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Part 1.

A WEEK before he’'d left for Colgate thirty years earlier, Richard gave a strange
kind of “performance-reading” (his term), a kind of “miscellany” (also his term),
part readings on anthropology, part poetry, part prose, and the auditorium in the
Communication Arts Building was almost filled. He wasn’t just well-liked, but
well-“loved.”

And Eve had defied all conventions and come clothed totally in black suede and
lace, not-quite five inch heels, flowing black suede skirt, black lace leotard top
and then a black suede poncho that she’d designed and had made just for the
occasion. She sat in the middle of the first row, startling the Jesuits and most of
the audience, innumerable little pokings and starings and whisperings, “Who’s
that, anyhow?” “Eve What’'s-her-name? You know, she got her M.A. from here?”
“What is she, a hooker or....?”

She uncrossed and then recrossed her legs.

He was right in the middle of a poem about Tiawanaku as the House of the Sun
where Father Sun, at the end of the solstice year, mated with Mother Earth, and
the New Year began:

Tia-wa-naku,

The Young Lord brings
Life,

Sun, to the Great Mother
at the pivot-point of the
year, and....



Then the uncrossing and re-crossing, nylon against nylon, like a zipper opening.
And he stopped, looked down at her. The lighting was kind of strange, not a
brightly lit stage and a dark audience, but the audience all bathed in a kind of
eclipse-like half-light. He could see her, yes, see her and react, clear his throat,
continue.

at the pivot-point of the

year,

and the New Year could (ascending the psychedelic
steps to loop out into

Loving to see him uncomfortable with her in the first row.
Loving to see him “hungry” for her.

She didn’t even really understand why he was leaving. He certainly wasn’'t being
forced out, something inside him wanting out, away from California. All the
reasons, at least as far as she was concerned, didn’t really add up, that his wife
had gotten a job teaching math down at Long Beach State and was buying a house
down in Long Beach against his will and he’d have to drive back and forth
between Playa del Rey and Long Beach every day, which he hated, and he wasn’t
really “Catholic” any more and didn’t feel comfortable at a Catholic university any
more, and he’d reached the top of the pay salary at Loyola, and then there was the
argument that he didn’t feel comfortable in a “small” college at all, he wanted out,
wanted to “de-ghettoize” his life, move into The Mainstream, whatever that
was....

All superficially valid arguments, she supposed, but she still felt there were other
stories on his seven-storey internal mountain, that she wasn'’t privy to, other
twists and turns and ravines and caves that he wasn’t talking about her.

And she wanted it all, no secrets, no separate identities, one spirit, one flesh, and
the two shall become one, and what has been bound in heaven -- or hell! -- shall
never be loosed again on earth, and if that sounded scriptural and biblical and
corney, then so be it, that was scriptural-biblical HER.

She’d stood in front of her makeup mirror for an hour tonight, doing and redoing
her face, the careful layers of plasticish, mudlike makeup annealed to her skin,
the eyes carefully outlined, catlike lines out from the sides, subtle shadings on her
lids and eyebrows, subtle ruby tints on her high, prominent cheekbones. She
wasn’t Person any more but Icon, the night wasn’t just night but stage, and this
whole lecture-poetry reading business was just the prelude to Act One.

Stupid idiot Puritanism, that’s what it was all about, wasn’t it? Augustinian
Manichee dualism, Mind versus Body, Light versus Dark, Heaven versus Hell, as



if the soul were some sort of luminous animal trapped inside (remembering the
Anglo-Saxon, which he, oddly enough, had taught her) its ban-haus/bone-
house....

Well tonight was the night to demolish the bone-house and turn everything into a
giant, rolling tidal way of mucosal slime.

Mother-Earth/Reborn-Sun.

And fittingly enough (he’d planned it that way, to be in tune with the theme of
everything he was reading) it was the night of the Summer Solstice, that ultimate
diaphanous extension of the year’s energies before everything began to contract
back to its depressing shortest-day-of-the-year beginnings again. Saint John’s
Eve. Wasn't it Sir Richard Francis Burton who was surprised that the same
bonfires that celebrated Saint John’s Eve in Europe were also lit in the middle of
Amazonas, as if there actually were some sort of separation between New and Old
Worlds, and they weren’t all one seamless whole a thousand years before
Columbus sailed forth into immortal ignorance.....

Richard ended the reading with a daring little poem about the death-resurrection
motif in ancient Mediterranean-Middle Eastern myth, with strong implications
that this whole death-resurrection motif had been the source for the Christian
theology of the resurrection:

............ the rhythm of the year-death,
descending into Hell,

Odysseus

(descending into Hell),

Jason

(descending into Hell),

the tabernacles of the Year stripped bare,
and then the promethean fire-bringing
morning star rush to

rebirth,

the recoming of Adonis

Adon

Our (Printemps)
Lord.

Proud of herself that she picked up the play on Adonis (Phoenician) and Adon
(Hebrew), even remembering the night he’d “lectured” her on the Phoenician
spring-god, Adonis, and explained how close it was to Hebrew: “I mean Solomon
was forever having chats with Hiram of Tyre. And their language...languages? It
was about the same as me talking to someone from Northumbria, same language,
different twist. Maybe even like a Texan talking to a proper Bostonian.” At the
Pieces of Eight. At the Marina. One of their favorite places to eat out at. She’d pay
the bill one week, he’d pay the following week, which was the same as a perpetual




policy of each of them paying their own way, but the way they did it always gave it
a sense of someone treating, built-in specialness, festivity.

And the Jesuits, instead of taking umbrage at Richard’s heterodoxy, were wildly
enthusiastic. Even old Father Cavanaugh, who would never have been asked for a
passport in County Cork, Professor of Old Testament, one of Richard’s best
friends, he was up on his feet applauding, tears in his rheumy, guileless old eyes.
Ah, they’d miss him. He was this bright comet that had streaked across their dark
sky. She felt just as teary-eyed as old Father Cavanaugh, could have easily just
stood there and wept big crocodile tears, but refused to give in to her emotions.
She had her mask, her war-paint on, and she refused to sully or smudge it.
Applauded wildly but refused, refused, refused to cry. Like he himself always said
(about his own anti-climactic, low-key career) “It’s not over until it’s over!”

“It’s a shame he’s leaving,” said Mrs. O’Malley, the Head Librarian in the Von der
Ahe Library, as they filed out into the lobby for the little reception they were
having in Richard’s honor, one last thud, after the big bang of the lecture itself,
“it’s that silly ceiling they have on salaries. Especially if you have a bunch of kids
like him.....”

Not seeming to even notice Eve’s Big Vamp outfit.

What did Mrs. O’Malley care? She lived in her own head. Nice woman. Simpatica.
But the world “out there” could have been just big blank spaces for all she cared.
She was all card-catalogues and the Dewey Decimal System, “Which Dewey
invented it anyhow, John Dewey, the philosopher, or Admiral George Dewey of
the Battle of the Maine fame?” Ha, ha, ha, ha.....jocular about the most un-jocular
things. But when you were looking up stuff on Amazonian mother-goddess pots,
she was a real bibliographical tiger....

Out into the lobby, a couple of glances at her black lace-suede glory, more from
faculty wives than faculty, there was a pause while everyone got in place, got a
glass of champagne and a little dish (not paper-plates but real -- albeit the
plainest white cafeteria --dishes) of goodies. Got the gooiest, choclatey things she
could find. Her little Jean d’Arc voices inside her telling her “Give into it all
tonight. This is the one night in your life that you totally dominate!”

A confused babble, then a dip of expectation, and Richard came in and everyone
started applauding again, he smiled, handshakes, embraces, kisses. You'd think
he was coming back from some sort of triumphant lecture tour, instead of
leaving, leaving, leaving forever. “Adieu! Adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades...up
the hill side, and now ‘tis buried deep in the next valley-glades. Was it a vision or
a waking dream? Fled is that music. Do | wake or sleep?”

They actually had hired a little stringed quartet, placed them up on the balcony
next to the big tapestry portraying the risen Christ that covered the whole back
wall of the foyer. Now they began to play. (Something Debussyian, wasn't it? The



last string quartet? One of Richard’s favorites....she’d gotten him various versions
over the years. Which had seemed silly to her, but he’d convinced her: “Things
never get played quite the same, in fact sometimes very, very differently. I mean
you can always tell Berstein’s Mahler, the way he hangs on things, dwells on
things, drags it all out, deep, melancholy suspense...meditation....”)

And once the music began it became just another party, “unfocused,” and
Richard was free to come over to her.

“You did a beautiful job of distracting me, if that's what you were up to!” he said,
smiling, popping a little pita bread roll with a salami center into his mouth,
taking a sip of wine.

“You were great!” she said, “and | understood it all, even the Adonis-Adon bit....”
“My best student!”

Smythe from Philosophy passing by, not a line in his face or body that didn’t
point down, like he was made out of wet sandbags. “Great job, pal!”

“Thanks.”

“Too bad you're leaving.”

Eve suddenly feeling like a sleek, black, glistening, towering cobra with an
outspread hood, hungry to strike.

“Listen,” her voice suddenly secretive, secretory, umbrageous, umbra, penumbra,
the eclipse was about to occur, “I'll give you, say, mmmmmm, twenty minutes of
this transfigured glory, and then I’ll be out in my car, parked just to the right of
the chapel.....”

Catching him off guard and enjoying watching his teetering disequilibrium, like a
tightrope walker caught by a sudden strong wind while walking over Niagara
Falls.

“Well, I don’t know if.....”

“You're such a gifted inventor, invent!” she said, suddenly put down her plate,
and walked out into the night. Chilly. It was always chilly in June. The hot-spot in
the year was September. L.A. climate totally divorced from the continental U.S.,
all Pacific Basin. If she took off from here, black night-hawk, bat, condor, and
went straight west, she’d end up two weeks later in....Nagasaki wouldn't it be?
Nagasaki-Hiroshima. Hiroshima, Mon Amour. Her favorite, favorite film. The



sense of emptiness, existential (and urban) isolation, and then, in the midst of the
emptiness, Love enters, and.....

Easily walked down the steps of the Communication Arts Building, loving her
highest heels, past the fountains, then right, past the administration building,
cafeteria, down into the rose garden, L.A., the L.A. basin out there fuzzily in the
distance, although there were days, just after a rain, when you could see it all as
clearly as Chicago or New York, flying in at night, one of her favorite things to do,
circle in on a huge, sprawl of a city and see it all spread out, yellow lights and tiny
bug cars, the cities of God, man....god-man.....really wishing she had wings now,
black pterodactyl, up, up and away....there must be a way to keep him here, keep
him from going at all. She was too tied into him. She should never have allowed
herself to get so, so involved.

Getting into her car, sitting back, adjusting the seat down as far as it would go, an
odd twist of exhaustion and over-excitement, hungry for him, almost ashamed of
herself, after all she was as much a product of dualistic Catholicism as he was. Or
at least was supposed to be. Who was it, Father Moriaty, who used to always say
“Oh, the Irish were the lustiest people in the world before the Christians came.
Read the Irish pre-Christian epics. The coming of Christianity was the most
radical change that had ever been visited on any people in the history of the
world.”

Feeling very earth-motherish. The earth-mother as lizard, hedgehog, groundhog,
spider, Mother Sea, Mother Cave. She loved the lycra pressuring around her legs
and thighs. Rubbed her legs together a bit, for one mad moment (after a careful
glance to be sure that no one was around) cupped her breasts in her hands.
Stretch net bra. Not a detail lost, everything down to the last fiber planned so that
she was uniformly soft yet firm, sleek yet yielding, covered with black films,
fibers, her whole body whispering across the night to him “Touch me, touch me,
touch me, I am yours,” and, even stronger, oh, so much stronger, “ You are
mine....”

When he finally did appear, knocking gently on the window of her car, she was in
a strange sort of almost trance-state in which time had become Time, feeling like
God (an image she very consciously borrowed from Jonathon Edwards’ “Sinners
in the Hands of an Angry God”) looking down at the flow of events from a
timeless perch somewhere in the hills of Eternity.

She opened the door and he got in.

“According to the record,” he said, “I’'m overwrought and unhappy and need to go
down to the beach and walk it all off,” he said sadly, reaching over and kissing her
on the side of her neck as she jacked her seat back up and started the car, “so
what now?”

“Can you just put yourself in my power, entirely and totally, just once?”



Which kind of amused him. “I can try. I'm in a funny kind of vagabond mood
anyhow, casting off, ten years tied to the same pier and now.....”

“And what’s she going to do about her job?” Eve asked, hoping to hear that, no,
his wife wasn’t going with him, the split between them had moved from merely
existential to operational, easily imagining herself also leaving here, finding a job
in, where was it, Hamilton, New York. Not the slightest idea of where or what
Hamilton was, but she could learn.

“Well, she’s trying to get a job at Colgate too.....”
“And if she doesn’t?”
“Who knows....?”

Carefully pulling out around the drive that passed in front of the Spanish colonial
chapel with its stucco walls and red tile roof, looking very much like a mission
church interchangeable with its cousins anywhere from California to Southern
Chile, some people coming out of the reception now, wishing she were invisible,
could put up some sort of shield of invisibility around the car and slip by unseen,
not wanting to have to deal with what people usually did or didn’t do, feeling,
somehow, she was in her own ether following her own rules, a kind of extra-
terrestrial who just hadn’t been able to (or wanted to) adjust to the ways of Planet
Earth.

One trouble with driving a black Lotus, though, was that it attracted attention.

And as they passed one small group of people in front of the library, one of the
professors (Jenkins? Poli-sci? She wasn’t sure) looked very intently into the car
windows and saw Richard, shouted to him “Good job, pal....we’ll miss you.....”

“Professor Gossip. It won’t take him twenty-four hours: ‘You can’t imagine who |
saw Dick driving away with after his farewell ‘performance,” you know that
blonde in the black leather, well.....”” Richard laughed, “but I don’t care any more.
It's been more than a little medieval around here, the fourteenth, the greatest of
centuries, and all that. You remember Couglin, after he got divorced, what God
has joined together, let no man rend asunder and all that, they actually edged
him out of his job. He’s at Rohnert Park or something. Up in the Yeti country.....,
” 80th street west, down to the Pacific Coast Highway, then south, “Hey, where
are we going anyhow?”

“You've never been to my place, have you?”
“You know | haven’t. Manhattan Beach?”

“Palos Verdes!”



“Ah, one of my favorite places in the whole world. I used to go scuba-diving off
Palos Verdes when | first came out here. One of the Van der Ahe boys was my
student. No tanks. Just free-diving. Wet suit. Great, | thought it was really great,
until the sharks started coming close, great big mothers, | never saw anything like
it. Whale sharks. I didn’t know a thing about sharks, and I didn’t want to learn. At
least not first hand. And then when they found this headless diver in his wet-suit,
well, that was it for me. ut it was fun, all these big old goldfish, Garibaldi fish, and
the richness of the sea-bottom, | was all set to get scuba equipment, the whole
schmear, but after they found that headless diver.....”

“I like pools. It's a great way to begin the day, “ she smiled, “it keeps me blonde...”
“Come on!”

“Really! I'm one of the black Irish, as swarthy as a moor.”

“Come on!”

“Come on, come on, come on!” she mocked him, reached forward and switched
on the radio. PAPC, Pacifica Radio. Perfect music, a rich tapestry, bejewelled
music, like a bejewelled crown, she was terrible at remembering titles, “What is
this? The name’s on the tip of my tongue.”

“Rachmaninoff’s Symphonic Dances. He was living on Long Island. All kinds of
mental problems. Or | don’t know if they were really mental problems or ‘reality’
problems. I think if you really, really see REALITY that's the biggest problem of
all, see it all from ‘up there’ somewhere. Like my ten years out here could have
been ten days....”

The music lurching crazily, then the fragment of a sad, romantic theme, like
pieces of beautifully rich pottery, thinking of the Gulbenkian museum in Lisbon,
all the rich glazes of the Muslim world....

Ten years as ten days. And another ten years like another ten days. And another,
and another, and another...and then....? A sudden impulse to just pull off the road
somewhere and park, go down to the beach, anywhere, expand the Now, like a
high-speed photo of a drop of exploding water, turn Time into an exploding
atomic mushroom. He was such an innocent and she felt so motherly, sisterly,
like a daughter, best-friend toward him, every way she could feel toward anyone.

What a crappy way for it to end, before it had ever really begun.
Butterfly image. Blue butterflies. A flutter in an Amazonian glade, and then

But she didn’t stop, wanted to take him down to her place, her territory, sow her
world with their imagery, as if, once it was sown, it would always, always, always



be there, as if nothing really ever ‘disappeared,’ you could still go through Roman
North Africa and see the ruins, Balbeck, even Carthage now, the Carthaginian
museum in Tunis...what was she saying to herself, that all she’d have after tonight
would be the faint traces of ruins...? Wanted to ask him if he loved her, but was
afraid of what he might answer, and even if he answered yes, he did, then what?
Why hadn’t she ever married, what kind of desert-hermit lived inside her soul
that couldn’t make contact, an inability to splice, bond, inter-link.....?

“I'm gonna miss you like hell, you know that,” he suddenly said, unsnapping his
seat belt and turning toward her, his hand lightly caressing her leg, “I don’t know,
you’re so ‘together,” his hand moving further up her thigh now, pantyhose with a
built-in open lace crotch, the voices inside her screaming at him Go all the way
up, don’t stop now, on the road, off the road, under the road, wir haben nur
einmal, einmal und nichts mehr, gewesen zu sein, we have only once, once and
nothing more, to simply BE... but he stopped, kissed her again on the neck, lightly
fingered through her hair, “I really love you,” and then retreated back to his
corner, retreated back into himself, like time-lapse footage of a blooming flower
run backwards.

Part 2.

“WELL, here we are,” she said, pulling into the driveway, switch off, a profound
silence broken by only a slight soughing of the wind through the pines and
eucalyptus, and the waves beating against the shore in the distance.

“Wow!” he said as he got out and took it all in. Front light on. “Come on, this is
some kind of put-on. It's some friend’s place, they’re away in Vegas for the
weekend. Or you’ve got this realtor friend and the house is up for sale
and....there’s no way you’re gonna manage this Pacific Coast Versailles on a high
school teacher’s, even assistant principal’s, salary....”

The enormous brass torchier over the massive front entrance of carefully cut
granite, with a faint hint of a balcony up above in the darkness, the entire facade
brick painted white with a touch of mintish green, but not new either, textured --
almost as if on purpose -- by age, so the patina was rough and irregular, doppled
and chaffed, hexagonal windows up above in the shadows, and the house itself
going back, back, back....a hint of a garden wall extending out from the house
itself.... Richard feeling overwhelmed by the immensity of the place....

“You know,” she said laconically as she opened the door and they walked in to a
domed foyer, a lyre-shaped double stairway in front of them in the middle of a
kind of well, the walls of the “well” painted with immense scenes of what he took
to be ancient Assyria, Akkad, Mohenjo Daro, Harappa, ziggerauts and winged



bulls with human heads, tawny bodies clothed in rich reds and golds, but the
images somehow aged and fragile, like the murals at Pompeii, “when my parents
died, I came into a little money....”

“l guess so,” he said.

It was the house his parents had always dreamed of, every Sunday afternoon
while he was growing up in Chicago driving out to Kenilworth and Highland
Park, Winnetka, lusting after houses and the power they represented, his M.D.
father never quite making it, always obsessed with accumulating enough to buy
everything with cash, not buying their first house until now, out in Sun City. Of
course, after his heart attack/retirement. It had to be that way, didn’t it....?

“Who did the murals?”

“I did.”

“Come on!”

“| started out as a design student at the Rhode Island School of Design.”
“l thought you went to Radcliffe.”

“Afterwards....l always had all kinds of problems about career. | was the only
child and my father really wanted to have a son with an M.B.A. from the Harvard
Business School....I was always this kind of vagabundo....”

“A vagabunda,” he corrected her. “Sounds like my story.” Following her up the
stairs past an immense winged sun-disk, winged lions, winged men with hawk-
heads, watching the smooth, effortless flow of her legs in what should have been
awkwardly high heels but which she wore as if they were tennis shoes. “I was
supposed to feel the same kind of desperation my parents felt coming from an
immigrant background, but I wasn’t from an immigrant background, my usual
Saturday night date was a box seat at Orchestra Hall, Chicago symphony, my
‘hangout’ was Le Petite Gourmet on Michigan Avenue....”

“l used to spend summers in Paris,” she said, waiting at the top of the stairs for
him, putting her arm around him now, luxuriating in the feel of the suede as he
curved his hand around her hip, “I don’t know what | was supposed to pick up
there, some sort of economic mystique....what I picked up was the Louvre itself,
especially the ancient Middle East....my big compromise was to go into
something as vaguely ‘functional’ as English. And | didn’t feel the need to impress
anyone, something inside me always wanting me to just be ME, whatever it was,
haecittas, ‘as kingfishers catch fire, dragon flies draw flame....what I do is me: for
that | came.’ You know....”

Going down a long high umber-colored corridor now, candelabrum up high above



them spaced so that there was just enough light to steer by, giving the place a
kind of conscious catacombish feeling about it. Stopping, she was the aggressor,
kissing him full on the mouth, holding him tight up against her breasts. Him
responding in kind, enjoying the unexpected clove taste in her mouth, her soft
hair falling loose now across his hands, unzipping her skirt and stepping out of it
so that it was all nylon- and lace- encased sinew. He reacted anxiously to her
smooth muscularity and balletic grace, reaching down to the lacey slit at the front
of her pantyhose, barely covered by a stretch lace bikini. Her stopping him,
starting to walk again, down to the room at the end of the corridor, opening the
door....

What had he expected? Lace canopies and a huge white lace bed? Curtains and
makeup tables filled with toiletries? But what it was was a large oval-shaped
room whose walls weren’t walls at all but rounded glass panels enclosing a
semicircular greenhouse, with low, subdued lights in it, and a bed with a soft,
fuzzy-shaggy black bedspread on it right in the middle of the green, exactly skin
temperature so the temperature factor disappeared altogether and you were just
There. Orchids, clematis, bamboo, papaya, all sorts of huge elephant-eared vines
he’d never learned the names of....

Taking off her long silver earrings made up of scores of tiny shimmering silver
squares, letting them fall on the black carpeted floor next to the bed. Lights out in
the “forest” that surrounded them, closing the door and redundantly locking it,
although there was obviously no one else, nothing else in the house to disturb
them.

No hesitation now. Taking his clothes off, but she left everything on, lay down
and waited for him to do whatever he was going to do, her blonde hair spread out
in a nimbus around her head, her arms and breasts enclosed in black lace, her
legs veiled in black nylon, totally confident, almost “cold,” this was her territory,
the waiting center of her life.

No music. Should there be music, he wondered as he took off his socks, then his
silly boxer shorts and silly white T-shirt, obviously feeling uncomfortable for a
moment, until she lowered the lights from a control panel at the side of the bed.
And he came to her hard and ready and carefully pulled off her panties, reached
down and began to gently massage her legs....no hurry now, no awkwardness, it
was as if they had been doing this for a thousand years together....they were
home, this was them, their territory, their instinct.

Mind off totally, shifted into a spidery, wolfish, owlish automaticness, touching,
tasting, her loving everything about him, and he the same with her, finishing
once, easily, no “protection.” She reached down and started to touch him all over
again, oils on a little black cube next to the bed, patchouli, rubbing it all over him.
Then she got up for a moment, a little music in the background, Debussy-Satie,
but just low enough so that he could barely make it out, didn’t even try to start
identifying anything.



And he found himself able to start all over again. Eve’s body hardly “body” at all,
but some sort of lean, sinuous machine, all the tennis and swimming and
bicycling she did turning every inch of her into pure curved energy, and,
amazingly, her breasts were still full, the nipples wide and pink, obviously kept
out of the sun, her skin as pale as paper, all the time wishing he were more
“animal” like her, that he wasn’t just books and footnotes but pools and running
and gyms, so that he could match her grace.

*

WHEN he woke up the next morning, after the deepest, most joyous sleep he'd
ever had in his life, full of dreams of a childhood he’d never had, patient,
supportive mothers and brisk, sunny beaches, sailboats and starfish, receding
tides, rich blood-orange sunsets, she was gone.

Which terrified him for a moment, as if he were still the boy in his dreams,
abandoned now as he emerged back into reality. The greenhouse panels were
open to daylight on top but otherwise the room was windowless. He fumbled
around in his pockets, found his watch.

Almost eleven.

First thought, his wife: “She’ll have called the cops by now,” but, no, she wouldn’t.
She’d be down at San Fernando State College cleaning out her desk, getting
packed, the kids would be home alone watching TV or maybe old Mrs. Gorman,
their next door neighbor, would be there baby-sitting for a dollar an hour --
which simply meant she’d be sitting there watching TV with them, pigging up on
whatever she could find in the cupboards. And she usually managed to find all of
Richard’s favorite little things -- little Japanese crackers soaked in sukuyaki
sauce, or Japanese dried snacking peas, English butterscotch drops....

Got up, found the bathroom, razor as if waiting for him, performed his morning
rituals, pulled on his clothes, opened the door.

The corridor exactly the same as the night before. Just a little light at the end.
“Evel!”
Nothing.

Down the corridor, down the graceful curve of the stairs, everything bathed in
sunlight now. It was almost like coming back into the same bouyant optimism of
the dream from which he’d just emerged. His dream-mother ought to be waiting
for him at the door dressed all in 1920s white. That was one of the odd features of
his dreams, he always dreamed “historically,” back to the fin de siécle, as if he
were walking into Monet’s beach-scenes or gardens, across Whistler’'s Waterloo



Bridge, into a sunny Renoir beer-garden. In fact that’s where he’d been in his
dreams the night before, come to think of it....in/on Monet’s “Beach at Calais.”
The painting that was in the Art Institute in Chicago. For a moment interfaced
between Dream and Reality.

And then he smelled the coffee and toast and walked through the immense dining
room to his left, a huge round table in the very middle of the room under a cut
glass chandelier, covered with a crocheted tablecloth like the ones his
grandmother used to make, mirrored panels all along the walls, French doors
that looked out on a curved, sloped garden that ended in bushy boxwoods. In
through the door into the kitchen. And there she was in a plain brown caftan and
brown leather thonged sandals, her hair all brushed out, abundant, loose and
flowing. Actually frying eggs, butter-soaked whole wheat toast already piled up on
a white kitchen table covered with a white and yellow striped tablecloth that
unconsciously (?) picked up the whole color-scheme of egg-whites and egg-yolks
and butter.

“There’s bacon too, if you want it....”
“No, no, everything’s just....”

Coming over to her, her deftly turning off the burner and putting out her arms to
receive him, folding into each other, neither of them ever having felt before that
anything had been so “right,” “in order,” “together,” as if their whole lives had
been tunnelling toward this gloriously emergent moment, their hands exploring
each other’s bodies, grasping and holding, as if to reassure themselves that they
were really there and not on the other, dream-side, of reality.

She started to cry, was instantly embarrassed, and then he started to cry too, not
embarrassed at all, both of them laughing.

“What's all this about?” she said, holding on to him, holding on to him, holding
on to him, nestling her head down on his chest.

“Les belles choses n’ont gu’un printemps, semons de roses les pas du Temps,” he
said, and started to translate, “Beautiful things only last a Springtime...”

“l understand, silly. In fact I think my French is better than my English.” Tears
ended now, out of each other’s arms in a deftly choreographed flow. She slid the
sunny-side-up eggs on to plates, putting the plates on plaited palm placemats,
him somewhat reluctantly sitting down, cut off from her, deep inside him feeling
that he needed to keep touching her to simply survive, like she was the Earth, the
sole sanity and balance, and to be severed from it was madness and death.
Silliness, silliness, silliness, but....

“Like my foreign students. I'll get someone from Poland who has studied English
from grade one, and they’ll say ‘I first saw him yesterday,” and one of my native



speakers will say ‘I first seen him....” So | actually have been suggesting that we
teach English as a Second Language. ‘I seen him,’ that’s practically standard
English now....”

“But maybe that’s the way it’s evolving,” he said unseriously.

Her very serious in her return. “What it’s really evolving toward is Pygmalian.
Proper Professor 'Iggins and endemically unproper Liza Doolittle. A kind of
linguistic class-war.”

He smiled. “You know what we sound like, don’t you?”
“What?”

“Two professors having breakfast!” he laughed, and she came over and sat on his
lap, kissed him open-mouthed, reaching under his shirt and digging her nails into
his skin.

“Hey, that hurts!”

“The better to remember me by!” she said, and suddenly IT was there in their
midst, the Fact that this whole reality, the sunlight and caftans and hair and
sandals and smell of hazelnut-laced coffee and fresh toast and butter and eggs
and the wind whipping the bushes around outside, was all as transient as the
snapping of fingers, the blinking of eyes, and that that transience was simply an
illustration of the even greater transience that surrounded their entire lives, that
there was no holding it back, no matter what they did it was rushing inexorably
toward its own imploding, internally self-destructing annihilation.

“I suppose | should make a call,” he said abruptly. He got up and dialed his home
phone, certainly not expecting Maria del Carmen to be there. But she was.

“Hi.ﬂ
“Pero donde estas? Estas totalmente loco, te van a matar un dia,

emborrachandose asi....[But where are you. You're totally crazy, they’re going to
kill you some day, getting drunk that way....]”

“I'm in San Francisco,” he said, “last minute impulse. | can’t just leave without
saying goodbye to Morris and the gang....”

“Screw them!” she said, “There’s all the packing to do. If you don’t get back here
by tonight, te juro, voy a llamar gente para ayudarme, y tu pagas la cuenta, te
juro....[l swear, I'm going to call people to help me and you pay the bill, |
swear....]”

“OK, OK. But ten years in California, what do you expect me to do, just twist my



nose and vanish?”

“You'd better twist your nose and get back here. Ten ciudado conmigo o tu
pagaras duro, no soy la esclava de nadie.[be careful with me or you'll pay dearly,
I’m not anyone’s slave.]”

“OK, OK....I'll see you tonight.”
And she hung up obviously as hard and decisively as she could.

“A really exemplary marriage,” said Eve. And they both laughed, back in each
other’s arms again. “What's this about your drinking?”

“Her fantasy. | think she picked it up from my mother. I really think they’d love
me to be a drunk or some kind of drug addict, it'd make everything so much
easier to explain, you wouldn’t have to pull in any big concepts, keep it down on
the rat-maze level....pure behaviorism....nothing existential....”

“For me, the more complicated, the better. Are you really hungry?”
“Not really.”

“Neither am I. What are we going to do?”

“l think we should....”

“OK,” she said, and took him by the hand. They walked through the dining room,
up the stairs.

“All this space!” he said as they passed Akkadians and Sumerians and
Babylonians, flying sun-disks and hawk-headed gods, “It’s great!”

“My father got some kind of a ‘deal,” he was always getting some kind of a ‘deal,’
some unpaid bill or something, and they paid him off with this house and he
willed it to me and | came out here to sell it and fell in love with it and I've been
here ever since. It’s a little spooky at night, alone and everything, and | probably
should hire some servants, but that seems so un-egalitarian, and you start
bringing in ‘outsiders’ and the word gets out that you’re all by yourself, you know
what | mean. This way it’s just another house in the mists....”

“Of time,” he added on as they walked into the central corridor upstairs, kind of
the backbone of the whole house, arms around each other, anxious, hungry,
unashamed of their hungers.

“Unfortunately,” she added, “I mean 'of time.” Usually I love to see it all pass. |
goad it foreward like heels into a horse’s ribs, but this one time, if | could stop all
the clocks and just keep it forever NOW....”



Into the second door from the right, all beige and pink. This was the room he’d
expected the first time, as if he could necromantically peer into her soul and see
what sorts of things her inner sprit would produce.

A big brass bed covered with a white ruffled comforter, pink satin sculpted drapes
around the window, a big antiqued white makeup table over in the corner, an
enormous wall-length closet, open accordian doors, the racks filled with rainbows
of clothes, shelves on top replete with rows of shoes, a fluffy shaggy pink carpet
under foot.

“It’s like Bluebeard'’s castle!” he said.

They let themselves fall down on the bed together, like falling into a pool.
“Bartok. My favorite endless, cacaphonous-romantic opera.”

Which he laughed at.

“l thought I was the only one in the L.A. area who knew about such things....”
“Like Tchaikovsky’s forever unperformed operas,” she smiled, “or the rest of
Humperdinck, apart from Hansel and Gretel. I’d like to impressario a
Humperdinck festival. Schonberg Hall: Heirat wider Willen, The Konigskinder,
Marketenderin...”

“l hate to admit it, but I've never heard of them.”

“Nobody has. You can hardly find the scores.”

“So there’s a music room somewhere along the corridor up here?”

“Downstairs.”

“The whole house in the form of a T, right? Another long corridor under the one
upstairs, twenty rooms....”

“Twenty two.”

Richard thinking, all this and you still can’t hold back Time for a moment, for a
moment filled with all his old dread of everything collectively running down,
disintegrating, dissolving, feeling like he was dead, had been dead for a thousand
years, already wiped out, erased, and everything he had ever been, felt and
thought totally futile, no dent, nick, trace on anything, everything pointless and
senseless. He reached forward, held her pulsating warmth against him, the light
diffuse, foggy outside, contributing to the general misty sense of universal
dissolution....



SLOWLY taking their clothes off, kissing and touching as they went, little bites
and licks and tousling of each other’s hair, as if they both needed to be reassured
that they were still there and still happening, her mind filled with old stars and
old houses, Mabel Norman and Norma Shearer, Theda Bara and Barry Fitzgerald,
Gable, Grable, Garbo, Crawford, The Grand Hotel, Kitty Foyle, old crippled
Dietrich fighting with her only daughter just before she died, as bitter as gall, Ava
Gardiner living a stone’s throw away from Kensington Gardens just before she
died, not really wanting to know who had lived in this house before her, what
things had happened in these rooms, on purpose shutting out all that collective
past, it was hard enough to deal with the constantly-dissolving Now, both of them
naked now, a touch of cold in the room, snuggling under the comforter, her
snuggling up to him under his protective arms/wings, hearing Hansel and Gretel
in her head now, Hansel and Gretel in the wood at night , the scene where the
angels come out and protect them, “When at night I go to sleep, angels round my
bed do keep....”

Keep, weep, sleep.

Part 3.

NOON when Eve finally opened her eyes and glanced at the clock on her dresser,
Richard still asleep in her arms. Windy outside. That’s what had awakened her,
the beating of eucalyptus branches on the window, at first feeling infinitely sad
that the morning had slipped away in sleep, but then thinking that it was better
this way, it wasn’t all just action and super-ego, but id, unconsciousness, let it
trickle down into the lower reaches of their souls, their oneness, wholeness, night
and day, you are the one, you and you alone under the sun....moon and sun....Ich
liebe dich wie du liebst mich/I love you as you love me....

His eyes opening, although she hadn’t really moved, hadn’t done anything to
wake him.

“Hey....” smiling, looking around as if he’d forgotten where and who he was,
“what time is it anyhow?”

“Almost noon.”
“Whatever happened to all that ‘passion’?”

“Oh, | think it’s still around,” she smiled, reached down, touched him, and then



they made love, almost as if they were still sleeping, effortlessly, still in the
Kingdom of Dreams, as if they both wanted the hard reality Out There to vanish
and just be left intertwined forever like two spirit snakes on a winged caduceus.
And then, when they had finished, not wanting to “wash up” as usual, as if love-
making were some sort of hundred yard dash or tennis match, when they got up
she sprayed them both with a little vanilla mist, pulling on a one-piece clingy
beige jumpsuit and loose-cuffed beige boots, going into the bottom drawer of her
dresser and taking out a pair of beige slacks and beige sports shirt with a
dramatically cut open collar, beige jockey shorts and a-shirt, “Here, try these....”

“Your father’s too?”

“Hardly. No, I planned ahead....I told you, there’s a sleeping impressario-stage
manager inside me....”

Opening the bathroom door for him, putting the clothes on the edge of the wash
bowl.

“Meet me downstairs. The T-corridor. Third door on the left.”
“Is that where you keep all your shrunken heads?” he laughed.

“Kind of,” she answered and slipped out the door.

LIKING the way he looked as he came out of the bathroom and confronted
himself in the long mirrors at the sides of her makeup table. The first word that
came to his mind was “breezy,” like a beige sailboat. Young. Younger than he
usually thought of himself. Un-libraryish. Movement instead of stasis. He liked
the transformation.

Bundled up his old clothes, almost left them behind, but then decided to take
them anyhow. Worried about Colgate for a moment. Left pretty much on his own
at Loyola, he wondered just how “structured” his new job would be. Kept
wondering. Did he have to leave, couldn’t he find “something” out here, just stay.
Just be. Be himself. Let them be themselves. There wasn’t any money-need.

But didn’t know “how” to break with his wife, Maria del Carmen.

How do you ever break anything without war and pain? How does anything ever
get “done” without spiritual violence? Thinking about the kids. Feeling trapped
inside a system that disallowed divorce, as if he and she really were united in
Heaven and could never dissolve their union on Earth, as if Heaven always had to
take precedence over the Here and Now....whereas deep down he knew, at least



guessed, that Heaven was just invention, and there really wasn’t anything more
than these brief moments.

There never had been anything much between him and Maria del Carmen, except
the newness of her “foreign-ness,” and, for her, her wanting to leave Bolivia and
stay permanently in the U.S., and he was her permanent residence visa, eventual
citizenship. And now that she was “in,” was already a citizen, and they’d had their
three kids....everything slipping/already slipped into the past....

So easy to get married, so difficult to get out....

Down the corridor, tempted to start opening all the doors, but he was too honest
for that, too honest, really, to be doing what he was doing here at all, although
wasn’t the greatest dishonesty in his life to stay put in his marriage and go from
here to eternity pretending that there was anything between him and Maria del
Carmen more than an abstract sacramental concept called (Un)holy
Matrimony?!?! Here, however briefly, life was unhusked, unstabled, aloft, white
water instead of stagnant pond.

Noticing, as he walked down the stairway again, that all the faces on all the
figures on the murals looked uncannily like Eve herself, as if her projection back
to ancient Mesopotamia had been complete and only a shell-self was left
functioning here, back to the Time of the Gods, when, as he put it in Godspeak:
Imaging the Neolithic, all the gods spoke in all the literatures, spoke and
appeared and were THERE. And now, what had silenced The Divine....? Who was
claiming that God (The Gods) spoke through him/her?

Finding the corridor artfully hidden under the curve of the stairway, the first floor
stem of the T that was the building’s center, third door to the left, cautiously
opened it, awed by the immensity but even more by the silence, ears like a cat or
bat, always painfully aware of the melange of background noises that subtly
irritated him. Only here there were no cars whooshing by, distant trains, shouts,
even birds, nothing got through, not even the angry Pacific that had to be just a
football stadium’s length away from where he stood.

Opened cautiously, and then went in.

An immense room. Two stories high. The third door from the left upstairs must
have been....ah, there it was, up behind him, opening to a catwalk with a metal
staircase leading down to the first floor, the entire vast room a gallery-studio, the
walls filled with massive paintings, all interrelated, The World of the Great
Goddess, The Goddess as Frog-Woman giving birth to Mankind, The Goddess as
Hedgehog, The Goddess as Bear, The Goddess as Burial Jar.... one whole wall
devoted to just the letter-symbols of The Goddess, spirals and meanders,
triangles, hour-glasses, T's and capital I's, a whole visible-invisible sacred
symbolic alphabet that scholars were just beginning to really SEE....



This was his world, really, what he’d devoted every spare moment of the last ten
years to, spare and not spare, moments stolen from other things he might have /
should have been doing, forever forcing himself into a hermit-like life, shutting
out The Present like it was his worst enemy. Except for the time he’d stolen away
to spend with Eve, those five dozen evenings in the last, what was it, eight years,
since she’d first come into his course on “The Grammar of Form,” and they’'d
started having coffee at the Student Union, then expanded out to dinners, then
rare, special, sacral afternoons, never, until now, realizing that by injecting
himself into her life, he may have been, must have been, blocking her from
spreading out and expanding in other directions because this room, these
paintings were all from the very center of his geist, gast, ghost, soul....

She was painting a large “abstract” picture of 'sand 's.

“l suppose it spells LO-NU,” she said, “I mean, if you compare it to Classical
Cypriot....”

Giving his own classical “What do | know?!?!” shrug, realizing that in the
quietude of her own scholarly solitude, she’d gone beyond him, far beyond him in
his own special line of inquiry.

“l had no idea....all this....”

“Keeps me out of bars,” she said, putting down her brush and coming over to
him, folding into his arms, both of them feeling “whole” again, as if locked
together they became some sort of new unified entity, both of them incomplete in
themselves....

“l don’t want to leave,” he said, lightly touching, massaging her back, feeling her
backbone and ribs, lightly running his hands across her breasts.

“So don’t,” she said firmly. “It’s not like we have lives to spare, spend one
unfulfilled and then do what we want in the next one, an infinite number of
metempsychotic possibilities. As far as I'm concerned,” her voice muffling down
to a whisper, her eyes filling with tears, holding his up against her so he couldn’t
see the despair on her face, “as far as I'm concerned....this is it,” then a shift down
into even deeper solemnity, like the moment of consecration in the Mass, holding
on to him so tightly that it almost hurt, “whatever we do now is all we’ll ever have
a chance to do....blow it away, and....”

Desperately, almost painfully spliced together for a moment In Memoriam, like
the moment of remembering The Dead in the Mass, Kaddish, as if they were
praying for/remembering themselves after their own future deaths.

Then a break, splitting apart. Her drying her eyes (and then his) with the sleeve of
her jumpsuit. “You've got to see the music room.”



“Hang around here long enough and you get an automatic M.F.A.,” he laughed.
As she pulled him toward the door he objected, “Don’t you want to put your
brushes in....I don’'t know....”

“I've got plenty of brushes. What I don’t have is TIME.”

“Down” again for a moment. Disconnected thoughts/feelings, no man is an
island, for whom the bell tolls, a rasping, cutting sense of the ephemeralness of it
all tolling through them both. Then an upsweep, cresting, out into the hallway,
going past the next door, Richard stopping.

“What's in here?”
“Just the library.”

“l want to see,” he said, opening the door, her not stopping him, flicking on the
light. A single-floor room this time, the walls lined with book-stuffed shelves, a
desk with a typewriter on it over in the far left corner, a table in the middle of the
room filled with....filled with his books....copies of the magazines where his
articles and poetry had appeared....everything he’d given her over the years....plus
some things that he didn’t remember giving her....his first book of poetry....he’'d
had so few copies....

Imprints. Fort Dearborn Press, Chicago.

A book of poems about Pre-Columbian Chicago/The Midwest, the Kensington
Stone, the Davenport (lowa) Calendar stone....

Opened it in the middle, read at random:

Time Sacred undone,

the sacred cloth unravelled
and the sacred text unread,
swing in the cradle of the
sky between the coming and
the going of

the sun....

“Not bad,” he said, “but you’ve got to have a signed copy....” going over to her
desk, looking for a pen, her face suddenly disturbed, like he was walking into
taboo territory, “Where did you ever find the damned thing?”

“Oh, they have book-searchers....”

“You could have asked me.”



“*Could have’ doesn’t count. And now that you ‘know,’ does it change the flow of
things?”

The closer he got to the desk the more genuinely distressed she got. Stopping.
Challenging her.

“Some ‘secret,’ ‘sacred,” ‘taboo’ here?” he asked, finding a pen, signing the book,
“To Eve, from Adam, Before the Fall,” and then looking at the small stack of white

manila folders on top of the desk. Lifting up the top folder, a title carefully
printed out in large letters: NOW.

“Please, don't....”
All but coming over to him, blocking his reading. But she held her ground.
“I really wish you wouldn’t.”
Opening it up, reading the first poem:
NOW
Now and only now, falling back like a collapsing
dune into instantaneous
permanent
Then,
Now ignored or wrung out, filled and emptied,

Now worn or rusted out,
the end always the same, all sanity in the

Then noticing, written on the inside of the cover: “To Richard and No One Else.”

Richard touched. The ultimate cynic (the way he saw himself) deeply touched,
everything in him jammed and stalled for a moment.

“You weren'’t ever supposed to have seen that.”

“Domine non sum dignus,” he answered, “Lord | am not worthy,” three times,
lightly tapping on his chest.

“Sometimes I've even thought of killing you.....us....some sort of final pagan
liebestod instead of just the horrible finality of emptiness,” she answered, rushing
over to him in a flurry, holding on to him again, pressing him up against her,
almost oppressive, cannibalistic, as if she wanted to devour him, he responding in



kind, as if whatever sexual union they had had was merely the beginning of
something much more total, existential, as if they had been One on some
spiritual-molecular level, and their oneness had been severed and split apart and
they were both filled with some sort of crying primal need to return to their initial
oneness....

Then (the image flooding through her of the scene in Hansel in Gretel, after the
witch is dead and the children who had been turned into gingerbread come back
to life again, for one long extended moment “frozen,” still “entranced” before they
break into a victory song and dance) grabbing him by the arm, “Come on, | want
to show you the music room....”

Out into the corridor, one more door down. He didn’t know what to expect.
“What next, the opium den? Aladdin’s cave?”
“Close,” she smiled, opened the door.

A Steinway grand piano in the middle of the room, shelves of scores, records, a
big stereo in the corner, a violin on the piano.

He went over and picked it up, started to tune it.
“It's only been twenty years since | touched one of these.”

Careful, afraid of snapping a string, all “gut,” no steel. Which he preferred. A
childhood and young manhood planted in front of a music stand practicing violin,
good enough, by fifteen, to have launched into something professionally, but
that’s when he was supposed to switch into “science,” slide into Medicine, which
he’'d refused to slide into anyhow. All the time he was growing up, thinking he
could be a conductor-composer, Debbuysian-Milhaudish....sound as Zen....and
then....

Testing it out.

Good sound. Didn’t want to look in through the F-shaped sound-hole and check,
but suspected that this fragile, old curved and scrolled box of wood might be
worth more than the entire rest of the house. Starting to (totally unexpectedly
and necromantically, she’d been expecting something all glitz and virtuosity) play
the Hansel and Gretel angel-song, When at night I go to sleep....first straight,
then variations and embellishments, without ever losing the main line and spirit
of the original, obviously able and tempted to turn it into marches and waltzes
and polonaises, but holding himself and the music in, making it the thematic core
of this, their whole film, angels watching over them as they went to sleep, as if
that’s what they should do next, sleep, again the Liebestod/Love-Death theme....

“A little Devil’s Trill,” he said, a