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Editor'sNote

he eclectic group of work you will find in these pages rep-
resents some of the best of the current American sensibil-
ity, adding vibrant colors to what has shaped, eroded and de-
veloped our landscape of ideas and history. By virtue of being
created by the vision of the graduate students of the Writing
Division of Columbia University, and specificaly this year's
editorship, we have become a consciously inclusive magazine.
We are proud to begin our two-part coverage of the recent
work of Dr. Noam Chomsky; here we have a transcript of his
lecture, The Clinton Doctrine, at the Village Gate. We are privi-
leged to include a story by American icon Joyce Carol Oates,
which succeeds in, what Flannery O'Connor thought the es-
sence of the short story, "a key gesture." We are pleased to
feature the poems of Yusef Komunyakaa and Rachel Hadas as
well as to begin the deliberate publishing of translations. Our
national literary identity, of course, includes a critical appro-
priation of the international. The work included here has a
natural shape together; if you read the issue from cover to
cover, you will join a topographical journey through the fan-
tastical history of childhood, across the expanse of the coun-
try, the scenery changing with the seasons, stopping at towns
on the left and right along the way. When the voice in the
poems and stories finds itself outside of the United States,
what you get is filtered through distinctly American eyes. We
are fortunate to be able to pass on to you the diverse perspec-
tives and styles collected. The issue would not be complete
without the work of Sarah Schulman and Bradford Morrow. |
also hope you find the artwork presented in these pages a wel-
come addition.
Our Spring issue will feature interviews with Dr. Noam
Chomsky and George Plimpton. Our poetry and fiction con-

test promises a specia energy as well, judged by Carole Maso
and Bill Matthews.
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Putting together this issue has been a pleasure in many
ways, particularly because of the generosity and responsive-
ness of al the contributors included here and the individuals
who made it possible. | would like to express my deep grati-
tude to Dr. Chomsky and his gtaff at the Massachusetts Insti-
tute of Technology for their consideration, Berit B.H. Ander-
son for transcribing the tapes, Joyce Carol Oates, Phyllis
Janowitz and other faculty at Cornell University, Bradford
Morrow, and Helen Schulman; many thanks to Bruce Mor-
row and David Paul at Information Gallery. Endless thanks to
Daniel Halpern, Stephen Koch, Suzanne Fox and this year's
editors and dtaff for their energy and friendship.

Airie Dekidjiev
Editor-in-Chief
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8 | How the Horned Toad Lost His Horns

Once upon a time, we toads and spiders and snakes and
birds and bees and coyotes and lizards had burrowed in
deep, as was our nature and wont to do, late during the au-
tumn of the year, and we slept and dreamed of the fine spring
ahead, and of the nests and lairs we would make when that
season came, and of the love and families that would be made
in those fine little homes, and were content. But it so hap-
pened that it didn't snow while we were fast asleep, and when
we came forth from our underground beds we found that the
land was parched, and that the arroyos were dry and the
streambeds were cracked. The coyote howled and the snake
hissed from fear. We none of us knew what to do, for we were
thirsty, and we understood that our babies would be thirsty,
too. Yes, we were not ashamed to admit to each other that we
were scared.

Now it so happened that there was one cottonwood tree
who was much older than any other living creature on the des-
ert floor. He was so ancient that no one knew exactly how old
he was—indeed, he himself had lost track of all the years that
had gone by since he first came up out of the sandy ground to
begin hisjourney upward toward the sun, and downward into
the deep, deep ground where his roots could drink. We de-
cided, al of us toads and bees and coyotes and the rest, that
we had best make a pilgrimage to this ancient tree, and ask
him what it was we could do to save ourselves and our unborn
babies. We traveled some several days together and arrived at
the home of this fine and venerable tree, and one brave coyote,
who was braver than the rest of us, approached the tree and
asked what had happened during the winter when all of us
were fast asleep beneath the earth? Where was the water to
run in the stream beds, why was the land so dry and cracked?

The ancient cottonwood beckoned the coyote to come and
stand in the shade he cast, and the coyote, though daunted,
did as he was told.

"I have seen much in my lifetime," the tree said. "l have
seen winters where there was so much snow that the earth was
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locked in ice and many of you who deep during the short days
of the year died because you could not make your way back
into the sun. | have seen summers so hot that even though it
snowed during the short days the water evaporated and was
carried away in the winds, and many of you perished with it. |
have seen a spring like this spring, too. And | know what you
must do to save yourselves. But it involves making a sacrifice
that never in the past have any of you been willing to make,
and thus | doubt seriously your ability to survive, and make
your nests, and have your babies, this year."

"What is it we must do?' asked the coyote. "I am sure
that whatever it is, we will be willing to abide by such a sacri-
fice, for what other choice do we have?'

"Never underestimate the power of vanity," the old cot-
tonwood said. "I will tell you what must be done, but as | say
| doubt any of you will be willing to do this thing."

The coyote sat in the shade, and listened quietly to what
the ancient tree advised. "There is a place in the mountains
near Jemez where buried deep under the crust of the earth is
a bountiful lake. To tap into this underground lake, either
the bee must sacrifice her stinger in order to pierce the earth,
or the bird must sacrifice his beak, or the snake his fang, or
the coyote his sharpest tooth, or the toad his horns, or the liz-
ard his tail. The earth at this place where there is the under-
ground lake of which | speak is so very hard it is like iron. Any
of these things—beak, fang, horn, tail, sharp tooth, stinger-
may pierce that solid rock and release the water beneath, but
it is understood that never again will it be of use to its owner."
And the cottonwood told the coyote where this sacred place
was, and bade the coyote farewell.

As the coyote made his way back tojoin the others, he told
himself that while it was not possible for him to give up his
sharpest tooth—because of course if he did he would not be
able to hunt, and what's more he would look slly and there-
fore be unable to maintain the feaful countenance necessary
to his station in life—there was no doubt that someone among
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them would be willing to make such a sacrifice. Otherwise
they would al surely perish.

And yet, when he recounted what the cottonwood tree had
told him, he was surprised to find that each of his fdlow crea-
tures in turn had reasons not unlike his own for being unwill-
ing to give up what it was that might save them all.

"Without my stinger," said the bee, "I cannot sting."

"Without my beak," said the bird, "l cannot sing."

"Without my fang," said the snake, "I cannot bite."

"Without my tail," said the lizard, "l cannot slither."

And just when they were al about to cry out for fear that
no one was going to be willing to make the sacrifice necessary
to save them, the horned toad—whom none of them had ever
had much use for, given how harmless and ugly he was—stood
forward and said, "l have something to lose as well, if | lose
my horns. Although a horn is useless to sting with, useless for
singing and dlithering, useless for biting, without it my name
will make no sense, and | like my name, because my name is
what makes me Me. All my fathers and mothers before me
have gone by the name of horned toad, and so it is | would
want to continue to be known. But if we can agree that even
without my horns, | will gill retain my heritage and my name,
I will make this sacrifice in order to bring water back to the
land."

And it was solemnly agreed that day that this was how it
would be. And al of us, coyotes and bees and lizards and
snakes and birds alike, were grateful to the horned toad for his
gesture of faith and kindness. To this day, his name has not
just remained the same as it was from the beginning of time,
but has become more beloved for the sacrifice he made which
enabled us that spring to drink, and see the desert bloom, and
make our nests and lairs, and find our mates and bear our
young.

Indeed, we've come to respect and love the horned toad so
much that we don't see him as being ugly anymore. To our
eyes he is as beautiful as any flower. He is as revered as the
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cottonwood. He is as important as the rain which fals on our
grateful heads from time to time as the spring moves to sum-
mer and the summer gives way to fall. His fate is our fate, our
friend, our family.

And so now, dear and gentle reader, you know how the
horned toad lost his horns. | hope you enjoyed hearing
this story as much as I've enjoyed telling it to you.



RACHEL HADAS

The Wolf in the Bed

From when you till could see,

dear heart, do you remember

the print beside your bed?

Dore's "Red Riding Hood":

the wide-eyed little girl

shares a pillow with the bonneted

beast. Recall the sidelong

look that links the child

and the companionable shaggy monster
snuggling beside her.

Blankets pulled to their chins

conceal the tangled matters underneath:
a secret region, shadowy deep forest
through which a covered basket

is being carried, bread and wine

and books to the sick one's bedside.

You are the girl in bed beside the beast
or you're the grandmother, | visit you—
but no, it is my mother who is dying,

in bed with you, both breathed on,
crowded and jostled by the restless walf.
And | arrive there and climb in beside you
(the wolf makes room for me a little while)
and gingerly, so as not

tojar your various lifelines,

cradle you in my arms, too late, too late,
and read you stories of children

walking unattended through dark woods.

Problems of Summer

Sleepers dream a dream of winter guilt
and restoration pressed into the skin,
then peeled to purple petals by the wind.

Mauve of magnolias, scarlet poppies—
unless we're blind, we pay
green currency for summer's

magical gilding of the instant
with a silken substance

no sooner touched than ravelled, stained, and broken.

From winter's tunnel we yawn awake
only to turn immediately back
and trace the shadowgraph, articulate

the gossamer involvement of the sun-
lit world and its sullen twin.
Underneath July's embroidery

the calm inhabitants
of darkness wish to know
whether we really think

the sunlit knife dlicing the world in half
is a brand-new invention.
Though under their deep coverlet of green
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there is no need for them to speak again,
such wearisome obligations
being over now and done,

they condescend to say:
Dark wings spread
over our summer too.

SOPHIE CABOT BLACK

August

A doe puts her nose to sky: stark hub
Around which the second cut of hay spins
Into one direction. A man rests

Against the fence, waiting

For the last minute to turn home. By heart
He knows the tilt and decline of each field,
His own faulty predictions. The well

Hoards its shadow while a raw haze gluts

With harvest, with guessing rains, presses
At the temple and wrist. The pastures, tired
Of abiding, begin to burn. Gold takes over,
Loose, unguarded. Cows stay deep

In the chafe of underbush; reckless leaves shawl
The edges, unaware of the sap that will send them down.



JOYCE CAROL OATES

Fever

H er elderly lover with his fat packet of traveller's checks
like Monopoly money: the pale blue ink, the tall inno-
cent numerals. On their honeymoon he took her to Mexico
City, he took her to Rio deJaneiro, Sao Paulo, Caracas on the
sea where she got sick. She remembers faces dark as stained
wood, eyes moving on her. Flying roaches. Something pan-
icked in her hair. And all the church bells. And mescalitos in
dirty glasses. Those cobblestones in the Plaza that shot spikes
of sunlight deep into her head though that was not the morn-
ing she got sick.

He speaks in Spanish to the doctors, voice low and rapid,
edged with anger. In English to her. Stroking her wrist, her
forearm, the hot dry skin that hurts. He is certain she will be
strong enough to leave the hospital in another few days, by the
end of the week surely, he will remain by her bedside, he will
protect her. Of course she is not going to die: not when he
loves her so! Stooping over the bed to kiss her, lips warm and
parched as her forehead. My sweet, sweet girl. My lovely girl.
She believes him, it is only the fever that tells her he lies.

The doctor with the smooth seal's head, soft corpulent
slow-moving body, very dark flirtatious eyes. He is chief of
medicine at the hospital, an important man, a man of author-
ity, called in hastily to make a diagnosis. He commandeers the
taking of blood, a procedure that gives much pain. He is
brusque, courteous. Some sexual interest perhaps. In Spanish
he and her elderly lover discuss her case for a very long time,
also they quarrel about the hospital accommodations, she
must have a private room and they have put her in with an-
other patient, what is to be done?
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She is too sick to turn her head but finally she turns her
head, sees the other bed, the figure with a great bloated stom-
ach, aface that appears to be bloated as well, tangle of clotted
gray hair, eyes showing a sickly crescent of white. She had not
known if the labored breathing was her own or another's and
even now she is not certain if it is her own or the other
patient's, but at least here the terrible white glare of noon is
muted, cross-hatched on the ceiling.

After a while they bring a screen to set between her bed
and the other. This is the best we can do, her lover says, for
another day or so.

My sweet, sweet girl, he whispers. My life.

Skinny Americano, hair like broom sage, impurities in the
blood. In the emergency room the glare stayed with her
though she kept her eyes closed. They worked in Spanish, they
took off most of her clothing without her consent. She fainted
again and revived. Something was taped to her chest, her
heartbeat suddenly monitored, a rapid bleeping that alowed
her to understand she was no longer responsible. A needle
poked and jabbed in her arm, in the back of her left hand,
something came stinging into her blood and set her dreaming.
She was in a small boat made of aluminum. Drifting, bobbing.
A warm current in a sheltered cove. Her lover on shore, straw
hat, shirt outside his trousers like Lawrence in Italy, photo-
graphed squinting in the terrible sun. Her lover lifting a hand
in greeting or in farewell.

You know | love you, he says, scolding. You know that.

They were introduced at a rooftop party in Chelsea to
which she'd come without having been, in the strictest sense,
invited. His handshake was hard, warm, dry, practiced. Later
that evening he told her he was an importer of goods from
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Latin America—fabrics, animal skins, reptile hides. At one
time, he said, he'd known a fair amount about economics;
he'd traveled for the State Department, served on a subcom-
mittee for the World Health Organization. But that was a
long time ago, he said. The U.N. has changed a good deal. He
smiled at her. He asked if she remembered Adlai Stevenson
and she hesitated just a beat too long before saying, Of course.

On their second evening together he showed her several
Polaroid snapshots of his wife, who was dead. A handsome
woman with straight graying hair brushed behind her ears,
heavy eyebrows, the lower part of her face tensed against smil-
ing as if she guessed a smile might outlive her. She wore a
sweater, slacks, she was sitting in a wingback chair in front of
shelves of books; a pair of half-moon reading glasses dangled
from a silver chain around her neck. How did she die seemed
the wrong question, when was perhaps more appropriate. He
said at once, The nineteenth of March, in a voice that showed
no emotion, but he seemed for an awkward moment to have
forgotten the year.

Yes she'd do 'ludes, Benzedrine, a little coke when they
were available but it wasn't her style to make inquiries, it cer-
tainly wasn't her style to prowl the back streets and fly-blown
cafes. That was the difference between picking up a telephone
when it rang and going to the trouble of making a call your-
f.

(The last time she'd telephoned anyone, it was her mar-
ried older brother out in St. Louis. She wanted to wish him
happy birthday but he interrupted rudely to ask who she was
with now, not to trouble giving a nhame but who was it, and
she was too surprised to be hurt, she said, Why do you talk to
me like that?—it's someone who respects me. Someone who
loves me. Yes her brother said, but who this time?)

She hadn't meant to be unfaithful to him but there was a
clumsy sweaty afternoon with an American in Maracaibo, in
business, as he said, running cocaine up to Miami by way of
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Santo Domingo. Every serious American you see down here is
in business, he told her. Big-shouldered ex-Michigan boy,
burnt dark as an Indian, hair bleached white by the sun. He
flew up north alone. Every ten, twelve days, depending. Twin-
propeller Cessna owned by a friend. Maybe she'd like to come
along with him on one of his runs, he said.

By moonlight, he said, it's al beautiful.

Her elderly lover, white-haired, hair parted rather low on
the left side of the skull. Eyes the color of pewter. Intelligent,
watchful. Long nose, big flaring nostrils, threads of vein close
to the surface of the skin. He wears slk monogrammed shirts
bought in London, New York, Hong Kong, Rio. That straw
hat with the freckled band. A white linen suit, flower in the la-
pel, trousers with a perfect crease though he has complained
of the laundry service at the hotel. In Mexico City when they
were becoming acquainted she said, Maybe | could...? reach-
ing out to touch him, to caress, her fingers pretending to be in-
expert, but he wasn't as drunk as she and he seemed offended.
No, he said. No redlly. Redly. I'm quite al right. In fact he
isn't elderly, he is only a few years older than her father, the
giff white hair is deceiving.

Though they tell her otherwise she knows that the patient
in the other bed is dying. Dying behind the screen. A harsh
wracking cough through much of the night, each inhalation of
breath audible. The smdll of intestinal gas. Near dawn, a bab-
ble of Spanish, muttered prayers to the Virgin.

No one is dying, her lover says.

He says, Youll be out of here soon.

But her sheets are damp. Thereis a close stale smell of un-
derarms, crotch. A taste of rotted citrus fruit, like mescal gag-
ging in the throat. Her lover is reading the Financial Times,
spending minutes on each page. He wears a small signet ring
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on the third finger of his right hand. There are hairs in his nos-
trils, in his ears. The eyebrows heavy, shaggy, gray-white. A
kindly man. Patient. Except when he is angry, except when he
is displeased, the incompetence of airline personnel, the in-
competence of hotel saffs, telephones that fal to work prop-
erly, white sauces curdling to yellow, martinis with too much
vermouth and chips of fast melting ice cubes. No one is dying,
he tells her. Lowering his voice, he tells her, in English, in En-
glish which sounds so wrong here, and so unlikely a vehicle for
truth, The old woman has a condition of the spleen but she
isn't dying, they will move her to the intensive care unit if she
gets worse. He removes his glasses, stares at her, smiles. Eyes
like small coins. But does it really distress you? he asks.

Later that day a priest comes to visit with the woman in
the other bed, accompanied by an elderly woman in black.
The priest's voice is singsong, swaying, nasal. Prayersin Latin
and Spanish, so melodic she sits up sharply in her bed, wants
tojoin in, want, wanting, hard and sudden as sexua desire.
She can see only the top of the priest's head, when he leaves
she sees that he is young, with olive-dark skin, moist dark
hooded eyes, creases bracketing his mouth. Behind the screen
the women whisper together. Perhaps they are weeping. Or
quarreling. Or still praying.

The days pass, al days are one, the cathedral bells, the hot
sunlight cross-hatched on the ceiling, one of the young nurses
helps her with the bedpan, her mind drifts off thinking of her
mother, her mother with her in the hospital when she was a
young child, she'd been operated on, tonsils removed, her
mother stood in the little lavatory running both faucets hard,

saying, scolding, You have to or they'll put a tube in you there
and that will hurt.

Her elderly lover was trying to place a call to New York
City, he'd been trying for forty-five minutes, she stood bare-
foot, in her underpants and a white cotton T-shirt, a child's
gloating face in the bathroom mirror edged with pink-toned
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light bulbs like a dressing room mirror, shaking one, no two,
chunky pills on her palm: the big Indian-dark boy from
Michigan'd said, Sometimes your head gets so strange down
here you need to forcibly put it right: and he was right.

Benzedrine chatter so silky fine and light, bubbles rising to
the surface and bursting, popping, but softly, no vile smell to
them. Sometimes it passed for coquetry, sometimes for
"youth." She cut half her hair off with a razor, singing the
Villa-Lobos piece for soprano, wordless, eerie, though maybe
corny, she wasn't to judge. Fast pulse, lights going on behind
the eyes. She was the prettiest girl again and al the church
bells in Caracas rang for her.

A chunky white pill, swallowed down with tepid Perrier
water. Bottles of it in the suite. Don't use their glasses unless
you wash them yoursdf, someone had said. The boy from
Michigan said, You can get so sick down here you'll wish you
could die. He said, grinning, staring at something in the air,
You'll wish you'd never been born.

She was thinking of a nubby fabric on a sofa in her par-
ents' house. Rough, fuzzy, sandy, the touch of it made her
shiver with revulsion, a touch of nausea. She was five years
old, six or seven, watching hersdf approach the sofa, watching
herself reach out, the right forefinger, the quick despairing
touch, but it had to be more than smply a touch, to punish
herself she had to rub the fabric in a hard circular motion, she
couldn't run out of the room if she failed to do so.

The boy from Michigan wasn't a boy, hadn't lived in
Michigan for fifteen years, there were folds of fa around his
waist, and his underarms and crotch smelled. Tiny worms of
dirt on his massive forearms, on his fatty chest, beneath the
kinky hairs, rubbed loose by her fingers. He asked her about
her elderly lover, who he was, how much he was worth, was he
the kind of American from whom, for instance, one could bor-
row money?—but she said she had no idea. Most of the ques-
tions drifted by like the harmless insects everywhere in the air,
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after a while you don't trouble to look, and why trouble to kill,
another two or three take its place. The boy from Michigan
confessed he'd done time in Tampa on a "technicality." Hf-
teen months but they let him out in nine, good behavior and
work credits. The prison was so overcrowded there were beds
in the gym, rows of beds with maybe three feet between. Noise
and stink, the black guys were naturally the worst, Haitians,
Puerto Ricans, other kinds of spies, they had them all.

He had buddies, though, contacts, who'd done time in the
local prision here. But he wouldn't depress her with the stories.

Her elderly lover is impotent, it is the fault of certain pow-
erful pills he must take to regulate his heartbeat and his blood
pressure, in truth it seems not to make him unhappy, it is to
give pleasure and not to take that excites him: ah, excites him

|
- Flush-faced and trembling, calling her his beauty, his
sweet, sweet girl. He embraces her narrow hips. Presses his
mouth against her: ravenous, ecstatic. My lovely girl. My life

Thee | wed. Thee, | wed.

She hates what he does to her, in truth she hates what they
al do to her, heat running in shivers through her body, spikes
of hot bright splashing sunlight that strike her brain, the sobs,
the shrieks, the gripping of a lover's shoulders, head, hair, ges-
tures that seem significant but are not. It is all sensation, not
pleasure. Nerve endings, not love.

And afterward the small boat drifting. Drawn by the cur-
rent, any current. Bobbing. Rudderless.

The other patient died in the night. The woman with the
great bloated belly, the bloated face. It cannot have been
imagined that her body was put on a cart, carried away.
Much whispering. Much commoation. A blaze of lights, delir-
ium. It cannot have been imagined for in the morning, now,
the bed is neatly stripped, the mattress folded back, even the
screen has been removed, only the foul odor remains.
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Fever sores on her lips, eyes gummed with mucous. The
pretty little nurse with the gold studs in her ears and one gold
tooth is too lazy to keep her clean, afew hasty swipes with the
sponge, the water is scummy, gray with soap, hairs floating in
the basin. Her skin is so sensitive even the air hurts.

He has paid for her death beforehand. For the air ship-
ment of her body back to the States.

Amber liquid stinging into her vein. Tiny plastic tubes.
Deep in the vein at the elbow, the soft inside of the arm. She
will not tell him to contact her family because she has no fam-
ily because they have set her adrift, they have taken back her
name. The baptismal certificate is theirs. They have erased
her name. It is really not important, in fact she rarely thinks of
it, the error in judgment in telephoning her brother is not in
character, not realy her style. No it isn't important, at age fif-
teen they bored her, wearied her, made her rude, they
couldn't help it perhaps and neither could she, there is no one
up north to accept the body, sign for it, the refrigerated unit of
the airplane, the plastic body bag, the aluminum crate that
might contain anything, anything—Ileather goods, animal
skins, reptile hides, Venezuelan shawls and blankets, pottery
carefully wrapped. But no one a the other end to sign: it
might become a diplomatic issue of a minor, technical sort. It
might be notes in the New York Times, in an inch of type.

A thought strikes unexpected like sunlight on broken glass
in the gutter or reflected in a stranger's curved black plastic
sunglasses. Or from the gold of a high cross, a blue like flat
blue wrapping paper beyond. A thought can be a spike driven
into the brain so she said quickly, | never would have thought
that adults could be lonely, when | was a child. It was a
thought | never would have had. He said nothing so she tried
again, her breath a little short, 1 never would have imagined it
was the same, when you're a child and so helpless and when
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you're old, older I mean, did you think it could be the same?—
her words coming too fast and shallow. They were walking
hand in hand through a crowded plaza. A handsome older
man in a straw hat, white linen suit, silky beige shirt open at
the throat, his young woman beside him, his prize. He hasn't
heard what she said, he squeezes her fingers, apologizes, asks
her to repeat. | was a thousand miles away, he says.

Hot dazed dreams of the cathedral bells! Noisy celebration
in the sky! Here it is still, the old woman is gone, fluid drips si-
lently into her blood, a beat a beat a beat, perfectly timed to
her heart. Her bowels have drained away and she is light as a
husk.

She spoke of the old woman, in fear, in a cold teeth-
chattering fever panic, but her lover explained that she was
mistaken. Carefully he explained that she was mistaken. The
woman had not died: she'd simply been transferred out, at his
request.

So at last we have our private room, he said, smiling.

She is aone, she has been I&ft to die in the stink of her bed.

No, her lover has returned for afternoon visiting hours.

He sits in a chair by the window, in the wan fresh air.
Reading a paperback book. Studying the financia section of
the New York Times. Face creased with dissatisfaction, nostrils
offended by the rotted citrus smell in the room, in the sheets.
He is not really ederly, the 4iff white hair is deceiving, parted
so low on the left side of his skull. He has a very long time yet
in which to live.

She blinks her eyelashes free and sees that he has been re-
garding her over the tops of his half-moon glasses. A long leve
stare. In her cranked-up bed she is higher than he but it is an
effort to look at him, as if she were looking up a vertical plane.
He says in his courteous voice, Are you awake, dear?

What are you looking at? he says.

YUSEF KOMUNYAKAA

Five Points

| am that boy
sneaking around corners
of the Old Brewery.

In this Fagin world
of have-nots, | haven't
seen the sun

for a week. In our cellar
each breath's borrowed,
but we're lucky

because there's only seven
of us in aroom. | heard
about a girl stabbed

to death for a penny
she begged, & her corpse
lay in a corner

a least five days
before someone buried her
beneath the floor.

Yes | kiss the good book
each time | make it back.
My feet divine
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an invisible path around
the rookeries—Canal Street,
Park Row, Broadway—

memories of that ship
rock in my body, still
driving the blood.

My father's the best
blacksmith in town,
but since emancipation

he can't touch an anvil
or forge. My mother
begs me not to go

into the night streets
for a half loaf of bread.
| am worth sixty

or seventy dollars
to gangs calling themselves
blackbirders, slinking

in the shadows to shanghai
agirl or boy like me
to sell down south.

I'm not afraid of the boat
on the East River,
as if the moon

in the boy's belly
pulled it here. Mother-
wanted father to use

a knife on my spinal cord,
but | showed them | can
walk sideways.
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The Price of Blood

after T.S. Nobl€e'spainting

The planter's son now hates
the part of himself he loved
more than anything.

You can see the faded image
of The Sacrifice of Isaac
bleeding through.

Could | stand there & listen
to a mockingbird mimic betrayal
in the Chinaberry tree

outside that big window they face?
Now there's money for gifts.
Maybe the son's thinking

of what Aesop said to Xanthus
about the caged bird. With
a hand on his hip,

he's doof, cocky as his mother.
Pyramids of gold on the table
bal ance this scene.

Holding the bill of sale
in his hands, the dave trader
could be a circuit judge,

preacher, or undertaker.
The planter's averted eyes
take us to Colonel Tom

dead on the floor in Langston's
Mulatto. Cora's standing beneath
the Chinaberry tree

with her head bowed, gazing
at a sign in the dust: Aurora's
grasshopper on an anthill.

Where's the wife,
in the music parlor listening
to their daughter play

Schumann's "Auf einer Burg"
so light it creeps through
the walls? Flinching,

the son puffs up his chest like a banty
rooster, determined not to cry out
as he holds back the sun.
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ANNE CARSON

The Autobiography of Red

I.JUSTICE

( ;eryon1 had learned about justice from his brother quite
early. They used to go to school together.

Geryon's brother was bigger and older and on the way to
school he walked in front sometimes breaking into a run or
dropping on one knee to pick up a stone. Throwing, he
laughed and was free. Stones make my brother happy,
thought Geryon and he studied stones as he trotted along be-
hind. So many different kinds of stones, the sober and the un-
canny, lying side by side in the red dirt. Geryon would have
liked to stop and imagine the life of each one. Now some of
them were sailing through the air from a happy human arm,
what a fate. Geryon hurried on. Arriving at the schoolyard
was aways a moment of unreality which Geryon kept out of
him by focusing hard on his feat and his steps. Children
poured around him and the intolerable red assault of grass
and the smell of grass everywhere was pulling him towards it
like a strong sea. He could fed his eyes leaning out of his skull
on their little connectors. He had to make it to the door. He
had to not lose track of his brother. These two things.

! Geryon is one of the legendary nemeses of Herakles. "Geryon was all red,"
Anne Carson writes, "with wings. This must have been hard for a lad (I
thought) and so | wrote about it."
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The school was a long brick building aligned on a north-south
axis. At the south end stood the main door through which al
boys and girls must enter. At the north end lay the kindergar-
ten, a large round room with windows facing onto the back
yard and surrounded by a hedge of highbush cranberry. Con-
necting the main door to the kindergarten classroom was a
corridor. To Geryon it was severa hundred thousand miles of
thunder tunnels and indoor neon sky slammed open by giants
whose voices went looping as sweet as carsickness down the
long winds of that simple hall. Hand in hand on the first day
of school Geryon was led across this adien terrain by his
mother. And then his brother performed the task day after
day. But as September moved into October an unrest was
growing in Geryon's brother.

It wasn't just the aggravating fact that Geryon could not re-
member the way to his kindergarten classroom by himsdf,
Geryon had always been stupid. But the look in his eyes made
aperson fedl strange. Just take me once more I'll get it this time. His
eyes were like a place you could fdl into and never come back.
Supid, said Geryon's brother and Ieft him.

Geryon had no doubt that stupid was correct, in fact he had ex-
pected something stronger. But when justice is done the world
drops away. He stood on his small red shadow and thought
what to do next. The main door of the school rose in front of
him. Perhaps he could—staring very hard inside himself with
a sensation of beams swivelling, Geryon made his way
through the fires in his mind to the place where the map
should be. Instead of a map of the school corridor there was a
deep glowing blank. Geryon's anger was so sudden and so to-
ta that the blank caught fire and burned to the ground.
Geryon ran.

Geryon began to go to school aone. He did not approach the
main door at all. Justice is done out of strangeness. He would



32 | The Autobiography of Red

make his way around the long brick sidewall of the building,
past the windows of the seventh grade classroom, the fourth
grade classroom, the second grade classroom and the boys
washroom to the north end of the school and position himself
in the bushes outside the kindergarten. There he would stand
without moving until someone inside noticed him and came
out to show him the way. He did not gesticulate. He did not
knock on the glass. He waited. Small, upright and terrible he
waited, gripping his new bookbag tight in his right hand and
touching his lucky penny inside his pocket with his left, while
the first snows of winter floated down on his eyelashes and
covered the branches around him and silenced all trace of the
world.

. EACH

Like honey is the sleep of thejust. When Geryon was little he
loved to sleep but even more he loved to wake up. He would
run outside in his pajamas into the first revolution of the day.
Hard morning winds were blowing life bolts against the sky
each one blue enough to begin a world of its own. The word
each blew towards him and came apart on the wind. Geryon
had always had this trouble with certain words. A word like
each, when he stared at it, would disassemble itself into sepa
rate letters and emigrate. The space for its meaning remained
there but blank. The letters themselves could be found hung
on branches or furniture in the area. What does each mean?
Geryon had asked his mother. She never lied to him. Once she
said the meaning it would stay. His mother answered, Each
means like you and your brother each have your own room. He clothed
himself in this strong word each. He spelled it at school on the
blackboard (perfectly) with a new piece of chalk that fdt like
red slk in his fingers. He thought softly of other words he
could keep with him like beach and screach. Then they moved
Geryon into his brother's room.
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It happened by accident. Geryon's grandmother came to visit
and fdl off the bus. The doctors put her together again with a
big silver pin. Then she and her pin had to lie still in Geryon's
room for many months. So began Geryon's life of nights.

Before this time Geryon had not lived nights just days and
their red intervals.

What's that smell in your room? asked Geryon.

Geryon and his brother were lying in the dark in their
bunkbeds Geryon on top. When Geryon moved his arms or
legs the bedsprings made and enjoyable PING SHUNK
SHUNK PING enclosing him from below like a thick clean
bandage.

There's no smell in my room, said Geryon's brother.

Maybe it'syour socks. Or tliefrog didyou bring thefrog in? said
Geryon.

What smellsin hereisyou Geryon.

Geryon paused. He had a respect for facts maybe this was one.
Then he heard a different sound from beow. SHUNK
SHUNK PING PING PING PING PING PING PING
PING PING PING PING PING PING PING PING PING
PING PING PING PING PING. His brother was pulling on
his stick as he did most nights before dleep.

Why do you pull on your stick? Geryon asked.

None of your business let's see yours, said his brother.

No.

Bet you don't have one.

Geryon checked. Yes| do.

You 'resougly | bet it fell off.

Geryon remained silent. He knew the difference between facts
and brother hatred.
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Show me yours and I'll give you something good, said Geryon's
brother.

No.

Give you one of my cat's eyes.

Noyou won't.

I will.

Don't believe you.

Promise.

Now Geryon very much wanted a cat's eye. He never could
win a cat's eye when he kneeled on cold knees on the basement
floor to shoot marbles with his brother and his brother's
friends. A cat's eye is outranked only by a steely.

And so they developed an economy of sex for cat's eyes. Pull-
ing the stick makes my brother happy, thought Geryon. Don't
tell Mom, said his brother. Voyaging into the rotten ruby of the
night became a contest of freedom and pleading and bad logic.
Comeon Geryon.

No.

You owe me.

No.

| hateyou.

| don't care.

I'll tell Mom.

Tell Mom what?

How they don't like you at school.

Geryon paused. Facts are bigger in the dark. Sometimes then
he would descend to the other bunk and let his brother do
what he liked or else hang in between with his face pressed
into the edge of his own mattress and his toes balancing on the
bed below but his legs got cold this way.

After it was over his voice got very kind.
You're nice Geryon I'll take you swimming tomorrow ok?
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Then Geryon would climb back up to his bunk and recover his
pajama bottoms and lie on his back. He lay very straight in
the fantastic temperatures of the red pulse as it sank away and
he thought about the difference between outside and inside. |
have to keep the inside good, he thought, without a clear
knowledge of what he meant by good except that it was some-
thing that could let him be a home in it. There are some
things that have to stay outside, they make you homeless if
you bring them in.

The next day Geryon and his brother went to the beach. They
swam and practiced belching and ate peanutbutter sand jam
sandwiches on a blanket. Geryon's brother found an Ameri-
can dollar bill and gave it to Geryon. Geryon found a piece of
an old war helmet and hid it. That was also the day he began
his autobiography. In this work Geryon set down al inside
things particularly his own heroism and early death much to
the despair of the community. He coolly omitted al outside

things.
1. RHINESTONES

Geryon straightened and put his hands quickly under the
table, not quickly enough. Don't pick at that Geryon you'll get it in-
fected. Just leave it alone and let it heal, said his mother rhineston-
ing past on her way towards the door. She had al her breasts
on this evening. Geryon stared at her in amazement. She
looked so brave. He would have liked to look at her forever.
But now she was at the door and then she was gone. Geryon
fdt the walls of the kitchen contract as most of the air in the
room swirled after her. He found he could not breathe. He
knew he must not cry. And he knew that the sound of the door
closing had to be kept out of him. Geryon turned his attention

to his inside world.
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But just then his brother came into the kitchen. Want to wrestle?
No, said Geryon.

Why?

Just don't.

Come on. Geryon's brother picked up the empty tin fruit bowl
from the middle of the kitchen table and placed it upside down
over Geryon's head.

What time is it? Geryon's voice came muffled from inside the
fruit bowl.

Can't tell you, said his brother.

Please.

Look for yourself.

| don't want to.

You mean you can't.

The fruit bowl was very still.

You're so stupid you can't tell time can you? Geryon that's unbelievable
at your age. Can you tie your shoes yet?

The fruit bowl paused. Geryon could in fact tie knots but not
bows.

He chose to pass over this distinction.

Yes.

Suddenly Geryon's brother stepped behind Geryon and took
him in a neck lock.

This is the silent death hold Geryon. In war they use this for knocking
out all sentries. With one surprise twist | can break your neck.

Just then they heard the babysitter approaching and Geryon's
brother stepped quickly away.

Is Geryon sulking again? said the babysitter entering the kitchen.
No, said the fruit bowl.

Geryon very much wanted to keep the babysitter's voice out of
him. In fact he would have preferred to have no interaction
with her a al but there was one piece of information he
needed to get.

What time isit? he heard himself ask.

Quarter to eight, she answered.

What time will Mom be home?

Cason

Oh not for hoursyet. Eleven maybe.

At this news Geryon fdt everything in the room hurling itself
away from him towards the rims of the world. Meanwhile the
babysitter continued, You better start getting ready for bed, Geryon.
She was taking the fruit bowl off Geryon's head and moving
towards the sink. Do you want me to read to you? Your Mom says you
havetrouble going to sleep. What do you liketo read?

Bits of wordblood drifted past Geryon's brain like ash. He
knew he would have to let the babysitter go through with this
in her wrong voice. She was standing before him now smiling
hard and rummaging in his face with her eyes.

Read the loon book, he said. This was cagey. The loon book was
an instruction manual for calling loons. At least it would keep
her wrong voice away from words that belonged to his mother.
The babysitter went off happily to find the loon book.

A while later the babysitter and Geryon were sitting on the
top bunk calling loons when Geryon's brother surged in and
landed on the lower bunk, bouncing Geryon and the babysit-
ter towards the ceiling. Geryon drew back against the wall
with his knees up as his brother's head appeared and then the
rest of him. He clambered into a place beside Geryon. He had
a thick rubber band stretched between his thumb and index
finger which he snapped on Geryon's leg.

What's your favorite weapon? Mine's the catapult BLAM—he
snapped Geryon's leg again—you can wipe out tlie whole downtown
with a catapult surprise attack BLAM everyone dead or else fdl it with
incendiaries like Alexander The Great he invented tfie catapult Alexan-
der T/ie Great personally BLAM—

Sop that, said the babysitter grabbing for the rubber band. She
missed. Pushing her glasses back up onto her nose she said,
Garotte. | think | like the garotte best. So spare. An Italian design | be-
lieve although the word isFrench.

What'sa garotte? asked Geryon'sbrother.

A short piece of cord usually silk with a dlip knot in one end. You put it
around someone's neck from behind and pull tight. Cuts off the windpipe.

137
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Quick but painful death. No noise no blood no bulge in your pocket.
Murderers on trains use them.

Geryon's brother was regarding her with one eye closed his
mode of total attention.

What about you Geryon what's your favorite weapon?

Cage, said Geryon from behind his knees.

Cage? said his brother. You idiot a cage isn't a weapon. It has to do
something to be a weapon. Hasto destroy the enemy.

Just then there was a loud noise downstairs. Inside Geryon
something burst into flame. He hit the floor running. Mom!

IV. TUESDAY

Every second Tuesday in winter when Geryon's father and
brother went to hockey practice, Geryon and his mother had
supper alone. They grinned at each other as night climbed
ashore and turned on dl the lights in the house even in rooms
they were not using. Geryon's mother made their favorite
meal, cling peaches from the can and toast cut into finger
shapes for dipping. Lots of butter on the toast so that when
you put it into the peach juice a little oil dick floats out. They
took the supper trays into the living room. Geryon's mother
sat on the rug surrounded by magazines, cigarettes and the
telephone. Geryon worked beside her under the lamp. He was
presently gluing a cigarette to a tomato.

Don't pickyour lip Geryon let it heal. She was blowing smoke out
her nose as she dialed.

Maria? It's me can you talk? What did he say?

Just like that?

Thebastard

That's not freedomit'sindifference
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| know but

God

Men are soyoung

Like a what

That wasn't your fault Maria

I'd throw the bum out Where's your self respect?

Remember what the fortuneteller said When | look at you | see a woman
with a hole right through the middle

Oh that'sjust melodrama—she stubbed her cigarette hard—why
don't you have a nice bath and a whisky and call me back

Yes dear | know it doesn't matter how late Call or I'll worry
Geryon? Fine He'sright here Working on hisautobiography
No it's a sculpture he doesn't know how to write yet

Oh this and that you know things from around the house or stuff he finds
outside Geryon'salwaysfinding thingsaren't you Geryon?

She winked at him over the telephone. He winked back using
both eyes and returned to work. He had ripped up some pieces
of crispy paper he found in her purse to use for hair and was
gluing these to the top of the tomato. Outside the house a
black January wind came flattening down from the top of the
sky and hit the windows hard. The lamp flared.

It's beautiful Geryon, she said hanging up the telephone. It's a
beautiful sculpture. She put her hand on top of his small lumi-
nous skull as she studied the tomato. And bending she kissed
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him once on each eye then picked up her bowl of peaches from
the tray and handed Geryon his. Maybe next time you could use a
onedollar bill instead of aten for the hair, she said asthey began to
eat.

V. SCREENDOOR

His mother stood at the ironing board lighting a cigarette and
regarding Geryon. Outside the dark pink air was already hot
and alive with cries. Time to go to school, she said for the third
time. Her cool voice floated over a pile of fresh tea towels and
across the shadowy kitchen to where Geryon stood at the
screendoor. He would remember when he was past forty the
dusty almost medieval smell of the screen itself as it pressed its
grid onto his face. She was behind him now. Thiswould be hard
for you if you were weak but you're not weak, she said and neatened
his little red wings and pushed him out the door.

VI. WHAT AN ODD IDEA

Eventually Geryon learned to write. His mother's friend Ma-
ria gave him a beautiful notebook from Japan with a pink fluo-
rescent cover that said HI-STITCHLESS. THIS NOTE-
BOOK IS MADE OF THE BEST QUALITY PAPER AND
DESIGNED BY YOUNG MEN FOR THE YOUNG. On
the cover Geryon wrote Autobiography. Inside he set down the
facts.

Total Things Known About Geryon.

Geryon was a monster everything about him was red.
Geryon lived on an idand in the Atlantic this island is
caled The Red Place. Geryon's mother was a nymph of a
river that runs to the sea the Red Melon Joy River
Geryon's father was made of gold. Some say Geryon had
sgx hands and sx feet some say wings. Geryon was red
and his strange red cattle. Herakles came one day and
killed Geryon for his cattle.
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Questions. Why did Herakles kill Geryon?

1. Just violent.

2. He had to it was one of His Famous Labors
(the tenth).

3. He got the idea that Geryon was Death he wished
to live forever.

Final Thing.
Geryon had a little red dog Herakles killed that too.

/ don't know where he gets his ideas, said the teacher. It was Parent
Teacher Day at school. Geryon watched his mother pick a
fragment of tobacco off her tongue before she said, Does he ever
write anything with a happy ending? Geryon paused. Then he
reached up and carefully disengaged the composition paper
from the teacher's hand. Proceeding to the back of the class-
room he sat at his usual desk and took out a pencil.

New Ending.

All over the world the beautiful red breezes went on
blowing hand in hand.

VIl. CHANGE

Somehow Geryon made it to adolescence. Then he met
Herakles and the kingdoms of his life al shifted down a few
notches. They were two superior eds at the bottom of the tank
and they recognized one another like italics. The water was
deep. They were both terrified. Geryon was going into the Bus
Depot one Friday night about 3 AM to get change to cal
home. Herakles stepped off the bus from New Mexico and
Geryon came fast around the corner of the platform and there
it was one of those moments that is the opposite of blindness.
The world poured back and forth between their eyes once or
twice. Other people wishing to disembark the bus from New
Mexico were jamming up behind Herakles who had stopped
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on the bottom step with his suitcase in one hand trying to tuck
in his shirt with the other.

Do you have change for a dollar? Geryon heard Geryon say.

No. Herakles did not move his eyes away. But I'll giveyou a
quarter for free.

Why would you do that?

| believein being gracious.

Some hours later they were down at the railroad tracks stand-
ing close together by the switch lights. The huge night moved
over them scattering drops of itsdf.

You're cold, said Herakles suddenly,your hands are cold. Here.

He put Geryon's hands inside his shirt.

VIIl. CLICK

So who is this new kidyou spend all your time with now? Geryon's
mother turned to knock her cigarette ash down the sink then
faced Geryon again. He was seated at the kitchen table with
his camera in front of his face adjusting the focus. He did not
answer. He had recently relinquished speech. His mother con-
tinued.

/ hear he doesn't go to school, ishe older?

Geryon was focusing the camera on her throat.
Nobody sees himaround, isit true helivesin the trailer park

—isthat where you go at night?

Geryon moved the focd ring from 3 to 3.5 meters.

Maybe I'll just keep talking and if | say anything intelligent you can
take a picture of it. She inhaled. / don't trust people who move around
only at night. Exhaled. Andyet | trustyou. Sometimes | don't know
why. | lie in bed at night thinking, why didn't | teach the kid something
useful. Well—she took a last pull on the cigarette—you probably
know more about condoms than | do—and turned to stub it in the
sink just as he clicked the shutter.

A half laugh escaped her. Geryon began to focus again, on her
mouth. She leaned against the sink in silence for some mo-
ments gazing down the sight line into his lens.
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Funny when you were a baby you were an insomniac do you remember
that? I'd go into your roomat night and there you werein your crib lying
on your back very straight with your eyeswide open, fust staring into the
dark. You never cried just stared. You'd lie that way for hours but if |
took you into the living room you'd be asleep in five minutes with the TV
on and everything—

Geryon's camera swivelled left as his brother came into the
kitchen.

Going downtown want to come? Bring some money—

The words dropped behind him as he banged out the
screendoor towards the car. Geryon rose dowly, closing the
shutter release and pushing the camera into the pocket of his
jacket.

Got your lens cap? she said as he moved past her.



AMY GERSTLER

Mixed Messages

Hi. | sketch dead fish for a living.
The ichthyologist, my boss, pickles
them, then flops them onto my desk.

| draw the delicate fluted fins,

the ragged gill dlits, astonishing
iridescent mosaics of scales,

their unexpected whiskers.

Though | get praise and frequent
raises, it's not ajob that fills

me with a sense of blessedness.
Mother's handwriting got bigger

and wilder as the letter progressed,
but you know what she went through:
life was so different after

father's regime was overthrown.

This dunce cap's a little snug.
Wouldn't your crown fit me better?
Everyone admires her foresight,

so the story has a happy, if somewhat
forced ending: she remains true

to her husband and obtains her vell
again. According to the artist,

those funny bumps in the upper

right hand corner of the canvas
represent "small stars."

He lived in a house whose roof sagged
badly under the weight of the snow,
behind rows and rows of deep green

cypress trees cut into the shapes

of sea animals. | respectfully request
you take this longstanding curse

off my soon-to-be-shaved head.

He aways got stomach cramps

in the throes of physical love.

Then, emptied, with sleep overtaking
him, he'd fed a burgeoning need

to turn upside down and be born.
The sinister fry cook looked like
Satan in a white apron, standing
rigid behind his grill, the grease
stains on his bib an array

of disquieting signs. She wept openly
outside the bowling alley,

expressing her flat brown sentiments,
her boring rage and regrets, so |
shoved her up against the wall

to show | understood exactly

what she meant. Later, she tried
unsuccessfully to take my pulse

or temperature, | forget which,

by running her fingertips repeatedly
over my tongue. Those fingertips
were still wet when this was written.
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TRISTAN DAVIES

Baby

Events came to a head in August. Patrick Kohl's wife,
Sibyl, decided to visit her Ancestors in the Land of Bad
Accents. Every August, all the Goff Peoplejoined together at
The Giant White House with Green Shutters. It sat at the end
of a long narrow spit that once possessed lovely beaches of
butternut sand. All that had changed with Angelika,
Bertrand, Cosima, and Dudley. The sands al washed away.
Now the house stuck out at the end of a promontory of clunky
gray riprap, ugly and aone, looking like an Army Corps of
Engineers waste treatment project.

Patrick had joined Sibyl the previous summer, just after
the Honeymoon. This year, he declined. Particularly annoy-
ing had been superannuated Grandmother Croll, who relived
each day as if it were the Republican Primaries of 1979. Pat-
rick claimed that he could not afford the airfare. In point of
fact, he had a stack of frequent flyer coupons hidden with
some pornos in his closet. The frequent-fliers were a gift from
Big Daddy. Recently, Patrick had calculated that he could fly
twice around the world, either direction, Business.

So Patrick went to spend the month at Big Daddy's house
in Carmel.

Each morning there he rose and drank coffee on the patio
beside the hot tub. He smoked one bong or perhaps two, read
the Monterey paper, and listened to an Early Beatles record,
either Revolver or Rubber Soul. The only other records at the
house were Be-Bop so arcane that Patrick could not even lis-
ten. Because Big Daddy was partially deaf in both ears, he
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had an awesome stereo system. Penny Harrington, Patrick's
mother, attributed the condition to poor hygiene and said that
once an EN& T hooked wax the size of a croquet ball out of
Big Daddy's ears. Big Daddy attributed his otic disorder to a
prank in the Army. While stationed in Monterey, he and some
fdlow infantry used pilfered ordnance to slaughter seals sleep-
ing at the bottom of a remote diff one evening. The weapons
discharge deafened him, or so he claimed. Whatever the
cause, he liked his Coltrane Extra-Loud, and had wired the
house at Carmel like it was Altamont.

At mid-morning, Patrick would wak down to the beach.
Before leaving the house, he would eectrify it. Big Daddy had
a saying, which was Never Forget. Never Forget did not mean
Always Remember to set the Burglar Alarm. Never Forget
meant Never Forget that Big Daddy's Jensen Interceptor had
been stolen from in front of the Mitchell Brothers' Burlesque
in 1972. The Mitchell Brothers, when they were both alive,
were famous clients of Big Daddy's. Big Daddy Kohl and his
partner John Scalia were the Eric Claptons and Nel Youngs
of criminal law in San Francisco. Both graduated law school
in the mid-Sixties and set up practice together on Columbus
Avenue. Between them they had represented every celebrity
case in San Francisco for twenty-five years. They represented
the Black Panthers and the San Francisco Mime Troupe. For
many years they were on retainer to the Grateful Airplane.
They represented Gays who murdered celebrities and celebri-
ties who murdered Gays. Rock stars, rock stars, rock stars:
Patrick had met them all. When the famous actress Carol
Piaget murdered her lover, the downhill skier Mustard Sipvac
in Aspen, Big Daddy was the one she called from the Pitkin
County Jail. Patrick knew this because it was he who refused
the charges.

Big Daddy still pined for his stolen car, and sometimes
claimed that he saw it, last car over the drawbridge, or dlip-
ping through a railroad grade just before the train arrived.
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Patrick knew that, even if Big Daddy ever found his Intercep-
tor, it would probably be poorly maintained.

In any event, much of the fuss was lost on him. Except on
close inspection, Patrick could not tell a Jensen Interceptor
from a Mercury Opal.

Generally Patrick walked along the beach until he found
something interesting to look at, at which point he sat down.
Sometimes, if it were super-hot, he might run into the water
quickly, but he found it far too cold to swim. Mainly, Patrick
did nothing. He had been doing nothing for so long, though,
that he hardly noticed.

After Patrick had been in Carmel one week, he began no-
ticing a woman with a dog. She was blonde and wore a red
cap. Each day he saw her and her dog, but never with another
person, a mother or a husband. One day, as Patrick sat on the
packed sand near the tide line, she passed particularly close
by. Stories of easy conguest came to mind, of brisk transitory
affairs begun on the beach, and Patrick called out to the dog.

The pet, whom the woman had on a retractable leash,
loped toward him. Patrick held out his hand in a fist.

"May | give her a bone?" Patrick asked. In his fist he held
a T-Bonz for Medium Dogs.

The woman blushed. "Sure," she said.

"What's her name?" asked Patrick. The dog, just ajuve-
nile, really, was a Chocolate Labrador.

"Her name is Baby," the woman said. "And I'm a profes-
sor of paleontology.”

Baby ate the T-Bonz with two chomps, then flipped to her
back in the sand, flailing her big puppy paws in the air. From
the woman's expression, stride, and gold jewelry, Patrick
could tell that she was of a certain degree of sophistication and
wealth. She wore her red baseball cap pulled down tight on
her head. Her blonde pony-tail spilled out through the adjus-
ter vent. Patrick was certain that she was not a professor.

"How long have you been in Carmel?" he asked her.

"Five days," the woman replied.

"Wv
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"I've been here nearly two weeks" Baby rose from the
sand and torqued, sending a burst of mica into the air. Both
Patrick and the woman flinched.

"The days pass quickly," the woman said. "But I'm still
bored.”

They were both quiet a moment.

"It wouldn't be the lack of bones, would it?" Patrick
asked, looking up at her and shielding his eyes.

The woman laughed. "I need to get her some water," she
said. Baby's thick pink tongue hung from her mouth. Her eyes
studied the woman for clues to her next move.

Patrick stood, swatting his bottom and thighs. "I'll walk
with you," he said.

As Patrick walked down the beach with the woman, he
watched her feet as they imprinted the damp, hard sand. He
studied her tanned calves and the few golden hairs poking out
above her sunned knees. Their forearms touched as they
walked. Her name was Anna Catherine. Patrick knew some-
thing would come of it.

Patrick and Anna Catherine had their first fight one week
later. Early in the afternoon they returned to Big Daddy's
house after eating lunch in town together. Before getting into
bed, Patrick put Baby out into the yard because he didn't like
her watching.

After Patrick passed out, Anna Catherine heard what she
thought was Baby at the door. She got out of bed and pulled
on her white shorts without buttoning them. Upon opening
the door to let Baby in, she found three Carmel policemen
crouched with their sidearms drawn. They made Anna walk
backwards into the house, holding her hands above her head.

Patrick had mis-coded the keypad, and Baby had trig-
gered the motion detector, sending the system into Silent
Alarm.

The policemen barked to each other in nervous, loud
voices. One officer made Anna sit on the leather couch in the
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living room with her hands behind her back. Baby, at the back
door, began to bark her lazy Labrador bark. The other two
policemen, their weapons pointed at the ceiling, began crab-
walking through the house.

"Tell us NOW!" the Garmel policeman yelled a Anna.
Veins stood out on his neck and he had spittle in his dark
moustache. "Are there any weapons on the premises?"

Unfortunately, Patrick sometimes suffered from acute
Post-Sleep Narcosis. After the policemen found him in the
bedroom, they marched him, his swimming trunks on back-
wards, into the living room with Anna Catherine. The police-
man had his gun trained on her. He had agreed to let her cross
her arms over her chest.

"My uncle is Anwar Sadat. My uncle is Anwar Sadat,"
Patrick kept repeating, clearly confused.

Seeing Anna, Patrick finally regained consciousness and
explained to the Garmel Police about Big Daddy's system and
its Primary Default. However, he could not immediately re-
member the Emergency Abort Code. He waked in circles
around the kitchen, where the keypad was hidden in a spice
closet, repeating, "I know | know it. | know | know it."

Finally, the sergeant agreed to let Anna Catherine rise
from the couch and put a sweatshirt on.

"It has something to do with a house," Patrick said. A
house! A house!" He banged on the counter, causing one of
the policemen tojump. "That's it!"

Anna let Baby in from the back yard. The dog had her hair
raised in a ridge along her back. She sidestepped into the
kitchen and looked at the policemen with wary eyes. First she
sniffed at each of the police's pants and shoes, then drank
some water out of her bowl and lay down beside the refrigera
tor with a sigh.

"'No King of England, if not King of France!™ Patrick ex-
claimed, remembering Big Daddy's code and rushing to the
keypad. He punched NKE, NKF. The alarm signal blinked
three times and turned green.
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The sergeant double-checked the keypad and then called
into the station over the two-way attached to his epaulet. He
had known the code al along, though not its Meaning. Hisjob
was to verify the Identity of the Occupant via knowledge of
the Abort Code.

"There is an ideal code," said the sergeant. He spread his
feet to Parade Rest. "It is a once a mystery to the possible
perpetrator while easily memorable to the homeowner. | sug-
gest the birth date of a loved one, an anniversary, or the nick-
name of a favorite sports team. Like Rhinos."

One of the junior officers fastened the snap on his side
arm, then wrote with a golf pencil on a small spira pad he had
taken out of a shirt pocket.

"Acrogtics are rarely suitable," the sergeant said. "Or
Fancy Poetry." He pointed to Anna Catherine. "This costs
the taxpayers money."

The end of August came and it was time for Anna Cather-
ine to return to San Francisco. Patrick stood beside her white
BMW convertible as she prepared to leave. A panting Baby
sat next to a wicker basket full of clothes in the back seat.

"Well," said Anna. "How full of strange encounters lifeis."

"Maybe well hook-up in town," offered Patrick.

"Don't you think that would be a bit awkward?' She held
the steering wheel with a straight arm, inspecting the tan-line
on her rolled shoulder. "No. | think this is adios.”

The coarse, jocular tone in which she uttered the last
words repulsed Patrick. But he understood that to be Anna
Catherine's way when she fdt emotionally insecure. Her blus-
ter and posturing, borrowed like a Diesel's from machismo,
were her first defense against tears. Though he remained put
off by her gruffness, he fdt a rush of realization that moved
him.

Patrick kissed Anna Catherine and petted Baby on the
head. He stood beside the road in front of Big Daddy's house
long after the BMW's taillights had disappeared into the dis-
tance.



52 | Baby

He opened the gate and walked into the yard. Patrick
could not sense a change in the season. Here, traditionally.
there was none. But, on the cool morning air he thought he
could hear the ringing of church bells in Monterey. It had
been a month's wonderful adventure, a series of scenic over-
looks each more fantastic than the last. And during it Patrick
had forgotten himself. Or, more precisdly, he had re-imagined
himself more perfectly.

Then, stopping at the door, he realized that Baby would
not be waiting for him inside, crouched like a Sphinx on the
kitchen's tile floor, bobbing her eyebrows and sighing for a T-
Bonz. It were as if the dog had died. Patrick, thinking that
Baby had died, began to cry. "Ah, well," Patrick said to him-
«df. Inside, he flipped through the record bin beside Big
Daddy's large black stereo, hoping to find something suitably
Loud to play.

"It is probably time for me to be going north, too," he
said. Happily, he stumbled upon an old Faces record (the gui-
tarist had gotten into some trouble after a gig at the Fillmore).
His spirits rose with the music. "High time!"

The next day Patrick returned to San Francisco and threw
himself to life there with new vigor. On Memorial Day he
sailed chearfully with a crew of his wife's nitwit companions.
He did not complain when it was decided afterward to drive
all the way to Tiburon to eat a late, cold meal on one or an-
other's deck just because from there was visible, with the ad
of an antique brass telescope, the Ghiradelli sign.

No longer did he bitterly protest pretentious, suffy din-
ners at the Pacific League. Gladly hejoined in on late nights
dancing at whatever new Tri-Sexual club his wife's friends
had fished from the City's inexhaustible reservoir of the
Mildly Offensive. Patrick came when Big Daddy called, and
he started being more considerate on his visits to his mother,
Penny Harrington, in her darkened room at the top of the
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stairs. He even consented to wear a costume at Halloween.

Then, one night Patrick accompanied his wife to Sym-
phony Debutantes. Symphony Debutantes was one of Sibyl's
many Groups. The idea was to cultivate in the prospective
debutantes an Appreciation. Sbyl had participated as a
young woman in an identical program in Philadelphia, Penn-
sylvania in the late Seventies. Now she attended the Sym-
phony exactly four times a year: each Debutante Night.

After punch and cookies, Patrick followed the Debutantes
(who, even in their Smart Oultfits, al looked a bit overweight)
into the circular sweep of Davies Hall. The Strings groaned
and the Flutes ran up and down their registers. The Sym-
phony Debutantes crowded into two nervous rows. Patrick
found a seat on the opposite aise. His wife disappeared back
thirteen rows to chat at someone who had casually waved.

Just as Patrick was about to dip into a Mood, his heart
leapt into a vivid snare-roll. Mixed in the flutter of patrons ar-
ranging themselves, somewhere in the seats ahead of him, he
had seen the unmistakable curve of Anna Catherine's mouth.
Patrick spotted her again. She spoke to a smart-looking
woman seated on her left. On her right sat a man Patrick took
to be her husband. He was a small, dim man with sharp fea
tures, razor-cut blond hair, and youthful, collegiate good
looks. The lights dimmed and the conductor emerged. In bed
in Carmel, Anna Catherine had repeatedly and ruthlessly im-
pugned her husband's peck and potency; nevertheless, Patrick
had imagined him to be a much bigger man. With a high-and-
tight smile, he gestured cleverly as he made a last comment
across Anna to the handsome, identical couple seated beside
her. They turned to face the music like four Shiny Pennies.
Had they been total strangers, Patrick would have hated them
on sight. The music began.

At the intermission, Anna's husband and the other man
quickly excused themselves to the lobby. The woman next to
Anna rose when a person called to her from the next section.
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Patrick stood and walked unsteadily down the aise. The Sym-
phony Debutantes had mostly turned out to the lobby as well,
and he had no idea where his wife might be.

When Anna Catherine noticed him, she raised her eye-
brows and widened her eyes.

"How's Baby?' he asked. "I think of her all the time. The
way she would eat |ettuce?"

"I sent her to my mother," Anna said. "She became too
much of a pill in the city."

"I see," Patrick said. They remained silent for a moment.
He dared not sit down next to her.

"You made me pregnant, you know." Anna Catherine
stared at him coldly, as if she were voicing dissatisfaction with
some dry-cleaning she'd brought him.

"Does he know?' He lifted his head toward the lobby. It
was the only gesture at the moment of which he was capable.

"Of course. | told him everything,” Anna said. "He
cried.”

Patrick could hear the lobby bells. The aides crowded
with people returning to their seats. The orchestra again be-
gan their windy-day tuning exercises.

"You should know that the process is extremely painful,”
Anna said. "l think you should go now."

Patrick walked to the aisle. As he made his way up the
long steps toward the lobby, he encountered Anna's husband.
Alone, the man's expression had fallen from its offhanded,
civil gaiety to brooding distraction. As he passed Patrick, he
looked at him indifferently, the glance of a preoccupied and
wealthy Idiot.

In the lobby, Patrick located one of the Symphony Debu-
tantes by her costume. He asked her to tell his wife that he
would cab it home. For the next fev weeks he lived in dread
that something awful might come of his ill-fated encounter
and its news, but he did not see Anna Catherine again, and
soon the whole unpleasant affar was forgotten. Or, at least,
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Patrick was left with the rest of his life never again to con-
sider it.

The Holidays were difficult for Patrick. After the episode
with Anna Catherine at Symphony Debutantes, he soured on
his wife's socia functions. He became moody and aoof. In
such a state, the endless parade of holiday events to which ei-
ther his wife or his parents dragged him licked into his flesh
like a quirt. His heart began to fed like one of the hollow
loaves of rye bread filled with Sour Dill Dip. He learned the
fird names of many Caterer's Helpers. From boredom, he
studied how to operate the Multi-Flex pressurized soft-drink
tap. He cringed at the mention of the Baby Jesus.

Patrick struck bottom in the week between Christmas and
New Year's. The Nadir came as he stood on a carpeted box in
the dressing room of Gano-Downs. He was being fitted for a
New Tuxedo. Patrick had wrecked his Old Tuxedo at a recep-
tion the night before in a stunt involving a serving tray, a
Mountain Bike, a fire extinguisher, and a freight elevator. His
family's acute disdain for the grim script of his life had never
been more apparent. The tailor crouched at Patrick's feet,
needles in his mouth, and fiddled with the unhemmed cuffs of
the Tuxedo trousers. Patrick looked into the three tilted dress-
ing mirrors. What he saw disgusted him. "Patrick Kohl is
Dead," he announced to the mirrors. "Please report this to the
Internal Revenue Service."

The tailor looked up. He asked Patrick where he dressed.

Immediately following New Year's, Sibyl flew to Telluride
to ski with her family. Again Patrick declined to go aong.
Consequently, he began to wonder if he hadn't acquiesced to
his In-Law's subconscious desires regarding their marriage.
While Sibyl was gone, Patrick attended an Alumni Function
held by Brown University at the World Trade Club. The
Club's digs were in the old Ferry Building with the Big Clock.
He accompanied a woman named Tabitha Leary, one of the
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other Pecific League Wives. She was a Brown Graduate. Peat-
rick met Tabitha while at a function with Sibyl in early De-
cember at the Palace of the Legion of Honor. It was a benefit
of one sort or another, and Tabitha Leary cornered him in the
grotto and kissed him after drinking five or six Foggy Stalkers.

Upon arriving at the World Trade Club, Patrick got a
glass of corky red wine and stood by the tall windows. He
looked out on the water and the Bay Bridge running abstract
and gray above him. It went across the water to Yerba Buena
and Treasure Island. During World War 11, Patrick's grand-
father, Metz Harrington, flew Pan Am Clipper Ships from
Treasure Island to Hawaii, Truk, and Sydney. He trans-
ported high Naval officers and Secret Documents. Clipper
Ships were large, proud phallic crafts whose wings ran over
their carriage. They landed on Water. On clear days,
Patrick's grandfather would fly his Clipper Ship over the
Golden Gate Bridge. On foggy days, he would fly below, hug-
ging the surface of the Bay. Today fdt like a sunny day.

Patrick turned from the window to see if he could find
Tabitha in the crowd. Of the faces that he saw, some looked
Nerdy and Engineery, while others looked Sophisticated.
Some looked worn and tired from ordinary life. A few of the
younger ones simply had Attitude. The Development Officers,
in their cheap suits and worn loafers, flown in from Provi-
dence on something resembling Reward, had the pallor of
cancer patients.

At the door, something caught Patrick's eye. He spotted
Anna Catherine Crawford's short, blond husband. As he
watched him, Patrick relished his own newfound calm. On his
face he wore the same sour look Patrick had seen in the aisle at
the symphony. Beneath the Rising Sun with Suspicious Eyes
on his name badge were carefully printed his name and the
year that he had graduated in Providence. That date reas-
sured Patrick. He would not have known Tabitha there.

PHYLLIS JANOWITZ

Nowhere

So she isn't pretty. Is she not

to have someone to love?

Someone with a mustache

and a bright red Cougar,

someone with a gold watch and pearl
handled revolver.

Also her personality is found

wanting, wanting, her teeth ground
down from keeping

the silence,

wanting and getting—

never what is wanted, what

is not wanted

comes in truck loads

piled up in the front courtyard
like potlatch gifts.

She runs around the heaps
bare-assed, patting her lips,
emitting war whoops.

The neighbors call the cops,
she's out on her ear by six.

In the next apartment (smaller)
she sits and tries

not to want, practices

how to cover up, studies
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how to iron and smooth,
learns how to smoke long
peace-hookahs,

sits smiling and smoking
and memorizes

the messages, its sacred
secret: "Why Bother?"
Tries to speak this un-
American mantra lon—
it might make her a leader
where she is now.

T
‘

ALICIA MUNOZ-CARRASCO

La Loca

I n her recent letters, my aunt Lucia referred to her as "the
gypsy's whore," but she used to be known as "la loca' and
before that as "the poor thing." | wrote back that | didn't care
to hear any more rumors, but she insisted on keeping me in-
formed of each new transgression. Lucia had an informal com-
munications network of widowed churchgoers whose ruthless,
exacting eyes nothing escaped, from the pounds put on in the
early months of illicit pregnancies to the layer of dust that
gathers on neglected graves.

"Imagine!” Lucia would command them. "She has to
open the door for him at sx in the morning and say 'yes dear,
come in dear' through her teeth—you know how gypsies are!
Even if she wanted to leave him she couldn't—there'd be a
posse of them ready to cut her throat and maim her daughter
for begging purposes or sdll her overseas! 'Yes dear' and she
has to let him come into her bed stinking of alcohol and god
only knows what else! What kind of woman would let that
thing near her body—that disgusting rotten thing hanging
down between his legs? Not for al the gold and silver in the
worldl Now one of these drug-addicts, that's a different
story...I'm not naming names but we all know what they're
ready to do for a few bucks! There's no shortage of that kind
running around this town with their asses in the air."

Maria had aways hated this traditional wagging of
tongues, contagious and Pentecostal in its fury. She grew quiet
when others spoke of how Paqui's husband had been found
the night of the Romeria with his tools hanging out on another
woman's porch or how Josefa ran naked through the streets in
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the middle of the night screaming, "The lizard spat on mel
The lizard talks!" probably from an overdose, though no one
knew for sure. She didn't listen to accounts of tragedies and
humiliations with the bloody-waisted butcher's contempt, the
bus driver's malice or the bartender's glee; She didn't listen at
all.

"That's their business,” she would say, paying for her
drink or slipping the filet wrapped in wax paper into a shop-
ping bag.

| had visited San Jose every year since | was a buck-
toothed five year old, but times got rough for a while: | was
fired from my job, my fiance met another woman, my mother
had a stroke. Three years passed before | boarded a 747, desti-
nation Madrid. The grafted squares of land and uninter-
rupted Atlantic waters affected me as though air travel had
just been invented and | was enjoying scenery previously the
sole privilege of dead people ascending to heaven.

| wanted to bring Maria back. | had saved a little money,
and | could take out a loan if | needed to. There was plenty of
room in my apartment. She and her daughter could live com-
fortably until she found ajob. How hard could it be? Half the
city didn't speak English. She would clean houses, care for in-
valids, work in a factory—not forever, just long enough to save
some money while she took night classes. They gave work-
shops for immigrants at state universities. After that she could
work at a hospital or translate birth and marriage certificates.
Her daughter would go to a public school and become a dan-
cer or a teacher. | could seeit clearly: Maria, her hair done up
in a french twist, Maria ordering the Cabernet with an easy
smile, Maria laughing at the serious, meek men who took her
out evenings, dazzled by their unbelievable luck.

"You ever been to Spain?' my neighbor asked, eyeing the
danish on my tray.

"Yes" | said, taking in her two tone lips and sculpted
hair. "I'm half Spanish."
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"Which half?" she asked.

"Father," | said.

"The top or the bottom?" She burst into helpless laughter.
"Get it? Are you going to eat that?" she asked, nodding to-
wards the danish.

| shook my head. She snatched it up and tore the plastic
with her teeth.

"1'm going to Spain with my debating team," she said be-
tween bites, "to see the bullfights. | have a cattle ranch in
Louisiana. There's no drinking age in Spain, right?"

"Not if you're twelve or older," | assured her.

My neighbor stealthily devoured the remainder potato
salad and after-dinner mints on my tray. The nozzles above
our heads blew cool air into the sealed cabin. Three hundred
stethoscope-like earphones squeaked into place.

Had Maria cut her hair, the dark flood that ended haf-
way down her back with ragged wisps along her forehead and
temples? Her ears were loose-lobed with coiling ridges of carti-
lage that resembled the insides of shells. Looking back, it sur-
prised me that | had ever been alowed to trespass in the sanc-
tuary of her bedroom, in her mother's kitchen, in the cooal,
damp bathroom cluttered with half-empty bottles; it seemed
even stranger now that Maria herself was a mother, with an
iron door of her own to lock for the three hours of the gypsy's
siesta and then again at dinner, when they sat across from
each other with the baby nodding in and out of sleep in a dif-
ferent room, newscasters and movie stars filtering murmurs
into the dim street. Maybe they had trusted me because | was
an outsider who wouldn't find fault with Maria's housekeep-
ing. Maybe they thought I'd ignore the ceilings her mother
couldn't afford to fix.

Every surface of San Jose, from the old Roman cathedral
to the corrugated roofs of laundry rooms, swarms with invis-
ible secrets. The front doors of houses that have nothing to
hide are left unlatched for neighbors to poke their heads
through and call out, "Anybody home?' though it's generally
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known that visitors, unless they're relatives, are invariably al-
cahuetes—pimps or whorehouse madames, in the strict sense of
the word.

There were few rivals for Maria's attentions except the
chavales we met at night when she was in the mood for casinos
and ogling, but they weren't really rivals: They wanted the
obvious things. | would never have been able to compete with
Maria's mother, whom she idolized over everything else, so |
idolized her too, stooping and lowering my head in her pres-
ence, marvelling at the precision of her stitches, going into
raptures over the lunches—transfigured and disguised pota-
toes, mainly—she occasionally prepared. For the most part
her mother didn't seem to notice me, though she nodded with-
out looking up from her dress patterns whenever | Ieft the
room.

Mornings Maria welcomed me with the usual abstracted
gaze, her gap-teeth and bluish gums oddly sensual and deca
dent. Her skin went lucent in the darkness of the study and
amber in the patio's whitewashed brilliance, as if she were a
new breed of chameleon whose colors changed to highlight the
mediocrity of everything that was not her body. She moved as
| imagined a seraglio favorite would, undermined by plots and
jealousy, stripped of beaded braziers, honor, genii silks. When
she turned from the front door (left slightly gar) and gestured
for me to enter, | believed that only | could understand the
quiet nobility of that indolent gesture, the melancholy of those
Moorish eyes. Submissive, ecstatic, | followed her down the
hall, past the framed picture of her eternally handsome father
on his shdf, past the candles and wreaths of nylon arborea,
the bleeding hearts, the long-lashed shepherds, to the raised
step tiled with scenes from a rabbit hunt where we habitually
sat with one foot in the living room and the other on the patio.
In the evenings we applied lipstick that was never dark or red
enough, strips of unrecantable wax hardening on our legs. |
showed her the wart I'd put cigarettes out on and sawed at
with razor blades, a resilient monstrosity which, like trees,
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grew a new ring every year. Most of her boyfriends were living
with their parents in nearby towns and that summer—our
summer—I| put my tongue in their mouths wherever | could,
behind rundown sheds, near clustered eucalyptus trees, in the
littered, dangerous recesses of ruined chain-pumps.

When the plane landed | had a cup of coffee at the airport
bar and bought my ticket to San Jose, giddy with a sense of
having travelled into the airbrushed landscapes of memory.
The loud, rapid voices, the competing odors of after-shave and
sewage, the bright pinks and oranges of t-shirts lulled me into
a state of sensual surrender, making it difficult to perform the
simplest tasks, such as finding a wallet or loading suitcases
onto a rack. Old ladies and fat, squat men cursed me under
their breath, but | knew the worst was over. Watching the ol-
ive trees and sunflower fields from my diff-backed seat, | fet
the distance between mysdf and San Jose, home of prodigal
youth, embittered age, and Maria, wind itself around the tires
of our bus like so much string.

My aunt Lucia greeted me with much weeping and wav-
ing of hands, refusing to take comfort from the fact that | had
been in no earthquakes, car-crashes or hijackings. She shoved
me into a chair and placed her hand on my forehead.

"How long have you been ill?* she asked.

"I haven't been ill."

"But why don't you eat?' She placed two hard boiled
egos, a loaf of bread and some figs on the dining room table.
"Are you afraid of getting fat?"

"Where does Maria live?' | asked.

"Quien?" she asked. "The gypsy's whore? | wouldn't say
that to her face, it'sjust what everybody calls her. She had an
abortion recently—oh yes, it's true—she went from being big
like this to being flat as a washboard. People say she's
cursed." Lucia sighed, rolling her eyes toward the chandelier
above the table. "Such a tragedy.”

"I want to see her little girl,” | said.
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| walked through the alleys and sidestreets that skirted the
plaza. Its familiar green doors were plastered with obsolete
posters for festivals and bullfights. Three boys on rusty bicy-
cles came around a bend so suddenly that | barely got out of
the way in time, my heart pounding as the clattering of metal
subsided. It was evening, but the sun would stay blinding up
till the moment it dissolved behind the Virgen de la Pena, the
highest mountain on the horizon. Checking the numbers
above the door against the ones my aunt had scrawled on an
old receipt, | finally found Maria's house—the one her mother
had bought them with her meager savings after the baby was
born.

"Psss, psss, psss,” | called, extending my hand to the
skinny cat watching me from a stoop. Kali would have been a
little over three—a teen-ager, in human years—if she had been
allowed to survive, if such proud, vulnerable creatures can sur-
vive superstition and boredom.

Kali's life began at the bottom of a trashcan and ended at
the bottom of a well. Maria's mother hadn't alowed cats in
her house, but she made an exception. Afterward, Lucia said
that anyone who could do that to a living creature had a
crocodile's heart, but | saw the way Maria was, | knew her.
She had done what she did from love.

I was Kali's fourth victim (Antonia, Maria's godmother,
had falen first; the milkmaid, second; the third to go was the
postman, who had only just returned in all the glory of his kid-
ney operation). Maria had heard Kali crying beneath sanitary
napkins and leftover lamb stew one morning when she was
walking home from the plaza. If you had asked the town
veterinarian—whose specialty was milkcows—to neuter your
cat, he would have laughed and said "pass me a rifle." People
threw them away: It was how you got rid of abundant litters.
It couldn't have been the first time she'd heard that muffled,
plaintive whine coming from one or another of the paint-
splattered cans left out on Tuesdays and Thursdays for
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pickup, but on this particular day, instead of shrugging and
hastening by, she went through the foreign, intimate bits of
someone else's trash and removed Kali's wet fur and yellow
eyes from a knotted plastic bag.

On the whole Kali was well behaved, but occasionaly, in
the midst of a languorous stretch or while strutting with half-
closed eyes and unscrolling tail to the milk dish floating flies in
the kitchen, she would throw her bared claws and teeth into
wicker, upholstery, sometimes flesh. She was able to hang sus-
pended for up to a minute, after which gravity called her back
to the floor where she would resume her interrupted course,
though in the case of a human body her acrobatics were cut
short by curses and kicks. With me she had so perfected her
art that all ten front claws and at least two from her back feet
penetrated the skin of my upper thigh (short shorts were then
fashionable) before | had a chance to scream, unhitch the
lithe, feline body and release into the bleached air of the re-
cently mopped kitchen twelve trickles of blood.

"Grab a sack from the laundry," Maria shouted.

When | got outside she was gripping the loose flesh at the
back of Kali's neck. The cat dangled helplessly, flicking the tip
of her tail and hissing.

"What are you going to do?'

"In a couple of months they start crossing over," she said.
"People leave traps for them. They lace sardines with rat poi-
son."

"Let's go back in, come on,” | said. "It's nothing." |
turned my leg around for her to see. She lowered Kali inside,
twisting the top with a bit of wire.

"When she goes into other people's houses or into the
street, do you think the kids will smack her df, rub acohol on
their cuts and leave it at that?' She had reached the lemon
tree and the cat let out a pitiful yowl. "They'll line up five on
one side—I've seen them do it—and five on the other. They
like killing things. Once she's trapped they'll grab her back
legs and gut her against a wall."
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I imagined Kali in the sack, her ears pressed flat, the hair
bristing along her neck. From the way the bag twisted,
sprouting sudden angles, she could have been a succubus or a
changeling.

Maria's sandals crosshatched the scars where her foot had
been broken on a childhood staircase when the photo in the
hallway had ill been a man who gave her pony rides and
spanked her when she didn't eat whatever was on her plate.
They had put him in a box. She had dropped flowers on his
grave Sundays. She had shown me where silk-worms had
spun stretch marks over her hips and along the curves of her
pale stomach.

Maria let the sack drop with a gesture like the one that
swept me each morning from the open street into her house.
Turning away from the uneven rim of the well, from the pot-
ted plants and fissured walls and the square of blue sky lapped
now with diminishing echoes, she wiped the calloused, elegant
hands that sweated like a teenage boy's on the cotton of her
dress, as though it had been a ripe lemon that had falen into
the dark, shimmering circle to float carelessly among water
bugs.

| didn't return home for my siesta. The walls of Maria's
room were narrow and if we'd been a few inches taller, our
heads would have brushed the ceiling. Light striped a simple
wooden desk by the window. A crater in the wall asserted it-
self above a couch piled high with suffed animals, the carni-
va kind men vaue as proof of their marksmanship and
women as tokens of love.

"Is this 0.k.?" | asked, lying with Maria on her bed behind
a sheer white curtain.

"It's alright,” she said.

"Did your father ever play with your hair?"

She sighed and turned over onto her stomach.

"I can't remember. | doubt it."

| watched her eyes move beneath veined lids. Her breath
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caught in the back of her throat before emerging moist with
the scents of her body: garlic and mint, ripe cheese, vanilla

Maria's house looked brown next to the whitewashed
houses of her neighbors. The balconies in San Jose are famous
for their picturesque vines and flowers, but her balcony was a
travesty, completely lost in a nest of unkempt tendrils. Splash-
ing and squeals resounded at the far end of a somber hallway.

"ls anybody in?" | called, stepping over the threshold.

"What do you want?" answered a voice gravelly as an old
village drunk's who has burned cavities into the soft flesh of
his throat with decades agua ardiente.

"Is Mariain?' | asked.

A shirtless man in his early thirties came toward me, ex-
haling the smoke of a cigarette he'd just put out or left burning
on a coffee table. His flip-flops slapped the tiled floor. The
smell of smoke reached me first, before | could make out his
thick lips and the two lines extending a centimeter down the
bridge of his hooked nose.

He crossed his arms, peering a little to both sides as if try-
ing to make out what | looked like from behind.

"She's mentioned you." His lips curled up dyly.

"I wrote a fev months ago," | said.

"She has a little girl now." The creases between his eyes
went a notch deeper. As if on cue, a girl's high-pitched voice
caled out, "Na! Na duck!"

The gypsy had aureoles like sea anemones, wide discs ra-
diating curly hairs. The black fur slanting along his ribs met
in a crest at the center of his stomach, running past his navel
and disappearing into the elastic waistband of his pants.

"Can | see her?' | asked.

He led me down the hall and indicated an open doorway.

"Make yourself a home," he said, settling into the sofas
flatulent cushions.

A woman with short brown hair leaned over the tub. The
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gnome with a watermelon tummy and beanpole legs started
writhing and pointing when | entered the room.

"Well look who it is!" Maria scrambled up, brushing both
my cheeks with her lips. Two crimson ovals, identical in size,
appeared on the skin of her knees. "l like it," she said, touch-
ing my hair. "Blonde suits you."

Her teeth had decayed noticeably. The lines which had
spread on her neck and face since last I'd seen her seemed
fixed and immutable now, like the ones on her palms.

"You look healthy," | said.

"Don't lie." Maria tossed her head, smirking and raising
an eyebrow. Her body was the same—sloping buttocks,
shapely calves, long, uneven breasts. She soaped the baby's
smooth limbs.

"I named her after my mother,” Maria said, standing up
again. "She's unbelievably stubborn.”

"Did it hurt?"

"I thought | would die. You know, it's like everything else.
You forget quickly. | had a miscarriage a few months ago."

| reached over to touch her arm but she turned away.

"Oh, it's fine. Youll hear from people that it was an abor-
tion but I'm telling you just so you know. All this blood
started pouring down my legs when | was cleaning the attic—
you should have seen this place when we moved in—and then
the whole thing came out."

She examined herself in the mirror, running a finger under
each eye so that they stretched into Siamese dlits. "It was al-
ready this big. It had alittle penis and two little balls."

"God, I'm sorry," | said. She waved her hand.

"Would you like some coffeg? Don't move,” she said to the
girl sitting in the tub's shallow water. "Here's your duck."

I walked behind her to the kitchen. "It's quite a change,”
| said, trying to sound light hearted.

"You get tired of going out and seeing faces," she said.

She screwed the top on the dented percolator. It was the
same one we had filled and put on the burner three years ago,
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day after day, in the cool of her mother's kitchen.

"I'm twenty-eight. You just get tired, you start wanting
simple things—a house, a family." She gestured absentmind-
edly at the potatoes on the corner table.

| finished my coffee in the kitchen while Maria rushed
back to her daughter, who had begun wailing after a cacopho-
nous series of splashes and thuds. Through the window |
could see half a dozen tiles at the far end of the patio which
had been lifted up by heavy winter rains. The roots of trees
jutted from their plots. Everything was a mess. | didn't hear
the gypsy come up behind me, but | fdt his hands on my
thighs and his wet, parted lips against my neck. | backed into
the kitchen table, knocking my hip against the edge. He
winked at me and left the room.

"I should go,” | said, returning to the bathroom. "I
haven't unpacked yet."

"Already?' Maria rubbed a towe against the little girl's
belly. "You'll come again, though? After nine? I'm alone after
nine."

"You never know," | began. "Maybe..."

She took my arm and we waked down the hall which, |
noticed, was free of the usual religious paraphernalia, the her-
maphrodites and bloody hearts, the girls suckling midgets. An
old man with a boy clinging to his waist bounced past us on a
sputtering moped.

"I have some lipstick for you,” | said findly. "It's dark.
You till wear lipstick, don't you? Will you be here tomor-
row?'

"S Dios quiere," Maria said, half-smiling under those crazy
vines, one hand on her hip, the other shading her eyes from
the sun.



MICHAEL KLEIN

Dream: The House

Hospital curtains around a thistle wreath and light

from a silver heart this was the dream of

a house | let mysdf into

On the table are ears of corn ydlow white curry iron colors

for what things become with age

They are lined in order of plausibility next to a row of

antique handbags One of the handbags has a ydlow finch flying
low along the borders of a brilliant brass snap the only other
aloy-light the bird (this is the part of the dream that has God in it)
is trying to open his reflection into the world

PETER DANIELS

River

I'm sending out blame over the river.

It's dark, and | resent that, but I'll be the moon.
Scattering glitter onto the surface

keeps the drowning depths in motion.

The swans are still out on the bank, standing
like dinosaurs, glad in possession. |I'm counting
al the years, the reasons to stand here

away from you, every spoon of bitter sugar.

My nerves are saying it was

your fault. I'm almost satisfied, | could even
tell you mysdf: it's not negotiable, as if

you were the pull of the current.

So | needn't argue—you're not here, it's late.
The river looks cold but alive. The houses
are darkened for their generous dreams,

the owls are at work, and the evening insects.

I'm alone with this mess in the mud, since the last
unhappy romancers took their boats downstream.
| should give up this moon on the water

like breaking a favorite teacup. Forget you.

The water is aways moving downwards, and now
| have as long as | want to settle my fear of the river.



DEBORAH BRASS

The U.S.

The dogs of Louisiana scratch the paint
from the doors. Somewhere between
the isolation of Nevada and the damp
denial (it'sjust not what | expected)

of New England, we've changed

I think. Sorry-call-waiting-California
doesn't care if it's South Carolina or
North calling (what do you expect?)

anymore or ever. Now the garden

is lost in the fruit juices of Georgia

or Washington; and Alaska, | could ask
if you ever fdt like you belonged, but

with each man I€ft to his own Hawaii,
each woman is Ieft afraid to touch

the cold cream in Mother's Connecticut
medicine cabinet. Who am | to open

another argument? Whisper, Virginia,
the children will be waking in their
New Hampshires. We don't need

to bring everyone into this, do we?

It's about us, our being here,
and our not belonging here together.

Traveling Alone

There is something you want to take with you

from a small mining town with brightly colored store fronts
and a little cafe with coffee cups in the window:

how the houses live on top of one another, a touch

of the weather held in its warmth, or that cup

of colored sand shaped into mountains

and a body of water reflecting a sunset.

But even here you reveal yourself as fedling misplaced.

Asking, where am 1?7 Where is that small sign

that made me stop the car and get out?

Did it read: This Matters, or This Does Not?
And somewhere between then and now you have

managed to lose the camera, which helped you remember
al the places you have loved. Not this place, but places
just like it. Like the first place you lived in alone

and realized how much it became you.
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DR. NOAM CHOMSKY AT THE VILLAGE GATE

The Clinton Doctrine;
World Orders Old and New

NEW YORK CITY
September 28, 1993

Thefollowing lecture is the first of a two-part series with Dr.
Noam Chomsky. Our next issue will contain an interview.

Chomsky is a linguist, philosopher and political analyst. He
was born on December 7, 1928 in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.
His undergraduate and graduate years were spent at the University
of Pennsylvania where he received his Ph.D. in linguistics in
1955. During the years 1951 to 1955, Chomsky was a funior Fel-
low of the Harvard University Society of Fellows, where he
completed his doctoral dissertation entitled "Transformational
Analysis."

Chomsky joined the staff of the Massachusetts Institute of
Technology in 1955, where he has been an I nstitute Professor since
1976. During the years 1958 to 1959 Chomsky was in residence at
the Institute for Advanced Sudy at Princeton, NJ. In the spring of
1969 he delivered the John Locke Lectures at Oxford; in January
1970 he delivered the Bertrand Russell Memorial Lecture at Cam-
bridge University; in 1972, the Nehru Memorial Lecture in Neiv
Delhi, and in 1977, the Huizinga Lecture in Leiden. Professor
Chomsky has received honorary degrees from the University of
London, University of Chicago, Loyola University of Chicago,
Swarthmore College, Delhi University, Bard College, the Univer-
sity of Massachusetts and the University of Pennsylvania. He is a
Fellow of the American Academy of Arts and Sciences and the Na-
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tional Academy of Science. In addition fieisa member of other pro-

fessional and learned societies in the United States and abroad,
and is a recipient of the Distinguished Scientific Contribution
Award of the American Psychological Association.

I n talking about the Clinton Doctrine or the New Clinton
Doctrine there are several ways to approach it. It's pos-
sible to give an extremely short talk on this topic, namely just
to say that there isn't any. There arejust old principles that
are being adapted to new contingencies, and that ends the
story. There's no Clinton Doctrine. That's more or less accu-
rate. It would also be possible to give a very long talk because
there's a lot to discuss under this rubric of there not being any
New Clinton Doctrine. This has to do with principles that are
very old and very stable and they're important. Then there's a
whole range of specific topics in domestic and international &-
fairs and there are very important developments in the inter-
national scene. One of them is the end of the Cold War. An-
other one, which in my opinion is a lot more important,
though it is not so visible, are changes that have been going on
in the international economy and the international economic
order essentialy in the past twenty years, dating from the
Nixon administration from about 1970, which have enormous
effects on everything that's going on now. | have to not give a
short talk saying we're finished and not give a very long talk
trying to really address these topics. I've got to do something
in between so what I'll do is pick afew of the topics and barely
allude to the much broader developments that are condition-
ing them in the background, although that is where | think
one has to turn to really understand in a serious way what's
going on.

I mentioned three background things that one might want
to talk about. One is the stability of principles over avery long
period. In addition, the two major developments in current
world order that | mentioned. With regard to the stability of
the principles, it is, in my opinion, very important to bear in



80 | The Clinton Doctrine: World Orders Old and New

mind how little has changed in hundreds of years. Now we're
supposed to be interested in market democracy. Well, of
course we've always been opposed to functioning democracy.
By we, | mean the people in power. We have aways been op-
posed to functioning democracy for perfectly obvious reasons.
If there's a functioning democracy it's going to infringe on the
prerogatives of power. There's been a big problem ever since
the English revolution in the seventeenth century, which was
the first modern democratic revolution. The guestion is how
do you keep the rabble under control? They're winning some
rights. They're causing us problems. How do you keep them
under control? That remains a problem. Sometimes you can
do it by violence. Sometimes you have to do it by other means.
But that problem remains. As to the market discipline, that
goes back very far and it's extremely important to understand
exactly how it's used. It's a kind of a two-edged sword.

Market discipline is aways considered as being fetters for
the weak because it's well understood that anyone who ob-
serves market discipline will be destroyed. On the other hand
these fetters are to be cast off by the strong whenever they fed
like it. In fact, there isn't a single case on record of a devel-
oped, successful society, from England, starting in the seven-
teenth century, through the United States and Europe and on
to Japan and the new industrializing countries in its domain
that observed market discipline. Every single one of them
achieved that success by radically violating the doctrines that
we're trying to impose on the Third World. That's one of the
most clear and unmistakable lessons of economic history and
it goes right to the present. In the last fifteen years for ex-
ample, the rich countries, the OECD countries, the 24 rich
countries became considerably more protectionist. The
United States' Reaganites were well in the lead in violating
the principles of economic liberalism. Meanwhile, they were
even more passionately outspoken about the need to impose
these principles on the Third World than any of their prede-
cessors. Now the same thing is going on in Eastern Europe,
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that is, to return it to the Third World where it came from.

Just to give an indication of what these principles look like
in case anyone thinks they're new, we can look back to the ob-
vious place right after World War Il when the U.S. had a po-
sition of unprecedented power. It, of course, wanted to design
a new world order. The place where the U.S. could impose its
principles most explicitly and without difficulty was, of
course, Latin America. That was completely under U.S. con-
trol. One of the first moves of the United States in the New
World Order of 1945 was to kick its rivals out of Latin Amer-
ica. Traditional rivals were France and Britain. They were
now weak. We could findly achieve the god of the founding
fathers and extend U.S. control over the whole hemisphere,
and that was done very fast. They were unceremoniously dis-
missed from Latin America which was "our little region over
here," as the Secretary of War, Henry Stimson called it.

Now the problem was: What happens in Latin America?
We now know a lot about that from declassified records and so
on. In February 1945, before the war was even over, there was
a big conference in Mexico of Latin American countries and
the United States to settle this problem. The United States
presented what it called an economic charter for the Americas
and it had to ram it through. The problem was that Latin
American countries were pursuing what the State Department
called the philosophy of the new nationalism. The philosophy
of the new nationalism had two basic points to it. One is that
countries should carry out internal development for internal
needs, i.e. the highest priority of economic development
should be the people of that country. Secondly, that this devel-
opment should attempt to extend the benefits of development
to the population at large. So you try, as much as possible, to
have a fair distribution of the wealth produced under the de-
velopment. Those are the principles of the new nationalism.
The United States was flatly opposed to them. The U.S. posi-
tion was that we must destroy these two principles. We must
destroy economic nationalism in al its forms. The highest pri-
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ority is not the people of that country, it's the rights of U.S. in-
vestors. The economies can develop only in ways which can be
complementary to the U.S. economy, meaning no manufac-
turing that might compete with U.S. manufacturing. They'll
be basically raw material producers. They'll make available
cheap labor. In later years they'll provide other amenities like
tourism and opportunities for export pollution and havens for
money laundering for New York banks and things like that.
But, essentially, they have to develop in a way that's comple-
mentary to the needs of the industrial economies. And any of
you who've ever taken an elementary economics course know
how to say al this in polite three-syllable words. You bring up
comparative advantage and international specialization of la-
bor and efficiency and so on. There's a game that you're
taught that explains it. Well, the U.S., of course, won.

Given the relations of power, the U.S. won and you can see
the results. In fact, if you want to have a recent look, the
World Bank came out with a study a few days ago, in which it
describes the great dangers in Latin America. It concluded
that Latin America has the most unequal distribution of
wealth in the world. The World Bank said that this is going to
lead to total chaos and disaster (meaning, for Western invest-
ors) unless governments do something about it, because the
whole place is going to blow up. Therefore, they better do
something about the results of their success in having pre-
vented the philosophy of the new nationalism which tried to
carry out independent development and to extend the benefits
to the population at large.

This generalizes over the world and furthermore it goes
back hundreds of years. There's nothing new about it. It goes
back to the earliest British experiment—it was actually called
an experiment—in Bengal in the eighteenth century, and it de-
stroyed the place. Bengal was the first place colonized. It was
regarded as a paradise. It was comparable to England in its
manufacturing level. In fact, Dacca was called the Manches-
ter of India. It was rich, populous, had resources, food, high
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quality cotton and al sorts of things. The other colony first es-
tablished was, of course, Hispaniola, Haiti. Again populous,
wealthy, it had maybe the densest population in the world; it
was regarded as kind of a paradise. Now, they're both the ab-
solute symbols of disaster. Dacca, the Manchester of India, is
now the capital of Bangladesh. Haiti, | don't have to talk
about. The reasons are well understood. The economies were
destroyed while England and France despoiled them. They
were destroyed essentially by what's now called structural ad-
justment. The same policies were applied to block an early in-
dustrial development in Egypt in the nineteenth century,
which the British then wouldn't tolerate because it was com-
petitive. And the story just goes on. There's no time to run
through the whole thing but that's the way it works con-
stantly.

There's nothing new about this. The countries that were
subjected to market discipline like India, Egypt, Ireland—
another colony—the Third World today, well, take a look at
them. The countries that developed are Britain, the United
States, the rest of Europe, and later Japan. Japan, notice, is
the one country of the Third World which escaped coloniza-
tion and—not by accident—is the one country to have joined
the rich man's club with some of its former colonies in tow.
They developed and they all developed the same way, namely
by radically violating the free market rules. They al were
strong developmental states, powerful state intervention goes
right up to the present. Market discipline, economic rational-
ity, comparative advantage, these are for the weak. The strong
disregard them as they choose. That remains true today. The
cal for a market economy has the same dual characteristics it
aways had. The poor are going to have to subject themselves
to it, now both at home and abroad. The rich won't consider it
for a moment. They want powerful interventionist states to
support them and their wealth. That's an old, old story.

Let's turn to the more narrow question of the present day.
Let's begin with Mr. Clinton. Clinton is what's called a New
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Democrat. A New Democrat means that he came from the
conservative wing of the Democratic Party. That is to say, the
wing of the Democratic Party that's even more pro-business
than the norm. The New Democrats are people who have lib-
erated themselves from these mushy liberal cliches about enti-
tlement and redistribution and not selling arms to the tyrants
and murderers, peace dividend and all that kind of outmoded
nonsense. In fact, they pride themselves on having freed them-
selves from al that. They are essentially moderate Republi-
cans. The Clinton campaign slogan and the popular book they
put out was Mandate For Change, a phrase that they borrowed
from Dwight Eisenhower. The choice was symbolic. The man-
date for change is intended to mean business as usual. Now
when | say that they are moderate Republicans, | don't want
to say that there are no differences. There are some rhetorical
differences. So instead of 'a thousand points of light," we hear
'politics of meaning' and a couple of other things like that.
But, essentially the story is the same. It's not the crazed ultra-
right wing of the Republican Party, it's the more or less liberal
internationalist wing of the Republican Party, which is openly
pro-corporate, pro-business, and makes no pretenses. The
New Democrats represent the understanding that you must be
pragmatic and openly be a business party. Now, again, there
are changes beyond the rhetoric. You can find a few substan-
tive issues in the last election. In my opinion the most impor-
tant substantive issue had to do with what's called industrial
policy. Industrial policy means the use of state power to inter-
fere with the economy in such a way as to target particular in-
dustries and support them and keep out others and keep out
foreigners. Now that's supposed to be something that bad
guys do. The rhetoric is that we believe in the free market and
that there's all those bad guys out there who have industrial

policy.
As | mentioned, from the earliest days of the American Re-

public, the United States has had a powerful interventionist
developmental policy and if we had followed any other princi-
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pies we would still be pursuing our comparative advantage in
exporting furs. You may have seen the other day the New York
Times ran a front page story called 'Primer on Free Trade' or
something like that. It was supposed to teach the stupid
masses why free trade is such a great thing, and why you have
to have international specialization of labor and comparative
advantage and economic efficiency. They lined up a whole
bunch of economists who explained these trivialities. And,
there's something right about them. | mean, if you've studied
economics and you take a look at the model, the lines follow
from one another in the proofs. A number of things were not
said, however. For example, those principles, as the article
pointed out, go back hundreds of years, so they apply to New
England in the 1820s. If those principles had been followed in
New England in the 1820s it would have instantly cut off the
early stages of industrial development in the United States.
It's been estimated that half of the new industries, textiles
mostly in those days, would have faled instantly if they hadn't
set up very high protective tariffs to block much cheaper Brit-
ish imports. This goes right through the century. In the late
nineteenth century Andrew Carnegie was able to build up the
first billion dollar corporation behind very high protectionist
walls blocking much cheaper British steel.

This goes right up through today. The reason why we have
computers is because the public paid for them. They were not
marketable in the 1950s. They were big and clumsy. The
public paid about a hundred percent of the cost of research,
development and production. In the 1960s, they became mar-
ketable, and then the industry was handed over partialy to
private enterprise. Private enterprise means the profits are
privatized, the costs are socialized. The public continued to
pay about fifty percent of the costs. By 1958, about 85 percent
of al research and development (R&D) in electronics was be-
ing funded by the Pentagon, that's the way we force the public
to pay these things. Getting into the 1980s take Star Wars.
It's perfectly true that Star Wars isn't a weapons system, but



