

Notes in Lieu of the Glorious Revolution
Matthew Weiss

“Historically, the ‘flower’ seems first to have been the promise of a fruit, not a thing itself.” – The Culture of Flowers, Jack Goody, p. 17.
“The revolt is contained by overexposure: we are given it to contemplate so that we shall forget to participate.” – On the Poverty of Student Life, Situationist International and Students of Strasbourg University

“There was music in the cafés at night, and revolution in the air…” – Tangled Up in Blue, Bob Dylan

“I heard it from a friend: / the Revolution never happened. / Sigh.” – Over And Over Again (Lost And Found), Clap Your Hands Say Yeah
All recipes taken from A BOOK OF Fruits & Flowers SHEWING The Nature and Use of them, either for Meat or Medicine, LONDON: Printed by M.S. for Tho: Fenner at the South entrance of  the Royall Exchange, London, 1653.
I

The Use of Conserve of Marigolds


Revolution, at that point, like Love, was less of a physical thing than a state of mind. We were revolutionaries then, from the oil in our hair, to the sweaty linen of our shirts, to the way we wished our breaths appeared, huddled as we were around blazing garbage cans and outmoded Marxist rhetoric. Sitting in faux-Petersburg, it often got quite hot. 

We took for our symbol that summer the Marigold—Flo, our cook, suggested it, the sugar still studding her hands—“Conserve of Marigolds, good for Melancholy, cureth the trembling and shaking of the heart,” and we needed it: dry passion had desiccated our love and we gasped the vacuum of loneliness in air as hot as ovens. 


We all became cooks that winter and with our new occupation we assumed new names. Stravinsky’s idea: waiter fleets as revolutionary vanguard. But following Flo’s recipes proved more fulfilling to us, so we broke into kitchens with Lady Flo, her grey arms coming loose occasionally and dripping into the dishes she stirred. She found her old recipes in her attic, I guess, at the foothills of dust-capped mountains… all of them inexplicably calling for rose-water, some archaic ingredient as common as table salt then now reduced to the mere implication of a fragrance. We made our meals, the three of us and she, and sometimes we were joined by others peeking through kicked-in doors. 


It was late, the kitchen we’d co-opted was sweltering and suffocating pillows of hot air strangled us as we dashed in and out: our radical corps offered hot food and pamphlets on the lawn. We got skinny that summer; Flo managed to wring the excess out of us, between the recipes and her rages, and besides, the food we cooked was foul. We—and I should say I at this point, any ‘we’ is deceptive—I hung wreathes above each door. The leaves, each ensnared by the arms of the next, unraveled and unstrung, descended lightly onto cakes, into soups, smudging wineglasses, concealing crystal. 


Stravinsky was trying to push his head into the wall. Ivy decorated his shoulders, the steam that condensed behind his eyebrows curling his tie, like a warning sign. I walked him out into the hallway. Sitting against the cinderblocks, his head looked like it felt full of the same steam which bogged down the ceiling fans behind us.


“Man, you don’t know the half of it,” he said.


“Tell me.”


“No.”


“How bad could it be?”


“You wouldn’t want to know me if you knew,” Stravinsky said, “the things I did to her.”


I poked my head into the kitchen to make sure Flo was occupied. I’d promised her that we’d be cooking all day. 


“I thought you weren’t talking to her.”


“She contacted me, she called me.”


“What did she say?”


“She said she wanted to try being friends.”


“And what did you do—”


“Look,” he said, trying to drill into his eyes with his fingers. When he didn’t continue, I went on, “You didn’t, like—”


“What do you think I did?”


“I mean, you didn’t draw her into something—if you had her confidence… just to prove you could?” I said in the only tone of voice I could.


“Who do you think I am?”


“You said I wouldn’t even want to know you!”


“No—look, I never told anyone this, and it wasn’t a big deal, really—I’ve had really good distractions.”


“What?”

 
“I did things for her, it was months ago, when she was running away from me, back home.”


“What did you do?”


He leaned forward.


“You’re always were right, why so sad, I guess I really am, you said it all the time. I cut myself, so there.”


I laughed.


“Okay, calm down,” I said, “I’m sorry I said anything—just tell me what you did.”


He looked at me.


“Don’t make me guess, please.”


“I just told you.”


“Come on, we’ve got to go back in, what is it?”


“I guess I joke with you too much for you to take me seriously. I’m not joking, I really cut myself.”


Honestly, I can’t remember the scene out there in the hallway against the wall warm with cooking. All I can recall are the words in my writing book as I rewrote our dialogue. I don’t know what our faces looked like or how we looked to each other. There’s just the words we said, like the transcript of a conversation online or a string of text messages, stamped with a time and date.


“I cut myself.”


“That’s seriously not good.”


“I know.”


“I don’t know what to say.”


“I had to do something, that month was a really bad time for me, you know that and I want you to know that it was you who helped me out of it, even if you didn’t know it.”


“I never even knew.”


We exchanged the necessities, the blankets and quilts of encouragement and support, frayed coverings of friendship. Some things had to be said, there’s a formula to follow for those conversations and we spoke the formula to the ceiling, unable to look at one another, except in the speckled pattern of the ceiling plaster.


“I think I’ve given you the wrong impression,” he said after a long silence.


“Please go on.”


“It wasn’t—it was only twice, it wasn’t my wrists, it was my thigh, where no one could see, and I’d never ever do it again.”

“How many times did you do it?”
“Twice. And then I went and showed it to her to prove I loved her.”

“What did she say?”

“She just started crying. And then… we just didn’t talk for a couple weeks.”

“That makes me feel a lot better. Look, still, you don’t need to do that ever 

again. You’ll never be alone while I’m around.”


He looked at me with those tired, nova eyes.


“We were together for over a year and I lost all my friends for her.”


“And then you got me,” I said. He clenched his fist against the carpet.


“I’m just saying I’ll always be alone without her.”


Silence.


The conversation continued along tired lines and we reconstructed our friendship from the raw materials of his depression. I agreed never to tell anyone what he told me. But I wrote him into my pages where the names may be changed in the spirit of art. The revolution was coming and everything had to be preserved.

A Medicine for sore blood-shotten and Rhuematick eyes.

Take ground Ivy, Daises, and Celedony, of each a like quantity, stamp and straine out the juice out of them, and put to it a little brown Sugar Candy dissolved in white Rose-water, and drop two or three drops of this liquor at one time into the grieved eye, with a feather, lying upon the back when you doe it an hour after, this is a most approved Medicine to take away all Inflamations, Spots, Webbs, Itches, Smartings, or any griefe whatsoever in the eyes. 

Chesterton, MD—mostly serpentine highway and onrushing cornfields, jimmied with snow. Every thirty yards or so along the road, the state has placed little plastic safety shelters, tiny lean-tos, three walls of plastic and an overhanging roof. Pedestrians caught in the non-place between destinations can sit inside and watch the rain fall, elbows on their knees and gaze beyond the stained glimmer of the Chesapeake, beyond the spattered glaze of gnats and mosquitoes, to the bulge of the ChesNuc nuclear reactor, a cold war grey, corseted, spewing an overcast sky into heavens the color of a dead boy’s blue eyes. Outward from the silo, beside mile markers and speed limits, radiate small white and indigo signs reading Escape Route, above arrows urgently gesturing forward.


Packed into a Jeep, we saw it on the way to Roses, a kind of department store down in Maryland where the checkout counter blocks half the entrance and they inspect your bags on the way out. The carpeted floor sleeps with mildew and the shelves, when not disordered, are simply empty, the white painted metal toying with its own perforations. Lanky blacks in oversized Polo shirts stack consumer Monets beside dusty heaps of pre-used tricycles.


I met Susan Sontag near the racks of cheap CDs. The Greatest Hits of the 1950’s. That’s what first brought me to Roses. Her face was beside a half-empty Coke can attracting flies at eye level. Truck Driver Queen—a compilation. I was flipping through the three dollar deals looking for something unknown. Every seedy record store had to have its shelves of used CD’s raided, album covers inspected—Country Hymns for the Red, White and Blue—youth disillusioned by tradition. Descriptions, through rare to find, were invaluable in making a selection but often the song titles were all a CD needed to communicate a youthful cynicism, irony, humor—poetry if it was really special. The titles, broken up by the digits of song lengths, were often a little awkward, but you had to give artists a little understanding, a little patience to get past what they created to see what they meant. 


The beginning of my relationship with Susan Sontag was marked by the opening of a book. At the time, I pressed leaves in a thick writing notebook Stravinsky had given me for the anniversary of the beginning of the Revolution—the scents of the leaves widening the ruled lines of the page, their concealed debris crackling in the binding. That was the situation for nearly a year. Then, the night Susan and I first kissed I began to remove my pressed leaves, one at a time, and to replace them with writing—not reminiscences, not diary entries, nothing so simple, but stories, fantasies like dreams in which I worked through my problems in fiction, and when these little stories were told I could move on and understand Susan and, once understood, her cheeks blushed with my love.


Roses kept us coming back. By the end of the month, we’d appropriated a seventy-five dollar fold-out polyester camping suite next to a shelf of canned beans. It was warm. We could sleep. It was to be our headquarters.

To take away the cause of the paine in the Teeth.

Wash the mouth two or three times together in the morning every moneth, with White-wine wherein the root of Spurge hath been sodden, and you shall never have paine in your Teeth. 

I have always wanted to be a revolutionary. I have suffered the injustices of the American school system, the entrapment of modern suburbia, the inescapable miasma of popular culture with little more than the biting of the inside of my cheek, the grinding of my teeth. For nineteen years I’ve raged. My eyes have been open and my mouth may have been open, but my ears were as well. I know radical change has never worked, I have seen the poisonous afterimages of 1789, the sickening failures of 1848, the terrible mistakes of 1917. Marx, yesterday’s fool, holds no sway over my thoughts. I bought what they sold in Econ 101, I recognize that gradualism really works, that incentivization and the moderate, tempered capitalism of the modern democratic nations has created a world of widespread prosperity unknown in any other time on earth, has delivered more than all the radical communists put together have ever been able to offer.


I recognize all that and I recognize the futility of revolution in the United States in the 21st century, I recognize all this, but the images of fire and destruction fill me with yearning, yet the words drive me mad, and I get shivers down my spine when I think of McKinley’s assassination by radical anarchists and all the discontented of the world and the soft, flabby provincialism of everyone around me.


How content, how complacent they are to ‘enjoy’ themselves, their music, their clothes, their taste so unremarkable and undifferentiated from anyone else’s in any meaningful way. As if all there were in life was pleasure! There is a higher Truth! And I’m not talking God. There is a truth to society that must be uncovered, the sand blown away, the sad ruins exposed, the layers of rotten supports revealed that let millions live their lives asleep—I hate them for it, I love to hate them for it—it excites me—it arouses me—and I want to fuck them over, I want to fuck them all!


But that’s no plan. This generation of revolutionaries, my generation has no plan, only passions and playlists—Mikhail Bakunins of the iPod age where the self exists in a post-ideological world defined not by philosophy, but by the music we listen to, the films we watch, the books we read or don’t. We are captains of a Cultural Revolution that exists and does not exist at the same time. It cannot exist in reality, on the steps of the Capitol or at the doors of the Federal Reserve, but it can in our heads and in our collective consciousness and in the Cultural Revolution, that’s all that matters.


This was what we concocted, our recipe for the delicious chaos of upheaval: vans in eleven cities across America: Philadelphia, Boston, Chicago, Miami, Austin, San Francisco, Denver, Portland, New Orleans, Washington D.C., and New York City. Attached to the roof of each unmarked vehicle: a loudspeaker, a three petaled plastic flower, the poison ivy of revolt. And our vans in twelve cities would drive up and down the streets from dawn till dusk on December 14th, blaring to all the dissatisfied and discontented of America’s urban wastes: The Revolution Is Here! And in the Cultural Revolution, to say it is here is to mean it is here.


You see, I am the one who cried while reading the first page of Isaiah Berlin’s Russian Thinkers, “…Nevertheless the year 1848 is a turning-point in the development of Russia as of Europe, not only because of the decisive part played in subsequent Russian history by revolutionary socialism, heralded by the Manifesto composed by Marx and Engels to celebrate its birth; but more immediately because of the effect which the failure of the European revolution was destined to have upon Russian public opinion, and in particular upon the Russian revolutionary movement.” This isn’t some story I’m reading, on page one, but actual history—this really happened! Can’t you feel that glorious weight of history pressing down on you like the weight of a lover? It’s enough to make one weep, not out of despair—history is not a nightmare, Stephen—but out of recognition, understanding, realization, massive involuntary apprehension that there is one great story to be written, greater than every novel—the story of history, and revolution is its build-up, climax and dénouement.


When I see the phrase “The Great French Revolution,” my entire body tingles, from the mold of my cheek to the arch of my breast to the summit of my skull. My eyes ring hot with tears and I gasp and say, “There it is!” So much meaning for so many people, least of all for me. I can feel power beyond any magic of fantasy coursing through me: this is my romance. And I’m brimming with sights: hordes of people, gunpowder, the great conflagrations of Europe and Asia, flags, freedom, bonnets rouges and the sweat of the brow—Liberty turns me on. Justice is my bitch. Abstractions are like people to me, they touch me and feel me, defile and degrade me, inflame and confuse me. I want to fuck the sky, the people, be carried bodily on the wave of a mob. I am both the birth and death of the intellect. I am philosophy’s whore.

To make a sweet Cake, and with it a very sweet water.

Take Damask Rose leaves, Bay leaves, Lavinder tops, sweet Marjerome tops, Ireos powder, Damask powder, and a little Musk first dissolved in sweet water, put the Rose leaves and hearbs into a Bason, and sprinkle a quarter of a pint of Rose-water among them, and stirring them all together, cover the Bason close with a dish, and let them stand so covered, all night, in the morning Distill them, so shall you have at once an excellent sweet water, and a very fine sweet Cake to lay among your finest linnen. 

Roses provided the hospitality dead to the modern world. It’s still alive in underdeveloped, less civilized countries, where a traveler can walk in a day from one village to another and find a hot meal and a warm bed in the home of a stranger. But here only Roses took us in for the night. They gave the needy shelter, even if they were unaware of it.

In a kind of symmetry, by day we brought hospitality to the people by force—guerrilla chefs, we cooked them meals in their own kitchens; radical conversationalists, we made them talk to us, revived the dead art of conversation and evangelized the coming revolution. We did this in homes outside Philadelphia, all the way down to Maryland.


We met Picasso, one of the oldest to deal with us—and he stayed for a week, longer than anyone else. He was a lawyer from South Jersey with a shaven head and baggy jeans, one back pocket tie-dyed in three colors. Favorite meal: bow-ties with bolognaise. There he is—he’s out cold right now, one big arm hanging out onto my sleeping bag, his shoulder leaning against a tiki torch providing some illumination after security has vacated the premises. 


He has a young son, whom he’d stolen from his estranged wife (saw her wasted at a party, screaming for someone to fuck her) and conveyed down to Chesterton for his re-education. His son sleeps with Flo, enshrined in the magma of her dress. He follows her around religiously, showering kisses on her ankles and knees.


We talked on fold-out chairs earlier that night, his sandals falling off and his head bent over his black button-down. From time to time he would produce a camera from some decrepitude of a bag and snap a picture of me, humming approvingly at the screen.


“Why do you come here?” I asked him. He had a way of smiling without actually moving his mouth.


“Well, at a certain point you need things to do.”

“But this is miles out of your way—”


“Right, man, but I don’t want to lose touch with you guys. God, I remember you when you were six, dude, and if I stay at home, I sit around and feel old. You know, I like you all much more and Christopher needs a good influence. You know what I caught him doing the other day?”


“What?”

“He was waiting a the door, he wanted to go to Toys ‘R Us.”


“For what?”


“Nothing, he just wanted to go with some friend of his, to that giant monster of a store. Can you imagine all that plastic shit? And then Danielle took him, we go into the huge fight, it was brutal, man.”


“I can’t imagine anyone ever arguing with you.”


“Is that so?”

“So what did you do?”

“I took Chris down here—took the batteries out of my cell phone.”


“You just left?”

“No, dude,” he said it like it was one word, “I left her a note, she thinks we came down to fish. I couldn’t do that to her.”

He went to talk to Pushkin and Botticelli, two old friends of mine, new recruits.

Then there was Proust and John Cage, Brecht and Joyce. Joyce was beautiful and carried around with him in a circle the pictures of his five beautiful children, like dreams. He wanted to save them from a life of servitude, he wanted to give them a taste of glory, so he came down here to Chesterton.

But in the end, they all left us, our plans dribbling out of their mouths, our pamphlets papering their kitchen floors. Then, it was just Stravinsky, Susan Sontag and I. And Flo—Flo was a compulsive baker. We found her smoking in a parking lot, surrounded by spilled boxes of fourth of July sparklers. She baked her grief into lemon squares and brownies, stuffing Acme baking supplies into oversized tote bags she’d lifted from thrift shops.


“Hi,” she said to us. Susan clutched my arm. Igor had to step back from the smell of rotten eggs and milk. We were on the bad side of the parking lot, lots of emptiness and ugly stares. Flo was wearing a black skirt and a limp white blouse. Her grey arms were bare and we could see thin scars from her wrists to her elbows in the shapes of pickup sticks and Greek decorations.


“You probably think I’m a big a loser, right?”


That was the first time I saw her.


The three of us, Susan, Stravinsky and I, conferred at the dinner table. As I watched my best friend and girlfriend talk, I tried to identify those aspects of myself which were attractive to her, because I really loved to see her smile and to see her smile for him made me shatter. I loved Stravinsky, we slept on each other’s shoulders on bus rides, wrote songs together, polemics, learned to make pancakes on the same Sunday afternoon. But to see them get along so well, to like the same things—and for her to see how we adopted each other’s mannerisms (Am I imagining things? Is my concept of her conception of me not nuanced enough?)—I wanted to hate her. He’s so friendly, and I’m so weak. If only I could itemize, put down in bullet points exactly why she loves me. Then I could do those things forever and we’d never have to fall out of love.

To Preserve Roses or any other Flowers.

Take one pound of Roses, three pound of Sugar, one pint of Rose water, or more, make your Syrupe first, and let it stand till it be cold, then take your Rose leaves, having first clipt off all the white, put them into the cold Syrupe, then cover them, and set them on a soft fire, that they may but simper for two or three hours, then while they are hot put them into pots or glasses for your use. 

Imagine, if you will, a perfectly white room. Now run black siding along the creases of the walls. Scoop out overhead lights, draw out white light and encircle their molding with black. Set down a bed frame in the center of the room against the wall and build a bed from the inside out: mattress, white sheets, a black bedspread lacerated by a design of six white squares. Fluff four pillows in two layers, the slips curling with black lace and race off-tone stripes across the bulge of their faces. Rear from the floor a black wood table, an ellipse, glimmering in the light, and spin a black office chair into one corner beside a silver crane light. Opposite that corner heave a bureau, pinch out silver knobs from its firmament. Topple off its face enough black wood for a bowed chair and generate silver-white fabric in strips separated by black for the seat. Insert whatever else you will into the room but leave all the furniture in place, and float above the bed in its central location and behold the black and whiteness, the ink and possibility of this room, a brilliant cube floating through a television screen of darkness. Then take one pound of roses and array on the bed the pink and redness of their petals. Then take three pounds of sugar and place the sweetness in the mouths of two lovers and anoint their sweet, sticky bodies with one pint of rose-water. See one lingering phrase of color in a beach drained of life. 


Isn’t it a little program that we develop, a program we run each and every time? A collection of gestures and witticisms, calculated to make a girl laugh here, grow silent there, an algorithm that directs a kiss to the ear, a sip of wine, an I love you. The same jokes work on each new lover and the great paradox is that behind each stage of the program we run, we can have all sorts of feelings: a simple lust, disdain, curiosity, love? That we can hide the strongest emotions behind the most impersonal performances is a cause of both great consternation—to all women who catch sight of both an evening and matinee performance—and guilt, that one isn’t being entirely earnest with one with whom one might want to spend the rest of one’s life. Given all that, why do we do it? Because it works.


When the first night was over, Susan Sontag’s hand was on my chest and I could smell the glow of her hair. Just above the scaffolding of the blanket I could see her nipples, two rose petals stranded in an expanse of soft white. Walking around the rest of the day, I would stare wonderingly at impassive strangers, marveling that they didn’t come up and hug me or shout with me for how could they not know something so wonderful had just occurred.


Neither of us was ready, but I wanted to be inside her and to fill her up and see her belly grow, for what is a woman, but the promise of a child. I wondered if it were possible. I saw my friends, my family and acquaintances spread out before me like dishes on a table, in differently shaped bowls, squares, rectangles, circles, ellipses—filled with food of different tastes, textures, colors and smells. And I saw them all in relation to myself and Susan Sontag, plates, silverware, glasses and napkins set out by the conventions of etiquette.

To make all kinde of turned works in fruitage, hollow.

Take the strongest bodyed Sugar you can get, boyle it to the height of Manus Christi, take your stone, or rather pewter moulds, being made in three pieces; tye the two great pieces together with Inkle, then poure in your Sugar being highly boyled, turne it round about your head apace, and so your fruitage will be hollow, whether it be Orange, or Lemmon, or whatsoever your Mould doth cast, after they be cast you must colour them after their naturall colours. 

There was a party on the green. It was by the old church yard—whitewashed Puritan churches and bed and breakfasts surrounded a lawn crisscrossed by sidewalks. I was walking from a plastic bowl of ice, carrying a drink through crowds of Massachusetts college students, when I beheld Lady Flo for the second time. She was wearing a loose-fitting quilt-like bag which left her arms and shins bare, and was lying on her back, breathing to the beat of the music. Her glasses, little ovals, reflected the outdoor strobe light and were all misted over from the wet curiosity of her eyes. Around her shoulders was an afghan woven from reeds like a hula skirt. 


A girl stormed past me with others, the pimples of her buttocks visible below her jeans. Through the crowd, I saw Flo, the noise of people around me isolating her like the image in a picture frame. 


I walked determinedly, but unsteadily towards her. I sat down on the granite and turned my neck to look at her when she disappeared. I closed my eyes. Stravinsky was trying to pick up girls, he said his old girlfriend taught him to dance and he did it disgustingly—girls told him he was really something all the time. I was trying to ignore him, but then it was time to go and there he was, trailing listlessly behind me, when Flo leapt out of the shrubbery of a milling group and flung her arms against my chest. 


“I want to make you clothes!” she said. 


“What?”

“Let’s be friends, I’ll make clothes for you.”


I looked at her.


“What kind of clothes?”


“I don’t know—good clothes. Better than what you’re wearing. Just you have to wear whatever I give you.”


“Well, what kind of clothes do you make?” I asked, glancing at her skirt. “I can’t make any guarantees.”


Her eyes darkened.


“Whatever.”


It was as if she had unzipped a costume and fluttered out of it like a dove. I looked around me and ran after her winged form. I caught up and turned her around. She stood very straight and moved stiffly, recoiling from my touch.


“Okay. I’ll wear whatever you want. Make me clothes,” I said.


“Oh my god, yes!”

Flo took me by the hands and sat me down on the granite.


“Let’s talk—or not, I hate talking,” she offered

“So you cook, you make clothes…” 


“Actually, I mostly cook, I cook everything I eat. I just do clothes when I’m bored.”


“What—why did you decide—“


“I got tired of like, seeing three people wearing the same shirt every day. You wear my stuff and you won’t look like anyone else—that’s what you want right?”


She pulled out a silver case filled with Kools. She lit one and blew the smoke at the moon and the echoes of music above us. It was very film noir. 


“God, I fucking hate people,” she said, “See, I like you, we’re the same—we drink occasionally, but we hate being drunk. We smoke pot when we can’t deal with things and we want to forget. We use our walls as canvasses.”


I’d said nothing of the sort. She took another drag of her cigarette and pinched herself.


“What do you think about revolution?” I asked her, looking her in the eye because I thought, here was somebody. She looked down at her shoes. The laces had been removed.


“I don’t want to get hurt.”


We got hungry so we walked down a shady avenue where the houses came in rainbows and had New Orleans terraces. Flo lobbed a rock at one of the houses, breaking an old wavy glass window, and we clambered inside. 


“I do this all the time—it’s best for lunch. There’s nothing more satisfying than a stolen sandwich,” she said, shutting the fridge door. She laid out the mayonnaise and turkey, then handed me a plate.


“How would you feel about wearing a turban?” she asked, licking mayo off her wrist—“You want chips?”


I said that I thought that would be cool.


“Can I talk to you about art? I never get to talk about art.” 


I said I’d like that.


“My theory of art is that I want to make beautiful things ugly and ugly things beautiful.”


“Besides food and clothes what do you do?”


“Aren’t they art?” she asked, massaging her ears, “It’s just another thing. Life, art.”


She stood up and continued, as if she was reading off a cue card, “I want to destroy a beautiful landscape and create an antiworld of hellish beauty, leave it for everyone to see, for the sake of itself.”


I could feel my blood leaping like dying water droplets flung into a pan.


She opened up a drawer beneath the toaster and took out a knife. She raised it to her elbow and drew the blade down her arm. Her blood pulsated out of her wrist and flowed down the indentations of her dozens of scars, forming patterns like irrigation canals seen from the sky. 


“I want to transform the heavenly into the terrible,” she said to me and sunk to the floor against the cabinet. I called an ambulance—the wonders of infrastructure—and since I had no idea where she lived—and she proved unwilling to tell me—the next day I dropped her off at the rainy spot in the parking lot in front of Roses where I had first seen her.


“I just wanted to introduce myself to you,” she explained, “but I didn’t know how.” She handed me a pair of tight jeans, cut periodically in strips and a green and burgundy trench coat.


“Just keep me making clothes or baking or something,” she said, her eyes dry of any irony. “It helps.”


So I put her in charge of the kitchen, where she was in charge of me, Susan and Stravinsky. She fit into the mold of a cook with ease and seeming to age in years, reigned over the stove like a full-blooded monarch from another stage of history.


I opened up a new chapter in my book of leaves. 

II

For a paine in the ears, or deafnesse.

Take a hot loafe, of the bignesse of a Bakers penny loaf, and pull or cut it in two in the middest, and lay the middle of the crummy side to the middest, or to the hole of the ear, or ears pained, as hot as they may be endured, and so bind them fast together on all night, and then if you find any pain in either or both ears, or any noyse, put into the pained ear or ears, a drop of Aqua vit, in each, and then againe binding more hot bread to them, walk a little while, and after goe to bed; this done three or four dayes together, hath taken away the paine, hearing noyse in the ears, and much eased the deafnesse, and dullnesse of and in many. 
A

Fuck. 

Fuck.

Fuck.

What am I doing?

What the fuck am I doing?

Why am I pushing her away?

Why am I seizing on our differences—the few I know, the big one, religion—and suddenly bringing them into the open—why? To hurt her, to see if I can hurt her? Why did it feel so good when I said, I find it degrading, when I knew that she, reading it, might cry? Is it payback for all those times she wasn’t mine? Is it for my fears, that I need to prove I can hurt her, and that she’ll still come back? To prove I can make her prove her love for me?

Why is it even a question?

Why can’t I take a joke?

Sorry.

Sorry

Sorry.

Sorry.

Sorry.

Sorry.

B


What makes her love me? Is there a list I can go through, a backlog of conversations? Can I find in an index somewhere what she’s complimented me on? That’s sick. 


Can’t anyone love me for who I am? Not that they don’t, but I don’t let them. Why do you need her to prove her love? Why test her?


Inhaling, her head floated from my chest to my ear to my neck and she said, “I love that boy smell. I don’t know what it is, but it smells so good.”


I told one of Stravinsky’s jokes to her and she laughed and said, “I love you so much right now.” And I made a list, a recipe splattered with philosophy, stained with a sick humor, bile, crumpled by kindness, my smile, my Mediterranean eyes: follow the recipe, adding to it a vial of rainwater under the full moon—for what are recipes but tamed spells—and you get a me, another me who can take away my girl from me. And that other me already exists, I see him everyday in everyone, in someone’s grin, their blunders, their sunglasses, the way they take a joke, the way they spill the salt and pepper and crumbs, tomato sauce falls out of their sandwich, eyes glued to a book going through the former glass of an automatic door, his rage fills his shirt more violently than mine. I see ways my recipe might be improved and I see that others have already seen those ways. And I’m scared to death. And I want to hurt her.


Friend told me a story about a guy going out with this girl who saw a photograph of her former boyfriend who was so good looking that he broke up with the girl because he couldn’t compete with that. And the girl didn’t even talk to her ex anymore.


“I’m sorry but I don’t understand how you could possibly know that, that history is a progression. And on a personal level, I find it degrading that you think my love for you is part of some plan, some destiny, rather than a free act of my own.”


Thesis: Revolution is sexy.


Thesis: You gotta shake things up in a relationship—at some level.

C


“Boo, it’s not about knowing, it’s just what I believe. And I don’t understand why it’s degrading because maybe you and me were meant to happen, but that doesn’t take away from how much I love you or change anything. I don’t think you can have a destiny and make choices. We probably shouldn’t be arguing like this. We should wait until I were together.”


“I feel like crying for some reason and I don’t know why I’m putting you through this. When I kiss you, is it my love you feel, or god’s?

D


God is a surrogate for all my envies and jealousies and everything I doubt in her—but really doubt in myself because she is pure, I think.


I need the drama to write my stories for me. Look at me, I’m trying to find out what happens next, that’s why I’m doing it! Now that I’ve set my mind to a story, I can do nothing but go forward.

E


We met at a restaurant on Main Street and had our discussion in person. 
To take away the Spots, or red Pimpels of the face.

Take halfe a pint of raine water, and halfe a pint of good Verjuice, seeth it till it be halfe consumed, then whilst it boils fill it up againe with juyce of Lemmon, and so let it seeth a pretty while; then take it from the fire, and when it is cold put to it the whites of four new laid Eggs, well beaten, and with this water annoynt the place often. 

I remember this one time Stravinsky and I were filming a movie in our school library and he was the star. I wanted to get a close up, but he waved me away because he didn’t want the camera to pick up his acne.


I said, “Igor, every single day we sit here and stare at your acne and we don’t care then, why should it suddenly matter now that it’s on video? Look at my face, for god’s sake.”


Five years later, Stravinsky and I strode into the lobby of the Pierre Hotel in New York City. I was enjoying the sound of my boots against the marble, bouncing off the mirrors and gold. The long coated doorman had waved us into the revolving doors and we turned imperiously past the elevator operators, up the banister, around the corner, were seated in the frescoed Rotunda, served tea time snacks from a tall carousel. I slipped a folded paper into the hands of the waiter, asked him to transfer it to his manager. Stravinsky started to laugh.


My friend and I could talk so well together that I often forgot he was there. That summer I didn’t have a car and before we all started using public transportation, he drove me up and down the route from Philadelphia to Chesterton, over the C/D Canal Bridge, like a sail in the wind, past gun shops and water ice. We imagined life in the places we passed, listened to music and ignored each other. He learned that from me—when I’m used to a person, it’s as if I’m alone, they become disposable. I listened to him until I understood him and once I understood him, I became so used to him that to be with him—in that freedom—it was like a new silence. I’d saved him once by being there, now I was too much there to realize what was happening. Then I disappeared.


The manager came over and asked us to kindly leave the premises. I asked him why. He said he didn’t like the look of us. Stravinsky was red, stifling his laughter. I apologized for the mud on my boots, but I said I really couldn’t understand what his concern was. The manager pursed his lips and handed me a crumpled slip of paper. I took it in my hand and opened it up. Smudged black ink formed an exclamation: The Revolution is Here! 


Frowning, I passed it to Stravinsky. 


He frowned over it as well.


“Where’d you get this?” he asked the manager.


“Clark, over there, handed it to me, saying the two of you asked him to give it to me.”


“Well, I’m sorry for the misunderstanding, but I think you should talk to him again: I can assure you I didn’t give him any slip of paper, I gave him nothing, and that’s exactly what he’ll be getting for a tip as well,” I proclaimed insufferably, reaching across the table for the paper, and returning it to the manager.


He stared at us, at a loss for ideas.


“Well, I’m sorry to bother you.”


He started to walk away, signaling for poor Clark to follow. When the disappeared into the next room, Stravinsky high-fived me under the table. From his backpack he took out a brown paper bag and extracted from it two burgers from Wendy’s and fries. We drank the last of our tea, crumpled the burger wrappers on the table, then snuck up the curling staircase that overlooked one side of the Rotunda. Stravinsky held up the bag, while I emptied it over the railing: a sack of tiny papers, like raindrops bearing particles picked up across continents over lingering lengths of time, all of them reading: The Revolution is Here!

An Almond Candle.

Blanch Jordan Almonds, beat them with a little small Ale, and strayne them out with as much more Ale as you minde to make your Caudle of, then boyle it as you doe an Egg Caudle, with a little Mace in it, and when it is off the fire sweeten it with Sugar. 

1
The little details of the day are those that create a sense of interconnectedness, of fantasy, that take the days of the week in strips, swipe paste on their backs and lay them against the walls of memory. Some people take great pleasure in creating little moments that transform a day into something extraordinary. On the most ordinary of days, these people will leave flowers on library shelves, in alleyways, on school buses. These are the people who cause minor uproars by leaving fresh milk in glass bottles on the doorsteps of entire streets on spring mornings unannounced. These people take the transformative aspect of the theater and transplant it into the coldness of modern life. Is modern life cold? A tired notion perhaps, too many counter examples to accept it unequivocally. But drive by a shopping center near you and consider the tangle of roads that leaves well-kept, untrodden fields unapproachable to anyone but eyes behind the cage walls of car windows.


On the first day of summer, Stravinsky, Dalí, Dürer and I had a picnic on the median of a highway near the local mall. We laid down a pink blanket, brought a wicker basket of cold cuts and picnic equipment, played guitar, I wore a dress and we filmed it. We had a sign: “Honk If You Like Hugs.” We waved, smiled and shouted to drivers for about three hours. Then we brought out musical instruments. A week before, Stravinsky and I, driving around, had discovered an old Wurlizter piano on the side of the road. It was dusty, but surprisingly in tune and by its side was a padded piano bench bursting with old music books. We knocked on the owner’s door. She answered, a brunette in her early 30’s.


“We couldn’t help but notice you’re throwing out a piano? We were wondering if we could take it off your hands,” I said.


“Yeah, absolutely! We’re getting rid of it, it’s really old. Take it, it’s yours.”


She shut the door. A couple of friends and I hoisted it (barely) into the back of Stravinsky’s car and we deposited it on my lawn a few hours later. I played midnight keyboard (Goldberg Variations—2 AM—scattered yelling) for the next few days until the piano’s next adventure. The day of the picnic, we loaded the moldy piano into Stravinsky’s pickup and dropped it onto the median along with a snare drum, bass drum and ride cymbal. Dürer played guitar, I piano, Dali drums. We played for an afternoon and our numbers swelled. An Taiwanese violinist with luscious hair offered her services and frayed her bow with enthusiasm. A small audience gathered on the side of the road. 


I’d told Susan Sontag about our street theater aspirations the night before and called her that morning. We wanted her to sing and I kept checking my cell phone for her call. Finally it came: she said she drove past twice before parking in the Panera’s lot. She said she opened the door, but didn’t get out of the car. She was embarrassed. We were embarrassing ourselves, and I didn’t need to make fun of myself by wearing a dress. I thought of a lot of justifications for that dress, but I kept them to myself.


I closed the phone and as the music reached its height, I leapt up and ran into the street, my arms outstretched, into the oncoming traffic. A mom in a Honda Civic, driving with her girlfriend, slammed on her brakes and I drove my hands against the hood of her car. It pushed me back a few feet. The woman had a horrified look on her face, and her friend was turned around, checking to see that the leftovers in the back seat hadn’t spilled. Luckily, the cars behind her had enough room to stop themselves. Conscious of an entire highway of stopped traffic with their eyes on me, I strode up to the woman’s window and knocked against it. She fumbled for the button.


“The Revolution is Here,” I said to her. 


She was speechless.


I turned to the next car.


“The Revolution is Here.”


The next was a large family. 


“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”


“The Revolution is Here.”


I got high-fives, hand shakes, punches and spit. But most of all I got looks that said, I’m unsure. When I saw that they couldn’t tell if I was serious, I knew that I had a chance.


“The Revolution is Here.”


“What can I do?”

2


Susan Sontag and I went to a block party by her house a few nights later where guests helped themselves to wine. We lingered, underage, by the bottles.


“That pink stuff looks really good,” I said.


“You can try it, but I’m not going to,” she said as she walked away, checking to see if anyone had noticed her there. She did have to drive, but it was only a glass. 


We walked outside and sat down beside a few of her neighbors, girls a couple of years younger than us. 


“Hey, you’d think they’d notice if I went up and got a glass?” Susan asked them, leaning forward confidentially. I looked at her. Kaeley, sixteen, with the wispy blonde hair of someone who floats on the surface of the world, started to talk about how she had the key to her grandparent’s apartment and could get all the alcohol she wanted. Her trunk was loaded right now.


“Yo girl, what you got? Hard stuff?” asked Susan Sontag.


“Aw yeah, mostly hard stuff,” said Kaeley, “You want some—you wanna come over?”


“Girl, I would, but I got a curfew…”


I didn’t know why I was there, but I couldn’t be apart from her. 


Susan wants to be an actress, she wants to be on television, she’s been told she has a great personality for the screen. She bites her fingernails, worries about pooping and loves to make farting noises on my skin. I return the favor with licks to her bellybutton. We call each other when we go to the bathroom. 

Susan Sontag plays a different role every time I see her, a different role tailed to meet each person’s expectations. She caters to everyone in the room. She’s a terribly messy eater, she laughs at billboards and pedestrians with me, and we have done everything together for the past two months. She has freckles and loves to be loud and obnoxious, but she worries about kissing in public and confided in me that she doesn’t know what to do at parties. Every time someone mentions drinking she either talks about 

a) her wild New Years Eve party last year 

or,

b) that time she threw up drinking vodka, adding on the subject a wise word of caution. 

The first time I hung out with her we were both intimidated by what the other seemed to be. I wore glasses and she wore mesh shorts.  


I spent two months trying to discover who she was because I fell in love with her and that was the most important thing to me, to discover who she was. But once I thought I knew something about her, she became someone new: she was one person alone with me, another person with a friend, another in a group. Each Susan was like beautiful flower on a dying tree, one pristine and healthy, another shriveled and desperate.


Could she make it show business, like she wanted to? She wrote, but infrequently; she acted, but I didn’t know if she had the drive because both of us seemed more content to sit around and love.


I hated that she was going to try and make it in New York and Los Angeles and that I wouldn’t be there. I hated show business for its crassness. I hated her because she didn’t feel the revolution in her bones.


I love movies.


Film is both a litmus test and an instrument of the coming Cultural Revolution.

A Medicine that hath recovered some from the Dropsie whome the Physitian hath given over.

Take green Broome and burne it in some clean place, that you may save the ashes of it, take some ten or twelve spoonfulls of the same Ashes, and boyle them in a pint of White wine till the vertue of it be in the wine, then coole it, and drayne the wine from the dreggs, and make three draughts of the Wine, and drink one fasting in the morning, another at three in the afternoone, another late at night neer going to bed. Continue this, and by Gods grace it will cure you. 


Dream: There’s some kind of practice, event at the school—a play we’re all in, and we’re rehearsing outside in the field, and everyone from our old school is there, including this girl Simone de Beauvoir, or maybe it was Flo, whom I met once for coffee and talked about literature. We’d promised to do it again, but never did and finally we saw each other here, in that awkward state of platonic guilt.


“Hey, Simone,” I said.


“Oh, hi. How are you?” 


She was taller than me, and was looking down at me.


The practice went well more or less (strange—dancing—feet—ouch) and then I was walking with friends (Stravinsky, Verlaine, Duchamp) through the woods, Stravinsky was talking about some TV show: the play was at our old elementary school, in its secluded valley, and then we were walking up the road out of the valley. As we neared the top of the hill, a whole crowd of the smart girls with the insistent parents—Sappho, Woolf, and the rest—that whole crowd said hi, and I thought I saw a friend of mine, with long hair and an Indian disposition. I thought the girls were shouting at him so I ran up to him (Stravinsky was muttering to my friends, did they mutter back?) and hugged him bodily. But it wasn’t my friend Alfred Jarry at all, but a large stocky Asian woman. My friends laughed, I was sick of them, I fell in line with the girls, who I hadn’t seen in a while. I started talking to Woolf, pale and tall with a round face.


“You know that wasn’t Alfred Jarry, right?” she asked me. I still shaking my head over it.


“Yeah, I know,” I said, “Damn, we haven’t seen each other in forever. Next thing you know, girl, you’re gonna be sitting there, wanting for someone to talk to and then I’m comin ova.”


“You’ve changed a lot you know.”


“How?”


“Your voice. And you’re tanner that I’ve seen you. And you’re wearing mesh shorts.”

“A little bit, a little bit, I’ve changed,” I said, holding up my fingers. 

I turned away from her and fell back in with my friends until we came to the Main Street of the old town where Simone de Beauvoir’s wide old car was parked on the sidewalk. She was in the front and three guys were in the back, the one on the left was Sartre, a big drinker, large guy, who’d been dead for years, he was wearing eyeliner. I didn’t acknowledge them, but turned to Simone and her full lips, skewed eyes and chest. She was talking to Gertrude Stein, a tall, lithe girl with glasses, who was there, so I fell into the backseat. 


“What did you want to talk about?” Sartre asked me.


“I wanted to talk to Simone,” I said but what he heard was, “I wanted to talk about Simone.”


“That’s good, I’ve been wanted to talk to you for a while now,” he said to me.


“Okay, what about?” I asked, settling in.


“About you and Simone.”


“Look, you know, we just discuss literature and talk,” I said.


“But it can’t go on like that. It’s hard already for me to pay the rent and get her the things she wants. And I can’t ever talk to her about poetry—you’re outclassing me, you have to stop. I love her.”


His face was remarkable, with the largeness of it and his eyeliner. But Verlaine and Duchamp were waving at me, so I said I’d be right back and hurried across the street to meet Stravinsky, standing with the other two.


“Hey,” I said, running up.


“Dude, I can’t give you a ride,” he said, “I gotta go.” 

He was sorry, but his face was expressionless, and I wondered what drugs he was on, and what lay behind his tired, nova eyes. It had been four weeks since I’d hung out with him.

3


How do we live? Don’t we have jobs? We live the college life far from college. My parents send me money, they buy me essentials and I ignore them and concentrate on the art of fighting the system they’ve got working in their favor.  This is a learning experience for me. 

Susan and I hitched back into New Jersey to see my parents, get some money for our big plan—only Flo and I knew about it, I hadn’t told Stravinsky or Susan—and show my parents pictures, take their money and alcohol. As we hitchhiked, I played Socrates and let the driver discover that their own beliefs had truly revolutionary implications. Susan laughed. On the long waits between rides, we talked about the films of Spike Lee, which I had seen, which she hadn’t. They really spoke to me, represented an aesthetic ideal, a cultural touchstone, one that let me understand what black culture really was. I wondered if he were still making movies today, if the incendiary black movements whose pulse he felt could be enlisted in the larger Cultural Revolution. We could join hands the way the feminist and black movements had joined hands, the abolitionists with the chicks at Seneca Falls.


Susan and I went to Ocean City for a daytrip. She took her parent’s car (I refused to drive, but chipped in for gas) and listened to Fela Kuti from the speakers in the back because her front speakers were blown. Tanning on the beach we conversed on several topics:

· tanning

· the writing we wished to write

· the acting we wished to act

· the education of our children

· how to start a revolution

· how she hated getting lost

· how she wanted to act, how she was going to give it a shot in New York or LA, but if it didn’t work out…

· how to feed the hungry children

· how hungry we were

We walked along the boardwalk so hungry that eventually she broke down and we went into a suspiciously dim Italian restaurant and I ordered a crab cake sandwich with an abominable amount of tarter sauce at an exorbitant price. No cash for a real dinner after that. We played minigolf, shooting the ball over two holes at once, making out in the castle, and drove into Atlantic City for dinner, the grand light-lined highway waving us in, but she was nervous about driving in a city so we turned off the main road and parked at McDonalds. We were going to leave the car for an hour or so and she was okay with it until I mentioned the signs everywhere threatening fines and towing for unauthorized parking. I smiled at her. We ran into the shop next door. She raced through the sunglasses and handbags, then said she wanted to go.

“Already?”

Caesars, a marvelous multiple building compound, loomed in the distance and we made a halfhearted attempt to walk towards it, but Susan said she worried too much, all the time, about everything, and her car was back at McDonalds, why don’t we just go back and blow our thirty dollars on burgers, she said laughing.


We went in, but I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to say that McDonalds made me physically ill—did it really?—because I thought it was funny to order that much, but another side of me said that it was disgusting to waste like that, and another side didn’t want to say no to her ever, so I was silent, and then said I wasn’t hungry. She said she was sorry and we pulled out of the McDonalds and drove off towards home. We met no one at all in Atlantic City.


A few weeks ago a friend of ours died. He was riding a bike, swerved into the road, and was hit by an old woman driving behind him. He was wearing his iPod when he was hit. Of all the men and women with whom we’d gone to school, Truffaut showed some of the most promise. He dressed impeccably, won Best Hair, wrote for paying publications and had friends in Philadelphia and New York, was reviewing concerts while the rest of us were worrying about acne. Susan and I attended a Quaker memorial service for him as friends and family stood, one after another, and shared their memories of him. I wrote this, but never read it, because everyone there seemed to have known him far better than I:

When I’m at a loss for words, I look through my books. Because anything I could say wouldn’t be good enough, I first turned to Marcel Proust because Truffaut and I were this close to being Proust-buddies for our independent reading project in English class last year. Of course, we both chickened out in the end, but I lent Truffaut a copy of Swann’s Way, which he never returned, and which the his family may absolutely keep. And I’m sure somewhere in the three thousand page depth of In Search of Lost Time, there’s the perfect passage to read to you about death, but I haven’t read nearly enough Proust to know where to find it. So I turned to Richard Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy, his philosophical tract from 1621, because that has an excellent table of contents, and I looked under A consolatory digression, containing remedies to all discontents and passions of the mind, and further, for Death of Friends, and Otherwise. But nothing there really spoke to me as worth repeating because death is so completely unoriginal and there’s very little left to say about it in empty generalities. And thus, we’re left with specifics, and there are those who can impart to you thousands of shimmering memories of Truffaut, far more than I can possibly offer. So instead, I’m going to read to you a short poem by Jorge Luis Borges, more known for his short fiction than his poetry, but nonetheless, this is a very beautiful poem about how we can transcend those specifics and recognize the pattern of human experience and how in a thousand places every day, men and women and children can reflect to us, in some small way, something we remember of Truffaut. 

When my mother found out that he had died, she who had not even known him except through pictures and stories, burst into tears: “He was so beautiful.” I could not help but cry with her. Truffaut had always worn this pair of sunglasses, squarish, but rounded on the sides and bottom, with two silver beads on either side. Somehow I had the exact same pair and after he died I started wearing them because while I had spent years fuming over high school, he had fumed over high school and had, for all intents and purposes, escaped—had led a life beyond the pettiness of the classroom. I started listening to his music too.

That day at the beach with Susan Sontag, I was wearing those glasses and when we left Atlantic City having done nothing at all, having had no adventures of any sort—

“I think we should talk about our trip to New York, because you were afraid of getting lost in Atlantic City and my conception of our trip was that we could take a train up and take the subway around and get completely lost, find our way back, find secrets, have an adventure. And I feel like you would want to have a set of activities and…”

“No, that’s fine, I just didn’t want to drive around in a city, but if we take a train…”

 I didn’t know how to continue. I wanted to travel, I wanted to meet people, I wanted to break into people’s houses just to get to know them. We grew silent and having hours of car ride ahead of us, having nothing to do except to read the signs saying Stay Awake, then the ones that said Stay Alive—which seemed so hard at that moment—something burst inside me and all that had festered in me burbled forth. I was silent the entire trip home. 

As we turned into town, I felt the situation I had created all around me and I was disgusted. I wanted to say something, I knew I had to put a stop to this, but what?—so I let her take me to a burger place, letting her know with as few words as possible because I was afraid of what I might say if I started to speak.

We went in and I ripped a paper straw and picked at half a burger. I couldn’t think of how to begin, so I ran away to get a soda and came back. I thought of a way to begin:

“Where do you think you’ll be in fifteen years?”

“Married, I guess, living with kids, maybe an actress if…”—and right there, I knew that I was right. What was she telling me? I took from my bag my book of leaves and passed it to her and showed her how I’d written these little vignettes of our time together, sketched these little images, never explanations, they didn’t mean anything, but they were about her and us and the things she said and I said I thought she talked a lot of shit, but I didn’t want to talk about it like this, it was just things I was thinking about. And she started to cry. We walked around the shopping center, over the medians, through the parking lots, by the unfinished storefronts. I almost cried too.

I told her that I wasn’t annoyed, or angry. I was just uncomfortable and I didn’t know what to make of all the faces she was showing me.

“I know I’m a fake, phony, flakey person, and I’m sorry I can’t take you on an adventure,” she cried, “but you knew we were two different people when we started.”

“But at the most fundamental level, we are exactly the same.”

I thought of holding her and blowing air in her face, she blowing back, her cheeks puffed out—about all the touching we did and all the talking, how we loved to be tired with each other, how we were both so shaky, so very shaky.

She talked about the stage, about how she could be embarrassed in real life, but how she could do anything on stage. She wished she could be a whole person and be able to be who she wanted to be all the time, but she couldn’t and she was sorry. And I said the worst of it was that—and this was why I didn’t want to have this conversation here, not now—the worst of it was that I was the exact same way. I was all talk and no action, but rather than try to fit in like her or deal with the problems head on, I just sat silently and pretended not to be there.

I tried to put more thoughts into words and we spoke some more. I told her I wished we’d skipped out on the bill to that terrible lunch and gone off the boardwalk and explored the underground Ocean City. 

“You have to tell me that kind of thing then!”

I didn’t say that I wanted to have told her that kind of thing, but that I hadn’t thought of it then, same as her, and that’s what I really regretted.

She stopped and faced me.

“I have to know. Do you love me for who I am, or do you just want to be in a relationship? Because it all happened so fast, and it’s okay, but I want to know, because I really love you a lot…”

Her face was really red.

“And…” she said and she buried her face against my chest. 

I bent my neck and kissed her freckly hot forehead.

“It did happen fast,” I said and I wanted to say that it was a little bit of both, that I was curious about what a relationship was, what it meant, Ocean City has no underground, but more than anything, anything else I truly did love her.

“I love you, I love you so much and I would do anything for you,” and it was not only what I had to say, but what I wanted to say, and was also true.

We kissed. In her car, by the lake, windows open, sweat drenched, we made love.

“It was really lame to do that in a hamburger place,” I said and I was crying a little.

She laughed.


Later I learned that the sunglasses Truffaut had worn were Wayfarers. The internet told me that Ray-Ban Wayfarers are the best selling sunglasses in history. Audrey Hepburn wore them, as well as John Lennon, Bob Dylan, James Dean, Roy Orbison, JFK, Andy Warhol, Morrissey, Patti Smith, Elvis Costello, Jack Nicholson…


Dream: I left Stravinsky. I walked back across the sidewalk to Simone de Beauvoir’s car. Sartre was gone from the back seat, so I got in where he’d been sitting. I was staring at Simone’s headrest and her long windshield. The other two guys in the car were half asleep. It smelled like cigarettes.


Simone and I talked for a bit, about how protective Sartre was and then a call came through: it was Sartre himself. She gestured for me to answer the phone, so I leaned over to the front seat where the phone was mounted and started talking into it about everything.


“Look, you don’t have to worry. I realize that it may seem like you can’t give her things she needs and you wonder if she thinks someone else would be better for her.  And I know you love her, but there’s two kinds of love, two aspects to love. There’s the love for material things, the attractiveness of the person, the things they do, the faces they make, the things they provide. This is the love for the things they go out of the way to do for you. And then there’s the other kind of love—” I said, but I’d been going on for a while and didn’t even know if he was listening, there was no response on the other line, but I went on anyway, “—the ineffable love, the love that’s unreal, that makes no sense, that simply is there. It’s like unconditional love, and it’s something nothing I can do will take away, if it’s there. It doesn’t disappear because of the things that happen. And it’s rare and it’s wonderful and I hope you feel it. And I’ve only felt it once—twice in my life. And I don’t feel it for Simone.

“So, both of these two kinds of love combine to turn into true love, and that’s how it works. So I’m sorry I’ve been rambling so much, I don’t even know if you’re listening,” I said as my stomach gurgled and I heard the two guys in the back laughing, but I went on anyway, “but I know how hard it is to separate the two kinds of love, and how difficult it can be to tell if you both feel the same way about each other, and I’ve been that protective before, so I promise you there’s nothing between Simone and me. But you have to understand what I said about the kinds of love.”

As I was speaking, it was as if I were transported into a land of words where all that exists was what I had to say and what I was saying. I settled back into my seat. We were going down the highway. The two guys in the back were snoring. At a red light, Simone de Beauvoir looked at me.

“That was beautiful,” I wanted her to say. Instead, she looked at me and said, “Kiss me.”

I smiled.

“Okay.”

I unbuckled my seatbelt, leaned forward and cupped her head with my hands. I kissed her gently on her full lips, she gave me a little too much teeth and then she stopped when she heard a loud grunt from the back, her eyes opening.


The light turned green and I glanced at our two companions whose eyes may or may not have been open in slits.
To strengthen the Back weak or diseased.

Take the pith of an Oxes back, wash it in Wine or Ale, and beating it very small straine it through a course cloath, and make a Caudle of it, with Muskadine or strong Ale boyling it therein a few Dates sliced, and the stones taken out, and drink it first and last as warm as you can, walking well, but temperately after it. Toasted dates often eaten are very good for the same. 
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I wrote down in my notebook of leaves what had happened. And since she had seen it once before, I gave it to her again to read.

And we talked.

“Let’s talk to a homeless man about how he got where he is.”


“It’s going down.”


“And we should go in one of those cute little puppy shops if we see one. And it’s not planning ‘cause we don’t have to, and which one?—‘cause there’s so many.”


“Exactly. And we should walk by those crazy expensive cookie shops. Just for the smell.”


“I’ve always wanted to go to one of those, or just see one!”


“And we should definitely go into Soho. There’s those streets where it’s just one little shop of awesomeness after another.”


“Your story was incredible and I am incredibly lucky that you love me for some reason. I just used incredibly twice,” she said.


“Repetition is delicious.”


“Let’s go to one of those fancy schmancy hotels and just ride the elevators. That’s probably impossible with the doormen. Whatever. We’ll take ‘em.”


“Well, the doormen might let us in, but the best is if the elevators have the little guys who press the buttons for you.”


“I’d like to go to all the prime numbered floors, thanks.”


“Like give him a page and be like, ‘This be our route.’”



“So obnoxious.”


“And then at the end, give him a fruit basket or something.”


“Aw, that’d be sweet. Bring your tux and I’ll bring my pink dress and we can ride around Central Park in a horse drawn carriage.”


“Yes! And I can lay my jacket down at your feet so you won’t step in a puddle. Or someone else’s jacket.”


“Yeah, steal that shit.”


“And be like, ‘tis for a lady, have you no honah, suh?”


“Then just shout stuff and spit on the ground for effect.”


“We’d fit in then. I wonder if we pretended to be homeless, how much money we could make. Not that we’d do that for any length of time, but out of curiosity, would people just give us change?”


“Yeah, I was going to say. If we got any we should give it to another homeless person. We should buy them sandwiches.”


“Take orders for an entire block.”


“They would really like us.”


“Then we could be the king and queen, monarchs of a hobo nation. We could conquer the city!”


“You’d have to protect me if they get grabby.”


“With my cane.”


“You’ll have to protect me in general if we get lost when we go up, and soothe my worries and shut me up by kissing me, I guess.”


“Will do. I don’t think it’ll be too bad, I mean, I wasn’t going to have us shut our eyes and get off at some random subway stop just to see if we could find our way back. It’s just that if you have only vague destinations, it’s just more fun to get their circuitously.”


“Hey, as long as we don’t sleep on the subway.”


“I can promise that.”


I was so excited.
To make Snow.

Take a quart of thick Creame, and five or six whites of Eggs, a sauser full of sugar finely beaten, and as much Rose water, beat them all together, and always as it riseth take it out with a spoon, then take a loaf of Bread, cut away the crust, set it in a platter, and a great Rosemary bush in the middest of it, then lay your Snow with a Spoon upon the Rosemary, and so serve it. 


I called her but she didn’t come. I left her a message saying it would be the most romantic thing of all, it would give our life and death meaning in both, but she didn’t respond. I left her a message in which I talked about Heinrich von Kleist and how he took Henriette Vogel with him to the shores of a lake in 1811, and two gunshots were heard shortly thereafter. I told her about how Kleist wrote to his sister,

[I]t is incomprehensible to me how a human being can live without a plan of life… [W]ithout a life-plan, without a fixed purpose, always wavering between uncertain desires, always at variance with my duties, a plaything of chance, a puppet on the string of destiny—this degrading state seems to me so contemptible, and would make me so unhappy, that death would be preferable to my by a long way.

I left her a message saying an end like this would be a literary end. Kleist was a German Romantic, and he didn’t just write about strum und drang, he blew his brains out, he committed the most passionate, the most meaningful of love-acts: group suicide, an act that says, we’re better than this world and we know it—look at that we: the we means that it’s the ultimate knowledge that two people can share, that they will both die loving each other absolutely; I wanted her to see that, and to come with me, and to make a sensation with our deaths, because it really isn’t that hard to be remembered, there’s just a certain number of things to do, steps to follow, a recipe for remembrance. And like Kleist we could turn our lives into something other than empty, drained into words, pressed into a book like leaves, or wasted on beaches, shriveled by the sun. Our biographies would become part of history, and history would be our biography, our life story, because that’s what we want, for our lives to be historical, and history to be our lives. 


For us, history comes to an end when we die. 


I told her all that, even thought I knew the voicemail had stopped recording minutes ago, and then I went with Flo out into the field, where the corn was cleared away into a circle and in the center was a banquet table of thick and beautiful wood. The sky was blue, the corn green and yellow and the table was covered with a pale blue and white design of leaves and flowers. It fluttered in the breeze. On the table were six candles in a row, with silvery bases and a two candelabras among them. Four places were set, in perfect order, with service plate, salad plate, soup bowl, napkin—fish fork, dinner fork, salad fork—dinner knife, fish knife, soup spoon, oyster fork—butter plate, butter knife—water goblet, champagne flute, red wine glass, white wine glass, sherry glass. The knife blades were placed with the cutting edge toward the plate, the places were at equal settings along the table and the utensils perfectly balanced. Everything was perfectly aligned, exquisitely accomplished.


And Flo made us mountains of food: glazed ham, roast turkey, scalloped potatoes in a luscious cream sauce, valleys filled with peas, tureens of gravy and sauces, boxcars of bread, corn soufflé, and soups: a French Onion soup, a lobster bisque, and fish: red snapper, salmon encrusted with brown sugar on a bed of lentils, basmati rice with coriander, a forest of salads, ripe tomatoes, sliced, stalks of fennel, heads of cabbage and a cool, green lemony dressing, onions, whole carrots, and hard-boiled eggs. And there was more than we could possibly enumerate, but she had made it. The food was in heaps, filling the table on silver platters and intricate bowls. The table was huge and only set for four, the rest was taken up by a feast in as many colors as come in an autumn morning.


We seated ourselves, Flo and I. But before I had a chance to lift the old cutting knife, with its blackened blade and worn handle, and slice off a piece of golden, crisp turkey, we heard a loud beep and a click, which told us the plan was working, but the next step was coming too soon, and before we had a chance to say a word, from the bulge of the nuclear reactor rising above the cornfield where we sat like a giant decadent grey beanstalk came a flash of white light, a ring of fire, and as it seared our faces, we knew that we had finally accomplished something, brought something out of our heads and into the world, translated something abstract into some material, something we’d never been able to do before in our lives. Flo had thrown herself onto the table, and the last thing I saw was she, naked, lying in a mess of her own food, completely crisscrossed with scars, a network of lines that enlaced her entire body, a pattern of strokes and crosshatchings, where, over a lifetime, she’d tried to skin herself alive. And then the light came down with one last shining blade and cut her breasts again. 

But Susan Sontag was elsewhere. She was still alive. She was rosemary, under the weight of ash like snow.


I didn’t want to be happy. I wanted something worth suffering for.

FINIS.
�	 Translation by Christopher Hamilton.






