remember how‘ggg A feels to be alive
-- and you-did feel that way didn't Jou? -- you're not go-
ing to wéht to do anything to have them lock yéh uph\gome-
where, are you?” Or stop someone else from enjoying and
living life, like you have juét been doing?" “

Typical of all people? or just typica{ of men's‘
thought about women? ‘ﬁ bit of sex, éﬁjoyabie as ig was
sometimes, and all the ills of the warld weré‘suppoged ﬁé
be erased. She crossed her, legs and leaning hér.weight
forward, stood up. Putting on her khaki shirt, she moved

to collect the rifle. "Why don't you go and make' us some

¥

S

coffee, Michael? I could surely use some."
. . \ /

"What?*"

A\

"Just go. Get out of here."

"Wow. That w;s a quick turn.";\Hg/shrugged and reach-
ed for his clothes. "Don't bother waving that rifle. I'll
bring you a coffee. Settle youf nerves, No problem."

As he left there was a sound of applause. She pivoted

to see its source. A sea gull had landed on a piece of old

cement by the dried sjgmming pool. She had heard the clap-

4’
ping of its wings,
- The sea gull, hérself,v¢h roof, and the clear empty
sky, MWhy was it that peopl

left marks wherever they touckhed. Making their mark in

R

L e




the‘world by carviég their initials in a desk or an old
tree. Marks gathering grime. That old tomato tin was
still there againsﬁ"he parapet. She picked ;t up and
threw it into the pooi. The gull darted inty{ the air.
Yesterday, e@erything‘was closed in. Touching, buf spa-
ious, all arouﬁd her. Today it all felt hard and isolat-
\\ed. Everything ;xcept the roof. The black surface was
alreally soft and sticky from the sun; And she was the
fly. trapped by the surface tension. Sticky. )

‘She picked up the rest of her clothes, her toothbrush

and é.tOWel from Michael's geér and went into the shack.

This time she took the rifle with her.
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When San went back out on the roof, Michael and
Clarence were sitting on the lawn chairs, .Relaxing with

a beer under the mid-morning sun, as if this were a lei-

whatﬁoever on them seemed increasingly unlikely.

\\ //J ...and that's what she did." Michael was saying.

A*One moment we were lazlly recovering from the throes of

-

lovemaking, the next moment she was waving the rifle
around, without any explanation, telling me to gegrout;
Well, here she is. Goo?}morning'to you, San. Have some
coffee? Perhaps it will restere you. Bring you back to
your sensual self, Clarence thought it would be in fine
order to open with a beer. Join us 1f you wish."

A thlrd chair was waiting. "I'll stay with the cof-
fee.'thanks." i |

"Cream and sugar?" asked Michael.

"Black.” For all of ug flies making marks.

“No sweetening?” Michael was emerging from his mif-

\ YAOLIW
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' surely holiday. The possibility of making any impressien ~

fed state. .Making peace overtures. She wasn't feady to .

succumb,

"No white poison.” Ah, poison form humans; li;e for

flies. .She mlst oust the image. Too depressing. Compar-

ing insignificancies.
"So what happened?®' Clarence asked. "Give me your

side of the story, San."'
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"What?” |
~ *What happened with you gnd Michael?" - .

"Clarence, do you have té be in on this? 1Isn't therégV  |

something else you have to do?' Somewhere you have to gd?" .
T"This, my love," said Clarence, "is my first break

in 4n already b&s} dayf 'I;ve been working on my special

project..yoﬁ. for over an hour this morning. It's going

to get really hot‘upfhere)\ Remember. Ivan? The photO'man% |

He'll be bacg.with‘a‘few blowfupg éf some sneak shots he

got of you yesterday. And out of your old address book

Iuplﬁckedja few brgin waves. One of‘the;more notable

mentions I called was. your ex-husband.”

Sneak shots?ﬁ Her ;x? She wasn't pfépared to deal
with this. I don't believe it.” She took a sip of her
éoffee, watching Clarence over the rim., "You wouldn't
pe“able to reach him by phone. He wouldn't be bothered.”
Clarence was smiling and shaking his head to negate each
‘obstac;e.

"To the contrary. Your estranged mate is interested -
enough to.bécpere on the roof this afternoon. I also .
phoned a.Iawygiffriendof yours; only when I talked to
him he sounded iike he knew you pretty closely.? ”§, 

"You've outfoxed yourself, Clarence. Oné'éi;thaéeu
two will phone the cops and you'll not get any story at
all,~
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"Clarence grirned and shook his head. '"Nope. San;
you don't ‘understand people. They liked the secrecy idea;
they}re doing to be on the inside." .

“She slumped back in her ehair, Defeat. The anger '
that was sparking. heating her body,’ was met with the
realization that notming could be done" about Clarence.

Why argue? The only alternative would be to return his
words on a rifle bullet. .But, to what en‘? To have a.
' death categorized as @nother personal feud° Perhaps a
thwarted love affair? A jealoue\encounter? If Clarence
" was her problem, sﬁe could juet-ieeve.‘ They were watching
for her reaction. ”I'ge got nothing to eay.to those
mpeople. I don't want to seé them._listen to‘them.' What
are you trying to do, Clarence? Contact everyone who e&er
hated me? Tried to destroy me?" | ' .
"These fellows don't hate you., They’ re all coﬁcern.
Ready to help you out; whatever you want., One. o; %3r
lady friends, Leona, took a real liking to the édea of'
a gathering up here. She's going to brlng along ;omeeof
4those liberated women you chum w1th. | | »
- Chum with? San had never been one to chum Wlth any:
one.. She took.another sip of the tepid, thin, %Fown water,

How did Clarence always manage to make such wishy-washy

suetenance. She looked over towards the parepet

: L3
"We;l. what do you think?» Clarencevprodded.

£
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"It's a horrible idea. Horrible, I shared a few .
situations with those 'chums'. But just because we kngw
each other at one time, you think you can lump us all to-
gether cs 1f we ratified onelyiewpoint."

“wDon't worry about what I think,. Ycu'll se® for
yourself, ‘It's all going to come together in one grand.
going away party " You should be appreciating what mlght.
SL ‘your last quiet moments. Have ycu stared over the edge
yet?"® 'Clarencc rose from his chair and went to look over
the parapet{ as if compensating for her lack of attentlon.
"Missec looging down today? Progably the first time in
weeks, " ﬂe'said to Michael. “What's the matter, San?"
he continued. "Losing interest in the outside world?"

It would havé been nice if some people had never
lea ed'todtalk Too bad she couldn't have got some agree-
ment on that. "Michael”" she said, ignorlng Clarence.“
'How is it that you entered this zoc Clarence is setting
up for me? I can't see how you have anything to say to
ﬂim,:unle§s you've accepted a subheading of ‘male’, shar-
_fng the common misery caused by the *female'.”

"Don'tz San, " prOtestcd Michael. "I'm not expressing
' any mass resentment. You know me better than that. I was
only surprised by your'anger. Especially so ‘sooen after we
" had been together so beautifully.”

| "So warmly, preverbally, pre-idiologically. pre-

. categorically. Then as soon as you opened your mouth,

you said, *'Did the good fuck fix you up?'"
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"I didn't S%y that.”

"It*'s what you meéhﬁi ~And -- you Know -- it's almost
true?. Almoét enough to tempt one. Lose oneself in love-
making. Baking up love, gobbling it in, then collecting
the new ingredients to.do it again.” '

“Ah ha, Michael," Clarence said. as he returned to
sprawl into his chair. "You're a piece of cake."

San interjected. "Cut it out, Clarence. I didn't
mean to disparage; But when two people are feeling closé
enough to be physical}y intimate, there should be some
meeting of thought, some cdnscious togetherness.” Some
mixing. Syncretism. *“But just when I thought we were
really feeling close; chop, chop. Isolated. With a few

words the complete absence of fusion was revealed. What

.is one to do? Find an unknown who hasn't yet said anything

that cuts into the shared feeling?" «
: ; :
5

"Sex doesn't make two people into the same person,

. 1

San," : .
"I know»that. Michael. But why should oné have to
sacrifice all that the identity of 'I' means, for the sake
of a bit of intimacy."” ) i
"You don't.” '
"You don't, maybe, but it would seem I have‘to. I
can't di;aésociate;distufbing words from the blending of
the senses.” .
"Blending?” Clarence pulled one side of his mouth
into a mock smile and 1ifted up the oppohifg\eyebrow.
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" She loqked to Michael. *I meﬁn. joining the other

-- including the lovef‘as one strefches fhrough time and
space,"” C : ‘. o I

"That's not comprehensible, San," Clarencé intruded.
"Idiot talk, too personal. Time, space, those are meta-
physical words."

"No they're not, Clarence. * Michael, havén't you ever
felt yourself stretching?" .

"0f course, what's this? Sure, I stretch."

“We all do," Clarence added. ’

Impatient with their lack of understanding, San stood
up and moved éway from the chairs. She extended her arms
and wqisked them through the air, feeling the wavgsﬁgs.
she broke through. She pivoted, and remembered doing the
same motion the day before, unencumbered by clothes., "We
stretch outséhes}thrbugh time, This day is different from
the day before. Yet, I can still feel what yesterday was
like...we are temporal." '

"In contrast to being eternal,” said Clarence, trying
to help. |

"That's rot. In contrast to living in the present.”
Her moment of exuberance di§persed and - she returned to her
chair. "We remember; woﬁds, thought or spoken, can bring

back the same feeling that we had a day before, a year

before.”

} -
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now smiling on bdf%1§Tﬁés ““ﬂf "gfa straight across, I-
have-the-answer smf£§§§&» »;”:;b » |
"Everythingsﬁ“SHelgﬁswered. Damn, was she trying
to tell Clarence something? "We keep everything we touch,
and that which touch;s us.” She looked at Michael. He
was sitting quietly. looking down at his hands holding the
beer. Thoughtful? Absent? No way of knowing. Clarence
vhad raised his brows questioningly. "I mean,™ she attempét'
ed to elucidate, "everything we encounter as we move
through time and space, - stop looking so pained, Clarence,
~-days, months, things.'objeéts. péople we meet as we move
around -- remain part of Qs. Imprinte; on ouf flesh.
Except that %hat sounds like we‘'re malleable clay waiting
to be 'shaped;up'. But initially everything we perceive
is part of uss not distinquished as belonging to me or
belonging to something else. Remember when we were camp-

‘ing Michael? Remember the sound of the grouse?”

Clarence butted in. "I, Clarence, don't even know

the sound of a grouse.” : \\///A

"A grouse,” San explained, jca tures air between
his body and his wiﬁgs. and makeé a thumping sound; a
whoomph*, ” San smiled and folded her arms ub like wings,
then hit the sides of her chest, pressing the air from
her lungs. Wﬂhoompﬁ...ljke that.”
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*What does that have to do with sex?* Clarence ask-

v
-

_;d.Ar“Or stretching across space? Or camping and the sound

of a grouse? \Talking to you lsg like making a chain; ling

after link is added without knowing what it's going to be

used for, The'grouselis doing a mating call, I suppose.”

| "Yes, yes, but while Michael and I were lying still, -
in the dark, it was }mpossible to tell whether that loud, (/
thumping sound was really the sound of the grouse. or
whether it was my own heartbeat thumping loudly; as 1f I.
were nervous or out of breath. Wq.n you feel what is
happening around you, you're stretthing yourself through
space to incorporate everything that is encountei\d, claim-
ing that which meets you as part of yourself,” -

" " Now I get what you're saying,” said Clarence sitting
up in his chéir: Mi;hael still hadn't raised his glance.
Clarence pressed on. ."It's like a mornlng hangover; when
the jackhammer that's tearing—upﬁ nc street five blocks
away feels like it's operating on your brain cells.” “\
Clarence knew all*about héngovers. '

| "But it doesn't have to be sounds.” San added. Some-
times it's llterally spRXre -~ territory that one is so N\
familiar with it becomes part of one's self. Sometimes
it's other People and the_témptation to stretch, hold, = . -
and enclose them-as if they were new terrotory to be claim-
ed for on?fs own,” = ) \

Michael stood up, set g;s beer on the roof, and walked
‘ _ 3

-



- and picked something from among the weeds,

[

. or &pterfere’with our'wa§ of thinking. We spossess

. . SR

over to the edge of the cement pool. He stooped over, -
[}

\"

Aal ﬁ‘
As she watched, her thoughts of territory and stretch-

ing meréed. »I never realized it befo;e.' she mused aloud,
"but that must“ﬁe why I get so distressed at marks of de-
lineation., The cutting up; cutting away. Just when a
nice envelop}ng'grandeur is present to me, someone starté
cutting.” o _
\ ( i

Michael returned with a dandelion, He stood behind
her, twisting the flower into her hair. "When an area
is full of jackhammers,” he reasoﬁ?d.f”consfructioh wérkeré.
or angry peopie. there islﬁﬁﬂcdvanyage'to be aple to dis-

associate from it all.”

.
’

Sure,” San agreed. "There are advantages. We cut
f . ! -

ourselves off from other people so they canf't hurt us,

”
sounds so they won't affect our bodies.”

. "And do you do that, San?" Michael asked., He.moved *
towarad his.packﬁwhére he extracted a pipe and éoméitobacco.
Everyone has to,” she answered. “Our bodies are
constantly prepéred to react to what's outside. Like a
response to thunder} unanticipated, my body recoils. But
jmmediately, I claim dominance oxer my body, and\the next
Fihe Epe thunder crashes, I am unaffected. It ‘out \
there'. Intolerant of this insubordination df my body, -
I re-establish command of the flesh and assumea more préper

distance from such noises of the world.*"
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. Clarence pvprmi ‘open- ‘-ToTand Teanedl bagk 1n hla ST
cha,ir. v You dldn 't jump at "that sound at all.' ho sald’ ”‘ G
San wrinkled her noso & hiu;. "Some, ‘l%dﬁ "“ J“’t ¥

téo ramlliar to notlce.' sho said wltﬂ‘ a-g‘rln. tuming
A E ) co
her attentlon back to Michael. o N Y .

" wind how do. you docldo your territory. San?" as*\ed

L] ~'.

Michael. & sz,«' N ( . ,

*She pulled from her hair the ‘uandelion that M:lchael
had given her, I suppose. : she said. "all .we have ?o

do 1§ decide whore we cut orr our extensiona. » She pu{_?*

ceeded to pull the . yellowblades off 'the flower. one _
ong., “Me, not mo; me, not me. This petal is me,. I'll .
1eavd"it ong WS is not me. I'll toss lt away." And _jthe
guknts and clai\;\ed
nd wlth the ,disovmed»

b

ambiénce of. the world is cut into

or nat claimed She llfted hér ,

petals, and let them faai to the/mof/ / { -
Michael scraped a match oJ the side of a cartfboa.rd

matchbox and 1it his Pipe. =S N he said. you“etill

% ‘v&'.

haven" t ¢xplained anything ab t how this rele:tos to Jour . ', )

anger at my comment this mor ng." = IR

*Apart from” | --Clarence

San 1 oe'ed Clarence s epartee. "You tell me,

+

Michael,* she r.esponde’d. r"
in the a‘.“eeling. the uching pulling and inviting? Do

I lose myself ‘out there'

: Az . : S
aughed he j,nferpoéed -- "the

w0
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sense of *I*'?" If i:go. I need to be part of, and agree
with, all that includes and is voiced by you. Thus I lose

my own opinions entirely. But if I don't 'lose myself’

~ then I'm gding to be distressed when you say and imply

disrupting things. You said we have to stay separate

'persons; sharing the actiqg\with each other but keeping

our thoughts distinét." Her voice withdrew, .becoming
increasingly quieter. “But then what would it matter
who I'm with? Best wouldjbe a mute. No collection of
feaningful phrases. No shared sentiment cumulating into
mutual thoughts'verified by spoken words."” Her voice was
almost inaudible. *Just private fantasieé; A private
love affair not even broaching communication."

Clarenge é?ood up. "This is all too much fine wire
for me,” he said. o |

"Wire?" San cringed. "Wire's the exact opposite of
any kind of blending."

- *Well, it sounds too much." Clarence moved toward
fhe shack., "I'm going downstairs. I'll see where those
people I called are. If you plan on géing on about some-
thing like this again, I'd better be prepared., I°'ll bring
you the wooden Pepsi crate in the hall. You can use it
for a soap box.”

"Sure, I can just see me. Standing alone, here on
the roof, balancing on a soapbox, and‘yeliing into the

wind.”
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"Why do you spend time thinking about such things,
San?" asked Michael,

The question was intercepted‘by Clarence. "You want
to know why, Michael?" Clafence offered from the door;
"She's continually turning nice material events like sex
and casuélties into abstract generalizations, that's why."

"Goodbye.'Clarence' interrupted San,

Clarence, however, was already whistling down the

| ‘Eairs.
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“"Hail. people, I'm back."

San turned in her éhaif to see Clarence standing in
the doorﬁay. “Clarence, " she_said. "you just left."”

*But you havé guests. Dawson's back. Ivan's down-
stairs; he'll be up shortly. Mrs. LaRose is here. And
someone élse you névef éxpected.", Clarenée stepped away
from the door, welcoming e;eryone to the roof as they
moved past him. “That's a éhafming hat yoh have on, Gloria,"
he said to Mrs. LaRose as she walked by him.

Mrs. LaRose bustled over to where San was sitting.
San was watching Clarence's voluble conversation to Dawson
énd én unfamiliar woman as they slowly moved foward San
and Michael, Beaming and blushing, Mrs. LaRose was stand-
ing in front of San, her hand on her hat. ‘"Don't you
think so, San?® she asked. u

A"What?" | . ‘

"I said, I think it will be perfect for the pictures,
don't you?*

"What's perfect?" asked San. -

;This hat. I bought it yesterday. I think the large
brim gives me an alluring, mysterious ibok; don't you
think_so?’

"0Oh, sure,” San agreed. and looked back at the new-

cqmér talking with Clarence; Qhe\gppqared to be the latest

L Y
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' | \\\ |
amalgam of synthetics with the human form. High stalac-
Ntite shoes left her with no more surface to stand on \than
San had with her peg. Coupled w¥th the long slim skirt,
the hobbling effect must have been only a few inches short
of absolute. . ‘, _ \\

"Sadi“ said Clarence, ”meet your old friend."” San
looked at the woman's stiff blond curls, the perfectly \
shaped lipsticked moﬁth smiling.expectantly.Tend had no
recognition} Clarence filled her in. "Eleanor Kressal
from the days of your home town, " ‘

"I'm so glad I caught you;" the woman said. "Clar-
ence tells me that had I beeh a day or so later I might
have missed you allrtogether. Your brother asked me to
look you up. I'm Just stopping over for a few days and
then I°'1ll be off to England.” She gave a llght laugh and
looked down at San.

The woman took on her more accustomed eettlng. Eleanon
a nelghbour of her brother Derrick. San was. beginnlng to
feel boxed in; she reached down to touch the rifle lylng
aonvthe roof by her chair, »Shadows directly underneath.

The sun directly above. It must be close to noon. “"How
are the kids?" she asked Eleanor. A

"Your children said to tell you they're fine.. Se
grown up. You should see them. eYou knoﬁ Derrick and his
wife look after them so well,‘it'sﬂaS'if»the children were

their own. Cygnus, or Cig, as we all call him, says to PN
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tell* you his baseball average 13;..some$hing or other.
really good, at any rate. And Lyra is‘ﬁecoming more of

a 'teenager' everyday. Regular kids, ydu know? It makes
one feel old, doesn't it?" Eleanor waq\talking more and
more rapidly as she glanced from San's peg leg. to the

_ rifle. ‘to the beer.

Dawson moved a lawn chair up for Eleanor. "Would.you
like to sit down?" he asked. | ‘

"Why, " she. 'smiled at Dawson, "no.thanks: I was just
stopping by for a few minutes. San, Clarence told me zi
were in gome sort of difficulty." She sat down oh the
chair Dawgon had léft for hef. "You should come back to
Akmorﬁto live. I'm so sure you;d\be happier there. You
could have your morning coffee with Betfy. Mary Ann and

myself In a smaller town% people still care.;‘gveryone

is important, and you can know everyone,"

San shuddeged. Yes, where the private ;ives of the
inhabithnts are served Haiiy over breakfast; coffee, lunch
and dinner. “

"Heahs hp.“ Olarence called out. "We have a éufprisé
for you.” Beside the door&éy to the shack, Clarenée.and
‘Ing were stapling a poster to the wooden wall. The top'
-of the poster was. already attached, and they were waiting

for thenproper’attention before they ceremoniously rolled

lit downward.
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"Isn't this ﬁice?" said Mrs. LaRose. "They're doing
a.bit of decorating." She moved over toward Clarence and
Ivan, and Eleaﬁer,and Dawson followed suit. Michael stood
up, but rather than joining the crowd at the unyeiling.
moved to the poplar trees and sat down on the‘frame. b

"Are you ready?" hsked Clarence. "San, what are you
doing standing there H? yourself? Come on over."

"I'm fine here; go ahead, " San answered. Clarence
had the others clear a pathway so that San eeuld see from
where ehe was, As they rolled do;n the firsgvfew feet
of the poster, blue sky.‘arms and the back of sdheone's
head were revealed. Positive that it wasn't some innocu-
ous decoration, San watched with trepidatlon. ?A

Either the wind must have been blowing or the person
must have been twirling around, because the-hair was fanned
outward. Bare.straight shoulders.i‘Wlth a start.‘San re-

- cognized herself. When? HoQ,withoﬁt her knowing? The
*sneak shots® Clarence mentioned. Ivan. She stared curi-~
ously at her figure, life sized; a view of ‘her naked back,
as she would be seen if her face were turned into the wall,

- A clear picture; even the muscles in her back and shoulders
were visible: Her waist sloping outward to her buttocks
The thin strip of untanned skin across the rounded edge of

" her butt. She looked again at the arms; reaching into the
blue sky. Tpe hands formed into fists, she appeared to ’

grip the space above her.

1
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The peg leg with its salamanders, caves and fire,
came into view. "Why, it's a nak \ picture of Saﬁ." said
Mrs.“LaRose. "I don't know. I don@t think that's a very
nice...what kind of pictures are you young men taking?
I'm certainly not going to pose....; '

‘ *So,"” struck Eleanor, ;San is posing for nude'pietures
now.; Eléanor looked determinedly self-possessed, but
glanced between San and the poster to consider both weird
objects., -7 |

"Very nice, I'd say," volunteered Dawson. blushingly
trying to keep his grin to alminimum. Eleanor stepped
away from him and included .him in her glare.

*I didn't pose." San said, grimly.

"San, you must be 80, embarrassed. said Mrs. LaRose, .
'protectively leaping between San and the poster. Was she -
trying to shield San's eyes from the shock of seeing her

=
owa body? Maybe she thought someone would put a coat on

e 4
v,Mrs..
. a shapely¥igure; the pegglppked.like the heel of a tall

nude?

San asked herself, was she embarrassed° No.

"‘e was, but she wasn't. The poster showed off

' rassed Angry.. Clarence's intrusion on
hgi privacy had’ gpne too égr. Why q;d he and Ivan think.
they could get ggég wiﬁp exposing her nudity to'anyone

who came up heré’ﬂ&'Beaéts!5 .she shouted, and rifle._fn-
hand, moved to tear the poster off the wall. Mra. LaRose /



‘Vstepped‘out of the way, but Clarepge moved in front of Sapx
blocking her from her object.

"Ydu don't like it?" askedevan. "Too bad,” he sym-
pathized spuriously. "It's the best of the lot. I've made
.up copies of this one too, " he said pointing to the rolls
at his feet, ,

San stopped trying to push her way past Clarence.

"How many copies?” she asked.

"Only a dozen or so at the moment,” answered Ivan,
He stood, guarded, a élick raven; keeping its dis%ance,
but ready to}plungé; J"But as soon as Clarence gets his
story finished and out on the market, T can turn out copies
unlimifed." He gave a laugh. He was about two.feét from
the door; San was six, and Clarence was blocking her path.
*They're as good asvdbne'already." Ivan continued. "Maybe
some society, like 'Help the Handlcapped'. will pick up
on it and use it for a blllbgard "

“You can't do this. I won't let you,"

"You've got nothing to say about this, dear lady.

- . As soon as you pull that trlgger. you're g01ng to be public

property. Tﬁat doesn't just mean that the forces of law
will determine your fate., It means lots of press and
publicity. You re going to be public Property, and Clar-
ence and I__are going to have the franchise:"

It couldn't happen. For a moment she stood still,
her hand 8till clamped afound the rifle, then she turned,

=
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picked up a chair, and went to sit under the poplars.

She couldn't let them get away with this. But she must

keep her own in}entibns clear. This was to bevggg action.
As she sat there, under the shade of the trees, try-*

ing to sort out the events that seemed to be catapulting

away from her control, tears, unattendéd. slipped out

from her closed eyes, made a trail across her cheeks, and

dripped down on " her peach colored tank top.
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San wished herself away. Away anywhere but there
on the roef with tenterhooks'cutting into her from all
directions. She looked up from the chair where she was
eitting. Clarence, ;van. Mrs. LaRose, and Eleanor had
left. Dawson was lodking over the parapet, tappiﬁg his
.hand on the ledge as if driving mental points home to his
memory. - Michael had moved to the shade of ﬁ%ﬁ.low wall
and was playing his flute. Except for Michael, they were
all tenterhooks; stretchlng her into some frame of their '
own dimensions. It all felt so immediate. So present.
Now. .Now, Butﬂit was like that whenever people were
around her, crowding her. Quite the oppos1te to the sen-
sations given b& the poplars; going through- their own
process.’mindless of other struggles. Or ‘the stillness
of Cumae. Quiet. peaceful, city of the Greeks. The
 anonymity of..centuries. '

bf course, Cumae couldn't always have been a quiet
spot. But if 1t was the perfect resting place for ma-(
rauders, if the Rgﬁﬁh”gg;EEfures/ﬁad extended over and
alongside the redhlns from other 01v111zatlons. it made
little difference to the cool, moist air, or to .the marble
patio, with its remnants of statues, An unsheathed feel-
ing of spa01ousness had pervaded her whenever she sat on

one of the eroded walls and looked across the plain --

. .
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curviqg,dowﬁ and out f;om the hill that elevated the
ancient city. Within a few steps, she could stand on the
patio and see the cliff descending abruptly to the sandy
shore; giving one's thoughts the tendency to drift. It
had seemed the ultimate spot for gazing out to sea and
pondering idle philosophicals that never attempted reso-
lution; .Bu% in times long past, if the questions did
become too pressing, one had only to wander through the
long series of undefground portals to ask the ambiguous,
all—knowiné Sybil. who would give them an answer.

Even the toeurists there sgemed ethereal. Speaking
their foreign languages, their attention directed to lives
past, they seemed to be walking by\ffom anothef Qge.

Dawson was standing beside her making noises. "Per-
haps,? Dawson said, as he sat down on the poplar frame,
"a return to your home town would be a good idea. .The
stability, the security. the proximity of friends and
relatives might benerit...." o

Michael had stopped piaying his flute to listen, and
now interceded for her. *I don't think," he séid, "that
you know San well enough to méke any suggéstions about
what she shoufd be dding.' Security for her is like a mass
.of rbpes tying her down."

"I think," objected Dawson.v"that I do know'San. I'Qe
watched her for years around the varsity. Had hef in a

course of mine, read her papers; she's a very visible girl;

she was so even before.... Besides, 1t's_my business to
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know people. One can see people in various situations
and then make genéralizations. It'se%gs to be a very good
idea for her to‘go back to her’home.t;ﬁn. Revitalize her
family roots. Reaffirm her solid beginnings and take up
her future with her children."
| It had taken her. so many years to break through,
to6 exhaust and put aside the axioms that those people in
her home town assumed to be truths. Why go'back? To see
how happily her children hgd incorporated values execrated
by her long deliberate rejections? "No. No, Dawson. I
couldn't do that.” She felt the corners of her mouth‘pull~
ing down heavily, as if small weights had been éttached.

"If you can't go back and start from there, San,"
Dawson érqagd, "then you had better start getting yourself
into the swing of things with some regular employment."

It was a crime not to work, People who didn't have
an official job were not adjusted. San's thoughts scréam-
ed at her, Withoﬁt a job.vone was superfluous, not proper- ’
ly hiding in the rut provided. "I can't, Dawson," she
said.

"Ah, San. Nothing to it.” He was in his element now.
“Make ybﬁr way to the employment agencies, manpower; collect
some unemployment insuranceﬂor even.welfare ypile you're
looking for what you want, and, oncé you've fdunq a -job,
you'll be away. -Busy and feeling someﬁsense;o& self- -

. fulfilment.” R

“Bureaucratic slots don't care about self-fulfilment,"
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Dawson stood up, expressing his impatiigceq *San,
you've at least....” “?
- "iAQavé." Séh répiiéd. 1 was at the 'éhploymént .
office' legqg than...two weeks ago.” . .

"You were?r Surpriged, Dawson sat down again.

"Eight-fifteen in the morning.jI was there for an
iﬂterview. The first fequiremeni iﬁsisted upon, if one '’
is seriously considering joining tﬁé work force, is the
ability to show one's .gelf out-and-about at any ridiculous
hour requgsﬁed:' |

"So? Céntinuez ‘What happened?” Dawson asked. v

"I waited.” |

"And?" - o e

"Even%uaiiy. six or eight of us were gathered info a
small room: five rows of,two chairs on each side of the
aisle, a projector at the back of the room, a screen at i '
the fr t."’ San sat in her chair and grimaced at the recol-
1ectib2§ Dawson waited for her to continue. "We were met,"
she sald, "by a timid ybung girl who had prepared notes to, 
tell us exactly the right‘information.“ _ |

"Shg& was informing ydu of available jobs? I presume,”
sa:id Dawsoﬁ. :

FNq. She was informing us of Pur rights and obliga- -
ﬁﬁonst That wa7({i be the.topéc of the film which would
be run before us.” With a burst of frustration, San chang-

ed her tone. *I had even concéaled my Symes ahd attached
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‘the manuéﬁctured foot. But the little miss in her white @ ' .

drese.looked depreciatingly at my running shoes anyway.

In the film we were shown a man happily et work, falling
trees. ‘'You have the right to work,* the film told us.
'You have an obligation to look for work. and must be able
to prove to us that you have actively sought emplyment

at least once a day all of the time you are out of work.
You're not here to get something for nothing. Yow*-"gnd ) '-*'35
your government are working together to help you find*ﬂork ' ‘ﬁ
They were worrjed that the possible recipients might pend
the money\enaoying themselves rather than surviﬁsng\while
_looking for work. I didn't even expect to get any moneyr

my contrlbutions to the plan being so minima¥, but it was

all necessary in the getting back to workf process. Rec-’v -15;'

ords must show one has ;;haueted all pdﬁﬂiple sources of ' QL

income. " ‘ 7 o }\ o T
‘"Andafter the ;ilm?" Dawson asked. _~ X N «*
*Just a minute,” San objected, "the humiliatibnsKwere ° “

barely started. The film continued:s *Back in the thirties //'
..;.' --1I should have known they wouid‘try to imprees'ue '
with how fortunate we were not to be in the thirites - _
‘'millions were unemployed.' Even Joe, the in the film

was out of work, Bad, bad to be out of-wor‘z'?n Good, good . \\;'
to demand one's righ% to work. While fhe film.proceeded @
with i}s reiterations, I looked at %he people sitting two o
by two in the straight aluminum chairs. A good looking



group. - Everyone appearing capable, intelligent, well-
dressed and more mature than the overseer who was tell-
in. us our ‘'rights'. Ten Ainutes later, the enforced
viewing was over. The film ended with Joe getting off
" unem loyment insurance and happily working once again;"
"Not very entertaining," admitted Dawson. "Still,
if-it was only for ten minutes...." |
"They weren't quite finished with us yet,” said San.
“The girl still had to make sure we all understood. 'Di&

you understand your rights and obligations?' she asked.

No ohe spoke. 'Do yot\all understand English?' Everyone

nodded their heads{ ‘Okay, then, I'll take you thféugh
this demonstration booklet\to show you how to fill out
your card properly. Rémemger you must be looking for work.
These monies are not for holidays.'"

"Good of the employment office to take so much con-
cérn." said Dawson. Facetiously? _ .

"Sure, sure," égreed San. "While the demo was going
on, I realized that it must throw the proper sense of fear
into some people; like the lady I overheard while waiting
the half hour for the inferview. 'I look for work every-
day,' said the voige, high pitched and shaky, but full gf'
conviction. 'It's been getting close. So close that fbr
two weeks,” I walked around with my ap;on and dusting cloth
in'my podket; sure that today was going to be the day.'

The fervor of incantation resounded. The holy job was

¢
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about to“fall'upon her. The poor interviewer had finally
had enough, and tried to bring the testimony to a close

by wishing her gdod ldck.' 'Gooq luck!' she séoffed. '‘It's
not good luck, no, no, not at all., I pray every night -
that I'11l get a job the next day. Soon, I know, the Lord
God Almighty will see fit....' Maybe it was just a routine
that the woman had worked out, butfit should have beén
worth keeping her in bread and butter. All the while, ?he
explanation from the young girl was continuing, Telling

us how we must report all monies we receive, how some mon-
ies were exempt,.but it wasn't for us to decide -- we were
to phone in and ask. Reporting monies unnecessérily would
délay our cheques. Not repoffing other moﬁies was a punish-
able offense."

"Did the &outh of the female employee distress you
for some reason, San?" Dawson was seeking the "real" rea-
son for her annoyance.

"Only," San responded. "in that she took her job so
earnestly; they never could have found an older person who
would say all thit nonsense. She was watching me strange-
ly dpring the last part of the interview, and I realized
that my face must have expreésed my despair with the whole
situation; the little room, the indoctrination, the con-
cealed threat, the idea that the government was giving a
gift.” Sitting there in my grey sweater, old ;rown,cordu-

roy pants, with my hair pulled severely back, I must have

~
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made a sombre picture. 'Do you understand?' she asked
~again af the end of the interview. The pestle of crass
informatipn had left me too numb to be able to reassure
her that she hadvdone a 'good' job; as soon as\the inter-
view was ;Ver I eséapéd. But on arriving here, I cr;wled”
imto bed and stayed there for the day®s duration." Clos-
ing in her own space, by lying face to the wall,

For once, Dawson seemed to be without a ready "word
of advice". Michael wésrégain playing his flute. San
turned her head to look again at the poéter. and listened.

to the leaves as thpy acéompaniéd Michael's melody.
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The rifle, restfgg on the green khaki shirt contain-
.ing the bullets, was lying on the poplar frame. Forgotten,
Iﬁt seemed, by gveryone ‘except San. . |
"This is the way to enjoy," said Clarence, leaning
back and taking a sniff of his wine: He and Eleanor had
‘*prepared e luncheon which was now spread out on a card,
&able on the roof. "Good food," he cpﬁtinued.."fine~wine.
| end an excellent vieQ." Eleanor must have had somEthing
to say about what was being eaten because instead of the
qltracommer01al and ultraprocessed i tems that Clarence
survived on, the lunch contalned llvlng food. San's
e‘timatien of Eleanor changed dlrectlon; she couldn't be
quite as synthetically eriented és,she tried to appear.
\ Dawson had been conQihuing to prese his point, not
ve subtiy, concerning the advantages of.picking‘up on

one' family roots. ”So, Eleénor," he said, "you must

\for a couple of years now. Is that rlght?":
"Qh, yes,” Eleanor replied. *She‘took a.sip of wine
ficed round to see who was watching -- avoiding,

"But,™ Eleanor continued, "we saw -
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lucky to have such an ob;iging brother; of cdq;se, he and
his wife only have the one.chiid of their own and they
seem to think it's socially beneficial for'theif son to
grow up with other children. So with the childreﬁ tucked
away at her brother's place, he and his wife taking all -
the wofk and reséonsibility. San was doing what she call;r
ed *'social develdpmeﬁtf; spending her time atfﬁéﬂﬁaiver-
sity, summers in Moﬁtfeal, New York, and tﬁen all that
time in Itaiy." Eleanor was seeming a trifle flushed

and breathless}‘talking. taking sips of wine, and inter-
mittently 1Qékihg down at her lap. Clarence was’siftiﬁg
next to Eleénor. and'leaning‘forward in his chair. Per-
haps with a hand §n her knee? Something was certainly
distracting her. "It muét be nice," Eleanor continued,
"to be éble to do all that trave}ing; Ii's hot‘something
one has time for whéﬁ one has a regular job, you know,
And how did you manage to make all those tours,VSan?"

She made the queétion into a disapproving statement.

"~ "For my.trip‘%o'England,.I?ve been savirig and planning

for several years now; ever since Father passed on and

Mother took ill.” - She turned to facev01arehce directly.

»

"But now is the time." ' B -
'Clargnce started to say something, but Eleanor pres-
sed on. "And I must say I've waited for the proper time.

I think for San to leave her children like that...must

! .
’
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have %qgn the beginning of her problems. I'm sure no
proper woman would abandon her'children:so heartlessly.*
"It starts;"‘San said in a conspirihg tone to Eleanor,
"when a woman abandons her parents. ZThe seed of corruption
begins to germinate all manner of morol degeneration."
Eleanor pushed her chair back from the table. "It's

"a perfeotly good home, where Mother is now. No one can
S ‘ .

say I've abandoned her." |
"Perhaps,” San said as she picked ﬁp“a bread roll
from the table. "But you see how impossible it was for
me to ééhieve moral rectitude by abandoning myself to
‘altruistac service for another ten or fifteeﬁ years for - .
my childfeﬁ'--.it was already too late. " San began to
tear the roll in half, ”Already I had morally and phySic-
ally abandoned my parents by leav1ng Akmor. Such corrup- .
tion,"” San mocked,'"cannot be reversed; one bfeak giVes
birth to another.” She finished breaking the roll. as
she glared mischievously at Eleanor.
Michael was standing at the table, stacking a roll.
with lettuce, tomato slices and samples of cheese.‘ "Do ‘ s
you have any kids?" he a@ked Eleanor.
Looking relieved at the interruption, Eleanor ‘blurted:
- "I've never married. She straightened the folds of her
skirt. ”However," she sald as she looked at the men in
the crowd, jit's‘something I believe will happen as soon

as I meet the suitable father. It's all a question of
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proper timing,*” she blushed, resting her gaze on Clarence.
*You should'visit*Montreal; yourselfJ‘Eleanor;"
Clarence diverted., “There's alEuropean flalr to it that
you'd love. For a classy looking lady like_yon, love
affairs“could'oe had in a moment, and, if you wished,
_ forgotten even sooner. A city ofiromance.'cobbled streets
_ and outdoor restaurants.” ClarenCe moved to replenish
the wine glasses{ ~
rSan toock a few sheaths of lettuce,and nsed them as
a dish for some tomato slices. “Thanks, Clarence," she
.said as he filled her wige glass.
| Eleanor-appeared to be trying to hold an insulted
- look. "I take these matters more deeply and serlously
than some other people here might, " she asserted "I
intend to,form a more permanent relatlonshlp w1th the
man I love." ) ‘ | ‘ |
v Chew1ng her lettuce. San llstened.‘ She wae‘enjoying
the texture of its crlsp velns. full of moisture. Pattern—'
ed like a many flngered hand, webbed 1n. w1th the edges
of the webb forming a red frill along the out81de rim.
A soft version of a sea shell. ,
»You never know." volunteered Clarence to Eleanort;..
Always ready to help. "You have_avbig, lonely house in'
Akmor? A regular job? Someone might be persuaded to

follow you anywhere.*®
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| Eleanor unfolded a small umBrella to shade herself
from the sun. San was coﬁsidering tﬁg!!i?tuce in its
entirety. Sheath after sheath, growing to éencapsulate
" from whence it sprang. "Why," San asked Clarence, "apply
'romantic' to one city?" Even the lettuce could be con-
sidered romantic. Its leaves turning into dark red frills
‘like the edge of theé lips of a woman's vagina. Or the
" romantic frllls of cirrocumulous clouds. red-edged with
the last rays of the sun.. h
Clarenca didn't answer, but Eleanor intercepted with
a question of her own. "AQP was that your reason for go-
-ing to Mantreai, San? To have a tasté’bf romance? A
fling?r - |
San finished-chewing-the last of her lettuce.,. "No.",
"How did you finance that, anyway, San? I know that
you were barely able to support yourself never mind
traveling about the country.”
»vDawson.clearéd his throat. 45YOUareally shouldn't
- ask questions like that,” he said, “"Perhaps San doesn't
- want to reveal....” |
| "I went there to studyﬁFrench,“ San interjected,
L\ government bursary paid fsr robh. board and'tuitién.
1 applled and I got it | The only obstacle was the trans-
portation, so I hitchhlked. v .
"Hitchhiked, " said Eleanor..as she Sniffed and lifﬁéd

\ :
up her carefully sculptured eyebrows.




i | went there,” San continued, ignoring Eleanor, "to
get out of my English box. Get rid of all fhe burdensome,
restricting morals-and fears that had collected: from six- .
teen years of growing up in an area where Akmor was the
cu%;ﬁral center. And maybe to try to negate the negative
feeling I had about myself after eight years of an exhaus-
tive marriage.” San stood up, finished her wine and push-
ed her‘chair close up to th: table. |

"What do you mean by-'English box'?" inquired Dawson.

San remained standing, her hands restlng on the top
bar of the back of the chair. “Language is a way of pat-
terning one's anticipations and responses to the world.
Words and grammar act as partitions, dellneatlng and pro-
Jectlng the manner that the world is experlenced Say,
Michael, "™ San called over to hlm, "can't you Just see _

life-in-a-box? A magician's box?" She stepped away from

‘the chair and crouched down using one hand for balance.

"With knives stabbing through the living space, for01ng-'
us into ever dlstortlng shapes. But reachlng out w1th a-
hand or a finger. I untle the strlngs. Ah-ha." San stood

up, one hand still ralsed in the air demonstratlng the

vuntylng. Withva couple of turns, she was{back at the

table, where she picked up her glass of wine and a p1ece

of Camembert

"And then, " laughed Dawson,,“w1th one glant leap,

you found yourself on the roof. "
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"Eons passed in between. Dawson.’ gmid San. Eleanor o
was’ looklng up at her umbrella whlch.sheiwas tw1rling
above her head. San continued talking. ."The germlnal
thought‘was tnat a monolingual person &ight be insuscep-
tible to some sensations, some forms of expression, some
new modes of living in the world -- things which avoid
conceptuallzatlon because of the absence of a form to
materlallze them, to bring them 1nto being by vocal ex-
pre531on.f . .

"You see somewhat skeptical about that idea, now, *
Dawson said as he stood up. "Have you changed your mind?®

"Just quallfled my enthu51asm. The process of human‘
g existence is the same for all people. Different languages
interpret that process in slightly different ways; but
all languages have some adequate way to. express the flow
and rhythm of ex1stence v : . ~

. Eleanor was looking at the poster. She ﬁUrned to.

address Saris "And we're to believe you when you say you\\r
went to learn about the language and not about the men?"

"One " smiled San, "hardly precludes th® other," |

"This is too much." said Eleanor, walking around the
table to stand beside ?@wson and confront San. "All of
this is a pretence to excuse yourlrrespon31b111ty; you K
$hould have stayed contentedly .at home raising your chlld?

ren. You were escaping your dutles.
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"I was escaping.f agreed San. "Escaping from a daily
hand-to-mouth survival situation to the hope. of. finding
a means to 1nti}lectual freedom. Although I hadn* t con-
sciously thematized it, I was attempting to find out if
one can have a flexibility of méntai'concepts without
first spendlng one's llfe trying to accumulate the materi-
al advantages that are generallyi\rerequiSite.
Eleanor made a sound like a "huﬁph” and turned her
attentlon to Clarence who was maklng a show of opening
a new bottle of wine. ‘ y
Reaching into the bowl of fruit, Sanvfodk a couple

of ‘apricots . Soft and fuzzy skihned. Skin, flesh and

seed ~-- w1th a particular density," org&nization, time
‘u.

and size scale -- had ylelded its own unlque weave and

result : . o N

Dawson had moved to hold the wine bottle while

'Clarence pulled on the cork. o ‘ , M
. . . ‘—\»"

The sun on the black roof was becoming tremendously
hot; quy the breeze made it bearable at all. San starté
ed towards the shack to ‘wet her face and hair in an at:
tempt to cool off; She iooked at the casua% party around
hFr._ Perhaps they were trying to lull her intb d00111ty.

She turned back, picked up the rifle and then con-
tinued on her way to the shack on ' the roof. A roof-shack
/.with its” own patio, with plumbing almost comparable to g
penthouse. - 0dd, the ambivalent feelings that were initi-
ated by-the poster. As she walked by, she was tempted to



.ing to devour everything in sight., Maybe I was iucky,

‘ : ’ « T
(/_’& —_— | YAQLW

/ | | ' a2
)

seize the top of it and tear it in half She grasp the

door frame instead, and continued into the penthouse.

Inside. the air was cooler. o

Thinking back to her explanation fo Eleanor; San |
tried to focus on what was amiss: Her experiment, the
attempt to skip over the years of material acqukﬁxion.
hadn't really worked; so man& ideas and ideals with no
territory to.settle, What had thwarted her search for
"mental fléxibility”“ Had it been a faulty intention°>
A mistaken idea, inpossible from the beginning? Or
had she just forgotten»to account for the 1mpervioueness\
of those shell-like protectivekideas ofbother people? |

San went out on the patio. Moving a chair against
the parapet, she sat down, rifle in hand. )

She had just begun to listen to the breeZe?%n the
poplars, when Clarence and Elanor crpwded the spaceqin
front of her. o | B _ ‘ \T\\\\

"Hitchhiking," said Eleanor, as if expelling a " :

hoarded tidbit. "That proves _you don*t care about youf

.children. You could have been rape¢ or murdered.”

The irfelevance of Eleanor'sf%ars almost made San

laugh. "Eleanor'. all people are not greedy ani'ma‘ls try-

N

but I found that men - are not willing to sacrifice their
self—image by forcing themselves on an unknown female.

Quite different with 'known' females, of course:/once a

man- has marked you as his personal territory.”
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_“fBut'making‘yourselfwso afailgble.”vE%ggnor_shuﬂdeped%r
*It only fakes‘one weirdo, you know.,”
*And you cog%d meet him on your way to buy an orange.
But what you said." San adjoined wearily, ”15 the threat
that keeps wonen fearful, AQmittedly. ‘the offers were
annoying. And tiresome. Stéé;ing the conversation away
from lewd innuendos, refusing more bluntly those who per;
’sisted Many people seem unable or unwilling to distin-
. guish between soliciting - a ride in a vehicle and solici t-
ing sex. But the evil world where every male is waiting
for the opportunity to attack some vulnerable female is
.8 myth, designe& to keep women enclosed and at tﬁe mercy
Pf'their current possessor.' Womeﬁ take risks when they
‘”gd out to battle every morning, justvlike everyone else."
"Why did you refuse the offers, San?" Clarence Erin-
ned., 4Weren't you trying to liberateuyourself?"

“Don't be an idibt, Clarence, " San‘rétortedI "Liber-
atlon is never accompllshed by allow1ng others to take ,
llberties.ﬁ‘

'*What?" said Clarence;"drawling it out, disbelievingly.
“Whether the subaect under con31derat10n is sex or
politics. giving someone else the power to do as thé& e
pleage with one's body, ideas or vote is not the way Eo

liberty; it's the way to servitude.” ‘ _ , \

~ “Pete's alley! San.‘ I wasn't asking for a universal
explanation. I thought maybé you just didn't like the
guys who picked you up.” J
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"Nothing, Ciarence.' said'Saqj_gr;mlyf "is ever quiter o
that ﬁeraonal." The rifle was lying across the arms of
her chalr, San put one hand on the stock, the other on
the barrel and leaned back. How could she have said that?
She who found so much of what she thought and believed
to be too personal to be understbod by others? Yet what
happened. to her, happened to everyone else. At least some
form of it did.

But her matter-of-fact statements were serving increas-

~

irgly to hide the disorientation and contradiction she felt.
Had "they" taken away'her liverty by allowing no room for
her ideas? By manipulatihg her inferp:etations? By demand-
ing her time in returnffor.her survival. Shooting would |
necessarily be "taking liberties" with those clams down
below, But wouldn't it also be a way of breaking throdgh.
that obtuse block that<;as oppressing her? Was it always
phe\way that one person's liberty was another's servitude? ‘
Couldn't there be an undisruptive balance? - . ) ol

"My arm's- gettlng tlred. said Clarence. He was hold;_'
ing a drink fo£ her. ' ¥ v

Good old Clarence. If he were oQ}y not quite the

s

.game as he was, she could actually 1ike h@y. *You ‘were

rlgﬁ;. you know," she said, taking the drink. ' ‘
"Sqre, I'm right., About what, though?" : 1
San groaned but continued: ”About the intention to |

_ liberate. The trip to Montreal was the first time I had
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been at liberty; outside the expectations of parents,
husband or children. For the first time in my life, I
éhought I would be free from pre-established orientations.
£ cauld compose myself as I wished, without censorship.
Rather naive, wasn't it, Dawson?"

Dawson was sitting on the poplar frame, looking up
through the leaves at the mid-afternoon sun. JNot really,
San," he said. He took out a hankerchief to wipe the
sweat off his forehead. *"Your metho;nwas to move out of
a traditional role and see what sort of new setting.you
could_create.for yourself. Courageous, I'd say.”

"I'd say she didn't do it,” said Michael. Heads
turned to where he was sitting on a mat by the parapet.
Shirt off.'his lean brown torso reminded éan_of their
early morning tousle. While tying a large, wet, red and-
white handerkerchief round his foréhead. Michael expdain-
ed his objection, "Frog what San's been'saying about

.
;gpeping her.prOper morals while she was hitching, it does-

,M'at sound as if she was making any big changes in her life.
i“It soﬁnds-like.just the right behavior for the public of
AFmor."

'"So it was; Michael," replied éan. "But it's not
easy to disintegrate 3ne's past values and old heavy
morals, even if, or maybe especially when, one is break-
ing away delibéfately; New'situations help, but.y...”

San's voice trailed off into'silence.
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Eleanof had been walking about ik\the shade of her
umbrella, making the most of the breeze. She stopped to
puf in hef opinion. ”What'is it about people who want to
be thingg they're not?"

"Back to the o0ld 'seed' philosophy,* denounced San.
“"You are what you aré ad infinitum. What's the purpose
of being human -- having a conscious mind, being self-
reflectiye --- if we have decided in our minds to stay
exactly the way we aré?”' San lifted the rifle with both
hands and held it gbove her head. "It's-'a rejection of
the human distincti¥h; opting to follow habits and pro-
pensities." 'aripping the barrel of the rifle, she let
the Etock drop onto the roof!

"What are we talking about?" Clarence asked, as he
arrived with a chair and sat down.

"San's criticizing life as it is lived in Akmor."
said Eleanor. "Apparently, we'vé all béen,habituated to
like it." !

"Oh," said Clarence, placing his feet up on the pop-
lar frame.

<Ele‘anor stood in the loosely formed triangular space
between Dawson, San and Clarence; she Was lookihg at the
" unoccupled area ofuthe popiar frame bétWeen Clarence's
feet and Dawson;

"Here, let's fix it so yod can sit down," suggestzd

Dawson. Picking up San's khaki shirt, he said, QMaybe
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we could...?" .He looked at San, who shook her head in
refusal and held out her hand for the shiirt. Dawson
gianced about. "How about if we use this other mat?"
bawson and Eleénor spread the mat out ovgr'the poplar
ngme to protect Eleanor's-clothes from the grass and dirt,

and then they sat down. .

"What we were talking about, Clarence, " San resumed,
*was the difficultues of shrugging off a quarter of a cen-
tury of past values."”

. S .
Michael interrupted, "But were you able to do that,

~ San? Put aside old patterns of thought enough to create

a new attitude? Given your anger this morning, I find
it hard to believe you can shrug off anything. Maybe
you just keep taking Akmor with you wherever you go."

*Ridiculous,” Eleanor said, leaning clqsef to

-Clarence. . "We were really'talking about whether hitch-

‘hiking, and doing heavens knows what, did anythlng other

than corrupt San's morals(" A

"Stop itl" San yelled. "Everyone is mixing up then
and now. Then, I still had the orlentlng oplnlon that
if I could change myself, I would,be able to live a better
Kind of life. I was still stuck in the attitude that men
were hunters and I was the prey they hunted. Then, I
was liying g§ if. As if the social molds that close in,
ménipulate:and'dgtermine one's actions didn't éxist. ﬂgﬁ'

cees” éﬁn halted. *“Now it's different.”

“"
-
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"Pete's al ey, you're doing it again,* groaned
Clarence. He reached out for a beer; his unbuttoned
shirt revealed is protruding round belly and the four
blond curly haiqs on his chest.
"What do yoh mean by 'Pete's alley?'," asked Eleanor.
"It's the alley behind Pete's poolhall " Clarence
explained "Whenever one of us reporters is stuck for
a 'human 1nterest' story, he can always pick up an example

from the debris, human or otherw1se, that's gathered

me———

there. Pete's alley has one of everything."

‘"Terrlble." said Eleanor, wrlnkling her nose as if
she could smell the dereliction. "I'm sorry I asked.”
She turned her attention to San.™ "And you were complaln-
ing about belng too much wanted, Calllng a2 sought- after
woman the prey? Are you trying to tell us you don® t enjoy
being chased?"

San brought the rifle across the arms of the lawn
chair, *It's a way to pass'one's life,” she said to
ineanor. "Getting ready. preparing the bait, coyly~elud-
ing capture, then choosing‘the'times and places one hopes
to oe-caught.” San leaned forward, resting her forearms =
on the rifle. tBeing chased wae a'cycle.that I never
purposely got on; but it was difficult avoeiding, none
the less. Men were the hunters; women, . strangely enough,
were competitors to become prey; and friends were non-

existent.
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"But that‘s the way the world is, San, " Eleanor ,
.smiled. She looked to Dawson and Clarence. "I mean,
I wouldn 't want it any other way;. I ‘like men." She
looked back at San, her eyes casting patronlzlng sympathy.
San% hand skinmed over the rifle. There was really
no purpoee in elaborafing on a sdeial ill to someone who |
not only embodied the sickness, bot felt sorry for others}
who didn't. "That cycle is a stupld game,” San - fired |
verbally; "It penetrates and d1s301nts all male-female
fsituations as it centrifugally spews off intofall areas
of lifes: home, work, conversation, leisure, sex. "

te

Eleanor leaped to her feet. "You! You, San, Sit-

ting there with a rifle. You pasted on the wall over.
there. You don't have any rlght “to think m&x{}fe 1s{
vulgar." She charged toward the door, attemptlng‘ﬁ;‘i
pick up her umbrella and puxse along the way.

Clarenoe,*with a quantity of mollifying phrases, was
right behind her.

s With all the care and attention San imagined~fhat
Eleanor must put into her existence'--,an hour a day in:
front of the mirrof” leisure hours in the shopping oenters?
--no wonder she made such a personal 1nference. What .
would Eleanor do without that net of meanlng she lived
by? If she could be convinced of the brainless possibll-
ities, the deterlorating effects of such a cycle, what
would she replace it with? Even'if'she oould? For that ~

AN

N

J
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matter, what had San herself found to replace all the
*falge hocds' she had_eradicatedAfrom;ﬁer existehce?m_

_. ﬁaweop brought the word_“vulgar".\still'hanging in
the air; down to the stream of conversation with a moder-
ating question. JSo, do you fhink,“ he began,."that'mov-
iag to a new social‘and lingu;sfic environment'was enough
to change your patterns of thoﬁght? Do you think it
would work as a method?"

"I didn't have any method " San snapped But thenl
:con51der1ng the question as it was offered. a break in the
’angry tempo. she relaxed back in her chalrr "But some-
times I pretended, or experimented on myself, as I acted
on my ‘'cloud theory'." | o )

"Cloud theory?" said Clarence. He and'Eleanor had
returned | Eleanor. was standing faclng Dawédn. and»Clarence
leaned over close to San. "Be a little nicer to her, will .
’ ycu. San”" Clarence whispered" "Eleanor S a valuable
source of informatlon for my story. I want her to stick
baround." R o o *

' San glared at hih.' That's how he thought ahout al%;‘
of this: his story.- She wished they would all leave.:
' "Now, what's this about a cloud theory”"'sald Clarence;
speaklng aloud, as “he looked up at the clear blue sky._
*Never heard of it.” v |
*"No, you wouldn't have,” said San. "It's mine and

I've never mentioned it.*



"What is it?" asked Dawson. _

Eleanor had once more taken a seat beside Dawson,

*A1] right,” San dlvulged. ““You know how theory
‘generally works: you decide to look for something and
then you gather observations to see ifcthey prove or dis-
prove the original idea.” | ’

"We'll allow that for now, " sald Dawson;

"And you know how 1t reall& can't work that way,
because once you've decided somethlng. all observatlons‘
are chromatlcally related to the first decision.” Clarence -
raised his eyebrows. "That is to say " San continued,
‘"that the idea one is looksng to verlfy becomes the refer-
ence point whlch automatlcally colors and creates the
.~ tone of what one encounters M '

"Perhaps," said DaWSOn.

"With a cloud theory," San explalned "you gather and
collect~—- wlthout personal preoplnlon 1nterfer1ng - for
as long as you can endure' then, hopefully, the cloud
a starts to rain.”

‘a "It rains,” Dawson stated flatly, as if he thought
San. had really slipped off. In the background San could
hear Michael softly worklng out an 1mprov1satlon on his
flute. '

"Sure, " San persisted “Just like moisture and dust
colleét unstructured 1nto clouds whlch eventually yield
visible, understandable rain, so mearing gathers and even—

tually needs articulation. With my,cloud theory, one
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experiences everything as fully as poSSibie. Later, one
comes to understand the meanings as they are worked out

- in one's own changed attitudes and thought *

| Dawson protested "Your theory seems to bypass all

the orderlng and directing faculties of the mind. *

"It also bypasses," 1nterpolated San, "one s pre?
Judices. and I had long since grown to distrust those
'things that aécomplished acceptance because of their
»famlliarity " _ |

San rose from her chair and went to look over the
parapet. Difficult to think qpout what she should do,
when she should shoot, and why? Difficult while all .
~these people were sitting up here. Immovable; Immutable,
- Why didn't they leave her alone? l‘_i" -

She returned to the group by the poplar trees
«Determined to wait them out -

- Dawson was w1p1ng hlS forehead. "It was pretty ;
risky," he“said" ”Hav1ng a theory like that whlle you
* were out on the road,hitching to Montreal Years ago
though it was, something might hayve happened to cause
you to build a grudge against humanity. Something,you're
trying to act out now with this rifle business.” |

"Liberty is freedom and risk in correlation,* said}
.San wryly. as she sat down.“ ”Some of my most fantasy—
- like days occurred on that trlp.

"Good or bad fahtasy”" asked Dawson. P
N
«

"
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"Both, " San enswered. "Mostly good. "
"Like?"' DewsonApressed. T
;iike fhe ride in the Model A.* -
"Down the road?* asked Clarcence.
”Where else?" San replied Evefyone sat waitiﬁg
like farklebarrles on the heath. "The air was hot and

dry," San continued, "as it is'here on the roof."

Eleenor adjusted her skirt which must have been
sticking to her skin. Dawson took his handkerchief oﬂ'
- another tour across.his'forehead. \

San laid the rifle on the roof, set back in her chair,
and coninued to reminisce. "The non-feminine shirt I wore
for hitching was addlng to my discomfort, .so I had changed
into a polka dot halter ~top and was waltlng for my next
'rlde. An old car came into view. As it camé over a hill,
v'v151ble heat waves apﬁkared to have suspended its motlon.
It was tu@'men in a. Moael A traveling cross contlnent at
' speeds approaching thlrty-flve mlles and hour. All along
the rlde, people waved, honked thelr horns, and cheered
-as if we were a parade.‘ . .

"Well?"” Clarence Jostled "Don't stop there,. What.
happened”” |

"It was a nice'ride," San said teasingly "We stop-
ped at a road81de _store and plcked up some frult meat and -
vegetables. Then we were back on the road: Erick playlng

the mouth organ; Humphrey lining the door on the driver's

side; and myself, in the mldQJew»drivlng the car., It had



YAQLW

133

‘a lever to set the fuel consumption, so no one had to
keep a foot on the gas pedal. Eleanor, do”you.know what
a small pleasure is?" /

"I supposé there are ; nuhber...;"

"A small pleasure," San cu¥§¢n, "is llke the pleasure
that is felt when you move your leg and a tln; breeze i
coming from an open windshield reaches the side of your
jeans that has'grown wet with sweat fromhtouching the
person next to you." | .

. Eleanor gfimaced. She cast a pleadinéylook at !
Clareﬁce. who smiled reassuringly and slumped lower in
his‘chair{

"It was a fahtasy-like day,"” Dawson reminded.

"The dinner especially," San affirmed. “"The meat
was some roast beef that we had Wfapped‘in tin foil and
‘figd to the'mdtoé. Thirty.miles an hour’for two-and-a--
half t6 three hours meant that we had to start looking
for a place to eat sometime after seventy miles. 'Before.
the miles were up, however, we came to a lake. The roast
"‘got'a rest while we stopped for a 'swim. There were a few
families around, but sounds were W1dely dlspersed and the
effect was a surreallstic 51lenpe. After the swim, we
traveled until the roast was ready.” .

"Sure is hot here on the roof,” commented Dawson.

"We stopped at a picturesque dining area; high, blue

ceiiing. ventilation exceilent. lots 6f roomiv Erick, the

T 4
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éhef, cut the roast. *We know, ' he said, ‘that Humphrey
likes his meét rare; how do you like yours, San?' Incredu-
lous that there was to be a choice, I askéd~fof medium
rare. ‘'Beautiful,' Erick said, 'blue fof.you, Humphrey,
medium rare for-you. San, ané I'1l take the portion that
was nekt to thé engine; I prefer my meat to be well-done.®
He was much complimented on his ability to satisfy indi#id-
ual tastes., With the salad, wine and hunks of bread,the
banquet was complete;" . .
San lookéd around her. Michael was iying on his
~sleeping bag, comfortable and relaxed, Not éo for the
three others who appeared hot and lethargic; seemingly
lacking the energy tb move. - She éontin&ed her reminis-
cence. It was a pleasing memory to relive,

"That night, we arrived in Montreal. Sunday. If .
it had Been like_any place I had been before then, it
would have been asleep. But there we were in the old
‘section, in the”ﬁiddle.of_a party. Girls‘flashing their
eyes with energy and excitment. Hoards of ﬁeople milling
about; We “joined in for a while -- listening to the
street musiciéns. looking at the art work displayed --
and then drove to a cabin in the éountry to spend the
night.‘ By noon the next day, the affair was over."

“Didn't you feel used?” asked_Eleénor.

"I was disappointed. That Humphre$ didnft come back

to see me,” San added. "But as far as I was'concerned.

& |
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I was launched. I slipped into the new 01ty s‘gowntown
llfe as if it were my private territory. " Greeting the
postman on my way to class in the mornings; exchanging -
pleasantries with the owners of the small shops on my '
return. Noon hours, up on the roof swimming in the pool
A pool much like this one, if it ‘had been kept in repair.”"
"If you liked it 80 much, why did you leave?" asked
Eleanor, as she lifted her hair ef£ the nape of her.neck
"Plans, " San'anSWered "Plans to put my ‘new liberty -
and old s1tuat10n together; maybe impossible plans.* She

stood up. '"Why don't you people go away? Go away., Go

R4

<

away, " she sald, dlrectlng her gaze at each person as she
repeated her plea. .
"It's 4:30 " stated Clarence. _v f
"So?7" ' : o _ -
"You've got company coming."
"What are you doing this for, Clarence° Do;you real-
ly want me to go berserk. just to...oh, hell "l
"I want to see what you're like with some of your
old playmates. Yohr lawyer frlend. Jack Nelson. Remember
"him? There must have been somethlng you liked about Jack,
" or you wouldn't have\let him take ydu about as often as
.he did. Amﬁ also that fellow you married. He's,coming
too. We need some trauma to blow this ap into a moving
story. When they arrive, why don't you scream and cry a

lot? Maybe both?"
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* San lowered herself back into her chaig,i When would
these people leave? She had to practice loading and aim-
ing the rifle. They wouldn't allow heé to try all day

once she got started.
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San stood looking over the parape? at the treffie
below, The bumber ¥o bumper rush had &iiled\%he streets
in the everyday crawl away from the cepter of the.city.
Behind her, she could hear the voices pf Eleanor and
Dawson, having a tete-ajtete under thdj} poplar leaves,
Michael, stretched out on his ma%. seeged:tq 5e;asleep.
Downstairs, Clarence was awaiting his éuests. Why did
he insist on bringingﬂin these relics,from hef}bast lives?

After all these years, meeting her ex ?ould be like see-

ing a species from angther planet. Anﬁ Jack Nelson.

What possible reason could he have for:re-entering her

life? ‘ L

It would be uncomfortably hot on'khe street this

" time of day. The pavement releasing the heat from the
sun, Women in higﬁ painful shoes caxfying home bags

~of grocerles. Breathlng in the fumes:: rom’%he cars.fShe

Iooked around to see Jack and clarenc(,comlng onto the
roof, and returned her gaze to the cars. .

”Greet1ng§. sexy." Jack said. Hhven't heard a

ghlng from you since you went to recooperate on_the ‘ores

of the Mediterranean. What cockeyed*endeavour are you up

to now?" He reached down and made a grab for the tifle
o

that was leaning against the parapet. _ G

' San was faster. Her peg leg blocked the mo#ement

o

of the stock. Her hahd clasped the barrel.

-5

LY

i
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Jack didn't persist, but stood up arid straighteﬂed
his hair that had fallen forward.. "Just checking to see
if you were serioué." he said grinning. *"You're lqoking
as vibrant as ever; your nostrils flaring like,thét gives
you a sense of animalism." | |

‘He hadn't changed much since the glays she had known
him. A bit more grey in‘his“dark hair. The skin around
his eyes gomewnat more‘wrihk}ed.

"Well, San," said.Ckgrence, "aren't you going to say"
hello to Jéék?”» '

"Clarence, I've-got nothing to say to this man. He;s’
not my guést. You invited him.f

"Nolcoopgration." Clarence shook his head. *All
right.;_J;qk, can I get you g drinké" |
| ‘"A‘drink." Jack glanced around, “Let's ‘leave that
up to;San.‘ Should we have a drink here; San? Or should
we go soﬁewhere else?” Jack asked. He extehded his arm
to'lean against the pa?apet. blocking San in. "It'shbeen
a fough day, " he resumed, "A divérsion would be qelcbme."
As he took off ﬁis light colored suit jacket, he began
voicing his itinerary. . "San, why don't we go to your
flat? You can put oﬁ that long, slinky, red dress I
bbugh% you énd.f'll take you out for a steak dinner. some
wine...you can tell me ‘what's troubling you, over the

appetizer.” - ' , i : o tj
*I threw that dress out.” ‘ *
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Jack laughed. "Then wear another. We'll go to
Louis®', listen to the musié. Slither around the dance
floor. Perhaps we can see how our rumba is doing."

"I don't dance anymore.*"

"In that case, we'll have fo confine our ‘rumba’
to a bed, won't we?" | - N

Clarence was listening, a glJeful grin on his %ace,

- "Why don't you get Jack a drink, Clarence? I'm -
not going anywheré with him. Scotch and water. No ice."

"Good," Jack agreed. fThat'skpromiéinga You;gemem-
ber my penchant for scotch. And you, San? What are'yéu.
having?*”

"Nothing." .

~ Jack tossed his jacket on a chaix and turned to

Clarence., "Can you make her a stinger?" he sﬁggested,
ignoring San's refusal. ’

_ San.thought of the aborted-eggnéé-mint-ice-creamA
combination of yesterday ahd»almdst gagged. "No thanké."
'she insisted. - *

j “Sure. bping hef one," Jack asserted.
AClarence was éiready on his way out. ‘
San had.stoppedvbging an intimate of Jack's at l;ast
two years beforé hgr accideﬁt, but he hadn't changed during
the‘intervél. He was still the same crass, presumptuoué
ful}dozer he had.always been., _Puéhing everything he en-

Vcountered,intoifffps. No recognition of other minds.
4@4 ' ’
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Perhaps if‘she simply refused to talk to him he would:
give up and go away. )

‘ Starting ap'the top of her head and moving downward,
Jack looked her over. “And why -are you up here on the
roof?" he asﬁed.' Either refusing or not noticing her
silence, hLe continued his spiel. "With your talents and

the frontal set you carry, you don't need a rifle to

. knock people down. Your peg is a tremendous addition.

Sitting"down on one foot, and apparently counting heaviiy
on their past familiarity, he lifted”San's peg. "Fancy
arf‘work." he said, tracing his hand along the patterned
shank. "It makes you even more of a ;BVelty."

| As she watched him Q;ck-up and release her peg leg,
San withdrew mentallJ'as far as she .could. ‘It was as if
she had disowned it. When he let go, she turned and looked
out over the parapet at the late afternoon beetles g01ﬁg*“
home for dinner, Comlng downtown for dinner.

Jack stood beside’ her, fes?ing his elbows on the
parapet. *I've missed you, you knoW‘that? You were,a;z_ )
wayé such an'energized treat to be with at the end of a T
humdrum day. Wayne and Adrian are stlll asklng about you,
Wondering if I ever see you anymore. Adrian was saylng
how you were unlike my other girls; lacking their sense of

de rigueur. . But, God. A man's got to have his relaxation ‘

some time."
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.Without answering, San remained studying the circular
motion below; putting her attention into its movement so

that Jack's words were a string of sounds, irrelevant to

"herself. »

"You're more fortunate than most people, San," Jack
said His voice -took on a frlendly, at ease,‘sound He
seemed to thlnk 1t was heart-to-heart time. "You're
shapely, intelllgent: ﬁleaslng to be with. Just.because
others are not as fortunate as you. that's no reason to
want to klll them off. . You know, ‘most of us have to work
harder and harder just to retaln our equilibrlum " He
was 1nterpret1ng her 31lence as acqulescen;e. Worse than
that, he was onto hlS favorlte toplc. "Let me fill you
in on my latest exp101ts " '

fDon t," San responded. A*C}

"You're not interested? Multi-thousands of dollars'
evaporated overnight."” . '

“Am I supposed to feel sorry for ‘you?"

"You could'displaé a little economic curiosity,
Espe01ally, when near-disaster hits a close friend.”

San remalned silent ' |

Clarence returned with the drinks; "Sho‘ld we sgit
.down?"¥ J01n the other people by the poplar trees9" he

asked. Clarence was certalnly tending towards obsequious-

ness lately. How 1mportant was all this to him?
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- she should get over this nonsense of becoming a profes-- -
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! "No, thanks, Clarence,” said Jack. "I'll stay here,

‘_‘leaning up against the wall. San and I are watching all

&
those unsuspecting victims."

“Not vicfimé;” éontrédicted‘pan. "Casuaities.F

Clarence was still holding the drinks. San took hers
and set it on the parapet, then‘slid it along the edge ié
push it farther away. She didn*t waﬁt to be temptgd to
pick it up absentmindedly. Jack took a taste of his andi
nodded approvingly to Clarence. |
| "To San," proffered Clarehce, “Qe're all caSuélties."
Clarence didn't know where to stand as Jack had tufned his
attention to the street below, Clarence moved to the other
éide of San. : | .  L |

"Not“yet, San," Jack said under his breath. JVe're

like

not all casualties yet;‘ You can't get us all.., No

able to really ééttle %ifh anofher female.“
As Clarénde dréw déare} to be part of the conversa:
tion, he pushed her drigk béck.in front of her.
"You shbuld get over this nonsenée," Jack said.
“What's that?" asked Clarence. |

*I was saying to San," Jack raised his voice, "that

sional student; a vagabond, or a sniper; or whatevér she’

has in mind for herself next. She could come with me and

be my personal entertainer. You should consider it, San.®
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Jack took a drinkAof’his scotch. ‘"With all the time and
‘energy I'11 have to spend recoverlng my recent losses,
it will ve nlce to have a little snlp like you to be .
handy when I have a free moment. -

Words were not going to be enough to stop. this on-

slaught, If it weren't for Clarenée telling-her to, she
woulq stand there and scream. She,wes beginning‘to feel
hemmed in. She grasp therrifle'with the intention of
jamming the stock into Jack's belly. |

| *Hold it. Hold it, honey," Jack said as he leaped
back. Q"I didn't mean any offense. Just keep that rifle 
away, will‘yoﬁ9 If yeu're going to get.ho@tile, I think
I 11 wander over and have a look at your friends over

> -

there.
| "And you, Clarence,” San challenged. "What are you
standing_there, grihning for? Whose side are you on?" ;
"No side, San. I'm eimpiy getting'fhe goods, ' I
guess Jack didn't arose any tahfalizing memories, eh?"
"He ohly makes'meamore eehvinced that something must .
'be dqne; 'I.must have been out of my mind to ever have
admi,éd"him. Perhaps/I didn't have a mind then. I was.
‘one of the cellective proofs of his success. He usedrto
: saturate his “ego by taking me out to dinners -- spending
as much in one night as I epen¥ for groceries for myself
and the kids in a fortnight -- all the while beiné the
beau gallant., If he were a real beetle downothere, I

a
&
2
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- could step on him without even being revolted by the
,sorunohiag sound thaththe breaking shell makes.”

“What were you like when you knew hin?" Clarence
persisted. - '. : -

"I submitted. I let him do nice things for mes
pulling baok my chair at therrestaurants. opening doors, .
ordering my drinks. 1 didn't suffer at all, so I thougﬁt.
But I was fortunate to get out feellng allve "

She watched Jack talking to Dawson and Eleanor. It

was a unanlmous grouplng Of smug SUCCGSS.
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~"Is this where thgfparty.is?”
San's skin jumped. It was the first time she had
heard that voice since her escaﬁé from Ridk'years before.

Clarence‘went}t6 meet him., "Hello, there, you must

4
~“

be..‘..‘. "'

"Rick Pals,” Rick‘interrupted. . "And you're Charlie?

" The reporter who woke me up in the middle of the night.z

“You're a difficult man to get ahold of,"™ Clarence
explainéd. FGlad you founq‘youf way to the roof. My
name is Clarence, "though, not Charlie." o

"Good enoqgh," repliéd Rick. "Nice flesh stapled
on the wail'here.’ Must be San with thqt neQ pég leg you
were fellihg me about." ' | |

| "Right. Comé wnd see her, she's over here," said
Clarence, as he ﬁoved his arm in a welcoming gesture.
Rick glanced quickly at San, then shifted his atten-

tion back to Clarence. "You, ah, got anything to drink

. up heré? ‘Like a cold beer?" -

"Sure thing." answered'Ciarence. They disappeared

~ ‘into théfpeqthouse. Moments later_they came out again,

each with a beer.
“So you.Were San's first?" Clarence was ééyiﬁg when

they were again withih_eagshot.
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_ "She was straight off the farm, when I met her, "
3said'Rick .“Dldn 't know zero from nothing." They stopped’
in front of San., Rick's eyes challenged her with‘a look
that was both defensive and aggreSsive..hEyes that asked
her if she wanteo to fight.'while teilfng her that he was
tougher, He had always disclaimed the murderous, taunt-
'ing giarerof.his eyes; denied also the implicit meanings
in the tone of his;voioe. He said it was all in her
distorted imagination. How could she have ever been
young enough to thlnk him exc1ting°
ﬂhlck shifted his feet and set the beer bottle on

the wall "Too bad about your leg, there." he said,
decently enough

Fear, anger, annoyance; confusion strangled her
She couldn t talk to hlm. Far worse than meeting Jack
agaln. At least Jack was a countable number of steps
back in her life, ;

“You Sh?uld be nearing a ionghskirt," Rick suggested.
"You'd be showing a bit of consideration fbor the rest of

us."
| She could only stand there and look at him. A Niag- -
‘ara of horrors overtaking Her. His superior stature of
1.75 meters confronted her. | |

"Reaching for his beer, Rick fixed his gaze on the
" rifle. *“You planning on shooting that?"

' She continued to stare at him,
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"Crazy bitch," he opened. "So this is what you've
come to with all your high falutin' ideas about living a
bettef life.” Like a volcanic eruption, the-torrent be-~
gan. "What's the matter?” he asked. "Cén't you get a
decent lay since you left your old man?" Rick furned
- toward Clarence. "I suppose,” Rick saidf "she's been -
telling you a lbt of crap about Jhat a miserable husband
I was to her. But look at her now. She hasn't got a
thing to say for herself, " .
San concentrat;d her attention on the skyline5
Except for a few lettuce frills, the sky was going to
be one yellow-orange cupola, gradually lightening in
color until the sky‘above her would appear almost white.
"See how she stands there with her chin out and her
stony silence?” Rick asked Clarence. "She'd never talk §§x“
to me anﬁ tell me what in the hell was the matter yith
her. She'd clam up }ike this.J Rick set his beer back
on the wall and ‘placed his ﬁands in his\fear pockets.
"When we used to drive into the mountains, there was 'one
cliff that looked like a face.. An old hag." Ricek ;?Ugh-
ed. “Ages of stony silence. The éorners of thé mouth
sinkin® down, saggin' eyes. That's what San reminds me
of in one of her miserable'moods."
."You're sounding pretty bitter.“ said' Clarence.
| v"Why shouldn't I be? I spent eight years_o?_my life.
Aworking my ass off so she'd be happy. What'd I)ZZt‘fop
thanks? She's-probably still. blaspheming my name." -

‘ S -
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- Returning to San, he said, "You ‘hardly ever ®ven

. - . /4
B iano or read a book.®. He drew his lips

M1aking his head, addressed Claré;ce. “She

.

t-°ITife’was some sort of amusement park,

'lﬁﬁ! thg.Pllls." Rick took another long drink.
"I guégg you ‘were pleased when. she flnally left?”
offered Clarence.

' "What?" Rick objected "It wasn t my, 1dea to break
up ouf famlly. I came home after a hard week's work and
she was gone. Took my two kids too. The boy. the young-
est, hao just got happlly settled in grade one iQ school,

but she whisked them both away without any thought for

them at all."” Rick slammed the empty beer bottle -on the

parapet "Watchlng those two klds grow up was all I

, really cared about, But she dldn t love them.A She kept

leavihg them at her brother's. I was back West a couple

‘years ago, and he wouldn't even lef'me be alone with py

own two kids." He rubbed the palm of his hand agaiﬁst

his chin. "Sorry you have to hear all this, Clarence,

but every\year;‘I get more angfy’about San ruining my life."
" If she could just fix her mind on something else,

she wouldn't have to listen. But it was too immedlate

for her te¢ blockJ#ot. Too present. And too much a part

of her past life.» Clarence. thankfully, diverted the

subject.
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"So what are you doing now, Rick?" Clarence asked.
"Making music.” Rick gave an off-handllaugh. I
got my own band going again. Sure is a jd& to'watéh
everyone on the dance floor getting heated yp."
"You and San must have been musicians together once." .
"Us° God, no: She was always trying to’horn in
with that high operatic voice of her s. I don't know

what she was trying to prove."

"Séy. Clarence,f éalled Jack, as he approached from
the'gfoup by the popiar'trees. “Is there someplacg'I”
can make a phone call?" -

| "In my apartment.’Jack._ Excuse me, people, I'll
be right baék."

San felt desolate. If éhis'parade continued she
‘would have to abandon her roof, lWhere for? To run. and
hide again? ~This roof had.been a sanctuary. Protecting.
her from‘éontaminating phenomena like Rick, Maybe one
had eventually to stop and confront the tormentors. But
she had come up here, to attack, not to be attacked.

“Poor San." Rick mocked. He took advantage of

& ,Clarence s absence to release more venom. "So you can't

find a man-who's good enough for you, eh? .Don't you like

‘U8 mere humans?” p

~Eleanor and %wson were walking towards them.
_ Rick continued. "Maybe, San, we should all have our
heads among tpe Gods'likg you do. Thinking yourself 80

proud and'incorruptible.} Say something, damn iti®



i YAQLW
( 150

San's hand grasped the barrel of the rifle. She

looked fleetingly to see where she had left the bullets.'

| "You re a hard woman. San. Rick's voice cut through
to her once again. "Your mother must have been getting
rid of a vengeance when she had you;" ‘

Dawson interrupted by cleering his throat and said,
"I 39n t know who y;t/are, but I really don't think you
shqﬁld be talking like this to San. Obviously you're
upsettlng.he:. Rigot now -she's in need of considerationov
In need.of friends.J‘ »

"I don't know who you are either, bud&y." Rick re-

- plied, "but I'1ll bet you're one of those prissy-assed'

intellectuals who can't do a woman any good. That's why

youhhave.time to read all those books, and timg to nose

'into'othef people;s»business." ‘
fSee. here...." Dawson interrupted.

"It would eerve-San righf." Riok'continued. "if the
cops hear about this and pick her off‘before she even gets
to fire,” ' )

"Are you Planning to bring thenm into th1s°" asked
Dawson. ,"We really don't. believe San is....'

Rlé%kdidn 't let him finish "I'm not going to have
her on my conscience. Somebody will tip them off. but
not me. I've got nothing to do‘withﬁher now, As far as
I'm concerned. I loved her.” qs turned to San. "And'I

would have kept you too. I never would have broken up a



you. ‘buddy?* Rick asked with a grin on. his face.

;1:_'{1;. r

- meet such a fellow’"

family just because you had some faolty_notions.“ Rick

- gave another laugh. "But with all your studying at the

university, you never caught a sucker with money and a
job there, did you? That's what she wanted,” he said to _
Eleanor; "someone like this stuffed up fart here."”

Dawson, red faced, moved between Rick and San, He

«seemed actually ready to forceably remove Rick,

"You're not thinking of - doing something stupid are
. -~
“Hello, " called Clarence from the door of the shack,
~Is anyone ready for another beer?” . -
-:Clarence. answered Dawson, "come and help me con;
inpe this man to retract his words or get off this roof,"

But:- it was too late in the day fOﬁt01arence to‘in-

_volve himself in such an energy dgmanding task. He am-

bled toward them. . "Why don't you come with me, Rick?"
Clarence suggested. "We'll pick up a. Tew things from
the store,and I want to hear more aboo‘.your band. We,
have an office party coming up.” '

They left tpgether.. . S -

San felt as if soméﬂhe had been driving nails into
her. Pounding them in with a sledge’ hammer.

Eleanor looked at San with digbe! el
14
'
"He was a 'local boy' - Don't you emember?

Eleanor's expression denied the possibility that

~How did you

could have been an export from Akmor.): ..- ’§ h

. 1
- N



=
O
&=
=

- ’ 152

- . Y .

Dawsan, who was recovering‘his decorum, said} *You

must have been a child when you married Rim.* ..
L "When I got ,regnanﬁ my baby fat went straight to
he

the baby,” San replied. Her laugh came out shakily.
'-”WhaibI'can't underétand * said Eleanor, "is why ’
you stayed with him so long.”
. "‘ t?‘\San spoofed "You're suggesting I should
: have v1o£;;ed the marriage rites even sooner? Udzil death
© or next Wednesday doth us part? With two .small children,
no confidence about how to- deal with ‘the world, and no | e
decided personal direction, it takes a lot!;f miseny to* :
" make the déknown inviting.”
- "You had your parents. And friends, " Eleano;'é"ug‘f. \
oK mitted. ' o ° ' ;#7:
."My parents had theif’own life to lead. 6rttoeir v
little farm, eklng out a liv1ng I couldnﬁt-loed a new |
generatlon of problems on them. San watehed al Dawson;

b _ﬂceased drummlng his flngers on the topfledge of the para-}'

e *
ﬁgT . Pet. and headed towards the shack.
‘ﬁ;f,;ff;; - “And friends”“ 'Eleanor proﬁ%ted
" 4;;.&5 o "My 'friends' wﬁile I was*harried uere RlckJs friends._

L And when I 'deserted' him, {hey remained’ his friends? The
’ .f"g’~uonly offers of help I got from 'friends" was ‘when t;e
~: s husbands wanted to conable me. What's‘needed of course,
is -some sort. of n?lf-way house for women coming out of

. marriages.- ”°m9“ whp_have never been’ 1ndependent them- e
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‘selves who suddenly find it necessary to support both
themselves and thelr dependents." _ ”
L“Eut that might encourage a lot of wives to leave
th;}r hﬁsbaﬁds.‘lﬁleanor said??n a worried tone
. ,“fff'«if “onﬂy the wives who should. Are yau still not
- T_ Q’ﬂvihcgd that leaving is often necessary°”
';’;%3;:3'}: Q"Itzseems to me, " asserted Eleanor, "that they
'Q o should be more careful in the beginning."
That advice was a great-help. San remained.silent.
. "Here:s.Jack.“ announced Eleanor. “I really can't
-stay to talk any IOnger'aboufﬁthis. Jack has ashpd me
out to dlnner. and I ‘myst rush along to my hotel room
to get ready. I ll be staying in town for 3 few days..
‘so I may drop back if you're still here." | '
Jack retrieved his Jacket “See you soon. San, "

he -called out, and w1th a wave he and Eleanor left\the

~roof, Michael was gonﬁ also. 3

Pgrhaps now, bombardgd and demollshed as she felt,
‘;she would be allowed some of the solltode she needed
She leanq} agalnst the parapet -her back to the wall,
| her elbows restiné&on 't’he 1edge, a':ud surveyed the empty
" roof; the sleeping bags. the cardtable, the rubble from

the afternoon luncheon. There was. a painful throbbing

S in her héad - : “ *-zﬁ“
f‘n e« ¢ *.' ‘ ‘
- % B g . -~ e ‘ ‘ -f’
: "A wash and a change of clothes mlght help her reP
v vive her spirits. +In Michael's pack, she found a light4

s

. AT A o ae



headed for the water in the, penthouse. -
The plug was in the sink and a half-dozen 6%er;were
being hept cold. She tripped over the toilet tank 1id and 'j}t»_
moved back to turn on the l~ig-ht‘ What was the lid doing : ?‘La
on the floorn -anyway? Grief. Clarence qas‘uslng the tank ‘i"_fgq
for another beer.cache. At least the shower was enpty._
She turned on the taps. , - '*_
A.Q¥ird day it had been. People and memorie:.that i%
‘she had disintegrated in her mind years ago, turn;ng Jb ’
in flesh and blood. Was her transitory life the result
of simply not using her head? A severe case of'irrational

. action? Na Not irratioael&ty Rather an example of
X
*field-rationality". Reason, limited and dgtermined by

I

her restricted terrltory of experience. Cifcumstantlally

. . k" *
predictable. o . o

&

She hung her clothes on the door knob 3nd got into
the shower. - _ . S o ' -
o Three years after leaving Rick'she was sure that
xexcept for the children, she. had purged all trace of him
from her life. \SHE‘found out how wrong she was when she
enrolledfin that Gestalt therapy course. ‘Tt\wasn t enough .
towiry to rid her memory of the thousand or so "ditties® |
sthat kiok used to sing. He was still stored in her muscles 

and their habite of respondings he was still stored in

.tha cbnhections of references to w;_ 'images in her mind

: 1eap£.

S : . R -
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There was no soap. She got,out of the shower and
opened a beer. It would have to do for shampoo.
The theory behind the Gestalt-exercise had been to
get rid of past thoughts and®hurts that were still adverse-
ly affecting ohe's life.. The ‘belief was that one coull . 8 ;
reown the pgmt by bringing it to consciouélaWaranegs. f», ’
then "finishing* with it by. dealing with. thea«?;t!;o e w
it evoked. ) _ ! ﬁfg'; KR

There were about twenty in the cdurse as,San

g N,
- Al e
bered. . L L?meﬁ “+api

;_§Jge:pipes shuddered noisily.,

The method of exgrcism was to. li‘kon the floor and
.nk vividlyfabout and express, someﬂlhng awful that

had happened. Everyone pretended to participate enthusi-
astically.‘ Within minutes, they were twenty supine‘%odies.

o

moaning lugubribusly. For her ®bad time", San had allowed

herself to relive some past events with Rick.’ _ W 6
San massaged her hair thorohghly. rinsing out the @I'"
beer. She'd probably smell of beer for the night._ " - '

‘ Rich. Shaking her, frustrated and angry because he
never knew what was wrong with. UEr. And she-couldntt tell
him. The answer, ®“Everything,” wasn't an entity that
could be, dealt wi;;’ He would put his hands on her shoul-
ders and shake her, trying to forcg her to tell him why
she was depreseed. In his fury, nis hands would reach . et
ndb,throat.' EnEIrcling it ever more tightly: Musn't -

R I.‘\

o : ' )

e
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.Scfeam. If he beéamewmd%e'ekéited.fhe mi;ht soueeze.tdgy
,hard. So she play dead Soundless. Limp. Relaxing |
completely until only his hands around her throat kept
her from falling to floor. It had worked before.
It might work againtv Fr;::tened.'he loosened his hold,
and put her down on the/bed{ “

She opened the cold water’tap farther. "Eeeyah!“
she-yelled as the cold\surprised her’body. ’
The Gestalt game had.unexpectedly become real thas-
day. For San, at least. "Express the emotiohs," the |
instructor said. The moaning around her 1ncreased.' Withj
Jct a mediating thought both her torso and her legs rose
from their prone position, forcing'the air out oﬂyher
 stomach in a terriblé scream that had been delayed for
three years. |
. She turned the shower off. . , _
. éh ;s H initial reaction had been to blame ‘the therapist
LT . He was the one who started the fool game. But aft!kwards,
5*?f& .mhile tharothers had genuinely become Jjittery, unnerved

: by her)ﬁb am, she. ‘had had a cathartic feeling. The hurt

' *‘ii" t)at had be'n\trapped-in the muscles of her body. in past

unexpressed thoughﬁ# had escaped and had left her a little

PICT | L
’ﬁruu SO
STy Michael's towel from yestgrday smelt musky. She
considered going odt on the roof as she was; she could

dry without a towel As»she moved to turn off the light

-



vy

mouth pulling down so. badly that her facé hurt.

.‘¢
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a bsre“bulb hanging from the.ceiling. .8he sau a stack of.
three white folded towels in the room of the unfinished |
sauna. The ubiquitous Clarence. She took one labeled
The Palace and began to dry.

She reconsidered her scream.- One can only scream so

much, . San thought with derision. Repetitive usage

neutralizes power. Reali&. it was nonsensical to get

~

disturbed over one particular example of incorrig&ble

manhoOd. She was long since'immune;vimmutable to what-

i

ever he pro jected.
| She had gotten rid a her grea# smile that year too.

The autométic snile tha qse. pehding disaster. For

A‘_

five weeks she had gone around with the corné%% df her

o'A\~‘

Smiling when terrified, or even mildly upset What °
a ludicrous thing to do. Like incorporating “yes" and
”no" to their iﬂapposite conditions. Saying "yes" to

. avert the discomfort and fear of consequence that would
- Tesult from a decided no" But reserv1ng the use of

-' "no” until one is feeling desirous.'confident and ‘Pleas-

v‘ed mith theﬁworld enough to say yes“

: She wraﬁped the . towel around her hair, turban style,
ahd began to dress. Michael's shirt,was without buttons.

: Rolling the ends of the, shirt halfway up her back, she

’ . {

tied them close under her breasts\ The cut-offs must

have bheen taken from hipsters. Thél'waistf‘was three

inches below-her navel.
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Back out on the roof. Good. No one was about.
‘The roof was her territory again., She sﬁould have more
"gohtrol over her .own space, rather than having people
walking in and out of her life at their.own volition;’
' adding pleasantries or.eontamineting.-whicheveftthey
wished. . ‘ T | i ., | |
Maybe she was really ﬂgt a po;erful virago at all,
but too susceptible to be anythiﬂg other than timid.
?;1ways feelingggﬁge%ior pressure. Newer exerting her
own, Gathering bits and pieées of a 1ife. Then. after .
a few years of habitation, disowning all connectiog'
‘gwith them. But she should be gathering things that were
‘worth keeping. Worth amalgamating te her own image of
self, | . ;
. She walked to’ the parapet and leaned over to watch
‘the cars, streams of light'on‘the dark streets.
| Creating associations that she ultimateiy ‘had to/:'
 reject. The trouble with that Gestalt{ﬁpurse was that
it only taught one how to dissolve the paxt in. order to‘t .
be properly in thevpresent. It didn*'t sugges what one
was suppbsed;forkeep to use.while buil@ing ney{sentiments.\

(
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| SaR-iaid the,rifle on the ledge of the low wall, and
holsted herself up onto the parapet. Despite Qhat she
had said to Ivan yesterday. it was wide enough to sityon.
»She turned to look down at the streé:) keeping her peg
leg‘on thevroof side of the wall.

rThe“crosswork of lights below gave the appearance of

~,_ah all encompassing net. - Lines of light. Everyone moving
to kgeb‘in place. One shot down there. Two or three
/ shots; What would-they count? The net would continue”
| undi sturbed, unchanged;' Her war was of such small dimen-
sions. Ry ’

»San, may ilcome'in?"

“Her own life certainly didn't proceed undi sturbed.
Thoqghts broken by interruptions. Though it ﬁas the first
timelanyone had asked to enter. "éome on out, Dawson,”
she answered. | B o .

"I brought you a sandwich from the pub down the
street. You won't fall from there, will you?" As he ask-
ed, he put something down on the cardtable and rushed to
where she was sitting. . ‘

_ ﬁNo. ‘§ m fine.v. But when she shifted her weight to

,‘,bring her leg back around to roof-gide, Dawson steadied ’ iﬂﬁ

her by putting his arm around her waist.
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*Just to be.safe.' he said. . "I was thinking that you
might be feeling lonesome. I remembered you as willing
and able to tackle anything, hgndling whatever crossed
yourupath. but I think I'm sta?ting to know you bettér
after toddy.” He handed her the sandwich. *You didn‘t
decide to enrol in university. You fled to it hoping to
find something better than.what you had known.

}t seemed one thing she couldn't hanaie was sympathy,
She'd been cementing in her feelings‘gll afternoon to be
able to meet the torrent of bricks that had been hurled f
at her. Now the mortar was being melted away b& a few
nice words..and a stale roast beef sandwich. éhe coughed,
“Maybe, you should have something to'wa;h it down,"

suggested Dawson. _"Can I gét you a drink?"
iﬁ? "There's a beerlin the sihk,” said San as shgecoughed
again, It wasn't the sandwich, dry as it was, as much as
it was some straﬁge reaction that had put her on the verge
of tears. Twice in one day. nAs,she hadn't been tearful
since sometime before the night of the accident and ampu-
tation, this new surfeit was‘absurg. She took a sip of
beer.A |

"Better?* Dawson askedQ

"Much, thanks.” She handed the drink back to o_Dawson,
icked up the rifle and walked toward the poplars; —The
breeze had started again, It would be nice to listen to

the sound}of the leaves.



Dawson accompanied her, carrying the beer. "Yes,
I believe you thought you would find a different world
~at the varsity, and we were a disappointment to you."
"It was the fault of my fantastic ideals,” said dan
as she sat down on the poplar frame, "I thought I was
C,goin‘g to escape from commerciality. from the business
men and the entrapreneurs. I thought I would find people’
who were thinking reasonable pegple. WOmen who were thelr
own, women. Not concomitants. Not sweet listeners. I .

wanted to see people with their own personal dignity.
o

"And what do, you “think ‘you found?” _ P

"A refined version of ‘mqre of the same'. In the 5
bureaucracy I had found that people were possessive about
‘the minuscule territory their job covered; but at the
varsity. theygaere possessive about the words they used,

 the ideas they held. Instead of buying and collecting
'things'. students bought and collected course numbers;
shopped for from the yearly catalogue, and paid for on 'O
credit. And concomi tance. Instead of belonging to employ-

';&lees. ‘emales and ffunkies. it was the way of all things.

:~‘ ﬁExgry‘ scipline and every professor had a particular
'language’ that had to be understood separately from every-
t?else. Like little boxes of knowledge, each with its
own relevant criteria.” -, .

”I don't see how it could bé%hnyfdifferent." said

PR

Dawson. as he sat down. . "If you want to learn about a
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.'Pout thelr own box, while forgetting to \
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particular field of study.'ybu have to learn the words

the field uSes to define both itself and what it does. "

*But what's Knowledge‘;? one can't cross faculties
with 1t? Never mind taking it with one outside the var-
sity. It seems they're not interested in where, how and
why they connéct Connect ndt'only to each other but to
the human species and to each individual person doing

the research, They becoﬁﬁ more and more ¢

wen try to link.
it up to the global reality that we live in. But when-
students try ‘to give sonme continuity to the courses by
relating them to their personal exgérlence in the world

8
they are accuged oﬁibeing,participative with the new

Anformation rdther than keeping f’!:heir distance. Subjec-

- -tive emotionalfsm rather than obaective detachment, ~

"Well," Dawson defended, “A professor gEts a pleth-
ora of those_kinds Of personal examples. Extremely&bor~
ihg sometimes, And you must admit that some of your

unusual topics gave you unlimited scope to express your

_own thoughts .and opinions. Admittedly, manipulated to

take on an academic stance..but at times, unprecedented."
. "Why do you say that?=

. “Consider this paper of yours I picked up from
Clérence's fiht:”,hﬂljﬁaﬁ'went to -the cardtable for the

.paper. -"He hag quite a number of your works stacked up

A
B

S & L

‘w&'l}%“bgv' . :
| w0 o
. s

¥
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“Ready to supplement his sensationalist coverage,
no doubt." . | .

"Look at this,” he said as he peered at the words in
the dusky light. "*A Study of the Word Fuck In An English
Speaking Society.' I can understand your*interegﬁg'after
a marriage to a fellow like Rick. But for a university
paper?”® | _ -

"It was, in part. an attack on the way' that academics
think they can be 'objective! by using their methods on
others and aveiding anything that might relate to theif
- personal'lives. There is, és,you kno%. Dawson, a pfbce-
dure that ethnographers use to study a culture and its
language, but becaus\ fhe culture is generslly foreign to
themselves, theif personal reiationship'with their own
sdciety‘remains undisturbed, Anyway. for that paper. we
were to take an untranslated word from an ethnography, and
by seeing how the word was used in context of the socle’&
described. extrapolate the word's realm of meanlng.e wWith
" permission, I:took a word from our own society. that 8 all,:ﬁékl-
I pedantlcally looked up some of our guesses as to its P
etymology. observed examples of how the word was used, -
and then speculated on what the symbol accomplished "

*It's a serious paper. then, " said Dawson, not a ..
jokez» ¥ | | S

"Sure, it was serious. And related to the world we

live in. ‘Sey. here;s Michael. :chael,” San cslled out,



F? x

'"when do you use the word *fuck'?"
"It's not really among the words I use at all." he

answered'as he walked over to where they were sitting.

.
a

San took a drink. of her beer.
Dawson, putting his. vo{mj in its.most public pose,
sald, *"According to this paper of San's here. '*fuck® is

a popular word: u?ed to express a great number of things.
It saya here, and I quote, that *it-is a word in common
“use. In a casual stroll through a public place‘you may
hearwi?'geveral times. Some people yell it out of. their
car wi%dows.' Others write it on the walls. It is often
usgd'to express contempt, anger, pa;n. exuberancé.eapd
even boredom.' It's certainly getfing dark, isp't it?"

"What's this paper about. anyway?" agsked Michael. )
"If it wasn't getting too dark, I could read it, "
said Dawson. o " '
4 "1 can gettyou a penlight frpmfmy pack,” Michael.
offered. . |

"Good show.” B o +
.San protested. rIt's just an old paper I wrote."”

"About fucking?" Michael agked. R
- "No, about words, neaning_and.culiu:e." ‘

*That doesn't explain it'." éaid Dawgo#" "Listen to
Xhis,” he said, as he took the penlight from Michepl "In
the introduction. she " wrote. ‘In eve ultune. 'an ethno-
,grapher comes across words which he chooses nnqhxo trans-

late due to the extensive or particular meaning that the

-
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that the .culture has attache#to the word. fL’uviri,g the ».

wordrin itshoriginal form, the ethnographer explaiﬁo the
ueu:i and official definition; he also uees it in its

N
-

many different contexts, and goes on to qhow how peopla 4

" tend to use the word. In the foilowing paper I will apply
this method, not to a word from a foreigh culture. but
instead to fah often heard mngnsh wordis *fuck*, * "

Ahd. what's the official dcfinitimz" sald Michael,

-~

as he pulled a mat over.,, o S " i . ;
Daweon gcanned the linee with the little beam of
light 'ﬁet'@%e...-whe etymological~ mctionar;} of...°*
classi fies it as ‘a vulgari sm” because or aseociations. cee
shares the distinction along with cun# Ji being the iny

)
two words outside medical.. .and learned Papers to be -

. .-—.

: "{.&" excluded from all general ana lt)moh&};a.l dictionaries
’ since C18*:* That's the Eightemth ury. "’...could not e

! \'"s" ‘

\ . be pri‘nted in full a.nxwhere mhin the British Comonwealth
of Nations until late 1963,: . The New Oxrord Dictiongjf
‘ recogniseu the word only .in ite most foz;}nal. clinical
 sense! 'to copulate, to copuiate wi%\ vulgar':'"” '

. )

*"For a word euppressed with such’ vigor." said’ Michae]%

& "it certainly remained popular.y - 3
N | "The definitione don't even broach reasons for ite

wide usage, and notoriety San put her arms around- &'
knees ®nd leaned back:toward the tree: trunks. '

- - -',' T A

.
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" this to you.. Dawson said.."According to, this. 'it st:me§

:_Futuere -- to ptrike. de celtic - to %trike -

. ;that explains ité varied usage. L, 3 ‘ e o

'«iﬂh blows. ‘To strike someone is to make a conneetion.}_#_:;nr

% \ YAOLW !
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SIt's a political conspiracy. proffered liez;ef
v”Propagated in.a deliberate act of malice -to spite Queen ..

Victoria ‘and her pink ‘domain, " | § s _
“Mﬁ: "It was censored even before h days,? said San., '*;w o

v

.”Besides. it's not Just the sexual associations. but also

the brutal, striking’ connotationé that it carries.
“If you péoﬁie Would stop. yabbering. I could read

from the German F;ckgn - to strike (not proven); Latih:

., v The rapist strikes again, X*said ;ei. “But one.4

‘;doesn tahave to believe thoee associations. I 've alﬁays

Q
thought that-the word ‘fucx' derived faom fornification

s . o 'x

e

.fields. JP ' 3ﬂf, » ’g ' B o e

<

. san smiled. '?oetigi MichaeXy but 1 don't think
. “It's a physically aggressiVe word." said Dawson
"I'a be williég to believe it took sbdme of its form from
'striking words.- | , ' '

”I believe it too. said San. - ally when you

,frelate the notion o{ strikrng with male virility What's

the most primitive sisplay of maleness? Fighting. ~Strik-

Wheh two men fight. they join in anger. /They copulate,

be b -

o . e . - E { L
) N LR - S ; R i L .
B, E g Rt : . I R |! l o
. R . : . N 4 oo+
. . a R . ] . P ) e ;
‘ . ' - . ° ’ ) : - . +

. ; I ll bet you've q.en it yourself: two men who fuse in | ';
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i L » |, Sngeid dﬁwhen the fight is over they’re the best of -
g nw - . Sy
o' >y fri But when a.man strikea a female, it's not flat- A
e -~ ' %

M tering to his maleness unless he st‘;i«lnes her sexually,
ﬁ % "Ah. San. : groaned Michaol. mSex isn t-an act of “‘*m

o ,L N X . .
aggression. , _ :@. S

'gbtjs & terrible theo %r a mg’gi who @esn .t want - R .
3 s

it
to _ftrike a woman." said Dawso !"M‘ay e &he word should* Y T
. idl have stayed cgnsored. It might hqré“e%mttﬁily died out*'_ i

taking its aconcepts with@t "'!s-; - p T . ¢

e @

¢

(L » . e <L
P 1 . ‘L RN
Uy

_ 'Instead.." added San..‘ "it became a.aytmbl that spil-
L led into a,ll other aneas; of .,lifeu. Piclﬁfﬁg Up more uses

R and meanings as it went Y. .\g M o -’

P S R They were icter'r .,

| & : ltbﬁ. ?Sa‘nnn OH,’ ““Bifn. Are you here? /Here wegare,

- _'; Revo s up on the:roof finding Sans ? ,t- )
' , San recagnized Birdie-ameng what\looked llke a cro;n(d
- of people entering the roof.” R | \
‘ "There you are, San. saJ.d Birdie as he approached s f
."Somebody phoned me about the nad gig you re on and I’ . -
thought I d«ﬁbring the crew ﬂong to give you a hand.". '
"'Is there a lz.ght anywhere. up here"" someone called . .
 out, | CRE T i | | |
"BY the door to the# shack. Sa.ntold Birdi'e:' “'Z'Tell"' | - f

"';-_;_him it's right ‘beside him...’f) .~ o ..;;_ "»ﬂ'__ R ’ L

4

Bird.ie wentsto%helﬁ find the light switch. :
A- new voice" yelled. "Christ's in nis Church. look at -

- this.. Some ¢hick's besnnzéaing naked with a crazy boot on.” o
st T T 2 . oo S
, e v el ﬁ‘; ST ERRR
. . . ’ _' _u' ‘-;"V - PR & ) | . . ¢ v . \\‘ S 4?_;,
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| "Thd‘t'a San,* .Blrdie anbwered. “Come and meet her u
- . <& Y :
and her friends. . o _ | | %(k ;

"J-Iey. mgx. yet anqther newcomer was addressing .o
| Dawson.;. “My nam“}'s A ;, You look like one of those ginks L
’; Ja‘

thht Sin*é‘e going 't:o shoqt - ' S v - ..
’ “ 'red‘*f wi'i;n Sanfo'r fwo -

ice had the tone of usu- . -~
(XN ¢ ‘

gmctuary optmsession; Ace. Birdie md ot«her?being the
bntruders. . "We we?e h&ing a quiet -disqus’@j.dh/ abont one

_ "1 ‘haVe been up
dayq“noﬁ“"' said Daw‘

% , S, o .
piSan '8 papers.?¥ m"’ 5 -é,ug B §

- - ..y-_!. *
- L "

T_g “Yoﬂ?ye go‘t i“t there 1n your h'&ld"" asked Birdle. v
"go @ have. a"l’!..SWered Dawson in his most fmﬁ dis- _- £

couraging t’&ne. c -

- -

I '-'Say. Revo s,"™ ye' .Bﬁirdie. "Come and put your-

s#es at lfome. This nice man is going to read us a p:atper.o

Bi’!.‘*die was making himself room on the mat Michael Was sit- :s"“‘ -
. ‘ "o;;,".-’ .

i

ting -, .
"We "didn't qpme .up here to listen to any pa'per.' The
-paper spea.ks; what sort of action is that”" The {'esonant
voice came from a“ figure with a top hat on. §t111'étand:
ing by. the poster. _ | ‘ |
"Who 8 that, Birdie"" San asked. ' v - Cs
: "That. San. is our friendly Nemesis. , | ’
"What?® o S S
"That's the name we cm him by.. Isn't he beautifpl?}" |

». )
".',‘it‘_ . C .

» ’




v being sparked.

ing out what he wanted to know. . »' -
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.-
Beautiful was hard:
bla&k tuxedo that looked aa i it had been rented from va

- E-

' ‘bulb above the door.

N

"‘ff"Where did you pick him up?" San asked ‘ Q
“*He works with us,” answered Birdie

*You people Work"" asked -Dawsaen.

© down. betyeen him and Michae’l " Se doues Lloyd._ And Ace.“ )
of cot‘z'rse. We ve been speculating lately. thoughw as, to

whether the 'bost of working is really worth itar /'

‘"What do you do?" Dawsows interest in deviants was

A
»

) "We transform old bulldings into old buildings w§th
a differgpce.” . - ,E
«~ui’ "What is it, exactly that you do to them""

-~ v

v /'EVerything. Mostly we ; estroy and then try to put »
things back together again. San was thinki\ng o:t‘ coming :

to work with us, . weren t yOu. San9 Working.with us is

a real mind oPener. . Here 8 Lloyd . /

e

y Ahe word. He was dressed in"a‘

,caenent shop. White dust reflected the light from t'he bare

» '="Sure. we ha}re our owl‘L ﬁm’ly called 'Revo 8 UnIM
_‘f‘ed".> Monique works With us." sald- Bridie. as aﬁ'rl s‘at

F

v "Hi folks. Nice green you've got up hereon thi” ~-""

rdof. We' ve never ‘had any ‘trees -on the roofs that we've

workecLon.' A e

- *You do roofing?" asked Dawson, with &i.s air of find- o
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N . “Roofs are fun,* said I:loyd. "Ripping and tearing
old shingles and shakes. And when we get all the‘guck

. v . |
” "So. now I understann concluded Dawson. "You run

and dirt cleaneck off, we stick more shingles on again.

your own roofing mmpany. B ' g
. ’ >

"Oh, we .do more than roofs. n" Birdie protested. "We.

do baseménts. Or the walls in between." T

1, o "It's a liberatingg experience." Lloyd said, grinning i .

‘v:-’- .’ .

. -
;z:' o with an absent’ look. ¥n his ?;.c:e. "We smash through old
e ne
RN ' pl,astere'd ‘J.ls.*gm-mthrough to, the rotted slats,,‘ ,

8 4
Lloyd's eyes were: openg\’out?two centime:ters nmr
-t .)‘ B

5 . they should have been. S . f’(; o e,
R "After you ve clea,red awap gge old. do you ever fifﬁsh
¥ repairs?” asked( Dawson, ‘ ' | ' ,

"Believe it " sgid L],oyd. "The last room we finished
W ' the lady wanted it white. A1l white. ~Uninfterrupted white.
' Rippling whitJ ceiling. White walls. White. filler in the
joints. White caulking aroﬁnd the windows., By the time
we finished, we were haviﬁb-'white dreams. : M* e

b .
"It's a great job, ™ Birdie sighed. "But like I said. .

‘e
: W,.x&qtthe cosdf -0f mk-ips&, w,,cost of ‘the equipment sledge -
‘hamers and séws, and the ‘cost of the morning coffee and

. lunch and a couple of- beers to wash the plaster Qut of e

| -~ oup throats after we finish work in the afternoon. We . ﬁ

2 can’ hard]:y afford to work ipymore,. The gas t‘o drive back .
| '.'and forth. . .the first week Monigue was working for us. .
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’yee/lady that lives with’her husband who works. She

"“televislon. "And onev\a fweek. Katy walks past here/ as

L3

- ¢ .
' YAOLW
£ : g W
g R
we had to borrdw money  from he}', - Just po-we co%meet . S _
our exp'ense‘s."- L ' S
‘ R . N
Lloyd came up to San and began 8| ng fqer hand." * o f
R
"Good plan you have, San. Cleb.ring awhy ‘Gonventionals v .
3 KN o
who like to harrasa .us.” Lloyd exuded the feeling of ﬁ',
~ a" : :-.' R
| wide gpen spacesz spacﬁe’ betwegn his t)}oughts: spa&es . T
f&;‘between his img.ge% Nothing would seem to ve d1rect.1y o w

related. Maybggrhis thoughts hung there in'space. Ready
for.assacia n'anyw,here. ‘He weis b:hill shaking her- hand.

' "But yoﬁ"‘m "t shoot Katx." he gdd. San w1thdrew her :
ot ha.nd, He Loaked at his ﬁ\dw suspended “in ‘the air, and v'

gri,nned at San agaln. o \«' 3 RN
~ "Who's Katy?" San asked. She found herself adopting

+ . B : 7 ! .
_"Katy.” Lloyd nodded his head. "Katy is this really % . ?

likes her cat. Sweeny When we repaéred her h?se. she _ )2
used 'co glve us 'boys and girls* sandwichés and coffee. P
14 La? N ‘ - .
Every ni’ght, her-husbamd,. Em:& \comes home ahd watches t‘a ‘
» .

?', L & ghg goes to vibrk dt“t* . Not for money, mind you. .. : | .
. L
Katy isa nice lady Who doesn t believe in working for - B /J
’ mongy She just likes to go out once /in a while.. that' ‘ \N&/ :
"What about that paper pf»yours, San? What's 1t R
an

abeut?" Monj.que asked. ’. L :"‘, v
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observe and collect. I accomplished the paper byafather/
ing these visible and then presenting my prgpnaitions as .

-2 -

the action-of suc} netrating
word - by concentratinglon the word itse f," (z:

“The word ‘as a symbol has eX{end¢d much too far to

_ simply identify it with ‘the sexual act it 5fscribes. L

.‘ Nemesis. seeming to have satisfied his curiosity. *
turned his baok and looked overvthe pnrapet
: 'What were the ' 'visibles! you found’* asked Mbnique.

e

L

mesis decreed.

P )

.

N

>
!
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. "It's ‘about- the word * fuck'.” _ | :
"Did ybu &Far thax.ﬂNeme is? irdie snouted. "San's | ,‘.’
_ paper is about fﬁcking ’ . ?1". . A
”No." San refuted._‘"It's noiuabout fucking. It's a
' translation proplem. Mransiating‘thé LT of a word.'to | -
find the meaning it expresses. :.;;-"ﬁ ’ {*f‘-, P
' ‘"I ghdhﬂ? hope;" said Nemesis,,as he “walked ove!". Ch
y"}_ fromﬁthe‘&horf bthat/you were aware of tﬁb magnitude of .
,fﬁsigxificfnceto~:nichfyour paper,was addressed."' Arﬁg,‘ T
-‘-°"Oh._l'sn9uxﬂ‘nope 80, San_responded. | | | ’
a’Ho# did _you perpetrate such a paper9“ he asked.i ) ;i
"One starts with an unknown,. . * San’ began. - :
”Like.inmmathemaxics." Lloydggaid. %?z . |
"In this. case,” said séh "we assumed ﬁﬁat the mean- { .
ing of the word 'fuck' was the unknown. The sound. struc-.
ture and ‘use of the word were the visibles that I could .j///ﬂ~\‘k
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Dawson;}urned his penfilht on again to gcan the

pages. v : v
San said.e'First there was the actual sound of the

word. The fri‘ativo ‘f' holds ‘back the air, but the Wgédﬁ

terminates wsgn a forceful push The fricative builds
'\‘ .
an impetus which creates a force. Here.whatﬁiSfaThroperty

of the sound of the WOﬂF“ is also true of most of the

acts it symbglizes. What it lacks in sensitivity and

. 38 ,r}.ﬂg :
durafion; {es.to accomplish with intensﬁty L

L)

h motion started, ' Qaid Dawson. There was an extra breathi-

A

.negs to his-speech but darkness precluded seeing if’hisr;

complexion had a redness of excitement., ‘We were just

getting around to talking about the nature of symbols in

‘fsociety. and the. natuﬁagof symbolic thinking. It says

here that ?a unlque potggcy becomes, attributed to the

.substances used in or adbociated with ritual, in this case

ith the word itself | The ritualized symbols have a

tendency to run wild. and in most cultures the potency

' implicit in the symbolic activity tends to flow over into o

- )" ’

the symbols themseIVes.'" . AR
: "Actions into words." Saﬂ'elucidated tspirit into
icons..self-worth into things, intelligence into I. Q. .

&cores; o '~§ /’5 'f‘. IR "

-

T 1iked: the wo*z;ds, . '%mémoya; " =Potencyy Tmplicit

flowing.tt{f,, - e Y
TN s S ke \'-t !." ‘
SO

. ~.s . vk:&r‘ e . . N .. ) ‘ ..

-9 . S 3 - .
S P yo T - e L

., Kl PR, . .
. - - A ) .- . - . ;.
O e e . . . . : - !
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it we were considering before all this.com-"-
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"But look at where@§§hey are flowing,” San cried.

"Into a hardened:symboll, Frustration that cannot find

release, thrown out into the world. The sound’ neleases

the anger.” Lik'e \her own scream had., “But an- &ry

sound dissipates as fast as any sound does.“ _San unfolded

~ her legs and placed them back on the roof. “Rather than

potehcy. the.so d expresses .an impotence. For the.people

who yell 'fuck'/out of their car windows. The university t,

students who are without power in Eheir owl system. The

Ricks who ‘are unable to break through into fame and for-

tune, or even respectability. What can they do? They

.shout 'fuck’'!" /San stood up with the rifle in hand.

."Hear! hear!" shouted Ace;' ' 4
“Blast away, San," encouraged Birdie; v

V ,,She began to_stridsfﬁach and forth, using the rifle

as a cane. "The symbol promising release'ruhs wild, _ Now, R

it is not only related to the sexually ﬁrustrated: the |

symbol flows into areas of the socially and/economically ‘

repressed asvwell People who are unable/io produce in T

a production oriented.society. ‘People whe, are unable to

purchase cars or other signs of their’power; They stand

ina crowded bus and express their powerlessness. their

impotence. The malignanj sgsmbol 'fucx' is ideal to ex~

press the ambivalent feelings of lsion ‘and attraction-

. to all things which are consider eded but unavailable.

Dawson continued ze scan th pages with his penlight

- w]g that in here?'



for the sympol itself. Maybve they find other vays to

-

"In. some form, yes,"” San affirmed. "'I'hen there 1is
an attempt to make the symbol more enduring. More real.
Attempts to dispel the futile energy aggregated into the
‘symbol. The scruff of the dissenters practice writin?
'fuck' on the walls of bus shelters and washrooms, but
that soon ceases to be - -satisfactory expression for even

the smallest of minds. So how 'do the users of the symbol

reactivate its promise of- virility and power? By bringi’ng .

it back to its friginal,

t: meqning through assault '
t ng thg oppressive structure
N

uation, they deny their p_pwerlessness

and Tape. Rat
that created thy
by attacking someone who has. even less power.
-+ “What about women?" challenged Monique. "Woman _
shout "fuck' too. but they don't go out and rape anybody »
San walked back to' the poplars and sat down on 'the’

v k'Q -

| frame. "'You know as much t"women‘ hs I do."- San-

answered, = "Maybe women say ‘fuck' to show disre,spec%

express their social. economic, and sexual powerle e‘ss;
like enmraging their <husbands and sons, or practiging

- some fform of self-effacement Maybe they . pick up a. rif ‘e.
What do you do?* | A S

*If you were a mother like Katy, Lloyd offe d, you

' wouldn t say that Katy's happy becausesshe s been a good

..mothe{ and her son's a member of the Legion. s

. *Lloyd,” San said. ."You don't get power -by pushing

. ﬁyour kids around. They re more powerless than the mothers.

w7 A ] ) - o~
’ t

.‘j.’. o » - -
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"Leave it inert. Goverted to n%gnest "
this for. I just

" think S0, Nemesis”"

. } ) YAQLW
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*But, Katy's son is a member of the Legion. ‘
San gave up. - Exhausted. Her b_urs;_ofu_energy dis-

solved, - | N - R ’

*San's actually a part o.f 'Revo 's unlimited'. you ’

A

know,* Birdie saiil to Lloyd. "She \yants to dest’roy all

the rotting structure that sur 8:us, Break it down. v

. ‘ "Not, " San protested

132
-
g8
o9
o
© e
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"I think we should help San, )

oy «

",' "What does she offer to consﬁruct@lt‘s-plaoe'}"
e -

asked Michael. ‘ ' ° . /A , o
W . A - o
"Nothing." said Monique.‘ d , o L *.{,_ -
"N_othirrg;rtwan.-'ag_reed_Aée. | o
"Just what we want, * sa.i@‘z"die'. | e | .
. g -
"That's not sGp not so." o‘bjeoted San, But the ‘com-
~ N ' ,
pany vsoemed to be winding up. No one heard. R ' ".'
Vi ,"It séems to be the tnde to lct." said Nemesis. turn- . .‘.;‘

. ing around and approaching San. He was as tall as the L
»two-meter fisherman.; “Give me the rifle, San. R ’»v"ox‘

‘This time she was not fast enough He had taken -

possession of it before he had even finished asleing.
Nemesi.s continued. "We need a. guard. so no one. inter-
feres.* So swing he began walking back and forth along

-

the parape t;.f



It was a ludicrous spectacle. This tall blackly o -
. dressed figure. ae‘ting the part of a guard in a fortress. “-f\ ‘@
The light of the moon cut him out as a silhouette. - o o

. "What are you. going to do. San?* "Dawson whispered. ot
"Do you want me to stay arownd?" . o o . ' o ’
: San didn't answer. So;heone could be heaérd eomingi

. *

up ‘the stairs. . R 2 o

. - . -
> .

Who goes there""" (the sentzy boomed, L
| "Great gods. it's m‘!“;. Cmenee.m, What } going on
¥ here""‘ he dsked- from the doorway of. the shack _ R,
, "Stw where yod are.” 4 ” e r,,~ . ”ﬁ Ji?&“
. Clarence remained at the door. ' : . \ v
"Who 8 Clarencé?ﬁ' Nexhes:.s aslsed |- B

"He's all right..‘ answér_ed Birdie. ""He's the onely who |

<

phoned ‘me up. He s San 8 budd& " <

~

: 'H; can be trusted?" Nemesis persisted. T lgﬁ;’;:»,:"' - t%
"Sure. sure. let him out. 7 : DR ", ..y

Qlarenée Practically tiptoed over to San and Dawson. v S \
b : 1 v
"San, what's on here? Who ig that creep and how did you S

"

‘let hip have the rifle?" - T

-

' "'Listen.'? Dawson interrupted. WY have to leave now,

San Clarence. ‘why donkt you qome with me down to your ’ j’,ﬂ_‘ o “
flat'f 1°'11 explain everything to- you there.” R . o
 "Pete's alleyl A man cant leave %nd ‘have: ‘a few hours‘ e

of relaxation without everything changing c:ontrol I'd

bette‘r stay here. and wateh what happens.

-
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“ %Don't worry; .Clarence,* said San. *If they start -~ . .‘“

* to get violent, I'll tell tﬁem to wait till you get back."

«. "Comé dovmstairs and pour me a drink, Clarence.

'\jxw(son request‘ "I want to walt a rew mimltes before : ." ¢
._;:q;";.f;~;" "3 drivevhome.{' You'don't want to qome along with us. do h .
R L. “. Lo '

St you, Sa.n"" : , o R RN

" ". S “ ! T . - . . -t . -‘ . . ) :‘ . " ) "- N o
pooat 'No, Daiso} ‘quahgad, I_.ll I‘,r;,?‘ fgli/ SN ~
.,,f - . * ~"Hello‘?f' : ,."’ . . . " i-. T o ‘ .

_ "'Hese,"s Mrs. Léksse.«" sﬁj;d Olafrénq-e. ™I s'hoqld leave -
- _hef‘ to ybu.“ San." " . A : i 3,' ‘ . .
"Bxere are too many people up here. a.nnouncad Mrs.

Y

.o Mosé. She stgg% uhder the ],ight above the

v,

door looking , ,
into the §1ackness. Tiny pim curls covered her sCalp._ » #- Lo
";[, want tq know what's going on.” ', . 3
-, | "-I'll be back," Clarence said to gan, as he and . |
Dawson vlkew to thé doqm “We're lea.xj.}ng gow.- Gloria,.

'Dgn _t wm*ry."" he ,soothed "Listen. See? It's all quiet

! e T
v

- now,- We'll walk you to your flat. 1£ you wish. o | 4
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~ you trying to stop il normal pgocessee°”i;

: Just releaae. ﬂRelease normal prooesseé

_one should get & gun and promoto desttuctivq,éhaos? Are

”;themselves; Safe prisons that offdr habi,v
IWhere no disintegrating thoughts are pei f

rI& . | ‘ ! S

. " a
o\. VI . p

ﬂTrua.‘ It yas quiet. Only the souﬁds ot Ncnosia'

pacing ragulated ‘the ‘stillness. The sentinel on dudy.

g ‘Lloyd, Birdie and Company were sittin; 1nrn c!role
by tle*ﬁbplara.- The smell of swee£3grass stood in tho-' SR
ai oo f r. S0 :

Michael pullqg hgs sleeping bag oVer beside qhere

-San was 1ying on a ‘mat, and sat down. “Ia that whatf < f"
4you want ta do?“ ‘} ' v S T Rt
< ooy
"What'a that°" responded San.

.‘"Smoke myﬁhlf away-
in a quiet, more aeceptable proteét?" o fgl_ T - '
~"NoA I don’t hpms;hgt.. I pean. do you want to' : ' '

bring everything to a g%op” Desuroy? .Do you think every-

NS ) Ty

‘n K

\ \

I don't wunt to'destroy. _ \ . f’f

b._‘«,

oo “Not at allc Michaélo

nd g way to - L '
let pésple aut or the prisons thex'Ve con trﬂcted foi ‘ s

and rou%inqs Wj_" .af
tted whgp S e

 ';they realize they are no safbr'witnth/their shella tﬁan “?Cflfi

N

_fon thei
,and ad;uét to what's happening t

when/;h ara acting freely. mayﬁi thqy‘ll decide td act'“‘“”{{’;?gi
N

Wi reflection. Maybe Ihen thevaon'; Just walfl R
3 LT

them. mf; »‘1,5'5“.,9 ;- ;f

SO 3 N
t . ~ " . - P

|
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. "People do what they believe they want to do, San.

They do what they bel;;ve 18 best or necessary for their
own lives."
"But how do they pick up what they believe? By a
random gathering of what's meaningful'to them, gained
without the hindrance of thought challenging the'inherent
contradictions. Taking their cue to acquired beliefs
from the dvailable institutions that they have been soak- .
ed in from birth onward. .Institutions that offer pat-
terns of behavior. Ready-made images to organizg their
lives. A treadmill to participate with until death."
Nemgsis calied oug. “Ten o'élock.-AAil's well.”
A communal giggle rose from the circle. f) '
Michael leaned back on his elbows. “"What sort of '
institutions are you talking about, San?" N
“Educational. Religious. The family. Our economic
system. Sports.*®
*That seems to cover about everything. You want all
this to break down?" . |
"A change of attitude would make a good start.”
“We need to sometimes take a différent point of view?~
"No, Michael.: ‘Point of view' is-a spin-off_from
our present institutional way of thinking. It suggests
a direct point to point considera}ion. Attitude is all
encompassing. Like breathing. It infiltrateg the whole

system. Present institutions don't allow room to breathe,



bu} the whole world breathes. The problem is that so

many people have such a perver‘ted iﬁtﬁet in keeping
things the way they are.” A
"What's the way they are?" A friendly mécking Min
appeared on Michael's face. v
"Capsulized into smaller and smaller units. Units.
W “an isolating idea. The only things that,attempt
exist in separate uﬁits are.things of mental inveption.
Like tautologies and mathematical conlfructs. Everythiné
within normal processes is interacting within an qpen*'
‘system. Penetra;ing and being penetrated by other 1geﬁ¥i-
ties and types of existence.” ﬁ p . ; v
I They were interrupted by Ace who was standf;g above
them and looking down to where they were lying. "Do you
guys want a joint?" ) \\\
"No, thanks,” San answered.
"Not now,"” Michael replied.
"Want-a 'dourmet's Delight'?" Ace extended a large
bag gf what looked like plastic shrimp towards them.
Michael and San shook their heads in refusal. Ace
continued to stand there and gave a long belcﬁ. "Did you
' see the lightning?~
~ It didn't seem a night for lightning, but San and
‘Michaeél looked up. "
o Ace guffawed at his deception. "I didn't see any

" either, but I heard the thunder."
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San and Michael groaned.

"Sure you don't want any of this? Last chance,"
Ace said, as he offe ‘.the roach. On their fﬁfusal.
he shruéged and ambled back to his circle. ]

Resting his weight:on his elbow, Michaél turned onto
his side to face San. "I think that you're givgn to spil-
ling {Pntasies. San. Anyone can see that separate things
extsts a chair, a table, these mais we're l&ing on."

“A gross truth,” San Admitted. "But in actuality,
éverytdﬁg mingles wiéﬁ everything else.”

~Egad.” Michael flopped himself down on his stomach.

"When I picture the stuff of existence,” San said as
sﬁe drew her mat closer to his, ;I imagine something like
an organic wine glass.' Like a wine glass, everything is
open to that which surrounds it, and yet, for some indefi-
nite length of time, it manages to maintain its unique
shape and use among the other things of the world."

San moved her hand lightly over Michael's back.

"Yes," she continued. "A wine glass with the proper-
ties of a magnet, in that it attracts some things and
repels others., It wouldvalso have_to have the capacity
for collection, expulsion, and mutation that a womb is
capable of. Patterns of qollection. time and size scale,
density, speed of activity...all these would be relative
to the identity of the particular beiné considered, of

course.”
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"Of course. Michaol agpeed. “I'11 write you up
a formula to maRe it officig; in the morﬂing. - He 1lifted
his arm to give a wave. *Nothing to it...that feels good,"
he sald, shiftiﬁg his shoulder under éan's hand.

“It's curious, fhough. the extent that patterns of
oollection extend:f;om one type of.identity to another.

If you look at'thq pattern of a desmid, that's a type of

a}gae. and a ?rosé-section of an orange or a lemon, you'll

see similar patterns. And then, also, all tﬁe examples

of natural symmetry. But one wouldn't want to take‘same-

ness too far, aﬁd make the mistake that Leibniz made.”
~What mistake was that?" « ‘

"All of his *'monads' were, as far as I can tell,
exactly the same. Unit ubon unit of gepetition, monitored
by a God. Units.‘identifiable only by their different
location in space.” ' .

"And as for your 'organic wine glasses'...."

*The largest of which would be open to and surround-
ed by the rest of the unknown universe. While the small-
est wouldlbounce around in a ray of light for an infini-
tesimal amount of time." °

“Hi, folks."” Lloyd was standing above them, his’
grinning counfgnance as ific as ever., “We've deeided

this isn't goin§/€; work. Move over.”
San ard Michael sat up to make room for Lloyd.
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.. "This isn't any ordinary sniping, *-Lloyd sald, shak- -

ing his head. "You're going to be here; fixed at one -

place. You see those other roofs around here? Don't

worry if you can't, they're there. Soheone could get”

up ;n one of those roofs and pick you off with no problem'

at all. You're exposed. Too exposed. Now we've talked

it -over, a lot. 4nd we've decided.” - \
"What din'you decide?" asked Michael.

L

"It's going to be tough." ' .

‘
' "So you're going ta recommendfthat San.postpone her

sniping. Right?"

“No, no. No. What we have in mind. What we have
in mind is a bunker. We've got the cement. And we can
bring up some grey briék. We'll put a roof over top of
it. You'll be snug...as can be,” he finished.

"Lloyd. I don't want to be cemented into a bunker...
what I want to do is...." o
. . . - -

"No: Don't panic, San. We're going to fix this-*
roof up; ?hg~Company is going to leave now, but we'li
be back tomod‘bw. Just the same as any working day.

We'll be here to build you a bunker,” he said as jglrose.

to his feet. R N .i 's
The rest ofvthe crew were waiting. | '
Nemesis made ,a formal presentation of the rifle.

"Till tomorrow,"” he said. . ‘
"Bye, San, * s,g.id Birdie. * - .



Someone turned out tﬁé_l}ght.

"B%e bye, San,"” said Lloyd. "Don'% fgrget. ?omor-
row,” ‘ '

They 'all shuffled out. Leaving the roéf to San and
Michael.

The moon, now ;lmost directly above’them.Alit up
the 'roof. Lying oﬂ her back, it appeared to ?e crossing
the sky at.a.éréat speedl Or, with a pé?ééptual-feversal.
she could make it appear stopped. while the roof could
be felt plummeting to the ground in a neverending are.

"Are you falling asleep?” asked Michael. -

"No."

“Want to talk?"

“Okay."”

Silence. | 752‘ o

*San, I can't understand, why you think some of these
things you're‘interested-in;are'so important 1 %@an.
what can al& ‘that we were talking about have tdy _go wi::'h
ther;;ves of people?” ‘ _ - e

"People are part of the universe too, Michael. ¥
People feel the same pull towards and pusn against that
which attracts and repels them as any other eﬁ%mple of
existence.” |

"Have you ever studied astroiogyisqp§“ﬁ B

“No., " | L



.

it -- but they certainly wou
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' »If what you're saying about this universal motion ,

‘were true, it would support astralogical claims. Differ-

ent positions of the planets would result in different
magneéic fields that a person would operate withif. Some-
times their physical being would be intensified, causing
thfﬁ to lash out, Temperament would change according
to'changes in the physical field." | }
"People aren't that sensitive, Michael. Not anymore.
If they ever were. Théy't? more dominated by the thoughts
in theit heads than physical ihfl&ences that tenuous.
The,Dionysién man is benumbed by an overdoes of sensory
experience. Haven't youiﬁéard? Beslides, unexplained in- .
fluences are more generally attributed to the power of
the Gods.™ San sat up, as she mused aloud. "Buz you're
right, you know. There must have been a time’when peopie
actually‘felt their own participation in that universal

process. They might not have realized it themselves --

o
'

as they woyld have been too involved with the motion to

separate it from their own existence enough to cognize

~
N\

ave expressed it. As

, you know, anything the human feelk is expressed in one

_way or another. It couid be a reason why so many of our

words have origins that express the g;obal reality of
going out, pulling or pushing inward, holding and driv-
ing out again.”"

“If something were true of language then, wouldn't

it have to be true of language now?" .

N

®

N
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"It could still be true, only obfuscated by a change

of interest.”

"How.so?' asked Michael. He remained lying on his
back. ,

"Whereas at one point in time, words expressed more
of the participative 'driving-outward®' and ‘drawing-inward’
process, now, the_general philosophy of our age and the
language it uses is more interested in cutting that motion
into minute, precise and specific units of meaning. Like
a pointillist's paint;ng, a.whole scene is portrayed, not
in one sweeping movement, but ihnwords as distinct signs
that are surrounded by space and organ;zed to display mean-
ing. There's a diffe}ent purpose in the approach."”

Her head ringing with fatigue, San‘lay back on the
mat. It"w?s a nicg feeling. Lying ﬁhere.fiWatching the
progrésé of the mo;n.

’ San took a deep breath. E?lling her lungs and push-
ing her stomach outward.

"You'll get cold if you fall asleep like that, " said
Michael. *“Do you want me to zip the sleeping bags to-
gether?” ) .

For a moment, San was unable to interpret her own
feelings. "No." She was tired and jumpy.. And thinking
too much. She forced herself to get up, pull her mat

over by the poplars, and spread out her sleeping bag.



Keoéing possessi&n of the rifie. sﬁeuvisited the
penthouse., The next towel had 'Port 0*' Call' written
in blue letgz;s. When she returned outside, she stopped
to glance over the parapet. Only a few‘vagrant cars
were about,

She looked a Michael, siretched out, so at ease and
relaxed. This wasljust four dayé of pleasant diversion
for him. Why should she provide him entertainment? The
thought made her cold and resentful. i

Alone, wrapped up in her cocoon. '

Sleep fitful. Dreams black boxes. She felt herself
extended to include all things, and then, chop. Thapés
not part of per. It must be excluded. Chop. Until only
little boxe; of unknown content remained. Just movement
left,.

She awoke to find Clarence had been jostling her
shoulder. . |

"Are you awake, San? Are you awake?"

"I'm awake. What do you want?" .

"Sorry I was so late getting back. Dawson and I went

out on the town awhile.”

"That's nice, Clarence. Now will you let me go back

.I"

to sleep?”
. "I dbrought you something.”

"Clarence. Please go away. I don't want what you

1 =

brought.”



*I dbrought youéQﬁg
San sat up. Oh":~a\he lik!'_

- £ s "’..
fruit.- X .
*What?"
"The fruit of an orange is animhl fruit.- .

"San, you really are Sleepy. Oranges grow on trees.
They are plant. Not animal.*

“Look at it."

"It's too dark."

"Get Michael's pen-light,” sha said, as she began
Peeling the orange. "I think Dawson left it on the poplar
frame."”

"I don't know why you w?nt me to look at an orange, "
Clarence muttered, as he felt the‘poplar frame for the small
flashlight. "I know whét an orange looks like.” Unable to
find the penlight on the frame, his hands were searching
the grass and dirt. "I was the one who brought tpe god
damned orange up to you. I even know what it feels like."
Eventually he came up with the penlight. "“Now, what am
I supposed to look at?" p

"See where I've bitten through the thin skin? See
the bubbles of flesh and the blood that's been feleased:
swirling about? What an alive thing an orange s to eat."
' *Blood. That's julce." J
"So is blood.”

"Yuk.”



"And thcro.\you see? The tiaéue in between the
fleshy dbubbles? That's the orange's muscle. And this
white tendony stuff in the center. So there it is.
Animal fruit, The tree 13 Just the supporting skeleton,
or the petrified umbilical cord that feeds the orange,
but is no longer part of {t."

"This may be the last time I ever wake you -- when

i
~you've been sleeping. Are you sure that San isn't a nick-

name for sanguinary?" ‘ ]5
"Sanguine, maybe,® San giggled.
"Now what?" | -
"I juét visualized what a human tree would look like

if the umbilical cords weren't bfbken. Of course, they'd

qrhave to be a lot stronger to support the new growth. Or

maybe the connection would hold if the weight were support-

ed by water,"
»I think I should let you gé back to sleep. Sanguine,
> 0

eh? Lusty and full of life? You know, I'l1 stay up here
with you if you like. Or you could come downstairs with

L J

me?*
I wasn't suggeéting I felt iusty for you, Clarence."
"You never know," he .sald as he rose to his feet.
"I'1ll leave you to your dream then. I'm g€lad you liked
your orange.. I just hope 1'll be able to eat one again

without cooking it.~ - P
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Early morning had gone when San awoke. The sun was

already quite high in the cloudless blue. She lay motion-
egss, watching thé broczo.mov; the leaves.

In the distance, sirens could be heard.

She lifted her head. Michael's sleeping bag and mag
‘were still on the roof, but they appeared ® have been
deserted. The rifle was where she had left it: 0n~the
roof, between her and the poplar frane; The shirt wrapped
around it. ‘Th§ two pleces of decora;eghéhnnk on top of

the shirt, - . .
This was her third day on top of the roof. She lay
back again, . g

. {rom the muffled sou;ds coming from the street, the
screech of tires reached her. ' She listened as the sirens
grew louder, pinnacled, and then began to fade. She focﬁs-
ed her gaze-on'th; shapes outlined by the poplar'léaves
and emptiéd her mind of thought or Qéﬁsation.

' "So that's it. As I said. it's all over.”
*You ghould be pléased instead of worried."

There were a number of voices coming from the\stair-

well, Who was it this time? Glad it didn't so like the

copstruction crew. They would be too much thik hour of the

morning.

vy,



And we're cclobratin‘. The &odor was Le

« "
known her eince the dqya of ‘the vanityp .

?Aﬂ had
e
arrived also.” Tﬁth"&omoru-

Frankie and Nicole

A

tion continuing as they & Z?"“ '_, 

“Pree as a bird?‘* Mcolo ‘sald. (
* . W . Y
“After last night,~ replied Pmnkld. "That’'s it.

-

‘Asil said. I'll be free as a bird. . . BN

o

*  "Chegqrs, San. Rise md shine, it'n s g].oriou. thy »

3y
¥

"With your three littlo ne-nu? Yov.pve got to bo ' e ‘;,‘;.

- R Y . .. N

joking.* . ‘, :

: / r{o of Pra.nkio' | "littlc no-nu" came on the roor- with
h‘r. along wiﬂ\,a fogrth wonm that San hnd met once, about \_,,

Ay T
.-,_v,* :
s

'a month before, at Leona® a. e | L: i I"‘.’ 3

Leona appro&ched where Sln ‘was lying. "'L‘ihe to aﬁrt

your day, San._ Stoppihg at tho toot of the- ut. Sht nld.

"Your ‘friend across the hall® called me. - He aaid you uere

in some sort of crisis “« I mcntioned it to Nlcolcu.nd ye '

'thought we would bring some mow.ng' coffee and cqmiq,er:ate

.
with you.*" S P

“I'm just waking up. Pass me that shiv%‘ will you”'

'Hero. said Leona. as she toased Hichael' shirt to
“San. "Don t raih. '11 go over and help Nicole set up’
the coffee. ?rankio a havi,hg a fight ‘with Hank 80 1‘t'
‘oh, what'm I goin' t'*do?' ‘time mngv.

Nicole had placed a large thermos on tho roof ‘and was

in the process of erecting the cardtablo while lictening

K

to Frankie®s tale of distress. S AR




-

At the varsity, there had been a casual alliance
between some half-dozen women. 'All were, for some reason
or another, outside the usual run of things. Perhaps
only becausevkhey were not parf of the majority: the one-
step-out-of-high:school studénts. Leona and Nicole were
the onlx/twob¥hat San‘had seen lately, although it was
not uncommon that the interval betweeg’communication
sﬁg&ld extend to months or even years. Interests were
such fhaf conversation was generally picked up as easily
as it had been left off, _

‘ And‘F{Fnkié. Supposedly ultimately married. Yet
atténding night glasses and finding her friends among
the definite?&-not married. Nicknamed after the Hawaiian
.ne;ne because of her "out of the’wat;r". silly goose,
vegetarian habits. Beside Nicple. she looked like a pale
blade of gréss. Wispy. ) . »

San started to unwrap her rifle to take with her to
.the shack. But the coming event was obviously a coffee
klatch. The rifle would be superfluous. Leaving it
enveloped in the khaki shirt, she crossed the roof.
Prankie's little ne-nes were swirling about, and Octavia,
the youngest, darted in front of San, céusing San to al-
most lose her balance. Withopt further incident, San '
passed the poster and.entered the penthouse.

She transferred the bottled beer from the sink to

the floor and commenced to groom herself for the day."

1
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When San returned to ‘the roof.‘ready for a morning
coffee, six great plastic mugs were oﬁ the table., It
appeared that Leona, Nicole and Sharon were taking the
opportunity to divulge to Frankie their intimate know-
ledge of the lurking problems.

“Bﬁt. it's not going to be difficult," argued
Frankie. "Mor one thing, Hank has already agreed to send
me four huhdr a month to pay the moftgage, and i can

“‘et a job, or even some social assistance if need be."
‘ .“Don't be a goose, Frankie,” said Nicole. "Living
in a home 1like your;. with an income of four hundred a
month, you won't be detting any outside assistance."

"And then there's»ihe problem with other men," said
Leona. "Do you really think your husband will continue
to pay the mortgage on the house if you have someone else
move in with you? 'Let.him look after you,*' that's what
‘he¥ll say. Especially once he .needs the four hundred to
l&qk after his new interests.”

J *But I'm not planning on living with anyone else, "
P 2

N

Frankie assured her audience. "I wouldn't want the child-
ren to be confused."
"Not now, maybe,” Leona agreed. "But what about next
month? Or next year? Are you plaﬂniﬁé on becoming a nun?"
There are only two”alternatives.” declared Shéron.

"Either you bring it home or you go out for it.”
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*I can just see Frankie," smiled Leona. *"Arranging ‘,
furtive trysts with a lover. Getting out of bed at two
in fﬁe morning to drive home and release the babysitter.
Meeting for a quick flash of intimacy during lunch, "

"Or bringing the man home and making sure he leaves
in the morning,"” offered Sharoﬁ.

"I'm not saying,” defended Frankie, “that I won't
eventually géf married ag;inu”

Nicole stepped over tp the parapet. "Wanted,” she
shouted over the wall, "Man té take over mortgage, three
children and wife. Usual benefits. 'Apply before despair.”

"I don't know why you are all making fun of me,"
Fragkie sulked. "You've all done something similar your-
selves. Maybe, I*1l1l just move out of his house. Get some
sort of cash settlement. Apply for social assistance, and

o

take courses at the university.” g _

"That's not legal anymére." objected Nicolé. "If
you're on welf;re you elther have to be at home With the
children er out looking fgf a job. 1Isn't that the case,
San?” |

"Content yourself with being part of M@ ighorant
masses,” San sald as she finished a yawn "Who made this
coffee? It's worse than Clarence's.” | _ |

"It's possible,” said Frankie as she twirled a loose
thfead from her handbag around her little finger;j"it's

just possible that I might be able to find a good job."
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*And a decenﬁ;gay care for the kids?” asked Nicole.

b "A job doing what?" assailed Leona. "You've never

. o . ’ ~

-even supported yourself," , : : - A
"Stop telling me all the troubles I'm going to hajg.“

: \
aded Frankie. "The decisions have been made. I'll \\

8¥ have to program the details,"” _ \
San decided to offer hef'opinion. "Have you consider-
ed letting the kids stay with Hank? He has the job and
the money.' You could step out and find yourway in the

world.” -

"Oh, I couldn't do that," Frankie protested. "I
’ don't even know if I would want to do that. - The kids
should be with their méther. I'm sure of that."
| “Undaunted, San said, "What we should have is a half-
way house for women coming out of manriége. It would give
them time to adjust to new sitﬁatidﬁs."
| "Like convicts coming out of prison, " Nicole commented.
“You couldn't call it a halfway house," said Leona. |
“Halfway between what and what? One man and another? One
man and no men?" i
San laughed. "How about, halfWay between economic
dependenée and economic independence. Halfway between -
having no choice and making decisions thaf will affect
one's life.” ”
“But yeu mean a house where’fellows aren't allowed?"

asked Sharon.

Y
RS
.
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"That would be self-defeating, " interrupted ieona.
"It's only through experiencing a number of men
intimately.‘that women can get rid of old-hangups.”
Frankie stopped twirling the loose thread, and
Lsaid, "The problem with new men should wait. At least
fuﬁkil the womanﬂhas:everything else settled.”
| | "Gad!" ‘interjected Sharon. "How long do you think
jfhat that takes? I still don' t have 'everything else
\settled' ", ‘
\. - San tried to elucidate, "No one who helpea set up
ha halfway house would want-te be in the position of hav-
ing to tell any of the occupants how to live. That's what
the ﬁemen ﬁould be there for: time and independence to
decide for themselves. Perhaps a housing eomplex could
Ibe set up with private space for each woman, but\with
group facilities and group child-care arrangements. "

"A matriarchal cémmupity?" scoffed Nicole. "And

what o& the men who dropped in for the available benefits?

\

A haven‘yith the work and organization done by the women?"

”Do you mean a halfway house for a few days. or weeks?

* "asked Frankie, . , !
N "What, could anyone decide in that amount of time?*"
said.Leona. “There should be an intermission of obliga-
tions for a number ef years to give time to read, study

and try out differént life styles.”

4
x

J
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‘ *I don't know agout all this,” said Frankle, looking
at her children wﬂo were transforming the old tennis net
‘into a hammock. “There would be a multitude of problems."

"So there might be, Frankie," agreed San. "But the
goal of providing an ad%antageous si tuation for the
children‘té grow up in, while not deprivingka mother of
her liberty, would be wefl worth it."

Sﬁaron expressed her approval, "If the ybung tots
all slept in the same vicini%y. one wouldn't have to worry
about hiring a sitter, or leaving*them aone at nights.”

v

"Or,” said Nicole, "having them come home after

»

shcool to an empty house."

#The psychologica poséibility," offered Leona,
"might be that the children uld‘acquire a sense of secu-

-rigy, independent of their mother's Haisons.” .

"If a complex for éingle parent f;;Ilies wefe set up, "
San said, "there wouldn't havg to be the present duplicg- .
tion of purchases. With the funds that would be séved by
‘the cooperative factor, one could make sure that the -
children got the necessary 'extras'’ like swimmiﬁg, musig,,
golf. Maybe a ﬁrench governess."

"Golf? A French governess?" said Frankie. “You surely
‘haQe an unpractica{\i@ea about‘Whag\a child,éhould have i
jus@‘to not bq.gisadvéntaged.”

"Golf is an ideal way to étrengthen concentration.

- Centering the attention of the mind to such an extent that
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the whole 'trained' body collaborates. And music...."

San ‘was 1nterrupted by the arrival of Mcg, LaRose.

"How nice," beamed Mrs. LaRose; ™You've ot some
proper company. I'm Mrs. LaRose. tAe landlady, " she said,
oversmlling at everyone.

" "Have a cup of coffee, Mrs. LaRose,” offered Leona.
"We even have a cup ready for you."

”Thgnk you," she said. "I've been so worried. I'm
so glad fou put that rifle away, San. I had de01ded I
couldn' t stand these goings-on a moment longer. I was i
determined to phone the owners."

"I'm surprised you didn't phone the cops,"” said Leona.

"Well,” said Mrs. LéRose; shaking her.head, "I hate
to creatta stir. But I was going to admit that I wodld
have to call in those two owners, if I couldn't, right now
maﬁe San g1ve up thls rlfle bu31ness.- But I hate to call

+ you know,” she said taking a sip of her coffee.

as they get their rent money, they pretty much
And the first thing they would ask, if
P, would bae,-'Why isn't Edward dealing

L g | . _
"Who's Edward?" ‘askef"Sha’ron. >
"Don" bothéy " sakd Leona to Sharon, "He's sixty-
three, with a gre’brush—cut And his only passion is

horse racing.”
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"Eddie is my husband,” Mrs. LaRbdse was answering,
*0f coursé. he's the one who officially is the superintend-

ent here. Now my Eddie is a good man. 1It's just that

. A
’

metimes he's out of town on other business and isn*'t
ound. The owners really dogT:—;jke that. I get so ner-
vous about the goings-on of my tenants. If they get
caught’doing anything illegal, the first thing that will
happen is those two owners will come down on Eddie and me.
Saying we're not lookiﬁg after this place properlyf Now f
if;Eddie had been around here, he could have either got
San to give up this rifre business, or he would have call-
ed the police. But if I call the poiice and those two men
find out that Eddie hasn't been around for....”
"How long has it been since you'?e seen him?" asked
Nicole. . | _ L
”0Oh, he's very busy. He's been away.a little more
than two weeks, this time."
" "Why don't you just let the owners know that you're
the one who looks after the place?" asked Sharon.
"I do look after it, don't I," agreed Mrs. LaRose.
"I should tell them: 'Look here, I'm the superintehdeﬁt.'"
" San, the rats in her stomach -- long since in full
effect -- thoight of the missing plaster on the hall walls,
and the broken door knob in her flat. _
"But you know," said Mrs. LaRose, as if she were re-

vealing a terrible secret, "they only hire couples.fai*ﬂ/
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be out on the street with no place to live. I'm only
hoping that Eddie will be back_soon, You know this can't
€0 on any longer, San. I hate to say this, but tomorrow
your r;nt is due again, and I just can't risk telling the
owners your flat is empty. What if they db a check and
see that someone's there? They'd thiﬁk‘I'd been holding
‘back their money. San, why don't you talk to Clarence?
I'm sure that nice young man could help you fix up some-
thing." |

"Oh, he's héiplng me, Mrs, LaRose," responded San
"In exactly what direction, I'm not sure."

"Clarence?” said Frankie. "You mean that sweet blond_
fellow I saw you with at The Shamrock? ‘I always make sure
toAread his érticles in The World. They're always so‘full
of depth. So tragic and hhman. And sensitive, |

| "How can you think that about Clarence?" asked San¢
s Mrs, LaRose broke in, "San,I don't think that you
know to apprec1ate Clarence. You don't seem to recognize
what‘a fine man he is."

Images of Clarence. His chest with its four hairs.
On his hands and knees under the poplars last night. Mak-
ing everything so available for her stay on the roof,
Available for his story....

“He'll be a lucky catch for some girl,” Mrs. LaRose
affirmed. |

"I, for one, don't believe in 'catches*,”_said Leona.



*Or marriages either, Whe; two people become one, the
question that stikes me is 'Who's dying?'."

"But it's not quite like that," San said. "More often
two people who stay together have symbiotic personalities.
The altruistic self-eraser findlng union with the power
hungry’the sycophant with the egotist, the butterfly to
the grey cement., Two by two they tumble together, into

their boxes."”

"Worst of all,"” stated Frankie, "is the ﬁﬁzx husband
who dominates his wife te increase his own image. But he:
really is weak, so the woman has to get stronger and more
capable." Fran%;pfs children were on either side of her,
vying for her attention. As she talked she was rdmmaging
through her capecious bag. "He needs her to be stronger,
but he hates it too, because it makes him appear even -
weaker.” She brought out a bag of cookies and gave them
to Octavia and Bradly. } | |

San wbndered if Frankie knew she was talking about
- Hank. Mrs. LaRose was nodding her head sympathetically.

- "One doesn't want to hurt him,* Frankie continued,
"but what else can one do, if nothing that one does is
right? Nothing appreciated” Everything one does is
wrong, even to buttering hlS toast.” :

"You can' t change other people," advised Leona "If
it.isn't going right. you have to leave."

*But I couidn't leave my Eddie,” said Mrs; LaRose.
"What would I do if I dfd?"\\
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"You can't change other people,” San said to Leona,
"but it is within another person's power to change the
light, or the receptive field, that complement8 a mate's
neurosis. If someone is being too dominant, someone
else is being too submissive. That sort of thing. The
personality ®f anyone can be greatly influenced by the
way that one sees oneself being seen.”

"If you're so wise,” asked Sharon, "how come you're
not happil& snuggled in with someone?*

"Ladies. Ladies." J .

Clarence announced his entrance.

"How delightful to see you gathered here. ?air and
dark haired beauties. How have I survived away from you
so long?*" .

"Hi, Clarence. I'm Leona." ¢

"You were as good as your word.j/éii‘ Clarence.

. rd ~—. \

"We've heard so much about you}{#ﬁf&d Nicole. "It's
interesting to see you in person.”
| "We're talking about love and men," said Sharon, as
she looked Clarence over. "Of course, some 6f us, like
San, are too callous to ever fall in love again."

San objected to the charge. "éallousness can soften,
Sharon. There have been at least one or two times when I
thought,evefything was perfect.”

~"Really?"§&ankie smiled. "What happened?"



"Nothing. It didn't assume enough importance to over-
come other plans. Priorities 1ntetrﬁ£t." ‘

"Yes. Yes. Priorities,” sald Mrs. LaRose. "I sup-
pose there is something I should be doing now, rather than
chatting away up here drinking coffee. Eddie could come
home at any time, and what have I done today?"

"Such a shame you have to lean." prdtested Clarence.

"Yes., 1 really musﬁago.“ Fluttering her hand in ; |

wave, Mrs. LaRose moved toward the door. "You will remem-

ber, San? Abtut the rent?” ' ' s

As Mrs. baRose went out, San started a sigh of relief.
But Mrs. LaRose re-entered to say, "That poster. It is
?upéétting. isn't it? You will take it down, won't you
Clarenc e?'

This time she‘did leave. /

"I think there's'enough coffee left, " (Nicole said as

" she swished the thermos. "Do you want up, Clévence?"
"I'll pass it up, for now, thanks. A bit of a’hang-

over this morning. While I sip quletly on this beer, why
don't you girls tell me how.you all came to know each other?

'“It's getting hot up here,” said Sharon. "With that
sun shining down like this, I could be improving my tan.*
Picking up her handbag, she left for fhe sﬂack.

Leona was smiling. "When did I meet San? It was a
huge class and the prof was talkihg about the bio;ogical

differences between boys and girls, and the effect of
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socialization. San popped up from her chalr, and started
r;;orfin; cases where sex was anmbiguous. She went on to
mention a h@rrible case where due to a *slip of the scis- .
sors’, i1t could be better arranged for the baby to live
as a girl instead of a boy. In order for the sex change
to be successful, the parents had to fully agree to carry/
out the soclialization; that meant never to even think 'boy°’
in reference to the child. What struck me., however, regard-
ing the ambiguous sex cases, yas that in the middle of

these hundreds of people, San was talking about e;amples

of a clitoris that was too large for a girl, but too under-

developed to be a penis. I thought that anyone who could
talk about a clit in front of all these people must be a
friend of mine I hadn't met yet., After that class, we
ran into each other quite often."”

Leona had a tendency to pick up acquaintances to see
what she éould learn, copy or use from them., Then, decid-
ing the quality of the acquaintance was not what she, in
her idplatry, had first conceived, she would move on to
f{nd another frhh? whose faults were unknown,

"San, you haken't told me all,* said Clarence, his
eyes glittering. /fMaybe you and Léona shanrd some private
ﬁzformation.“ '/(/ o

“Sure we did,” answered Leona. "But I don't think

it was the type you're thinking about."
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~ San frowped. Clarence knew the spuriousness 6f,whgg

he was suggoating:. It was San's opinion that, in the gay
person's- flight from members of the opposite sex, that
person generally retained all the conflgqts of male and
fomalo rolaa without the satiétaction of doing proper bat-
tle. And as for the ambiguous cases where pQOplo have to
choose their own aex....what a lot of grief thaf nould
requirae, ;; '

Nicole , reordered the conversation. “San used to

teach mg soni, Cordell, piamo lessons." *

*Ah 80," nodded Clarence.

Sharon returned. She was wearing a y;ilow bikini

L]

which would do little to impede her skin from getting an “\i

. .' . -
unmarred tan. The roundness of her figure was well reveal- 3
ed, despite the wrap-around skirt she was tying overtop.

"Clarencq.' she asked, "would you like to apply the oil

to my back?" ) ° )
“Much obliged,”.grinned Clarence. "San, you never /

io}d me you used to teach p¥ano." B '
"A source of income while I went to the var;ity." San

explained. “When I taught Cordell, he was a pudgy little

four year old.”~ . B \\‘

"Isn't that awfully young for.piéno lessons?" asked

Prapkie.
'The articulation of the body and its extentions is

. M

not conpellad to walt for develgpment. at a givon age.

can be taught practiced and learned.®



Frankie objected. “Why trouble to teach dexterity
that\will develop gradually and normally by itself?"

*If walting were enough,” responded San, "why do some
children still have problems holding a pencil properly;
years after they start school? Teaching isn't waiting;
The development of the relationship between the mind and
the fingers needs a certain amount of practice before it
can come into full effect. Cordell, at four, approached
the piano with his hand doubled up in a fist. For him
to place his thumb and his index finger side by side on
the keyboard took a conscious and serioﬁs effort."

"But, but,” protested Frankie. "He would have been
“the same age as Octavia is now., Kids that age can't sit
étill for a moment."

San laughed. "At first it was about two or fhree
minutes. But by the end‘of the first month he could con-
centrate for a quarter of an hour. He was very impressed
"with his accomplishment. By that time, he had also un-
wrapbed his fingers and could play the keys separately,
in sequenée. He was even acquiring the aﬁility to vary
aﬁd.alternate the order of play accarding to request.”

"Surely at th#t age, he would be togkyoung to read
music,* said Frankie. "What an effort."

"Even then, Cordell was able to discern patterns. I
remember him“saying some things ‘were the same only dif-
ferent!'.. By four years of age, children have already

’

T Ve, ~.—..--_--..--‘- B T
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learned to use sounds to express themselves in language.
They're not too young to develop their ability to recog-
nize musical sounds.” San ed at Nicole who was sit-
ting back, listening comfortybly. '”Musiq." San continued,
"is a perfect example of how recognizable signs and sounds,
emerge from a chaotic, undistinquishable maze, and become
an aftiéulated series and presentation of identifiable
meanings.” |

Shgron stood up ending the baékrub Clarence was giv-
"ing her. "I leave the house to get away from kids,” she
said. "Not to hear more about them. I noticed some beer
in \he washroom. Does anybody want one?" )

"Why don't you bfingba fey out?" Clarence suggested.
"I'm sufé they won't go to waste." As Sharon left for
the'penthouse supply, Clarence looked around for something
to clean the sun tan oil off his hand. *“San, what's the
difference between a pattern and the ‘ruts®' you dislike
SO much?”

"Unfortunately, they're often too similar. Patterns
become comforting rituals. Even music patterns, iterated
and reiterated form grates for the mind. Prisons of habit,
both of thought and action.* San's gaze sought'the rifle.
"Then patterns become just another way to. lose conscious-
neés, rather than é way of structuring it.~ o )

Bradly was tapping Clargpce on the knee. “"Can I have
that bottle?”
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“What for?" asked Bradly's mother.

"To carry some water,"

"It's aLI/ri ht, Clarence,” said Frankie. "You can
let him have it.;g\\\

Clarence finished the beer and handed the bottle to

Bradly.

"San,"* queried Leona, "what sort of losing conscious-
ness are you referring to?" (

"By following patterns,” San resumed. "Once péople
give their thought over to a fdrm. there is no need to
create patterhs. nor even recognize new ones. Thought
with its controlling influence over the body is given—a
treadmill to follow. One loses the value of self-feflec-
tiveness."”

"What yeu're doing,” accused Leona, "is transferring
what -you know about one thing into a broad generalization.
Mushrooming one item to encompass all things.. How does
learning music relate to all this?"

?Everytime a young student changes compositions, fhere
is an adjustment of patterns. A new melody, a new sequence
of notes, a new key signdture.” |

"Does Cordell still play the piano?* asked Clarence.

- ®"No,” replied Nicole. "Now it's the flute.”

Clarence raised his eyebrows. "And what's a key.signa-

ture, San?"

/
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*It's the sign of the key a composifion is written in.
Not only does a child have to read the key signature, he
has to teach his fingﬁrs to remember that all the B's are
flat or all the F's are sharp, and so forth. On the next
work he might have to get rid of that. Dismember it, so to.
speak, while organlzing another pattern of thought that
controls the fingers in a different way. It's a process
of continuallyvcreating and breaking apart.”

*Gad, " Sharon said as shg returned with a beer. "I
suppose if we were'to set up that halfway house wejwere
'talking‘about. we would have to insist that all’our kids
.submit to the middle class idea of music lessons.™

"Middle class?" objected Fraﬁkie. “»Upper middle
class, 1'd say. 1 certalnly can t afford such luxurles "

| "In this case," said San, "it doesn t matter what
class standards are mot;vating,thelr:1ntentlons; the
benefits are there all the same. Children, by learning
to discern patterns, train the mind to.see connectlonsw
.‘They train themselves to hear sounds. dlstinctlons and, »-
most important -- <they learn to listen while they are
. doing. Once people can listen to what they are saying,
or to their own music, theyrﬁecome conscious enough to
monitqr’rheir own actions thus making it possible for them
to become their own subject."” |

:Bo-you tbink that peop%e can't hear themselves?”

* gibed Sharon.
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"Sure, they can hear their own sounﬂs,” answered
San, "but asisomething so familiar that they tan't make -
discriminating judgements. Even that dripping sarcasm
can‘become a familiar, éomforting sound to the speaker
it belongs. to.”

'#So what?" scoffed Sharon. .

"Sarcasm cuts through the tlesh. not only at whom
it's directed, but alsc back to it's origins. Sound |
. can't discriminate between the bodies it-penetrates, so
how can a sbeaker go unaffected by his or her own' sounds?
People don't monodirectlonally act on their env1ronment
Everything flexes back, Affecting the source, the people
who have extended themselves through the use of sound.”
;I‘m going to leave and recline)under the sun,” seid'
l..Sharon. "Time is well spent getting a beautiful tan, don't
you agree, Clarence?"” she said as she walked over to the
mat by the poplar trees.

"Don't iet Shatbn irk you, San,” conselled Leona.
”She'e been having a rough time of ‘it lately." “ |

Frankie asked: San, do you really Believe'tnat music
has all those 1mplications you mentioned””

Really believe9 Did she really believe anything? She
doubted it, but she answered otherwise. ~

"Itvmight lead to an inner appreciation of veriations

and thus influence tﬁ““éffective being of the participants.
It might make them less susceptible to the numbing beckon-

L4
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ing of the repetitive drone of the forever oonqt?nt beat.
And, inadvertantly, it will alwayé affect the'reféréibility}
that we must deal with daily.*
' "Daiiy reversibility; oh, my God," said Clarence,.

taking a sip from his beer. | |

"Reversibility,"” San deqlared.t “The exchange between
the exterior sign that repre;ents meaning and the meaning
that the person involved gives to it.”" Clarénce held up{
his hands in protest, but San persisted. "Of course, in
music %here are technicians who execute a work without
adding much of their own existence, but I suspect their
performance emerges too distanced from ‘their musxc.

*Mind you," interrupted Nicole. "The sloppy senti-
mentalist contributes almost entirely from his own sensa-

tiODS. " ’ ’ VI -

. "Using signs and instruments soynds that belong
to the public," San countered. -

"I never had to put up with anything like this in

Pete's alley,f complained Clarence, shaking his head.

San knew she was carrying her own strand of thought

KN

~too far 1nto unreceptlve tqrrltory. Stretching the ground

of understanding too thinly. But if sﬁe were to remain

31lentawh11e her ideas were urging to be spdken, remain
silent 1n d.fcrcnco $0. the attitude of others, she might
as well give up on the power of thought and ideas. Those

two little ne-nes were having more success pushing dirt

and water with their pretend bulldozer,



Give up and resort to the rifle. A more visible _
power. Terrorizing people out of their time-worn patterns.‘
The possibility existed that Clarence was genuinely inter-
ested;k Maybe he would mention her views in his story{
| But,she didn't believe that would - happen, Whatvsorts of
: things would he Say if he did? - By what tone of inferpre-
tation would she be represented? |

San took the last sip of her cold coffee and watched
as‘Sharon retdrned to the cardtable. "Clarence?"‘Sharon'
called. “Don'f you think we could come up with something
~ better to talk about?" ] -
_ “"I'm sure we could,"” he answered. while giving San a
wink. ‘

"I should be pre ing on too.“'said~Frankie. "I'm

sure_Bradly and 'Tavia wi be demanding thelr lunch soon."

| It appeared that the pa ty was in danger of breaking

up.’ All those lovely females eluding Clarence's grasp.

| '"Listen. Frankie, said Clarence. "Why don't you
’re‘ain here° It's still a while till lunch tlme. Sharon

I I can Sllp down and pick up some hamburger. A1l right,
Sharon° We can cook it on my barbeque. And have a case
of beer. No sense in all of you disappearing. You might 3
'want to meet San's sociologist friend from the vansity o
Dawson 8 coming back this afternoon. What do you say?
Nicole? Leona°" ' | o

*£11 right," agreed Frankie, *I'm at rather loose

ends today.. I'11 stay if'yéhaddiiifigle.r. ' : -',W

’
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_"Fine with me. Leona?"’ "i' kv o . _
Leana said; *If we're going to st::ikb'here for a while
longer, I may as well strip down and do some sunbathing too."
*In the nude?* asked Clarence, grigning more widely.
"No, sorry," said Leona. "I've comé‘prepared with a
suit." ’ ! |
| "Well, don't run away, Are you ready, Sharon?"

Clarenc® and Sharon left the roof. Presumably to

pfepare for a barbeque.

ot
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Leona and Nicole wére stretchéd out taking in fhe sun.
Sanﬁhqﬁég Michael wouldn't object to her using his sleep-
ings%ag as a cushion td sit on. Shelhad moved it close to
the parapet to take advantage of the Shadef Leaning against
‘the wall, she watched Frankié appease her.childreh. Octavia
had fallen from the tennis net-cum-hammock and was sniffling’
‘unhappily.’ Efankie was helping them Lower the net so that
they could fall in and out withoﬁt any ?hﬁrts". The child-®
ren were presently preoccupied again and Frankie‘walked
over to talk to San. .
| ‘"Well?? asked Frankie. "Do you think I'm being wise
or foolish?? '

“"They look cheérful enohgh," responded San;

"No; I mean about leaving Hank." ey

"Why afe you leaving him?" | *

"Because I'm nothiﬁg there. wﬁé‘comes and goes. ‘Lives,
while I vegetate at home with the kidé;; |
"Why don't you start doing ﬁﬁat you waﬁt from where
.you are now?” San ésked. "Bhanging,residences may'be
dramatic but I almost doubt it will'serve any real purpose.".
“When we were talking about -halfway hdusés. why di&
you think they'd be best for women with kids? Why nofhfor
~ two parentlfamilies?” | .,' : 4 v - o

~Sheer numbers, * answered San. "A household with one
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~adult living in it has a lot less chaﬂﬁg”bg_setting the

atmosphere for the kids than a household With two adults."
*Hank's never home to heip 'set the atmosphere', any-

\

way." , : :
"All right,” San shrugged. ~If it's intolerable to
stay, why are you asking anyone whether you should or

not? You don't have a choice, then, do you?" )

Frankie gvdided the challenge by saying, "A coopera-
tive house like that would take a lot of money to set up.
You'd probably have to get grants froﬁ the governmsnt.

And why wpuld they fund somethihg like that?"

"Eventually tﬁey will have to consider some type of
alternate family living that does not isolate_mothers with
their childfen, that doesn't fequire the space of suburbia,
and that counteracts fhe impaction of a nuclear family. .
Right now the government iS'spendin: more and more on

education'—-'a_separate box for the maturation of young-

e01al schools

sters -- more money on child counseling; .
.and classrooms. At least what I was suggest;\g\would con-

sider the whole env1ronment of the Chlld Do you know that

for every year a mellowed pot smoker spends in jail the T .
government could afford to suppopt a university mother and

two or three kids? fn an atmosphere of cuilure. books, - and

plays for thé‘same d@ration? I don't kan'why I'm going on

like this. I've given up in disgust, ldng time ago.”

"I still wonder what I'm going to do,” said Frankie. . .

14
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"You can always walt,” offered San.wryly. SWait ten
years, until ynuf children are oider. Then you can do what
you want, Ténréearé without acting on #ny of yqur own \
intentions. Without moving toward a more desirable situa-
tion. ﬁut off the cholices and drift passively.”

Wait. Wailt till next year. Next year, Leige, we'll
have a crop like you'vg not seen since.... .

"If you do leave Hank to work and stydy. you can ex-
pect to run into a lot of ha-ha fences." i

”A ha-ha fence?"” Frankie pushed a strand of her ash
blond hair out of her eyes, and looked doubtfully ;t San.

“Lifé is a ha-ha fence. You'slipabve{ a grassy knoll,
and find yourself on a smooth downhill run. Eﬁding with
an insurmountable cliff.* San was stopped by Frankig;s‘
puzzled stare. "You cén‘expect," San said plainly, "a lot
of problems.” -

"What sbecific problems are yoﬁ going to warn me -
" about?"” gfumbled Frankie.” -A
- . “Ordinary problemé of change. Chénge from one place
to another. Ohe role in society to another. Change from
" a position of<:1ave to master." |

‘“I'm no one's slave,” objected Frankie. "And I don't
plan on being anyone’'s master.” g ’

"By slave. I mean a person who finds worth through

other's valuation; by master, I mean someone who ‘has set

up personal standards of action. 1If you are no longer‘,



YAOLW
! 7 218

S

gi@en velue by the praise or depreciation of others; if

PR

you'can no longef desire that sort of valuation, then
you have to design your own measuriné stick.”
'"Measuring stick?" questioned Frankie.

*Standards that you live by. If you change the com-
munity of people who surround you, you will find yourself
in a different valuing system, In Akmor, grammatical
speech devoid of obscenities, is an anomaly. And only
the most perverse\}efgse to participate in the local
gossip.” / ; ; _

Frankie objected, ‘ "I donlt‘have.any weind.standafos
llke that.» = > ‘

"Maybe not," responded San. “But'you have others,
Like how much ‘time you should spend with your. children;
~~——how ciean you should keep your house. If you're going
- tq keep those requisites you won't have any more leLsure

time to learn to appreciate books and music than you dg
now. You'll be too busy assuring yourself: there are no
stains in your sink. the floor 1slpolished, and your
clothes afe properly ironed and h&ng up, Your concern a-
bout an up to date appearance will also need a contlnued
flow of interest, time and money. Maybe you'd: better stay
married. If you can convince Hank to agree. »

B § don t know why I can't be divorced, 11ve a home
life w1th the Proper standards you mentioned, eng/stlll

r

,have a career, and time for enjoyment .
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San raised her eyes to the heavens to sea‘if there
were any other sightings of omnipotent beings. “Even if
you could do all that," San sald, 'soqething would take
priority. And whatever does is what you'll actually be
doing. A measuring stick is only so long and it can only
peasure what exists within its own dimensions. If you
‘continue to judge yourself by what a particular group of
- others want or expect and cherisﬁ. then you'll keep their
judgements and their measuring stick.”

b "What'hagpens if you turn thdge words on yourself,
San?" Frankie aﬁtaéked. "What do you find when you throw
away everything that those.around you hold most dear? How
do you decide what is worth keeping?" !

San looked away. Nicole and Leona were‘st111~ba§£ihg
in the éqn. their bodies glisténing with applied oil. The
leaves of the poplar trees were ba}ely’moving.

What to keep, to hold for herself. Difficult to know
what-to gather; collect; which meanings to savour for her-
self; how to separate them/from the familiar things- that
must be dissolved; eliminated from all power of influence.

*I can't say;.?rankie. After getting rid of tﬁ@‘habit
of hanging on tp every scrap of meaning.~benefiéial‘o% harm-
ful, I took the habit of tossing it all out, Nothing\is
meaningful unless we choose to make it so, and I didn®t

make those choices.”

-



“But what about at University? There must have been
things you learned there that you kept.” Frankie's usual
pallor had changed to a rpddish flush, Like pale grass
that had been overlaid by wood or a plate of iron: when
the cover was lifted, the sudden exposure to the sun caused
suffering rather than sustenance. "Wasn't there, San?"

~

Prankie prodded.
"Most of what was studied was spread out onto exam

papers to he tossed out with the notes of the course when
the final mark was in, They can't teach you what you want
to know; they can oniy‘téach what they know. And they‘re
not so interested in letting students make their owﬁ'con-
nections: they want to broadcast the coﬁnections they've
made. Thelr own particular ldeas of what should be ﬁnown.
Anmagsing digciples. Giving out frame;orks to determine how
their floek should think. But the few who were ndt like
that- - were 3o wishy-washy you couldn*t tell what fhey gupppri-
ed. No, whé;gNgas vé}y 1ittle of that process that would
transfer awm}ﬁfrom the course and. the prof;;sor who taught

it. Little to be kept.” y L.

*But I thought you liked those yéars%you were studying?~
~Completely, at firat., Totally involved. Belleving
I wag learning 'what is'. Later I found that they all 7
faught fromNtin;‘boxeé. What one had learned from one box‘
ﬁaa heartily discouraged in anothef. The profeassor carried -

\

the facte, the language, the names and works of the
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supporters of his views in his dispatch case; any student
who was a good disciple could soon carry‘the same dis-
patches, Without transfer v;lue, all cases were like.
isolated farm communities. Each having their own lingo."
*So you wouldn't advise:?e to attend in a serious man-
ner?” '
*Go ahead. Oraer up your courses and after you've
consumed. them try to decide whether it was worthwhile,
It will give .you a lot ofcﬂmnces to practice your discrimi*
rating ability. And by the time you have spent three or |
four years sampling...who knows? You might be drawn into
something that captivates your 1nterest Here's Dawson.

Why don't you talk to him about it? He's one of the pro-

fessors here in the city."

"Good to see you chatting so comfortably, San," greet-
ed Dawson. » |
B "Hello, Dawson," retgrned San. "Have you met Frankie?

Shg's considering attending the varsity "

= " But Frankie's two children were right behind Dawson,
_énd they chose that moment to pester,her about_their hunger,

. and the séfape that Bradly had got on his knee. Two con-
stanffgﬁééies ready to strike. Ready to thwart any move-
ment eir mother might ‘make thaf was not directed toward

o

them. - ‘ — -

\

Clarence and Sharonlyéfe taking a long time to ready

‘the barbeque. It had bé%ter not be much longer as far as
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Bradly and Octavia were concerned. Noticing Dawson's
. attention was drawn to the two sunbathers, Fraﬂkie. her
two little ne-nes in tow, offered to make the introduc-

tions.
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A great quaﬁtify of noise was coming up the stairwell.

“Heave."

"All together.”

"Well done, lady and gentlemen."

Revo's Unlimited arrived at the doo}.

Lloyd announced: "San, the liberator of form and
structure. We have brodéht you some cement.” He bowed
' deeply. “"Your bunker has bégun.”

A paint4splaﬁtered wheelbarrow filled with assorted
bags and tools was pushed out from the shadk. Birdie and
Moniqué delivered it to the parapet.. Nemesis brushed his
hands together as if he had dirtied them by supervising.

"Horace, " Nemes;s commanded. "Take account of any
salvageable bricks'op hunks of cement in the excavation
over there. Scraps of wéod will be useful also."

Horace balked. Protestingly, he said, "You're supposed
to call e 'Ace’.” | ‘ _

Seeing the crew in the dajlight only increased their
‘oddifies.~‘Ace. wirey, short, crooked teeth and dark yellow .
halr, idled over to the dried pool. ‘

Maneufering toward Dawson and thé suﬁﬁatbers was\Bifdie
who hailed, "Hi, prof. You're still here, eh?* Birdie
‘adjusted his,jeaA;. tucking in his shirt. "Are you going

to introduce me to your gorgeous friends?"

v
~
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Nemesis addressed San: “"Where's you#wrifle?“ ,
San motioned to the pile containing her sieeping‘bag;
- the khaki shirt, and the rifle.

"That's no plece'for it," Nemesis stated. "We need a
sentinel while we work.ﬁ- He went té the heap and momentarlly
lifting each item in the air andtnssnglt to one side, un-
covered the rlfle and brought it to San. "Here. Place it

- =

on your knees."” ‘ . .
J// He returned to'the'eite of the bunker.

The roof was becoming crowded. San stood up and began
to pace the unoccupied oreés of the‘rpof.-,The rifle stock
hitting the roof in sequence'with her steps.' Shoe, stook,
peg.* Shoe, stock, peg. The‘weltz ;hythm seemed grotesquely
out of'blace. She halted at the parapet.
| Below. the people on the street contlnued their rounds.,
More slowly now under the hot sun. -In and out of the food |
store, sitting on the steps of that old church;’ lounging
on the grass; sleeping on the park benches; leaning agalnst
the news boxes,

The sky was stark biue with a few white clouds finish-
ing on imaginary lines.

Movemeqts of the occupants of the roof seemed to Be
in another dimension. . . | |

San studied the others without feeliug any sense of
participatioﬁ in their voices or the topics diecussed;

Lloyd was cafrying water for the cement. Using fhe di scarded
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tomato tin. ' The little ne-nes with the beer bottles were i
delightedly joining-in,. Monique was watching’Nemesis.»
.She must have been having her red days as there uere four
super-sixes sticking out of her back pocket Spare cart-
ridges. - . L |
San's gaze stopped at the poster.. Challenging the

: world in her nakedness. Her fists stiil gripping the
blue space.  She entered-the*penthouse. |

- As she washed, cooling the back of her neck, loweriﬁg,
the temperature'of the blood fushing through her wrists,a
and taking away beads of sweat, ahe‘grumbled silently about
the North American neglect for a woman®s needs;"A\contin-
ent!s willful omission of the bidet. 'For the petals of
a flower and its surrounding flesh, there was a shower, a

g 2

.bath, or nothlng.

/
i

She went back on the roof.

élarence and Sharon had returned. The aroma ofvbar—
beque fluid permeated the air. | |
* San moved Michael's sleeplng bag under the spotted
shade of the poplar leaves and sat down to watch Clarence
was playing the gregarious host o . ; -

"Beer anyone°” Clarence offered as he accosted San.
'I,wondered where you had gone, A hell of a note; you
disappearing just when everyone'was being collected. Want
thig?" S ' ‘ -

*Sure,” San said-as she took the ektended‘beer.

-y
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*Burgers will be“ready_shortly.r Clarenceesaid ae he
hustled back to the smoke and burning charcoal.
Sharon appeared fo be doing the hostese-rootine.
Busily moviné ebout, takihg ‘food from the hamper.’siﬁging
the chorus of one of those too popular songs that runeon
for years and years.’ Looking ‘Pleased with herself,
one was Helping Sharon-fix hamburgers as he eyed her
generous figure, Just a homely day on the roof, Sgburbia
onée again. o | |
TheAcornersfof‘San's mouth were puiling heavily down-
-~ wards. Why couldn't these people's senseless, tiresome
chatter suck them ali up into,obiivion?
Ah, rellef at last. Mlchael Qulet; casual, effort-
less Michael was. standing at the door to ‘the shack. It
,would be peaceful toeshare a silent mood with himeuqtil
the commotion subsided.‘ No. Overload. He héd bfought
more people with him. San recognizeo tﬁo of thevfour people
with Michaei. Professidnal philosophers. ot
Tﬁegroof was teeming with people. = .
H;;ding.the barbeque'sauoe to Dawsoo.'Clarenoe was
struggling out of his chef's apron., He detoured-in his
rush to meet hie'new guests’and passed in front of San.
"Tnings_are;warmin' up. Some blow-out, eh?" He rubbeg
his hands together. *Did you see Ivan, yet? He should be -
‘here. I'm going to get a fantastic take from this. I |
hope you're getting ready. Don't be afraid to let them

see a little hysteria. Screams, threats, you know?"

\

)
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San did no more than give Clarence a)look of impa-
tience and disbelief. He oontinued on to meet the new-
comers. o . \

She watched the introductions begini made. Kevin
Dohm was there. One hand Jammed_deepiy into his sweater
‘pocket, the other hanging aimleSsly. And, horrors abound, .
James Best., | A former prof of hers; his course had never
left her, Its content yes, but its. delivery never. At
first she had tried to interrqpt, voice her dissent. Offer
'alternative views, But it Was‘alr‘interpreted'as'her not
‘having the ability to qnderstand. 'Seeing_this. she had
bottlediup."Her voice_jammedvand ceased to‘exist in the
class} her mind followed suit. At the end of the term,
just before the Christmas break, she finished the course
by writing what he wanted to hear -- the way he wanted to
hear it -- but it made her fester. to.do so.’ Shortly after
her return from Italy, she met him again at a ski resort.
'James was fascinated by the one-legged ski raCeS: He even
'thought that having one leg might give some sort of speed
advantage. _ | |

Michael left the group at the door and walked toward
San. She looked at him accusingly. S

Sorry, " said'Michael | "But I woke up this'morning
thinking about that open reality you were talking about
last night. I couldn't figure.out whether it made any
sende or not. So many things would need to be expiained.*
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San remained silent. S .

Michael'sat down on his heels to bring his face closer
to San's. "Even the simple difference between animate and
inanimate things takes on new connotations." he said frown-
ing. ‘“It ‘might be That it's your own philosophy that's
making your life more~difficult I mean, when we sort
things out into different kinds or types. we make life
‘simpler to deal with, you know? So the gist of all this
is that I got up this morning to scout out a few people
who could talk to you\nore knowledgeably about such things.

Michael stood up and returned to the group at the door,

Along'With Kevin and James there were two people un-
~ known to San. The woman had on a white linen suit, Her
black hair was lifted up into a roll on the c!twn of her
head The man standing next to her-Jas listening attentively.
Bermuda shorts and a T shirt. An outfit that would have
‘made Clarence appear. r1diculous.\ On this man, - however.
it served to show of f his long, tanned and hairy legs.

~ As they approached San. heard Clarence give a warning: . ";";5.;35
"There she is. She 8 decided that nothing is of value and
she S going to start shooting anytime now."
"Kevin answered, "Does she have to let everybody know?*
_ "That's the dea. grinned Clarence. *"She believes
she can make othersLaware oﬂ,untenable problems.

"But surely... omething better° Ah, hello San, " said

-

Kevin. "We have been talking about thﬂs escapade you ve '
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started. Have you any idea why9 Have you considered the

-

consequences°" . o ) -
San remained sitting'and looked up at the sﬁrroundipg
six; a semi-circle of heads against the blue sky.
"That's woat.i'd like,” San reblied. "Some visible
consequences;‘.I'd like to break apart some established
. pbrotective barriers that oeople use to confine_their
‘thoughts. Make a ohange in the Qay‘people think about -
things.” | | '
| "But for yourself," interruoted‘Kevin. "The con-
sequences for yourself.
"The future holds no threat for me, lUnlessvit's.the
threat 0£ 5 ooﬁtinuing‘present.“ , b 
Kevin stepped beck slightly abashed - The groﬁp suf-
. fered a common trepidayion. , N : .
"Wait, wgigL:,aumped in Clarence. "Before we start
any talking; we should get comfortable. Have you had lunch?"
All assured him that eatlng was not thelr present con-
cern. , :
| "Would you‘iike a beer?" Clarence offered. "Hey,
Birdie,* o o
Birdle ambled over from the rising bunker, "Yah?"
“Why don't you take a co}iection and send someone down;
to pick up a few cases of’liquid refreshment? ‘I'll gather
| up a coair or two.” ]
‘ Birdie responded by hold12§ oot his‘hahd for Clarence's

contribution. Clarence obliged,
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*Now, * resumed Clarence.. "Let me make a few intro-
ductions. San. you know James? David?*®

David smiled. Dark andlfriendiJ eyes, He reached
out a hand. Hand-shaklng with women. So commonly‘done
‘in some societies. ye¢~never in others, Mmm. Not fawning.
"Not show&ﬁof strength. It was good to feel something of
what a man's temperament was like. Before even the first
conversation.

"This is Jessica Oufrey," Michael said. "She's the

new chalrwoman of the department and the person I saw

_yfirst this morning."

San noted that Je331ca ] matter-of—fact handshake
was countered by her grey green eyes which jumped discon-
.certedly when they met San 3, |

"When Michael and Jessica came to me;" James said
‘vauntlngly. "1 persuaded Jessica to invite Kevin and David
and come along so we could all give you a bl?/of advice,
San. Something to help you out a little." ;/ '

"San, it wouid.be unfortunate,” saiqfkevin, “if people
got the impression &ou were upset becaqse of soﬁething you
heard iﬁ 'xr department. We realiée }z’fmat there are some
people for whom philosophy‘is.a disgéienting study.."

Beef was passed around while the group'deplo&ed their
forces. David and James'on the pbplar frame. Jessica
nearby, but as far from the smoklng barbeque as the roof

“would allow.' Kevin laid his sweater on the asphalt and

sat down beside San.
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“
Carrying hamburgers dripping with ketchup, FRrankie's

children joined the circle. Their deportment one of .
gravity and‘inclusion. 'They sat down between Kevin and
Jessica. Kevfn's.lgaze shifted from'the‘ketchup to
Jessica's suit and back to the ketchup. He turned his
attention to San. | |

" "As I was saying'to you.“San," said Kevin, "I was
worrled that we might have disturbed some of your beliefs.
For some people. philosophy is an upsetting discipline »

“But, "™ interrupted .James, "she should*have learned
to be more objectite.” He tugned his vcice to speak jab-
bingly at San. "You're not supposed tq take everything -

" so subjectively. You're always thinking that everything
;.1n the world should be appllcable to yourself "

San mockedx’ "You mean I'm not part of a universal
process that includes all things° You mean I should separ-
‘ate my thought from its responsive flesh: detach mind from
‘body; detach the factual observable actions of reality
from the idiosyncratic fanciful mind and acquire proper
distance? | ) -

"Stop it,” Kevin retorted. "Stop'talking as if you're
50 damnaple connected to everything. The things of the
world, the structure.of reality is all there, it was there
before you, It will be there after you. First you must
accept reality as it is. Adjust your thinking to accommo—
date ‘Teality as it exists instead of trying to create your

own ideas and trying to adjust the world.”
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Distance. That was what he was saying. Aequire the
proper distance from herkactions. If she could do that,
she could do anything.

Having finished his'advisorylfiring at her, Kevin
turned his head to attend to the movement besifte him.

Bradly had attached\ his sticky fingers to &e{in 8 beer,
‘Kevin scanned  the roof for a -mother, but no one came to
| interfere. Frankie was still at the barbeque helping
" Dawson. Kevin gingerly took the bottle away from the
child, while Bradly, of course, protested In a long
moment, Frankie was there to take him away,
| "So," inquired San, I should listen. and learn more
about reality as defined by those in power? Those who have .4
the prestige of multiple publications?” .
"It's the saﬁe for the rest of us," answered James,
Qutting in for Kevin. *"Most of what we learn, maybe all »
of it, is based on authority. Only the skeptics‘disagree.”

David intercepted: "And the 'solipsists, and the
relativists: I think it may well be ‘a good idea to leave
name tags out of. this.” -A .

"Your authorities.' San said to Kevin, "have all curded
into sepsfate camps., Each spending its energies on justifi-
cation of it's own criteria. Like the mythical scorpion

- that turns its bite on itself; the results are delieved dead .

"It's true,"” agreed David, "We philosophers don't have

L)

just one view of the relationship between man and reality.”
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Smiling her‘consensus with David, Jessica added. "It's
amost a question of picking one's posaib orld.;‘Thecx
positive aspect of this ie that with all these irfeconcil-
able theories, each interested person must find the theory

~—._.

"Do you know what that means?" asked San. "It neans

that seems most apt.”

that professional philosophers don't have anything to offer '
except circles of meanlng. Inclusive and exclusive circldsﬂ'

"Circles?" inquired Clarence as he\oulled up the Pepsi
box. Still munching on the last of his hambﬂrger. he never-
theless too; the opportunity to contribute. "] bout
daily reversible circles?”

$an threw him a look of annoyance. "Circlés of agree-
_ment.” she said, "All philosophers need is the abilify to
convince, to conquer the direction and orient#%ion of
others and thus create theif circle of acceptance.”

"Come now,San," objected Kevin. "We do look for
evidence in tne'empirical world, " | | |
o San glanced around at the good intentions of the person
~who comstructed the swimming pool, the loneliness of the
misplaced Westerner who planted the poplars, and the erec-
“tion of.a cement bunker for_a protective ehell.'-Emfirical
evidence? |

L] . .
" "And, can you sgee beyond what you are looking for?™ San

L]

responded. "~Or does what you look for determine what you

find. Your circles eren't the result of objecti#e knowledge

-.
x
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' likA.&Bﬁ'beiiéves-f;;&'re the rqgui&uéf—fhé situ;tion andﬂ

attitude of tﬁe people involved. ” ' ' |
‘Kevin was shaking his head. “Circles or‘A;t. théy4

st111 work, " | , é o

}
“Work.” San straighted her jback anF pulled her crossed

/
1égs cloger to her body. "Here' hoY pﬁilosophical circles ,
work.” She placed the rif;e acr sﬁ.éér ap, and reached -
for a beer., "We can start withga\man who§wanted to talk
about mesning.* San tore a piécé of paper from the beer .
label to represent the man's\gp@d. "Reﬁgmber, this man
wantéd to be in the best of tg&;g and dg;achAanything he
said from his own féei&hgs andfexpressioﬁé of love, hate,
attraction, repulsion and eyerything elsé'that had meaning
= in his life. To commence: he begaﬁ by t%ying to refute a
,half-trufh that had a lot of misconceptiéns‘synthesized
with it. He saidfg'lianing is not to b:ifound in mental

images but in words.' He had borrowed ;s idea from a more

original thinker. and_inlborrqwing it, é@e ideé was distort-

ed enoﬁgh to make it seem original." "fo thé papef head,

. San had added a8y stick bogy;-and was in ;pe process of adﬁing é

two fragments of circle:;£or arms. “As fhis man:elaborﬁigd |

on this theme, he attract;h the‘inte?eQQ,gf an unemployed

functionalist.” N | T . e
Jesslca took out a cigarette, which Clarence madéé&

gfeat,shoﬂ'éf lighting for her,
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San continued: "In order for the second man to gain
entry into the field, he had to say something similar enough
to be recognized as an asset to the potential circle, yet
unidue enough to be adding new material. _'Meaning,® he
nsaidcto~the first man, 'is in the word, like you say, but
it's actually in the way the word is Bsed.' With . this added
fragment, suitable to the theme. he joined hands with the

first man, "

Four pieces of beer label. representing the arms of
'the men npﬂ formed a portion of a circle. Two heads touched
at the center.
"". James glugged down his beer and reached for another.

. The Walls of the bunker grew‘ steadily. Shouts of
energy accompanied the placepent of the bricks and cement
‘as %he'construction proceeded

To her picture of a circle, San tossed in a third head
and some accompanying paper branches’ for arms’and legs. "Once
this much of a circle has become established. the rest is
adJoined more quickly. A #third fellow extended'ihe circle
by saying. If meaning is use, what is use?'”

"This is rather facetious of you, San,” said David.
'Hunggpds of dedicated people haVe sacrificed years of their
lives towards advancing this work.” .
‘ *Isn't it terrible?* agreed San mockingly. *Such seri-
ous’ devotion ror little more than naught. To thesei ;5gf

_ ments was welcomed a man “who was a computer technolo fan,
. ' . "

-
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A C.T;F. man. He had amassed a surplus of terms and was
looking for a place to apply them. The C.T.F. man said,
'What is being talked about hereis language, and language
is a code.' The man spoke carefully to avoid a drunken
slurting of his words. Unlike his computer, he was over-
sensitive to realities of his own rreatlon which overwhelm-
ed his private thought Easily excitable. Prone to exces%§¢ s
he had formed a symbiotic relationship with his conc;se
electronic mechine.“

San glanced arouna the group. Jessica had knl%%ed her
brow into a frown; David looked amused. while James® face
was pulled into a tight smile, his cheeks bulging. San shift-

ed the rifle, bringing it across her knees, causing the

with the stock facing the group.

e “To the C.T.F. man," saiq:San. cutting through'the
stir of apprehension. "each person is a separate unit, ’
Exchange occurs on. the interface. The.C.TE Joineggvhe group .
saying, *all units have input and output. If you've gét a
new unit, that's a child, you'll find its output is'gibber-
ish. It hasn't had its output put into code yet "You get
a‘unit that5e been around a while. You'll see how it has
separated its sounds into distinct units of communication.
.ediﬁunioation tnet's concise enough,forbmy machine. Now
our. job for the future is to present“thepqode in-a precise

—~

eﬁpugh marther that it wlll be accepted by'our‘computors.'

N W
D
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.Amazingly enough.~large'numbers of the listeners adopted
the computer technology fan's terms."

Michael interrupted. "What's the difference between .
his 'input and output' and your 3drawing in and going oth
" ward® ?* '

"He believes,that the code exists, maybe in abseolute,
in the seed of consciousness. People only perpetrate the
code. Whereas, for'me. the universal process of all things
-- which for humans has the result of the emergenceaof
sounds. words and language -~ serves a purposevmuch more
intrinsic to the human's total existence.®

‘"What about your circles?” asked Clarence. P

"I must say," muttered Kevin, "that if all these people -

L

were expounding the same theories, there would be no need

K2

for any new members.” \ ’ .
"Of course,” agreedESan. “The first prerequisite foibN

membership into circles is that you have something original

to contribute. But this is based on’ the foundation that

you share the same assumptions; otherwise argument regresses

~ A, u.:".“_,lv

to dogmatic assertions of belief Look at the superflcial'
disagreement between the computer fan man and the stimulus
response fellow, the behaviorist who joined philosophy when
his discipline ran into disrepute. When the VG's, the
various gratifications, }an out, Compromising with the

C.T. F man, the disguised behaviorist saids 'Often the )
output is only a response to the input. Iflwe.ﬁadt'meaning” 3
to be a uniquely human quality, then-we mustﬁgﬁnsideriintent;'



To this another adds. 'Intent to do something.' A lonely
pragmatist contributes, 'To do something with a mind to the
consequences.' And so it goes. On and on until either the
circle becomes too extensive to be contained and is thus
dispersed; or the originals tighten the ranks and refuse:
%o admit new members." San leaned over ‘and scattered the~
pieces of beer label with ‘a quick breath
, "I'm not gozng to listen to this cynic any longer "
spouted James. "She's not only 1ntending to snipe at ,
people with her rifle,hobviously she thinks we'll sit here
while she snipes at our théories, too." .James gave San
a hard look, his brown eyes bristling with 1ndignat10n.
"It's obvious that you don't have the 1ntr1oacies of mind
‘to appreciate all of the subtletiestthat are involved here."
He scraped a match against its cérdboard holder to 1ight
his 01garette. "The trouble w1th you, San, is you've always
considered language to be your own- personal tool; there
for your own emotive use," | , ) |

San smiled at James' agitation. His words neVer sprang ‘
: fron his own subjectlve accumulative attitude. His cold
analytic thought that he pretended to. accomplish was never
affected by residue of past experience. His bgﬁy was an
1ndifferent vehicle. that carried him around. ”Him" being
this nut or seed of conscious God-given thought What

rot! ‘' - , : o
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, Jessica reasoned. "Supposing. San, your notions about
" the circulation of 'philosophical topics were true? Then
: what° What are you. so annoyed at?”

"The pretence," spat San.. She moved the rifle so the .
stock was on the roof, the'barrel pointing upward, 'Pretence
of the philosophers or any thinking peopie who beiieve that
their thoughts aren*t.epmeshed in their personal Aistoryl"
She'cocked the rifle, "Preteﬁceethat serves as an escape
hatch so they never have to deal directly with their own
" subjective selves.5 ‘She let the hammer of the rifle‘snap
back into place. | .

"Stupidity angers me,” San said cocking the rlfle again _

'*and letting it fiip back "Espe01ally when it is. ﬂrund

in the broadcasters of knowledge.

~San cocked the rifle once more. "Timidity angedrs me, "
~ she said letting the hammer fly back, "If seekers ) knowe
| ledge had any courage at all they woald recognize that
'nothihg humans know is dietinct; separate from the human
vSubjeCt. If their study commenced with the realizatlon,

that they, as peo were 1ntrinsically connected with

everything,they came in tact with, then we could talk.

Talk about the process where we separate, differentiate,
and so forth, We cquld consider the extent to which it 15:;_
possible to know what is the hqmah coﬁtribution}7 What is -
me and not me -- the quest that a baby starts in the crib -

~ what our dcientists and»philosophera haven't answered yet."

A
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Putting ‘both hands on the barrel. -and shifting her ‘
weight onto her foot and peg. San rose to her feet. . "When. i
philosophers and scientists look 'obJectively » the result’
is comparable to looking at a mirror and believing what they
see will remain as described after they have left the/room.

- They don't realize or want to admit that they, as subjects,
‘contribute. Necessarily. '

*Good heaven's San, " cried Kevin, "Are you reall&
that much of an idealist? Do you really douht, to that o
extent, the existence|of all that's out there?. Are you |
going to shoot someone and then close your ejes” You can't
believe that everything we see is Just us seeing 1t° That
"it's all part of our heads”" | |

~ *In our heads,” said Lloyd who had wandered into the
philosopher's arena., “That's right, old man. Got to feed
our heads. Can't give into the iron bars of facticity.
Let your body circulate with the air around it, and see
;how your head 1nterprets the liberty " .

Kevin looked askance at this effusion.

) “Kev1n.” San protested "I m not advocating nut-case
idealism. I'm just saying that the first prlmitive must -

, consider each person contributing subjectively to what is
'seen. ’}

"There are such things as cold, bare facts. San.” Kevin.

said, reasserting his theme. "You must face gp to that."

'San_tq;ned and stood looking out over the parapet.
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Contributing\to what one saw was not undesirable.
But if shedcould withdraw her 6wn participation with her
‘surroundings, she would feel the emptiness'of'bare:loeking.
Distance herself to the degree fhat interactidn‘with the

world of things, people and common emotions would disappear.

Cold, calculating. deliberate and detached action would be o

the result.. The meaning of words and action dematerialized |
from the heat. §f flesh, ' |
Kevin misinterpreted San s silenge, and presseF on with '
his point "Even you must admit, Sanf that facts are more
basic.tnan“the.circles'bf theory you think you've éxposed
" More basic than metaphysical realms. or subJective fanta81es "
San ‘looked over at Neme31s and hls flunky, Ace, as |
they played with the mortar, wnod framing, water and cement;
building a bunker on a roof. Was this a fact? ‘She could
see what they were deing; lFrankie'S‘two little ones were
indefatigably helping. - Even Leona and Sharon had got into
the act, although they were splashing more water on them-
selves and their bikinis than-they were getting to the bunker
site. It couldn't really be fact. It was pure metaphysics
== the carryingvout'ef a belief., What meanings, valhes.
projection of ideas,*erlreasdns for action were motivafing
‘them. They were not doing this to createa bunch of facts, -
"Well, " Kevin said as{pe breathed a sigh of relief
"I'm glad you're considering what I'm saying, San.”

)\,
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.Shéron chose that moment to flick some water’ at Daviq‘

" and Kevin.

'Nicole and Birdie arrived back with some cold refresh-
ment, which they'invited everyone to enjoyﬁ

' Kevin's.miéinterpretation was left unchallenged.

4
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Mocdy..tired. San wished for the solace that the roof

used to offer., She wanted to. stretch her muscles, hut

there was scarcely -any room to walk. Thé roof was splatter- &

~ed w1th lawnchairs. cigajette butts, beer, ketchup and

mustard, the littered ca dtable. the still smoking barbeque,

- and people,. Nhat were all these people up here for anyway°

“To stop her actlon° To watch? And what was she going to

t)
do. ’
Nothlng ‘had come together the way she had hoped; no

clear conc1se pattern had arisen. No meaningful actlon had

’proposed 1tse1f Should she Just quietly gather up the

bullets from her khaki Jacket load the rifie and shoot?
Then, hav1ng expressed her non-acceptance of the forces

that be, turn her 11fe over to them° .One brief moment of

fire agalnst the established formula

Clarence seemed to have managed to actlvate his plan,
People were everywhere. Qu%stlonlng. proddlng. drawing

off words like blood; all according to'his design.- She was

'falllng 1n too. Into Clarence 8 pattern of operatlon.

Events seemed to continue w1thout further help from anyone
Perhaps this was just another stage of. her desultory

life.( To be classified with temper tantrums of her thir-

~ teenth year, _or perhaps it was comparable to when she,

pregnant, married to Rick -- musician-cum-fruit-picker -

-
i
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answered a knock at the door of their shack tq‘meet a kook
minister whoﬂwas determined to save her soul. Of_éoqrse

thén she didn't have a gun in her hands; they were sticky

with bread dough which she ultimately heaved, en mass, at ™

-

the soul-saver. ‘
But she‘was tired of goingﬂthrough stages, goiﬁg
. through situations, roles. Battling her way info soﬁething
only to find nothing worth assimilating. She ‘looked at
the poster and saW;her flagrant shout égainst the world.
Lloyd called out, "How ?o you like your'punker??v
"You're building me a shell,” San answered. Strange
species should be eﬁclosed, protecfed. |
"They're building you a cement circle."v.James-laughed
at his witticism. A beer in one hand, a bﬁrger in the

other, James' academia pressured him like a thumb on a

balloon. “Is.this better thén'a {symbiotic‘relationsﬁip.
" with a computer* ?" ' L . -
| | ”Anythiﬁg;" retorted San, "is betrerffﬁ;;’}Bur Leibhiz
desk.” R ; | | o o -
' "What?"

"Your Leibniz desk.]‘You know. Named after that poor
philosopher-that put in twenty-twg‘hour days living at his
‘dest, writing about menads.” | o ”/

"What's a monad?" ;nterrupted.Clarece.

~ "According to Leibniz,” San replied, "the §%ﬁffuqf

the world is multiples of monads; un®ts of being, isolated,

¢ -

- =

A

/\
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moﬂltored and operated by omnipotent God. Everything

- moves in res ‘

ponse to divine gaze. - Like a speck of dirt

/

Car |
- "In aﬁg&gése.“,ggid James. soundlng dlsgruntled ‘“11
don't have a Leibniz desk.* .- '
"They're not available on the market,” said San.
Two blood.vessels protruded upwards from James"brow. a
pulsing "V". *“Anyone who forcés himself to work, like you
do, James, should have a Leibniz desk. You could order
’ it specially_made.' Everything there, A pulltout board
to set your meals’on. Room fer stacks of books. Paper@
spread out before you -- ready for your meqtal‘effusions.
And an added feature, a chalr w1th’plumb1ng connections.
One pull of the chain-and you're rld'of your physical
effusions as well." ‘

"Pete's alley!5 Clarence yelled, "It might-sell.”

"Where s Pete's Alley?*" said Lloyd. popping up from
behlnd the bunker wall. -

"A collecter's paradise not far from here. It has
one of everything. but I've never seen a sample of this
desk." .: 4‘,jf‘f“

"A Lei%nip'deék‘" derided'James. "Very efficient.
You'll need to add a belt q course." '

|
"Okay, " agreed Clarenceb ""What for°"
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"Because there are some people who would haYe to be
strapped in-before they'would'ﬁpen a'book.;'
QD. Lloyd grihned over-the wall. “Come ofi;it, fellow,
We all read here, don't we?" ; '
Ignoring Lioyd, Clarence persisted in hi§ quest.
"And &ho was this Leibniz, San? Was he hard to swallow?"
"Ifdidn't try. He was.another 6f»those philosophqrs '
who spent their time trying to find a. logical reason which
would enable the 'soul' to ascend to the heavens whilst
’ the flesh lay rotting in the ground. Another perpetnator
of our heritage of false ideas. The sepafate existence
of the body and mind would never ha#e been seriously con-
sidered if it weren't for the'God—myth. It restricted us
to-the ?seed philosophy' -- conécibusness popped into the
see at the ‘momeént of conceptlon by a Leibnizian God, and
_squeezed out again when the body 1s too tired, old. or.

shocked to confine it any longer.“

“Sol* heaved James, “you don't believe in God." He
turned to address the others: Satisfaction puffing from -
‘his face. "Should I be offended if this skeptic didn't
believe'thq truth ag, delivered by James Best? Even though
| I displayed, I proved, whafever I was.saying was true?” ,"M
James took anothqi’sw1g of beer. "Now you“seg’the proble@ ‘
I had with her in class. ' R :

Jessica 1nterqep$ed, "Really thié is somethiﬁé we
don't usually care vﬁroach. Everyone is entitled to his

[ e
W
—



or hef own beliefs; it's ndét up to us to criticize anyonefa

fmiq or lack of it." | SRS
"Pusillanimi ty. Cloaked by tolerance,” chided San. -

*Some beliefs permeate and distort all thinking."

: “It's not cowardice, San, but intelligence," said
Jamesgg - He placéd his empty beer hottle on thc wet cement
bunnig .
in a erouch, neadyrto fight;' ”We have detached philosophy’

wall., As he faced San his knees were bent ag if

from all bias, All emotional‘Predilection has been purgéd,"
As he- said "purged", he lifted his loins forward. How
could he possibly be so unaware? “We deal in statements
that canﬁot be refutéd 'Facts‘basedcon empirical evidence,
and analytic. abstract reason. Truths based on laws of
non~contradiction " . _
" San's anger bubbled heatedly. "Stupidities. Lies./
Empty form. Symbols divorced from meaningful realms. '\;‘
No signlficance. , |

David 1nterceded, ”If you re going to get rid of
false ideas, San. you must _do more than spit curses at
' tﬁém1 r fhan shoot, at their carriers.”
‘ "How can a philosophy be built on such blatantly
wrong ideas°" _

"We start simply." said David. ~ﬁé start nith things
we know\to be correct.’ An examples San. Try to find an
example where the contradiction of something true is also

“true. It's like saying biack is black and black is white.
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A .'I{m_not_gping,to_be,lured;intouone”ofﬂthoee philo-.
sophical argumente'about whether some ashtray is red or
not red But .move from banal superficialities. Then the -
contradiction. the opposite. is contained within the word,
Within‘the event. Like we can see in perception,”

*Do you mean the word'perception'. or the act?" mocked

'Jamesu

) ‘;:I mean the word as it describes the.event," ”San's
voice was coldly cutting. ,

“Perception is something we all know about,” said
Lloyd.,lifting his ever—wide eyes over the still growing
wall., "I can see, you can see.* ° '
E Jessita butted her cigarette. Clareq'e snuffed out
his laughter with a draft of beer. -

"How does- perception involvera cohtradiction. San?"
queried David, adjoining San's "two strands of thought.
*“Before people can see, or perceivei&n any manner,:
they must be 'going outward' . Exhaust. Project " Magnetic
attraction. *Penception réad,es outward. but while stretch-

ing itselr outward it toucl'gs back to ite. point of origins

a going out and a coming in simultaneo
| "Sounds, like sex to me. saidyglar

nit'

'In San's philosdphyg' contributed .chael
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*"What do you mean. by ‘all‘'?" jeered James. ';?ou mean

sex. perception and maybe those treqs over there ar'd all

ae K ,

. ’ . »\
* N

"There's a commonality." sald San.

| t'he same thing?"-

James.%ouncing in anticipation, a boxer ready to t'hrow

"‘a punch, la‘hed. “Get ready for his one folks. it's_going

to be anmr of San's chimeras. She used to prqunt one
or two a day in my classes.” ’ '

San, annoyed and fatigued, broke away ‘from the group

.gathered by the bunker. Rifle‘!n hand, sheystrode to the 3

. .-««;

edge of thc.-roof. and looked down to the street Clarence
came up bes‘ide her. . | o e ,,5 .
No more. Clarence. I'm not going to delivei‘rf'f 'myself |
. to them to be shredded Attempting serious responses to '
facetious. hostile questions. The ground isn’ t receptives .
it's hard. cracked and already taken up by all it can handle.
POEN "Don t worry about what others saarpf'San. You ve. got

:',.

e to present nhat you believe, just o‘nce. before you call it

quits. Don' t lat the Joshing get dnder your skin. ’ Clar-

ence moved to put hie arm aro'und San 8 shoiilders; ‘but,gshe

:."'

/.ad'ed. "I've got to Hear what you have to say; your four
- things. ;remember’? * You* ve talked about having had to listen

,c

shrank away from his intention. His hand changed direction
' and pushed the hair bach from his forehead. "Besides." he

5
>
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' San sHook her head

]

Qlarence‘persisted “It's a battle, San. Don't let
them win“so eanilﬁ&'k»- | | |
‘”;rue x e had neVer quite?;orked out what she thought.

\., ,'-- Wl .

ha g ’q:z.dlbiloped it.for anyone =-- even herself "All right.

B iﬁ‘; Uust‘ giva me a moment.™ | .

/fw<" 1m$” San returned to the group gathered around the bunker.
Tﬁe walls were up to, three féet high like the backs of

¢ ochairs. If seats ere added along the inside of the semi-

“.oircle she would have an exedra like the one she saw in
Cumae. She could lean against the parapet and exﬂBse her
theories. w1ll all seriousness and dignity. . A . ;

‘a "ﬂell. San,* opened Kevin, obviously prompted by -

A Clarence.and sounding a bit too earnest. "You were aboutv
to tell us what commonalities you found between such die
verse things as perception and trees. He omitted sex;

.he who spent his: 1ife tr}fﬁg to sepafhte from from content
~fact frdﬂ fiction. ‘analytic from synthetic. He would.need

':_to reverse 1 his inclinations to start seeing commonali-

Q
" ties. - Necessary co&leacence.- \ N

Reluctantly. San put aside'her fear of ridicule. ‘
'“There is a commonality i all things that exist or ever
. will exist.c ‘A1l subjects are things that move outwagd and*
1 tage inq,,ﬂnld ‘and cast out. The life span. of the sub%eQﬁ;
‘ - of this prdiess msy be too ehort or too long to evéﬁ'be Qi;ii»

TR

ks oapturcd by human manipulations. but one could still call e

5 P . .
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it a type of existance. ' Sooner or later, the'gﬁ%u ; wears
out , and inetead of patterning what it draws™ ‘,ﬁ add to
itself it exists at the mercy of what it attracts until |
it is dissolved and added to something else.” . S

. "Are.you talking about humans or~trees. San?" asked .EEF?;!Eb\
Clarenee. - - U ': | « d' f’*‘;
"Both. Everything." . ' | |
James rolled his eyes. "Has anyone else evs: thought ,
‘such Iqbicrous things?" he marvelled. '
| "Spinoza dig, " Sanianswered. “At least tho.way & in&er-
pretlhim. He was thinking;the Same,thing‘when he talked
about ideas and obJects\> The 'idea’ being the pattern‘in
which the _Process actua}ize ia‘self; the ‘object!’ being
‘the subject of the process. His hierarchxvof id as would i
mean that a free flowing ‘particle could ;e‘hn idea of one
.order; a tree a collection of another type, gnd a human
being or a universe. the process and_subaect on another
scale.” i‘l.‘ B ‘ ' ;
A “Wait a minute, San. said Clarence. "You' re Saying
that I¢ mey Clarence. am no.more unique than those leaves
with- ﬂhe wind blowing through them? I don't think I'm
special. but I do think you could credit the human with
a,lit le something extra. ,'
P jSure. Clarence. Anyone can-see there's more to you "
than/Ahat. In the first place, you can move from one
'.'sfﬁpttion to another. You can strel
-‘-'?e , &

J - R L+4

your experience in

e
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a way that a tree can't. One characteristic the human
species has developed is that what we perceive‘ in one =
.situation ‘remains with us as we move to the next. -The. | |
: coming,and going doesn't happen in-: disconnected moments._ 2
As you, Clarence. stretch yourself over you; occupied J ~ Ty
time and spadt{ your experience becomes part oft 2 "up.z_ 'ue ,1" “\“
patterning of Clarence as a subject and obJec‘;% e*yents. ’ %‘
With words and images, we acquire. an increased a 1@3 v‘., f l R
’to hold on'to ‘what we have experience. "Thus wé grasﬁi@%ﬁ@ W""‘ﬁ
apprehend. and m-ake connections."

"That's only if we want to," objec ed Lloy‘d.ﬁ Stand- .
ing up with his m'ortar in ha.nd.. "Lo'tsg' times I just
»‘watch what's ru}ming along in my mind. Pdon't bother to
hang o\‘\to it at all. Just follow it along. Life s fun
) that way." he sa;d putting his whole expressive being
:Lnto his white-rimmed eyes. F

Kevin gave a nervous giggle. Maybe he had found that o 6
type of response too disorienting. Disconcerting', : * | .
_‘ Lloyd slapped' a‘gob of the wet paste\ b‘etween an empty ”
beer bottlQ; and a hunk of . solid cement - borrowed from
the defunct swimming pool -- thus making a further addition ' T
to the bunker. "Thig stuff you're talking o.s.bout isn't ‘
something I can grasp with my hands, Jyou know. :Nothing
you can push s.nd shove into ‘shape like thi_s~," .Lloyd said . - ,&

At

_.-as he encouraged more of the thickening grey matter between ° A
~the We and the lump of cement. 7 ’ - . .I‘ .
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"It's not so different, " responded San, *"All the

words we use atre; in some sense, symbols of that same.
pulling in and pushing #way motion. Look at the single
word ‘come'. It cé&@ﬁb&ﬂisomething You're pulling towards

you, a demand for someone to come to you; or it- can mean

that the subJect speak1ng wants to . come along.- The refer-ré-

ence to poles -- what or who is comlng where -- is both
‘implicitly 1ncluded yet requesting articulatlon." ;-
"Yo&\re saying,” protested James, "that there is no

'such thing as the abstract EVerything is 'concrete' " ﬁ

' "Language is Just a verbalization of a process,"
” _ ,

responded San. ' . Q'

"In other words,” suggested . Dav1d "you beliewe,that

langhage is metaphysical. A meta realm of the physical -
motion it emerges from." | |

| IA moment of limpidity permeated San. Misconnections _
allieviated. She smiled.

', "Are you saying?" sputtered Kevin. “"You're saying

.

Second 7*0 ypgr basic movement°' Which nobody even

, )& a0k
bellezes e s¢s°“ « Y

b 4 d

ksl '
- ."In: the goép outward and taklng in of perception,
that'which gets in the way of the movement was called
Just that: an obJectt It took even longer to recognize

‘that which is going out: i e. the. subJect,

B, TN 1)
‘ N ‘ﬁ""\., . ‘
, (R .
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"What about the good old terms like ‘consciousness?"

’Clarence'asked.‘laughing: "If you're a conscious human gi

being, with a bit of intelligence, doesn't talking come

naturally?"

“If it's like everjthing else, " San answered, "then

g Ki

we do it first and underst®nd it later.”
‘"It seems to me, San," said Jessica, pdausing to take
out avcigarette."onebof your, problems is becoming clear.

A1l this indicates a vemy helpless conception of the role

of the human being in the world. People do, you. know,

have a rolesin dlrectlng_iisir-own actions. All this about

vperceptlon 1ndica%es a stiﬁulus—response p01nt4qf view.

You pretend to disapprove of the behaviorist, but if you
tﬁlnk peoplé can only refpond, adapt and hold on to what T.
is percelved, this could account for your feelings of
frustration.” f; : |

"I hadn't finished. " San was accustomed to people
g1V1ng her "advice from their own v1ew about what she was
thinking; nevertheless it annoyed her. "And neither was
fhe contradic}ibn abodt perception completed."”

"Go on then, by all means," said Jessica.

Ignorlng tﬁe tone. San did con®bnue. "The important

'thing that keeps us out of the stlmulus-response trap is

that the- words and’tmages we use’ for holding and . expresse
ing our existence are also used to project and postulate

our futures, Pre-posing in fantasy what we later become,
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or do in fact.” Once again, San visualized the breaking
up and dispersal of shells as the bullets attacked. "So
many things hinder projections from becoming determina-1
tions. Not the least being the anti-movement. of the God-
myth." Everything hardening. Words, images, cement.

James boomed out. Vigtory im his voice. "Ah-hal*®,
He'd been right all along and S%? was the raving idiot.

4% "What's this GodfmythQ" he challenged.

or. God-speaker that proposes to define

“Any tea
once and for all the structure of reality is bitterly
._Pitted against the human possibility." | *
: "Isn't that what you're pretending to do?“-sneered~
James, V ' |
"Ilm attempting .to define the motion, not the way it
is organized, not the structures that try to organize and
then restrict its’ movement " defended San. g
"Go ahead. Say it, Nemesis, " said.ice. |
Nemesis was standing motionless.' Llstening, from his
position behind the semi- c1rcle of the bunker. - |
San turned her attention back to James. "The humaq
poss1bility.ﬂsshe said, "is the projection of ends that
influence the actualization of’the process. Once we become
aware of ourselves as a subject,&we can define and thus = -
create our own reality. But the insidious contradiction
is that everything hardens. An 'end' that one uses to = - -

- -

orient one's actien—beeemes‘an—end«ianacttﬁgA~finished““ - e

f:,ﬁ - l ,
'5§( . &
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thing that Gods and their disciples_attempt.to fix;permau
nentlyf' weimust fight against the induration of all things,
starting with the word and notion of 'holy'. Every reli-
gion is an attempt to cut up the territory that the human

')
encompasses according to the religious,r%tes 1nculcated “

..

It must stop."”

"I must speak." lNemesis set down his cement'couered
mortar. moved out from behind the bunker. and stood as if
to make a formal address. He removed his top-hat reveal-
ing*theibald surface which crowned his long black‘hair.i<
"You, San.inave been the victim of a\false interpretation
of our holy oible. I will tell you in.a:;' words the
key to its meaning. Christ is a symbol.‘fgz never lived,\
although he lives everywhere." ‘ I,ii?

Jess1ca groaned. She turned toward Clarence, who .

‘ grlnningiy offered her a beer,

~ "Throughout the centurles,” said Nemesis, "His
symbol has been the fish. Just as the fish_swims.easily
through fne water, penetrating the_seas. so Jesus flows
in’and out of all life, If'you can't=ﬁelieve in Jesus,
then believe in the fish; it is the saﬁgb: The fish is
the symbol not of another symboiic being. but a symbol
of the penis., The penis which at every eruption is the
genesis of thousands of emissaries of new life. New

souls. Seeking union, and thus perpetuation. One ejac-
.ulation from the mouth of- theﬂpenis. and thousands of

-

*.
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’fish are cast into the crowd. Sweet wine appears by magic
to moisten the way for the fish.”

| "I think I'm'going to be sick,” cried Jessica. She
leaped up from her chair and rushed to the penthousé.

* *Hell is but the heat of the fire whence the fish and

the wine spring. Heaven is but the sweet bliss when the

1

cowing in and the going out are unified in creation.”- .

L] 2

Nemesis' resonant voice transformed the roof into a revival

- N . . Q-
meeting. "As we know from our holy text, many emissaries

L wese

of life will fall along the wayside; unwanted. Many will  ;

fall on unprepared grouné."
"Many are called," drawled Monique, fpu%lfew are
éhbsen."
k“}Neme81s' oration contlnued "There will, hoW®&ver,
always be those who are'prepared for the“;oming of'penetrat-
ing life. The coming of the Lord. Symbolism, San. Symbol-
ism. All-secrets shéll be pehetrated, and thus there will
be light. Christ. alias the fish allas the penis, is the
: symbol of all penetratlon. , <
ﬁNeme51s, xnterrupted Leona.‘ "Why don't you find |
;ome poplar fuzz and stuff it.up your nose.  Then see if
_you can bear some new fruit." )

"Withhold your skepticism. The bible says:LfEh unto
like. Poplarofuzz will serve poplar trees.” Nemesis ,
raised his voice a tone higher. *For all those who do not
 believe, there is no future life. Their bodies will not

K

L,
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_ perpetuate union. There will be no further growth to
their line. Peace be-unto them who do not give nor
receive, for death and the darkness of unknowing belongsz
to them. : . | \

', Birdie chanted. "Death to all shells that won't
bré@k; releﬁsing new life, releasing new life." .
"Now, San," Nemesis stated. "You will listen withﬂ

. Next time you hear reliéious services, you will

'ng you will hear dif?erent words, different )

storles, but all will have the same theme. " Changlng to ! o

a more normal manner of speech, Neme31s turned to the = e¢:: °©

others. "Now you see why Wg've»decideﬁ to help San, She .
believes in‘théjﬁbnetratién and7destfuction pf all shells
or crusts of belief that obstruct movement towards knowing."
He slipped back into his grandlloquent voice. "You See,
San,, why the bible is not a factor of induration, but
+ rather a péfpetuator of fluidity. Gathering'meanihgs and
casting them out. A |

KeVin. his light eyebré@s?raised.halfWay to his reced-
ing halrllne. his voice soundi;g rather thin, was trylng

> -
to :?Qmethlng. . "This...dh...means,.... You' re actually
. f
going to help San shoot. You'rq!go%pg to help her kill
~somebody?” , : . Q%. ‘

“No.” - A definitive qnéwer,. Nemesis stood back and

redonned his top-hat. “For we have our own knowledge of

¢

hear what\1 ha#e said repeatéd. Now that you have the*key*\'_v

A

>

-/
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shells. A shell broken from the inside, because of the
suréing fire and life 1naide.~q§mands new life, New growfh.
But a shell broken by outside forces has no life., It is
like a kitchen egg. Ready to be scrambled. No. We will

- Jjust help her do Qhat she‘has'to do.” Nemesis picked up

his mortar and prepared to continue work on!the bunker,
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The self-imposed delegation had formed a huddlei It

- appeared that their discussion was not going smooﬁhly.

Kevin, running his fingers through his hair; Jaﬁze.‘waving
his arms. Dawson seemed to be doing most of the talking.
David, Jessica, Michael, Leona and:Lloyd were Silent;
Whether it was the silence of tﬁeaunconvinced or‘fhe

committed, it was hard to tell. Proﬁably a lot of weeds

were being .spread about. Words, uncalled for, destructive,

corrupting, Like stink weeds on the farm.

San and Nicole‘sat on the frame'of the.potted poplars
eating some frnit that Nicole had purchaéed from the street
vendors below. Their conversation was desultory, w1th

long spaces of 31lence. Both  knew each other well enongh

" to avoid giving or accepting advice. o . .

San finished her orange. "Over there,” she said,
| .

‘"they're eating Weeds." San looked at the weeds grow1ng

11n captured dirt along the edge of the parapet. Fragile

but powerful. Breaking cement. _Nicole was finishing

¢chewing so‘f coconut., Weeds breaking rocks; if only

L4

cemented and hardened beiiefs Could be ‘broken so ea311y.

‘”Not rea1§y°" Nicole responded, smlling. ' .;2;45,:ﬁ'

"No, not really. They're really eating rotton PR>
A couple of those altruistic time giVers are probably

r

e M M ——t
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"boésrit“ﬁattéf?" asked Nicdlé.; ‘
_ "Béing on thé same roof with it is‘like following the
éowsbhbme after they'yve been grazing tﬂ a field of stink- '
.weed. 'i%'s,éll—pervasiveé anqgunforgettable. . You know
what it's like? Coming into a’room where everyone has
bee; eating weeds? You can smell it. Your';uscles alert,
v  but there is nothing to fight. Nothing tangible. Every-
P;‘* . thing hé.s been dig'ested‘ and only the atmosphere r‘emains "
‘ ”Some of us find that more paralyzing than others. |
A. lot of native people would understand what you re saying.
You can imagine the reply. though, if an Indian came Ainto
a community and told the ‘people that’ they smell like they

a

have been eating stinkweeds.

\

*The weeds would only be,” continued San, "a word here
and theré,g:eveﬁling an emotional biaé} or anfunrégolvbd
éntagonism,. Scéttefed‘réndomly about, weeds disintégrate',
uhbiased orientationé{and'replaée.them with suspicion and

anx1ety.

"It could just be a case of paranoia. Nicoie was

4

not one,to let.a theory go too far. ‘f

_The*delegatiop moved to the refreshment table. "Ain't
you got any ice?” called out Jdmes. !Unpalatlble'ﬁeeds '

washed into the interior. '
; %

. "’For all you lmow,"_ ‘Nicole said,: ‘gey'v;e;be_en eating
roses. - ' o ' L <A
. ot - .
-

¢
S

N
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“Or listening ro sexual fZSScaats anqlanticiparing
their‘;ctualization. Anywqy. we'll see,” sald San as shc .
pealed a litchi " The stem led to a seed tnat looked like . ¢
a hard brown penis.‘rooted in a firm white skin surrounded
by soft flesh. "They look like nuts don't they?*
| "Well, d;n you have to think a little kindly about
them, ™ Nicole answered. ,"Coming‘up heran,talk to you anc
all.” : . : *'7"',. ‘ v
Nicole must have been thinking San Was referring to

‘fi?che approadhind%ﬂblegatlon. San let it pqis. S

: James was apeaking to Jesdica. »I suppose/you realize

that it's getting on in the afternoon°ﬂ; %

“Yas.“we can't stay up hero*much longer. o

& . [
J eg: .
répiiamesiy ‘
It wae Kevin. assurance regainsd o spoke “to San S

e N"'IM ‘

first "*We have decidad‘tha: 8t 'philosophy gtems from

your own physical and menkaj condition and hé!\nothing té

do -with anything you have learned. under ogp dtrectiou.

"We ve also considered.' volunté!red James, "whethcr "

or not you should.be incarcerated - Por’ your own, good'and o -
...the good of others. bu't some people here seem to think ﬁ
,you re not going to do anything. ‘We stand convinced.

With your handa washed Perhaps they were- ready tiE'

leave. ‘But James wasg charged'up. and not about to let

his anger fall away unspent. PO ' g~ irﬂf .
'You believo.' James spcwed. *that ‘we participate Bbth'_,

hyﬁically/and perceptually in our reality, right?'~ L _' '

N - e _ e ~



o compmsate ‘for the fact that you‘re je

"Yee." San answered.

' -l
' "Do you know what your participatiVe reality and your
partlcipati\re perception is all about? qst's_.,.s theory to

.

us. "*"iIealous not
of things. money. or even positior‘l. but Jealous of 1ife.
You want to engulf and be part of everything you see, ™
Thulobal reality' that you mentioned to Michael" It'
just a desire to reelly :teel what otﬁore feel. Do what

.=
‘ others do. But you san't do eVerything at once. No matter

” I\

what you try, you re limimd to one life.ffike the rest of P O

“ u.B‘“ \) ‘ o -- . . . ~ . .»', ﬁ .‘A‘r ‘!.
, - - ., ’ S PR B e \\ﬂl . L ? :: ,,“‘: ‘..-
. Blastéd. And his 4f1nger was Stlll Jabb ng in the a,j_r,, Lot
Ready ‘0 tr'y oke another ’hole in ber thoughts. -A" N

' "Dawson was te g us some of your euployment h1story. '

James said. scof’ngly .PChasing&after new jobs. new' erit
points. new. 'states of being as you’alled them. You
want everything' at ence. You do. you.r hlking. skling. |
piano plaving and then you re jealous of those who have

. meanfngful work. You put your stuch an‘d travel in priority

.and they you ré jealous when Yyou see someone playlng w1th

their children. You want the: ,enaoyment“they, re hav-
. R L T . h .1 ' ' . T X . »

1rl.g. ' L . ‘ Lo \..Iv . . . e g T ‘_

Sa.n leaned furthe; and further\ back unt11 her shoul-

- d!dvere jammad agairgt the poplar trunks. Was there any

e

Seeingt \that Ms norpa had touched her. \James took the P

T .E-'v

. truth to Janes' bile?/ It would have to be cons:.dered .
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,\,* n -'atti '&'iumph*' His face became increasingly redder a .
‘ | o
d N . ;ﬁkhis ciusations were’ expelled. | : ". *
"h:“ You hate.to see others doing wWybu can't do. o -

&
vy

Ato your surroundings. LT

oy agtack ",

- her tense muscles. T "

- ‘ e Y., Lo
~.ago, a fellow called Desca?ts;‘became famous‘ because he

uting snbdeets is a task that must be leamed and leamed ‘ T

%msaim jabbing his‘;j.nge oloser to San 8 face."'but
t\d: everyd'un‘:at once. And aly that stuff gbout
shell‘s K 'qﬁly wigh.that mﬁd so thing arou :!anted AN ,
td do' Wanted -eo c.ompletely thatﬁ(gﬁ"‘abgldwe impervious .
\ \u g " ‘ ' . . ‘
"Enough" David inter‘%ted. At 'ehe same time. he -
‘. . .

he 'R""

moved his® hiand around San 8 back as if to.lnhf‘ her from .

you c.an

shrinking 1n-to the tre&..@"fogn agreed. J‘Sgles. not to
Tumins %,
-'"W.e agreed to offei

@

Offering éuccor t?) ?

; a N " ~
v - .
. r - N .

. o L
A couple of centuries - L

nt on’ ‘ er back .

RN

hand remained a mo

“One last thing, * sacid James.

s
R

separated subJect1v1ty an 'otuectivz.ty. Now you want us

to regress to a~pre-Cartesz.Caw era and mesh the two realms
together, agaiﬁ " H.is hands oxq' his hips. .he nodded his '
-head 1n satisfaction. \. X o
Perf:ect " said San le e .“"wh\y
'should separating the existence of suhﬁect and ob,]ect be -

"J@:xac tly! ; o'rward .

L

'so important? Uaﬁess each ge&eration is born so partici— :
oy ».
pative that distinguishing themse,lves as separate eontrib-'.
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agai.n by e'adx ned crop of‘ humans. A task &ich required ‘ -'..j_
& ‘ \
the discovery pgwer, and genius of Descartes to ﬁrticulate.

”R%gardl&s." said K'evin, "'we thought it, would be & . . .
, good thj,ﬁg for' 'ydu. Sarhﬁﬁ try to forget your own subjec-

ate _ﬂﬁoursslf inn the things'of AR ‘ S
p e.olear xdeas to gui O l .
* “

4 the World.: Whag you .‘ E3 é: *
o your ‘actfon%. and . "vi. be ostraightfo)rw:a.rd&,g‘q cha- R

\tivity fq,lha while ’nd

' s o;&’m and dirpc't " I&e\'in changed auatenceq The Toggy ‘
ﬂ . L .; PR

N .
» J* undetermined aspects of‘ter .mind age 'a di.recib result of S
? T ',an absence of dis(’:i“pline; an ﬁ%'sence of o dgsire to cohform ‘

*&w' RN _ v “

» the world Wy ' g ay 7 8 LR
e N ’ : .- ‘ﬁl {3

L ““What you e saying " m.ﬁuicked San. “is that I exhibit

and th 3i~ect her own actio.n acco%‘:ﬁng to what exists in - / .
i et ner . /J

i

)

L] 2

3,

-.f ""if;-' a laci; of 'apriori'_ sny c" thinkingx thoughts that guide

e - h\a‘ behavior in a manner that can be laid out and followedu EE

‘.‘-‘!

' as truly as three connecting lines can make a triangle "

8

"vﬁn. no.'f hedged Kevin. "1 didn't say that ‘What

I.l.l"( / . D

b . ' ' : .

Jessiba translated. "What Kevin was saying is that . 4 ‘

K
- .

your emphasis on the importance of . sub,]ectivity may be a .
bit overdone. I myself don t think it"s necessary for A A
you to put aside your philosophical outlook; only. to adjust |
it. It g;ight be helpful for ysu to conéeptualize the

L - A

e different kinds of empathy as they have been worked out o | B v, A
by a Variety of psychologists. Jessica 8 voice was coo'l ' '. ; |
v-a.n_ll-ntter of fact. - "I wonder i some%rgg( could’bring me
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a‘glass of water?” Her ;xes‘sWept the spectators..fall-“
o . T

ing on Ace, who leapt up.
N "I 11 bring you a beer. if you like°" he offered.

CE,

b "No thanks. Ace. Water will be fine.\ Now. San,

-

'_<:i,There is an. 1nabili y to” disassociate the noise fr’g thoée ‘.i
.; things that will affeet them %ersohailys, This 1sn t real ‘

. ‘empethy because the person is unaware that the eventxis»

’y outside one 8 Being. The anger. the.noise.uthe ten81on of
: ﬂ nthe moment may belong to othersp yoh can sympathlze with
N the emotions of others unless you first realiz hat it.

~is thdir emotion. Jessica looked around for her waterf
‘but Ace waq'out of sight "The distdneing, the 'cutting
off\\tpat you're 80 adversg to, - is a. necessary process ‘
for indtfiauating your own feeliﬁés and attitudes., Once
you can....ﬁ'. “',\' oo N fti- ST ’
Jessica peered¢at the door: to the penthouse once }

- o

,agai Hor gazg,was rewarded not by the sight qf Ace;- G

but by Mrs. LaRose. who had bustled 1n.‘a1feady talking. gzv

Ace was close: behind her; ] _

| "ALL of these people about, Eehaht What is 'that',?"--

Mrs. LaRose's scream interrupted Jessica caly%stely. . "
| 'What‘s that pile of cement dolng on. thefroof° Clarence”

<

P N
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Y
§an?‘ My, my. whatever is going to come of this?" Mrs,

. o %

LaRose stopped and looked around. Seeing herself in the

dst of.all the people, hef hand reached up to feel if.
er curis were in place. ' " -

Nemesis was ‘the ¥irst to reach’ her." He took her Kartd
in his andvspoke deeply and reassuringly. "We, are in tremu-
lous time, my charming 1ady. : -

' Mrs. LaRose didﬂ take Ner: hand away, but pullecﬁ her

head back. a irf twe’eﬁh‘im better.: ”Nkv goodness. Wel

thank you," she said noxkglowly removing her ham’

ﬂervou’snegs was certainly infegtious. San could fee the

' panicklng rates, looking fpr a‘corner. vI really must k' o %

> e

speak to San for a moment. San? ~ San?" Mrs. LaRose s Jhgh -
voice called out wit@the confidence of distressed damsel |
tempting‘ awbear out of its cave.. . . '

s RS K
. *I'm over here " Saﬂ responded Surely Mrs. LaRose

‘could .see- that? > Y

’ ' o

) "Cquld you come here. «{lease" I'd like a prf‘ato—-,, '
work with ye.u. Mrs. LaRose smilingly excused herself

R L
rom: Nemesis' company and stood waitmg by the door., : . -
‘! N ,,,.g% "‘.ﬁ""“'ﬂx"’ o . .
When Sari arrived best'de her.. Mrs. LaRose started whisper- ’ ‘

ing quickly and excitedly. "My dear, 1 don t kno. what N
to thj,nk wﬁ”at to dot" San wished she would hurry. All ’

.

*»
the similar moments of San s@,life were there in that in-

stant of waiting. Waiting for someone to s‘&y something v
disastmurabout wﬁat she had done. What she was respon-

P
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" home. tonight What will he- say? Cou]?pgt you get rid of - :}’

°€*I~ wish we had gotgperminsion' from the owners.

YA OLW

[

sible for, Finally. Mrs. LaRose finighed flu#ng loﬂg rgv -

enough to say what she had ¢ome up to say. "Eddie wi!.l b,p.‘

all this commotion before hquets here"" She looked q;;

| o‘. | ' ' 268

o 'i .
. _r.. N
'3

v*‘"

]

the bunﬁ(er. "‘No o g don g Suppose you can.q Are they rgag’ly “

going,to make a mov:.e'b Will my r&of be: fampus‘? Ol. dear.

“

“Mrs ,LaRose. said San "If your husband w1ll be

A

3K

4 who had, p?aﬂly beféﬂ delaying on purpose.
Jo.med San zand Mrs., LaRo%Se as the door. ' ‘ '

"Oh. Clarenae. began Mrs \LaRo.se She contimred to

spout her confusion to him. as she had to Sanm,

L]

*D6 ‘come and :jon\iis. Gloria." Clarenog said. as’ r'he

., placed his hands on her shoulders. 'Me re having a con~

v

.!o'
.t

.

fereﬂce. and I'm syre you can make a valuable contribution "

"Gracious.". 'said Mrs. I.aRose. e ¢ suppose i-f: that's
g0

,ﬂy don't you wai% to get his reaction then?"

bl )

LB A
N

2

o

the l2:a§e. I should come along e Patting her curls once 4 ‘- ‘
f N .

_more, she allowed*Cla:L-ence st

and make the intro,aduc\ons{ As all this was presuma’oly

ead her to the p);ilosophers

bg E‘or gm!s beneitit, Samgnogght she. might as well join them. a

Jessica resumed ‘her advj«ce. "Now where was I?. Oh

yes. ; was saying, San. Once you can conceptualize your

'on individda‘l attitude, distinct from others. then true'’

empatheti'c thought becomes a possibility. You should try

to iﬂentify and even crystallize your personal emotions. |

T s »
.
‘o

\

R}
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.'~ideals, ti>a.tterns of thouqht. " In order to do this. .
.ﬂcertain 1solati‘§r} and imgeyviougxess to, the wants, ‘needs
"?*.2" and demands of others is necessarf Only then can you

é/ become the o'ngin oY your own dlre’etion a;md emotlon. L
) 4 |
eE T "False iaolatlon.?" said» éan' - "People forget that‘

»4

-"y,o

they re’ affecteq by‘ their surroundi@gs._ Thax can' t Ale .
back to thgt pn,imlti.are' eupathy Insensi,tives., One goes...

“.'_ou.t ﬁowardsta “l’ot of. «boxe,s vand barred entities, 1mpe ious ‘ -D‘?
| ta. everyéhihg v Peqsle have to lmow how recept:.ve they a e

. are‘@‘ San ~put her hand down to touch the rlfle, lay‘ing
oh the poplar frame"'beside where - she- was s:.tting._

"Perhaps you‘re too sens1t1ve." sugg,este% Jessica.a
_ i we .o ) ‘\’ oY
e St "}{ow can you say that""QJames said. fum g at Jess:.cas .
9} A / e €
SRR soft approach. "San is con31der1ng shoot:.ng indlscrlml- S ’

nateT.y at unsuspectln*g people. It mlght be you or me down

' . e N
) , there. ’ - - .-' : — .
) e
, "Thlngs are often qulte the opposne of how ﬁ{é/
. t 4
ap";’:ear," Je331ca responded . ~ \,/ .
. T ’ “How true.ﬂontributed Mrs. LaRose "Why, how often
! A~
,1t is that I ve said to. Eddie.... o
[] 1]
Jessma continued. "San obviously feels the demands
of others too' intensdly upon herself .
act that by follow1ng her own directJ.on more ¢ “
t 1t is,.~ she is .’mcapable of acting according o her own ‘\
« thought-out pr:mciples. _ S
_"More Iikely." James said, lifting s cheeks J.nto ; ”&

his squihting eyes.’ "ghe never developed any. . -
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Mrs. LaRose was ready to offer another suggestion.
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"Now. I've always found San a most sympathetic listener."

'\.

s

*That's all veryawell Mrs. LaRose," Jessica obaeciﬁd%

[ ] ﬂ&’ ~
but.... “{“

*San's aﬁwaws

followed her own direction," countered

Birdle. _"She's one of those women who knows what sﬁe ]

about,”

Sx
" Yah . v

ok oot

feeble defenders.

. what Jessica’§hid

©of subJectlvity is

Qﬁboor gal, with a peg and all., "'-“_ »
San got up'ﬁnd, taklng the r1f1e with: her, walked to

. . 4 [ 1 )
M . * S :
4 . .

»

-l .
in. "I don't know why youﬁre“ﬁgi

N e it
d e

thejpenthouse, where she’ could avoid listenlng to® her .

She could see the validlty of much of
To create ourselves as a separate orlgln

to detach ourselves from that whlch sur—

3% L )
rounds us. Thusgwe wod@%?be free to decide, to reason .and

(4%\'

- then reassoc1ate with ougﬁénv1ronment with a dlfference..

'*w-San looked at-

the. poster as she went by. Attractive,-

.challenglng. but puzzling and 1rksome too~' _ 4

But if that reassociatlon doesn't happen. ir we can t -

reldentlfy with that th.ch is around us. then the 1solation.

the dlstance, demolishes the suuging feeling of llfe. |

Everything emptied of meaning. ‘Dead shells. _ LT

e San dried her handﬁ,on the portlon of the Port o' Call

%

towel that had been spaned frqq,ketchup and cemen;~mixing

hands.

YAOLW
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g David - attempted to cover\ the obviou_s break in toplc. :
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" The lack of reass‘oc{:tien. By others. By herself., .

It would account for & lack of a feeling of extengion

o o

through time and épace. Looking coldly, everythi@ would

feel "out there”. : v Y
On her way, through the change room Ashe agaln noticed

the strips of light on the floor. She was glad she had |

had a few minutes)fo sort out Jessica s views, Primitlve

" empathy -- identifying oneself with one's tokality -- left

%
one helpless. Moving at the whim and will of the surround-.

ing attitudes. Suffering that whlcﬁ could not be suffered.

The cuttlng. the 1solation was necessary for 1nd1v1duation.
It enabled unaffected looking., - R y

-

But it stopped the life it analyzed - Penetrated only

'~

]

to dissect - Lo ,3:;'.‘ ,, ‘
“_ San walked back out on the roof Clatrence and the reést s .

of the roof's occupants were still gathered'by:the popllar

trees‘." . CIarence. what should she do about him? - = .

| With ar without empathy, she was sti]tl\faced w1th the .

problem of 1nterpreta:t1nn. As she .reseatedl\herself ‘on the .

_poplar frame, the conversation of the ‘others came to an

awkward stop o o g ’ 3

"How long were you in Italy, .San?= . . .
nA year and a half. I got B:&k last January. »

{ i ) S - X
"An unfortunate time to retu C . i

"We did have a coldginter here. didn't we"" sympa-
thized Mrs. LaRose. v
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"I didn't have much choice,* San sald to David.
"Various pressures...money...pending decisions.... I went
there to escape., I felt I was in hiding."' (@Y fj\
""You shouldn't call it an escape. San.? suggested d r
Nicole.- “It was more of a recuperatidg."‘ o]

*How'd it happen, San?" asked Ace.""What wete you

gettirg better from?" e
. . . R N
San-never tajked aboutgher accident, and usually pre- .
. . ] . . - . L . & . * ’ “_"
~ ferredvothers di ther™ owever, it was in the past.

It shouldn't affed¥gnd
offering to explain 1f San wanted. San nodded'her permis-

~Her foot was, crushed."

‘g0, Nicole iooked over® g%'San.

f

s:Lon.

”Sah was in a car acc1dent."'sa1d Nicole. "It hapfl

*

) _pened during her. third year at the varsity. She was o f;
driving- home from a New IeerS a.@ A.pparentzly, she did .

some qircular patterns on the cy road and ran idtg ong

of the few solid telephone poles that ame around anymore.4
L4 - .

-

-

““Memo* wag still vr{id First the premeditated gkill

S

of controfled uncdntrol. The gas~pedal giving’ Just the >‘3 -
right amount of power, But the. circles grew. larger wi ‘*?g -
each turn. Thén the pole..rAnd«Watching'what happe' d aa '
if she no longer belonged ‘to the action. Then listening'
v;to the loud ringing in her head. I
b e~s/ 1.3
Mrs. LaRos huddered. "Gracious. It's too terrible.
‘When I think of all the people on the road...., | o e

g

-



e

A

- fix up that part of the story a llttle. o

,carefully. Well. goodbye now.'f She almost tripped' in her

Then the recovery. The whee;l.chair. The 1limb store .
that smelled like a saddle _«shop. - The molding of the shank
so they could attach the foot. o .,,@‘;%,

" "It's too bad," Clareibq ea.i‘d,shaklng hJ.s head’ »I
was hoplng.... Well as you people know. I'm nolng a

write-up on San A,biograp}wa - wanted San to say she »

I N ~ . .. ..
had lost her leg -in a:more ew manner. You know.. Maybe :
. - .

cily. Shaqgs
; en alot

3'vy a shark's bite.

: More sensational. But closer to the way everyone wants

%o belleve these things, happen. ‘ Afte@l. _everyone\

home corked sometimes, If you. don't)mind. San; I ma.gh_

.’ - i

"Go aﬁ@d. Clarence. Change it for me.". Mayb'e‘he

L} « 1]
would if he could Not chan t to a more. gruesome way .

of happemng. but:hange it so “that 1t wouldn t have hak
pened at’ all. L S : . .
5’ EVeryone looked uncomfortabﬁe at the exposure oI’, such
bare facts, Mrs. LaRose was yrlnglng her' hands. g "I mush
go back dovmstalrs..‘ She glanced round the clrcle._. Smlbx
ing fully at every‘body " "Eddie. w:.ll be home for dinner. .

and it will be so nice to.... Oh dear, I,hope_ he drives

-

rush to get’ away. :

) . : Se

"Goodw good ". said Clarence. pleased. "That's San s
history right up to date. Put a line under i# = S

Na



“h .
Clarence had a way of bringing an end to any exten—

— ~ ' . .
» ~

sions or continuance of sensation by th audience.. But ‘

what amazed San was that a perscn's 1i4§ could ‘be stated , .
'S80 quickly.‘ So easily wrappgd up. especially by others.- i . .
| Nicole 8 accounting of the accident. The escape to h > " '
dafferent placs.a It could all- iafsaid fh a few worda. Co

but’ could agyone ‘ever reaxly be aware of the~events that B N, o

b"a.nother person had lived"? ﬁow‘%’ouid other Pl’ople be more, = SRR

4
- 4 . , [
than shells° IR L ' ~'xg " L
v . ! . _ma A}‘ ’ _ MI
’ ' L ‘ L TS S b «
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. A,w’: Al - n" . - — — - -
. , Early evenin v» The third night on the roof was“r.‘f - N
~%§fi; gﬂbﬁoaching.. Decialons hgd to be made. If Clarence and - /.
o dY S » ) - .
Yo . . Rick would. J.,eave. #he roof’ would be quie.t againi - —
9 e , ' . )

SRS Clarenoé‘d%ll!h oui~ ”Do you like he idea, San?"

SO . oL ' 'W '

- ‘ ‘“What idoa?” T u‘. ' i& R . ‘ ' o
LA : ve : , .

"Rick &s bringing his band up.' We'il give you a

Y-

'~golng away pafty The bunker crew is coming thk

1s Shgron. Nlcole

So

d “the rest " Clarence continued to

Empty beerqcases and the ",i” ; e
Sl . . ,,‘. P
barbeque were put ‘on the other side of the penthouSe. e ‘ -

'-‘;?i clgir space for thq band

Bottrles and glasges pusbed aside.

B )

San considered walklng “
away But’ she had done- that so many tlmeg\ :

Giv1ng up v
* p
what becanib too cro,vided; ret’reatlng from me place to

another, untll'there was only the roof where she could

. ”thlnk things out, ' Clarence stopped movrng and stood in

front of San. "Well°”'

A\' - 1 ) . ‘ . ‘
'"No. Plegse don’t, This party sounds m6re llke a ’ “oa

'y'-pre~wake. Aﬁ@ it's not necessary in any case. I'm having

mediating con81deratmons. e o | - ?, : ?'nj
T - ‘"Seoond thoughts° What? Nog5 Have.you decided to ; - ‘;i 3 f§

do SOmething else”" . . .E,

-~

\.- ., " '\\\'
-\ I "Look. San,
m but we are ready

'"Nothing yet._

I don't mean to sound heartless or cruEL.‘c'Q

Ivan has a whole seriee of g%ctures.

I haven't decided anything. T i. H{‘

¢ A BN



B ‘virﬁts are. totally unbalznced. We gentlemen don t. look .

‘.@this can go. I'm thinking al&out a serial documentary., .

-t : . S T

I've collected a- maea of material'on your the wlndering o

'feme.le. unible to find a.rwthing of Valtfe. What rats
money-hungry maleq have become. if we can't attend to
}loyking after lovelies like you, What a etatepsant againet
the yohn'e ],j.bbers., Their acousa&one about ma;e chau-

‘after the ladiee gnouqh - C!.arenee paused. reachbd ror -

a 'chair. and sat down. "‘There are a number of directions
x"

PN &

) Something that ~Wi11 get into the more reepect%&e mega - Q

zines. ' Perhaps. I'll vlrite it up as an explganatipf“r‘
v =

L S

citizens., ‘Lots of ang}feé. you know.._ R o .' —
- San stood up and walked te the pérapei../ People going
5 out to dinner, the theater. and 1nto the p'.nbaI; allayam |

~ how. a a new philosoph‘y can tear the mind of” one or our. young\

It was going to be a: gged night for a. eun‘et R
y ,, .
,k-ing. . ft'e not

Clarence was beside ‘her and svtill _
Just fgr ‘me._ We have half the wor,,ld re'_dy tq aee
‘you re . going. The audienee. gi;:l. conv idqr the hud.lenee. B

S 1 | )
‘ :You ve never before been on stage lil% this one that I've

¥2

u're .

‘)prepared €or you. And all this wae”&our idea. X‘

. '\1 B
ybur dayl struggling; fighting fo’r your\ bread and butter. o

"',‘
b_'.n{. t

Disillusioned What have yOﬁ %ot happening now. *°nv &‘Our S

‘,"-own. tha’t's going 'Ee change all that?" R "’. S
B3 ! . S Fe . - o __.‘-
R . .', L KNI, R it

\ l . - v

+ the o?e h? had nothing more tmdo 'in life than live out’“ S

a . .

hth s . B




. | 277

"Nothing." Wanting to ward off his brﬁtal.woidsﬁ

San épun around on her peg. "Not a thing.” Was he right?

| "You may do all right on your own, now while you're
still shapely. That patterned peg looks a bit kinky, but
it's a nifty addition, nevertheless.. But what about when
you start putting on weight? You één'txlook twenty-two
all yoﬁr life. You've had an extra ten years as it is.
Heavier, older, you won't be able to whirl around like
that. ,Instead of spending your time pondering that ab-
stract nonsense, you should be gathering some solid back-
ing. Now, while you're a good-looking novelty. But,
even as it is you're fortunate." ‘

"hey. Charlie," Rick yelled. ““Can you find me an
octopus cénnector? 1I've got lighfs and instruments thaf\
will need to be plugged in." | /

"Just a minute. I'll be there in a minute."” Clarencé
waved Rick's question aside. "fou're fortunate,"” he con-
tinued to San, "because you've got me. While you've been
ruminating these unworldly problems. I've discovered I
have power. fhe power of bringing news. together. Creat-
ing it. Organizing it. Powers I never dreamed I had."

Attempting to avoid Clarence'§ onslaught, San searcﬁed
threugh the beer cases for a full, forgotten bottle.

"San, ”. appealed Clarence. "We spend our l%ves being
little. Little fish. Most of usAlive and die without

even making a splash. Doing the daily grind. Slipping
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through. the rut we have carved‘for ourselves, just like o -
your said.”
: San's quest was rewarded. -sﬁ?rpr+ceeded to look for Cos

an opener,
Clarence moved in front of her, stopping hdw process.

"Every day, I run around collecting stories for the news-

paper, and at the end of the week, the papers are carried
out to the trash, One has to make one's name all over
again. Now, suddenly, I see the possibility of my name
being known all'over the globe. I'll build a reputafionx - .
The man with the inside story on what happens;}n the mihdv
of a sniper.”

. San gave up trying %o get past Clarence to feach the

7 ¥
table; she placed a cap on an empty and used it to open
*

“her beer. ‘

Clarence prolonged his eulogy. "“I'l1l ée known as the
man who understands the mind\of a murderer. The mind of
someone who déesnﬁt even care who she, she murders.”

San took a sip of the béer and returned to the para-
pet. CXxarence followed. |
¥ Resting his arms on the wall, looking ouf over the
city, his voice became'full of camaraderie. "Our lives
are of trifling importance. You're the one «¢ho made that .
clear to me. This being true, why shouldn't I be allowed
to live my life with a bit of style, an inside man? My

reputation made, everything‘i write will be understood as



1

* Iy .
emitted from the man who penetrated the mysteries of the {(/ﬂ\

corrupt.” '
San looked at him in, disbelief.
Clarence deni' the look, "Oh, Ifm not saying you're

.corrupt. What you're doing is a supreme séqbifice. You're

expressing anger that a lot of people-feel. It’'s not only
you who feels superfluous.' The city, high finance, big
organizations need anly a fraction of the workers available
to bperate their systems. -They hire and fire at will.
Everyone's expendable. No special place is put aside for
anyone. No room fér us, no room for you, San. And you're
the one who is saying it for all of us."

"You've really got this worked out, haven't you,:
Clarence. And what do you have planned for me afterwards?"

"Go ahead with this, San, and you'll only get a couple
of years in some asylum, to. think things over; four days
on the roof isn't enough. When you come out, you'll be
immortal. Immortal because I will have kept the ‘casual-
ties' aware of you as their martyr. When you get out, you
can come home and.see me, and 1I'll show you the success
I've made from this adventure." .

"Charlie,” Rick called out, "I'm going to need some
help to set this up."

Sharon arrived, and approached Clarencé and San.
"How do you like this, lover?" : Two wide straps covered

her breasts. Showing off her dark, newly acquired tan.
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“Gorgeous.:sweeping.” responded Clarence. "Say,
Sharon, do you think you could see what Rick wants? I
have to fin}Sh %%iking»to San,* P

Sharén raisel on® side of her mouth in a slight
sneer, and acquiesced sweetly,

Clarence turned to San. "So?"

"Clarence: it would be shooting a living, walk;ng.
feeling person. No matter how perverted their false
thoughts had shaped them, it wouldn't really be simply
breaking a shell.”

"But, we'll prébably only hit someone who is just
like the drudges you described. »Someone who would spend '
the rest of his life going back and forth to work, earning
money to feed himself and his family. Senseiess perpetu-
ation of life. He Works, pays the mortgage. That's thé
positive side. His job 'is prob;bly painting billboards V
to-clutter up the‘landscape. Advertising cigarettes to
pcison people and give them yeilow fingers. And his wife
will probably be better off without him. She'll be free
to try out a few different lives, a few dif{grent fellows
Maybe she's a depressed female whose husband never allows
her tb g0 out into the world and experience living. You
would be giving her life. Just by killing off her old
man. If she missed him, she could always find arother one

and be more appreciative of the next, knowing what a prize

she lost.”
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“Damn it, Charlie, We're going to need some coopera-

-

tion," Rick yelled.
»I have ts-go.'San. Don't chlcken out'on'us. You're
. .
the oil to this whole operation. I'll be back as soon ag -

I_can. Here's Sharon to keep you company.”



23

""Ah, he's cute, isn't he?~
f”Clarence. CQute?" .San thought of his speech, moments
before. "I wouldn't have thought he was your t&pe. Sharon, *®
"ﬁe isn't really, but. I've decided to change my style,"

"How is Clarence?"

“Don't you knbw?"

"I've never triéd_hiT." ' A

"Weli.” drawled Sharon, "gkver has one man done sa
much with so little. It will be a pleasure to take him in

&

"He'll probably want you to be a showpiece for his

on a more regular basis."

‘business prospects. Be attractive and quiet. And not look
at another man because you'll daﬁage his ego."
"That suits me fine," answered Sharon. "If hls worst

-
trait is his desire to turn me into a clothes horse. I'11

enjoy. What a rellef he'll be." , - &m

"He's not what you ;;uld call a liberaged man. d ~That's
all I was saying."” San moved'over to the poplan&*and sat
down on the frame, 7 ) %

"I've tried dozens of those llberated men." sald

.’Sharon as she leaned agalnst the parapet.- ﬁThey,aren t
possessive because they want to rema;n un;n#oliéd with
traditional neuroses. But agtualiy,~they don¥t want to
spehd their money on you, Or buy the%grocsggesiflThey

‘;
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AU’ -~
(R ; _ ~
avoid getting up with the kids, driving them to day-care,

and scrdping'thevpeanut butter'off the leSr. They avoild
. . ‘ . . ‘ ' A N
akl that by being there to give their love. So they stay -

" in bed until you kick them out.... Now, Clarence, I'm

prexiy sure that I can get' him hookéd. I'11 b% the one
that will have the nice set-up. He has a steady job, a
regular paycheck. He'll be gone most of the day. That's
lots of time for me to sunbath;. or have an affair or
two if I get restless.”. °
" "You mean that instead of getting rid of the man you
bring home, you're pre::§ed toicook him a morning omlet."
"For a while,” said Sharon as she lifted her leg to
smooth back her stqckings.',"After, I can always find a
way to get out of it.”
"You'll be stuck out in the suburbs, perhaps. "
"No sweat. I can always call in a dance instructor
to amuse me in the afternoons. "
San was start@ng to feel sofry for Clarence. "Don't
you think it's a little unfair?”
’ "Ndbe. It's what's expected of a woman; I just intend.
to'enjo§ the role and add "a little sweeteniné whenever
necessary.™ |

"You can break ‘what's expected of you', if you refuse

e
to act it out."

"Why should I?" responded Sharon. "And whose complain-
ing? I'm not.” She gave-a little smile.... "And.I'll make

sure Clarence doesn't either.”



""But it's still unfair. You NAUJdM'Y want it reverseq
would you? You working while he wAA gy Name Yf%;;ng the
nest warm?" ' ‘

“Sure. I wouldn't miﬁd. If § ¢vudQ Mmske the easy
money that Clarence does.™

"Then what about all those lipgryted fellowa you ki AaKked
out? |

"Them? They were deadweights, QQoad fuv> a night on
so. But Clare?ce is an investment,' Naaidegy too wany nav
bed partnérs, and sex becomes borivg, It’y Riresome trip-
ping into the doc¢'s too. Checking YW A2e Y one of thoay
hunks left me with a dose." N \

"S0 you plan on capturing Clar%ﬂﬂazj SAn aéked.

Sharon gave a smug nod. *

"Are you two finished your talR?' ¢ladance was back,
He gave Sharon's blonde hair a strofd, “Mnjgh. That'y
the word. éemember. San, what we wAf#¢ t&ikiﬂg qbout? «A
Well, the world today is full of pepply wha grart something
with grand.ideals and never finish. 7hyt'a your problem~/
San. You've got to finish this evep#, 1% you don't finiﬁﬁ,
it will be one more grandiose schemy YOU atzrted and nevap
finished. Lack of determination. Ytk of d{yeipline.
That's one of your faults. You dil}y ANare ghQ dally theﬁé,
and then do nothing. If you're going Y4 s¢y a proper -~
example for others and for Jourself AN tne wyture, you'ly
~have to reconcile yourself -- and plah for the fsot ~- that

whenever you start something you shayld finian iv.»
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~taR,” agpged Sharon. “YAA'yy Mguy, Clarence,
People ANOULY MAKe a plan and FAZVY A% wit. I do thAA
myself. ,

RIAK 9hd tWo of his band AJY\AAA udreached.

“WA'ry all gev up, Clarenj/,V Afg¥ yakd, “When A4
the actior gQing vo start?"

‘Moa% v¥ the peaple will b/ WA spmtly,

Thay ¥iQ tneir introducti/fsy Garvit, the basy AJyYAR,
Black sk$v, DAAK denim jeans. YHWA ¢y 2Aur inches FAJLWA
than Ri‘¥., Rangy, the percussyydh AASYyd: Large bradn
mustache ob A psle white face, Ml&ﬂﬂ@d My erWh.iov&fé{%VA
sideburnyg, | )

Dapy 'y Mugrache went up yWh A%fvr¥0m the Qent&{;'hhﬁﬁ
down and c\rled sround at the YWNAL Wdlar tham Sapn'd,
Maybe shy Qauld syk nim what syt Af v¥\aM he used 4¢ WARA
it keep it\ angyps. Then next VL\% sy lay in the ba¥y,
parting bed pupic hair, shapiny tha puyagre over hey M&&ﬂ@f
lips, iv.woald gtay in place a L\At34 anger.

Sty Wa0jded not to talk ty Mgy AR A, me lodieny
like thy ON& vhy was Rick's Flyhp,

"Wehty and Melissa will by Ahovg AN o Tew minuygy,"
Garett vald, “Meligsa does sowd "A4gvibiug jazz on yhy
electri¢ hayg, Wendy pléys a QKQ&}g,\ N

Thiy Afoub looked like it NAWgY awf+ Blek well, May
Aways QAQ gavher a2 crowd arour] Kyy, Adyracting theh ﬁ}&yy
without tA%Kiby &xtending himseh P yWWWASAJ, There mygh Pe

\
\

A

8
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suppo@edly peer;ng‘ﬁbhply Lnto MdY \yeg,

"We'll play anything.” Garyyl Afswered. “Anytnyuy
you ;ant to hear. We do blues, JYR4, country, and AN
out-sounds, if you're stil® hery AN £pe aarly hours, N
you're the lady who gave the youbhfui R{QKk guch a hygvy
time, You should take pity on yy Pogy nales. wherg'y
you geYl the heavy-duty rifle, laqr4’

"} barrowed it, "

"Noaw where is whoever loanad 3¢ YQ you golng tq %é
sitting, 1f you use it to é;\oot Ad¥yona?  You shoulq A4

“least have got your owﬂﬁ Isn't N\jd¥, -Getting your A} Cudy
in troyble,*

“Re doesn't exactly know he J0MhQd 3¢ to me.*

"A0 you lifted it?~

“?i¢ could .say that," answeygd Yan, “Rut I've VALY
really ftolen anything. Making MMGQlf g criminal fop 3 °
piece of pProperty.”

, “A little trick Iike you shy\d/¢ have any diffycllty
buying whatever you want,” said qv%Qﬁf, hia eyes doing A \ \’//;
critical review over her figure. |

| Sah gave a bitter laugh. "1} Aouhqy like you think
I shouly pick up some fellow on tAA syvaef and make myNA LS
‘a4 commoyity. Like a can of beans. Ivught, ribped opeNs



\

\ ) .
" and conyuheA, Then, tosaed away / %ﬂﬁ€¢ht ﬁbeoleacencﬁ,
Ne;et. Mind you, it's not becay v \Affg Afenty plenty
of bi11b0AMs sdaund saying, ‘eyy Nﬁf ¢yt me, drink me,
consume MA&’', lke the billboary WAR yyvartises a deyight
ful meal Ajong #ith a mermaid." VAN rwadized her inters

| pfeta;ibﬂ? Were no longer exactly AASIGNAL,  She changey
the tone 0f Nor voice from forceM} ¢ ivahing to a tolev&ﬂc
shrug “I S\Rpoge Lt's no difoAQﬂé YNAA 3 Taotball pl&f&ﬁ
Selling riuyalf vy the year,

"Everzggs§zzf to sell themﬂ&?de An gome way or an~

Other,” Gabattlwviq. I just wiff VMAR ¥ could find sord
big fooyball league tnat would b/ V\llﬁﬂé ta buy me.*
"Shatdn’g 18eking for a husvghw R0 yuy ner up.-
"I QOA'% bave to listen t& WAL gydQ Snsron. Yy

going tao JP4y QlArence and Danny , o~

"3efaf¢ We Atary workin' ouyy AAP Y Afidg you a driMR,
San?" offéfed Qaresy. | ¢

“Thanky, 1’4 like that, " she AM/WWARA, QP the night
went ag sne @Q&p&cted. she'd be nAAdYuy A few drinks to
survive,

Gargty wAlKed over to the baﬁﬂéV\ﬂQ, ¥ram a brief.

case, he Yo0R twy glasses and a bwﬁV%§ Afd DrOceeded to
mix a coupl§ 05 d¥inks,

The brQase baq started to movy YNA yyblar yeaves.
San listened sg yhe watched,
Garet?l ygevyrned, "Straight y\AA Y YR&cisl stash, ™

v

\
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Myl 4 ‘
gy R\ LTy tigure is wnfyvg‘pe waq at ‘the world
I cohAd yhuarsEand, 1f you went Vyry find stony like Rick
salq W V%bAf {¢ you had bitﬁ&f iinaa vh your facae because

P

\ the wA/yd haa glven you a bad 4§y pyy Qaok at yo§, You

»

could Jy &Ayfnihg you want. YyV \Nauid relax. Taksg life
\ \

easyr MyV& 2 goqd time. You Juh‘A ngve to suffer,, Maybe
you' PA YUY Ayseranle because 'Y\~ Riye' L2 due, Maaniﬁg
the pfONANAYYURL Dlues. ™
VTN vve over a week agys ' AAY an blungly,

\¢§ 1 Iudk at the wild coly™A 24 vha 5Ky Tomovrow is

s

going tA P¢ yMtner warm sunny Ay, Lt you haven't pot
anytW bR P2vYAR o do than thiy: 5owv riening with me.
out y¥ Ang vity. No.hassels..\'” , .

“ARA YO Buggesting, GaredR,¥ wWiked San, "that T -
arify hﬂéaV%Qiougly‘along into 41y %\A?eV?” |

"2'¢olQ find some pleasupy Y >bdf éompany." ny said,
"As 2D Youd Agifting. ... Maygﬁ W& dgu't know how pood
you 18AF WAAh ¢hat orange light ud $Auy FalQe and your
shapaly i\&%n@ The leg doesn'y MANgy me, you know, 1 J'
never Wy Qna for foot fetisheg ShMPAY . You drive a man
vibrab? JUAt juoking at you. swy WAy shirst you're wyar-
ing dv¢MN'A nyye much. I can yyv Hovy NMpples sticking
out £y NAfe, Nice the way yc;\,“'*ﬂ éoY he shirt tieg up

_ above Yolr figyel. Sexy.” , )

VUMY Mt Qoesn't have any PugyynA.
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s Mlon't worry Aabout 1% W N H(v imft worty1 WV\ A
ing fM"—y‘o;&, what do you thir\ﬁ"w \ 1‘41{\; VY blgck VV\\ i
like %a. One look at yogand My MR yw'Ais righe nyMy o

~“Would want to take youshome apd W\R Nm yfu.' Thay u\'w*v y f
mined expression’ on your face vﬁv‘gv\ M Mam.all the WMWAA
deronaolesa and protectable VN Aﬂwlq Ase Yhe way VM/‘N
nolding your chin. 80 high any bww / o don' t' Kaveas
worry st all about whaf you hka &ﬁ to wake a linAQI
Qaretv Jifted nis glass for a VM/\}A M!l. WOmen Ju\M
have gp easier lot in life. . X *\M\N hAM Ywo or tl’\ra?@d ‘\7
wamen begging for my body _every /\M\A I/vbkir-\g to C\&MW
me in, If women were half as f\WY\/ AR yeh, mayg, %'d’ VV\ |
s;tein@ back rubbzn' my SOre hkﬂiv, £y 3 goOd lookiwé o
dude m}:ﬁelf. you know Good bN\)/ WM: 3y Q{-\tmél-df fa\h o
It's all tough muscle. Play a :}dv ‘V\ f\;g’w. Fine sp%/h : 9’,;

i

It keepa & man’ in. ghape for beMv\/ N\;W&\ FirE ﬁe?er \JM e

»

my str&ﬂg‘th to ‘hurt you, thougyl,/ MAK ¢ WM no one el&N e
A

' WA

Sv‘mvgrimaced "I thought A M{V \iuﬁf hmring a q Vel

converyation. Person to persow, M W&a@lmg\ ‘ v \\
"Ferson to person? You- mgvh M \{* & were two mqﬁﬁ

You want to talk about’ rugby? QA ﬁv{&“ You mustipe .. 4

erazy. bgiy. I can't look at paN gy AR Juu were anath}yf

“man I“é have to be am idiot. Ww X $ovk at you, I Wv \

a woman\ fhat's ?he plain blunt {yw& ghq phen I gee ¥
woman lixe you"'my balls start i/ mM fvgetner. To s, L
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§nytning'diffeﬁ%vv #yyy ba a plain blAf4 Lia, Uive with
1t lady, cause J MAN'4 § dit different 4YyN\ &v¢yy athner
man, except foy YAQAZ yhat are too mucp N Aove\witn their
‘mothers, and t¥ey Afnfy Q0ing you any Jovy. ¥ have to go
Now and start vorhing vha pass. But iy Ay onghgé your
. nind before”thv NMLANS (N over, or anytivv wiﬂm@ﬁ the next
tew days, give Wb A ¢y and we'll do yWH\A fyv days in
the country ang Va443y ALl €his misfusiVh ip yWr mind."
| Qarett hamyh4 §§h A 81ip of paper MiQQ my Aame and
phéne'number{ M 47 v 80, perhaps in qUAMEI VY. and made
ﬁis way back tq Migzy the band was settiNR Wy, |
It was nigqh\ ¢4 G&bﬁff to'let«ngpzwﬁﬁw 12700 sne, with
fer lsg, was,aQ@Q}‘éle ty bim. She walldyirvy have snything
to do witK a frd And ot ﬁ}vk‘% ifthe appVhArfed Ane epltome
0f 311 worthy alisydutas, But it was thAjgul of wale ego-
“centricism. It ﬁewimqaq ber of the men - # v YAy, “How &&i\\“;fjv
you leave ne, wnéﬂ Y 1ove yau?; Never Adpyiaariny that a
Woman nas a mindA oY heglen- Her‘owﬁ iffeqvdans, or lack
of fhem. Could #4 WA\ f¢ully forget thakh 4hedr deyire wasg

not &veryone's Advida? Yhat other peopid MAA  gvyher minds?
4

- /\\
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The party was in full rage. , Ivan, thg photographer,
Was making his presénce known by the fhasving of nis strobe
1ignt, The noise from Rick's band was freniad, Compel; ¢
ling escape. |

San stood jlone, lésning on the parudet. The bright
Mooy made a patehwork of the other rooves. Sone appearing
large, some gmaller, OQther spaceé werg {N dark shadow. A
few street lighta addeq dots to the spgchy.

"Hello, San,* David was beside hers

"I'm surbrised tQ see you back hére ApAiv "

"After we left, Jessica and I thought that pernaps
wWe hadn't beenh very.halpful. I wasn't QRPectihg to see

N
w1 this.” \‘ Tony

“Clarenc&’s }qea.” ”

“Not a very kind one, I think. I ﬁﬁ?ect yOQ\ﬁ;ed to
¥ A lot of dancihg.” ;

YSome, i bayted ritualistic slogging, but 1 liked to
kAe my body to 3ot out and express the gounas. It dis-
persed tension, And erased consciousnegg,®

"Iﬁtake it yo% dign't care for mory Yarmal dancing. "

"But I d;d.“ P2y countered. "Except ane ngy to know
tne patterns well enough to relax and imhovate from them, ™

A louder, haartier voice interrupted tfem, "Sp there

you are, San. 1've been looking for you." My. LaRdse had

t

M



retyrned. “You've been giving the Mrs. A g3k, have you?"'
Rddie laughed. He must nave won at the Pﬁoes\’ o told

her she shouldn’t worry., And look at yAk, All your

£ri ends up here giving you a summer‘parkf. Vary nice.

Very nice.” He way looking dapper in hA% blue pinstrip.
fven a carnation {n hia lapal. “Of coupse¢, vau're planning
to leave tomorrgw. This not paying the febt." He shrugged,
“Far bd it from we to put you out, but #f I have my:job to
do, aﬁd if I dow't do it, they'll just %ét Yameapody else

ip to replace mg. You khbw how 1t is. sy this staying
out on the roof, Waef Some trouble yow'Vve Riven the Mrs..
Nice of your friehds to throw the party; 'm sure one of
them will be helddng you out.” He toss¢d & Knowing wink.

San watched aa he talked, but he hyd N0 negegd for any
redlies. vBoth he and bis wife preferred tAlKking to listen-
ihg.

I think,"” Rddie continued, "I'1l huVa a2 Llook around.
Rescue that young womsh from Clarence ovel tnere. Take
care, San, not t4 do anything foolish upy Négre 'oh my roof.
1t would get me in 3 1ot of trouble for NAt ¢glling the
dalice in earliepr, I told the Mrs., that fou’ye playing
3 811lly game. Women don’t shoot rifles. Give tﬁem what
they want and.thay're happy,"” he said to Ravig as ne ,
startved to move away. "Just a minute. RNAre, San. Why

Qon'ty you put thig In your hair?" He off¢red his carna-

tion.
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~ Dawson, ! o .

"No, ples¥e. I'd much rather yau Kepy it,“
"Okay, HNHava a gaod time, now, lan,” Eddié\said as he

\
moved to whevre Jassica was standing witn Clarencé\and

i "\
\

\

Michael was back on éhe roof.tQO.‘ Siﬁting in g\cirale
with the Yunker crew, Passing around sowe organic ré;eaae.
Breaking vohnections between establianed patterns. Tegfiﬂg
the mind Joose frow the body it rulad, leona was nestléﬂ
in the cup formed by Michael's crog4ed legd. His arms enw
circling het as ne bplayed the odd apvligato note with hig
flute. o A

Four days of his interest-in &sn haq bPeen an overs
estimation an ner part,

Meaning accﬁmulated; knowledge¢ a collection of thought.
It must ba poﬁSLle that love could collect gnd become mord
and more mean;ngful also. Instead;oflbelﬂg 3 gradual acey~
mulation of sunoyances, it should extrapolste until mere
thought of tne other person would by warming, BRodies and
thought coming together in tender xhtlmacy Why she should
believe that ghe Qidn't know. Certalnly, she had n&yempibf
ical evidence,

"L'm gure 1 Nheard a sigh,” saiq David.

San wyg startled. She had forgdttenm his presence.

"Perhyps, there 1s a viable altArngtive to your actiop
with the rifle. You could resunecg your'love of music.

A good musical performance has both logic of technique and

|



ané.éxbres%iOﬂ oé‘human emotions; 5t Wmigh? ve the mixtqbé
offform and pagsion that you're lo¢¥ihg for,~
"So yanu'd .advise me to enclose my%elf'iﬁ'a standard )
pbox. Invit& 2 feow studénts in to wmgks a living, and (/
attend the 0dd wusical performance?" -
"You MAKe 1t sound horrible emough,” lyughed David,
“But the snell-like imperviousness Y04 se¢ in others
f‘mighi d&sappesr 48 you experience s (08Mmon dathos with

!

 the music.” ) ‘ ) \ )
| "I don'y Know," Sap_fesbznded~ "1 really don't know
right now how 1 can continue anything. |
. "San, ¥ Llayd said as he arrivey besigq them. "How
40 you likeg yéu bunker? Did you sed the peep noles? We'4e¢
gbt them all the way around.” |
‘“It's reminigcent, " answered SAf, “Pajinfully and
pleasantly %Q.”" | ‘
"Remini%eent! There's never ba¢n anytning like it
before," sald Lloydg. ."If's beautiful, See tvhe bottles vg
woﬂged into At7v |
'\ "In Sieily, inatead of.looking out into blue sky arnd
cityybﬁildiﬁgs, the bunker oveflookqd A lovely bay. The
sand and rock of St. Vido di Capo. Sé%nic ahq peaceful
with oﬁly a few tourists." -
"You wére 1n a resl bunker?" askdd Lloyq.
"Emptiad out, of course. Just A few walls within
walls. And the stratigieallyrpla ed Apoty Lor the guns.
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.Dirt floor. Midden in the bank. duyte unlike this one

on the roof."

"I'm going to see if ours is gevting dry yet "

"You migNt want to come back 40 the varsity,” David |
suggested, When they were alone ap#4iby. Aurrounded only .
by the blast of sound from the baﬁd "I£ you choose an
interest, put yourself completely, JWYQ it angd qevote your
time and intalligehee to it, you'yp¢ wtill young enough t0
do whatever you decide. You're ondy half-old you know.

.You have Kalf of your life ih frod+d S you, There, .That's

the last oY my hagging, I promise,"

San turned her attention to #¥e VAricgated patterns
as the moving figures blocked the Jight from the band.
"She's cert&iﬂly done well for heféelﬁ. Naggh't she?" Sah
said as she Motioned tq where Jes¢it) and Uawson were
dancing.

"It's PAther to be-expected. Yor fapily has several
generations o0f gchalars behind thyw, . Sne'y . well comnectad,”

" Jealona?™

"No." . ; o

“How 0Ad is she? Thirty-thrye? Lire7 eignht?~

"Thirtyffive as far as we've guNAsed,"

"Quite 4 differencé compared th #neye 1'm at,”

"You mugt, remember. San, thay b 4ne age you were in
‘secondary sanool. ahe had a person@l f@m;llarlty with muen

of the world,* ' .
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Jegsica. Living in placed San had \nly read about.
But even when she did read about them there was no real
conceptualization abogt what life in those places was like.
Imagination never filled out the words in a\way that made
those places exist. Such a difference-betwqemfreading
about Italy, and living there. Feeling the Eush’and
feverish activity dftcrossing a street in Naples. Cars
"and people 8o close together one could feel one's toes
getting run over, Or seelng the petty entrapreneurs
using trafflc Jams to capture consumersi "Hats. anfyone?
seat cooler‘s'> 01garettes°"

*San?” L

Reading about thélfadt éf modernity and the.past.
side by side wasn't thé same thihg as walking on stone
slabs on a mountain-top Qillage built in the thirteenth
century, Listening %e, the Flintstones coming out of a
windowf | _ ‘ - v ‘. \
"San? Don't feel badly. We all have different start-
fﬁifblaces. gnd you have, yourself, traveled so far from
where ybu started. Why don't you try to put all this talk
a31dﬂ‘gnd give your mind a rest° Listen, the music's
quit?*%’ now." T B -

ﬁ‘?é.hel was playiqg his flute with Garett accompan&-
ing him.~lThe'rest of the band was taking a break.

"Dance wi#h mei? asked David, taking her hand.

San flicked ,2 surprised ‘glance at him.

"We could staqd in one place, and sway together."
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With a look at the rifle 1leaning against the parapet,
Saﬁ stood close to David and let her head rest on his
shoulder., It did fe®l blissful.

"*I'11 ﬁave to leaté. sbon." said David. "Jessica
‘and.’I came in the same car, and I think she's making
motlons to the effect that she wants to go home._AI'll
come back later if you want."

San withdrew from his enc1rclement and turned to stand
by the parapet The lines of car lights were much thinner
now. Some existingl sebarately.'Not,as one massive rope.

Feeling desolathand tired, San p;%ked‘up the rifle.
She found her khaki shirt gnd a sleeping bag, and headed

1nto the bunker.
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San entered the bunker. A retreat to her own defen-

sive sheil. Concrete protection against acting on others,

against being acted upon. Their responses to her tossing%"

out of words and feelings couldn't damage her now. . San ;
straightened the sleeping bag beneath her. The top of'tﬂe
bunker was not yet closed in, so she was able to look out
to the sky

Wwhat had she heard on the roof the last three days?
Bits of truth wmalgamated with absurdities. The sorting
would be difficult. But the easiest thing of all, for
ﬁ;ome people at lgast.(seemed to be the acquisition of
aiégance; The distance required to act on other peoplé.
She éguld remain locked into her personal image’of who
she was\and what everyone else should be too, and thus

o

act she might accomplish, The learned self-

image refusing éo be altered.

Consideration 6f others need never interfere. It
didn't inter ere.with James and his advice; Jessica with
hers; Qf Dawsen with his. All trying to proselytize the
particular way\| they live in the world., Another tﬁing
certain._ Her days of losing herself ~-- coming out ready
to be shaped and distorted into the framework provided by

the expectations of the people around her -- were over,
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But what now? - Remaining inside a shell of one's own
thinking while those who had,thg power retained it? Delib-
erately'or spontaneously, one must come out. Impelled to
leave the shell, could she only snip out quickly and with-
draw again? .

Her action would await interpretation. What sort of
elaboration would:C1arence givé to per lashing out? Her
shots so full of meaﬁing and protest. From his sensation-
alistic coverag;, others would add their own interpreta-
tions. Distortion everywhere. 'f%.might eV be too
‘optimistic to assume others might think out her reasoning.
.More pgobably. they would believe Clarence: the authority
on the minds %g city-sniper§. .

The noisé from Rick's band penetrated the bunker.
Everyone on the roof was escaping into the sound and move-
ment of the pulsating music. Casualties. No power, vNone
over others and none ;ver themselves. Finding ways and
means to compensate for their superfluousness. Their
impotence.ﬁ Seeking escape inclusive enough to defy the
idea of escaping. But while the evasion of decisions
beckpned, other ideas would continue to determine lives;
amoebae waitihg to be shaped.

"San?"

Clarence stood at the entrance to the bunker.

"San, I've got to talk to you before you do anything."

"What now?" ‘ - .



blarence crouched down and sat on his heels, "San,
I'm still trying to figure out what those four things you
know are. Where should I start? If you could list them
for me before you shoot that would help a lot."

"I don't know four things."

"Look, you said that we perceive differently. Should
I say that you have a world of your own that I can't see?
Catastrophic. Everyone will really just believe you're
mad. Isn't perception what you see when you open your
eyes?"”

"Go away, Clarence."

Y

"Give me an example first. One.that I can understand."

"If there were a God, Clareﬁce, I'd set him on you.
Cast Clarence into the fiery depths,' I'd say."
n example," ‘
" 11 right. There's a conflict., A conflict between
what we ecause we live and what we know‘ﬁy observa-
tion. Sight is weak, dominated by experience."

"How do you know something like that? I need a better~
example, " |

"See the street?”

"I know what a street looks like."

"Then you can see how it looks as ;; it comes together
only a few blocks away. But you know we could walk from

one end of the city to the other and the bulldlngs won't

draw closer, and finally meet, from any one llved~spot
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Before 'perspective' became part of our spiritual heri tage,
painters represented the streets as they knew them to be
from experience, not from what the¥ saw in front of their
eyes.”

"That's your example?”

"Mmm." said San in assent,

"But)every ody knows th;t."

ISén/shrugged.

_;"I'll Se back," said Clarence.

[‘ "Everybody knows," San quoted silently. Just like
tﬁéy know the names of different things so well that they
bec%me insensitive to the similarities, Spinners from the
mapie trees in the fall and reproduction ¢chromosomen bofh
with the shape of airplane propellers. Once the differe
ences M scale could be imagined away, similarities were
everywhere. | . |

San remembered the day in épring'when the leaves were
not yet budding on the trees. At the end of one street,
she saw a tree with its many branches leading out to even
thicker clusters of smaller branches. The tree, however,
took on the appearance -- and(gave the sensations -- of
a symetrical dendelion. A dandelion after the yellow had
turned into seed and the slightest puff of wind could
disperse it to float into the air. The image of a tree
as a heavy, rooted, solid existence was rem?ved ehtirely.

*San, are you in here?" Frankie spoke %imidly into

the bunker. "San? I've come to a decision."
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"Good, " San sald dryly. ‘

"I'm going to stay with Hank and the kids, and work
out from there. Do you think that's a good idea? I'll
be apéﬁ to start afresh.,”

"A fine ideas" San said., But gshe couldn't resist
adding a perverted postscript. "How far do you expect to
go, while you're keeping your fogf in the door? And what
do you expect to see in your home, while you're looking
away?" i

"Ah.'erE I don't know what you mean. Bye, San. Bye
for now.“vFrankié said a§ she withdrew from the entrance.

*Frankie would be a typical mother? No real avenue

I 4

 for her own outgoing, she would retard her children's

»

)

growth by serving them too well. Her children would either
submit or spend a lifetime axing the umbiliéal cord, Con- ’
suming~fhemselves‘by trying to get free of; her influence.
Either way the about-face nébéssa;y to tug; outward from
their mother's atteg&}on was unlikely,

The sound of crying was not in San's imaginatioh.
Birdie, stoned, came crawling intqbthe.bunker. San shifted
from her reclining position to.make room for him. . {

Birdie was crying likeé a frightened child. "Tell mer
San, " he-sniffed. “Tell me a story. Remember how you used
to? Once? We Qere sitting in a circle ahd you made up a
story. I feel pulled. }My skin's running away."

San wondered if eternity was }eally one night on a

roof. "Sit down in front of m%, and I'11 rub your back,"



4"And make up a story?" . | 3
Y "And make up a story,” San conceded. The pounding
of the music was still goiné‘on; there would be no quiet
anyway uﬁtfi it stopped. She had Birdie sit in front of
her, phlled her crossed legs close to her body, and began
to rub his back as she talked. '

“This is a story about the relentless driving power
of the wil)l. It begins, however; long vefore Reople knew
where the power of the will belonged." ** ’ . h

"Your voice sounds nice,"” said Birdie. ' §~
H"In the-earliest'times of the Mayan people. there was
a mos% unusual idol. Carved out of stone, he;‘legs were
crossed and her hands would have rested on her thighs,
palms up, except that her stone arms ended at her wrists.‘
Instead of stone, her hands were* a 1iving substance." -1\5
San moved her hands over the top of Birdie's shoulders. g
"The people gave over all of their will to the Goddess
and especially to her divine hands. When her hands turned
upward, the feeling in the air was warm. Inviting. but )
not demanding. Everything went.well with the world as they
knew it. The will was untormented. Not skittish. All
were filled with a sense of pacific joy. But when her
hands began to move, the people were imbued with a dread-
ful anticipation. Trepidation. As if they were grapes S~
being pushed, urged and agitated while transformed into

something unknown. Everyone did know there was going to

-

’ .



be a change of attitude. A change in their feeling and
orientation toward their surroundings. For when the hands,

closed and pointed downward their 1ife was worse than if

" they had no @gyidance at all."

“Birdie?"

Someone outside the bunker was calling.

“Don't tell anyone I'm here, San. Don't okay?" Birdie
pleaded. "What happened when her hands closed, San?"

"When the Goddess® hands closed downward, everyqne's’

skin stretched tightly. Restricting their bodies, and
. "

causing a prickling sensation that could not be coped with.

Hearts pounded frantically against the tightened skin,

Muscles. twitched to adjust to the new tension. Frantic

dances pounded with ever increasing speed to attempt to

“alleviate the stressful state. Gentle and beautiful sen-

sualgreetings became the hard pounding of flesh against
flesh." A

"Show me the dances."

Usihg the edge of her hands, San precipitated soft
qui blows in rapld succession agalnst the muscles of

B}zdle s back. "Although these people were not aware of

- the source of the will, ‘they had advanced to the stage

- where they didn't think entirely in terms of the present

moment. Stories and events of one day were remembefed
and retold the next. Thus this strange change of activity

accompanying the Goddess' hands was something they were
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well accustomed to. They suffered it as if it were unavoid-
able. The uncontrollable fates were in charge. Alternating
peace and turmoil was to be expected and lived through while
everyone waited for the hands of the Goddess to take pity,
and 1ift their spirits once again to a more peaceful level.
But one day, aAEmal terror ran through the city; as a wave
runs through the ocean, or panic through a crowd. The idols
hands had disappeared. Stolen by enemies, or #4illful deser-
tion by the Goddess herself, no one had time consida(i;7}\“/\ 
How could there be thoughtwhen all their guidafice for
thought was gone. With the loss of th? Goddess' hands,
lthey forgot who they %ere. Unknown, eQen to themselves,
_they ranafrantically ibto the- forests. Looking, perhaps,
for the serenify. or a% least the predictability.of what

they had lost." "\

i
3
W

"Wow, " said‘Birdieﬁ\

"Birdie? Is Birdie in here?" The vcice belonged to
vonique. "Come on Birdie, let's go home. Okay?"

“I'm all right, I'm fine now."

“Come on out of there, and we'll stretch.out and watch
the stars or something."”

"Oh, sure," said Birdie as he crawled back out of the
bunker. "Thanks for the story, San."

The music continued. A little louder than before,

if that was possible. y



YAOLW
306

San adjusted her position. Thoughts became imagés.
And structure, a string threaded through a needle, was ;
gathering up the amoebae., Forfming them into colored.bags.
The strings grew tighter, letting less perturbation enter,
less activity g6 out. Excitation within the bag'decrgased
and the confents‘grew lumpy. But the converse was there
also. Taking in too much, too quickly; bags exploded.
Dispersed. And clung as limpets to passing objects.

Nemesis' head appeared over the wall of the bunker.
“San. You have not yet understood the meaning of God?"

San groaned,

"Why?" Nemesis asked. "Why would you say to Clarence.
'if there were a God'? The love of God bursts forth all
over the~world. every minute of every day, since, life began.
'As it was in the'beginning. is now....' Fish pouring éut.
Love embracing the fish., ‘ 'Come unto me' says Love.” >

A shriek ejected from San.

Nemesis took the hint, and left.
‘ She should load, the rifle and start shooting. Into
the crowd on the roof. Or into the black streets. Anywhere.

She could put her bile on the end of the bullets.
Sending the poison back to the society that nurtured it.
) ‘Maybe she should éo with Garett. His black skin could
accompan& her inner being of black bile.

~ nSan? | |

Dawson stood at the entrance to the bunker,
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"Not now, Dawson,” begged San. ) .
"Yes..ndw. I've got a few things to say. You're

wrong. You're wrong about what happens at the varsity."
Prostrate in”ﬁér shell, San remained silent.

"For one thing,"” said Dawson, firmly, "you can't exé
pect to be given what you want if you don't know what you
want yourself, Secondly. 'You're>dam¥ right that we have
boxes of knowledge. And é(éry brofessor tries to make the

area of his knowledge; his field or 'box' as you call it,
as concise and true as he possible can. It's up.to you,
it's your duty to make éomething out of those boxes. Use
~ them like building blocks or Stepping stones for whatever
you wish."‘,Dawson's‘voice boomed off the wall;of tﬁe
bunker. "And the third thing“i think you should be made
aware of is: if you're look&ng for some general understand-
ing of the universe, the world and the minds and actions
of the people in it, yGu've got tq a;low yourSelf more
than three years of'study. You've got to be prepared to
.continue reading, thinking, pondering, listening, and
artiéulating for a lifetime. If you don't think you'll
enjoy that, then you'd better stay in yoﬁr shell. But if
you're unwilling to spend you life thinking, don't bother
sniping out at people for not doing what you'ré indisposed
to do yourself. Did you hear all that, San?" he yelled.

"Yes. Yes, I heard."

"Good. Now I'm going to go and dance."



For a long while, San remained prone. Her eyes were -

open but éhe seemed v01d of sensatlon
| Jack andiiéanor craned their necks into the bunker.

Jack explained to Eleanor: "This 'is what happens to those
who ieave their natural place in society. It's the dgnger
so0ffered to everyone who breaks all connections they haVe
with their past." ' c

"Isn't that'so," replied Eleanor. "If only she would
take an interest in herself, she woulq buy a new dress;
g0 to church, go home and raise her children. Good heavens,
that's more than eﬂough of a task for a woman."

They pulled thelr heads out of the bunker and dis-
appeared from-view, o

One rifle shot would not be enough. The shot would
go virtually unnoticed. fhe_proverbial drop in the bucket.
But not the drop that wopld break through the'tension of
a ready-to-overflow surface, . It would take ﬁore than a

rifle shot. Defensive structures would only harden a trifle

o

more; impervious to the shattering of other broken shells.
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"San, what are you d01ngvln here?"

TMmm? Oh. hello. David," San greeted hlm sleeplly

"Everyone has left. Let me help you out of here.
You're all cramped up."”

"I'm dreadfully hot,” she said ee she allowed him to
help her up and out of the bunker, "so demolished."

"Vhen I couldn't find you, I thought that perhaps you
had already fired the rifle and been taken away. Or you
had given up your plans and left. .I didn't know whether
to bée glad or disappointed "

The rifle remalned behlnd in the bunker. but San was
too weary to go back for it.

San's clothes, damp and wrinkled, were ciinging to
her body..."Excuée me, " she said, "I'll be back, soon."
She stumbled into the penthouse, found the string for the
‘light and walked into the shower stall. She turned on the
taps and as the water poured over her undressed.

The cool water penetrated hér thick hair and brought
her back to life once ‘again.” The water pressure,; was up;
all the other tenants mustvbe in their beds. '

She increased the force oflthe water uhtil'each bead
struck her skin. causingrher nipples to leap out to meet
the attack. The flesh oA her back her buttocks and thlghs

tlngled in exc1tat10n.
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: The pipes gave their usual clgmor when she turned off
the Qater. Reaching for the remaining towel in the stack,
she. looked to read where it was stolen from."Nofhing{
Disappointing.

She wrapped the towel -around her torso. A twist of
the material under hef arm and the tension kept it in
position. She stepped back out onto the roof the whlte
towel reflectlng the moonlight.

' For a moment, San thought she Yasgalone again. But
as her eyes grew accustomed to the dark she saw David
standing by the poplar trees. The two mats and sieéping
bags héd‘been collected and neatly arranged.

"If,yoh won't‘come off the roof tonight,hat leaét
you can be more comfortable," ‘ | ‘ ‘

"I'm hardly dressed for leaving, sam I?; replied -~
San. _ | |

David took hold of San's cdol hand and raised it to
his lips, | . | |

How was he feeling?~>What séntimenté Confidgnt?
Smug? Tender?r Solicitous? No wa& of knowing. Did he
know the fulgurous effect his actioﬁs were hafing on'her?
Np.longer'feeling distanced. deadened, cut off or
isolated from interaction.

"Lovely.” he said tracing hlS flngers over the
llnes of her face._ His hand moved from the brldge of

her nose to the edge of her face. Then from beneath:her



YAOLW
.1

ear down to her chin. Following her features first on one
51de then on the other. ‘ ‘ .

The falling towel was rescuedgabbbe tousled through
San's wet ha1r.

No words, No asklng, refusing, explalnlng. The moon
caught the 31lhouette$of his straight shoulders as he -

undressed. Then bodies together. No distance. No inter-
B
ference.

She 1aid{down on top of thevimprovised bad. David's
f;ngers parted her pubic hair. and San gave a quiet laugh
to see him wearing her mustaohe. Then, her body became
waves of wathh swelling and subsiding. A dragon, enter-
'1ng the waves, flickered his tongue, sortlng through San's
nether l;ps-and seeklng the fuse Ep 1gnite her ferment.

No longer waves, San became ‘a’'gathering burning
brush of llghtnlng flre. Rolllng over the waves in a -
storm. gan, an embodied St, Elmo's fire. "~

'”j' The burning brush swept the waves. Seeking fhe pro-
: tru31on to assist 'the fire's release from the water that |
held 1t capthe. "There, " breathed San. St Elmo's fire
wrapped itself around the base of the Shlp Tlghtenlng
the fire ring around its base, it prooeeded'to burn the
way to the top of the masf. ﬁase'to masf and back again,
Salaciousbflames engulfed the ship; 'Finaily, the burningv
brush discharged Released from the water, the flre

effused into tlngllng molecules of llght Only the final
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spasms of consummation as the fire ravished its final grip

over the ship, remained, ’

The mast slowly sank away, until only soft ashes
.remained.' Stillness. The moon, stars and the lamp'over
by the poster cast their light on the floating bodies.

"I'm overwhelmed," said David. I guess it's too
“late to ask if you're on the pill?" | |

"I'm not.”

@ .

San listened as David gave a silent run of curses,

"But it's all right," she said. "I had my tudes tied,
years ago.". | |

,Daviq breathed a sigh of relief.  “Stupid of me,
‘though, not to find out first." .

San:chuckled quietly. "Another myth exposed," she
.éaid, propping her head on her raised arm so she could
look at David. _

“What's that?"

"I was thlnklng about the p0551ble c1rcumstances that
conJured up St. George and ‘the dragon. The dragon's
tongue unfurled, contlnually flred up young maidens; quite
unseemly for the sedate, unaggress1ve v1rg1ns that were
supposed to ex1st in unruffled ;gnorance "’

“Could be so,” David smiled. “I'd say that St. George
would be finding traces of an i inerated gart;r.'were he
to arrive here now."” '

"And you're the seditious 1ncend1ary challenglng the

'Chrlstlan 8 laws.
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"Tsk. Tsk;f David shook his head. "Those laws will

all die a naturai death through dgsg!%ude. San. Don't

spend your time
“Their use

commercialism?

All- peas in the
San didn't

sﬁe could still

so recent intercourse.

"Maybe you'

»
replaced.” By what? By the valueg of

fretting on it."

Positivism? Patriotism? Egalitarianism?

same pot? ft was all bunk. Empty.
want to get riled up again. Not while
luxuriate in the warmth and aroma of their

s

re right,"” she.agreed lazily. "ilaybe sex

itself will kill off the old laws. Dragoh triumphs. "
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When San'awoke, David was sitting up, dressed. . It
was early dgawn.

"I have to leave shortly," he said, quietly. "I'm
teaching an intersession. Eight to tén every morning."

"That's fine,"‘San Cavalier assured him: "go ahead.
Nice knowing you.” | |

"What are you going to do?*"

"I haven't decide yet."

"You confuse me, San. A warmer more passionate woman,
I've never met., You're by no means as cold, detached or
imperious as you pretend. You seeg to héve scattered your
interests over most of the common ills of'our generation,
Yet youf determination, your brightness have pulled you
out of the mire. Kept you trying. But your accumuIated
enmities and your desperate moves to destroy them are only
going to harm you."” His voice changed from expressing
concern to emitting anger and frustration. "At least you
could find something of more enduring-interesf than this
nonsense with Clarence." . | -

"What is it you're suggest1ng°" San spoke half in
Jest, half distressed by the antlclpatlon of another offer
like: 'a few days in the cauntry'

"Slow down a little. Form some good, constructive

thoughts that you can live by and then quietly go about
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oing them. Do some collecting, developing, extrapolation
of thiﬁgs that interest you; things you enjoy. Stick with
them and see what you can come up with. No one can do mogp.”
He stopped abruptly. "I must go. If you want, you know

how to get in touch with me."

San watched as he walked across the roof, aﬁd disap-
peared into the shack. She continued to stare absentmind-
edly .at the door where he-had left. And the poster beside
t?é/goof. |

The morning sun had fiséﬁ high enough to shine over
the parapet, lighting up first fhe top of the postef, and
then gradually all of it down to the tattooed peg. She
had no illusions about finding an 'enduring interest' in
anotrer - person. That would be the same thing as' she had
been doing all along. Invélving heréelf. losing herself

~

in other people, othef events. One more way of encapsu-
yﬂing anger. No, she wouldn't call on David. .
She began to ro;l up the sleeping bags.
Pursue one's interests. That's what David was géying.
Resistance to all programmed responses geared to abstract
" meaning éway from the person. »Meaning. b{inéing things

N 1
back to the basic physical movement. Resistsbce to that

structure that makes all people casualties,

predictable. Personal meaning challenging establi

pre-given structures, That must indicate some sort ef"
‘ AN

revolution. But who would get the interpretation? Clafénce?

She couldn't let that happen. o
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Bed made, :;3 went to wash up.

Interpretation. No @atter what, C;arence must not
succeed in creating his i r secrets story. Sensation-
alism tempered with enough facts’fo'be believable. Enough
t0 heat up and sway the emotions of his readers while
raising his influence to a higher, more respectable, level
of authority. |

Leaving Michael's cut-offs and shirt in the lavatory,

" San put on the canvas skirt and peach colored tank top

that she had worn her first day on the roof.

LY

Existence as a casualty was not.something to be hidden;

.but neither did she want to be a symbol. Glossed over in

platitudes. Emptied of personal meaning. A commercial
wrapper for a tin of entertainment. Her 1life couldn't be
summed ﬁp that way. People mightitake a lifetime to express
sometﬁing they believe; a theme tﬁgy have created through
the living of it. - ‘ i
San completed dress1ng and went back out on the roof.

V4

She looked again at the poster.-’ Yes. There was one more
thing she would have to,do. Slowly, deli£eratgly. yvet

aware of the obsessive urge to comﬁlete her thought; San
walked over to her khaki shirt. In the front pocket were

. {
the half-dozen cartridges. Removing the magazihé from

‘the rifle, she placed the bullets the way Vic h5d5shown

her,. Hammer back and clicked into place. Rifle-loaded.

One last instance of breaking up must be accomplished.
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Rifle placed solidly to her shoulder, right leg braced
behind her, she took aim, Away with the image. Crack! .
Even as the bullet struck the poster she winced. The noise
was still ringing in her ears when she recocked the rifle.
The hole in the poster from the first shot was just above’
her peg. She raised the scope.

Public symbols. She wouldn't be one. Crack! We can
only think with symbolg, but they must be continually
broken and reground. Crack! Sand‘in your throat. Crack!
San the Sanguine.

San sat down crossnlegged on the roof, putting the
rifle aside. Relief. How could she have been considering
killing live, real, flesh and blood people? They weren't
paper exteriors like the poster. They weren't symbols of
anything. Horrors. It was bad enough seeing thé postér.
Wooden splinters sticking out of her head. Her shoulder,
San rubbed her living shoulder; it hurt from the recoil
of the gun. What had she done? What reason? But the San O
in the poster, proud of being a casuélty. a martyr of
_bitterdom was-o¥er, .

"Pete's alleyi San. Did you do it?" Clarence rushed
on to the.roof. “David woke me. Sé%rted giving me hell;;
Said I'd better damned well make you gi;; up this foolish-
ness‘; Clarence stormed to the parapet and peered over the
edge, "I told him I'd never interfere with a lady's'

. business....” Clarence broke off his yelling. His voice,
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now astongshed, continued. "San. Everyone's walking around
down there as if nothing had happened. Didn't you aim?
I'll‘go back downstairs. You'd better shoot again, sodn
though. Other peéple‘wiil have heard the shot and the
coﬁs will be on their way. I'll phone Ivan."”
| "I'm not going to shoot, Clarence."
"What do you mean? You didwalready. di@n't you? I
heard, as I was coming up the stairs. You can try again."
,"ﬁo. I shot the plasticized image of me.,"
"You what?® ¢
\ ; "There.” San pointed. "Look."

Clarence stared. Dismayed. "Holy grief! Why did
you do that?" He looked at San as if she had done some-
‘thing far worse than shoot someone on the street. ' "Look
at the holes. Two inches in diameter.- Went right through
‘the.wall.” His voice took on a «ew tone of horror. "You

know what's on the other side of this wall? The stairs,

- Had I been a minute §gopér you would have killed me." He
disappeared into the pehthouse. A moment later he was

back out. "Right through. Didn't stop till they dug

themselves into ‘the other wall.” -
T "It's a sh;he, isn't it, Clarence?"” said San, laughing.
" "You'd better shoot down there now, San: If you»don't.
' éveryone will think this whole set up was some sort of sham.
I can'% print anything if it ends in this ridiculous manner.
Everything 'is ready exéept for the final sequence.

a
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‘The biography of a city-sniper is ready. All we need is
one well aimed shot.”

San leaned back on her hands, looked yp at him and
shook her head.. Sun, sky, poplars waving in the breeze;
it was going to be a good day for packing.

Clarence was in an excited rage. "“Think of all the
people I gathered up here to help you out. What will they
say if they find out you never intended to do anything?

A lot of people left their work; all gave up their time

to cure you. What a farce if you don't, right now, shoot
at someone. If you do, they'll know, we'll all know, that
we've done our best for you. With my story, ‘everything
you wanted said to the world will be said. But your way.
. You want to let evgrythihg fizzle out, like a wet fire-

cracker."
 J

“Clarence, hefe's the rifle. 4It's loaded. Go ahead."

Clarence backed away. "Me?"

San stood up and walked towards him,

"Not me,"” Clarence said. "I write_whag happens to
others. It's my job to bring this before thé\eyes of -the
people.”

Sah pushed the rilfle against his chest. "Here.™

"No. You. You started this andfnow you're trying to
fob us off. You're going to be one of those isolated dots
d%rn there. Just going on with your business; not éttémpt-
ing to enlighten people .at all. I Qas wrong to think you

could carry anything through."
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San laid fhe rifle on the parapet. "You can take it,
Clarence.,” She began ‘packing the things she had used.

"Maybe it's because you're a woman. Women murder -
much iéss often than men, They're too soft, I guess. Just
when they're about to shoot éomebody they're bound tq
think of what it's like to be shot. -Too sentimental.
Another example of your sex's (ﬁgpiiity to stick to a
task and complete it. You're nothing. You know that?
_ngu're a one-legged woman. You don't have a place.in the
world, and you aren't capable of makiqg one, You'&e failed
at the only decisive act you've ever attempted.”

San finished gathering up Michael's things and put
them in his pack: She tobk one sléeping bag to wrap.the.
rifle. Might as well try to return it to Vic before he
missed ii. Then, drop off the sleeping bag at Michael's.
And then, well, she'd see.... : '

It was unfortunate that tbg bunker was now a bPermanent
fixture on'the roof. Another ﬁo ument to intentions, like
the poplar trees and the swimmiﬁ pool.,

She walked to the door.

"San, " Clarence shouted. "These four days we;epa total .
loss for you. You know that? A total loss.”

"A shame, Clarence. A lovely shame,” San said as she
walked thrbugh the door, taking one last look at the postér.

T e

THE END _
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The Defense....

L]

I return to the interrogation}rdom. The three people
are taking their positions behind the desk. The novel is
on the chair. It is as if only moments had passed- since
I left this room the day before. I take the novel off the

chair and sit down under the lamp,

--According to the introduction you gave us to your

novel, You re a One- Legged Noman, you are 1nterested in

1nvestigatingﬂthe relationship between subject and object.
Is thislcorrecﬁ?

-ers. o ' .

--We also assume that you 1ntend to portray not only
the 1dlosyncratic relatlonship of one subject to the
objective world, but that you also hope to reveal some
generalizable truths.

--Yes, that is eo.

'-—Now; it is part of our tradition that to arrive at
what is true, one must be as objective as possible. This
means directing one's attention towards the exposition of
general laws that are detached from personaik\ielativistic
_ "truths"{ truths meaningful and . verifiable only ¥b the
individuals 1nvqlved. Thus detached, these laws become.
available for ppblic diffusibn as the people integrate

these general laws into their own manner of relating to
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the world. As you have written your novel from a subjec-
tive stahce. we may have to move along‘quite éarefully to
try to discern if you:express any general truths which
could be understood as laws of ekistence and consequently
usable in educational theory and practice, or if it is Ty
the case that your heroine demonstrates the life-world
experien&e of one person, in one particular situation.
Do you concur with our pufpose?

--I would think that the pfesentatioh of a particular
subjeét wéuld reveal general concepts,

--We will see if that is the .case, But, first of all,
\

p I think/it\gggld,be beneflclal to declare the standard

view of subject and object. As we are all aware of the pit-
N

fa%;s of a SOllP’TSt%C viewpoint announc1ng subJectlvely

\\\\ e characterlstlcs of\the obJectlve world, many of us aim

at separatlng the subJeéxlve from the obJectlvé.Dy refer-

~ence to fact, and often éy manner of presentatlon. We can, -

by agreement and method, ;bnflrm the qualities of an object,
and what the obJect“willgdovunder varying circumstances.
This view of objectivity extends to inciude empirical-
analytic_deductioné, séientific hypotheées that have demon-
strable predictability, and perhaps could even extend fo
include belief systems that, fhrough traditional and his-
torical use, have an objecti#e é#istence. For our purposes
now, it w1ll suffice to say that the obJectlve has a public
quality, which does not dfpend upon the existence of any

one partlcular subJect
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For a subject, the situatioh is quite the reverse;
my subjective con501ousness depends-upon my contlnulng to
exist as a subject, Although a. subaect's behavior might —
be visible to the publlc. and that behavior is most often
highly‘predictable; the workings of a subjective conscious-
‘ness are privete and individual. Various proponents of
Rationalism and many of the contemporary Positivist? give
subjective consciousness a self~enclosed'ontological status;

Descartes in his Discourse on Method and Meditations com-

pares the certaln existence of "I" with the questlonable
reallty of those obJects upon which the "I" makes judgments.1
In this view the cogito has an absolute existence ;hlch is »
shared w1th God, that 'is totally separate from the "thlngs"
of the worTd.”  In the Cartesian trad;tlon, a subject's con-
eciousness exists sepe:ately from the oojects that e&ist
‘around the subject. The'mind‘is separéte from the body,
and separate also from the language it uses to express it-
self. Do you agree w1th the background to subJect and
object that I have thus far presented°
. --Yes, I agree that this is the way subJeetkand obJecﬁ
_ ~_ "
have been represented. R ‘(/~ ' a
--But, it seems that an obvious the+e wi%hin'your.noveln
is the wish to attach the subject and/ﬁﬁe subjective realm

l, - . ;
of meaning to all the objects and eves

that occur on the
roof, Nothing'exists.separa%ely fYom. the heroine, her

thoughts and her relationship to the objects and dialogqua
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presented.  For example; the bunker is a memory of a real
bunker in Sicily, a wall of cement on a roof, a "metaphys-
ical fact™, an intention calling a construction crew into
action.'and'fhe idea of a:protective shell; the poplars
are eventful,and sié;ificant to a greater degree than many
of the characters siﬁply because_pf the import the& carry
fér’San. ‘So are we correct in believing that quite con-
versely to detaching thg subjective }rom the objective,
“your wish is to fuse them int6 one person-related flow of
meaning? . | ' /

--I didn'é exactly wish® to attach'subjgét.and object,
Rather, it was my intention in the novel‘to display the
primary way in which'éubject and object are as ggg."Myl
interGStviay in héw these two facets,of existence rélate_;* R
to each other; how this reiatidnship affects the definifion
of consciousness;;and lastly, how this relationship is
eipréssed by lénguageL ;  )

j This view is nof, howevér. generglly aécepted;‘ Con-
teporary pedagogy and epistemology assumes the diﬁcréte—
: neés of subject gﬁg/GSEEEE,- In mény-cases. the realization
of the vital reléfionsﬁip'of'subjecf and object only led
to an intensified quest for the thing-in-itself. This
resulted in some of Husserl's students spending months ~
trying to find the essense of a bridge or a-mailbox.2
In San's words, the belief in the object standing Sy,itself
has led to the objective quality of all things and words

~
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B
being “"cut”, "chopped” and "put into boxes" thus "isolating”
the knowing subject from those thlngs that the subJect

mlght know What I 1ntended to accompllsh in the novel was
to‘;gzeal a subJect by use of an objective medium thus
making her subjective ipclusion of the objective world
%vailable ﬁo the public; and conversely. to‘show how dBjects

that are available to the public such as a rifle, a bunker .’

]

and two poplar trees are bare skeletons to the reality of

subjective mearting. .

,4- To explicate ydur view further,byou'could give an

Vexample of what an object is without the contrlbutlon of a

_wlth all its social and prlvately learned accompanylng . f#w;m

subJect and also eon51de£ﬂ%he oppos1te perspective: what
is the pos31b111ty of a subJectlve consciousness without
resource to objects and objective means?

-—One.of my earlier contacts with thﬂ.fexchange be--

tween the subJect and object was in a book of poetry by

"Wallace Stevens In a poen, 'The Plain Sense of Things',

he portrays the idea that to see plainly, to see the bare -i“

object; reQuires more imagination than ordinary looking

ass001at10ns. However. 1f vast imagination is requlred
to see plaln objects, then we have llttle Justlflcatlon in
saying we have abstracted the person-subJect from thedeect.

"...the absence of imaglnatlon had
itself to be imagined. The: great pond |
The plain sense of it, without reflections, leaves,
v - Mud, water like dirty glass, expressing a silence,

: Of a sort...” 3
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It is one of the premises-of phenomenologists that
the human belng bestows meaning on all that 1s encountered b
The total experience of an obJect, such as a pond in the
woods, becomes agnldea in the mlnd of the subject which in -
'turn is understood as the attributeg of the object,

Just as we give extra life to a pond, so do we give

and withdraw life from words. In The Necessary}hngel.
Stevens‘refers to the "soul in a figure" that Plato speaks
of in Phaedrus.: Stevens says that the unreality or reality
of the figure is immaterial to us, if we can vield to
participation with the imagery. But when we can no longer
yield, the indgery loses its vitality. Imagination, whether
" going out to objects or words conveying imagery, "has the
strength of reality or not at all.” 5 Without subjective
participathn,<we ean still understand what the word means,
~however, words that have lost t“elr power to move are inert \g\?_
obJects,»useless for the taskafdr which they were created

‘ But;now I will, as you suggested, proceed to consider
the possibility of a subjective conseiousness without Tre-
ggurce to objective means. In other words, instead of con-
sidering how objects and quectiue patterns of*' meaning are
"taken in“.by the subject to become ideas within the subjec-
‘tive consciousness, I will con31der how it is that the sub-
Jectlve consciousness expresses 1tself obJectively.

In the view I wish to substantiate, even for the subject

who is trying to see herself, to reflect on her own being,
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N “
there is a necessity of a primary transformation’ into the
objective, When San said that .she expressed her emotions

through the pieces she played on the piano, we must remem-
ber that the piagb is a public system of sounds, and that
the works she played were generally the compositions of
others. Even during improvisation, iktervals and sequences
were common to the society's musical traditions. Thus
these sounds, presented outside'herself. were a long way
from'purq?subjectivity. What did belong to her, however,
was the bower of self~interpret§tion,created by the objec-
tive existéﬁce of the piano, and.througb her skill,in menip-
ulating the notes énd sounds that were é;ailable to héf.
Merleau-Ponty, in an essay "On the Phenomenology of
Language"”, writes:‘"Spoken words teach me my thought." 6
Thoughts or emotions that a subject does not have the means.
to present objectively are elusive and changeable; they
lack the actuaiization.bf linguistic.or other objectifying
means of interprgtgtioh. A particular skill is required
to safisfactorily interpret the subjective'inté the objec-
tive; a scream soon becomes overused, as San discovered.
When overused, any s&und or word, looses its cathartic
power. At various plaéesvin the novel, Sanlfeit so inca{
pable of presenting herself in a'mannerAthat could be | .
/ﬁﬁderstood that she was willing to hand her power of inter-

A}

/ pretation over to Clarence.
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In this relationship between the.subject'&hexperience
in the world and the use of language, not only does the
experience of the subject give significance to signs, as Ve

~ We saw in Stevens' consideration of the word "soul", but
also signs give significahce to experience as expressed
in Merleau-Ponty's statement.

-- Are you aware that you are reversing the meaning
of subject and object? Don't be alarmed, you may have
justification for the reversal. First, you considered a

‘“‘subject's associations with a pond: the object, pond, be-
came an idea in the mind of the subject; the pond itself,
something the subject couldn’'t isolate. Then you went on
to assert that the subject has a need to acquire public
‘means fo express his or her own eXistengetfor thé purpose
of clarification oflthe self fof the self and for others,

The result of this'exchange would be that our experience

of the objective and object Qorld is individual and private,
while expyession requires that the subject has leafnéd '
some meéhs of public objectification.

-—'wﬁat I wish‘to show by turning subject and object
inside out in this manner is that it is the intimate rela-
tionship between the two that is essential. It is a domi-

nant theme of my work that the ongoing activity that oceurs

between subject and object is the essence of consciousness.

--1 believe that the two views of subject and object

~that have been presented could be summed up in fhis quote

L



from Gadamer. I'll read it out for you:

"When epistemological inquiry sought to answer
the question of how the subject, filled with

his own representations, knows the external world
and can be certain of its reality, the phenomeno-
logical critique showed how pointless such a
question is. It saw that consciousness is by

no means a self-enclosed sphere with its repre-
sentations locked up in their own inner world.

On the contrary, consciousness is, according to
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its own essential structure, already with objects?

Being “"already with objecté" it becomes the task of any
individual subjective conécidﬁsness to aqknowledge, or
re-cognize, that which the subject wishes to identify wi?h
his or her own'U%ing. ?his is, aécofﬁihg to your theory,
done by the suﬁject interpreting his &%\her existence by
use gf objective means, |
| -- I think it wouid be within y&ur interests to con-
tinue by e2plaining/how it is that consciousness is “with
objects". -

| -- It is the underlying éssumption of the novel that
cqnscioﬁsness is the "motion", the activity, the experience
if you wish, of "strétching" out towards something while -
taking it into awareness. Consciousness.ejegts on to that
which obstrugfs the moving outward activity, i.e.»én object,
,thu5 named to describe that which-ﬁeets the activity of
consciousness. .What'éonsciousness "comes out towards" isg
not, of course, restricted to objects oneé can grasp. As
Lloyd says.‘éverything thét San talks about is not some-
thing that can be pusheh or shoved into shape like wet

cement. What consciousness comes out towards might be
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physical sustenance vr mental sustenance. San refers to
Trent taking sustenantie from an outpouring of himself,
With iloyd's reference. to the white walls, wihite céiling
and,the experience of white on white resulting in white
\Freams, we have an example of conscioushess being deprived
of the objects it needs to "come out towards".

--I thlnk phenomenologlsts would refer to this "6\\1ng ;
| ~out" as the 1ntent10na11ty of conscxousness. You can see. |
also, how givens/ that consciousness requlres DbJQCtS to
accompllsh its own aativity, obJects mlght seem to att¥act
the attention of consclousness. * The 1ntantlona11ty towards
obJects persists even though the possiblfﬁty of reaching
the “thyng-ln-ltself" is virtually non-exis ¥ non-exis-
tent because a subjec¢t cannot ?erceive without the contribue-
tion of the subjective, | (

--The objeétivity that the subject intends toward;
need ndtg'of course, be only objects. It'eould alsd'includ&
és‘; mentioned before, scientific,. laws and-belief systems.
--Yes, but also what the subject "comes out towards"
is certainlybinstruméntal in shaping the personality of the
subject. Thus relterating the theme.that what one "holds" |
in one's consciouénqﬁs. (i.e. attends to) is what one also
acquires as part of one's own being. .For example, San be-
lieves she is "coming out" against shell»like pgople. Yet,
this image of others is hot separate from the self-image

- she has created for herself. Twice she envisions herself

D)
s



as a closed tin can. Something that Clarence and Ivan NS

wént to open, invade and ;béerve. In‘conversation with : \

Garett, she interprets a visgion of herself af a tin that )

can be bought, ripped open, consumed and to'ssed away.

The poster became a commercial wrappef for the tin. During

the course of events in the novel.,sh@ manages to disinte-

grate this image of her identity but yYhether she will \

manage to create a new orientation to;thé world, and a |

better self-image to act from, is quite unknown at the end

of the novel. Other characters. of course, have other

objectives that they "tend” toward, aﬁd consequently make

part of their existence. Eleanor ”mo;es outward” from her

existence to personify the tr;ditiondl values of her home -

town, while Trent directs his activity to the actualization

of his religious beliefs. Clarence l#sts other géals thét

drive man out of himself: greed for tﬂe acquisition of

things, desire for: attentlon. desire go actualize the idea

of one's self-image, _ % 7
The interactiqn.between‘San andbihe physical and social

deﬁands upon her existence is ever-pQésent in the novel.

-From the first pages, the *reader is fémiliarized with the 0 .

heroine's sensitivity to the "pull” of. the life and-apjects /*/}’——_

of the world upon' her actions and thqgghts. The world, for

her, has not been conceived of as soméihiﬁg:whiCh Bhe cén

act upon, but rather, something that ‘acts on her. :ﬁer 1nvec-

tive agalnst altruism, giving up one's life by acting for

-
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ethers} her description/of the attfaction that the street

o~ . .
has for potential suicides, and her appreciation of uninter-
rupted distance, all demonstrate the tension reality exerts

. >
on her existence.

--Aren't(you afraid that this could all be construed
as only atgributable to the subjective attitude of the
heroine? °That this empirical eyidgnce you offer in the
novel is an -example of a self—enciosed consciousness?

--There are several reasons why San's subJectlve con-~
sciousness may appear to be self-enclosed. -One reason is
that her'self-lmage, the publlc set of 'ideas that she uses
to project her aetions, is not particularily positive, nor
cleariy defined; neither for herself nor for others. Also,
the meaning of her words is not as publie as their meanings
generally are, Nelther does she share values with any one
of the partlcular soc1et1es that arrive on the roof; tHe
‘norms of the groups she has been part of are too diverse
to coagulate into one aceeptable standard. And finalié;
her action on the world seems to her to be 1n51gn1flcant
and separate from real events of the world. The obJectxve
aspects of meaning, values, norms, and action seem to be
- severed from her subjective existence. It is only in the
‘v1olent intention with the rifle that she attempts to
establish meanlngful" communication.

--If I were to sum up for you, I would say that in

showing how the .subject is with objects and obJec‘:;e

k4

4
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patterns of meaning and events, you wish to exhibit the
"motion" of consciousness. You believe the most fundamental
aspect of the structure of consciousness is the intending,
the "coming out” towards all that is encountered by the
suﬁjeptive consciousness. This gives an infinite possibil-

@

ity ﬁ& what consciousness can know; the scope of the
objects that the subjective cTnsciousness is "with" is \
undefined. What consciousness ﬁknows", however.'remaiqs.sr
‘'unknown to the subject until the person themetizes his or
 her own exisfence by transforming the subjective into some
objective form., ‘ - o

--Yes, I agreg, except that along with the basic intend-
ing, is the turning, taking and holding activities that =
compléte the exchange between subject and object. There is
an openness, and indecisive quality in the character of
intentionality. The turning, holding and taking are not
necessarily inciuded in the concept of "going towards", yet
they are all esséntial to consciousness.

--What evidence do you have to verify 3 activity,
;this "motion® of .consciousness? First, we were asked to
consider the intercourse between subject and object. Then,
we were asked to consider this activity, which is not a
physical activity-at all in the usual sense, but whicﬁ is )
the reversible activify of acquiring an idea of an object
within the subjective bénscibusness and exﬁressing the

sub jective «through the usé of objective means. From then
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onward we were encouraged to consider this reciprocity
between.subject and object as a description of conscious-
ness. Now, have you any actual evidence for your theory
other than the empirical evidence you have créated in _the
hovel? :

--As it is part oflmy thesis that the subject is compel-
led to objectif& and thué express his or her subjective
consciousness$ in some form or another, be it sounds, words,
pusic or art, it would be humorous if there were no examples
of thié objectification. The second major theme of this'

work is that the activity of consciousness is given objective

form in language. This may seem a truism: Wilhelm Dilthey

at the end of the laét century certainly believed that all
language and art was an "expression of life";8 Merleau--
Ponty quotes and builds on Scheler's theory that expression
is a form of consc1ousness 9 Yet, other than these grdnd
statements, they do not concentrate on exactly how‘tﬁis is
so. — | ““

--It seems I should interrupt hereto say that despite

some evidence to the contrary, people are not always’express-

~ o @oa e

ing consciousness through language. we are not always talk-,i“hf
ing or llstenlng You could avert this potential flaw in /
your theory by saying that during sleep, unconsciousness, ;/

-

or some types of mental illness, consciouSness -- rather
than directing its attention towards objects in the world,

or expressing. itself in social lénguage -<.directs its

- . -

AT

-
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attention towards its own ideational objects. There are
also times when the intending towards objects and the mean-
ing of other people's expressions is suspended, such as
when one is contemplatlng. or durlng medi tation. Ncw tnat'
these other possibilities ve been mentioned, I think you
should continue with your elaboration of the instantiation
of consciousness by.language.

--1 the act1v1ty of consciousness is considered as
thé 1ntend1n oward ah object, the holding of the attention
of consciousness, thé-turni ng and the taklng—ln of the 1dea
of objects and objective meanings, then we can see how !
these basic meanings, {i.e. basic because they are funda-
mental to the structure of»consciousness) make up the bulk
of our lamguage. Answers to the’questions: who? What? how
many? when? is going where? to whom? in what manner? con-
join with the bas1c morphemero become added 1nflect10ns'
within one word or part of the glammar of-a sentence.

--This seems to be a rev1s1on of Chomsky's theory of
-the "deep structure” that is fundamental to consciousness
and language.10 You are saylng that it is the act1v1ty of"
¢ n301ousness that forms the: ﬁrlmary structure of language,
and that the structure of grammar. and the 1nflect10ns that
accumulate on to the ba31c mor hemes, come$: later as the

: 5
result of a need\_p/g;;;\ulate'%he direction and effect of

the act1v1ty.
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:-As this evidence for.y;ur thedry would be the most
"concrete" part of your view, perhaps while you are expii-
cating, you could relate your ideas to the way it would
affect the practice of education. ;}

-—Ail right; Suppose a teacher posed the leading.idea,
the problem, to a group of étudents: "How many worgs can
you find which express your own personal experience?"

--You could be'referring to P.R. Strawson's théory of.
person—predicates: all those types of experience'such as
"is smiling" that need reference to the person concerned 11

--Yes, except I would intend that the scope be much
larger, and that the words themselves would- reveal a system
that is a\connective pattern which could be discovered by
every student. qu'exaﬁ¥le, suppose one was to consider
|

\
1

expressions of the activity of "taking".

--In a "brain-storming" session of such an action, you
Jould probably get a Nlagara of ‘words 11ke. grasping, pull-
‘ing, eatlng, consumlng. attractlng, stealing, drawing, ..
sucking, and seizing. | B i

_-After the ‘initial examples, the researchers, with
the use of a dictionary as a reference book, could fufther
expand the vocabdlary that expfesses their personél'éxperi-

ence of "taking” to all its many more subtle distinctions;

thus enlarging the "family” of words connected with'fhis

thls fundamental act1v1ty.12 Grasplng is a phys1cal actlv-

ity, yet the word can ‘be used to mean the act of ‘comprehen-

sion. When consciousness "seizes® upon an object it is an.
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act of apprehensidn. The dictionéryvmeanings of contem-

.porary "taking" words would thus lead us to the "taking"

words that «e have inherited from other languages.

-~-It comes to my attention, tnat the contemporary
words, such as “take”, "hold" and "turn", are more concrete
than the amalgams of words that have evolved from other
languages. Consider the derivatien of the word'"accept".

Evolving from the word capere, meaning "to take", the pre-

 fix adds the meaning, "to take to one's self". ~Adding the

: Vd
prefix meaning "with" we have the word "conception". “Con-

ception” can still be a physical description, as it is
when it refers to impregnation; yet,. e mental, abstract
meaning describes.the "taking in" of general ideas. Recep-
tion, receptive, exceptions, susceptible, deceptions, per-
ceptions, precepts and'forcepts. are alln"taking" words
which describe different attitudes to "taking". It could. be
thatlyour intent is to suggest that this transformation of
words, from referring directly to observable actions to
words representlng abstract concepts, ‘is 1nd1cat1ve of the

evolutlon or development of human consciousness. Flrst

‘uq.pg words to represent physical objects or visible actions

and then using them to refer to abstract acts of conscious-
ness. |

--A point regardingTeducetien. What you are doing by
getting the students to c0n51der these words/as part of

‘ //
their experlence in the world is g1v1ng,abstract concepts
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concrete associations. Despite the probability that we now
have‘more and better trained teecherslin our schools than

' we have evef hed before, there is an increasiné problem of

. illiteracy. The poesibility that teachers are working
increaéinély more diligehtly to achieve a negative eorre-
lation in results, strongly suggests'%hat there is something
basically wrong in what’we are doing. It'is also a well
known opinion that English is one of the mosf abstracf of
:langueges”ﬂfPerhaps as we attach language back to the
activity of the individual speakers, our langﬁage(can,once
again become a truly expressi#e force 1instead of a detached,

often meaningless, accumulatlon of inert 1deas.

——Thls is not unlike L S. Vygotsky s theme in Though

iand Languageli He descrlbes the snycretic nature of early
speech when the word is mixed with the assoc¢iations of the
squect and the physicai events it describes. As less of
the.subjeet:s personalAaSSOCiations come into play,and‘mofe
of fhe qualitiesvof‘the objects and events are considered.
:syncretie speech isvtransformed into complex, then/pseudo-_,"
eonceptu;l speech and lasﬁly COncepfual'type speech and
thought. What you are saying is that more meaniﬁg would

. be acquired if -- réther than teaching and understanding
language at the conceptual level --veach 1nd1v1&ual traced
his or her language, back from conceptual speech to personal

syncretlc experience w1th the word; thus "grounding"” the

words in personal exlstence.
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--The educative purpose of this would be to rev1ta11ze
language. As words are traced back to their orlglns whlch
.relate_to the basic act1v1ty of consciousenss, and as indiv-
iduals increase the ownershlp of their language, the result
should be a feeling of llberatlon.‘ This person-related
approach to language takes the dlrectlon of mov1ng from the
"1n31de",sub3ectlwe ex1s;ence to the Woutslde" social public
systems in the world. This is a revolution of the consider-
ation of langﬂage as a'system of reference. Language, con-
sidered as s system of reference, expresses the "outside"”
prior to the "1n31de" The dlrectlon thrusts 1nward. from
fhe knowledge of the parent'or teacher, not outward, from
the subject to the world.v‘This is much the way your herolne.
San, felt the use of language. In other words, the imposi-
tlon of language as a soc1al structure f01sted upon the
new generations, would instead be re-cognized by the personal
.expression‘of the subject's own experience in the world. |
Even the forelgn origins of words would becgme secondary
to the personal relationship with the meaning of the word
Consider the many derlvatlons of the ba31c meaning of "hold",
as it has been expressed in the word "tenere”. "Intention-
allty“ 1tself. is only another way of saylng one is "going
‘towards holding“’ In the same family of words would be:

. attention, tension, pretend subtend, distend, retentlon.

tenac1ous, tenure, and no doubt multitudes more. Holdlng

8
somethlng has a shared meaning with enclosing it within our
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hands or our attention. Thus the research could continue

*to the "close"” words: include. exclude, conclude, preclude,

and so on. All of this research would give the partici-:
pants an increased ability to make distinctions within
their relationship to their world.

--This all sounds very similar to the ideas expressed

340

Y

by Paulo Freire'ih-Pedggogy of the Oppressed. You start ~

with a "problem—posing" view.of education: "How is your
existence expressed in the world'?"15 This work with lan-
guagé is aimed at the accomplishment of "authentic reflec-

tion" which focuses on people in their creative relations .

»

to the world.jj6 The oppressive factor of education -- the .

teacher telling the students how they live, and how their

consciousness objectifies itself -- is absent. You are

.concerned not only with objects.and_éﬁjective knowledge,

but also with"cohscio&sness becoming aware of itself: in-
stead of the subject disappearing in the ever-enveléping(
sphere of what can be objectively known, your view is coh—
cerned with revealingithe "emérgence of consciousness" as
it intervenes in reality.17 The stagnation of society
that results from a concept of language as’unchanging in
its.abstfaCtnessvfrom personal events is revitalized as

the words become incarnate with the activity of conscious-

ness that finds expression in language. Thus one of the

"teaqhers primary roles is to help the subject give, objec-

‘tive, communicable form to his or her subjectivity.
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——Wefhave really only elaﬁorated on thev”motion" words,
making them more obviously related to tangible aspects of
a'hﬁman's existence. Thus in our enthusiasm to elaborate
your theme, we»have been dealing with tﬁe "subject” type
words. What about “object” words? '

~4Reference words would be considered as the naming
of objects that meét a person's "going outward"; a delinea:

tion of those things that obstruct one's gaze. These

"object" words, however, become descriptive, as aspects of

{

theif propertie§ are taken into subjective meaning. For
example, in thé nbvél thefe are several mentions of sirens.
The public meaning of the word ig available to all English
language speakers, so there is an objective quality to the
word. It is interesting. however, to look at the process
of develobment from the simpler origins of the word. Legend-
ary meaning refers fo:women who made sounds to lure men§§f“
Only in thevwoad "siren” and in some oblique relationship
to "sounding out", ddés the meaning correspond to the siren
(object) thaf.isvsituat;d on an ambulance or police car.
When people refer to a siren, however, the reference is |
more directly fo:éhe sound ﬁhan to thé'object. "In addition,
the éound/can be given a great variety of meanings; depend-
ing upon the experience and situation of the people who
hear the sound. San likens a distant siren to a phrase

in music, with a crescendo and decrescendof The siren thus

has a lulling effect. Later, however, as shé listens, she
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associates it with the possibility of the events that will
woccur 1f the sirens are headed. towards her roof. Thus the(

sound-object-effect of the word "siren" all combine tp form

'!of the word. : ' /

’

lytic‘éggiosbpheré try to do, prohibits an-awareness of -
the transformation of word meaning from concrete to
abstract. Just by looking up the origins of words, one
can often find a visible event, or a named thing, from
*which a variety of meanings have flowed. An example of

v this would be the "family" of words recognized in the
analysis of the »word fribute, which in Websters is said
to originally have meant "tribe's gift".

Although I have no "facts) to support the following
story, other than the meaning of the mofphemes themselves,
this speculative history of the ;tribute" wordé seems to
me to be an example df héw the mdvement of events corres-
ponds with the movement of language. We start with the
visible action-object of something given. Perhaps the glft
was given by a small tribe to a stronger tribe as a form
of protectlon money". As long as the stronger tribe remem-
'bered the glft, the weak tribe would be safe from plunder.
But the’ strongqr trlbe may have had a feeble memory, so

every few weeks, months or years, they would return to
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receive new tributes. Sometimes many small tribes had to
gather the tribute together to meet the demands of the
larger tribe. Thus they contributed. Asg they contributed

that which belohged to themselves, they gave from their
&

attributes. Perhaps if enough of them gathered together

they could discontinue their tributary action. If this

mutinous change of tribute was not successful, however.

the stronger tribe would extract retribution. Perhaps

retribution took the form of dragging the defaulters
through the fields, badly rubbing their skin: taking

retrlbutlon out of their hldes. Perhaps they gave them

. a "sound threshing" to beat the seedsout of them. Or

threw them through the air. A1l of these manners of punish-

ment‘added'new meaning to the trials of paying tribute.

No doubt, when the tribulators camejaround pressing for-
the surplus that the tribes didn't have, the absence of

"tribute" was'a source of much tribulation.

It might be assumed that the members of the stronger

tribe spread the tribute around, distributing the‘goods.

Perhapstﬁeholda‘ofiﬁw goods sat on a tribunal while he

was\judging‘who_would have what. We know this type of

ddietribution rarely happens to the satisfaction of the

various members who, if too disgruntled will seize the B

holder of the ’p&bune, dispose hlm from the tribunal and

redlstrlbute the goods according to their own values or

>

power structure., -

. : ~
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And, of course, tribes are not the only givers of

gifts for practical reasons. The meaning becomes extended.

. Mountain streams are small and thin in comparison to the
‘rivers in the valley: each year the mountain streams give
their gift of water, sending tributaries to the water
below, We name things from our understanding of what they
are; thus the naming of “tributaries; seems a reasonable
ﬁransformatlon of meahlng from one type of event to anpthgr.

gIt seems to me that in all of these "tribute” words, there
is redlly no digtinction between "subject" type of wdghs
and "object” words, )

With this method of researching fhe experience concep-
tualized in words, not only do words become more concreté}
they alsp take on a fullness of meahing that is not avail-
able in a stricter, one to one, meaning-to-word, use of
ianguage; For the person, the. method establishes (in regard
to the word 1tself the methodre~establlshes) a connectlon
of meaning which was not_availgble when words were attached °
to particular events or objects, ?his inquir& into ‘the use
of words and meanings as they relate: to human existence
should not only assist the “uneducated” to acquire more

3¢ words foa their meanings; it should also assist

the "educated" to acquire more meanlng to their words, thus

brldglng the gap between. say, the street kld and the
academic. } |
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"from.existing objective.knowledée
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--In the pedagogy most currently accepted, ratper than
commeneing to teach from the consideration of the partiei-
pation of the subject with the object and public systems
of meaning, the educator has generally been content to lay
out ;heee objectiwe systems and require the student“fo |
"take'them in" in disconnection. By your own theory, thls
enlargement. of the objective “ground" that oonsc1ousness

is "w1th" would seem to be a positive influence. 1In order

'to become educated a student should have as many structures
" of objective knowledge to incorporate into hlS or her own

— being as possible In this view yourphllosophy adds little

to current practice in education.

‘—-Yes. but the "taking in" is only "one side" of the

¢ activity of consclousness. The premise of the human as a

mean1ng~bestow1ng belng 1s suppressé‘ Objective meaning .
such as you initially referred ‘to already has an existence

that has no need for the student s contrlbutlon San’

'expressed how she felt about the one sldedness of thls

, imp031t10n of obaeet;ve knowledge wﬁkn she tore alternate

petals from the dandelion. “Not me, not me, not me," would
4

have been her reactmn‘b& this. concentration of obJect1v1 ty..

The traditional separation of subJec$ and obJect.~student

prely must be part of

the reason for student's feelings aé&on,fgom the

) . .
-~ . : . Coy T, .
. . HFR
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'The more concem®Wation that is applied towards isolating

the existence of objects and objective meaningp thW more
insignificant the activity of the sutect mustfbecome.
--Unless,*of course, it is the subject, himself. or
herself, who is organiz1ng and ‘objectifying the relevant
issues.o . A ,
--Ah, yes. However, most text books that students

are required to study have the material organi;ed and ready

6.
to be "taken in".

--As you have reiterated in your themes of  the novel

.

there is a necessity of. exifess1on. Besides the "takingw .

“in"'students must have the time and’ ski’gs to express thelr

subJectave selves in an obJective manner. wWhat this means
to me is the vital role that the arts play w1fhinﬂthe role
of educaﬁéon. There has been a trend.of latekt0<cut down
on the anount of time ;!iowed for music, drgma, -painting
and sculpture in the schools. These are seen as‘"extras"
virtoally unnecessary to the more important “core" subjects.
Ifowe prefer. as we must; that the ptudents not éxpress .
themselves by idle chatter. and pétt? acts of v1olence and

vandalism. then their “power p@finterpretation“ i.e. their

obJectification of their suhgect1ve con501ousness. must be

-practiced in other ways re Education. from the perspective
given in your thesis could be said to be the acquisition ’
of the means to fruitfully express and interpret one's own
existence in the world. ‘There is pienty of ;pom.here for

. v} . \_
- vﬂ ,\.:(
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interpretatlons. At the beglnnlng of the nove@ngan was
portrayed s r~t having this ability of 1ntb§nﬂ!katlon.
And probably the most "flctlonal” part o&‘»story is
the amount of time and attention people were w1111ng to

glve to allow her to work out her blocked . expression thap-®

was intending to break through w1th a rlfle. How many o’ \—&\

us, upon meetinga young woman w1th a rlfle. or perhapq a “*v
ranting teenager in class; would suspect the rich subJec-
tive store of unique meaning hldden behind the words they
weq shoutlng" If we can con31der the fact t:at ‘most’
students whether in grade school or in the up;vermtlas

are given virtually no "receptlve ground" to gJ.ve value

to . their words, than we can apprec1ate how fortunate we

are that no more of thlem hgve taken to the roofs with a

rifle to express th:1r "oth coming". " L

‘ ) .
--Yes, yes; but. . Students;.’mu's,t be4taught how. to make .

: o L f
their own "receptive tield”, in clay, music, paint, words,

&

- .electronics, or whatever, thus intervening with ‘the things

4

| of the world in a dellberate manner, It's a change of

attitude that is requlred; attitude and method not mushi-
'ness. Each person must develop his or her own sklll of
1nterpretat10n and obJectif:Lcatlon.

-,

I mused that whether or not they agreed with the

v

-
~ it

phllosophy and 1t1s educational 1mp11cat10ns. they were

_a.lready immersed un its ideas. Their discussion ' on the
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educational implicationiwcontinued. At some time the lights

had been turned up; the wall behind them was covered by

‘shelves of books.

--Have you anythin® to add?

P ,

--I'm afrald that in’ your response. you ve aIready g;,'

.said more than I had thought of. PRI e TR

._“

=-Well then, I shall also give - a f@ﬁéﬁancludlng remarkeﬁmr

ALY
r _‘_,", &

"
Behind every theory and all practice of ed%oatxon. there 19 'lxvﬁu
l . . " ‘:(' . “.,f

a -~ usually dlsgulsed -- philosdbhy of what ?ﬁb%@#& 8%0 & .x".
. A uew
be human. I flnd it pleasing that what originated as a
highly philosophlca;&dlscussion of subject and object could
evolve to a definition of conscio!:hess which was not oniy
given_deupnstrable;evidence, but a!!b'a method of revelationv
which relates directly to the-practice of education. We
have moved carefully. and quite poss1bly have dlsCOVered
general truths about human existence. I"m not sure if you
realize it but, even though we started with the intention, ¢
of reveallng something about subJectlve existence, we hav!!’ '
perhaps. found obJectlve proowahy this should be true in~
fact., If this can be further Verlfled then what you were
callr;g the subJectlveGEXpre§81on of con801ousness. would
really be the obJectlve process of cansc1ousness.' Do you |
understand? It'would be the act1v1t§ of consciousness that/

~would be the unlversal and the'partlcular and 1nd1v1dua1
raN
would be the ways in which. di fferent ppbllcally ratifi@q 7

. patterns of meaning were organized and interpreted by the .

G - - RN
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indivic{ual persons, ar{d'-'the society that is being lived.
¢ Well done. * B A Cog .
< --Thank you. During this interview much has been
clarified. "
k --And thank _tgw?rou for bringing this to our‘attention.
\ R _ d
! 4
\//;
g

e,
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NOTES

Rene Descartes, Discourse on Method and. Medltatlons.
(New York: the leeral Arts Press. Inc, 1960), p.109.

Hans- Georg Gadamer, "The Phenomenologlcal Movement "
Philosophical Hermeneutics, trans. David E. Linge
(Berkeley: University of California Press, 1976),

p.131,

.\Wallace Stevens, ghe Palm at thé End of the Mind,

New York: Alfred A. Knopt, Inc’ 1971). p. 382

. Listed by B. Curtis, Phenomenology and EduCatlon,

(London;i Methuen & Co. Ltd, 1978) as one of the three

distinguishing features of all phénomenolog1sts,11x111.

Wallace Stevens. The Necessary,Angel (New York: Alfred

gives jtgelf com ely over to the obJects it poses,

A, Knoif 1951), B .3-5."™..0or not-at all" Imagination
whether these obaabts be’ thlngs in the&horld words,

or idea ional obaects. If we cannbt yield participa-

understanding is sti11 possible, but the

.

tlz . the
im glnatl e *force of reallty" is withdrawn.

‘ Maurice Mer eau-Ponty, Signs (Evanston, I11,:North--

western Unl rsity Press, 1964), p.88.

Wilhelm- Dllthe » Pattern and Meamng in I{istory. (*d) '

H.P, Rlchman. ‘(New York: Harper & Brothers, 1961)

p.117.

Merle&u ~-Ponty, Consc1ousness and_the Acquisition of

Langgage (Evanstons Northwestern Unlver31ty Press,

1973) ‘5 4? The reference-to Scheler's work is more

‘radical than "form of consczousness"; the'particular

paragraph I refef to iss

3517,

P
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*Scheler's essential contrlbutioaﬁqs the notion

of expression. There is no consciousness behind
the manifestations. These manifestations are

inherent in conpciousness; they. are consciousness.

What I have done, I believe, is to attempt to explain

‘the basic nature of these mani festations, and also do

this in such a way that I do not start with an' "empty"
idea of consciousness.

Noam Chomsky, Cartggian Linguistics, A Chapter in the
History of Rationalist Thought. (New York: Harper &

Row, 1966), p. 31 51, %

P.F. Sg§§yson. Individuals, cLondon: Methuen & Co. Ltd,
1959), Wtiok, 7

8!
"...subtle distinctions...". "family” of Wo;ds."I
associate the ideas here with the work of J. L. Austin,
particularly as his philosophy is revealed in the.
paper, “A Plea for Excuses", Classics of Ana;lec Phllos-
ophy, (ed) Ammerman, (New York: McGraw-Hill book Company,
i965) In the Austlnlan st¥le of ordinary language
philosophy, ordlnary language is only the first word;
research will reveal the multitude of fine dlstlnctlons
that ,clarify what is really meant. The finding of the

“family” of words that make up the distinctions is, he

' believes, fruitful and educatlonéi for its own sake.

13.

. What°hls work and mine have in common is the use*of

words to make dlstinctlons in the subaect's approach
to ‘the world. I believe that my work, however, attempts

- to find the relationship between language and human
-ex1stence and thus seeks a greater depth of understand-

ing.

See Gadamer p. 124 & 134-137; and Freire: p.67.: There "
is a dlfference between" know1qg the things which are. -

N
o



14,

15.

16,
17.
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in the world‘of objects and knowing the actuality of
consciousness. Perhaps, the "meta-action” of reflec-
tion, when consciousness looks at itself, occurs with
the recognition of consciousness performing the same

~:i\hats‘ on itself as it does on the objects of the world.

It seems to me a logical ordering of events that the
words that objectify the seeing of visible events
should precede the jords that objectify censeiéﬁsyess
considering conscionness. i:) R

. : ' E \\ .

Lev Semenov1ch Vygotsky, Thought and Language. (Cam-

bridge, | Mass: M.I.T. Press, 1975).

P. Freire, Pedagogy of the Oppressed trans, Myra
Bergma_ Ramos, (New York: Herder and Herder. 19?0)
' p.66. :

ibid. p.69

ibid. [p.68. ' ;, Lo
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the traditional acquisition of world facts, because 'if one

is to interpret one's existence in the world, one needs

to have an 1nterest in what history, politics, attitudes
|8

ahd beTiefs.make up the state of the world in which the
-t subgec*‘is d part. Plusﬂglf one desires to make a unique

’{{”{ Lﬂtj&pretatlon of their own unlque existence, one must
‘ .;J 4’ gxnow what has been sald and done beforex that which has
'\%j; ; i;w aifeady been bequeathed to obJectlfled con501ousness. The
»wfwﬁifﬁ ﬂ ﬁeeds and i_terests that are required to express one's
LN B

subjectivity 1n the world, will serve as the motlvatlon

D

¢
| to acqulre.knowledge about the objective world. Some thlngs
cannot be known until they are done. For e‘gmple. as San
mentloned in the novel, perspectlve is something that we
all see and know of since it was obJectifled a few centuries
- ago. howeveqi when any subject comes to the "draW1ng board"
and places his idea of perspeotlve on the paper, uhen ‘he
can see for himself how well deflned and how artlculate A
his conceptlon of ?e;spectlve anlly is.
» --It would be tﬂe same 51tuataon for any person's .
h-{' oeaectlve presentatlon of opinion and thoughts.i One might
crltjklze an hlstorlan for hiv1ng a blased view, hozever.
if one collec‘s a'Varlety of facts, perhaps all that are
available, one would still f1nd the necessity for personal
decis1ons which would express one's own interpretation. ,
: All people, through educatlon. should at least acﬁg&re the
) L .,C‘.

abilzty of selr-lnterpretatlon. They should a;so baraware
v that their interpretation may only be one of many possib;e

&{ [



