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Preface 
The association between major/minor 
tonality and positive/negative emotional 
valence is psychologically robust, but 
without a single accepted explanation. On 
average, passages in minor keys are more 
dissonant because, on average, the minor 
triad is more dissonant, rougher, or 
because tonal structure is more complex. 
The minor triad has a more ambiguous 
root than the major, and the minor scale 
has more variable form and a less stable 
tonic; uncertainty is associated with 
anger, sadness, distress, and grief.  

Emotional connotations and a 
psychohistory of tonality in which melody, 
polyphony, leading tones, and the 
major/minor system emerged at different 



 

 

times, are explicable by different 
psychological principles.  

*Excerpted from a research article by  
Richard Parncut. 
 

I  
A resonance of melancholy tone lurks, 
engendering a diffused sense of guilt, 
like a shadow hanging over all.  

Snow silently falling on the 
ocean, various cumulus clouds, a 
singing nightingale. A vast forest 
stretching out to the right. A man 
pulling a cart covered in tarpaulin. A 
tiny woman pushing the cart from 
behind. 

A kind of orgiastic synchronicity.  
She moved ahead in even strides 

with none of that affectedly feminine 
tiptoeing. 



 

 

Many ancestors far back as 
legend could go had lived in the 
Primeval Forest. A great tract of a 
hundred thousand acres, it straddles 
the border between dream and 
nightmare.  

Until about the 14th century, 
travel through the woodland was 
limited to river routes; roads and 
bridges appeared much later. Strange 
mewing sounds, shrieks, and ghostly 
moans keep unwary strangers at a safe 
distance. The source of these 
emanations defy identification. A 
satisfactory identification is unsought. 
The mysteriousness, the eeriness, the 
ancient unchangingness of the great 
forest have led many to suppose that 
some very old forms of life—some 
living corpses—may be lurking 
undiscovered in its murky depth. This 
forbids invasion by living things.  



 

 

Once a land inhabited by 
prehistoric beasts this deep abyss is 
believed to be the grotto of weird 
unholy monsters. It seems reasonable 
to suppose that the terms of existence 
in this deep dark forest are too 
uncompromising to support life 
unless that life is plastic, molding 
itself constantly to the harsh 
conditions, seizing every advantage 
that makes possible the survival of 
living protoplasm in a world only a 
little less hostile than the black 
reaches of interplanetary space.  

Academics view everything as an 
object to study, and so their emotions 
dry up. But to look at things with 
feeling, no impulse to study them 
occurs because everything comes 
down to love or hate. 

“I think it’s WORTH dying for.” 



 

 

“Anyone is reckless DESERVE 
drop to death.” 

“Such a cruel thing to say!” 
“Truth is ugly cruel.” 
Under discussion was the matter 

of treading dangerously close to the 
road’s edge for to view the precipitous 
landscape below. Indescribably 
beautiful and inspiring the sublime 
landscape would claim the lives of 
many who chose to tempt fate by 
straying too close to the crumbling 
edge.  

“Tempting fate is place for fools 
and idiots.” 

A beggar kneeled on the road 
ahead. Forehead pressed to a huge 
boulder he poured forth a stream of 
loud indecipherable entreaties.  



 

 

He would raise his face at 
intervals to reveal a gray smudge of 
dirt on his forehead.  

No one looked at him.  
The man and woman, lost in 

conversation, passed him by, 
unconcerned.  

When they had left him several 
yards behind the man changed tack 
and asked the woman a rhetorical 
question.  

“What good is pray to rock?” 
“Maybe he’s a Druid.” 
The man considered this.  
“Or is foolish idiot.” 
The beggar, hands pressed 

together beneath his smudged 
forehead, was persisting with his 
cries.  



 

 

This produced a sharp pain in 
her, like a fishbone stuck in her 
throat.  

The man knew the feeling of 
being held fast by a woman’s long 
black hair.  

The color of the sky was changing 
little by little.  

Streaks of color began to trail 
across its monotonous clarity. The 
deep, transparent blue background 
grew slowly more diffuse, and a heavy, 
white pall of cloud came to overlay it. 
The overlay began to melt and stream 
away, but so languidly that it was 
impossible to distinguish where 
background ended and cloud began. 
And over all of this drifted a soft hint 
of yellow. 

“The sky was so clear before,” 
said the woman. “Now the color is all 
muddied.” 



 

 

This was not the first time he had 
seen the sky like this, but it was the 
first time he had heard the sky 
described as “muddied.” 

But she was right, he saw. There 
was no other way to describe this 
color. Before he could say anything in 
reply, the woman spoke again.  

“It’s so heavy. It looks 
like marble,” she said, using another 
incongruous word to describe the sky. 
She was looking up high, eyes 
narrowed. Then she moved her 
narrowed eyes slowly until they were 
turned upon the man.  

“It looks like marble, don’t you 
think?” 

The man had no choice but to 
agree. 

“Yes, look like marble.” 



 

 

The woman fell silent. After some 
minutes it was the man who spoke.  

“Under sky like this, heart 
become heavy, but senses become 
light.” 

“What do you mean by that?” the 
woman asked.  

The man had not meant much of 
anything. He was just using his 
English, looking for a word to contrast 
heavy. But instead of answering her 
question he said, “It is a comforting, 
dreamy kind of sky.” 

“It seems as if it’s about to move, 
but it never does,” the woman 
replied.  

She began watching another far-
off cloud... 

“It is sky’s business,” said the 
man, “just like beggar we left behind 
us.” 



 

 

The woman thought this a good 
point. Whether or not the sky moved 
was up to the sky. And whether or not 
the beggar moved from the roadside 
boulder was up to the beggar. 

The man was typically quiet and 
composed, even serene. Yet from time 
to time an odd shadow would cross 
his face, like the sudden passage of a 
bird across a window, although it was 
no sooner there than gone.  

Ideas swirled about his mind in 
the chaotic confusion of tangentially 
connected points of relevance, the 
cohesive whole easy to grasp, the 
abstract idea of a grand theme 
outlined in his mind and the 
framework of his thoughts clearly 
defined. Yet when thought attempted 
the leap to verbalization he drew a 
blank.  



 

 

An hour later they had left the 
mountain road behind them, parked 
their cart, and were walking aimlessly 
through a quiet neighborhood that 
was something between village and 
town. The woman plucked a soft 
young leaf from a citrus hedge, 
cupped it between her palms, and 
made it whistle as one does with a 
grass blade. She was good at this, 
having picked it up by imitating a 
friend from the circus. She gaily 
played as she strolled along, while the 
man walked beside her, ignoring her, 
face averted. 

Life is a tale told by an idiot, full 
of sound and fury, signifying nothing.  

“I want you with me,” says the 
man.  

“You want me—? What are you 
talking about?” 



 

 

“I want you come home with me, 
I say.” 

The woman sniffs scornfully. 
“Never in this world shall you get me 
home with you.” 

“Oh, will see about that.” 
“Yes, be sure we’ll see about that. 

Me, that has been brought up for 
more than traveling in rickety carts. 
And you, with your rickety ways. 
Home with you? Please—” 

“What do you mean? Do you set 
yourself against companion, girl?” 

“Companion? You’ve shown often 
enough I’m no concern of yours.” 

“Not all streets are enchantment, 
have with circus performers.” 

“Less and less as we go along.” 
“So, I to blame for everything, is 

it?” 



 

 

The woman sniggers. “Now we 
agree.” 

“We are but weary wanderers on 
road of life, child.” 

“This is the sort of tripe you steer 
by?” 

“Wonderful reality.” 
“Mine is a frenzied intensity that 

prevents me from being eaten up by 
reality.” 

“There is something to say for 
remaining in place far off, without 
name, without identity. This I know…” 

“I have no sense at all of who I 
was yesterday.” 

“I am creature of my 
imagination.” 

“...lost in the ripple and surge of 
life.” 



 

 

The sea cut swift movements of 
clouds. Over valleys grown wider, 
deeper, where rivers continuously 
change their position. Hills bent back 
towards the course of the river. 
Brokeback mountain. Lights, signs 
from cities, villages, towns they knew 
only from maps, brochures.  

She lay in his dreams. A partly 
formed thing. A crescent moon. A 
harpsichord rendition. Dry paper 
blown along train tracks. Take the 
shape of yellow. Give the taste of 
white.  

She laughed, danced around him. 
He never dances. Wood nymph 
alabaster statue.  

He remained in an upright 
position and watched her body unfold 
from the folds of her dress. The 
motions. Quickness. Hair brushed 
slowly.  



 

 

“To be on move again is at least 
something,” he said, looking behind 
him.  

He caught hold of her bracelet. A 
dozen lights spun around her head.  

“I think we are still being 
followed.” 

What are his dreams, needs, 
obsessions, demands, desires, she 
thought? Fantasies he does not share? 

A fountain spurted colored water. 
Someone picked up a dead rat. A 
woman screamed. A naked woman, 
naked under blue light, bounced her 
breasts.  

Walls decorated with chariots, 
cherubs, centaurs, gods, goddesses. 
Pan dancing in rings. Grinning.  

A blast of wind. Trees bent in the 
wind’s direction. Birds in rapid flight 
over the sea. Coolness of air rushed in 



 

 

the ear. She heard the sea distinctly. 
Grains of sand stung her cheek. One 
hand up against the sun. A sudden 
sweep of wind. Singing men and 
women. Swaying bodies.  

An eagle motionless above. I 
heard the rush of wings. The low cry 
of some smaller animal. The shape of 
these shaped her mood.  

Bundles of black shrouded 
women carried large baskets, 
chickens, babies. The men sucked on 
broken black teeth, broke bread.  

Houses in states of ruin. Goats 
leaped over rocks. Mounds, rocks on 
graves. Trees unpruned. Faint writing 
on weathered stone.  

Statue of the Virgin with brightly 
painted face looked down from above 
the stones. The sun passed its 
meridian and stretched her shadow.  



 

 

Hunks, bodies of meat swung 
from hooks under dozens of naked 
bulbs. Cries of animals waiting in the 
slaughterhouse. A grasshopper 
jumped in front of her. Flies buzzed 
her ears. A half dazed white moth 
bumped against her head. An old man 
looked up.  

She shrank into the shadows.  
A man standing still as two 

women circle around him. Their backs 
arched, breasts thrust high, 
forward. He balanced a whip in each 
hand. A young girl strapped to a chair. 
Pouting. Her head swayed over the 
back, hair hung down. Legs apart, 
fruit placed between. On his knees he 
thrust his face between. Sound of 
whip meeting flesh, into a rhythm, 
slow at first. One of the circling 
women stands in front of the seated 
girl, grinds the girl’s pouting face 



 

 

between her thighs. Moans. Rocks 
forward and back in slow steady 
rhythm. Bodies. Having the same 
course, in moments contrary; 
intersecting at right angles, acute 
angles. Claws grasping at girl’s head 
smudging her in. Grinding. 

Balanced there. 
Suspended animation.  
The dream settles into space. 

Settles into her. Settles nothing at all. 
Enduring the scene without hope for 
any meaning. Dislocated from 
moment to moment. Before sleep. 
After sleep. Shallow beneath the 
moonlight.  

Cascades of liquid gold.  
The insects quieter then.  
 

II  



 

 

Gusts of wind struck the waters, 
scooped them out in great hollows, in 
the shape of a column, the color of 
clouds. One great cloud drew smaller 
ones to itself. Remained stationary, 
retained the sunlight on its apex, for 
two hours after the sun had set. Two 
hours later the man and woman 
sheltered from the storm, above the 
sea where the water on its bed went in 
a different direction from that on the 
surface. They lay in a cave and 
emerged when the storm seemed 
calmer.  

The air still dark from rain that 
became heavy, fell slantwise, bent by 
the cross-current winds, formed into 
waves in the air. The mountain bases 
covered with debris, shrubs, mud, 
roots, branches, various kinds of 
leaves thrust in among the earth, 
stones. Sand upon the edge of 
branches. The man threw two stones 



 

 

in the pool. I watched the circles 
increase equally, one within the other, 
without one destroying the other.  

“It gets cold now,” he said. 
So they went quickly back to the 

city. From there they moved on.  
Decision between madness and 

security is imminent.  
She wore a thin green dress, her 

legs, thighs showed through. Green 
against white. She looked flushed. She 
expected him to ask her something, 
anything. She sensed his attention 
elsewhere.  

They lay on the floor.  
She tried to lift him from the 

floor. The light spiraled through her 
hair. Smell of the sea, figs from her 
hands, made him dizzy, contradicting 
the terror. The sort that waits at the 
crack of dawn. An empty bed where 



 

 

even a breath tastes bitter. Waiting for 
that almighty sun that burns at seven 
a.m. and the miracle doesn’t happen, 
the miracle he thinks might occur the 
next day, when falling into the first 
part of euphoria.  

Time for a provisions hunt in 
town. 

He wonders if she’ll return before 
the sunset, stretches his hand out 
slowly now, fascinated by his own 
fingers.  

Darkness already. She hasn’t 
returned. Shirt soaked, lips dry, eyes 
bloodshot, fragrant flesh free in a 
foreign city.  

He stays behind with stale bread. 
No ice left. Wonders if she’ll be 
successful. 

She is in her mid-thirties, appears 
younger. Has the air of a woman who 



 

 

knows her way about. Occasionally 
acts like a child, knows that men are 
delighted with this image. This 
eccentricity she cultivates; wants 
those she meets to court this.  

She returns as he was getting 
suspicious. 

“We now have more ice, given us 
by the nice old butcher.” 

“Is good for the drink, the eggs, 
the meat when we have.” 

She is distracted by the thoughts 
she wishes to convey but knows not to 
interrupt this fiery man. 

“Nice this old butcher?” 
“Nice enough. And look,” she 

says, excitingly holding up her catch, 
“Bacon and chicken and some chicken 
hearts.” 

The man’s eyes go big and shiny. 



 

 

“Yes, is good man. Hungarian?” 
She shakes her head no, didn’t 

think to ask, no need to jinx their luck. 
“No need to know. I will make 

fire.” 
They move with the weather.  

Each day a replay of the last. Eyes 
bright. Feet tired. Hearts weighed 
down with the steady toil of making 
the money they need to sustain this 
traveling show. Mere subsistence was 
never intended, not the rule of action. 
But the road enforces steadfast rules 
of its own. 

After their energy breaks down, 
they search for shelter for the night. 
Luck is with them as they find an 
abandoned cabin in the woods near 
the road. 

Dusty creepy and cold this is far 
from ideal but necessity makes no 



 

 

complaint. Bundled in heavy blankets 
and using rolled up jackets as pillows 
they are adequately disposed for 
bedding. 

Wolves howl in the near distance. 
This will be a tenuous night. 

Come morning he is busily 
attending to fashioning a crude 
breakfast using the last of the eggs 
and the bacon they scored. 

“How monotonous this blue sky 
is,” she said, without looking outside, 
not looking at anything as she passed 
over the coffee.  

“It will change, must change 
when rains come. Another climate 
needed. Another place. No sense of 
place here. Perhaps not even other 
place. But place.”  

Marking time, playing the games 
she chooses. 



 

 

She makes love out of the day’s 
rhythms.  

Am I truer to her than to myself, 
he thinks.  

Sometimes she talks in her sleep. 
Names he doesn’t know. Some secret 
language. There are moments where 
she looks at him startled, not really 
seeing him, perhaps thinking he is 
someone else. The walls shift in 
patterns, color, shapes behind her 
head, and he thinks he is somewhere 
else.  

Her obsessions are obsessive, 
obsess him even, pull him in to their 
irresistible squall, flicking him like a 
squashed bug, guts spewing lateral. 
Two sunken eyes look up with 
incomprehension from the damp 
sheets. He can be any one of these, 
according to whim/projection: lover, 



 

 

friend, guardian, prophet, mystic, 
writer, addict, demi-god, beast.  

The scapegoat stood all skin and 
bone. While moral business, not his 
own, was bound about his head. The 
scapegoat was not a sacrifice proper: 
its sending away was preceded by 
sacrifice. And the goat shall bear 
upon him all their iniquities into a 
land not inhabited.  

Something about getting 
completely high while mobile, not 
subjected to one’s own mobility. 
Fantastic dance of images, shapes, 
forms. Shadows flying past. She 
stands in the doorway, her face 
thinner, slightly flushed, how it can 
change! She looks as if expecting 
something to happen, for him to say 
something. Her eyes wander from his 
to the dirt smeared window, and back 
again. Rumble of wheels, a sudden 



 

 

stirring of birds rising out of trees. 
Her laugher doesn’t come even though 
her mouth is open. Maybe she’s about 
to cry. Maybe we are mediums 
inhabiting each other’s imagination. 

She: “What are you thinking?” 
He: “Why you are still with me, 

foolish girl.” 
She: “Because I’m mad.” 
He. “I offer nothing but 

company.” 
She smiles provocatively. Silence. 

They look out of the window. He 
watches the dust stirred by a passing 
vehicle. The sun in the dust, dust in 
the sun. Women pass, water jugs on 
their heads, they pause, one hand 
balanced lightly on the jugs, they 
watch him and her watching through 
the window. Surely they cannot. The 
sunlight reflection on the windows 



 

 

disallows this, think the man and 
woman. Still, the impression remains 
strong that the jug carrying women 
are watching them, watching them 
watching. The woman makes a funny 
face. Eyes screwed up, lips twisted 
sideways. The women return the same 
face causing the woman to piss 
herself.  

He coughs. Her hand passes 
lightly, swiftly through her hair, runs 
her finger along a ladder starting at 
her crotch, ending at her knee.  

“I’ll be right back,” she says.  
He sees himself in Hellenistic 

relief: A traveler has fallen asleep. 
Down upon him has pounced a 
winged bird-footed woman. Her 
claws rip into him.  

The woman has returned from 
her odious task.  



 

 

He enjoyed her look of 
passiveness, of sacrifice that came 
into her eyes. A look he savagely preys 
upon. But he soon realized this was 
hardly the image of “submission”, but 
curiosity to see if he had anticipated 
the next image she had in store for 
him.  

“I love all men; how can I ever be 
tied to one man for the rest of my 
life?” 

Now he understands the 
Hellenistic relief premonition. Felt his 
animal rage rising. 

He also sensed an emptiness like 
a black hole inside her, and there was 
no predicting what might emerge 
from a place like that. He’s sure all 
have experienced really malevolent 
feelings once or twice in their lives, 
like the desire to kill somebody. He 
sure as hell knows he has. But there’s 



 

 

always a braking mechanism 
somewhere along the line that stops 
them. The malevolence is turned back, 
and it sinks down to the bottom of the 
emptiness it emerged from and lies 
there, forgotten, only to leak out in 
other ways—a passion for work, for 
example. She may be young and naïve, 
but wasn’t like that. He sensed she 
had a bottomless void inside her. And 
that void was what made her 
confused. He’d been there. Compared 
to where she was at, it may have been 
like a child’s version, but he’d been 
there. Oh yes he’d been there.  

A musician/performer to his 
extent of memory, he was ecstatic 
when he learned the language of 
music. How to manipulate tones 
about fluctuating triads, inserting 
tones of the chromatic scale 
impartially. Plying the minor tones to 
draw the tears and drop the panties. It 



 

 

would be years before he learned the 
music of words; many more before he 
learned their point of intersection.  

The downward spiral is a chain 
reaction. One thing begets the next. A 
man has a weakness, he’s flawed. That 
flaw leads him to guilt. The guilt leads 
him to shame. The shame he 
compensates with pride and vanity. 
And when pride fails despair takes 
over and they all lead to his 
destruction. Something’s gotta stop 
the flow.  

 

III  
Triangle energy moves in circles. 
Thirty-three; thirty-three; thirty-
three; one.  

Flounders and lobsters are 
munched by famished butchers who 
drink champagne and tepid seltzer. 



 

 

Butchers desire sloppy whores and 
will chew their lobsters and drink 
their tepid seltzer with them. The 
whores are sloppy because their 
misguided dreams contain reflections 
and images of unhinged passion. They 
understand that butchers are savage 
and nervous but they do not know 
that butchers are obscurely demented. 
The whores do not understand. They 
are expendable.  

But anyway, it plays itself out, the 
butchers say. The difference is on the 
proving seat. Sit down, they say, or 
payments are slipping back and forth, 
and put your hand here on my #%@$ 
and take off your…oh yes…yes…! 

Now we must confess as we 
diminish. We walk there. Toward the 
doormat, shame, a bolt disposed. 
Every treachery returned us answers, 
saying we are the servants that built 



 

 

the house that was burned many years 
ago, which a trick builder had set up. 
In fact, disqualified later on. Worker 
who put forward still armed with 
deadly truth. Called certain 
equilibrium. Give it a rest or get 
yourself a college boy. Set our hearts 
on getting. Forgetting. Thrusting 
hungry noses into pink particulars.  

Insulate. 
Slaughter is articulated. You can 

drill down through the layers but 
what’s more important. Over the cliff, 
up-river, into the great basin, as far as 
the village back to the sea give-way. So 
it befell the inspired category military 
slavers prefer to call innocent jokes. 

Empty made a loud sound. Pose 
as a rupcha. Lights bright but no 
direct sun. Above the mountain’s head 
a freshening luster, mellow where the 



 

 

state rots in open air and sheds sweet 
mustard yellow gases. 

A young girl bathes in the healing 
waters of Banjo Springs.  

If heaven pleases indulgence to 
all that pass, dripped down among all 
the people the waters of Banjo Springs 
performs amazing feats. 

 
Sexually semi-sweet in the distill 

imagination of men. A heart of gold 
and a head of cotton candy. Lettuce 
lead back to the truth, or is it a limp 
and dangling body of Christ who can 
see your house from there. Picking 
minutes to twenty, through leaf and 
smoking life. 

“You are cute one,” he says, 
apropos of nothing. 

She giggles and holds her cheeks, 
childlike. 



 

 

Cute has greater longevity than 
gorgeous. Cute retains allure with 
little; ravishing beauty loses allure 
with plenty.  

There is none more miserable 
and alone than the aging beauty. 

“How far, you think? Until we 
find a circus troupe?” 

He knows that everything one 
wants is where one already is. But 
conversely one must sometimes to 
travel far far away in order to find 
what is closest to them. 

“Everything has purpose, little 
dove. Even stone. Even star. Even 
you. Patience and hard work will serve 
well.” 

A powerful blast screeches across 
the shattering sky, delivering untold 
extermination.  



 

 

Screaming and wailing shriek 
skyward a dissonant harmony. The 
terrified and afflicted flee and scatter 
in a thousand cluster bomb 
trajectories. Children run and fall. Are 
whisked away by strangers. The war 
has come to breakfast well before the 
token coffee service has been set out. 
We are living on the site of an atrocity. 
What is the role of art in the face of 
unthinkable tragedy? Condolence? 
Solace? Commiseration? Sanctuary? 
What is ruin but time easing itself of 
endurance?  

The wheel works and vicissitudes 
of transcendent nature despoil plans 
and purposes devised to otherwise 
mitigate, assuage, counterbalance the 
offending limb. The societal golem 
disgorges its intestinal densities 
seeking relief. The apathy of 
structuring sky whispers and hums a 
desultory dirge. Pain is an entity 



 

 

whose path is more than serpentine. A 
path that cuts deep as it traverses all it 
encounters; through, out and around. 
Its effect as chilling as it is complete.  

The two stop short and hit the 
ground. They have stumbled upon a 
performance troupe just past the 
forest perimeter. Rotating spotlights, 
and balloons, music and carnival fare. 
The smell of roasting hot dogs and 
fresh popped corn is making her 
salivate. Pure Pavlovian. Now 
understanding the ruse (a 
performance, how silly of us), she 
takes hold of the hat and sets to 
busking using the patented alms for 
the poor routine.  

A serpentine bright banner hangs 
over the stage: ATROCITY written in 
bold thick lettering. 

Expressionistic performers bound 
on stage as manna from heaven. Now 



 

 

a lithe female performer raises a 
deformed steel beam overhead. 
Grimaces. Twists to visceral pain 
levels her responsive limbs. Not limbs 
for dalliance but limbs for expressive 
recounting. Red smears of bloodlike 
substance display their faces in bold 
relief. Tribal chiaroscuro. Tragedies 
come and tragedies go on this 
fractured stage of shifting beams. 
Some beams are salutary. Others 
impish, vicious. Still others run the 
razor line of split, shave and twirl. 
Sisters share knowing looks between 
grimaces. The roads they have 
traveled appear as distant as foreign 
continents. Foreign as true feeling. 
Spelunkers in a caustic universe.  

“What is the role of art in the face 
of unthinkable tragedy?” queries one 
to the other.  

“Is it...I mean...you know...” 



 

 

“Like when vanguards and such 
are communicated across...” 

“But...I mean...”  
“These are tears without end...” 
“My hands no longer have 

sensation.”  
The draw is called. The dialogue 

unfolds. This is not a kaleidoscope, 
sister. But a tessellated mosaic. Black 
and white was never intended nor 
predicated. “Were we not...um, like...I 
don’t know what I know anymore. I 
know only that my heart bleeds. That 
blast. That child. Those lingering 
screams. Is this then what our world 
has come to?”  

Eyes shadowed and downturned. 
Hugging and sobbing the needed 
elixirs. Souls of sacrifice or bitter 
regret. Souls accustomed to 



 

 

unthinkable events that once thought 
are forever branded in the soul.  

A shrill fragment lost to swirling 
tides. Not like an ocean where above 
the surface all is turmoil, crashing 
waves, but below the topside all is 
quiescent. Not at all like this. But a 
pervasive debilitating erosion.  

A pain with teeth unwelcome as 
death. The performance accurately 
replicates our societal anxieties, our 
inexpressible longings, our blind 
spots, our terrors, both holy and 
profane, and even, our joys. The body 
language hums like a Buddhist gong, 
the characters at the same time 
sublimely mythic and frighteningly 
real, palpable. By turns intriguing, 
mysterious, and lovely. A principal 
rule for performers, is not to believe 
that their doing so indicates they 
possess a special disposition of nature 



 

 

in this respect. They are merely 
human.  

A trait shared by humankind. Yet 
the performers express and describe 
their own sensations. It is the core of 
their methodology. It is a matter of 
tapping into their innermost soul and 
baring it to the glaring light of social 
criticism.  

A necessary bleeding. A requisite 
torment all must abide. No amount of 
caffeine fueled days at the local brew 
house could collimate their 
spectrometric deviations. Without 
framework the phases would not 
converge. They had passed through 
that narrowest of slits only to emerge 
refracted beyond symmetry. 
Claustrophobic urges compelled their 
escape. Time will and must flee as 
must they. Preserve and protect. 
Nurture the impulse and form. Time 



 

 

at sea is ameliorative for the soul, said 
mother long ago. Maternal anecdotes 
shared in the dim light of terrified 
dawns become in retrospect 
epiphanic. Buzzwords. Buzzkill. Buzz 
along your way, sad crustacean. There 
are colors and sounds that exist at the 
fringes, sensations that buzz with 
significance, understood in their 
completeness only at some later date. 
Shera now had this feeling about 
Tryxia, a sense that the visible surface 
elements were not the whole 
narrative, that something lurked 
beneath trilling with mysterious 
danger. She shuffled down the dark 
hallway making her way to the ladies’ 
room. As she creaked open the 
restroom door, a deep foreboding 
assailed her. Why was she so on edge, 
could it be the influence of her 
traveling companion? It was only after 
her sister’s accountings of the horrors 



 

 

committed on this very vessel that she 
noticed an insistent tingling begin 
first at her toes then move upwards to 
apply a noticeable restriction to her 
throat. Now the creepy restroom. 
Barring discontinuance of her bodily 
functions, she knew her fears must be 
kept in check, knew she would do best 
by not allowing herself to become 
overwrought. Inwardly she scolded 
herself for her girlish fright. Surprised 
to find the room littered with trash 
and deciding the cleaning staff must 
be on an extended smoking break she 
entered a stall and put these thoughts 
behind her. On the floor at her feet, a 
torn out page of a newspaper, a 
sizeable article with the words 
modesty and sexual shame are men's 
ideas created to enslave women 
crossed out in red pen. The ragged 
edges of the discarded page suggest 
that whoever had left it here did so 



 

 

with evident rage. Shera cringed at the 
descent. Her tendrils had been beset 
by a string of regrettable afflictions, 
brought on no doubt by the latest in 
the growing list of abuses egregious by 
men. And while she was ever so 
keenly aware of the inbred tenacities 
of fugacious youth, this trip was sure 
to be most notable in its grim 
potentialities. Leaning over the deck 
railings watching the mooserat at play 
or war, she could never be sure, was 
engaging to a point. Even for that 
miniscule pleasure she would remain 
passive silent. Sometimes she felt as 
the only fogsnake in a sea of 
clusterbols must feel; outnumbered, 
outranked, outmoded. Dyneema 
Sokol, a name she had not conjured in 
years. And her sometimes cohort, Bast 
Q'Tann, the best kept secret of the 
non-visible failures at ITC. Time 
moving at a fast clip, receding into the 



 

 

distance, foreshortening on approach. 
A haze of sunlight reflects from the 
plastic window covering the band 
selector and the giant, silver tuner 
knob shows permanent smudges 
across its glossy surface. The dial is 
turned to about the middle of the 
available frequencies, blaring forth a 
caterwaul mix of Terpsichorean 
Katanic rhyme and industrial noise. 
“People talk all this shit/ but 
somebody fuck with me/ I’m gonna 
fuck with them. Ain’t nothing you can 
do now by talking about it / Ain’t no 
big thing/ I just threw her through a 
door.”  

Sokol always seemed to have a 
bee in her bonnet about some 
imagined offense or other committed 
by a varying cast of characters. Yet not 
long ago she had had no alveolar 
consonants in her lingua franca, and 
since acquiring this verbal gymnastic 



 

 

skill was more abrupt and confidant of 
her spitfire badinage, no matter how 
droll or offensive.  

“Do not tap too close to the edge 
of the plank, miss incompetent. A 
minimum clearance of two inches to 
the nearest terminus of the planks is 
required to maintain the integrity of 
the timber,” Sokol carped in her flinty 
screech 

Never before had she felt the 
overwhelming urge to throttle another 
human being. Not once even through 
the traumas and tribulations of angst 
filled youth had she so much as 
wished harm upon another. She 
surmised that this is what was meant 
by the term “growing up.” A weighted 
proposition at best. Embarking on this 
putative healing journey was joy 
incarnate. Disembarking to 
landlubber loams brought much 



 

 

needed deliverance. Shera felt the 
mist of heat drenched breeze clinging 
to her clothes and laboring her 
breathing as Tryxia trudged beside 
her, a stern grimace, surely hating 
that life had chosen to punish her so 
viciously. Seething belly bile is a 
necessity for a creature that subsists 
mainly on weather-bleached bones. 
The rate of snails is most fitting 
description of the painful shuffle of 
their movement. The bituminous sky 
wept viscous tears scattering the land 
with miasmic emotive blasts of ill-
timed air, wet, infested, composed of 
linear macromolecules having in the 
chain recurring amide linkages, at 
least 85% of which are joined to 
aliphatic or cycloaliphatic units, 
deeply dark twisted ropes of 
destruction. Surely this must be a 
cruel universal joke. Shat upon fouled 
soils they are dredged by bitter wine. 



 

 

Coruscated and boiled. Two garden-
fresh females the daily special at the 
Spitfire Grill. Death where is thy sting, 
seems appropriate enough. Give me a 
crowd. Give me a tune. Give me a 
stage so I may perform my seething 
despair. We are a living atrocity.  

Reports of Shera and Tryxia’s 
death have been greatly exaggerated. 

 

IV  
It is twilight. Grey seabirds hover low 
near the shore. A rising moon begins 
to make a glittering path across the 
waters.  

There is no exact time. The thing 
begins as the gibbous moon is “about 
a foot” above the low-lying vapors of 
the horizon. The moon seems subtly 
connected with a stealthy. Deliberate. 
Menacing. Ripple. Eldritch rolls in 



 

 

from the skyline. Along the 
shimmering lane of reflected 
moonbeams. Subsides before it 
reaches the shore. 

Something unspeakable is in the 
water. There is a storm. A distant 
light. The rest just turns dark. 
Impossible. Maddening. 

“Where is iron pan?” 
“She must have taken it...” 
“Who?” 
“The girl. I saw her here before 

she left.” 
“You did not see girl.” 
“Yes, I saw a young girl. I called 

her, but she did not answer. I followed 
her but she disappeared.” 

Son-of-a-fuzzy-pink-puss! If that 
bitch had lingered beyond her 
welcome he would sodomize her 



 

 

fiercely next they tumbled. And why 
did she take pan? 

“Is no girl. You and I only two 
souls in this place.” 

“You are not right.” 
“Must have been some-other-

body, crazy girl.”  
The man has a bug in his 

britches. Had the memory of a 
goldfish. Now he has the memory of a 
gnat.  

He had become lax in his liaisons 
and must tell his dick to hang silent 
and soft. The young birdies are best 
but they are also sloppy in their exits. 

From the pitch-black room there 
bursts the most appalling and 
demoniac succession of cries that 
either of us has ever heard. Not more 
unutterable could have been the chaos 
of hellish sound if the pit itself had 



 

 

opened to release the agony of the 
damned, for in one inconceivable 
cacophony is centered all the supernal 
terror and unnatural despair of 
animate nature. Human it cannot 
have been—it is not in man to make 
such sounds.  

The oldest and strongest emotion 
of mankind is fear. And the oldest and 
strongest kind of fear is fear of the 
unknown.  

Thwarted and saddened by the 
real world, with all its deaths and 
partings and frustrations, she 
protected herself by a barrier of 
fantasy. Her girlish craving for 
romantic tales, which for a time 
became almost obsessive (“I plunged 
under the covers and read them day 
and night. Then I was eager for more 
...”), was an attempt to escape from 



 

 

harsh reality into a rosier, more 
congenial realm. 

A final escape was in the world of 
dreams. Dreams are important in 
Buddhist imagery as a metaphor for 
the illusory nature of human 
experience: “All the manifold changes 
of Karma are but the passing phases 
of a dream.” 

No Buddhist was she, but enjoyed 
dream world immensely. Unhealthily 
so. In this way her life became nothing 
more than the passing phases of a 
long extended dream. 

Though usually elated on 
awaking, she never told anyone about 
her dreams and she blithely 
disregarded their instructions. She 
recognized the prophetic nature of her 
dreams and blamed much of her 
unhappiness on having failed to do as 
she was told. 



 

 

“If I had not given myself up to 
idle fictions and poetry, I would not 
have seen such a dream world. Only 
the sorrowful reflection in the mirror; 
realized, unaltered” 

She had never stopped believing 
in magic and fairy tales and true love. 

Refuge could be found in mystical 
memory…The meadows were green, 
and so was the rising wheat which 
had been sown, but which neither had 
nor would receive any further care. 
Such arable fields as had not been 
sown, but where the last stubble had 
been plowed up, were overrun with 
couch-grass, and where the short 
stubble had not been plowed, the 
weeds hid it. So that there was no 
place which was not more or less 
green; the footpaths were the 
greenest of all, for such is the nature 
of grass where it has once been 



 

 

trodden on, and by-and-by, as the 
summer came on, the former roads 
were thinly covered with the grass 
that had spread out from the margin. 

In the autumn, as the meadows 
were not mown, the grass withered 
as it stood, falling this way and that, 
as the wind had blown it; the seeds 
dropped, and the strands became a 
greyish-white, or, where the docks 
and sorrel were thick, a brownish-
red. The wheat, after it had ripened, 
also remained standing, and was 
eaten by clouds of sparrows, rooks, 
and pigeons, which flocked to it and 
were undisturbed, feasting at their 
pleasure. As the winter came on, the 
crops were beaten down by the 
storms, soaked with rain, and 
trodden upon by herds of animals. 

Hawthorn bushes sprang up 
among them, and, protected by the 



 

 

briars and thorns from grazing 
animals, the suckers of elm-trees rose 
and flourished. 

Overcome by an impulse to shed 
her clothing and run naked through 
the tantalizing meadow, she at once 
proceeded to do just this, running 
and puffing and smiling the smile of 
abundant joy. 

As the sun reflected a glorious 
sheen to her eye, she found the first 
daffodil flowering by the damask 
rose, and thought to call someone to 
come and see it; causing her to spin 
in reverie: There are no damask 
roses now, like there used to be in 
summer. There are many grand 
roses, but no fragrance—the 
fragrance is gone out of life. 
Instinctively as I pass gardens in 
summer I look under the shade of the 



 

 

trees for the old roses, but they are 
not to be found. 

The dreary nurseries of 
evergreens and laurels—cemeteries 
they should be called, cemeteries in 
appearance and cemeteries of taste—
are innocent of such roses. They show 
you an acre of what they call roses 
growing out of dirty straw, spindly 
things with a knob on the top, which 
even dew can hardly sweeten. 

She did not stay to find a 
companion to rejoice in her 
miraculous finding, but spun round 
in circles, drinking up the sun, the 
scents, the feel of lustful joy 
unrestrained, and came face to face 
with the east wind, which took her 
with such force as to momentarily 
stay her progress. Her hair was 
blown out horizontally, her pale skin 
exposed, and the front line of her 



 

 

breasts (beginning to bud like spring) 
was sketched against the sky. She 
laughed, but the strong gale filled her 
throat as if a hand had been thrust 
down it; the wind got its edge like a 
knife under her eyelids, between them 
and the eyeballs, and seemed as if it 
would scoop them out; her eyes were 
wet with involuntary tears; her lips 
dried up and parched in a moment. 
The wind went through her as if her 
skin was nothing. She lifted her hand 
to defend her eyes, and the skin of her 
arm became goose bump laden 
immediately.  

Had she a worn hat it would 
have flown. Stooping forwards, she 
pushed step by step, and gradually 
reached the shelter of the high garden 
wall; there she could stand upright, 
and breathe again. 



 

 

Her lips, which had been 
whitened by the keen blast, as if a 
storm of ice particles had been driven 
against them, now resumed their 
scarlet hue, but her ears were full of 
dust and reddened, and her curly 
dark hair was dry and rough and 
without gloss. Each separate hair 
separated itself from the next, and 
would not lie smooth—the natural 
unctuous essence which usually 
caused them to adhere was dried up. 

The wind had blown this way 
round that corner every March for a 
century, and in no degree abated its 
bitter force because a beautiful 
human woman, naked as life, full of 
the happiness of a flower, came 
carelessly into its power. 

Nothing ever shows the least 
consideration for human creatures. 



 

 

The moss on the ridge of the wall 
under which she stood to breathe 
looked shriveled and thin, the green 
tint dried out of it. A sparrow with a 
straw tried hard to reach the eaves of 
the house to put it in his nest, but the 
depending straw was caught by the 
breeze as a sail, and carried him past. 

Under the wall was a large patch 
recently dug, beside the patch a grass 
path, and on the path a wheelbarrow. 
A man was busy putting in potatoes; 
he wore the raggediest coat ever seen 
on a respectable back. As the wind 
lifted the tails it was apparent that 
the lining was loose and only hung by 
threads, the cuffs were worn through, 
there was a hole beneath each arm, 
and on each shoulder the nap of the 
cloth was gone; the color, which had 
once been grey, was now a mixture of 
several soils and numerous kinds of 
grit. The hat he had on was no better; 



 

 

it might have been made of some 
hard pasteboard, it was so bare. 
Every now and then the wind 
brought a few handfuls of dust over 
the wall from the road, and dropped 
it on his stooping back. 

Suddenly she became aware of 
her unclothed state, running her 
hand down her front side, and her 
joy, not long ago boundless and 
unrelenting, deflated. 

I must be mad, she thought, 
dropping my clothes like so much 
dross and gamboling naked through 
the open fields. 

She blushed and backed away as 
a distant sound, a sound growing 
closer by the second, caught her ear. 

The Fair had come round, she 
suddenly remembered, and she went 
through the garden to the end of the 
orchard, where she could overlook 



 

 

the highway without being seen, and 
watch the people go past. Just there 
the road began to descend into a 
hollow, while the garden continued 
level, so that she, leaning her arm on 
the top of the wall, was much higher 
up than those who went along. The 
wall dropped quite fourteen feet 
down to the road, a rare red brick 
wall, thick and closely built, the 
bricks close together with thin seams 
of mortar, so that the fibers of the 
whole mass were worked and 
compressed and bound firm, like the 
fibers of a piece of iron. The deep red 
bricks had a color—a certain richness 
of stability—and at the top this good 
piece of workmanship was protected 
from the weather by a kind of cap, 
and ornamented with a projecting 
ridge. Within the wall she could stand 
on a slight bank, and easily look over 
it. Without there was a sheer red 



 

 

precipice of fourteen feet down to the 
dusty grassland and nettles beside 
the road. 

Some bare branches of a plum 
tree trained against the wall rose thin 
and tapering above it in a bunch, a 
sign of bad gardening, for they ought 
to have been pruned, and the tree, 
indeed, had an appearance of neglect. 

One heavy bough had broken 
away from the nails and incline, and 
drooped to the ground, and the shoots 
of last year, not having been 
trimmed, thrust themselves forward 
presumptuously. 

Behind the bunch of thin and 
tapering branches rising above the 
wall she was partly hidden, but she 
relied a great deal more for 
concealment of her nudity upon a fact 
a boyfriend of old had taught her, 
that people very seldom look up; and 



 

 

consequently if you are only a little 
higher they will not see you. This she 
proved that morning, for not one of 
all who passed glanced up from the 
road. The shepherd kept his eye fixed 
on his sheep, and the drover on his 
steer; the men were in a hurry to get 
to the fair and spend their money, 
more likely in a hurry to get stone 
faced drunk; the women had on 
appealing and appropriate dress as 
weather and conditions dictate, some 
in fashionably revealing shorts and 
tops, and were perpetually looking at 
the men that overtook them to see if 
they admired their attire. No one 
looked up from the road they were 
pursuing. 

In life most people have their 
heads fixed in the claws of some 
miserable pettiness, which interests 
them so greatly that they trek on 
steadily forward, staring ahead, not 



 

 

the slightest fear of their seeing 
anything outside the rut they are 
travelling. 

She did not care anything about 
the fair or the people either, but it is 
natural to suspect her attention could 
be traced to the unconscious influence 
of sex, a perfectly innocent 
prompting, quite unrecognized by the 
person who feels it, and who would 
indignantly deny it if called out on 
the subject A prompting that leads 
young women to seize opportunities 
of observing the men, even if of an 
uninteresting order. Still they are 
male, those curious beings, that 
unknown race, and little bits of 
knowledge about them may, perhaps, 
be picked up by a diligent observer. 

Was she really fifteen once, really 
the apple of her father’s eye, the 
torment of every young boy. 



 

 

When their ardor drove them 
past their endurance they would 
linger outside her window at night. 
Hidden by hedge and darkness. 
Gingerly peak above the prickly 
foliage to catch a glimpse of her 
budding beauties. Not unaware of 
these scoundrels she did her best 
“unaware of intruders” act while 
giving them a small nibble of what 
they desired. The tight shirt and 
poking nipples. The quick flash of 
acerola as she lifted her shirt, turning 
her back on them to complete the 
task. Occasionally “forgetting” to turn 
entirely and affording micro-flash of 
“side boob.”  

The violent violations she 
sidestepped with her not so innocent 
gambit were plenty; of these she 
would remain blissfully unaware. She 
had left town before her sixteenth 
birthday in a kind divine intervention, 



 

 

enrolling overseas at the Institute for 
Virtuous Maidens immediately before 
her traumatic fall from grace. Much to 
the despair of family, friend, and 
occasional nighttime interloper. 

Of this experience she retained 
only tepid recollections: 

1. Never showed us a skeleton, or 
stuffed animal, and not a single 
plant. Never once did we look 
into a microscope, and we had 
not the remotest idea what a cell 
was. 

2. For four years they tormented us 
over penmanship. For seven 
years we had to study drawing, 
notwithstanding the fact that 
during all that time not one of us 
displayed the smallest sign of 
talent. 



 

 

Much like her earlier stint with the 
Sisters of Holy Sorrow, establishing a 
troubling pattern. 

 

V  
Crashing through the windshield the 
long steel poles skewered both mother 
and father leaving a young girl 
scrambling for life in the back seat as 
scattering glass and spurting blood 
covered her, the shimmering glass 
chunks shrouding her in a macabre 
suit of lights. 

A mermaid arises. It is the dying 
spirit. The flat, upright sparkle shines. 
Withers, declines. With sharp flames 
declining, shining, fading: fluttering. 
Lost moon, velvet spirit. Walk, swim. 
With blunt leaves. Purple, tender, 
falling. It is the dying spirit.  



 

 

For a long time, I used to go to 
bed early. Sometimes, when I had 
turned off the light, my eyes would 
close so quickly that I had not even 
time to say “I’m going to sleep.” And 
half an hour later the thought that it 
was time to go to sleep would awaken 
me; I would try to put away the book 
which, I imagined, was still in my 
hands, and to turn off the light; I had 
been thinking all the time, while I was 
asleep, of what I had just been 
reading, but my thoughts had run into 
a channel of their own, until I myself 
seemed actually to have become the 
subject of my book: a circus, a high 
wire act, the rivalry between lion 
tamer and ringmaster. This 
impression would persist for some 
moments after I was awake; it did not 
disturb my mind, but it lay like scales 
upon my eyes and prevented them 
from registering the fact that the light 



 

 

was no longer on. Then it would begin 
to seem unintelligible, as the thoughts 
of a former existence must be to a 
reincarnate spirit; the subject of my 
book would separate itself from me, 
leaving me free to choose whether I 
would form part of it or no; and at the 
same time my sight would return and 
I would be astonished to find myself 
in a state of darkness, pleasant and 
restful enough for the eyes, and even 
more, perhaps, for my mind, to which 
it appeared incomprehensible, 
without a cause, a matter dark indeed. 

I would ask myself what time it 
could be; I could hear the whistling of 
trains, which, now nearer and now 
farther off, punctuating the distance 
like the note of a bird in a forest, 
showed me in perspective the 
deserted countryside through which a 
traveler would be hurrying towards 
the nearest station: the path that she 



 

 

followed being fixed for ever in her 
memory by the general excitement 
due to being in a strange place, to 
doing unusual things, to the last 
words of conversation, to farewells 
exchanged beneath an unfamiliar 
lamppost which echoed still in her 
ears amid the silence of the night, the 
crisp rejuvenating wind; and to the 
delightful prospect of being once 
again at home. 

I would lay my cheeks gently 
against the comfortable cheeks of my 
pillow, as plump and blooming as the 
cheeks of girlhood. Or I would move 
my arm close to look at my watch. 
Nearly midnight. The hour when an 
incapacitated young woman, who has 
been obliged to start on a journey and 
to sleep in a strange place, awakens in 
a moment of illness and sees with glad 
relief a streak of daylight showing 
under her bedroom door. Oh, joy of 



 

 

joys! It is morning. The boyfriend will 
be about in a minute, and someone 
will come to look after her. The 
thought of being made comfortable 
gives her strength to endure her pain. 
She is certain she heard footsteps: 
they come nearer, and then die away. 
The ray of light beneath her door is 
extinguished. It is midnight; someone 
has turned out the lights, and she 
must lie all night in agony with no one 
to bring her any help. 

I would fall asleep, and often I 
would be awake again for short 
snatches only, just long enough to 
hear the regular creaking of the 
floorboards, or to open my eyes to 
settle the shifting kaleidoscope of the 
darkness, to savor, in an 
instantaneous flash of perception, the 
sleep which lay heavy upon the 
furniture, the room, the whole 
surroundings of which I formed but 



 

 

an insignificant part and whose 
unconsciousness I should very soon 
return to share. Or, perhaps, while I 
was asleep I had returned without the 
least effort to an earlier stage in my 
life, now forever outgrown; and had 
come under the thrall of one of my 
childish terrors, that old terror of my 
uncle pulling my curls, which was 
effectually dispelled on the day—the 
dawn of a new era to me—on which 
they were cropped from my head. Oh 
the horror of that unwarranted event 
haunts me still. That I should pay for 
this wanton lecher’s crimes by losing 
my lovely curls, friends eternal in 
times of grief. I had forgotten that 
event during my sleep; yet I 
remembered it again immediately I 
had succeeded in making myself wake 
up to escape my uncle's fingers; still, 
as a measure of precaution, I would 
bury the whole of my head in the 



 

 

pillow before returning to the world of 
dreams. 

Sometimes, a man would come 
into existence while I was sleeping, 
conceived from some strain in the 
position of my limbs. Formed by the 
appetite that I was on the point of 
gratifying, he it was, I imagined, who 
offered me that gratification. My 
body, conscious that its own warmth 
was permeating his, would strive to 
become one with him, and I would 
awake. The rest of humanity seemed 
very remote in comparison with this 
man whose company I had left but a 
moment ago: my cheek was still warm 
with his kiss, my body bent beneath 
the weight of his. If, as would 
sometimes happen, he had the 
appearance of some man whom I had 
known in waking hours, I would 
abandon myself altogether to the sole 
quest of him, like people who set out 



 

 

on a journey to see with their own 
eyes some city that they have always 
longed to visit, and imagine that they 
can taste in reality what has charmed 
their fancy. And then, gradually, the 
memory of him would dissolve and 
vanish, until I had forgotten the 
seducer of my dream. 

When a w0man is asleep, she has 
in a circle round her the chain of the 
hours, the sequence of the years, the 
order of the heavenly host. 
Instinctively, when she awakes, she 
looks to these, and in an instant 
deciphers off her own position on the 
earth’s surface and the amount of time 
that has elapsed during her slumbers; 
but this ordered procession is apt to 
grow confused, and to break its ranks. 
Suppose that, towards morning, after 
a night of insomnia, sleep descends 
upon her while she is reading, in quite 
a different position from that in which 



 

 

she normally goes to sleep, she has 
only to lift her arm to arrest the sun 
and turn it back in its course, and, at 
the moment of waking, she will have 
no idea of the time, but will conclude 
that she has just gone to bed. Or 
suppose that she gets drowsy in some 
even more abnormal position; sitting 
in an armchair, say, after dinner: then 
the world will fall topsy-turvy from its 
orbit, the magic chair will carry her at 
full speed through time and space, 
and when she opens her eyes again 
she will imagine that she went to sleep 
months earlier and in some far distant 
country. But for me it was enough if, 
in my own bed, my sleep was so heavy 
as completely to relax my 
consciousness; for then I lost all sense 
of the place in which I had gone to 
sleep, and when I awoke at midnight, 
not knowing where I was, I could not 
be sure at first who I was; I had only 



 

 

the most rudimentary sense of 
existence, such as may lurk and flicker 
in the depths of an animal’s 
consciousness; I was more destitute of 
human qualities than the cave 
dweller; but then the memory, not yet 
of the place in which I was, but of 
various other places where I had lived, 
and might now very possibly be, 
would come like a rope let down from 
heaven to draw me up out of the abyss 
of not-being, from which I could never 
have escaped by myself: in a flash I 
would traverse and surmount 
centuries of civilization, and out of a 
half-visualized succession of oil-
lamps, followed by dresses of 
billowing femininity, would put 
together by degrees the component 
parts of my ego. 

Perhaps the immobility of the 
things that surround us is forced upon 
them by our conviction that they are 



 

 

themselves, and not anything else, 
and by the immobility of our 
conceptions of them. For it always 
happened that when I awoke like this, 
and my mind struggled in an 
unsuccessful attempt to discover 
where I was, everything would be 
moving round me through the 
darkness: things, places, years. My 
body, still too heavy with sleep to 
move, would make an effort to 
construe the form which its tiredness 
took as an orientation of its various 
members, so as to induce from that 
where the wall lay and the furniture 
stood, to piece together and to give a 
name to the house in which it must be 
living. Its memory, the composite 
memory of its ribs, knees, and 
shoulder blades offered it a whole 
series of rooms in which it had at one 
time or another slept; while the 
unseen walls kept changing, adapting 



 

 

themselves to the shape of each 
successive room that it remembered, 
whirling madly through the darkness. 
And even before my brain, lingering in 
consideration of when things had 
happened and of what they had 
looked like, had collected sufficient 
impressions to enable it to identify the 
room, it, my body, would recall from 
each room in succession what the bed 
was like, where the doors were, how 
daylight came in at the windows, 
whether there was a passage outside, 
what I had had in my mind when I 
went to sleep, and had found there 
when I awoke. The stiffened side 
underneath my body would, for 
instance, in trying to fix its position, 
imagine itself to be lying, face to the 
wall, in a big bed with a canopy; and 
at once I would say to myself, “I must 
have gone to sleep after all, and 
Momma never came to say 



 

 

goodnight!” for I was in the country 
with my grandfather, who died years 
ago; and my body, the side upon 
which I was lying, loyally preserving 
from the past an impression which my 
mind should never have forgotten, 
brought back before my eyes the 
glistening glow of the nightlight in my 
great-aunt's house, in those far distant 
days which, at the moment of waking, 
seemed present without being clearly 
denned, but would become plainer in 
a little while when I was properly 
awake. 

Then would come up the memory 
of a fresh position; the wall slid away 
in another direction; I was in my 
room in the country; Christ! It must 
be ten o’clock, they will have finished 
dinner! I must have overslept myself, 
in the little nap which I always take 
when I come in from my walk. For 
many years have now elapsed since 



 

 

those days, when, coming in from the 
longest and latest walks, I would still 
be in time to see the reflection of the 
sunset glowing in the panes of my 
bedroom window. It is a very different 
kind of existence now, and a different 
kind of pleasure that I now derive 
from taking walks only in the 
evenings, from visiting by moonlight 
the roads on which I used to play, as a 
child, in the sunshine; while the 
bedroom, in which I shall presently 
fall asleep instead of dressing for 
dinner, from far off I can see it, as we 
return from our walk, with its lamp 
shining through the window, a solitary 
beacon in the night. 

These shifting and confused gusts 
of memory never lasted for more than 
a few seconds; it often happened that, 
in my spell of uncertainty as to where 
I was, I did not distinguish the 
successive theories of which that 



 

 

uncertainty was composed any more 
than, when we watch a horse running, 
we isolate the successive positions of 
its body as they appear upon a 
bioscope. But I had seen first one and 
then another of the rooms in which I 
had slept during my life, and in the 
end I would revisit them all in the 
long course of my waking dream: 
rooms in winter, where on going to 
bed I would at once bury my head in a 
nest, built up out of the most diverse 
materials, the corner of my pillow, the 
top of my blankets, a piece of a shawl, 
the edge of my bed, and a torrid 
romance novel, all of which things I 
would contrive, with the infinite 
patience of birds building their nests, 
to cement into one whole; rooms 
where, in a keen frost, I would feel the 
satisfaction of being shut in from the 
outer world (like the sea-swallow 
which builds at the end of a dark 



 

 

tunnel and is kept warm by the 
surrounding earth), and where I 
would sleep wrapped up, as it were, in 
a great cloak of snug and savory air, a 
zone of heat whose boundaries were 
constantly shifting and altering in 
temperature to strike freshly upon my 
face, from the corners of the room, or 
from parts near the window which 
without had remained cold—or rooms 
in summer, where I would delight to 
feel myself a part of the warm 
evening, where the moonlight striking 
upon the half-opened shutters would 
throw down to the foot of my bed its 
enchanted ladder; where I would fall 
asleep, as it might be in the open air, 
like a robin which the breeze keeps 
poised in the focus of a sunbeam—or 
sometimes the reading room, so 
cheerful that I could never feel really 
unhappy, even on my first night in it: 
that room where the slender columns 



 

 

which lightly supported its ceiling 
would part, ever so gracefully, to 
indicate where the bed was and to 
keep it separate; sometimes again that 
little room with the high ceiling, 
hollowed in the form of a pyramid out 
of two separate floors, and partly 
walled with mahogany, in which from 
the first moment my mind was 
drugged by the unfamiliar scent of 
flowering grasses, convinced of the 
hostility of the violet curtains and of 
the insolent indifference of a clock 
that chattered on at the top of its voice 
as though I were not there; while a 
strange and pitiless mirror with 
square feet, which stood across one 
corner of the room, cleared for itself a 
site I had not looked to find tenanted 
in the quiet surroundings of my 
normal field of vision: that room in 
which my mind, forcing itself for 
hours on end to leave its moorings, to 



 

 

elongate itself upwards so as to take 
on the exact shape of the room, and to 
reach to the summit of that monstrous 
funnel, had passed so many anxious 
nights while my body lay stretched out 
in bed, my eyes staring upwards, my 
ears straining, my nostrils sniffing 
uneasily, and my heart beating; until 
custom had changed the color of the 
curtains, made the clock keep quiet, 
brought an expression of pity to the 
cruel, slanting face of the glass, 
disguised or even completely dispelled 
the scent of flowering grasses, and 
distinctly reduced the apparent 
loftiness of the ceiling. Custom! that 
skillful but unhurrying manager who 
begins by torturing the mind for 
weeks on end with her provisional 
arrangements; whom the mind, for all 
that, is fortunate in discovering, for 
without the help of custom it would 



 

 

never contrive, by its own efforts, to 
make any room seem habitable. 

Certainly I was now well awake; 
my body had turned about for the last 
time and the good angel of certainty 
had made all the surrounding objects 
stand still, had set me down under my 
bedclothes, in my bedroom, and had 
fixed, approximately in their right 
places in the uncertain light, my chest 
of drawers, my writing-table, the 
window overlooking the street, and 
both the doors. But it was no good my 
knowing that I was not in any of those 
houses of which, in the stupid 
moment of waking, if I had not caught 
sight exactly, I could still believe in 
their possible presence; for memory 
was now set in motion; as a rule I did 
not attempt to go to sleep again at 
once, but used to spend the greater 
part of the night recalling life in the 
old days with my great-aunt; 



 

 

remembering again all the places and 
people that I had known, what I had 
actually seen of them, and what others 
had told me. 

Then, as every afternoon ended, 
long before the time when I should 
have to go up to bed, and to lie there, 
unsleeping, far from my mother and 
grandmother, my bedroom became 
the fixed point on which my 
melancholy and anxious thoughts 
were centered. Someone had had the 
happy idea of giving me, to distract 
me on evenings when I seemed 
abnormally wretched, a magic lantern, 
which used to be set on top of my 
nightstand: in the manner of the 
master-builders and glass-painters of 
gothic days it substituted for the 
opaqueness of my walls an impalpable 
iridescence, supernatural phenomena 
of many colors, in which legends were 
depicted, as on a shifting and 



 

 

transitory window. But my sorrows 
were only increased, because this 
change of lighting destroyed, as 
nothing else could have done, the 
customary impression I had formed of 
my room, thanks to which the room 
itself, but for the torture of having to 
go to bed in it, had become quite 
endurable. For now, I no longer 
recognized it, and I became uneasy, as 
though I were in a room in some hotel 
or furnished lodging, in a place where 
I had just arrived, by train, for the 
first time. 

The man and woman now 
commenced to move further along the 
narrow dusty road where they had 
begun their journey. The traveling 
circus had moved on, remnants of half 
eaten treats, tossed banners, ripped 
up tickets, finding their way into the 
swirling winds. Occasionally a banner 
would fly up and circle her face 



 

 

recounting to her ready mind the 
inherent joy and wonder she, years 
after childhood, still experienced 
when circus days came. Like a splash 
of bold color on a grey landscape 
would the circus color her world. The 
eccentricities, abnormally abled 
performers, the cheer, the amazing 
feats of derring do, the lions—she 
could never forget those mighty roars, 
those saber sharp teeth, those 
pulverizing paws—and of course the 
hawkers roving through and between 
the seats offering treats of 
immeasurable sweetness and alien 
intrigue to quench her raging hunger, 
fanned and quickened by the engaging 
sights swarming around her glazed 
eyes. Oh, she realized, childhood is 
indeed a swiftly passing and rare 
wonder taken for granted and not 
given its just due. 



 

 

These sublime recollections of joy 
untold sadly tempered by the 
heartless realities of her day to day. 

A kid, seventeen, goes head on 
with a big rig truck. The driver 
survives. A lady hangs herself in her 
closet, following ingestion of a bottle 
of pills. A thirty-five-year-old man 
drinks a bottle of whiskey and chases 
it with a gallon of bleach. An old lady 
has a heart attack while reheating 
Chinese take-out. A rogue’s gallery of 
would be fools and unlucky 
coincidentals, sure, but none of them 
a young woman, any young woman, 
on this narrow dusty trail. This was a 
good day.  

Out on the city streets, an entirely 
different tale would be spinning out, a 
community gathering: The weather, 
warm. The vibe, happy. Families, 
siblings. Lemon ice. Funnel cake. 



 

 

Carnival food. In her mind’s nose she 
whiffed the scent of the giant corn-
dogs, her stomach grumbled.  

Not a day for being inside, 
comfortably snug and surfeit watching 
old movies, a broad-shouldered 
television star with sheets lying 
chastely over his worn out, squeezed 
out groin, kissing a woman tucked in 
up to her armpits.  

Love Hollywood style. 
She was a bit of a wild thing…this 

she accepted with aplomb. Better this 
than trapped at home with five 
sniveling excrement loaded brats 
crawling around her feet, waiting for 
underachiever dearest to return wore 
out, tapped out, too weak to be of any 
use to a still lusty, tasty, vibrant young 
woman nowhere near her years of 
decline. Not the fare of her favorite 
romance novel catalogue to be sure. 



 

 

This was more like Frog meets 
Princess, a match made in fairy tale 
hell. 

And her current traveling 
companion—try as he might—could 
only do so much to rise above his 
brutish detent position, a man who in 
no shape way or form was equipped to 
match her cheerful, optimistic 
mentality, which saw a silver lining in 
even the most violent tempest. 

“So what do you think? Cobra 
from basket trick? Tease them with 
foreign and mysterious?” 

“Can you even do that?” 
“Yuri can do,” he said, unsure, “I 

mean, is nothing, no? Just to stare 
that snarling creature down. I am not 
horse dick!” 

She worked hard to suppress her 
laughter at the oddly colorful 



 

 

language that often came out of this 
man’s mouth. The way she saw it, the 
issue here was not ego 
driven…um…horse dick or not horse 
dick. More like dead duck, or dead 
duck! She’d agreed to some crazy shit 
with this bohemian hustler, but dance 
of death with cobra was a definite Hell 
No! 

“I’m thinking this, Yuri. Maybe a 
bit of the old street magician hustle? A 
few magically appearing doves? The 
mystery contained in the colorful 
concealing silks of the trade? And of 
course, the wand, without which you 
are no magician at all?” 

He scratched at his grizzled chin 
and thought about this. Not a bad way 
to make the money. This young 
woman not as little as the roaring in a 
Mackó cheese. Her idea is like early 
days as traveling performer. Is good. 



 

 

Remembering of me the easy money 
at 15. Who of the friends did that? 
Those shits of cow. Yes, this farmer’s 
boy was a man in front of his time. Yes 
to be happy as a monkey about its tail. 

“Maybe. But need top hat…” he 
said, a wistful faraway look in his eyes. 

Just like him, she thought. Shoot 
down the winning idea by focusing on 
how he can’t do it.  

“You just gather up your stuff and 
I’ll set up the tent. Draw up some 
exciting Starring Attraction cards. 
Gotta have those. We’ll be pulling ‘em 
in like spawning salmon.” 

 
Showtime: 
“Chance of a lifetime folks, you 

hear?” the woman shouts. 
“Chance of a lifetime! 



 

 

“The gen-u-ine chance of a 
lifetime!” 

If this were a movie, she thinks 
there must be a part where tragedy 
and heroism bring us together and we 
make a really stupid decision. One of 
us has a moment of weakness, forgets 
propriety due to overwhelming 
passion, and then it’s nothing but lips, 
ripped-off clothes, and Katy bar the 
door. 

Looking at the man rummaging 
through magician’s gear like there’s 
no tomorrow, she sees that moment 
as future destined. 

She emptied out the pockets of 
her coat. In the manner of a fortune 
teller she spread the objects across the 
table in front of her. She tapped each 
one three times and studied it: 

A freighter ticket for a return trip 
to New York. 



 

 

Her real passport. 
An empty pint of vodka with a 

straw twisted around the neck. 
Thirty-odd dollars, a couple less 

than the years she had lived. 
A small gold cross, a 

Constantinian relic of incalculable 
value. 

Several tattered passports from 
the 1990s, forged, stating that the 
bearer was a Belgian expert in animal 
husbandry, a Swedish dealer in films, 
a Canadian dealer in patent drugs, a 
Romanian Fortune Teller. None of 
these false papers of any use 
anywhere in the world. 

A worthless green paperweight 
that might have been meant to 
resemble jade, stolen from one of the 
desks she had rifled through the last 
morning of her last legit job. 



 

 

Along with a screw-top jar hidden 
in a recess of her coat, this was all she 
owned in the world. 

She practices her shtick in 
advance of the zero hour. Gotta say it 
strong and loud, lead them in by the 
hand. Had the urge, had the skills. 
Maybe a faux Fortune Teller act was 
in the offing? 

She was then about thirty-three, 
the age of Christ crucified. She had 
grown up in cruel cities, played 
stickball and fought in the streets, 
kicked the boys’ asses if they got fresh, 
spent two years in juvy and one in 
prison. A short time ago her only 
relative had died, the woman who had 
raised her, her father’s older sister. 
The aunt had left her a small amount 
of money, and she was trying to 
decide what to do with it the night a 
fat staggering giant, old, drunk and 



 

 

ragged lech, wheezing and muttering, 
grabbed her ass, lurched into her 
stool, and nearly knocked her to the 
floor. 

Of course she stood and delivered 
a crushing kick to his swinging nut 
sack. 

He coughed, choked, hurled, 
rolled on the floor like a stinking hog. 
The bartender, raging red face, merely 
kicked him a few times, and tossed 
him a wet rag saying, “Clean up yer 
mess, shit bag! Then git the fuck outta 
my bar!” 

She had jetted out after delivering 
her walloping kick and was far out of 
sight by the time the bartender 
showed up to pass sentence on the 
disgusting Aqualung fuck. 

Whether bartender heard the 
scuffle or just ignored it, she never 
knew. Didn’t matter anyway. The 



 

 

stinking piece of shit lech deserved 
what she had given him. Bastard got 
lucky she didn’t take a knife to his 
useless tool! 

Grabbing her ass and shit. Guys 
are such pigs! 

A hideous stench had enveloped 
him, a mixture of rotting wool and 
rotting cheese, sour wax and decaying 
skin, all of it overwhelmed and held 
together by a pervasive smell of urine. 

 

VI  
She remembers when first they met, 
in a fog now, like it was somebody 
else. 

He looked like a rock star at the 
peak of his glory days, all tan and 
angular and assured. His black hair 
sticking up in the back from sleeping 



 

 

on it funny, bead-head, and there’s a 
line of stubble on his jaw. His white T-
shirt hangs loose over lithe muscles; 
through it, she can see his lats. They 
curve under the fabric like wings, 
highlighted by the faintest shadow of 
a large serpentine tattoo. 

Damn circus performers, she 
thought, and their perfect bodies. 
Damn them to hell!  

She had just begun this new gig 
and the owner thought to parade her 
sweet cute looks to any performers 
who wished to join the traveling circus 
troupe. She had only to qualify their 
talents, he said.  

“And just what talents do you 
plan to present to this circus that will 
tempt them to employ you? 
Acrobatics?” she asked. 

He bored his deep dark eyes into 
her as if he didn’t understand or was 



 

 

going to jump her, she wasn’t sure. 
She quickly glanced down at the bat 
behind her table. Can never be too 
safe. 

“Am Yuri from Tatabánya. Have 
skill given by Turul. Am good with the 
magic, the strong man acting, and 
sometimes to the…um…air high 
dancing?” he said pointing his finger 
upward. 

Geez, a true multitalented beefy 
type performer. Oh the luck! 

“Oh…you mean aerial 
performance acts?” 

“Yes, is this I say.” 
“And…um…Turul is who? Your 

father maybe?” 
Now this hard man of deep set 

passionate eyes erupted into a 
laughing fit that bordered on choking 
fit. 



 

 

“No, no, bomb woman, Turul is 
behind God back. Very very big big 
strong bird. Hawk I think you say? All 
strength come from him.” 

“Behind God back?” 
Yuri in attempting to translate 

resorted to hand movements, saying, 
“Turul is like…” hands and arms 
pointing forward, indicating a 
movement that conveyed to her far 
away, or something like. 

“Oh, far away,” to which Yuri 
nodded in agreement. “So, Turul is 
like…not a real hawk but a belief?” 

Yuri looked confused at this 
construction. 

“I mean Turul is like God? We 
believe in Him but do not see.” 

After a few shakes of his head to 
loosen the fog, he nodded grandly. 



 

 

“Yes. Turul is like this. We 
believe, we ask, and Turul give us.” 

And once again he poured his 
deep passionate hungry eyes over her. 

Damn, she was getting weak in 
the knees. 

Wasn’t long before she saw those 
hungry eyes from beneath him while 
on her back, grinding through another 
round in a seemingly endless torrent 
of passionate animal sex. Tireless he 
was, no doubt, as well as. inventive 
and demonic in his desires. Whether 
or not her battered body could keep 
up was her concern.  

Also, it wasn’t long before she 
was made to understand one simple 
carved in stone fact: Don’t call a 
Hungarian Russian or Slavic or you 
might end up abducted and anally 
probed by people speaking a strange 



 

 

and beautiful language with 
frighteningly long words. 

First time hurt but she got over it. 
Didn’t know whether to wax poetic or 
cry. And she was ever thankful that 
with her steady company his English 
improved markedly. 

That was then, this is now. Gone 
were those halcyon days of a lopsided 
partnership that still, regardless of 
how long they’d gone on now, was 
something she questioned daily. Why 
do I keep on with this…guy? I could 
do so much better. Heck, any time I 
swing by a bar or anyplace festooned 
with testicular types I have my first 
choice between all the drooling 
troglodytes or the future fathers of my 
children. Bearing in mind that any 
one of those happy go lucky lunks 
would be happy to jump my bones just 
for bragging rights. Odds of finding 



 

 

something enduring in those quarters 
are slim to none on the metric scale. 
I’m young, attractive, and fairly easy 
going, blahdy blahdy blah.  

Yet I if don’t stop all this mind 
fucking I may as well dig in and stay 
the course. Hell, I mean Yuri still does 
have those killer lats and musculature 
of Adonis. Brains of a penis though.  

Can’t have it all… 
Anyway, there was still much fun 

to be had on the road. 
She took a pass on Cotillion of 

Concoctions after a cursory glance at 
their chalk board fare: Saint Brigid’s 
Punch, Saint Anne’s Punch, Saint 
Punch’s Punch, a roundhouse kick of 
punches, making her punch drunk in 
the reading, and waltzed into Jolly 
Goat, thought it a fair enough place to 
begin her evening’s jaunt. 



 

 

Sailors sailors everywhere. Shiver 
me timbers where be my Popeye… 

She awoke in pieces the next 
morning, dreams rising like steam 
from the sewers on a warm spring 
morning. Scratchy voice ringing in her 
ear, “This is gonna hurt you more 
than it’s gonna hurt me, wench, I 
wouldn’t have it any other way…” 
Memories scattered glass in the 
sewage. She had to put them together, 
find the right shape. So foggy was her 
recollections she wondered with a 
start if she’d been roofied.  

Certainly not babes in Toyland 
this morning. 

The daughter of a traveling 
salesman who sold foodstuffs and a 
mother who believed that, in marrying 
beneath her, she betrayed her links to 
Romanian nobility, the daughter grew 



 

 

up believing she belonged in a 
traveling circus troupe. 

She whipped upright, delirious, 
head out of order. The sun was a line 
shimmering on the sea. She turned to 
see a halo of blood and bone in the 
sand. Mushy putrescent puddles, a 
single eye bounced out to sit alone 
among the cracked seashells. She 
ground the heel of her hand into her 
sockets, pressed against the pain of 
nerves shrieking for attention. As if 
she’d burst her head like a rotten 
apple felled from a tree. 

When did I come to the beach?  
Her clothing was in disarray, torn 

at the shoulders, pushed down so her 
breasts kissed the morning sunrise. 
Panties around her knees, and 
pearlescent droplets on her pubis 
completed the tale. 



 

 

So this is how miss young, 
attractive, and fairly easy going gets 
done over, she thought unkindly.  

Seagulls marched around her 
pecking at the shoreline offal and 
detritus. The eyeball the first to go. 
For all her high-minded thinking she 
felt like she’d been shit out on rubbish 
strewn sand by a pissed off barracuda. 

Do you see me, 
Sense me, 
Embrace me, 
Know me, 
Me…, 
Who knows not herself 
Creaking floorboards, rattling 

windows, musty rooms, how these 
mundane realities so presented as 
unappreciated comfort now… 

 



 

 

I try to read my favorite book for 
soothing comfort but see words jig 
and shimmy and take form, speaking 
in shouts and whispers, screams and 
threats, anthropomorphized to their 
kind, wily words filling the earspace, 
the mind dancing deadly. This means 
something because…because…  

Free from me this woeful break. 
My name is Elena. I thought I had 

finally got my head together. My life 
had gotten better. My lover had given 
me love. Bundled with a flower. A 
flower that would lead to a good life.  

What are you most afraid of, he 
asked: hospitals, houses, statues, 
movies, boys, kisses, crowds, spiders, 
water. You stole my thunder, sweetie. 
Her inner self kept secret, you see, 
and that’s why she considered herself 
empty.  



 

 

In others she sought to find it. I 
fall to your words and drown in your 
cries, age creeped into the garden, 
moss sprinkled heavily on the 
gargoyles...  

You can’t catch me, Vivien said, 
and disappeared beneath the water’s 
surface. She was right. Neither Steffie 
nor Toby could find her, and after 
hours of swimming through the 
murkiest water they’d ever seen, they 
gave up and went for coffee at 
Starbucks. Coffee delivers where life 
fails. 

When we were younger and no 
one was dead yet, or missing or in the 
asylum, we never knew how good we 
had it. Three wild children naked in 
the woods. It was Maddy and Stev 
who did most of the sexy things, 
though, while I observed, shivering, 
holding my sweater up to me. Stev 



 

 

always laughed at this. “Prude”, he’d 
yell after they finished panting and 
grunting, catching me unawares, 
pushing me down and keeping me 
there, pulling my top down and 
pinching me. My sister giggled as she 
was often inclined to do. Painfully 
often. Was she jealous? Envious of my 
abundant young breasts, rosebud 
nipples, two curious girls who popped 
up at the slightest breeze? I used to 
think her incapable of really loving 
someone, girl or boy, for more than a 
night, but I may have been wrong 
about that. I think she loved him and 
detested being what she called his 
‘practice doll’. But that was pretty 
much the agreement they made on her 
thirteenth birthday. To learn on each 
other. I know that he felt responsible 
for her dying, for letting her do such a 
stupid, childish thing (honestly—she 
seemed more like three than 



 

 

eighteen). Obviously he needed the 
release. And you know I couldn’t help 
it either, when he touched the base of 
my spine, when he said my name and 
kissed my neck. You know I couldn’t 
help but let him touch me and make 
me want to do it at least as much as he 
did. I wished him to suck the confused 
poison out of me with his vampirish 
teeth, for which I'd always called him 
Draculus. God is not borne of 
confusion, he said. That hooked me. 
Oh my god I was so out of my mind.  

When I woke he was gone, as I 
knew he would be. I was sore and 
heavy with grief. It was three years 
before I saw him again. He called 
from the hospital and I’d visit him at 
least twice a week, bringing books and 
plants, never flowers because he hated 
them all except for lilies and black 
roses. It was yesterday that he came 
back. Cerberus house is falling apart, 



 

 

he said. He wants to buy it from my 
grandmother. No, she told him, she’s 
leaving it to him after she dies 
anyway, mostly because he’s always 
reminded her of her brother Stan, 
now even more on account of the 
suicide thing.  

And here we are.  
As I looked back at her, she didn’t 

want me to go. But for once in my life 
I was doing something for myself and 
no one else. She wasn’t going to stop 
me now. I can hear her screams and 
shouts but my mind is blocking them 
out. The sooner I get out of here the 
better. I can’t wait till I’m living life 
for myself again. It’s been so long, but 
I know I’ll survive. All my drama is in 
the past. I can leave it now. My future 
is all I see in my mind now, and 
freedom is all I feel in my heart.  



 

 

Um...I’m falling out of love with 
you, I thought I’d always love you, but 
I’ve had enough Maybe it’ll all start 
over...like it recoils from vast 
influences. Maybe it’ll all work out for 
her...but life’s unexpected. It’s like an 
art form, like a video game, stay alive 
to get to the end. But all that you 
receive for living through Hell is a 
short scene of happiness.  

Burst and bloom...maybe all the 
feelings are coming back. She thought 
that as she stepped on a shard of glass 
on the floor. ‘Beautiful delusion’ she 
thought, looking up only to see her 
back and never her face. The seeming 
banality of it all made them stop and 
wonder about life once I had a love 
who sang as sweet as a dove, I fell so 
deep, it was a treat, but now my dove 
sings no more. I am oh so very 
forlorn. Come to me now or I shall be 
drowned tomorrow on the 4th of 



 

 

August. If you hadn’t let go of me I 
wouldn’t be here. Don’t ask me to hold 
your hand now. I can feel the hatred 
oozing off of you. You only want to 
hurt me and I won’t be your doll. I 
won’t bend in ways that break my 
bones, and my spirit. I won’t be your 
trigger-happy sidekick. And I won’t 
hide in the shadows of your 
inferiority. You aren’t my creator and 
my demons laugh in your face. What I 
am is nothing compared to 
everything. And yet I am everything 
compared to you. My tiniest breath 
will wind you. Don’t fall away from 
me. I’m falling into the eyes of your 
predecessor. And she was wild. 
Dangerously so. Don’t cry for your 
queen, she’s happy without you. She 
wants nothing to do with you, lost 
stallion. Give me peace so I’ll have the 
feeling things will be getting better!!!  



 

 

Then a silence fell over the 
Cathedral, even the hiss of the wailing 
wind could not be heard only felt ... 
...Yet, she remained uninterrupted... 
she danced...she felt the presence of 
hands that could not be 
seen...touching her...fondling her...yet 
she remained… uninterrupted...not 
even the shattering of the cathedral’s 
mighty stained glass windows could 
break the silence...bloody remnants of 
footprints were left in her wake as she 
danced...the grinding noise could not 
be heard underneath her once 
pristine, and flawless feet...to some, 
the pain of something like would be 
unbearable...yet, she remained 
uninterrupted...they tried to penetrate 
her, and rape her, drag her around 
and kick dirt in her face...they began 
to intrude her soul...mutilate her 
spirit...soon the presence of the 
unseen hands began to grow 



 

 

furious...yet, she remained 
uninterrupted... ...she danced...and 
danced... Soon her eyes fell upon a 
window; but not really a window, 
more a pane of lichen-covered glass, 
tinted the murky brown-green telltale 
color of a mossy fungus. She pressed 
her hands on the frame of the old 
window and struggled to get a view of 
the outside. Death warmed over, she 
thought, this is not what I deserve. 
She ran her fingers through what was 
left of her blue black hair; over her 
thin eyebrows; across her black 
eyelashes and down her black-stained 
cheeks. She ignored the feeling to cry 
more, and walked back to her blood 
red velvet chair in the middle of the 
chamber. and screamed so hard she 
thought she would break, because all 
she could do was take and take until 
all the world could spin and break and 
she cried silver lined tears for her and 



 

 

the way she left bleeding and angry 
like all the rest and as the last breath 
escaped her lips, she was silenced 
forever...they were silenced 
forever...but each of them went to 
different places, cries sure, they’d 
cheated on each other, but overall 
their love defeated all battles they 
faced. You’d never meet two lovelier 
people. until the day her lover bled. 
Right before she woke, her lover had 
slit her wrists and slashed herself 
across her tummy near her navel. 
because she was terrified of what was 
to come and how their secret was sure 
to unveil if she hadn’t slashed her 
belly and killed herself. dying inside 
and out, her last breath consisted of, 
“It’s all your fault,” confused and 
deceived, she took the knife from her 
lover’s hand and slit her own wrist 
whispering, “Then I shall not live 
either.” 



 

 

So now I dance. In cold 
surroundings. Broken glass underfoot. 
Pitted floors. Dance till I bleed. 
Bloody remnants of footprints left in 
my wake as I dance. For me. For 
them. For all the broken hearted 
eviscerated and gored love lost souls. 
Those who loved and lost and do not 
think it a far far better thing. Only the 
silence of death will deliver their 
shattered, squashed, and splattered 
selves. The soul set free by not. Not 
breathing. Not living. Not being… 

Oh Yuri why do I need you so 
much now. So much the pain starts at 
the tips of my toes and soars straight 
up through my skull. A pain so 
malicious and intense it bores through 
my head, the roof, birds dropping 
dead and crispy burnt into my 
shivering hands. Smoking toxic. I can 
save you, little bird. I can save you… 



 

 

But I can’t. No one can. They are 
dead as death itself. Much as my 
throttled soul.  

Forevermore, I felt I would stand 
apart. The most recognizable face in 
any crowd. Anywhere on this green 
earth. Could tell with one glance, one 
look, one simple instant. It is the eyes. 
Dark-rimmed, haunted, and sad. 
Scared to the very soul of her. 

A terror never imagined, but once 
felt, eternal.  

Someday. Maybe someday. 
Someday farther along this wicked 
twisting road than ever before 
conceived. When will that time come? 
Reset time. Rest time. All things back 
as they were. But crazy thinking, this. 
Pure crazy. Life perpetuates due to its 
steady changes. Adjustments. Time its 
loyal companion. Time ticks by. Life 
changes. No going back. Ever. Just 



 

 

going forward. A new day. A new 
thought. A new you. Words. Only 
words. Would that life from this pain 
filled lonely promontory be so simple. 

Maybe one day. One day soon. 
Soon a fragile and relative thing. And 
on that day maybe Yuri can erase the 
pain with his simple savage self. Cast 
it off to row out to sea all alone on a 
leaky skiff. Never to return. Never to 
be seen. Maybe he can deliver. The 
inherent promise. Unspoken. 
Contained in every touch. Every kiss. 
Every thrust. Believed implicitly.  

Love and comfort and protection. 
Steady unflinching protection. With a 
capital “P”.  

There are more things in heaven 
and earth than are dreamt of in your 
philosophy. 

 



 

 

VII  
Flesh Capsules 
The capsules were made in 
northeastern China from dead babies 
whose bodies were chopped into small 
pieces and dried on stoves before 
being turned into powder, a statement 
from the Korea Customs Service said. 

Customs officials refused to 
disclose where the babies came from 
or who made the capsules, citing 
possible diplomatic friction with 
Beijing. Chinese officials have been 
cracking down on the production of 
such capsules since last year. 

The customs office has discovered 
35 smuggling attempts since August 
of about 17,450 capsules disguised as 
stamina boosters, and some people 
believe them to be a panacea for 
disease, the statement said. The 



 

 

capsules of human flesh, however, 
contained superbacteria and other 
harmful ingredients. 

Elena steps out in a semi-frozen 
state. Mother's Day again. Caught 
unaware once more. My Mother and I 
fought the length of our days. It could 
be said that we loved each other that 
much. But, it was a painful life we 
endured, until the day she killed 
herself. Odd thing was: The voice on 
the other end of the line was so 
hysterical that I couldn’t tell if its 
wailing was of my mother telling me 
my father was dead, or my father 
telling me that my mother was dead. I 
knew I’d lost a parent ... I just didn’t 
know which one it was. It soon 
became clear that I was a motherless 
child, albeit an adult one. I dropped 
the phone in shock, slipped to the 
floor, and when I realized I needed to 
sink lower yet, stretched prone, and 



 

 

clutched the ground, lest I slip from 
the face of the earth. Today, 55 years 
down the pike—her birthday and her 
death-day at once—I’m thinking about 
her—It’s Mother's Day, after all. And I 
use those thoughts as opportunities 
for prayer. Happy Mother's Day...my 
Mother...my Love. 

Egg-throwing hostilities end in 
murder. People have previously been 
hurt from direct egging assaults. A 13-
year-old boy was blinded in one eye 
after being hit in the eye; Shelia 
Crunt, a Dublin nurse, was blinded in 
one eye after being hit in the face by 
an 18-year-old boy who was out 
egging with friends. Though derided 
as a cheap celebrity grab she 
responded, “A hit is a hit.” 

Today she says, “We’re emptying 
the fridge, we’re not really taking care 
of the lawn, we’re not weeding the 



 

 

flower beds and we’re certainly not 
taking out the garbage.” 

This she termed a ‘good’ day. 
That strange feeling is back, and 

it’s making Elena itch for movement. 
It doesn’t have to be forward motion—
lateral movement can be just as 
effective. Look for a new work 
project—maybe she can trade 
responsibilities, with whom? —or just 
change the furniture around at 
home...if she had a home. It’s the cart 
she would rearrange. She could also 
take a hike and hop a train out of town 
in some random direction. As if. She 
whidded along silently in forward 
motion skimming the sheeted water 
like a curling stone. 

“When I picked her up, she did 
not even have shoes,” Yuri boasted. 

She looks at her feet, timid, 
innocent, entirely unfamiliar posture 



 

 

for her yet she knew this was where 
she belonged. He was a hard man who 
was used to getting his way. Always. 
Even by force if necessary. 

“She not like us. Did not get 
around much in world yet.” 

When he spoke about her when 
she was within earshot, spoke about 
her plain and crude, she knew this 
would take all of her tolerance to 
endure. 

“Strong wind today. Do not let 
the tent fly away!” 

Looking at the tent she could see 
it was lifting slightly at the corner. 
This she would tend to, immediately 

“There is no wage; you will get 
anything, what you will be able to 
collect.” 

Racing to the tent she tightened 
the lanyard anchor. 



 

 

“Every artist goes around with 
the hat; no one gets short.” 

She wondered what was meant by 
get what you can collect for wage. Of 
course, they were beggars, but he 
called it busking. Another in the daily 
accruing stream of delusions. 

“So, the money collection then…” 
she asked with a mind to know if there 
was such a thing as a minimum wage 
she could hope to collect. 

“I never had any controversies.” 
“No complaints?” 
He tossed her a bored look and 

ignored her, instead launching into a 
command. 

“You will start today then. I can 
see, you have one for the hat already.” 

A customer had dropped a coin 
into the hat. 



 

 

“Take care of the tent, it flies 
away!” 

She looked and sure enough it 
was loose again. Damn anchor stakes. 

“Where are we here?” 
“In Oneida.” 
“And we'll work in a circus?” 
Another audition as they seek to 

increase their lot. She struggles to 
maintain a smiling face as her 
stomach growls in painful 
contractions of starvation. 

"Good material it is. Come with 
me, please," said the circus owner. 

"How many people go here 
altogether?" 

"400 seats, and ones who 
stand..." 

A lean short man lingered by the 
tent area as Yuri spoke with the circus 



 

 

owner. The man looked like he was 
maybe a gymnast or some kind of 
aerial act, but he did carry himself as 
if lugging his limbs around was 
burdensome, flopping his arms this 
way and that like a rag doll. And when 
he spoke, expecting something 
intelligent from him seemed a useless 
effort. 

"It's great, that you gave him an 
appointment," the man said to the 
circus owner, "a good circus needs 
animals!" 

Yuri scowled and gave him 
intense and menacing stink eye. 

"Sorry, I'm just kidding," the man 
said, not really sorry but protective of 
his person, "Cigarette?" 

He held out the pack, which Yuri 
turned down with a huff. 



 

 

"Oh, you got one already," he said 
to Yuri, noticing the cigarette in his 
hand. Then to the owner, nervously, 
"He's really a great artist." 

"I give you a good advice: Do not 
speak to me. Never!" Yuri said, 
pushing up against the man 
threateningly. 

She has lately been "rested" 
because she "ficklely" placed this new 
man squarely atop her list of potential 
potentials in the interest of saving her 
fantasy life and dreams of Brazilian 
rivers in the moonlight. 

In this realm she is concealed in a 
veil of anonymity, a cold and lonely 
state demanded by the medium. The 
veil can easily be pushed aside by 
saying hello. To say hello to this man, 
to any man, is forbidden and 
considered an act of war. Silence is 
her safety zone. 



 

 

"You are wonderfully beguiling 
while having neither guile nor 
artifice," says her fantasy lover. “You 
are wonderfully beguiling while 
having neither guile nor artifice,” says 
her fantasy lover. 

“I am also tightly bound,” she 
reminds him. 

It was this new face, this new 
irritation, this rambling mouth moron 
that irked Yuri. That’s where his story 
begins. 

“I know sure as I stand here it 
was that snake mouth monkey man. 
Has something against me, that 
monkey shit for brains. Maybe he has 
the eyes for you. He think he Graabir 
Boubi but I say him Suqa M’Diq…” 

“Calm it, Yuri. You can’t go after 
him like a junkyard dog.” 



 

 

“I tell you truth, girl. Stupid man 
have better chance with junkyard dog. 
With me he will be ringing and 
swinging by high noon. He is worth as 
much as a kiss to a dead person.” 

Not long after this fateful event, 
Yuri cornered “snake mouth” in the 
restroom, tore off his trousers, and 
delivered a strong, fierce, howling 
anal probing with his prize tool. The 
man was never seen or heard from 
again. 

For her, Yuri offered no soothing 
enchanting words, but intended 
conquest, moment of death, hyacinth 
covered slabs of rock falling, surprised 
eyes, death of a colossal sexual 
carnivalé. 

Sweet elixir, years beyond, rubble 
to pummel, repercussion potentialé 
alone in woods. 



 

 

Meaning within language, multi-
leveled hammer to bone. 

Repetitions, variations, nulty-pul-
pul, virtually pure sound almost 
entirely opaque. 

Sauerkraut cabbage and potato 
soup. Oration cum expectoration, my 
own imaginings, exotic sensual 
pampering, droll romantic clatter 
spearing my hand with daggers, 
soiling the sweet blooming fruits 
lopsided, one-sided slide falling from 
the ceiling. 

Anapestic wanderings and any 
number of forms of musical 
compositions, spontaneously spiritual 
universe of mirrors, remodeled, 
rebooted, recontrived, misplaced, 
replaced. 

Leaning on the horizon. 
The blood of pain’s quarter 



 

 

dripping slow. 
Setting sun burning my head and 

I wonder what mindless twat put it 
there. A scorpion under my 
thumbnail. Another tether to burn. 

Its flame a discordant bitter blue. 
Who, what, where in hell are you? 

If at love's demise only death 
remains, then I too am dead. 

Remove your brand from my 
heart. Purge me now. 

Language pushed thematically, 
coherent artist's logbook distended, 
poetic and philosophical minimal 
lyric, rectilinear rightness.  

Spend all my days sitting like a 
hedge. Waiting again for Granzig, 
circus master extraordinaire. Word he 
is on way. Held up in Croatia. When 
he arrives all will be redeemed. No 
more scraps and dog bones. No more 



 

 

stinking cabbage. No more murky 
rancid drinking water. No more 
retching into the apathetic night. No 
more sleeping with honking ducks, 
howling wolves. Alone in woods. 
Meaning within language, multi-
leveled hammer to bone. 
Disintegration surges through 
otherwise darkened world babble and 
blather. 

Cave breakdown, my fading sweet 
reaction luring me deep… 

A boy. 
A man. 
A god. 
A foolish world. 
Boy in the cot asleep or fingering 

the springs underneath. 
The bottle of green liquid real. 



 

 

Yuri philosopher moment, to me 
is vertical plop. 

“The eye is the organ that hears. 
The nose is the organ that sees. Put 
your feet up and reach for the ground” 

His English improves and he 
muddles it with shit he read 
somewhere. Probably the side of a bus 
or a horse’s ass. 

He is a short order thinker. 
“But difficulties. Daily difficulties. 

Shelter. Food. And...and...” 
“Childish behavior helps nothing. 

Grind your teeth and stare straight 
ahead.” 

Brain power unresponsive 
clouding fog. Feet upfoot. Sideward 
trending eyes lack simple serenity. 

 

VIII  



 

 

The next afternoon clear enough that 
hollows near the coastline are 
illuminated precise. Glassy eyed 
children and frenzied picking of sea 
urchin that will eat just about 
anything that floats by. Its sharp teeth 
can scrape algae off rocks, and grind 
up plankton, kelp, periwinkles, and 
sometimes even barnacles and 
mussels. Urchin shimmering from the 
underside of the coastal town eat last 
meals and follow a path to hands of 
gloved barefoot children collecting 
urchin and carrying them back to a 
chum bucket filled with seawater 
while an elderly Sicilian woman, a 
cutting board on her lap stained 
bright orange, is turning the spiny 
hulls in her hand and cleaning them. 
She asks me if I’d like three or four to 
take home but I tell her I wouldn’t 
know what to do with them. My 
stomach loudly rejects my rejection. 



 

 

She has me sit with her and teaches 
me to shuck urchin.  

After dusk I walk to our post on 
the provincial road, a bucket half-full 
of urchin. Fine dinner tonight. Life by 
charity and illogical care.  

A rainstorm from the mainland 
makes any sighting of Yuri in transit 
impossible so I put on a raincoat given 
me by the kind Sicilian woman and 
walk on the roadside keeping the path 
clear in my rain pecked eyes. Feels 
like hail, sheets like rain. The path, 
hard dirt and rubble, is quickly 
becoming slushy mud soup making 
footing less secure with each step. 

We have become famous for 
hunger. Starvation artists who starve 
themselves for extended periods of 
time, for the amusement of paying 
audiences. Better for ailing stomachs 
to be known as sword swallowers, 



 

 

horse divers, snake charmers. Yet we 
remain minor talents at repetitive and 
increasingly more minor productions. 
Thankful we stumble upon so many to 
keep ourselves fed to at least 
minimum capacity. Yet famished is 
our daily burden.  

Coin arrives slowly without 
regularity. Hope replaced by cruel 
reality. The jungle of life preys and 
devours. 

Screaming moaning wailing 
gnashing of teeth as catastrophic 
horror takes form. People sickened 
about another random vicious mass 
shooting. A child was killed. 
Immediate grief becomes 
tempestuous rage. The sky dark and 
weeping. Light impossible to see from 
this wretched plane. Tomorrow but a 
word tossed round by the living. 
Thoughts of tomorrows unborn have 



 

 

for now escaped this narrow place as 
frenzy takes hold with each newly 
discovered body. How many? Why 
why? 

I love 
I hate 
I revile 
I wait, I wait, I wait... If you 
If I 
If we 
Maybe three 
But how 
But when 
Right now 
Or never 
One night 
Forever... 



 

 

My grandfather always said, you 
should try to start from where you 
know you’ll end up. 

Her fever dreams that night 
consisted of Turul, terrifying forests, 
Turkish coffee and the savage she had 
tussled with during the day. The 
lunacy of that seething mocking growl 
and the dark strange depths of his 
Hungarian eyes still managed to 
haunt her! That seemingly long ago 
summer during her youth, he had 
enflamed her normally docile temper 
by throwing insults at her skill and 
value. Then, he’d laugh maniacally 
and spin out a dizzying array of circus 
gems to hypnotize her Svengali style. 

Aside from the taunts, she 
couldn’t understand exactly why his 
behavior had created such tension in 
her calm frame. She was absolutely 
certain she was not worthless. In fact 



 

 

she was quite confident of her own 
intelligence. But, something raw and 
instinctual had possessed her each 
time she’d caught sight of that 
horrible Hungarian’s abhorrent hide. 
The sound of his worn heels clicking 
to and fro along the floor triggered in 
her a primal feline impulse that is 
common amongst lions. She simply 
couldn’t contain her need to destroy 
him using logic and her feminine 
wiles.  

Each time she’d tried though, 
he’d managed to elude her, dance 
smoothly away from her scud attack. 
Then he’d laugh a madman’s gleeful 
titter as her abundant attempts failed.  

Fortunately for her, the unspoken 
battle of wills had ended as quickly as 
it had begun. After all, she was merely 
a novice, the Hungarian traveler a 
seasoned veteran.  



 

 

Don’t argue with the ignorant, 
she learned, for they’ll beat you down 
to their level and pummel you with 
their experience. 

He had sustained trivial injuries 
that had impacted his life very little. 
But, he’d managed to leave the young 
woman scarred, a memento of a 
youthful lesson she would never 
forget.  

The image of that rabid, deep-
eyed, and psychotic man, rose from 
deep within her memory, and haunted 
her fever dreams until she woke. 

 

IX  
Granzig  
In a world of conflicting desires, 
agendas, deliberations, there was one, 
only one, the one and only one who 



 

 

could never be anything but unique: 
Talbot Drummond.  

With three arms and ten toes to a 
foot he was almost some kind of 
Hindu god or something, even though 
nobody had told him that, though he 
would not have minded much if 
somebody had. On the other hand—a 
phrase he had willfully grown out of 
the habit of saying as he had one too 
many “other hands” to account—he 
did not care for the fact that the freak 
show multitude had been swarming 
through his mail—both snail and 
online—attempting to lure him into a 
contract with their particular brand of 
traveling entertainment show.  

And truly, he conjectured, what is 
this “freak” tag so bandied about willy 
nilly? Are people so uncouth? 

But this howsoever the tag was 
something he had no interest in.  



 

 

Really.  
What could be gained by such a 

despicable arrangement, placed on a 
stage and paraded around in front of 
all the gaping and guffawing hordes as 
the latest freak of note?  

And anyway, wasn’t this type of 
thing strictly verboten the world over, 
except for maybe some Dark Web 
activities? 

All of nothing. Whoever these 
people were, P.T. Barnum they were 
not. Although that fact meant nothing 
beyond the simple rationale that if he 
were to embark on such a desecrating 
journey, he would prefer to at least be 
tied directly to, under the aegis of, a 
historically significant showman. One 
of sufficient magnitude to soften the 
sting of the title freak show performer. 

Acknowledging in advance of 
course that the revolting f-word would 



 

 

be disallowed entirely, opting instead 
for top billing as E. A. (Exceptionally 
Abled) Drummond, undecided as to 
whether or not should include the 
article “the” preceding his name. 
Made him sound a force of nature it 
did. He thought first a test run in the 
mental sphere, hear it resounding: 
“And now, welcome the E.A. 
Drummond.” Scratch, scratch, a 
thousand times scratch! Simply 
posting his newly adopted full name 
E. A. Drummond would suffice. 

So if he were to be painfully, 
honestly, truthful, he did not so much 
mind the potential acclaim. He 
wanted his fifteen minutes of fame as 
much as the next person. On his most 
exacting terms. 

At any rate, Talbot Drummond 
aka E. A. Drummond was no freak at 



 

 

all—shame on you. He was an 
“exceptionally abled” headliner to be. 

Maybe this Granzig is the one he 
seeks. 

It is evening. Campfire running 
low. Frigid night air setting in for the 
long haul ahead. Yuri and Elena sit on 
logs, deep in conversation. 

“Is Granzig arrived?” 
“No telling. We wait and listen…” 
How much twisting can you do 

before you get twisted up so pretzel-
like you never come undone? Elena 
wonders this as she finds herself 
twisting yet again to please her 
thankless man. She had only wanted 
to finish this gig and become an 
independent star. Travel alone. Had 
made enough contacts now and gotten 
good at the routine to fly solo. She had 
conveyed this to him…strongly, 



 

 

convincingly she thought. But upon 
this gig ending, as if not a word 
otherwise was spoken, Yuri could talk 
only of hunting down and linking up 
with this supposedly superstar 
showman, Granzig, and that she 
should quit dreaming and get to the 
reality of life: work! 

If only she had an in with Turul 
she would exhort him to ring Yuri’s 
neck. 

Yuri’s manner was one of trained 
industry, and one could see that it was 
a steady round of toil with him. One 
could read from his electric air, and 
indeed, the whole atmosphere of his 
persona, a settled opposition to 
anything save a proletariat round of 
steady toil. A road traveler was the 
prefigured destiny for the newcomer. 
Things would go on in a dim kind of 
way until a better thing would 



 

 

eventuate, perpetually, and thus 
would be his or her reward for toiling 
on the road 

The city has its cunning wiles, no 
less than the infinitely smaller and 
more human temptation of drugs, 
women, and gambling, not necessarily 
in that order. There are large forces 
which allure with all the soulfulness of 
expression possible in the most 
cultured human.  

The gleam of a thousand lights is 
often as effective as persuasive light in 
a wooing and fascinating eye. Half the 
undoing of the unsophisticated and 
natural mind is accomplished by 
forces wholly superhuman. A blare of 
sound, a roar of life, a vast array of 
human hives, appeal to the astonished 
senses in equivocal terms.  

Without a counselor at hand to 
whisper cautious interpretation, what 



 

 

falsehoods may not these things 
breathe into the unguarded ear!  

Unrecognized for what they are, 
their beauty, like music, too often 
relaxes, then weakens, then perverts 
the simpler human perceptions. 

His method was always simple. 
Its principal element daring, backed 
by an intense desire for the sweeter 
sex. Let him meet a young woman 
once and he would approach her with 
an air of kindly familiarity, not 
unmixed with persuasion, and animal 
masculinity, which would in most 
cases result in tolerant acceptance 
followed by open armed embrace. If it 
did not, he would insist…strongly. 

Out in the real world, the reality-
based community is always embattled 
because reality so often fails to 
provide answers or the consolation 
that people seek.  



 

 

Hence the permanent lure of 
scapegoating and magical thinking.  

It is depressing how low the 
penalties are for unethical corporate 
behavior. And how high the rewards 
for the smooth sweet tongued hustler. 

Yuri was accustomed to getting 
what he wanted, by any means 
necessary. 

 

X  
Time ticked away and already the slim 
beginnings of morning were 
beginning to impress themselves on 
the sky. An energetic blast of yellow, 
splattered orange, pale vermillion, in 
smeared lengthening garlands above 
us. 



 

 

So much yawing and bantering 
that my head, despite being tired, hurt 
from too much retread wear. 

“But how do you know this 
Granzig guy is real, right?” I mumble, 
barely able to form a coherent 
thought, a starving coyote. “He’s like 
an urban legend…uh…uh…I mean has 
anybody ever—” 

“If I can feel, I know it is real.” 
Profound Yuri words to live by. 
“Oh, Yuri. My head hurts…” 
“There is woman all over for you, 

blaming on her head the faults of her 
emotions.”  

He takes off his shoe peers inside 
it, feels about inside it, knocks on the 
heel, blows into it, puts it on again.  

Silence. Elena deep in thought, 
Yuri pulling at his toes.  



 

 

“It’s not the same thing” she says, 
“Nothing to be done.  

Pause. 
“Yuri.” 
Irritably, “What is it?” 
“Did you ever read the Bible?” 
“The Bible.” he reflects, “I must 

have take look at it.” 
“Do you remember the Gospels?” 
“I remember maps of Holy Land. 

Colored they were. Very pretty. Dead 
Sea pale blue. The look of it made me 
thirsty. That is where we will go, I 
said, that is where we will go for 
honeymoon. We will swim. We will be 
happy.” 

Those words caused a raging 
thirst to go through her. Her mouth 
felt sticky. 

“You should have been a poet.” 



 

 

He thinks on this. 
“No, this play with the words is 

for you, bomb woman.” 
She goes silent in thought. 
“I wondered this before. Why do 

you call me ‘bomb woman?’” 
Yuri shoots her a dangerous 

annoyed look. 
“A man say in this country, he say 

when look at woman, ‘She is the nine. 
She is the ten.’ Hungarian say bomb 
woman. Same same.” 

“Oh. That’s nice,” she murmurs, a 
warm positive feeling soothing her 
tired mind. 

“Is better than nice, foolish 
woman. Is best good!” 

And that positive feeling 
vanishes. 



 

 

Overcome by fatigue she closes 
her eyes and is immediately sleeping. 
Yuri continues to sit by the fading fire 
and look into the distance, staying 
vigilant for any speck or evidence of 
movement he can see. But he sees 
only nothing. Nothing but the blowing 
of crisp autumn leaves through the 
fields. 

Nothing meaning no Granzig. 
“I will see you, Granzig. Trust for 

true I will see you. This Yuri promise.” 
Silence except for the whistling 

wind, the chatter of cicada, the noise 
that increases the sensation of heat. 

“We’re damned,” she mumbles in 
her sleep. 

“What you say now? Is talking to 
me? Was tired of talking you say—” 

He looks over at her and sees her 
eyes closed her breathing slow and 



 

 

steady, sleeping slumped over on the 
log. 

“Oh, I am silly. She talks to dream 
world…” 

An attractive young woman 
saunters by. Arms crossed in front of 
her, shivering slightly. She glances at 
the fading fire thinking it would be 
nice to get warm by it, then notices 
Yuri looking at her. 

“What are you doing?” he says. 
“Nothing.” 
“Sit down there,” he says clearing 

a spot on the log beside him. 
“You want something to drink?” 

says he with a smile. 
“Something warm? Gladly.” 
“Have wine only. Not warm but 

will warm you inside very fast!” 



 

 

“This weather doesn’t thrill me at 
all.” 

“A cigarette?” 
She declines. 
“I know you from somewhere.” 
“It is possible. I have been 

around.” 
She remains standing before him, 

not yet making a move to sit beside 
him. 

“Here, the wine,” he offers as she 
sits next to him, “Warm yourself 
now.” 

Yuri reaches out his arm and 
pulls her to him, which she does not 
resist. 

“Have you already eaten?” 
“Yes.” 
“Here to you!” 



 

 

Yuri pours on the charm. Given 
this and his intriguing accent, his 
sculpted masculinity, he is sure to 
entice. 

They drink this toast. 
“Where have I seen you?” she 

says, studying him a moment. 
Lingering on his arms. 

Yuri lavishes the attention and 
sits up straighter for her viewing 
pleasure. He knows he cuts a fine 
figure. 

“What is your work?” 
“I am travelling artist.” 
Now she looks to her side to see 

Elena fast asleep next to them. 
“She’s my assistant,” Yuri offers 

quickly. “I taught her everything. She 
could not even say “Come in people…” 
on her own!” 



 

 

He flexes his arm and holds his 
bulging bicep out in front of the 
sprightly pretty young woman. 

“Here, feel it,” he says, making 
his bicep pulse up and down. 

“What a nasty guy you are!” 
“Here, look at this,” he says 

pulling a wad of bills from his pocket, 
“Earned all in hour with these,” he 
says, adopting the body builder twin 
biceps pose, pulsing both arms now. 

“May I?” 
She lovingly grasps the wad of 

bills as her eyes sparkle. Her lips 
move seductively as she holds on 
securely. Yuri, keen to this ploy, keeps 
the wad gripped tight in his hand. If 
she thinks she is going to pull the grab 
and dash, she is mistaken. 

“Tools of trade am happy show 
you in my cart. Care to come see?” 



 

 

“Sure,” she answers too quickly. 
“Is good,” says Yuri, wrapping his 

arms around her tightly. He lifts her 
up and tosses her across his shoulder. 
She squeals and giggles. 

“Now, you are the Yuri’s pretty 
bird…” he says huskily. 

She giggles and squirms 
seductively, taking a grab at his tight 
buttocks. 

“You have a curious accent,” she 
coos, “Slavic?” 

“You are silly, pretty bird,” he 
says, his face going dark, “Yuri will 
show you the Slavic…” 

They disappear inside the cart. 
The rustling of bodies adjusting 

to the dim and crowded cart. A few 
whispers. Sweet nothings. Then 
sounds of vigorous love making fill the 
frigid early morning air: “Az áldóját! 



 

 

“Hey, slow down.”Csúnya! Csúnya! 
“Not yet! “Ow”Agh Csúnya! “Ow, I 
said!” Az istókját neki istók!” “Not 
there…not there…noooo…!” “Slavic?”, 
“Ooooo.” “Too deep…!” “Too deep…!” 
“Ooooo, ooooo, ooooo!” loud guttural 
sobbing… 

Two hours later she emerges 
from the tarpaulin covered cart 
disheveled, her clothing hanging from 
her in tatters, tears streaming down 
her face, striping her cheeks with 
black mascara. Her face a mask of 
stunned surprise. Her eyes locked in 
the thousand-yard stare. Wobbling 
awkwardly as she shuffles along, her 
hand massaging her backside, a 
pained expression on her face as she 
does. This insistent foreign man has a 
violent way of expressing his passions. 
Brutal and forceful. Discharging a 
waterfall of strange and beautiful 
language with frighteningly angry 



 

 

words. She moves as quick as she can 
to get far away before he can come to 
and pursue her for another go.  

Another deep lasting scar 
perpetrated by Yuri. Women who 
meet him in his own special way never 
forget him. 

Elena has fallen on her side in 
front of the burning embers of their 
fire, sleeping the sleep of the just. Safe 
as houses in her protective dream 
world. 

Yuri lies in a heap in the cart. A 
mess of sweat, semen and tangled 
sheets from the debauch. His face 
smeared with lipstick, a deep bloody 
scratch down his cheek. He looks like 
a man beaten bloody and kicked to the 
curb. This tryst he will remember with 
fascinated wonder, thankful to Turul 
that he can still wield his miraculous 
hammer. He will wake with a 



 

 

ravenous hunger that can be satisfied 
only with a disznótor, an extravagant 
Hungarian feast held to accompany a 
pig slaughter in Hungary. His meager 
holdings will not allow this.  

He will compel Elena to use her 
wiles to gather whatever food she can. 
Whore herself if needed. She is useful 
for some things, this woman child. 
Woe be to her if she fails to deliver. 

 

XI  
They stumble into town about noon, 
after having satisfied themselves with 
bitter tea and stale biscuits. Told to 
seek out food of more sustenance, 
Elena makes her way around, 
perusing, talking, making connections 
with the people gathered there. In 
short measure she meets a sturdy and 
generous woman. Mother of seven, 



 

 

laying out the noon meal. She is from 
Romania so she and Elena have an 
instant connection. 

“You are the daughter I never 
had,” she says to Elena, embracing her 
strong and warm. “You may stay to 
eat…poor skinny thing.”  

The woman turns her around and 
back again, checking all angles. 

“Are you alone?” 
“No, I am with a man.” 
The woman looks at her 

questioningly. 
“This man…does he care for you? 

Shame! To look at these popping out 
bones,” she says, holding her fingers 
to Elena’s hips, “is making me 
hungry.” 

Feeling stupid to say anymore 
Elena blushes, looks at her feet shyly, 
fakes a smile. The woman knows, can 



 

 

see, this is the way of men and their 
mistreatment of their women. 

Returning with her report to Yuri, 
Elena is an inflated balloon of 
enthusiasm. 

“She says she has made Halászlé 
(fisherman's soup) and Kürtőskalács 
(chimney cake). We have been invited 
to join her and family for this meal.” 

He smiles. 
“You have done well, woman. 

Maybe I keep you.” 
When they arrive to the woman’s 

home, Anca, she scrutinizes this man, 
Yuri, the man who does not care for 
his woman, and judges him harshly. 
She views him through squinting eyes, 
murmuring displeasure under her 
breath. 

Since speaking with her, Elena 
can see that now, being that she has 



 

 

been deemed the ‘daughter I never 
had’, a fully roasted pig has been 
produced. Classic. Hold back the 
jewels until the guest is qualified. 

Yuri’s eyes light up as if 
mesmerized. 

Rude his primary behavior, he 
digs into the pig like a ravenous beast. 
Grabbing and chomping full open 
mouth and making the mess of three 
wild children. 

“Do you always eat standing, like 
măgar?” Anca asks. 

Yuri’s face darkens as she has just 
compared him to a donkey. 

“I always eat this way.” 
“Hmph,” she grumbles and looks 

back to Elena, who is eating slowly, 
demurely, enjoying her time with the 
society of a warm gracious family.  



 

 

The children take to her instantly 
and she is overcome with smiles. 

It has been too long, she realizes 
now, too long without feeling the 
warm embrace of deeply loving 
people. 

Yuri meanwhile remains 
cognizant of this bold outspoken 
women, Anca, and does not fail to 
notice that she is put 
together…temptingly, with big breasts 
and jiggling ass a man can lose 
himself in for days. Unlike Elena, who 
is so scrawny now he can light her up 
like kindling. He has also not seen 
another man among the feasting 
horde. 

“No husband then?” 
Anca shakes her head 

dismissively. “I saw enough marriage, 
married twice, both husbands are 
dead.” 



 

 

“So, just you then?” 
“Yes. I’m the only one who gives 

orders around here.” 
“Much work, this family, for one, 

no?” 
“I always stay on my feet. Who 

will keep the house going?” 
Yuri glows, impressed at this 

braggart, thinking maybe she’s got 
enough steam to have a go. 

As if reading his calculating 
mind, “I could dance the whole night. 
Us older women are better than young 
girls.” 

Bet you can screw like maimuţă 
(monkey) the whole night long too, he 
thinks. 

“Why you won’t marry?” 
“One more husband? No, thanks. 

I like to decide on my own!” 



 

 

“Do you need men only to 
make...decisions?” Yuri says, slyly, 
continuing along a train of thought he 
believes she began. 

“I’m made of flesh and blood. 
Everyone likes sweets after a good 
meal.” 

Elena appears suddenly, smiling 
and full of excitement, the look on her 
face one of love and resplendent joy. 
Her eyes gaze warmly, albeit a bit 
suspiciously, at Yuri. 

“Here, I’ve got something for you 
too,” says Anca, handing Elena a plate 
of food. 

Elena takes the food and eyes it 
hungrily. 

“Hey, you,” shouts Anca, ducking 
into the kitchen, to chase after one of 
the children. Surely a woman on the 
go. 



 

 

Yuri has a poisonous look on his 
face as he chomps his food loudly. 

“What do you want?” he barks at 
Elena, irritated.” 

She gets in close to Yuri, 
whispers, “There’s a boy with a head 
like this upstairs,” she says erupting in 
a big smile and spreading out her 
arms, “Like a big watermelon. 

“So what? Who cares about a 
stupid kid with a watermelon head?” 

“Well he’s just—” 
“He’s nothing to us. Now eat your 

food and shut up.” 
“I can’t do both.” 
He shakes his head, disgusted. 
“You are as dumb as you look.” 
“But I—” 
“Get lost!” 



 

 

Deflating immediately, she slinks 
back toward the feasting table, a hurt, 
apologetic look across her reddened 
face. 

Yet as Anca returns, the dance of 
seduction continues unabated. 

“My first husband was as big and 
strong as you are.” 

Big asses and breasts make Yuri 
rock solid without fail as he feels his 
pants tightening around his crotch. 

“I still have his clothes, they fit 
for no one.” 

“Yes. Is good?” 
“They are, upstairs...! I’ll bring 

you some.” 
A stocky, heavily bearded man in 

bowler hat appears abruptly out of 
nowhere. His face is stern and 
authoritative. A scraggly clothed boy 
is with him. 



 

 

“There is a boy with an 
inspector...” shouts one of the 
children 

Anca is quick to react. 
“Here, eat some,” she says to this 

man, who at first seems hesitant but 
smoothly accepts the offer after spying 
the mass of ethic fare that has been 
put out. Clearly this is a celebration, 
he thinks, and I would not be the one 
to insult a faithful comrade. 

“Help me to get some wine,” she 
instructs her son, “there is not much 
left.” 

“Tell me,” Yuri interrupts, “all the 
clothes...are just hanging there or they 
are in drawers?” 

Anca thinks a moment, chooses 
not to answer the question. 

“There are no big men anymore.” 
“Is jacket too? I could use one.” 



 

 

“Yes, come and see for yourself,” 
she says, grabbing his hand to lead 
him away” 

Once upstairs things escalate 
quickly. Tender hugs and kisses give 
way to more vigorous exploratory 
actions before giving way to full scale 
frontal assault. Yuri is a man 
possessed as he goes at her enticing 
charms much as he did not long ago 
with the roasted pig. Licking and 
squeezing and sucking and filling his 
mouth with every part of her as a man 
dying of hunger. She remains 
demurely passive to his attentions, 
moaning and squirming appropriately 
to assist the dizzying dance. She lays 
back, spread out like a supine Venus 
minus the shell. Oh the joyous rapture 
of a man’s attention she has been too 
long without. There are many reasons 
she has no use for a man, but for this 
one solitary function, man is 



 

 

unequaled! And this man…this 
Hungarian animal, is a man like no 
other. Not afraid to claim his prize, 
not afraid to eat and fuck like he 
means it. And when he inevitably 
makes a move for those darker 
delights, she is game to 
this…absolutely. So few good ass men 
around, she muses. And this 
beast…oh, this wonderful, ravenous 
big and hairy beast. And that 
magical…thing! Is he abnormal, or 
abnormally măgar (donkey)! A real 
motherland man. Exactly her type. Oh 
my goodness godness it has been too 
long! 

Explosively passionate, Anca, had 
also learned extreme resourcefulness 
in the cold uncaring light of day to day 
subsistence. 

After Yuri had exhausted himself, 
and sprawled out contented and 



 

 

drained of fluids beside her, she made 
quick to secure a holding for 
continuation of his services. 

Cutting off a snip of his pubic 
hair, and twining it to a tuft of her 
own, she ties these together, encasing 
them in a small clear casket pendent 
that she will wear suspended from a 
necklace from this day forward to lock 
her spirit to his, forever.  

A woman could never go wrong 
by invoking the elemental spirits for 
their blessings. They are so fickle, 
these elements, a pinch and tickle is 
not enough to get their attention. But 
a little groveling never hurt. 

 

XII  
“I remember the puffballs!” says 
Elena, eyes ablaze with joy. 



 

 

“When the puffballs come, then 
winter is almost gone. When the 
puffballs soar, then winter is no more. 

“I’ve got the best one, Yuri! Look 
at this one!” 

Yuri’s attention is engaged 
elsewhere. Most likely a random 
woman passing by. And although 
within ten feet of the smiling face of 
Elena, he may as well be miles away. 

“In our town, the puffballs arrive 
hand in hand with spring,” she 
continues, undaunted, “These are the 
sort of puffballs that drift around, 
soaring over the cemetery, where all 
rest in peace, over the beachfront, 
where all are at play. 

“Drifting, drifting... 
“swirling... 
“swirling... swirling...” 



 

 

The beautiful notes of a 
flugelhorn sail in over and across 
where they now stand. A mournful 
heart aching tune, Elena looks to the 
sky dreamily, hands grasping her 
cheeks in a joyful childish manner. 
She is lost in the feeling. Surrendering 
to the beautiful wonder of the random 
nature of life’s gifts. 

“Yuri, do you remember, how 
beautiful it sounded? The day when it 
rained...” 

He looks at his hands as if they 
are the most interesting things in the 
world, entirely ignoring her. 

“Teach me to play this horn, I’ll 
learn it fast. I know it!” 

She looks down at her skirt and 
turns in circles to make it puff up in 
the dance of the puffball. 

“And, how do I look?” 



 

 

“Right for the women!” he 
grumps, irritated, classic Yuri 

“I may smoke, yes?” 
Elena shoots him a blank face, 

disinterested. 
This gets his attention, the 

narcissistic fuck. 
“What’s up with you?” 
“Nothing!” 
“Why are you blubbering then?” 
“Because...” 
“Come up!” says Yuri, beckoning 

her from the back of the cart, “Come 
on.” 

“You want to stay there the whole 
night? she asks, sure he just wants to 
slap her around and screw her half to 
death. 

“Yes, the whole night!” anger 
rising now, eyes bulging out of his 



 

 

head, veins of his neck throbbing blue 
and insistent. 

“I will go away—back to my town. 
I don't like it here with you anymore! 

“It's not because of the work. I 
don't like you!” 

“What?” 
He slaps his forehead to push 

away the fog. Stunned, yes, but at the 
same time sure he did not just hear 
something that sounded like ‘not 
liking him.’ Never before has he 
considered this possibility. If these 
words he did in fact hear, they are the 
words of a raving lunatic. Not like me? 
Magic man Yuri? The dream of all 
women…all real women. His mouth 
drops open like a stupid donkey. 

“I am leaving now! I am going 
home.” 



 

 

“Stop the bullshit,” he says, 
alerting his massive ego, fumbling 
with his zipper, looking at her darkly. 

“I’m leaving the shoes here,” she 
says, tearing the shoes off her feet, 
forcefully, “And this coat I’ll leave 
too,” tossing it at his face, “I leave 
everything here, every bit you gave 
me, everything I had of you…no more 
for you. No more for you!” 

“Enough! Always the same!” 
“I’m leaving…now!” she snaps 

with a quick turn away. 
Just then, the heavily bearded 

bowler hat wearing man, the inspector 
last seen at Anca’s feast some days 
ago, appears abruptly out of nowhere. 
His face is stern and authoritative. 
The scraggly clothed boy is with him 
once more. 



 

 

“Please to wait one minute, miss. 
I have some questions for you.” 

Her eyes pop open wide, 
eyebrows rising high. 

He looks at her quickly, then 
directly and more sternly at Yuri, who 
sits sullen and dark, fumbling with his 
shoes now, “Questions for you both!” 

The man fishes in his pocket and 
pulls out a small black and white 
picture of a young, attractive, short 
haired woman. 

“This woman,” he says waving the 
picture in front of him getting their 
attention, “this woman, Jocelynn 
Eggers, was seen leaving this cart…the 
one you sir are sitting in, three days 
ago…” 

Elena glances at the picture, 
nothing registers. She has never seen 
this woman before. 



 

 

“Early in the morning,” the boy 
pipes in. 

“So true. Three days ago early in 
the morning. This boy tells me…Well, 
why don’t you tell us all…Donny is it?” 

The boy nods yes. 
“Take your time now. Tell us just 

like you told me.” 
Donny stuffs his hands in his 

pockets and begins his tale. 
“My grandma sent me to 

the…uh…store to get 
these…uh…biscuits she likes…for her 
tea…and…I,” he gulps loudly, a 
painful sound, “…was walking by 
here…” 

He stops, nervous it seems, starts 
scratching roughly at his thighs 
through his pockets. 

“Go on, Donny.” 



 

 

“Um…but I…I mean, it was…cold 
and kinda barely light and all and 
then I…”, he stops once more, another 
loud and definitely painful gulp, 
“…then I saw this…uh…girl…young 
like my sister…and she 
looked…all…messed up, y’know? All 
messed up…” 

He stops and begins shaking, 
visibly. 

“Messed up how, son?” 
“Okay..okay…like her clothes was 

all tore up, hangin’ off her and her 
face was like monster movie scary, all 
these black lines running down her 
cheeks…and…and…” he pauses, 
looking skyward like he’s trying to reel 
in exactly what he saw, “…and she was 
cryin’…yeah, that’s right…cryin’, real 
hard like…like something had hurt her 
real bad…and I started shakin’ real 
bad, shakin’ real bad, was hurtin’ me 



 

 

even, got real scared…real real scared. 
And I din’t…” 

“Okay, Donny. That’s enough for 
now,” at this the boy relaxes visibly, 
his hands limp at his sides, his eyes 
looking at the ground. 

“So you see, friends— and we’re 
all friends here, right—?” he begins, 
taking in both Yuri and Elena’s eyes as 
he does, “…this was a traumatic 
experience for this young boy, a young 
boy who wanted only to buy biscuits 
for his grandma when he walks in 
upon this…um…this desecration that 
scares the life out of him…You can 
only imagine the fear that ran through 
him.” 

Elena has gone right past imaging 
into feeling, something cold and dark. 
A feeling so riveting she has tuned 
out, shock frozen on her face, not sure 
what she just heard but something 



 

 

tells her bad stuff had been happening 
right here, right here where she had 
been living, right here where she and 
Yuri had been living too, and what the 
hell have you been up to, Yuri, huh? 
What the hell have you been doing…? 
And with me right here! Right the f 
here! I knew you had no respect for 
me,” tears welling up in her eyes, “I 
just never knew it went this ugly deep! 

Yuri stares disgustedly at the 
man, and menacingly at the boy. 

The inspector notices this. 
“Friend?” he says, looking 

directly at Yuri. “Donny is under my 
protection here so I’d keep my eyes off 
of him if I were you.” 

Yuri grunts and passes the 
inspector a disgusted look.  



 

 

The inspector waves an 
admonishing finger at Yuri who 
simply shrugs. 

“If you must look at somebody, 
friend, look at me now. It’s me you 
have business with.” 

Elena still stands solid as marble 
but tears are now rolling steadily 
down her cheeks. The inspector sees 
this and passes her a handkerchief. 

“Here you go, miss.” 
Stunned to her core this offer 

goes unaccepted.  
“Such a shame,” he whispers. 
The inspector tucks the 

handkerchief back into his pocket and 
shakes his head. 

 “So…where were we?” 
He glances at Elena then at Yuri. 



 

 

“Oh, right. We all heard young 
Donny’s story…brave young Donny’s 
story,” he says, patting the boy on the 
back, “and we never did establish one 
simple fact!” 

He glances around him to see if 
he has everyone’s attention at this 

“Anybody know what fact that is? 
Anybody…?” 

Blank faces. 
“It’s okay, friends. Just raise your 

hand if you know…” 
Yuri has had enough of this dog 

and pony show. 
“Listen at me, inspector, or 

whoever are you. You come here, 
blabbing bullshit and…and…” 
sounding nervous now, fumbling his 
thoughts, “…I don’t…no I don’t 
remember you show the 
identification, like you are…what? 



 

 

KGB or somethings? How do I know 
you not crazy guy, with crazy story 
and friend of little boy?” 

“You know, that hurts, friend. 
Really does. And here I thought we 
were friends,” his face drooping in 
sadness. 

Not knowing how to take this, 
Yuri shakes his head, almost sadly. Is 
this stupid guy kidding to me? 

“Have to me no friends, crazy 
man. Is good…” 

“Okay then,” the man says, 
disregarding Yuri, “I’ll tell you the one 
simple fact we did not establish. We 
all heard Donny’s story, but, I 
received no answer. Do you recognize 
this woman? Jocelyn Eggers? I 
showed you the picture.” 



 

 

Yuri is sure this is a trap. He 
could say he does not recognize her 
and send this man away. 

“Who knows with the womans. I 
see so many…” 

At this Elena starts howling, tears 
exploding from her grief stricken face. 
Begins tearing at her hair, pulling out 
pieces, ripping at her clothes, in a 
dizzying frenzy. So fierce does she cry, 
so disturbing this sight, that the boy 
starts crying too. Loudly. 
Unashamedly. Anyone within earshot 
would react discernibly. Not Yuri 
however. He is an oak of silence. 
Stone faced. 

Things have taken a turn the 
inspector did not foresee. But Yuri, by 
his actions, has just indicted himself 
as indeed having knowledge of this 
particular woman. 



 

 

“So you do recognize her then,” 
the inspector asserts, directly to Yuri. 

“Okay, so maybe. Big deal. Is 
nothing. She has complaint to say 
bring her to here.” 

“So now we get to the point. The 
only point, in all the points covered so 
far, that matters.” 

Yuri does not know how this 
crazy guy did it but he tricked him 
into saying he knew her. Son-of-the-
bitch! This crazy guy is sneaky. 

“This is no longer possible. Her 
body turned up blue and bloated in 
the river this morning. Dead as your 
apparent lack of feeling toward her.” 

Yuri gets excited.  
“So,” he exhorts, standing up to 

express his thoughts clearly, “is too 
bad for her, yes? Goodbye to you I say. 
And—” 



 

 

“You are a prime suspect in this 
case.” 

“What?” 
“You, unfeeling man, are a prime 

suspect in this case.” 
“How this could be, crazy man? 

The boy say he see her leave here, yes? 
Okay, so I admit. But is bye bye to me 
now. Where she go I know nothing.” 

“Last seen leaving your cart in a 
terminally distraught condition, she 
was in no condition to go anywhere 
alone. Yet you, in your callous 
disregard, kicked her to the curb like 
trash and turned your back on her. 
Shortly after this she was seen 
standing on the bridge. She was found 
later that afternoon floating face down 
in the river. You must accept some 
responsibility for this young woman’s 
death?” 



 

 

“Like I say, too bad for her. Is 
nothing do for me.” 

The inspector looks at Yuri with 
intense disappoint evident in his 
features. He had hoped to receive 
some expression of concern, some 
acceptance of responsibility for a 
young life excised too soon, too 
horribly. Instead he met with another 
distraught young woman alongside 
this man, the man, at the center of this 
twisted triangle, a man who had the 
emotional depth of granite. He would 
advise this current young woman to 
flee while she still can. 

“Well, there it is. You think hard 
about this poor young woman and her 
tragic end. We’ll be in touch if we 
need anything from you.” 

Yuri was confused. 



 

 

“In touch? What is this, touch? 
We no nothing to this floating woman. 
Is all. No more.” 

The inspector’s calm demeanor 
was instantly ruffled. 

“Listen to me good,” he said, 
getting up in Yuri’s face, “If you feel 
nothing at all for this poor woman’s 
untimely death, you have lost your 
soul so long ago that living has no 
meaning. We all matter, friend. All of 
us. Even those who get used up and 
kicked to the curb. As this woman who 
no longer walks among the living 
matters. I want you to think about 
this. Think about this long and hard. 
Her spirit will haunt you until you do, 
will linger until you accept some 
responsibility for this poor creature…” 

With this he placed his hand on 
the boy’s shoulder as they turned and 
walked away. Slowly. Like an 



 

 

intimately small funeral procession. A 
final eulogy for a young soul lost too 
soon. 

“Good bye!” said Elena, 
animation miraculously restored, “No 
more for you, cheating murdering 
man. No more for you.” 

“Goodbye…!” 
“I no murder!!! You see this? No 

murder, you hear this foolish 
woman?!” in a repetitive fury now, 
“No murder!! Ha ha ha…! Crazy man, 
is crazy man, no murder…” 

She turns and walks resolutely 
away. 

These words echoed on through 
eternity, but to the emotionally 
disconnected young woman, Elena, 
they existed not at all. Silence now her 
only true, and most loyal, friend. 



 

 

Anyone walking by that day 
would report seeing a frantic raving 
red faced man, shaking his fists at the 
sky, cussing and spitting, jumping up 
and down, kicking up a cloud of dust, 
exhorting these reproachful words to 
the apathetic universe and 
spontaneously breaking into lunatic 
laughter. He was alone. Nothing 
but…alone… 

“I do everything for him,” she 
blubbers, “And what does he do for 
me? Nothing! I’m leaving. There is 
something so wrong with me…” she 
mumbles tearily as she walks. 

She loses track of time in her 
state of despair and is well away from 
Yuri and the cart when she takes note. 
This is evidenced by the change in 
landscape. Vast plains of parched 
earth all around her. 

 



 

 

XIII  
A trio of traveling musicians walk 

by playing a French horn a Trumpet 
and a Tuba. The performers ragged 
and torn play with great passion and 
vigor, the epitome of grace under 
pressure. The tune is bouncy and light 
making Elena feel happy for the 
moment. 

A funeral procession trails close 
behind. Somber music rises up, 
inciting a chorus of wailing, beating of 
drums, pounding of chests. Misery 
surrounds, the emotional despair 
tangible. Black clothing and droopy 
hats. Black veils and Umbrellas. The 
momentary joy spread by the 
traveling trio has evolved into a 
funeral ceremony. A priest shrouded 
in black veil and cassock delivers the 
eulogy: 



 

 

We are here but for the blink of 
an eye. Our friend, Gianna, will be 
sorely missed. It is important during 
this brief time to make our mark in 
this fleeting journey by performing 
works of grace and love and 
generosity. Always with a song in the 
heart and a smile on the lips. Gianna 
was a notable woman who set about 
to embody this practice. As all who 
knew her can attest. May God grant 
her the peace she so granted others. 
Amen.  

A quick round of amen is soon 
followed by the crowd moving steadily 
on at a faster pace. The traveling trio 
as well had resumed their tuneful 
repertoire and upbeat celebratory 
music chimed forth. The opposite side 
of the grief coin. The old world 
sensation palpable. 



 

 

A smaller group of people turned 
right, Elena among them, heading in a 
different direction that the rest. 

A sexton stood in the porch of 
Uniondale meeting-house, pulling 
busily at the bell-rope. The old people 
of the village came stooping along the 
street. Children, with bright faces, 
tripped merrily beside their parents, 
or mimicked a graver pace, in the 
conscious dignity of their Sunday 
clothes. Dapper bachelors looked 
sidelong at the pretty maidens, and 
fancied that the Sabbath sunshine 
made them prettier than on weekdays. 
When the throng had mostly streamed 
into the porch, the sexton began to toll 
the bell, keeping his eye on the 
Reverend Mr. Cooper’s door. 

The first glimpse of the 
clergyman’s figure was the signal for 
the bell to cease its summons. 



 

 

“Why has good Parson Cooper 
have that still upon his face?” cried 
the sexton in astonishment. 

All within hearing immediately 
turned about, and beheld the 
semblance of Mr. Cooper, pacing 
slowly his meditative way towards the 
meetinghouse. With one accord they 
started, expressing more wonder than 
if some strange minister were coming 
to dust the cushions of Mr. Cooper’s 
pulpit. 

“Are you sure it is our parson?” 
inquired Goodman Gray of the sexton. 

“Certainly it is good Mr. Cooper," 
replied the sexton. “He was to have 
exchanged pulpits with Parson Smith, 
of Salisbury; but Parson Smith sent to 
excuse himself yesterday, being to 
preach a funeral sermon. Seems 
yesterday was funerals all around. Is 
this Parson Smith after all?” 



 

 

The cause of so much amazement 
may appear sufficiently slight. 

Mr. Cooper, a gentlemanly 
person, of about thirty, though still a 
bachelor, was dressed with due 
clerical neatness, as if a careful wife 
had starched his band, and brushed 
the weekly dust from his Sunday’s 
garb. There was but one thing 
remarkable in his appearance. 
Swathed about his forehead, and 
hanging down over his face, so low as 
to be shaken by his breath, Mr. 
Cooper had on a black veil. On a 
nearer view it seemed to consist of 
two folds of crape, which entirely 
concealed his features, except the 
mouth and chin, but probably did not 
intercept his sight, further than to give 
a darkened aspect to all living and 
inanimate things. 



 

 

With this gloomy shade before 
him, good Mr. Cooper walked onward, 
at a slow and quiet pace, stooping 
somewhat, and looking on the ground, 
as is customary with preoccupied 
men, yet nodding kindly to those of 
his parishioners who still waited on 
the meeting-house steps. But so 
wonder-struck were they that his 
greeting hardly met with a return. 

“I can’t really feel as if good Mr. 
Cooper’s face was behind that piece of 
crape” said the sexton. 

“I don’t like it,” muttered an old 
woman, as she hobbled into the 
meeting-house. “He has changed 
himself into something awful, only by 
hiding his face.” 

“Our parson has gone mad!” cried 
Goodman Gray, following him across 
the threshold. 



 

 

A rumor of some unaccountable 
phenomenon had preceded Mr. 
Cooper into the meeting-house, and 
set all the congregation astir. Few 
could refrain from twisting their 
heads towards the door; many stood 
upright, and turned directly about; 
while several little boys clambered 
upon the seats, and came down again 
with a terrible racket. Elena slipped 
inside using the pandemonium as 
cover. There was a general bustle, a 
rustling of the women’s gowns and 
shuffling of the men’s feet, greatly at 
variance with that hushed repose 
which should attend the entrance of 
the minister. But Mr. Cooper 
appeared not to notice the 
perturbation of his people. He entered 
with an almost noiseless step, bent his 
head mildly to the pews on each side, 
and bowed as he passed his oldest 
parishioner, a white-haired great 



 

 

grandsire, who occupied an arm-chair 
in the center of the aisle. It was 
strange to observe how slowly this 
venerable man became conscious of 
something singular in the appearance 
of his pastor. He seemed not fully to 
partake of the prevailing wonder, till 
Mr. Cooper had ascended the stairs, 
and showed himself in the pulpit, face 
to face with his congregation, except 
for the black veil. That mysterious 
emblem was never once withdrawn. It 
shook with his measured breath, as he 
gave out the psalm; it threw its 
obscurity between him and the holy 
page, as he read the Scriptures; and 
while he prayed, the veil lay heavily on 
his uplifted countenance. Did he seek 
to hide it from the dread being whom 
he was addressing? 

Such was the effect of this simple 
piece of crape, that more than one 
woman of delicate nerves was forced 



 

 

to leave the meeting-house. Yet 
perhaps the pale-faced congregation 
was almost as fearful a sight to the 
minister, as his black veil to them. 

Mr. Cooper had the reputation of 
a good preacher, but not an energetic 
one: he strove to win his people 
heavenward by mild, persuasive 
influences, rather than to drive them 
thither by the thunders of the Word. 
The sermon which he now delivered 
was marked by the same 
characteristics of style and manner as 
the general series of his pulpit oratory. 
But there was something, either in the 
sentiment of the discourse itself, or in 
the imagination of the auditors, which 
made it greatly the most powerful 
effort that they had ever heard from 
their pastor's lips. It was tinged, 
rather more darkly than usual, with 
the gentle gloom of Mr. Cooper's 
temperament. The subject had 



 

 

reference to secret sin, and those sad 
mysteries which we hide from our 
nearest and dearest, and would fain 
conceal from our own consciousness, 
even forgetting that the Omniscient 
can detect them. A subtle power was 
breathed into his words. Each 
member of the congregation, the most 
innocent girl, and the man of 
hardened breast, felt as if the preacher 
had crept upon them, behind his 
awful veil, and discovered their 
hoarded iniquity of deed or thought. 
Many spread their clasped hands on 
their bosoms. There was nothing 
terrible in what Mr. Cooper said, at 
least, no violence; and yet, with every 
tremor of his melancholy voice, the 
hearers quaked. An unsought pathos 
came hand in hand with awe. So 
sensible were the audience of some 
unwonted attribute in their minister, 
that they longed for a breath of wind 



 

 

to blow aside the veil, almost believing 
that a stranger's visage would be 
discovered, though the form, gesture, 
and voice were those of Mr. Cooper. 

At the close of the services, the 
people hurried out with indecorous 
confusion, eager to communicate their 
pent-up amazement, and conscious of 
lighter spirits the moment they lost 
sight of the black veil. Some gathered 
in little circles, huddled closely 
together, with their mouths all 
whispering in the center; some went 
homeward alone, wrapped in silent 
meditation; some talked loudly, and 
profaned the Sabbath day with 
ostentatious laughter. 

A few shook their sagacious 
heads, intimating that they could 
penetrate the mystery; while one or 
two affirmed that there was no 
mystery at all, but only that Mr. 



 

 

Cooper's eyes were so weakened by 
the midnight lamp, as to require a 
shade. After a brief interval, forth 
came good Mr. Cooper also, in the 
rear of his flock. Turning his veiled 
face from one group to another, he 
paid due reverence to the hoary heads, 
saluted the middle aged with kind 
dignity as their friend and spiritual 
guide, greeted the young with mingled 
authority and love, and laid his hands 
on the little children’s heads to bless 
them. Such was always his custom on 
the Sabbath day. Strange and 
bewildered looks repaid him for his 
courtesy. None, as on former 
occasions, aspired to the honor of 
walking by their pastor’s side. Old 
Squire Saunders, doubtless by an 
accidental lapse of memory, neglected 
to invite Mr. Cooper to his table, 
where the good clergyman had been 
wont to bless the food, almost every 



 

 

Sunday since his settlement. He 
returned, therefore, to the parsonage, 
and, at the moment of closing the 
door, was observed to look back upon 
the people, all of whom had their eyes 
fixed upon the minister. A sad smile 
gleamed faintly from beneath the 
black veil, and flickered about his 
mouth, glimmering as he disappeared. 

“How strange,” said a lady, “that 
a simple black veil, such as any 
woman might wear on her bonnet, 
should become such a terrible thing 
on Mr. Cooper's face!” 

“Something must surely be amiss 
with Mr. Cooper's intellects,” 
observed her husband, the physician 
of the village. “But the strangest part 
of the affair is the effect of this notion, 
even on a sober-minded man like 
myself. The black veil, though it 
covers only our pastor’s face, throws 



 

 

its influence over his whole person, 
and makes him ghostlike from head to 
foot. Do you not feel it?” 

“In truth I do,” replied the lady; 
“and I would not be alone with him 
for the world. I wonder if he is not 
afraid to be alone with himself!” 

“Men sometimes are,” said her 
husband. 

The afternoon service was 
attended with similar circumstances. 
At its conclusion, the bell tolled for 
the funeral of a young lady. 

The relatives and friends were 
assembled in the house, and the more 
distant acquaintances stood about the 
door, speaking of the good qualities of 
the deceased, when their talk was 
interrupted by the appearance of Mr. 
Cooper, still covered with his black 
veil. It was now an appropriate 
emblem. The clergyman stepped into 



 

 

the room where the corpse was laid, 
and bent over the coffin, to take a last 
farewell of his deceased parishioner. 
As he stooped, the veil hung straight 
down from his forehead, so that, if her 
eyelids had not been closed forever, 
the dead maiden might have seen his 
face. Could Mr. Cooper be fearful of 
her glance, that he so hastily caught 
back the black veil? A person who 
watched the interview between the 
dead and living, dared not to affirm, 
that, at the instant when the 
clergyman’s features were disclosed, 
the corpse had slightly shuddered, 
rustling the shroud and muslin cap, 
though the countenance retained the 
composure of death. A superstitious 
old woman was the only witness of 
this prodigy. From the coffin Mr. 
Cooper passed into the chamber of the 
mourners, and thence to the head of 
the staircase, to make the funeral 



 

 

prayer. It was a tender and heart-
dissolving prayer, full of sorrow, yet so 
imbued with celestial hopes, that the 
music of a heavenly harp, swept by the 
fingers of the dead, seemed faintly to 
be heard among the saddest accents of 
the minister. The people trembled, 
though they but darkly understood 
him when he prayed that they, and 
himself, and all of mortal race, might 
be ready, as he trusted this young 
maiden had been, for the dreadful 
hour that should snatch the veil from 
their faces. The bearers went heavily 
forth, and the mourners followed, 
saddening all the street, with the dead 
before them, and Mr. Cooper in his 
black veil behind. 

“Why do you look back?” said one 
in the procession to his partner. 



 

 

“I had an impulse,” replied she, 
“that the minister and the maiden’s 
spirit were walking hand in hand.” 

“And so had I, at the same 
moment,” said the other. 

That night, the handsomest 
couple in Uniondale village were to be 
joined in wedlock. Though reckoned a 
melancholy man, Mr. Cooper had a 
placid cheerfulness for such 
occasions, which often excited a 
sympathetic smile where livelier 
merriment would have been thrown 
away. There was no quality of his 
disposition which made him more 
beloved than this. The company at the 
wedding awaited his arrival with 
impatience, trusting that the strange 
awe, which had gathered over him 
throughout the day, would now be 
dispelled. 



 

 

But such was not the result. 
When Mr. Cooper came, the first thing 
that their eyes rested on was the same 
horrible black veil, which had added 
deeper gloom to the funeral, and 
could portend nothing but evil to the 
wedding. Such was its immediate 
effect on the guests that a cloud 
seemed to have rolled duskily from 
beneath the black crape, and dimmed 
the light of the candles. The bridal 
pair stood up before the minister. But 
the bride's cold fingers quivered in the 
tremulous hand of the bridegroom, 
and her deathlike paleness caused a 
whisper that the maiden who had 
been buried a few hours before was 
come from her grave to be married. 

If ever another wedding were so 
dismal, it was that famous one where 
they tolled the wedding knell. After 
performing the ceremony, Mr. Cooper 
raised a glass of wine to his lips, 



 

 

wishing happiness to the new married 
couple in a strain of mild pleasantry 
that ought to have brightened the 
features of the guests, like a cheerful 
gleam from the hearth. At that 
instant, catching a glimpse of his 
figure in the looking-glass, the black 
veil involved his own spirit in the 
horror with which it overwhelmed all 
others. His frame shuddered, his lips 
grew white, he spilt the untasted wine 
upon the carpet, and rushed forth into 
the darkness. For the Earth, too, had 
on her Black Veil. 

The next day, the whole village of 
Uniondale talked of little else than 
Parson Cooper’s black veil. That, and 
the mystery concealed behind it, 
supplied a topic for discussion 
between acquaintances meeting in the 
street, and good women gossiping at 
their open windows. It was the first 
item of news that the tavern-keeper 



 

 

told to his guests. The children 
babbled of it on their way to school. 
One imitative little imp covered his 
face with an old black handkerchief, 
thereby so frightening his playmates 
that the panic seized himself, and he 
nearly lost his wits by his own foolery. 

It was remarkable that all of the 
busybodies and impertinent people in 
the parish, not one ventured to put the 
plain question to Mr. Cooper, 
wherefore he did this thing. Up till 
now, whenever there appeared the 
slightest call for such interference, he 
had never lacked advisers, nor shown 
himself averse to be guided by their 
judgment. If he erred at all, it was by 
so painful a degree of self-distrust, 
that even the mildest censure would 
lead him to consider an indifferent 
action as a crime. Yet, though so well 
acquainted with this amiable 
weakness, no individual among his 



 

 

parishioners chose to make the black 
veil a subject of friendly 
remonstrance. There was a feeling of 
dread, neither plainly confessed nor 
carefully concealed, which caused 
each to shift the responsibility upon 
another, till at length it was found 
expedient to send a deputation of the 
church, in order to deal with Mr. 
Cooper about the mystery, before it 
should grow into a scandal. Never did 
an embassy so ill discharge its duties. 
The minister received then with 
friendly courtesy, but became silent, 
after they were seated, leaving to his 
visitors the whole burden of 
introducing their important business. 
The topic, it might be supposed, was 
obvious enough. There was the black 
veil swathed round Mr. Cooper's 
forehead, and concealing every feature 
above his placid mouth, on which, at 
times, they could perceive the 



 

 

glimmering of a melancholy smile. 
But that piece of crape, to their 
imagination, seemed to hang down 
before his heart, the symbol of a 
fearful secret between him and them. 
Were the veil but cast aside, they 
might speak freely of it, but not till 
then. 

Thus they sat a considerable time, 
speechless, confused, and shrinking 
uneasily from Mr. Cooper's eye, which 
they felt to be fixed upon them with 
an invisible glance. Finally, the 
deputies returned abashed to their 
constituents, pronouncing the matter 
too weighty to be handled, except by a 
council of the churches, if, indeed, it 
might not require a general synod. 

But there was one person in the 
village unappalled by the awe with 
which the black veil had impressed all 
beside herself. When the deputies 



 

 

returned without an explanation, or 
even venturing to demand one, she, 
with the calm energy of her character, 
determined to chase away the strange 
cloud that appeared to be settling 
round Mr. Cooper, every moment 
more darkly than before. 

As his plighted wife, it should be 
her privilege to know what the black 
veil concealed. At the minister's first 
visit, therefore, she entered upon the 
subject with a direct simplicity, which 
made the task easier both for him and 
her. After he had seated himself, she 
fixed her eyes steadfastly upon the 
veil, but could discern nothing of the 
dreadful gloom that had so overawed 
the multitude: it was but a double fold 
of crape, hanging down from his 
forehead to his mouth, and slightly 
stirring with his breath. 



 

 

“No,” she said aloud, and smiling, 
“there is nothing terrible in this piece 
of crape, except that it hides a face 
which I am always glad to look upon. 
Come, good sir, let the sun shine from 
behind the cloud. First lay aside your 
black veil: then tell me why you put it 
on.” 

Mr. Cooper’s smile glimmered 
faintly. 

“There is an hour to come,” he 
said, “when all of us shall cast aside 
our veils. Take it not amiss, friend, if I 
wear this piece of crape till then.” 

“Your words are a mystery, too,” 
returned the young lady. “Take away 
the veil from them, at least.” 

“Elizabeth, I will,” he said, “so far 
as my vow may suffer me. 

Know, then, this veil is a type and 
a symbol, and I am bound to wear it 



 

 

ever, both in light and darkness, in 
solitude and before the gaze of 
multitudes, and as with strangers, so 
with my familiar friends. No mortal 
eye will see it withdrawn. This dismal 
shade must separate me from the 
world: even you, Elizabeth, can never 
come behind it!” 

“What grievous affliction hath 
befallen you,” she earnestly inquired, 
“that you should thus darken your 
eyes forever?” 

“If it be a sign of mourning,” 
replied Mr. Cooper, “I, perhaps, like 
most other mortals, have sorrows 
dark enough to be typified by a black 
veil.” 

“But what if the world will not 
believe that it is the type of an 
innocent sorrow?” urged Elizabeth. 
“Beloved and respected as you are, 
there may be whispers that you hide 



 

 

your face under the consciousness of 
secret sin. For the sake of your holy 
office, take away this scandal!” 

The color rose into her cheeks as 
she intimated the nature of the 
rumors that were already abroad in 
the village. But Mr. Cooper's mildness 
did not forsake him. He even smiled 
again—that same sad smile, which 
always appeared like a faint 
glimmering of light, proceeding from 
the obscurity beneath the veil. 

“If I hide my face for sorrow, 
there is cause enough,” he merely 
replied; “and if I cover it for secret sin, 
what mortal might not do the same?”  

And with this gentle, but 
unconquerable obstinacy did he resist 
all her entreaties. At length Elizabeth 
sat silent. For a few moments she 
appeared lost in thought, considering, 
probably, what new methods might be 



 

 

tried to withdraw her lover from so 
dark a fantasy, which, if it had no 
other meaning, was perhaps a 
symptom of mental disease. Though 
of a firmer character than his own, the 
tears rolled down her cheeks. But, in 
an instant, as it were, a new feeling 
took the place of sorrow: her eyes 
were fixed insensibly on the black veil, 
when, like a sudden twilight in the air, 
its terrors fell around her. She arose, 
and stood trembling before him. 

“And do you feel it then, at last?” 
he said mournfully. 

She made no reply, but covered 
her eyes with her hand, and turned to 
leave the room. He rushed forward 
and caught her arm. 

“Have patience with me, 
Elizabeth!” he cried, passionately. “Do 
not desert me, though this veil must 
be between us here on earth. 



 

 

Be mine, and hereafter there shall 
be no veil over my face, no darkness 
between our souls! It is but a mortal 
veil—it is not for eternity! You know 
not how lonely I am, and how 
frightened, to be alone behind my 
black veil. Do not leave me in this 
miserable obscurity forever!” 

“Lift the veil but once, and look 
me in the face,” she said. 

“Never! It cannot be!” replied Mr. 
Cooper. 

“Then farewell!” said Elizabeth. 
She withdrew her arm from his 

grasp, and slowly departed, pausing at 
the door, to give one long shuddering 
gaze, that seemed almost to penetrate 
the mystery of the black veil. But, even 
amid his grief, Mr. Cooper smiled to 
think that only a material emblem had 
separated him from happiness, 
though the horrors, which it 



 

 

shadowed forth, must be drawn darkly 
between the fondest of lovers. 

From that time no attempts were 
made to remove Mr. Cooper’s black 
veil, or, by a direct appeal, to discover 
the secret which it was supposed to 
hide. By persons who claimed a 
superiority to popular prejudice, it 
was reckoned merely an eccentric 
whim, such as often mingles with the 
sober actions of men otherwise 
rational, and tinges them all with its 
own semblance of insanity. But with 
the multitude, good Mr. Cooper was 
irreparably a bugbear. He could not 
walk the street with any peace of 
mind, so conscious was he that the 
gentle and timid would turn aside to 
avoid him, and that others would 
make it a point of unpleasantness to 
throw themselves in his way. The 
impertinence of the latter class 
compelled him to give up his 



 

 

customary walk at sunset to the burial 
ground; for when he leaned pensively 
over the gate, there would always be 
faces behind the gravestones, peeping 
at his black veil. A fable went the 
rounds that the stare of the dead 
people drove him to it. Grieved him, 
to the very depth of his kind heart, to 
observe how the children fled from his 
approach, breaking up their merriest 
sports, while his melancholy figure 
was yet afar off. Their instinctive 
dread caused him to feel more 
strongly than anything else, that a 
preternatural horror was interwoven 
with the threads of the black crape. In 
truth, his own antipathy to the veil 
was known to be so great, that he 
never willingly passed before a mirror, 
nor stooped to drink at a still 
fountain, lest, in its peaceful embrace, 
he should be in fright by himself. This 
was what gave plausibility to the 



 

 

whispers, that Mr. Cooper’s 
conscience tortured him for some 
great crime too horrible to be entirely 
concealed, or otherwise than so 
obscurely intimated. 

Thus, from beneath the black veil, 
there rolled a cloud into the sunshine, 
an ambiguity of sin or sorrow, which 
enveloped the poor minister, so that 
love or sympathy could never reach 
him. It was said that ghost and fiend 
consorted with him there. With self-
recriminations and outward terrors, 
he walked continually in its shadow, 
groping darkly within his own soul, or 
gazing through a medium that 
saddened the whole world. Even the 
lawless wind, it was believed, 
respected his dreadful secret, and 
never blew aside the veil. But still 
good Mr. Cooper sadly smiled at the 
pale visages of the worldly throng as 
he passed by. 



 

 

Among all its bad influences, the 
black veil had the one desirable effect, 
of making its wearer a very efficient 
clergyman. By the aid of his 
mysterious emblem—for there was no 
other apparent cause—he became a 
man of awful power over souls that 
were in agony for sin. His converts 
always regarded him with a dread 
peculiar to themselves, affirming, 
though but figuratively, that, before 
he brought them to celestial light, they 
had been with him behind the black 
veil. Its gloom, indeed, enabled him to 
sympathize with all dark affections. 
Dying sinners cried aloud for Mr. 
Cooper, and would not yield their 
breath till he appeared; though ever, 
as he stooped to whisper consolation, 
they shuddered at the veiled face so 
near their own. Such were the terrors 
of the black veil, even when Death had 
bared his countenance! Strangers 



 

 

came long distances to attend service 
at his church, with the mere idle 
purpose of gazing at his figure, 
because it was forbidden them to 
behold his face. But many were made 
to quake before they departed! Once, 
during Governor Beecher’s 
administration, Mr. Cooper was 
appointed to preach the election 
sermon. Covered with his black veil, 
he stood before the chief magistrate, 
the council, and the representatives, 
and wrought so deep an impression, 
that the legislative measures of that 
year were characterized by all the 
gloom and piety of our earliest 
ancestral sway. 

In this manner Mr. Cooper spent 
a long life, irreproachable in outward 
act, yet shrouded in dismal 
suspicions; kind and loving, though 
unloved, and dimly feared; a man 
apart from men, shunned in their 



 

 

health and joy, but ever summoned to 
their aid in mortal anguish. As years 
wore on, shedding their snows above 
his sable veil, he acquired a name 
throughout the regional churches, and 
they called him Father Cooper. Nearly 
all his parishioners, who were of 
mature age when he was settled, had 
been borne away by many a funeral: 
he had one congregation in the 
church, and a more crowded one in 
the churchyard; and having wrought 
so late into the evening, and done his 
work so well, it was now good Father 
Cooper's turn to rest. 

Several persons were visible by 
the shaded candlelight, in the death 
chamber of the old clergyman. 
Natural connections he had none. But 
there was the decorously grave, 
though unmoved physician, seeking 
only to mitigate the last pangs of the 
patient whom he could not save. 



 

 

There were the deacons, and other 
eminently pious members of his 
church. There, also, was the Reverend 
Mr. York, of Salisbury, a young and 
zealous divine, who had ridden in 
haste to pray by the bedside of the 
expiring minister. There was the 
nurse, no hired handmaiden of death, 
but one whose calm affection had 
endured thus long in secrecy, in 
solitude, amid the chill of age, and 
would not perish, even at the dying 
hour. Who, but Elizabeth! And there 
lay the hoary head of good Father 
Cooper upon the death pillow, with 
the black veil still swathed about his 
brow, and reaching down over his 
face, so that each more difficult gasp 
of his faint breath caused it to stir. All 
through life that piece of crape had 
hung between him and the world: it 
had separated him from cheerful 
brotherhood and woman's love, and 



 

 

kept him in that saddest of all prisons, 
his own heart; and still it lay upon his 
face, as if to deepen the gloom of his 
darksome chamber, and shade him 
from the sunshine of eternity. 

Previously, his mind had been 
confused, wavering doubtfully 
between the past and the present, and 
hovering forward, as it were, at 
intervals, into the indistinctness of the 
world to come. There had been 
feverish turns, which tossed him from 
side to side, and wore away what little 
strength he had. But in his most 
convulsive struggles, and in the 
wildest vagaries of his intellect, when 
no other thought retained its sober 
influence, he still showed an awful 
solicitude lest the black veil should 
slip aside. Even if his bewildered soul 
could have forgotten, there was a 
faithful woman at this pillow, who, 
with averted eyes, would have covered 



 

 

that aged face, which she had last 
beheld in the comeliness of manhood. 
At length the death-stricken old man 
lay quietly in the torpor of mental and 
bodily exhaustion, with an 
imperceptible pulse, and breath that 
grew fainter and fainter, except when 
a long, deep, and irregular inspiration 
seemed to prelude the flight of his 
spirit. 

The minister of Salisbury 
approached the bedside. 

“Venerable Father Cooper,” said 
he, “the moment of your release is at 
hand. Are you ready for the lifting of 
the veil that shuts in time from 
eternity?” 

Father Cooper at first replied 
merely by a feeble motion of his head; 
then, apprehensive, perhaps, that his 
meaning might be doubted, he exerted 
himself to speak. 



 

 

“Yes,” he said, in faintly, “my soul 
has a patient weariness until that veil 
be lifted.” 

“And is it fitting,” resumed the 
Reverend Mr. York, “that a man so 
given to prayer, of such a blameless 
example, holy in deed and thought, so 
far as mortal judgment may 
pronounce; is it fitting that a father in 
the church should leave a shadow on 
his memory, that may seem to blacken 
a life so pure? I pray you, my 
venerable brother, let not this thing 
be! Suffer us to be gladdened by your 
triumphant aspect as you go to your 
reward. Before the veil of eternity be 
lifted, let me cast aside this black veil 
from your face!" 

And thus speaking, the Reverend 
Mr. Clark bent forward to reveal the 
mystery of so many years. But, 
exerting a sudden energy, that made 



 

 

all the beholders stand aghast, Father 
Cooper snatched both his hands from 
beneath the bedclothes, and pressed 
them strongly on the black veil, 
resolute to struggle, if the minister of 
Salisbury would contend with a dying 
man. 

“Never!” cried the veiled 
clergyman. “On earth, never!” 

“Dark old man!” exclaimed the 
frightened minister, “with what 
horrible crime upon your soul are you 
now passing to the judgment?” 

Father Cooper’s breath heaved; it 
rattled in his throat; but, with a 
mighty effort, grasping forward with 
his hands, he caught hold of life, and 
held it back till he should speak. He 
even raised himself in bed; and there 
he sat, shivering with the arms of 
death around him, while the black veil 
hung down, awful, at that last 



 

 

moment, in the gathered terrors of a 
lifetime. 

“Why do you tremble at me 
alone?” he cried, turning his veiled 
face round the circle of pale 
spectators. Shivering to her core, 
Elena clasped her arms around herself 
to stop the freezing chill that had 
appeared unbidden as if called forth 
by the tenebrous preacher. “Tremble 
also at each other! Have men avoided 
me, and women shown no pity, and 
children screamed and fled, only for 
my black veil? What, but the mystery 
which it obscurely typifies, has made 
this piece of crape so awful? When the 
friend shows his inmost heart to his 
friend; the lover to his best beloved; 
when man does not vainly shrink from 
the eye of his Creator, loathsomely 
treasuring up the secret of his sin; 
then deem me a monster, for the 
symbol beneath which I have lived, 



 

 

and die! I look around me, and, lo! on 
every face a Black Veil!” 

Slinking away as one convicted, 
Elena hung her head, clasped her 
hands, never having felt such 
wretched darkness of soul. That awful 
black veil had stricken her as a 
lighting blast direct from the avenging 
angels of heaven, the refrain “Holy, 
holy, holy is the Lord Almighty; the 
whole earth is full of his glory,” a 
barbed balm. 

Much time would need to pass for 
all to reset. Lose its impressionistic 
power. Return to innocence. Once 
having drawn away, again becoming 
virginal, as it was for the first woman 
when she saw the valleys and the 
plains.  

Would require some time before 
the sound of an accordion became just 
the sound of an accordion. The sound 



 

 

of a church bell became just a church 
bell. The sound of a fluegelhorn 
became just a fluegelhorn, not a sound 
imbued with numerous weighty 
emotional triggers.  

No more anthropomorphization 
of things.  

A peace when pristine things 
once more became things. The couch 
in the cart, which looked like a big 
square face drawn by Janco, with 
buttons on the cover like wicked little 
eyes, was just a couch; tattered, 
overused for sexual conquest, but 
nothing more. When the symbolism of 
meanings loses all meaning.  

You see objects which are 
comforting because they are simply 
free. But suddenly you are flung into a 
new form of suffering because, when 
you come to miss the meaning of say, 
a fluegelhorn, reality suddenly 



 

 

becomes terrifying. Everything 
becomes unattainable. 

Her father had mistresses till he 
was sixty, and kept them hidden in the 
hen coop, where he would go along to 
them. At sixty he kept getting 
engaged. ‘My parent’s consent, I’m 
more than willing, but my wife won’t 
have it,’ he would say, he thought 
himself very witty.  

How is a young girl to grown up 
around this type of abuse and become 
the well-adjusted balanced adult she 
had every right to be? Like being 
slammed over the head by a hammer 
every time you walk through a door. 
No chance of walking through a door 
again without the expectation of 
hammer attack.  

Perhaps this explains her choice 
of men, then. Predisposed to it she 



 

 

was. The leopard cannot change its 
spots. 

She walks by the harbor and a 
man in underpants is hoisting a flag. 
Surrounding this are row upon row of 
battered shacks, cheap houses for the 
poor. Plainly the kind of place where 
prostitutes got murdered.  

Not sure what she’s looking for 
but wishing to feel a new rhythm. 
Something fleshy and real. The kind of 
rhythm that shakes her hips and 
moves her feet but does not drag her 
down to the depths and bludgeon her 
stupid. A light friendly kind of 
rhythm. Like the tender rhythms of 
childhood. Those times of innocence 
where the big scary world was also the 
place where anything was possible. 
Where magical things happened 
always. Where visits to a garden 
supply store meant mysterious forests 



 

 

to be explored. Where children were 
safe from danger. 

Where men treated woman like 
the gems they most surely were. Not 
like this world, where she was 
ascending ridiculously long sets of 
stairs. Getting to the top to find a 
lonely suicide point.  

 

XIV  
Quarrels were frequent among the 
peasants in her home town. Three old 
sisters and a crippled man had been 
quarrelling over an inheritance for 
over twenty years. They would fling 
dung in each other’s faces, steal each 
other’s chickens, and keep moving the 
fences about. In the end, after what 
was clearly a night spent making up 
their minds over much wine, the three 
sisters broke into the man’s house at 



 

 

dawn and beat him to death with their 
carpet beaters.  

A movie was later made about 
these peasants’ escapades, a huge box 
office hit, stardom it seems had crept 
in the side door. After seeing the 
horror of their actions on the silver 
screen they became pious Catholics. 
Went to confession weekly. Never a 
nicer trio did you care to meet. 

One sister was so fervent in her 
desire to appease God, to crawl on 
bloodied knees to assuage her guilt, 
her steady grinding fingers wore her 
rosary beads to dust. This tendency to 
over deliver where concerned God can 
perhaps be traced to her childhood 
schooling, conducted by the stern 
nuns of the Sisters of Holy Sorrow 
who wore painfully tight habits. Elena 
was painfully familiar with this 
schooling method. One day in first 



 

 

grade she had been put into line for a 
procession, and given a candle. Sister 
Eugenia, a nun who smelled 
offensively of garlic and wore thick 
round glasses, shoved the candle into 
the shivering girl’s hands saying, 
“Don’t let it blow out. Jesus wouldn’t 
like that!” The blast of toxic garlic 
breath made the girl woozy. It was 
very windy. Being a child she was 
overwhelmed by this great 
responsibility.  

There was wind and the candle 
mustn’t blow out. What would Jesus 
do to her? The procession had started 
off slowly, trudging ahead to the 
sound of an accordion. A few steps, 
then a pause, then ahead again, then a 
stop. What were they doing at the 
head of the column? In the procession 
they had to sing, “We love God, who is 
our father…” In the middle of that 
crowd of skirts and monks and priests 



 

 

and nuns there came a sudden burst 
of sound; mournful, solemn, and 
lifeless. It alarmed her so much she 
burst into tears, her gasping breaths 
snuffing her candle out. Closing her 
eyes was her only defense, as 
shivering in fear she hoped to make 
herself invisible, hide her unintended 
crime against God. But she knew the 
futility of trying to hide from a being 
who saw all, who saw even into the 
hearts and minds of man. In her 
child’s mind she was now cursed by 
God and hobbled along downtrodden, 
feeling His Almighty eyes of fire 
boring through her skull. 

The next stop in this suddenly 
‘hellish’ procession was for the 
purpose of guiding the children to see 
a hanged man. An unrepentant 
reprobate who had been shown in no 
uncertain terms that the wages of sin 
is death.  



 

 

Such harsh tormenting 
tribulations were far beyond the pale 
for innocent impressionable eyes. The 
nuns were nothing if not vigilant in 
their efforts to inculcate children in 
the glory and unwavering 
punishments of their God. ‘Vengeance 
is mine, sayeth the Lord,” could not 
have been more horrifically displayed 
for these poor innocents.  

A peculiar, scarecrow of a man 
arrived on the scene. With wild hair 
that resembled porcupine quills, he 
made an immediate and comical 
impression. 

He was called, Freugela, and had 
broken his legs when he sawed down a 
tree sitting on the wrong branch. This 
man was a farcical figure because his 
broken legs made lopsided 
movements like a frog, and he would 
walk in that horrible dislocated way, 



 

 

shouting, “The Lord is my shepherd! 
Glory be!” 

In this way he was hoping to gain 
succor from above, that his legs may 
be divinely restored.  

Devout, he believed that when we 
are afraid and broken, we are 
comforted and made whole by our 
faith. But a few eternal exhortations of 
celestial praise couldn’t hurt either. 

Reminded her of her grandfather 
who carried a cane and made the men 
jump with it, like a cartoon. These 
were day laborers who worked the 
land and didn’t know what to think of 
this grinning old man. 

In the evenings, preceded by a 
terrible noise of animals, a smoky stall 
would be set up. Sparks and flames 
could be seen. It was the castrator of 
pigs. He arrived in the main street, 
with a big black coat and an old 



 

 

fashioned hat. The pigs could tell he 
was coming which accounted for their 
terrified squeals. 

Life was lived close to the bone in 
those days. Nobody escaped. No 
reprieve.  

The Sisters of Holy Sorrow lived 
on, perpetuating their particular 
interpretation of the passion of Christ, 
inculcating wide eyed impressionable 
children with fervent enthusiasm. A 
morbid spoonful of fear added for 
good measure. 

 

XV  
Another day dawns as Yuri 

shakes off the cobwebs of sleep to 
begin. 

He stirs the gruel, looking over at 
Elena who is stumbling out of the cart 



 

 

in a daze. She smiles faintly appearing 
on the mend from an earlier bout of 
morbidity.  

She walks up to Yuri. 
“Here. Let me do it,” she says. 
Elena takes the spoon and begins 

adding spice to the gruel as if this 
would help the cardboard taste. 

“It’s about time. You did not 
move for 5 days when you come back 
from where you went.” 

Elena serves out the gruel as Yuri 
grumbles about the unfairness of life 
and doesn’t he have the right to live 
and make a living like everyone else 
and what’s so wrong with you that you 
can’t see the unfortunate things are 
not my doing 

Elena eats contentedly. Looking 
happy for the first time in weeks. 



 

 

“There’s a big circus coming into 
town,” he begins, encouraged, “I’ve 
heard that Granzig runs the show. 
This could be our moment.” 

Elena eats on blissfully 
disconnected. 

“We could make some good 
money.” 

Suddenly a change as Elena’s eyes 
go dark and she starts whimpering. 

“What’s the matter?” 
“You hurt me again. You will hurt 

me...always you hurt me...” 
Her face does not change as the 

whimpering continues. 
“You are sick in the head,” Yuri 

shouts. “I have to make a living. I have 
no time for this.” 

She tosses her bowl of gruel at the 
fire, curls up on the ground in a fetal 



 

 

position and settles herself down to 
sleep, whimpering and crying. 

The plan had been to arise, pack 
up, and hit the road early. With a 
circus coming in, a circus like they 
hadn’t seen in a while, maybe ever if 
this is the circus of Granzig, the 
chance to score big and make some 
much needed cash was imminent. 

Yuri can see she will not get up to 
leave so he covers her in a blanket for 
the cold, gets in the cart and drives 
away. 

Hours later she arises to find she 
has been abandoned roadside. Beside 
her is the remnants of the morning 
fire and the food can they used for 
cooking. She can see the cart is gone 
so she can only surmise she has been 
dumped. Maybe this is good 
providence, she thinks. This guy has 
worn me out over and over and every 



 

 

time I make up my mind to leave I 
don’t. So maybe he’s done me a favor. 
I’ll count that as the first. And only.  

Still if she doesn’t get moving 
soon, she fears the sun may hit the 
horizon before she makes a town or at 
least a place to bed down for evening. 
She finds a wad of cash beneath her 
bedding as she packs up. He’s left her 
money. For him to part with money he 
had to feel guilty. So the stone face 
man does have feelings. Tries so hard 
to suppress them. Feels sometimes 
like I’m traveling with a mannequin. 

 

XVI  
She wanders into a market coliseum 
streaming with activity. People 
everywhere; running, walking, 
shouting grabbing at children, 
screaming out the intrinsic value of 



 

 

their individual wares for sale in this 
perceptibly budding mercantile event. 
A young girl draws water from a well. 
The smell of roasting meats tickles the 
senses, causing formerly content 
stomachs to growl in anticipation. 
Children lick their lips eyeballing the 
sparkly colorful candies, and sweet 
baked delights with sugar so thick it 
drips in gooey obscenity 

A man stands on tiptoes atop an 
upturned crate. 

“Do we not see, on this glorious, 
sun-filled day, that the Roman sun, 
forever free, is a divine sign?” 

The big man behind the candy 
booth smiles wide and lascivious. 

Mesmerized by the swirl of 
disparate life around her she glides 
along as in a dream. 



 

 

“Are you Polish? Only Polish 
women have that fire in their eyes.” 

Is he talking to her? She does not 
know, does not care. 

“They are great dancers, these 
Polish girls, with great tits,” says the 
rudely forward man, cupping his 
hands in front of his chest to illustrate 
his point. 

She shakes her head no and 
wonders if this come on works for him 
or if he just routinely performs this 
sure to offend routine. A masochist. 

“Then you must be Czech, 
because only Czech women have that 
fire in their eyes.”  

She turns away. 
“You see sea? You take walk with 

me.” 
She increases her pace. 



 

 

“Come,” now placing himself in 
front of her. 

“Leopardi wrote poetry. Do you 
know Leopardi?” 

“No, this is my first time here.” 
“Dante Alighieri here. Leopardi 

here, or even here…” 
Oh, she gets it. Spontaneous tour 

guide for the unacquainted enthusiast 
or, as in her case, uninterested never 
gonna happen conquest. 

She sidesteps him and continues 
along. Her hotly advancing footsteps 
kicking up a mini dust storm. 

“Oh, good! You have seen. How 
did it go?” 

He speaks to her retreating form 
as if she remains directly within arm’s 
reach. Perhaps he sees her in mirage. 



 

 

“How do you think? l always find 
German women to be pushovers.” 

Persistent and determination 
trump all but in a closed market mean 
nothing at all. 

“She’s really fallen for me,” he 
announces to the vacated space, 
louder, signaling through hand signs 
it is she of whom he speaks “And to 
prove it, she even offered me posterior 
intimacy.” 

Now he has crossed the line. 
She stomps back toward him and 

gets up in his face. He smiles 
nervously. 

“This is good for you then, 
German?” 

She slams her fist into his crotch 
and he drops to his knees. 



 

 

His face quickly blossoms into a 
kaleidoscope of colors, none of them 
indicative of glowing health. 

He puts a knee forward as if to 
crawl. Abruptly changes tack. 

“Everything is fine,” he grunts, 
attempting to reclaim his shriveling 
dignity. 

The image of this failed Romeo 
brought to his knees, is almost more 
pathos than she can stand. Yes, he is 
irritating, tremendously intrusive, 
entirely presumptuous, and far too 
graphic for kind reception. Yet there 
in that quivering lower lip that holds 
her attention, he is a too sharply 
scolded child. She reflects that 
experience has proven this to be the 
default state of all men. 

Yet life has also proven that swift 
and clear communication is key to 
future serenity. Given this current 



 

 

fragmented state, swift and clear 
aggression was advised. 

“Oh poor boy,” she coos, “Are you 
hurt?” 

This cold cruelty emanating from 
her lips shocks her. Who am I? This 
bewildering rude man has pushed her 
from her typically docile state to 
aggression. 

If it is possible, his face looks 
even sicker, chartreuse if she would 
hazard a guess, and his eyes swim in 
glistening pools of pain driven 
response. 

“Maybe is…may—”, his words 
truncating as he collapses face first 
into the rubbly earth.  

Three hours later:  
“36-year-old patient presents 

with traumatic unilateral testicular 
dislocation resulting from blunt 



 

 

scrotal injury. Color flow Doppler 
imaging revealed a viable testis 
dislocated in the inguinal canal. 
Inguinal exploration confirmed a 
healthy and viable testis, which was 
relocated in the scrotum. An 
orchiopexy was performed. Prognosis 
is the patient will make an uneventful 
recovery.” 

As he recovers in the hospital, it 
is evident that her powerhouse 
cannonball slam to his groin has 
displaced a testicle, putting lover boy 
out of action. Perhaps he will learn 
from this unfortunate episode to think 
twice before insulting a woman, 
especially an explosive Romanian 
woman. 

And though she feels grievously 
bad for this outcome—intending only 
to strongly discourage, not pulverize—
she realizes the very thing that would 



 

 

quell his crucified pride is the very 
thing she cannot offer him as he is for 
the foreseeable future, unable to 
deliver. Doubly unfortunate since 
given his current dislocated state, and 
her role thereof, she might—as 
penance perhaps—offer him the 
posterior intimacy of which he so 
loudly boasted. 

She muses if this undeserved and 
generous notion is based on pity, 
heartfelt accountability, or misapplied 
childhood guilt. It is also possible she 
has unexpectedly crossed that 
seemingly unnavigable bridge of wails 
she not long ago believed 
inconceivable. Time foreshortens and 
pain trickles away. Steadily dripping 
into emotion’s shimmering tide pool. 
And the shoreline, beautiful as always, 
regains its magical sparkle, impish 
wonder, peeling away as so much 
accumulated muck the filth and 



 

 

misery and restraint collected 
unconsciously like summertime 
urchin hunting, allowing the inner 
child freedom once more.  

But this child she well knows has 
caused her stumbles extreme, 
garnering her both the apex of joy and 
the pits of despair; not, as she would 
wish, in equal measure, but a lopsided 
no-justice-for-the-maimed rendition. 

Yet justice is in the eye of the 
beholder wisdom teaches. She had 
been instructed that the ways of God 
are a mystery to man. As well as the 
ever humbling, man proposes God 
disposes. Helpful and tongue trilling 
maxims; difficult to identify as they 
are to accept. Harder still when 
accompanied by the gravely 
reproachful voice of garlicky, 
mustachioed, sister Eugenia. Just 
remembering the toxic stench, the 



 

 

crooked yellow teeth, makes her 
woozy. Childhood trauma arrives in 
forms plentiful and unexpected. And 
sister Eugenia was the embodiment of 
Spanish inquisition. 

Still, the act of this suffering man 
before her, has reignited within her 
those purposely comatose fragments 
that comprise the whole of her. That 
magical spontaneous joyful-despite-
all mindset that has allowed her to 
weather even the darkest tempest with 
an eye firmly on the twinkle of 
sunlight dancing along the horizon. 

Funny how foreign this felt now 
coursing through her newly awakened 
senses. She has been for a time 
accurately and purposefully dead girl 
walking through life, unaffected and 
disconnected from all around her, 
safety in its coldest extreme, being, as 
her upbringing warned, 



 

 

unappreciative and ungrateful of 
God’s eternal gifts, that of life itself 
being paramount. Equivalent to 
meandering about with knife to throat 
welcoming a death delivering fall.  

The recollection of that candle 
whose safety she had been charged 
with, rattles through her as she is 
there once more; shivering, teary 
eyed, crying, inadvertently 
extinguishing said candle, and, as the 
irascible nun had warned, 
disappointing Jesus. Is this why life 
has tumbled and fallen into the abyss 
as it has? Was she truly cursed by 
God? 

Maybe having her senses 
reignited is not so wonderful at all if 
self-condemnation is its burdensome 
fare. 

Now she drops into sudden 
despondency. Hanging her head. 



 

 

Placing her soft hand on the right arm 
of the fallen man. Whispers a 
sorrowful apology with quivering lips 
causing a tear to drop. He turns his 
head to look at her, a weak smile 
gracing his lips. 

“Buon giorno, German,” he 
mumbles, blinking twice as the IV 
drips more sedative into his veins and 
his eyes close once more. 

In this submissive state he is 
childlike. All angelic grace and 
innocence. A pure fruit as yet 
unspoiled. A young Antonio Banderas, 
the man who ignited her girlish 
fantasies, enflamed her ardor. Oh to 
again be young and green much life to 
be seen… 

 

XVII  



 

 

He has been out searching for a day 
looking for her not sure where she’d 
wandered off to this time. Yuri finds 
her wandering around outside of a 
hospital, grabs her, pulls her behind a 
bush and slaps her around. 

“Get in,” he says pointing to the 
cart. 

“I don’t—”  
Slap slap. “Get in I say, stupid 

donkey.” 
Come morning she is gone. All of 

her essentials missing making it clear 
to Yuri that this time it is for good. 

No crumpled clothes in a heap, 
shoes abandoned under the bed; 
rings, chains, hair bands, left to the 
dust of time; reminders of a past gone 
to seed, of a you that is no longer. 
Here, with me, once; now out and 
aloft, on the move, insanity of action. 



 

 

You, and he, the intruder. Invader. 
Coitus interruptus. Fool for a season, 
bastard in rerun. Answers sought, 
dusk encroaching. Who, what, where, 
when did the bottom fall out, of this 
tragicomically listing vessel. Too late, 
no matter. The day turned, the wind 
whistled, the kettle boiled over. A 
voice from future maybe sweetly 
called. Your all too willing response in 
kind. The die was cast. Set. The bird 
has flown. The empty sky screams. I 
walk naked, through this abandoned 
cart, nobody cares. 

 
Granzig has still not emerged 

from the world of myth yet a circus is 
a circus and by good fortune—a final 
blast of good fortune despite this 
stupid donkey woman giving me grief, 
Yuri thinks—the circus of fortune has 
come. 



 

 

Cities throughout the country 
have been waking up to the realization 
that circuses bring in a class of people 
in large quantities that is a drain on 
the local economy concurrent with 
negatively impacting housing values, 
changing everyone's concept of 
structured community. 

Petitions to county government 
are in full swing though the wheels of 
legislation enactment are slow leading 
to much hand wringing head 
scratching grumbling fist pounding 
coffee hours followed by too many 
unhappy cocktail hours before this 
legislation will find its way past 
committee. 

Meanwhile, snubbing its nose at 
burgeoning ill will and lagging rule of 
law, the circus comes to town with all 
the surrounding noise and hoopla 
associated with it as clowns, 



 

 

gymnasts, aerial performers, dance 
and play loudly on musical 
instruments to bring in the crowds. 

The show goes on as planned and 
it appears the circus is a huge hit. 
Pulls in record crowds, rakes in a 
steady profit. Going strong for one 
week now, this appears to be the 
windfall everyone hoped, prayed, and 
worked for.  

Yuri however is a changed man. 
His performances go on as before but 
lacking the vitality. The panache. The 
enthusiasm that were the hallmark of 
his craft.  

After the final circus act has 
finished and packed its gear away for 
the evening, Yuri, seeking no female 
company, wanders away into the 
darkness. He ends up at a bar where 
he begins nonstop drinking with a 
vengeance, quickly becoming 



 

 

belligerent. His mood is darkening 
fast and he will drink until he falls 
blacked out off the stool if he isn’t 
stopped. The owner can see this is 
escalating badly and attempts to eject 
him, taking the drink from his hand; 
he scowls cusses and begins throwing 
punches. A scuffle ensues. The two 
push and shove each other as they 
circle the room, knocking over tables 
and chairs. The barroom doormen 
take notice and grab Yuri and toss him 
cussing and spitting into the street. 
He falls to his knees and starts 
gathering stones from the rubbly 
streets and throwing them at anyone 
who comes near. People go past him, 
ignoring the drunken blubbering man. 
He stands and begins to walk 
crookedly, unbalanced and awkward. 

He stumbles about picking up 
and tossing trash cans and knocking 
over benches. 



 

 

“Oh you are tough guys? Want to 
fight? Come fight me now you lumps 
of cow shit.” 

A poster hangs from a light pole: 
Certain things can happen if you 
don’t know your grammar. 
Everybody takes advantage of the 
ignorant. Don’t let this be you. Enroll 
today. 

Ignored by the bar and its 
employees, he is soon enough 
accosted by street toughs who rough 
him up, rob him and leave him beaten 
and groveling in the stony dirt. 

“Read the sign, you ignorant shit 
bag. It’s talking about you!” they 
chant, laughing and back slapping as 
they abandon the crumpled man to 
the lonely street. 

One of the group’s stragglers 
stops to urinate on him. “Here,” he 
taunts, “have a drink on me.” 



 

 

This doesn’t even register as Yuri 
is too weak and defeated to react. 

 

XVIII  
The scene is grim on its face. Heavy in 
emotional weight. “It’s sad really,” 
says Funeral Conductor Samara 
Whittle of Woodmere Memorials. The 
moral and fiscal doom presaged by the 
naysayers has apparently come to 
fruition in the form of an alarmingly 
pernicious virus, dubbed the circus 
virus. As the circus virus clicks on. 
reminding humanity of life’s fragile 
hold, mass scale demise continues 
unabated as shelters, mortuaries, 
cemeteries, find themselves in 
extreme perplexity as their doors 
swing perpetually forward and back at 
a dizzying pace. Lives lived, lost, cast 
into the wind unnoticed. Expunged 



 

 

from community history. “Breaks our 
hearts. We try every Avenue at our 
disposal. Newspaper. Online. Banner 
postings around the cities only to 
receive no replies. No family, friends, 
anybody to attend this passing.” 

But it is not all apathetic silent 
returns. Not merely a zero sum 
operation. “Sometimes we get a good 
response. A relative, friend, well-
wisher appears to have the moment of 
silence. The memorial. Deliver the 
eulogy.” Yet this is a multi-tiered 
subject composed of many competing 
facets. As Narita Morris explains, 
“One of the hardest parts is the 
fractured state this circus virus has 
left us. People pushed to their limits. 
Unemployed. Homeless. Without food 
or funds. And if funds are perchance 
available, priority dictates tending to 
the living first.” One cannot help but 
get caught in the swirling sorrow. 



 

 

Numerous cases. Far too many 
according to every one of these 
“heroes” at Woodmere Memorials. 
Tenacious and generous to a fault, 
they will ensure all is correct to deliver 
a final farewell, trudging through each 
day with eyes on the faintest glimmer 
of the dark horizon. “So if no one has 
turned up to claim these poor 
overlooked, with heavy hearts we cast 
the ashes of the latest John and Jane 
Doe to the wind,” offers Samara 
Whittle. The elements sans memory. 
The forgotten forsaken spirit aloft in 
the banishing breeze. In solemn 
formation, a steady line of attendants 
dispatches the ashes in tandem. 
Hands full with the weight of their 
poignant task. It is something that 
must be done. Legal statutes 
command it. Moral law drives it. 
Another day as life goes on.  



 

 

Rich quivering, torrid beautiful, 
pure aroma, stilled cadaver, 
repentance potion, ardor eternal, 
subtle bitter tears, sin diamonds, 
evening beggars, voluptuous light, 
mists, eternal horror, memory 
trembles, silent evil, limb hollow 
swoons ruby, rarest mirrors, fecund 
deep night.  

Jewels, candles, dance divine, 
flowers, veils, wine, torrents dream, 
fecundity, prisoners shriek, secret 
swans, repugnant purified, limpid 
breasts withered, hyacinth soul’s 
sweet adoration, cruelty ship  

Oblivion swam vast, hound mane, 
sapphire liquid pose, embrace women, 
ebony dizzying fields, lavish cold, 
liqueur exotic, enthralled, melancholic 
corpse, oil lewd luxury, stars vague, 
passionate worms, downy dreaming, 
snow whimpers, moon gleams crystal, 



 

 

seize kiss rays juice delight chamber, 
hips regret, shine invades immense 
feed, opal steel monsters, skin tresses, 
canal breath, blade caresses dazzling 
hiss, wild clay, racks mineral guilt, 
undulating squawk, pearl decor sins, 
ceilings,, perfumes, breed damp hair 
serpent, enfold fripperies, clarity, 
shadows languorous, azure bronze 
fascinations, undulant crawly suckle, 
tense quiet, roses poison, austere, 
moaned, sunset fire ornaments, 
perfume sensuous, vile swell, 
spangled charms, ecstasy heady, fur 
pleasures, treasure flesh, language 
depravity, calm jewelry, splendid 
vapor, sallow vermin drink languor 
fruits, blue satin glittering blooms, 
sail dipped eyes, dreamy brass wisps, 
heavens flung vampire drunk, seas 
bliss opulent, cathedrals betrayal 
transgression, virgin beauty, drunkard 
scent, gold stormy mirrors, grandeur 



 

 

icy polished, alchemy soul poison sea, 
grapes confession, smoke snake, divan 
scent, languorously pallid thighs, 
ocean sphinx, fine beloved musk, 
charmed depths caressing bone 
fragrance. 

We summon that feeling. Make 
certain things. Gathering as a kind of 
making. An active question that 
storms our thinking. Called world, 
how we do. How we no longer called 
this us.  

When a name was true. We lost 
our names.  

When loss was useful.  
Except capital. Except a certain 

know-how the birds know. Their 
sense turning to sense Their uneven 
development. Movements 
disaggregate. Subtracted from action, 
the air we make & the air which makes 
us. Then we stamp & we are stamped.  



 

 

So complicity becomes the 
subject. 

History is not just a motor of 
mistakes. The new us starts from a 
petri dish. Not socialism continues to 
grow. Sans system, an attention to 
this consumption system a local 
kissing of totality; what will be value & 
what’s the use in poking our heads 
out. Food sovereignties produce this 
singularity. The new us, the new good 
life. Wellbeing as muse & health. As 
wealth as all we are saying The all new 
thing, new express icons. Being shares 
this sense of turning around a land, or 
fills me up with emergent politics like 
a dish we cannot help gathering 
around or contemplate consuming. 

 

XIX  



 

 

Elena, thwarted and saddened by 
the real world, with all its deaths and 
partings and frustrations, protected 
herself by a barrier of fantasy as has 
been asserted. Her girlish craving for 
romantic tales, which for a time 
became almost obsessive, was an 
attempt to escape from harsh reality 
into a rosier, more congenial realm. 

Her last pairing concluding in the 
most dreadful manner, sent this kind 
gentle spirit over the top, plunging her 
into a sorrow so deep the blackness 
shook her soul. The shock 
overwhelming, leaving her numb to 
her senses.  

Dark days that followed arrived 
with a crack and thunder as the 
pounding rains washed away the 
remains of winter, setting a backdrop 
for the official entry of spring. The 
gray and dreary storm clouds hovered 



 

 

pensive and low to the ground, 
hugging the peasant hovels and 
marshes as in a paternal embrace. The 
colorful birds of spring remained out 
of sight, eternally patient as nature 
commanded.  

To all of this Elena was immune, 
lost as she was in a somber state of 
forlorn. And as she felt life daily 
growing dimmer her heart ached as 
she never thought possible.  

A faithful circus friend had called 
on her four times since. But each time 
she excused herself this attention by 
claiming infirmity. The friend looked 
rightly concerned. She was all but 
dead inside. When the friend spoke to 
her, she heard the voice as if at great 
distance, coming across a rocky, 
lonely, and barren landscape; vox 
clamantis in deserto.  



 

 

“Having is not as satisfying a 
thing as wanting,” the friend consoled.  

She heard, she understood, yet 
she also knew few things were as 
satisfying as good old-fashioned 
justice. You live and learn. At any rate, 
you live. And if you are going through 
Hell, keep going. Subsequent to the 
painful episodes of her recent past, 
she had come to believe she had no 
soul, no interior life; but the truth was 
that access to it she no longer had. 

An inexorable moment was fast 
approaching, though she knew not 
what, a defining moment that would 
forever change her world. The mean 
of valor lies between the extremes of 
cowardice and rashness. While her 
last amore had proved wanting of 
valor, she believed his cowardice 
wanting of naught.  



 

 

The cold evening beckoned her 
presence so she heeded and ventured 
forth into the quiet and still blackness. 
A woman alone in these desolate 
territories was an undertaking fraught 
with dangers. Yet onward she went, 
immune it seemed to these details. 

When at last she found herself 
wandering without aim along the base 
of Mount Colden, she sensed a deep 
purgation of her soul, a divine 
purpose to her actions; a reckoning 
borne of ancient depths. As she 
reached the summit, she knew; the 
blade would not be her redeemer: her 
cleansing would be the cliffs of Mount 
Colden.  

Distraught and worn from her 
travels, she kneeled atop the dark cold 
mountaintop and using a fragmented 
stone etched her tale onto a cragged 
mountain rock: 



 

 

I, Elena of Braşov, daughter of 
Alexandru son of Alina, do here 
bequeath my final testament. Being 
spurned, defiled, and then abandoned 
by one Yuri of Tatabánya, has left me 
desolate of spirit and wanting of 
chastening. I hereby surrender my 
life to the cliffs of Mount Colden.  

As she tumbled off the cliff’s edge, 
a torrential rain fell as the heavens 
shed bitter tears. 

 

XX  
Yuri stumbles through town. 

Stopping irregularly. No apparent 
purpose or destination. Just a man 
wandering aimlessly about. 

Passing a row of houses, he hears 
a woman singing softly as she walks 
along. The tune is familiar to him as 



 

 

the one that so captivated Elena. The 
one she would sing routinely, sadly. 

“Where did you hear that...song?” 
“Oh, she’s dead. Poor thing. She 

came through here a few years ago. 
Hummed that same song often as she 
huddled and cried. You’re from the 
circus?” 

Yuri nods. 
“She was too. She never spoke of 

it but it was obvious. One day she 
wandered off. No one knew where she 
went. Someone said they found her 
body on the cliffs of Mount Colden, 
north of here. I don’t know when she 
passed, but I do know heaven got a 
little sadder that day.” 

 

Epilogue 
A man only needs one thing in 

life. He just needs someone to love. If 



 

 

you can’t give him that, then give him 
something to hope for. And if you 
can’t give him that...give him 
something to do. 

Yuri sits in his cart bedraggled 
and rundown. He looks like a man 
trampled. Unshaven, slumping, 
lacking spirit or will. 

He stands and starts to walk away 
from the encampment. A beautiful 
gymnast asks where he’s going. 

“Oh, for a walk.” 
“Would you like me to join you?” 
“No,” he says 

uncharacteristically, “I go alone.” 
She shrugs and turns away. 
He has been on a downward slide 

since losing Elena. Offered less 
opportunity to perform, he knows he 
has been cast aside by the circus 



 

 

community, due to his irascible 
atrocious behavior.  

This is it for him then. No more 
work. His search for Granzig a dismal 
failure.  

Yuri stumbles from tavern to 
tavern. Drunk and belligerent. Picking 
fights for the slightest offense, real or 
perceived.  

Thus a new pattern emerges. 
His health diminishing daily, like 

a man on a mission he spends his time 
and money in a repetitive fiery storm 
of drinking and fighting. Screaming 
and spitting. Cursing everything and 
everyone. Making it clear that he 
wishes to be left alone. In this he 
achieves success as all grow weary, 
and finally apathetic, having neither 
want nor need for a toxic putrescent 
drunk, spurning him entirely.  



 

 

When drinking establishments 
reject then ban him, he seeks new 
haunts. This is but another failure. 

Battling tormenting ghosts, he 
stumbles about drunkenly, cussing 
himself loudly, vilifying women 
heartily, throwing punches skyward, 
as if to knock these punishing spirits 
from their celestial perch. He quickly 
becomes an urban legend, the 
haunted man who pursues the death 
that would not have him. 

This went on for so long, it 
seemed, so consistently, as to fade 
into the general city background 
clatter. 

At last, he died in the gutter, a 
broken, forgotten man, a stranger to 
the world…and himself.  
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