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Now, reader, | have told ny dreamto thee;
See if thou canst interpret it to ne,

O to thyself, or neighbor. But take heed

O misinterpreting; for that, instead

O doing good, wifi but thyself abuse.

By msinterpreting evil issues.

Take heed, also, that thou be not extreneg,
In playing with the outside of my dream

Nor let ny figure, or simlitude,

Put thee into a laughter or a feud;

Leave this for boys and fools; but as for thee,
Do thou the substance of ny matter see.

Put by the curtains; look within ny veil;
Turn up ny nmetaphors and do not fail.

There, if thou seekst them such things to find,
As will be helpful to an honest m nd.

What of ny dross thou findest there, be bold
To throw away, but yet preserve the gold.
VWhat if ny gold be wapped in ore?

None throws away the apple for the core.

But if thou shalt cast all away as vain,

| know not but 'twill nake nme dream agai n.

John Bunyan,
The Pilgrims Progress

BOOK ONE



May 11

Young R M, ny Mrnon guard, has brought nme a supply of paper at |ast.
It is three months to the day since | first asked himfor some. I|nexplicable,
this change of heart. Perhaps Andrea has been able to get a bribe to him
Ri gor Mortis denies it, but then he would deny it. W talked politics, and
was able to gather fromhints RM let drop that President MNamara has
decided to use "tactical" nucl ear weapons. Perhaps, therefore, it is to
McNamara, not to Andrea, that | amindebted for this paper, since R M has
been fretting these many weeks that General Shernman, poor Ceneral Sherman, had
been deni ed adequate hitting power. Wen, as today, R M is happy, his fearful
snmle, those thin lips pulled back tightly across the perfect deathshead
teeth, ifickers into being at the slightest pretense of hunmor. Wy do all the
Mornons | have known have that sane constipated snmle? Is their toilet
trai ning exceptionally severe?

This is my journal. | can be candid here. Candidly, | could not be nore
m ser abl e.

May 12

Journal s, such as | have erewhile attenpted, have a way of beconing
nmerely exhortatory. | must renenber, here, to be circunstantial fromthe
start, taking as nodel that subline record of prison existence, _The House of
the Dead_. It should be easy to be circunstantial here: not since chil dhood
has mere circunmstance so tyrannized me. The two hours each day before di nner
are spent in a Gethsemane of dread and hope. Dread |l est we be served that vile
spaghetti once again. Hope that there may be a good hunk of neat in ny ladle
of stew, or an apple for dessert. Wrse than "chow' is each norning's mad
spate of scrubbing and polishing to prepare our cells for inspection. The
cells are as bony-clean as a dream of Philip Johnson (Gand Central Bathroom
while we, the prisoners, carry about with us the incredible, ineradicable
snel | of our stale, wasted flesh.

However, we |l ead here no worse a life than we woul d be | eadi ng now
out side these walls had we answered our draft calls. Nasty as this prison is,
there is this advantage to it--that it will not lead so pronptly, so probably,
to death. Not to nention the inestimble advantage of righteousness.

Ah, but who is this "we"? Besides nyself there are not nore than a dozen
ot her conchies here, and we are kept carefully apart, to prevent the
possibility of esprit. The prisoners--the _real _ prisoners--hold us in
contenmpt. They have that nore sustaining advantage than righteousness--guilt.

So our isolation, ny isolation, becones ever nore absolute. And, | fear, ny
self-pity. There are evenings when | sit here _hoping_that RM wll come by
to argue with ne.

Four nmonths! And nmy sentence is for five years. . . . That is the Gorgon

of all ny thoughts.

May 13

I must speak of Smede. Warden Smede, ny arch eneny. Snmede the arbitrary,
who still refuses me library privileges, allows ne only a New Testanent and a
prayer book. It is as though | had been left, as was so often threatened, for
my sunmer vacation with the loathed Uncle Mrris of nmy chil dhood (who
counsel ed ny parents that | would "lose ny eyes" by reading too much). Bald,
boom ng, fat with the fatness of a ruined athelete: Snede. One m ght despise
himonly for having such a nane. Today | |earned fromthe small portion of ny
monthly letter from Andrea that the censor (Snede?) had not bl acked out that
the proofs of _The Hills of Switzerland_, which had been sent to ne here, were
returned to the publisher with a note explaining the rules for correspondents
with prisoners. That was three nonths ago. The book is in print now It has



been _reviewed! (I suspect the publisher hurried so in the hope of getting a
little free publicity fromthe trial.)

The censor, naturally, renoved the revi ew Andrea had encl osed. Agonies
of vanity. For ten years | could lay claimto no book but ny wetched doctor's
thesis on Wnstanley; now my poens are in print--and it may be another five
years before I'mallowed to see them My Snede's eyes rot |ike potatoes in
spring! May he convul se with the Ml aysian pal sies!

Have tried to go on with the cycle of "Cerenopnies." Can't. The wells are
dry, dry.

May 14

Spaghet ti

On nights like this (I wite these notes after |lights-out, by the gl ow
of the perpetual twenty-watter above the toilet bow) | wonder if | have done
the right thing in electing to cone here, if I'"'mnot being a fool. Is this the
stuff of heroisn? or of masochisn? In private life nmy consci ence was never so
conscientious. But, damm it, this war is _wong! _

| had thought (I had convinced nyself) that conming here voluntarily
would be little different fromjoining a Trappist nonastery, that ny
deprivations would easily be bearable if freely chosen. One of ny regrets as a
marri ed man has always been that the contenplative life, inits nore rarefied
aspects, has been denied me. | fancied asceticismsonme rare |luxury, a
spiritual truffle. Ha

On the bunk beneath mne a Mafia petit bourgeois (snared on tax evasion
charges) snores his content. Bedsprings squeak in the visible darkness. | try
to think of Andrea. In high school Brother WIlfred counsel ed that when | ustful
t hought s arose we should pray to the Blessed Virgin. Perhaps it worked for
hi m

May 15
Nel mezzo del camin di nostra vita indeed! My thirty-fifth birthday, and
a slight case of the horrors. For a few nmonents this norning, before the mnetal

shaving mrror, nmy double, Louie Il, was in the ascendant. He nocked and raged
and nuddi ed the banner of faith, not to mention hope (already quite rmuddy
these days), with his scurrilities. | remenbered the dismal sunmmer of ny
fifteenth year, the sumer that Louie Il was in sole possession of ny soul

D smal ? Actually, there was a good deal of exhilaration in saying _Non
serviam_, an exhilaration that is still confused with ny first nenories of

sex.

Is ny present situation so very nuch different? Except that now,
prudently, | say Non serviam to Caesar rather than to God

When the chaplain cane by to hear nmy confession | didn't speak of these
scruples. In his innocence he woul d have been apt to take the side of the
cynical Louie Il. But he has | earned by now not to enploy the nmeager resources
of his casuistry against nme (another retrograde Irish Thom st, he) and
pretends to accept nme at my own noral valuation. "But beware, Louis," he
counsel ed, before absolving ne, "beware of intellectual pride." Meaning,
have al ways supposed, beware of intellect.

How t o di stingui sh between righteousness and self-will? Between the two
Loui es? How, once committed, to stop _questioning?_(That is the question.)
Does soneone |like R M have such problens? He gives the inpression of never
havi ng had a doubt in his whole life--and Mornons seemto have so nuch nore to
doubt .

I am being | ess than charitable. Those wells, too, are drying up

May 16
W were sent out of the prison today on a detail to cut down and burn



blighted trees. A new virus, or one of our own, gone astray. The | andscape
outside the prison is, despite the season, nearly as desolate as that wthin.
The war has at | ast devoured the reserves of our affluence and is damagi ng the
fi bers of the everyday.

Returning, we had to file through the clinic to get our |atest
i nocul ati ons. The doctor in charge held ne back after the others had left. A
nmonent's panic: Had he recognized in ne the synptonms of one of the war's new
di seases? No, it was to show ne the review of _The Hills of SI_ Bless, bless.
Mons in _New Dissent . She liked it (hurray) though she took exception
expectably, to the fetish poens. She also nissed the references to Rl ke,
which | so | abored over. Weh! Wiile | read the review the good doctor injected
what seened |ike several thousand cc's of bilgy ook into ny thigh; in ny
happi ness | scarcely noticed. Areview-1 am _real! Mst wite a letter to
Mons, thanking her. Perhaps RM wll mail it for me. Maybe 1'll even be able
to start witing again.

May 17

The two faggots with whom grudgingly, the Mafia and | share our cel
(it is not, you will observe, _theirs_) are suddenly not speaking to each
other. Donny sits on the can all day and tinkles blues. Peter broods butchly
on his bunk. COccasionally Donny will address a |oud conmplaint to ne,
concerning Peter's prom scuities, real or inmagined. (Wen do they find
opportunities for unfaithful ness?) Danny, younger and black, is feninine, even
in his bitchiness, which is skilled and futile. Peter, at thirty, is stil
rat her handsone, though his face has a seany, second-hand | ook. They are both
here on narcotics charges, though it is Peter's distinction that he once stood
trial for murder. One gets the inpression that he regrets having been
acquitted. Their passion has too rmuch of the elenment of necessity about it to
be quite convincing: If you were the only boy in the world, and I were the
only other. Now who's being bitchy?

I must say, though, that | find this sort of thing nore pal atabl e at
second hand--in Cenet, for instance. My liberality bal ks before the rea
t hi ng.

So there is, in this context, an advantage in being as fat as | am No
one in his right hand would lust after this body.

| had t hought once of doing an inspirational book for fat people called
_Fifteen Fambus Fatsos_. Dr. Johnson, Alfred Hitchcock, Salinger, Thonas
Aqui nas, Mel chior, Buddha, Norbert Wener, etc.

The bedsprings are quiet tonight, but ever and again, between the
Mafia's snores, Danny or Peter heaves a sigh

May 18

An hour this evening with young Rigor Mortis. The epithet may be unjust,
since RM is the nearest thing to a friend that |I've found here. He is, for
all his orthodoxies, serious-m nded, a man of goodw ||, and our tal ks are,
hope, nore than exercises in rhetoric. For my own part, | know that | feel
beyond ny evangelistic urge to bring himround, an al nbst desperate desire to
understand him for it is RM and his |like who perpetuate this incredible
war, who believe, with a sincerity |I cannot call into doubt, that in doing so
they performa noral action. O am| to accept the thesis of our neo-MIIsians
(neo- Machi avel lians, rather), who maintain that the electorate is sinply
practiced upon, the groundlings of this world drama, that their secret nmasters
in the dynpus of Washington nold their opinions as easily as they
(admttedly) control the press.

I mght even wish that were so. If persuasion were so easy a task,
per haps the few voi ces of righteousness m ght hope to have sone effect. But it
is a fact that not | nor anyone |'ve known on the Committee for a Unilatera
Peace has ever convinced anyone of the folly and imorality of this war who



was not at heart already of |ike mnd, who needed no convincing but only our
reassurances.

Per haps Andrea is right; perhaps | should | eave the war to the
politicians and the propagandi sts--the experts, as they are called. (Just so,
Ei chmann was noted as an "expert" on the Jewi sh problem After all, he spoke
Yi ddi sh!') Abandon controversy that | may consecrate ny talents exclusively to
t he Muses.

And mmy soul, then, to the Devil?

No, though opposition is a hopel ess task, acquiescence would be worse.
Consi der Youngerman's case: _He_ acquiesced, he left well enough al one, he
nmuzzl ed conscience. Did irony sustain hin? O the Mises? Wen you rise to
deliver a conmrencenent address and half the audi ence wal ks out, where is your
lofty indifference then, O poet? And his |last book-- so bad, so bad!

But Youngernman at | east knew the neaning of his silence. Wen |I speak to
R M the language itself seens to alter. | grasp at nmeanings and they ifit
away, like mnnows in a mountain stream O, a better metaphor, it is like one
of those secret doors that one used to see in horror nmovies. It appears to be
part of the bookcase, but when the hidden spring is released it turns around
and its reverse side is a rough stone face. Mist try and devel op that inage.

The last word on R M: W do not, and | fear we cannot, understand each
other. | sonetines wonder if the reason isn't sinply that he's very stupid.

May 19

The Muse descends--characteristically assum ng the nortal guise of an
attack of diarrhea, abetted by headache. Auden observes sonewhere (in the
"Letter to Lord Byron"?) how often a poet's finer flights are
due/ runpty-tunpty-tunpty to the flu.

Though a smal | paradox, it should go without saying that | have not felt
so well in nonths. In honor of the occasion, | will transcribe my little poem
(the slightest of lyrics, but Lord! how long it has been since the | ast one):

The Si | kwor m Song

How can | possibly

Be ready to enter

That cedarwood box
Isn't it obvious

It isn't tine

["min my prime

The dew is scarcely dry
Behind ny ears

Words cannot descri be
M/ tears

And t he singing

Listen to it

The very stones are dunmb
Wth ecstasy

How can | possibly

Go down

In that darkness
Leavi ng nmy soul behind
Listen to the singing
Butterflies

And br oken pots

Conme into the box

No no | may not

St op the spinning



O butterifies and broken pots
O stop

[ _Here the handwitten portion of Louis Sacchetti's journal ends. Al the
foll ow ng passages were typed on a different size and stock of paper. Ed._]

June 2

I am being held prisoner! | have been ki dnapped fromthe prison where
by | aw bel ong and brought to a prison in which | do not belong. Legal advice
is denied ne. My protests are ignored with maddeni ng bl andness. Not since the
pl ayground tyranni es of chil dhood have the rules of the gane been so utterly
and arrogantly abrogated, and | am hel pl ess to cope. To whom shall | conpl ai n?
There is not even a chaplain in this place, I"'mtold. Only God hears nme now,
and ny guards.

In Springfield | was a prisoner for a stated reason, for a fixed term
Here (wherever that may be) nothing is stated, there are no rules. | demand
i ncessantly to be returned to Springfield, but the only answer | receive is to
have waved in nmy face the slip of paper that Smede signed approving ny
transfer. Smede woul d have approved ny being gassed, if it came to that. Damm
Snmede! Damm these new anonymities in their spiff, black, unidentifying
uni forms! Damm ne, for having been fool enough to place nyself in a situation
where this sort of thing can happen. | should have been foxy, like Larkin or
Revere, and faked a psychosis to stay out of the Arny. This is where all ny
fucking prissy norality gets ne--fucked!

What caps it off is this: The aged nediocrity before whom| amregularly
brought for interviews has asked me to keep a record of ny experience here. A
journal. He says he admires the way | wite! | have a real gift for words,
this aged nmediocrity says. Ye CGods!

For over a week | tried to behave like a proper prisoner of war--nane,
rank, and Social Security number--but it's like the hunger strike |I attenpted
way back when in the Montgonery jail: People who can't diet four days running
shoul dn't attenpt hunger strikes.

So here's your journal, aged asshole. You know what you can do with it.

June 3

He thanked ne, that's what he did. He said, "I can understand that you
find all this very upsetting, M. Sacchetti." (M. Sacchetti, yet!) "Believe
me, we want to do everything in our power here at Canp Archimedes to nake the
transition easier. That's my Function. Your Function is to observe. To observe
and interpret. But there's no need to start right away. It takes time to

adjust to a new environnent, | can certainly understand that. But | think I
can safely say that once you have made that adjustnent you'll enjoy your life
here at Canp Archinedes far nore than you woul d have enjoyed Springfield--or
than you' ve enjoyed Springfield in the past. |1've read the few notes you kept
there, you know -"

| interrupted to say that | _didn't_ know.

"Ah yes, Warden Smede was ki nd enough to send them along, and | read
them Wth great interest. In fact, it was only at nmy request that you were
allowed to begin that journal. | wanted a sanple of your work, so to speak
before I had you brought here.

"You really presented a very harrowi ng picture of your life in
Springfield. | can honestly say | was shocked. | can assure you, M.

Sacchetti, that _here_ you'll suffer no such harassments. And there's none of
t hat di sgusti ng hanky-panky going on here either. | should think not! You were
_wasting_ yourself in that prison, M. Sacchetti. It was no place for a nan of
your intellectual attainnents. | ammyself sonething of an Expert in the R & D
department. Not maybe what you'd call a Genius, exactly, | wouldn't go as far



as that, but an Expert certainly."

"R & D?"
"Research and Devel opnent, you know. | have a nose for talent, and in ny
own small way, I'mrather well known. Inside the field. Haast is the nane,

Haast with a double A ."

"Not _Ceneral Haast?" | asked. "The one who took that Pacific island?"
My thought, of course, was that the Arny had got ne after all. (And for all |
know t hat may yet be the case.)

He lowered his eyes to the surface of his desk. "Fornerly, yes. But |I'm
rather too old now, as | believe you have yourself pointed out, eh?" Looking
up resentfully: "Too _aged_ . . . to remain in the Arny." He pronounced _aged_
as a single syllable.

"Though | have preserved a few Arny ties, a circle of friends who stil

respect nmy opinion, aged as | am | amsurprised that _you_ associate my nane
with Auaui. . . 1944 was rather before your tine."
"But | read the book, and that came out in . . . when? . . . 1955." The

book | referred to, as Haast knew at once, was Fred Berrigan's _Mars in
Conjunction_, a very slightly fictionalized account of the Auaui canpaign
Years after the book appeared | met Berrigan at a party. A splendid, intense
fellow, but he seenmed to be sweating doom That was just a nonth before his
suicide. Al of which is another story.

Haast gl owered. "I had a nose for talent in those days too. But talent
someti nmes goes hand in glove with treason. However, there is no point in
di scussing the Berrigan affair with you, as you' ve obviously nmade up your
m nd. "

He returned then to the Wl come Wagon bit: | had the run of the library;
| had a $50 weekly allowance (!) to spend at the canteen; novies on Tuesday
and Thursday nights; coffee in the |ounge; that sort of thing. Above all,
must feel free, feel free. He refused, as he always had before, to explain
where | was, why | was there, or when | mght expect to be rel eased or sent
back to Springfi el d.

"Just keep a good journal, M. Sacchetti. That's all we ask."

"Ch, you can call ne Louie, Ceneral Haast."

"Why, thank you. . . Louie. And why don't you call me HH? Al ny
friends do."

"HH"

"Short for Hunphrey Haast. But the nane Hunphrey has the w ong
associations in these less |liberal days. As | was saying--your journal. Wy
don't you go back and ifil in where you left off, when you were brought here.
W want that journal to be as thoroughgoi ng as possible. Facts,
Sacchetti--excuse ne, Louie--_facts!_ CGenius, as the saying goes, is an
infinite capacity for taking pains. Wite it as though you were trying to
explain to someone outside this. . . canp. . . what was happening to you. And
| want you to be brutally honest. Say what you think. Don't spare _ny_
feelings."

“I'"1l try not to."

A wan smile. "But try and keep one principle in mnd always. Don't

become too, you know. . . obscure? Renenber, what we want is facts. Not . . ."
He cleared his throat.

"Poetry?"

"Personal ly, you understand, | have nothi ng agai nst poetry. You're
wel cone to wite as nmuch of it as you like. In fact, do, do, by all neans.
You'll find an appreciative audience for poetry here. But in your journal you

must try to make sense.”

Fuck you, HH

(I must here interpose a childhood nenory. When | was a paper boy, at
about age thirteen, | had a customer on nmy route who was a retired Arny
of ficer. Thursday afternoon was collection day, and old Major Youatt would
never pay up unless | cane into his dim nmenmentoed |iving roomand heard him
out. There were two things he liked to soliloquize about: wonen and cars. On



the first subject, his feelings were anbivalent; an itchy curiosity about ny
little girl friends alternated with oracul ar warni ngs about V.D. Cars he |iked
better: his eroticismwas unconmplicated by fear. He kept pictures in his
billfold of all the cars he had ever owned, and he would show themto ne,
tenderly gloating, an aged | echer caressing the trophies of past conquests. |
have al ways suspected that the fact that | was twenty-nine years old before
| earned to drive a car derived fromnmny horror of this nman.

The point of the anecdote is this--that Haast is the mrror image of
Youatt. They are cut with the same tenplate. The key word is _fitness_. |
i magi ne Haast still does twenty push-ups in the norning and rides a few
i maginery mles on his Exercycle. The winkly crust of his face is crisped to
a tasty brown by a sun lanp. Hs sparse and graying hair is crew cut. He
carries to an extrene the mani acal Anerican credo that there is no death.

And he is probably a garden of cancers. Isn't that so, H H ?)

_Later_:

| have succunmbed. | went to the library (of Congress? it is _vast!_) and
checked out some three dozen books, which now grace the shelves of my room It
is aroom not acell at all: the door is |left open day and night, if there

can be said to be a day and night in this unwi ndowed, |abyrinthine world. \Wat
the place lacks in windows it nakes up for in doors: there are infinite
recessi ons of white, Al phavillean hallways, punctuated with nunbered doors,
nost of them | ocked. A regular Bluebeard' s castle. The only doors | found open
were to roons identical to mine, though apparently untenanted. Am1| in the
vanguard? A steady purr of air conditioners haunts the hallways and sings ne
to sleep at, as the saying goes, night. Is this some deep Pell ucidar?
Exploring the enpty halls, | oscillated between a muted terror and a muted
hilarity, as one does at a slightly unconvincing but not inconpetent horror
show.

My room (you want facts, you'll get facts):

| love it. Look at how dark it is. One might alnost call it stark. The
white paint is no longer white. It is nore |ike noonlight than like white
paint. | alnmost faint, looking at it. | think it is yellow, but |I amunable to

say.

HH isn't going to be happy, | can tell. (Honestly, H H , that just
happened.) For instant poetry it doesn't quite come up to the I evel of
"Ozymandi as,” but in all nmodesty | will be satisfied with | ess, yes.

My room(let's try it again):

Of-white (there's the difference, in brief, between fact and poesy);
original abstract oil paintings on these off-white walls, in the inpeccable
corporate taste of the New York Hilton, paintings as neutral in content as
bl ank walls or Rorschach cards; expensive Dani sh-nod sl abs of cherrywood
tricked out here and there with cheery, striped, cubical cushions; an Acrilan
carpet in off-ochre; the supreme |luxury of wasted space and enpty corners.
woul d estimate that | have five hundred square feet of floor space. The bed is
inits owmn little ell and can be screened fromthe main body of the room by
vapid, flowery drapes. There is a feeling that all four off-white walls are of
one-way gl ass, that every drooping mlky globe of |ight masks a nicrophone.

What gives?

A question that is on the tip of every guinea pig s tongue.

The man who stocks the library has nore exquisite taste than the
interior decorator. For there was not one, not two, but three copies of _The
Hlls of Switzerland_ on the shelf. Even, so help me God, a copy of _Cerard
Wnstanl ey, Puritan Utopist_. | read Hills_ through and was pleased to find
no msprints, though the fetish poens had been put in the wong order

_Still later :
| have been trying to read. | take up a book, but after a few paragraphs
it loses ny interest. One after another, | set aside Pal grave, Huizinga,



Lowel |, Wlenski, a chem stry text, Pascal's _Provincial Letters_, and _Tinme_
magazi ne. (We are, as | suspected, using tactical nuclear weapons now, two
students were killed in a protest riot in Omha.) | haven't felt a like
restl essness since nmy sophonore year at Bard, when | changed ny major three
tines in one senester.

The gi ddi ness infects ny whole body: There is a hollowness in ny chest,
a dryness in nmy throat, an altogether inappropriate inclination to |aughter

| mean, what's so funny?

June 4

A soberer norning-after.

As Haast requests, | will recount the events of the interim My they be
used in evidence agai nst him

The day after "The Sil kworm Song"--that would be May 20--1 was stil
sick and had remained in the cell while Donny and Peter (already reconcil ed)
and the Mafia were out on a work detail. | was sunmoned to Snmede's office to
receive at his hand the package containing ny personal effects. He nade ne
check it itemfor item against the inventory that had been drawn up the day

I'd entered prison. Searing blasts of hope, as | imagined that sone niracle of
public protest or judicial conscience had set me free. Snede shook mnmy hand,
and, delirious, I _thanked_ him Tears in ny eyes. The son of a bitch nust

have been enjoying hinsel f.

He handed me over then, with an envel ope the sanme sickly yell ow col or as
nmy prisoned flesh (this was the Sacchetti dossier, surely) to two guards in
bl ack uniforms, trimred in silver, very Germanic and, as we used to say, tuff.
Cal f-high boots, leather straps that formed a veritable harness, mrror
sungl asses, the works: Peter woul d have groaned with envy, Donny with desire.
They said not a word but went straight to their work. Handcuffs. A |inpusine
with curtains. | sat between them and asked questions of their stone faces and
shi el ded eyes. An airplane. Sedation. And so, by a route unmarked even by
bread crunbs, to ny confy little cell in Canp Archi nedes, where the wtch
feeds ne very good neals. (I have only to ring a bell for room service.)

| arrived here, I"'mtold, the twenty-second. First interviewwth HH
t he next day. Warm reassurances and obstinate nystifications. As noted, |
remai ned nonconi nuni cative until the second of June. Those nine days passed in
an Enpyrean of paranoia, but that, like all passions, ebbed, dimnished to an
ordi nary humdrum horror, thence to an uneasy curiosity. Shall | confess that
there is a kind of pleasure to be had in the situation, that a strange castle
_is_rather nore interesting than the sane old dungeon all the tine?

But confess it to whon? To HH ? To Louie Il, whom | nust confront in
the mirror al nost every day now?

No, | shall pretend that this journal is just for me. My journal. If
Haast wants a copy, Haast will have to supply ne with carbon paper

_Later_:

| wonder, reading over "The Sil kworm Song,"” if the fifth line is quite
right. | want an effect of disingenuous pathos; perhaps |'ve achieved no nore

than a cliché

June 5

Haast inforns ne, by inter-office meno, that the electric typewiter |
use is part of a master-slave hookup that automatically produces, in another
room second, third, and fourth inpressions of everything | type. H H gets
his _Journal _ fresh off the press--and think of all the nbney he saves not
having to supply me with carbon paper

Today, the first evidence that there is that here which nerits
chronicling:

On the way to the library to get tapes to play on ny hi-fl (a B & O no



I ess) | encountered one of the spirits inhabiting this circle of my new hell,
the first circle, if | amto go through themin a proper, Dantean
order--Linbo--and he, stretching the analogy a bit further, would be the Homer
of this dark gl ade.

Dark it was, for the fluorescent fixtures had been renmoved fromthis
l ength of corridor, and as in a glade a constant and chill w nd swept through
t he pure Euci dean space, sone anonaly in the ventilating system | suppose. He
stood there blocking nmy way, his face buried in his hands, corn-silkwhite hair
twi ned about the nervous fingers, swaying and, | think, whispering to hinself.
| approached quite close, but he did not rouse fromhis nmeditation, so | spoke
aloud: "Hello there."

And when even this drew no response, | ventured further. "I'm new here.
| was a prisoner at Springfield, a conchie. |I've been brought here illegally.
Though God knows to what purpose.”

He took his hands fromhis face and | ooked at ne, squinteyed, through

the tangled hair. A broad, young face, Slavic and guileless--1ike one of the
second-string heroes in an Eisenstein epic. The broad |ips broadened in a
chill, unconvinced smle, like a stage noonrise. He lifted his right hand and

touched the center of ny chest with three fingers, as though to assure hinself
of my corporeality. Assured, the smle became nmore convinced.

"Do you know," | asked urgently, "where we are? O what's to be done
with us?"
The pal e eyes | ooked fromside to side--in confusion or fear, | could

not tell.

"What city? what state?"

Again, that wintry smle of recognition, as my words bridged the |ong
di stance to his understanding. "Well, the nearest any of us can tell, we're in
the nmountain states. Because of _Time_, you know " He pointed to the magazine
in my hand. He spoke in the nost nasal of M dwestern voices, in an accent
unnodi fi ed by education or travel. He was in speech as in |ooks a nodel |owa
f ar mboy.

"Because of _Tinme? " | asked, soniewhat confused. | |ooked at the face
on the cover (Ceneral Phee Phi Pho Phum of North Ml aysia, or some other
yel low peril), as though he night explain.

"It's a regional edition. _Tinme_ comes out in different regiona
editions. For advertising purposes. And we_ get the mountain states edition

The nmountain states are |daho, Uah, Womnming, Colorado . . ." He naned their
nanes as though twangi ng chords on a guitar
"Ah! Yes, | understand now. Slow of ne."

He heaved a deep sigh

| held out ny hand, which he regarded w th undisguised rel uctance.
(There are parts of the country, the Wst Coast especially, where because of
the germwarfare the handshake is no | onger considered good form) "The nane's
Sacchetti. Louis Sacchetti."

"Ah! Ah yes!" He took hold of my hand convul sively. "Mrdecai said you
were coming. |'mso glad to meet you. | can't express--" He broke off,
bl ushi ng deeply, and pulled his hand out of mine. "Wagner," he rmunbled, as if
an afterthought. "George Wagner." Then, with a certain bitterness, "But _you_
woul d never have heard of ne."

|'ve encountered this particular formof introduction so often at
readi ngs or synposia, fromother little-nmagazine witers or teaching
assistants, smaller fry even than nyself, that ny response was al nost

automatic. "No, I'mafraid | haven't, CGeorge. Sorry to say. |'msurprised, as
a matter of fact, that you' ve heard of _ne_."
Ceorge chuckled. "He's surprised . . ." he draw ed, "as a matter of fact

that 1've heard of him "

Whi ch was no little disconcerting.

Ceorge cl osed his eyes. "Excuse ne,’
light. The light is too bright."

"This Mrdecai that you nentioned . . . ?"

he said, al nost whispering. "The



"I like to come here because of the wind. | can breathe again. Breathing
the wind. Here." O perhaps what he said was "hear," for he went on: "If
you're very quiet you can hear their voices."

| was indeed very quiet, but the only sound was the seashell roaring of
the air conditioners, the gloony blasts of chill air through the chanbered
corridor.

"Whose voices?" | asked with a certain trepidation

Ceorge furrowed his white brows. "Wy, the angels, of course.”

Mad, | thought--and then realized that George had been quoting my own
poemto ne--the paraphrase-cum parody |'d done of the Duino El egies. That
Ceorge, this ingenuous |owa boy, should so lightly toss off a line from one of
nmy uncol | ected poens was even nore di sconcerting than the sinpler supposition
that he was off his nut. "You' ve read that poenP" | asked.

CGeorge nodded and the tangle of corn silk crept down over pale eyes, as
t hough from shyness.

"It isn't a very good poem"

"No, | suppose not." George's hands, which had till now been preoccupied
wi th each ot her behind his back, began to creep back up to George's face. They
reached up to push the drooping hair back fromhis eyes, then stayed atop his
head, as though snared. "But it's true anyhow . . . you _can_ hear their
voi ces. Voices of silence. Or the breath, it's the sane thing. Mrdecal says
that breath is poetry too." The hands slowy cane down in front of the pale
eyes.

"Mordecai ?" | repeated, with sone urgency. | could not then, | stil
cannot, shake off the feeling that |1've heard that nane el sewhere, el sewhen

But it was |ike speaking to soneone in a boat that the current was
i nel uctably bearing away. George shuddered. "Go away," he whi spered. "Please."

But | did not, not at once, go away. | stood there before him though he
seened to have becone quite oblivious of ne. Gently he rocked back and forth,
fromhis heels to the balls of his feet, then back on his heels. H's fine hair
stirred in the steady, hissing exhalation fromthe ventilator

He spoke aloud to hinmself, but | could only catch a little of what he
sai d. "Linkages of light, corridors, stairways. "

The words had a famliar ring, but I could not place them

"Spaces of being and shields of bliss.™

Abruptly he took his hands fromhis face and stared at nme. "Are you
still there?" he asked.

And though the answer was self-evident, | said that, yes, | was stifi
her e.

In the sem darkness of the corridor his irises had dilated, and it was
this perhaps that made him seem so sad. Again he laid three fingers on ny
chest. "Beauty," he said solemly, "is nothing but the beginning of a terror
that we are able barely to endure.” And with those words George Wagner heaved
up the entirety of a considerable breakfast into that pure Euclidean space.

Al most at once the guards were about us, a brood of black nother hens, giving
Ceorge a mouth rinse, nopping up, and conducting us our separate ways. They
gave me sonething to drink too. A tranquilizer, | suspect; else, | should not
have the presence of mnd yet to docunent the encounter

What a strange fell ow he was though! A farnmboy quoting Ril ke. Farnboys
mght recite Wittier perhaps, or even Carl Sandburg. But the _Dui noser
El egi en?_

June 6

ROOM 34

stolid stainless-steel nunbers pasted to a prosaic bl ond-wod door, and
beneath, in white letters graven on a rectangle of black plastic (like those
that show a bank teller's name on one side and NEXT W NDOW PLEASE on t he



ot her):

DR A BUSK

My guards led nme within and entrusted ne to the severe tutel age of the
two chairs, which, webs of black |eather slung from bands of chroned steel
were but the abstractions--an attar, as it were--of the guards thensel ves.
Chairs by Harl eyDavi dson. Hard-edge paintings (chosen for the pl easures of
such chairs) flattened thensel ves against the walls, yearning to becone
i nvi si bl e.

Dr. A Busk strides into the roomand threatens me with her hand. Am|
to shake it? No, she is only notioning me to be seated. | amseated, she is
seated, crossing her |egs, snicksnack, puffing at the hemof her skirt,
smling. It is acredible if not a kindly smle, alittle too thin, too crisp.
The high, clear brow, and reticent eyebrows of an Elizabethan nobl ewoman.
Forty years ol d? More likely forty-five.

"Excuse me if | do not offer you nmy hand, M. Sacchetti, but we'll get
on much better if we dispense with that kind of hypocrisy fromthe begi nni ng.
It's not as though you were spending your vacation here, is it? You are a
prisoner, and I am. . . what? | amthe prison. That's the begi nning of an
honest, if not altogether pleasant, relationship."

"By honest do you nean that | shall be allowed to insult you as well?"

"Wth inpunity, M. Sacchetti. Tit for tat. Either here or at your
| eisure, in your journal. | amsent the second copy, so you can be certain
t hat anyt hi ng unpl easant you have to say will not be in vain."

"I"ll keep it in mnd."

"Meanwhil e, there are a few things you shoul d know about what we are
doi ng here. Yesterday you net young WAagner, but in your journal you pointedly
refrained fromany kind of specul ation concerning his rather remarkabl e
behavi or. Though you certainly must have given the matter sone thought."

"I certainly nust have."

Dr. A Busk pursed her lips and tapped a ragged fingernail on the
envel ope clipped to her clipboard--the Sacchetti dossier again. "_Do_ let's be
candid, M. Sacchetti. It nust have occurred to you that young Ceorge's
behavi or was not wholly consistent, and you nmust al so have associ ated these
i nconsi stencies with certain remarks concerning your role here that ny
col | eague, M. Haast, has let drop. Not, | may point out, accidentally. You
must, in short, have conme to suspect that young George is the subject--one of
the subjects--in an experinmental programthat is being carried out here?" She
raised a reticent, questioning eyebrow. | nodded.

"You coul d not have guessed--and perhaps it will ease your mnd to
| earn?--that young George is here voluntarily. You see, he deserted the Arny
whil e on furlough in Taipei. The usual sordid sort of thing with a soldier and
a prostitute. O course he was found and court-nmarshal ed. H s sentence was
five years inprisonment, a mld sentence, you nmust admit. Had we been
officially at war, he mi ght have been shot. Yes, quite likely."

"Then it _is_ the Arny that's ki dnapped ne?"

"Not exactly. Canp Archinmedes is operated under a grant froma private
foundati on, though to preserve the necessary secrecy we are quite autononous.
Only one officer of the foundation knows the exact nature of our research. For
the rest of them-and for the Arny--we cone under that all-inclusive category
of weapons devel opnent. A good nany of the personnel--nost of the guards, and
| nysel f--have been borrowed, as it were, fromthe Armed Services."

Wth that know edge, all her attributes--the scrubbed face, the stiff
manner, the defeninized voice--coal esced into a viable inage: "You' re a WAC!"

In reply she made an ironic salute. "So, as | was sayi ng, poor George
went to the brig, and he wasn't happy there. He could not, as ny coll eague,
M. Haast, is wont to say, adjust to a brig environnent. \Wen the opportunity
cane for himto volunteer for Canmp Archi medes he leaped at it. After all,
_nmost _ experinents these days are in the field of immnol ogy. Sone of the new
di seases are extrenely unpleasant. That's young George's story. The ot her
subj ects you will meet have anal ogous backgrounds."



"Thi s subject doesn't."

"You are not, precisely, a subject. But to understand just why you've
been brought here, you must first understand the purpose of the experinent. It
is an investigation of |earning processes. | need not explain to you the
fundanment al inportance of education with respect to the national defense
effort. Utimately it is intelligence that is a nation's nost vital resource,
and education can be seen as the process of nmaxim zing intelligence. However,
as such it is alnmost invariably a failure, since this primary purpose is
sacrificed to the purpose of socialization. Wien intelligence _is_ maximnzed,
it is alnpst always at the expense of the socialization process--1 nmight cite
your own case in this respect--and so, fromsociety's point of view little
has been gained. A cruel dilemma.

"It is perhaps the chief mssion of the science of psychology to resolve
this dilenma--to nmaximze intelligence without vitiating its social utility. |
hope that's clear?"

"Cicero hinself had not so pure a Latin style."

La Busk crinkled her high, unpenciled brows, not getting the point,
then, deciding it wasn't worth her while to pursue it, nere a-social levity,
unfurrowed and conti nued:

"And therefore we are exploring certain new educational techniques here,
techni ques of adult education. In an adult, the socializing process has been
conpl eted. Few subjects exhibit marked character devel opment after age
twenty-five. Therefore, if the process of inteffigence maximzation can be
initiated then--if the stultified creative faculties can be reawakened, so to
speak--then we may begin to exploit that nost precious resource, the mnd, as
it has never been exploited before.

"Unhappily we have been gi ven what anount to defective materials to work
wi th. When one nust rely upon Arny brigs for experinental subjects, one
i ntroduces a systematic error into the work, since for such people the process
of socialization was clearly unsuccessful. And to be quite candid, it's _my_
opinion that this error in selection is already having its unhappy
consequences. | hope you note that down in your journal."

| assured her that | would. | couldn't refrain then--little as |I wanted
to give her the satisfaction of seeing how much she had pi cqued ny
curiosity--from asking: "By new educational techniques, aml to assunme you
mean drugs?"

"Ah ha. Then you have been giving the matter sone thought. Yes,
certainly, drugs. Though not in the sense you perhaps suppose. There are, as
any col |l ege freshman these days knows, drugs available from extral egal sources
that can tenporarily assist nenory retention by as much as two hundred per
cent, or speed up other |earning processes proportionately. But the |earning
curves flatten out with continued use of such drugs, and one soon reaches the

poi nt of dimnishing returns, and finally no returns at all. There are such
drugs, and there are others too, such as LSD, which can produce a specious
sense of omiscience. | needn't tell _you_ of such drugs though, need I, M.

Sacchetti ?"

"I's _that_ down on ny profile? | nmust say you've been thorough.”

"Ch, there's very little we don't know about you, sir. Before you were
brought here you nmay be sure we exanined every dirty little cranny of your
past. It wouldn't do to bring just any conchie here, you know. W had to be
certain you were harnl ess. We know you inside and out. Your schools,
rel atives, friends, what you' ve read, where you' ve been. W know what room you
occupied in every hotel you stayed at in Switzerland and Gernmany when you had
your Ful bright. W know every girl you dated at Bard and afterward, and just
how far you got with each. And it hasn't been a very good show ng, | nust say.
W know, in considerable detail, just how nmuch you've earned during the |ast
fifteen years, and how you've spent it. Any tine the governnment cares to, it
can send you right back to Springfield on tax evasion charges. W have the
records fromyour two years of psychot herapy."”

"And have you bugged the confessionals as well?"



"Only since you cane to Springfield. That's how we found out about your
wi fe's abortion and your nasty little affair with that Mss Wbb."

" Good- | ooki ng though, wasn't she?"

"I'f you like weak types. But to get back to business . . your task here
is quite sinmple. You will be allowed to circul ate anong the subjects, to speak
with them to share, as far as possible, their day-to-day life. And to report,
in brief conmpass, the matters with which they are preoccupied, their
anusements, and your own estimation of the. . . what shall | say? . . . of the
intellectual climate here. | suspect you will enjoy the work."

"Perhaps. But why nme?"

"One of the subjects recomended you. O the various candi dates we
consi dered, you seened nost apt for the work--and certainly the nost
available. In all honesty it must be said that we have been having
conmuni cati ons problens with the subjects. And it was their
ri ngl eader --Mrdecai Washi ngton his name is--who suggested that you be brought
here to act as a sort of go-between, an interpreter. Do you remenber Mrdecai?
He went to the sanme high school you did for one year, '55."

"Central Hi gh School? The nane seens vaguely fam liar, but | can't place

it. | may have heard it read off of some attendance sheet, but he certainly
wasn't a friend. | never had so nmany that I'mapt to forget their nanmes.”
"You'll have anple opportunity to repair that om ssion here then. Are

there any nore questions?"

"Yes. What does the A stand for?"

She | ooked bl ank

“I'n _Dr. A Busk ," | clarified.

"Oh, that. It stands for A nge."

"And which private foundation is supplying the cash for this place?"

"I could tell you, but really, M. Sacchetti, don't you think you' d be
better off not knowi ng? The subjects have been instructed that there are
certain things which, for your own sake, it would be better that they not
di scuss with you. Because you will, | presume, want to | eave here sonetine,
won't you?"

Dr. Ai mée Busk uncrossed her legs with a slither of nylon and stood up
"The guards will be here directly to take you back upstairs. | shall see you
again next week at the latest. In the nmeantine, feel free to cone and ask ne
any question that you're certain you want to have the answer to. Good day, M.
Sacchetti." Wth three brisk scissor steps she left the room Having scored
all the points for _that_ round.

_Later_:

Wthin an hour after 1'd typed this journal entry, a note cane from
HH: "She's thirty-seven. H H"

Interdepartnental rivalries? (Don't answer that question.)

June 7

| had thought ny mgraines, being so clearly psychosomatic, had been
exorci zed by my psychot herapy, but they returned |ast night with a vengeance.
Where one twi nge had been there now are seven. Perhaps La Busk, being an
initiate to the nysteries, was able to work some counternagic to Dr. Meris's
cure; perhaps it was sinply that | stayed up past two o'clock in a fit of
scribbling. I don't yet have enough distance fromit to judge whether the poem
was worth such a price. Though who knows? Perhaps it was the m grai ne brought
on the poem

So much for the life of the m nd; the notable event of the day was the
visitation, shortly after breakfast (at noon) of the fabled Mrdeca
Washi ngt on. He cane unannounced by any guard, knocked but didn't wait to be
invited in. "May |?" he asked, having already done so.

Even face to face, even with his voice, his |oud voice, thudding agai nst



my mgraine, | did not recognize himas ny supposed high school friend, as
anyone.

A first inmpression: He is not good-looking. I'll admt my standards of
beauty are ethnocentric, but | don't think many Negroes would find Mrdecai
Washi ngt on good-1 ooking either. Very dark he is, well-nigh purplish. Long in
the face, with a jaw that juts and blub lips (flattened agai nst the pl ane of
the face, however, rather than protruding; vertical |ips, one mght cal
them), a mnimal nose, and tousley neo-Muori hair. A chest that would a
century past have been called consunptive, negligible shoul ders, bandy I egs,
cl odhopper feet. A gravelly rasp of a voice, |ike Punch in a puppet show
Handsone eyes, however (though it's always easy to concede that to ugly
peopl e) .

Even so, | will insist that he has extraordi nary eyes, at once noist and
lively, suggesting depths but never revealing them oxynoronal eyes.

"No, stay where you are," he insisted, when | begin to clinb out of bed.
He dragged a chair across the roomto ny bedside. "Wat are you readi ng? Ah, a

pi cture book. You' ve been here all this while, and no one told nme. | found out
fromCGeorge. It's a pity, but then I've been tenporarily"--He waved a hand
above his head vaguely. (H s hands, like his feet, were disproportionately

big. Fingers splayed at the tips |like a workman's, but quick, alnost fluttery.
H s gestures tend to be overdramatic, as though to conpensate for his deadpan

face.) --"defunct. Inert. Moribund. Comatose. But that's all over now And
you're here. I'mglad. | am MNbrdecai Washington."
Gravely, he offered ne his hand. | could not help sensing a certain

irony in this gesture, as though in accepting it | was serving as his straight
nman.

He | aughed, shrill parrot laughter pitched two octaves higher than his
speaki ng voice. It was as though another person did his laughing for him "Ch,
you can touch it. | won't give you any goddamm germnms. Not that way, boss."

"It hadn't even occurred to ne . . . Mrdecai." (I have never been able
to use first nanmes with strangers readily.)

"Ch, | didn't expect you'd remenber ne. Don't feel bad on that account.

And you don't have to tutoyer ne, yet." This, in abysmal French. "But 1've
renenbered you. Eidetically, the way you renenber a particular nmoment froma
horror nmovie. _Psycho_, for instance? Renenber _Psycho? "

"Yes, the shower sequence. Was | |ike Tony Perkins in those days? God
forbid."

"You were terrifying enough in your own way. To me. W were in the sane
honmeroom M ss Squinlin, renenber her?"

"Mss Squinlin! Yes, | hated that woman."

"Fat old red-faced cunt--1 hated her a hell of a lot nore than you ever
did, brother. | had her for English 10-C. _Silas Marner_, _Julius Caesar _,
_Rime of the Ancient Mariner_. Jesus Christ, | alnost stopped speaking the
fucki ng | anguage, she made ne hate it so."

"You still haven't explained what | had in common with _Psycho ."

"Well, let's say _Donovan's Brain_ instead. A brain in a glass tank. The

Cctopus intellect sniffing off after schol arshi ps, knowi ng all the answers,

devouring all the shit that the Squinlins could shovel in. The cerebrum as

Cerberus." He spoiled the cleverness of this by m spronounci ng both words.
"And when you wanted to, you could put _down_ people Iike old Squinlin.

Me, | just had to sit there and take their shit. | knewit was shit, but what
could I do? They had ne comi ng and goi ng.
"The thing about you that's really stuck in ny mnd--hell, it changed ny

lifel--was one day in the spring of '55, you and a couple of those Jew sh
broads you hung around with were staying after school yakking away about
whet her or not there was a Gaud. That's what you called him-Guud. You had a
real fakey accent then--from seeing too many Laurence Aivier movies, |'ll
bet. | was sitting at the back of the roomon detention. Sullen and invisible,
as was ny way. Does any of it cone back?"

"Not that particular day. | talked a |ot about Gaud that year. | had



just discovered the Enlightennent, as it's called. | remenber the two girls
t hough. Barbara--and who was the other one?"

"Ruth."

"What a fearful nmenory you have."

"The better to eat you with, my darling. Anyhow, to get back--the two
broads woul d bring up those hoary arguments about the universe is like a
wat ch, and you can't have a watch wi thout a watchmaker. O the first cause,

that no other cause causes. Till that day |I'd never even heard the wat chmaker
bit, and when they cane out with it, | thought, Now, _that'll_ stop old
Donovan's Brain. But not a bit of it--you just tore their sappy

syl | ogi sms" - -anot her foul m spronunciation-- "to pieces. They never got the

nmessage, they just kept coming on with the sane old crap--but | did. You
toppled me right out of that old-tinme religion.”

"I"'msorry, Mrdecai. Truly I am One never realizes how many ot her
lives we can poison with what we think is our own error. | don't know how-"

"Sorry? Baby, | was _thanking_ you. It nay seema strange way to do it,
havi ng you hijacked to this hole-in-the-ground, but it's a better life you'l
| ead here than you led in Springfield. Haast showed the journal you were
keeping there. You're well out of it. But I'lIl admt it wasn't only altruism
made ne ask Haast to bring you here. It was ny big chance to neet a
first-class, bonafide, published poet. You really went the whole way, didn't
you, Sacchetti?" Inpossible to sort out the feelings he mngled in that one
guestion: adm ration, contenpt, envy, and--which affected nearly everything
Mordecai said to ne--a sort of haughty mirth.

"I take it that you' ve read _The Hills of Switzerland?_" | returned.
Trust a witer's vanity to take the first opportunity to sneak that in!

Mor decai shrugged his negligible shoulders. "Yeah. | read it."

"Then you know that I've outgrown the callow materialismof those days.
God exists quite independently of Aquinas. Faith is nmore than a mastery of
syl | ogi sns. "

"Fuck faith, and fuck your epigrams. You're not my Big Brother any nore.
I"'mtwo years _your_ senior, friend. And as for your latter-day piety, | had
you brought here _despite_ that, and despite sonme stinking awful poetry too."

What could | do but flinch?

Mordecai smiled, his anger bevani shed as soon as expressed. "There were
some stinking good poens too. CGeorge liked the book as a whole better than
did, and CGeorge knows nore about such things. For one thing, he's been here
| onger. Wat'd you think of hinP"

"OfF George? He was. . . very intense. I'mafraid | wasn't quite prepared
for so much all at once. I"'mafraid |'"'mstill not. You're pretty fast and
| oose down here, especially after the total vacuum of Springfield."

"Li ke hell. What's your 1.Q anyhow?"

"Does it make sense, at my age, to talk about 1.Q's? In '57 | scored a
hundred and sixty on one test, but | don't know how far al ong the standard
curve that would take nme. But _now_what difference does a printed test nake?
It's a question entirely of what you _do_ with your intelligence."

"I know-ain't it a bitch?" Lightly as he tossed this off, | felt that |
had for the first time in our talk touched a thene that Mrdecai regarded with
any sort of seriousness.

"What _are_ you doing, Mrdecai? Here, in this place. And what is this
pl ace? What are Haast and Busk trying to get out of you people?"

"This is hell, Sacchetti, didn't you know? O its antechanber. They're
trying to buy our souls up so they can use our bodies for sausages."

"They told you that | shouldn't know anything about it--is that it?"

Mor decai faced away from ne and wal ked across the roomto the bookshel f.
"We're geese, and into our gullets Haast and Busk are stuffing Western
Cul ture. Science, art, philosophy, whatever can be crammed in. And stil

| amnot full, I amnot full.
My stomach has been flushed and fl ushed



and yet | cannot hold
nmy food, | cannot touch Ch!
| amnot full"

It was nmy own poemthat Mrdecai had quoted. My reaction wavered between
the flattery | felt at his having singled out just that passage to nenorize
(for it is one | amnost proud of) and a pity for the poignance of what he had
said, not |ess poignant for ny having said it first. | made no reply, asked no
nore questions.

Mor decai dropped | eadenly onto the couch. "This roomis a fucking mness,
Sacchetti. Al our roonms were like this at the start, but you don't have to
put up with it. Tell Haast you want something classier. Say the curtains
interfere with your brain waves. W' ve got carte blanche here for things |ike
interior decoration--as you'll see. So take advantage of it."

"Conpared to Springfield this seems quite el egant. For that matter
conpared to anywhere |'ve ever lived, barring a single day at the Ritz."

"Yeah, poets don't make so damm much noney, do they? I'll bet | was a
ot better off than you--before | got drafted. The notherfuckers! That was a
big m stake, getting drafted."

"You arrived at Canp Archi nedes the sanme way George did, via the brig?"

"Yeah. Assaulting an officer. The son of a bitch kept asking for it.
They all keep asking for it, but they never get it. Well, that son of a bitch
did. I knocked the nother's teeth out, two of them Bad scene. The brig was a
wor se scene--they're really down on you after a thing like that. So |
vol unteered. That was six, seven nmonths back. Sonetimes | think maybe it
wasn't such a big mistake. 1'll say this for the stuff they gave us--it beats
acid. Wth acid you _think_ you know everything. Wth this, you goddamm wel |
do. But it isn't so often | can get as high as all that. Mst of the tine it's
a pain. Like HH says: "Genius is an infinite capacity for pain.'"

| laughed, as much from sheer dizziness at the speed and shifts of his
rhetoric as in appreciation of the _not _.

"But it was_a mistake. | was better off dunb."

"Dunmb? It doesn't sound |like that was ever exactly your condition."

"I sure as hell never had no hundred and sixty I.Q Not this nother."

"Ch, but those tests are ginmm cked for mddle-class WASPs |ike ne. O |
suppose | should say WASCs. Measuring intelligence isn't as sinple as taking a
bl ood sanple."

"Thanks for saying so, but the truth is | _was_ a dunb son of a bitch
And even nore ignorant than dunb. Everything that | know now, the way |'m
talking with you--it's all on account of the Pa--on account of the stuff they
gave ne."

"Al of it? No."

"Fucking _all _ of it!" He laughed, a calnmer |augh than at first. "It's
gratifying to talk with you, Sacchetti. You flinch at nmy every obscenity."

"Do I! It's that mddl e-class upbringing, | suppose. I'mwell used to
t he Angl o- Saxon words in print, but sonehow the spoken word . . . it's a
reflex."”

"That picture book you're | ooking at--have you read the text that goes
with it?"

| had been browsing through the second vol une of Wl enski's _Flem sh

Painters_, which contains the plates. Volume One is all text. "l started to,
but | got bogged down. | haven't settled down enough to be able to concentrate
on anyt hing."

Mordecai's reaction to this seemed unduly grave. He said nothing in
response, however, but after a pause continued his first train of thought.
"There's a passage in there that's terrific. Can | read it to you?" He'd

al ready taken Volunme One down fromthe shelf. "It's about Hugo van der Goes.
You know about hi nP"
"Only that he was one of the earliest Flem sh painters. | don't think

|'ve seen anything of his though."



"You coul dn't have. None of it survived. Nothing that he signed, at any
rate. The story goes that around 1470 he went mad, raved about bei ng damed
and the devil was going to get himand all that. He was already living in this
nonastery near Brussels at the time, and the brothers would play nmusic to try
and calmhim like David with Saul. One of the boys there wrote an account of
his madness--it's all worth reading--but the part of it | really liked
here, let me read it to you

". . . Brother Hugo frominflamng of his imaginative powers was
di sposed to daydreani ng fantasies and hal |l uci nati on and suffered in con-
sequence an illness of the brain. For there is, | amtold, a small
delicate organ, near the brain, which is controlled by the creative and
i magi native powers. |If our imagination is too vivid or our fantasy too
abundant, this little organ is affected, and if it is strained to the breaking
poi nt madness or frenzy results. If we are to avoid falling into this
irremedi able' "-- Mrdecai faltered pronouncing this word--" 'danger, we mnust
limt our fantasy, our imaginations, and our suspicions and exclude all other
vai n and usel ess thoughts which my excite our brains. W are all but nen, and
the disaster that fell upon our Brother as a result of his fantasies and
hal | uci nations, could it not also fall on us'?"

"Isn't that great? | can just inagine the old bastard, the satisfaction
he got witing it down--'1 told you so, Hugo! Didn't | always say that al
t hat painting was _dangerous?_' Wiy do you suppose he did go mad, though?"

"Anyone can go nad. It's not the prerogative of painters. O poets."

"Yeah, | suppose when you cone right down to it, everybody's crazy. My
fol ks were sure enough crazy. Mamy-- that's what we called her, so help
nme! --Mamy was crazy with the holy ghost, and the old man was crazy w t hout
it. Both nmy brothers were junkies, so that makes them crazy. Crazy and crazy
and crazy and crazy."

"I's something wong?" | asked, rising frombed and goi ng toward
Mor decai, who had becone increasingly agitated during this speech, until at
last, trenbling, eyes pressed tightly closed, one hand upon his heart, his
speech degenerated into a nmere static of choked breath. The heavy book dropped
fromhis left hand to the floor, and at its inpact he opened his eyes. "I'l|
be. . . all right if I. . . sit down a mnute. Alittle dizzy."

I hel ped himback to the sofa and, |acking a better renedy, brought him
a glass of water, which he drank gratefully. Hi s hands, holding the glass,
still trenbl ed.

"And yet, you know. he resumed quietly, running his spatul ate
fingers up and down the flutings of the glass, "there was sonethi ng about van
der Goes. At least | like to think there was. Sonething special about any
artist, of course. A sort of magic--in the literal sense. Unriddling the
signatures of nature, and breathing the same secrets back. It's like that,
isn't it?"

"I don't know. | don't think it's that for me, but there are nmany
artists who would _like_ it to be like that. But the problemw th magic is
that it doesn't work."

"Li ke hell," Mrdecai said quietly.

"Can you scoff at God and believe in denmons?"

"What are denons? | believe in el enental powers--sylphs, sal amanders,
undi nes, gnomes--parables of primal matter. You smile and sneer and cuddl e up
in the confortable Jesuitical universe of College Physics. Matter has no
nmysteries left for you, oh nol No nore than the spirit does. Al tidy and

known, like a nother's cooking. Well, ostriches feel at hone in the universe
too, though they can't see it."
"Believe me, Mordecai, |I'd be happy in a wrld of sylphs and

sal amanders. Any poet woul d. What do you think we've all been bellyachi ng
about these past two hundred years? W' ve been evicted."
"But you still sneer at the words. For you they're nothing but a Russian



ballet, a tinkle of bells. But | have _seen_ the sal ananders, dwelling in the
m dst of flames."”

"Mordecai! The very notion that flame is an elenent is nonsense. Half a
semester of chem stry woul d di sabuse you of that idea. H gh school chem stry,
at that."

"Flane is the elenent of change,"” he said, in an exalted, orgul ous tone,
"of the transubstantial. It's the bridge between matter and spirit. \Wat el se
isit lives in the heart of your giant cyclotrons? O at the heart of the sun?
You believe in angels, don't you--the mediaries between this and the farthest
sphere. Well, | have _spoken_ with them™

"The farthest sphere--that which God inhabits?"

"Gaud, Gaud! | prefer famliar spirits--my syl phs and sal amanders--who
wi Il answer when spoken to. Two in the hand are worth one in the bush. But
there's no use our arguing. Not yet. Walt till you've seen ny |aboratory.

Unl ess we adj ust our vocabul ari es for mutual conprehension, we'll go on
oscillating between Sic and Non till fucking doonsday."

"I"'msorry--1"mnot usually so inflexible. | imagine it's a matter |ess
of reasoned dissent than of nental self-preservation. It would be easy to |et
nmysel f be swept up in your rhetoric. That's meant to be a conplinent, you
know. "

"I't bugs you, doesn't it, that |I'msmarter than you are?"

"Didn't it bug you, Mrdecal, when the tables were turned, when you knew
me first? Besides"--smiling, trying to put a good face on the matter--"1"'m not
sure you are."

"Ch, | am | am Believe me. O test me, if you'd like. Any tinme. Just
nane your weapon, baby. Pick a science, any science. Maybe a fornmal debate
woul d suit you better? Do you know the dates of the reigns of the kings of
Engl and, France, Spain, Sweden, Prussia? A scranble up the slopes of
_Fi nnegans Wake_ perhaps? Hai kus?"

"Stop! | believe you. But goddamm it, there's still _one_ field that 1'd
wWinin yet, supernman.”

Mor decai tossed his head back defiantly. "Wat's that?"

"Orthoepy. "

"Ckay, I'Il bite. What's orthoepy?"

"The study of correct pronunciation."

Lucifer, falling from heaven, was not so di smayed. "Yeah, yeah, that's

so. But damm it, | don't have the _time_ to | ook up and see how every dinky
word is pronounced. But when | say a thing the wong way, will you correct
ne?"

"l suppose a poet should be good for that, if nothing el se.”

"Ch, there's a lot that we've got lined up for you. You'll have to talk
with George again. Not today, he's in sick bay today. He has sone great ideas
for putting on _Doctor Faustus_ here, but we've been waiting till you were
around. And there's one other thing too . . . ?" Uncharacteristically,

Mor decai seenmed unsure of his ground.

"And that ?"

"I"'ve witten something. A story. | thought you could read it and tel
me what you think. Haast has promised | can send it out to a nagazine, after
N. S. A. has checked it out. But I'mnot sure it's good enough. | nean, in an
absol ute sense. Everybody _here_ likes it, but we've become an awfully tight
l[ittle group. Inbred. You've still got your own head on your shoul ders
t hough. "

"I"d be glad to read it, and | assure you I'll be as nasty a critic as |

know how. Wat's it about ?"

"About ? Jesus Christ, that's a hell of a question to get froma poet.
It's about van der Goes, as a matter of fact."

"And what is NS A ?"

"National Security Agency. The code boys. They check over everything we
say--it all goes down on tape, you know- to make sure we're not being
hernmetic."



"Are you being hernetic?"
Mor decai, the al chemi st, w nked. "Abracadabra,"’
Then, quick as a syl ph, he was gone.

he sai d neani ngfully.

_Later_:

In summary? As easily sumarize a tiltawhirl.

@Quilt certainly, for having been the agent of Mrdecai's falling-away.

It never ceases to amaze how far-reaching an effect our slightest actions may
have. The nonk in his cloister entertains an error, inmagining the danger to be
only his, but a century hence his heresy may have convul sed nati ons. Perhaps
the conservatives are right, perhaps free thought _is_ dangerous.

But how the O d Adam Louie Il, protests at that! Do what | will, | can
never quite silence him It takes all the force of volition, at times, to
prevent his voice from speaking aloud. He is always waiting, crouched in ny
heart, to usurp the sovereignty of reason

But guilt is only a small part of what | feel. Wonder and awe, mnuch
nore. Like sone watcher of the skies/Wen a new planet swins into his ken. The
nmorni ng star. Lucifer, prince of darkness. Tenpter

June 8

Zu viel, zu viel! | have been all the day talking, talking. My mind is a
33 record being played at 78. |I've nmet all but three or four of the score that
are here; anong thenselves the prisoners are even nore daunting than taken
singly. The resonances of those many neetings still swell up within ne, |ike
rem ni scences of music after the opera.

It began early, when a guard brought me an ink-danp invitation to visit
George W in the sick bay, than which no hospital, not Wen's Chel sea, could
be more magnificent. His bed m ght have been by Tiepolo. And fl owers by the
Douani er Rousseau. W tal ked nmore of Rilke, whom George admires less for his
craft than for his heretic notions. He's done his own translations. Eccentric
prosody. | reserved judgnent. Discussed his ideas for staging _Faustus_, which
led to his project for a nodel theater. It is to be _built_ for himdown herel
(There is no | onger any question but that Canp A is deep underground.)

| can't renmenber the names of all the others, or all that was said. Only
one, Mirray Something-or-Qher, an overfine young fellow with a porcelain
manner, did | take a decided dislike to, which he reciprocated (though | may
be flattering nmyself; nore likely he didn't even know | was there). He led a
fiery discussion of alchym cal jabberwock. Which I woul d paraphrase so: "Two
cocks coupling in darkness; fromtheir brood are hatched dragontailed chicks.
In seven tines seven days these are burned, their ashes triturated in vessels
of sacred lead." To which | say: Pish! But how earnestly they regarded his
pish! As | later confinned, this preoccupation has been | argely Mrdecai's
doi ng.

Who | |iked best was Barry Meade. |'m al ways pl eased to neet people
fatter than nyself. Meade is hung up on novies, and at two o' cl ock, when
Ceorge had to be sedated for his nap (poor George is in bad shape, but
everyone | asked seens to have a different notion of the cause), he took me to
the little projection roomthree | evels dowmn and showed me a nontage he has
made of McNamara's policy speeches and screani ng wonen, clipped out of old
horror novies. Hilarity nounting to hysteria. Barry, very cool, kept
apol ogi zi ng for inmperceptible nuances of error

4:30: CGeorge was awake again, but he ignored nme for a math book. | begin
to have the feeling that, like a child visiting childless relatives for a
hol i day, the responsibility for ny entertainment is being parcel ed out anong
them It happened in the afternoon, at least, that | cane under the care of
one who was introduced to be sinply as "the Bishop." | suspect it is his
dandi fied cl othes earned himthe nicknane. He exposited the social order that
has evol ved here. In brief, it stands thus: that Mrdecai, by main strength
and charisma, is the unchallenged czar of a benevol ent anarchy. The Bishop



cones to Canp A. not out of the brig but froman Arny nmental hospital, where
he had been two years suffering fromtotal amesia. He made a fascinating,
droll, and scary recital of his multiple suicide attenpts. He once drank a
whol e quart of |ead paint. Yech

Later on, he walloped ne at chess.

Still later on, Miurray Something-or-Qher played electronic nmusic. (H's
own? Sonebody said yes, soneone else said no.) In ny manic condition even that
sounded good.

And nore. And nore. Ossa on Pelion

Too much, 1'll say it again. And what is to cone of it all? Wiy was this
spl endid nonster given life? Tune in tonorrow.

June 9

Ah, but it's one of those tomorrows--the sort when | feel that entropy
iswinning. | feel, on this tomorrow, as hollow as a papier-mache mask, al
grin and wink and winkle. The truth perhaps--the true truth--is not so much
that the mask is hollow as that | don't care to ook behind it at the
nystagmc flicker of image imge inmage that the nethermnd is broadcasting to
the faulty receptor of the overmind. | ambad and silly and defeated today. |
am si ck.

There were visitors--Mrdecai, Meade, a note from George W--but |
mai ntain nyself in solitude, claimng to be not nyself. \Wo then?

| have been too long out of the life-giving sun. That's ny probl em

And | cannot think two thoughts in sequence. _Ahine' _.

June 10

Mich better, thank you. Yes, it feels quite good. Now once again | | ook
on the sunny side of defeat.

Fact s:

Anot her call on H H Having becone accustoned to the plastery whiteness
of prisoners and guards alike, the sunlanped softness of his face (like Tastee
White Bread, toasted) seened nore than ever an offense against the natura
order. If that is health, then let diseases waste ne!

W tal ked of this, that, and another. He comended ny journal's
factoricity (sic) in general, but took exception to yesterday's entry, which
was too subjective. If | should ever start feeling subjective again, | need
only say the word and a guard will bring a tranquilizer. W can't afford to
| et the precious days slip away fromus, can we?

And thus, and so, the greased cans and tappets of his banality bobbed
and | ol | oped up and down, to and fro, upon predictable, rotary paths--and then
he asked nme: "So you' ve net Siegfried, have you?"

"Siegfried?" | asked, thinking this m ght be his nicknane for Mordecai

He wi nked. "You know . . . Dr. Busk?"

"Siegfried?" | asked once nore, nmore puzzled than before. "How so?"

"You know-like the Siegfried Line. Inpregnable. It's because | was sure
that she's a cold fish that | had her recruited for this project. Odinarily
it wouldn't do to have wonen around in a situation like this, having to work
with a bunch of horny G s--and nore than one of them col ored. But with
Siegfried it doesn't nake any difference."

"It sounds as if you speak from experience," | suggested. "WACs" Haast
sai d, shaking his head. "Sone of themcan't get enough of it. Ghers . . ." He
| eaned forward confidentially. "Don't put this into your journal, Sacchetti,
but the fact of the matter is that she still has her cherry."

"No!" | protested.

"Don't get me wong--Siegfried is an A-OK worker. She knows her busi ness
i ke nobody el se, and she'd never let her feelings get in the way of business.
Psychol ogi sts, as a rule, are apt to be sentinmental, you know-they like to
_hel p_ people. Not Busk. If she has any failing, it's a lack of inmagination



Sonetimes she's a little limted in her way of thinking. Too
you know. . . conventional. Don't m sunderstand me-- | respect

science as nuch as the next nman . "

| nodded yes, yes, not m sunderstanding him

"Wthout science we wouldn't have radiation, or conputers, or Krebiozen
or men on the nmoon. But science is only _one_ way of l|ooking at things. O
course | don't let Siegfried say anything directly to the boys"--as Haast
calls his guinea pigs--"but I think they can sense her hostility anyhow.
Fortunately they haven't let that dampen their enthusiasm The inportant
thing, as even Busk realizes, is to let themsteer their own course. They've
got to break away fromthe old patterns of thought, blaze trails, _explore_.

"But what is it exactly," | asked, "that Busk doesn't approve of ?"

Agai n he | eaned forward confidentially, puckering the deltas of tanned
wri nkl es about his eyes. "There's no reason | shouldn't be the one to tel

you, Sacchetti. You'll find out soon enough fromone of the boys. Mrdecai is
going to performthe Magnum Qpus!"
"Js he?" | said, savoring Haast's credulity.

He flinched, as sensitive to the first hint of skepticismas a fernto
sunlight. "Yes, he is! | know what you're thinking, Sacchetti. You're thinking
just what old Siegfried thinks-- that Mrdecai has nme hoodw nked. That |'m
bei ng conned, as the saying goes."

"It suggests itself as a possibility," |I admtted. Then, salving the
wound: "You wouldn't want nme to be insincere, would you?"

"No, no--anything but that." He settled back in his chair with a sigh
letting the intently gathered winkles diffuse over his face, ripples on the
shal | ow pool of his fatuity.

"I"'mnot surprised," he went on, "by your attitude. Having read your
account of your talk with Mordecai, | should have realized . . . nost people
have the same reaction at first, you know They think that al cheny is sone
ki nd of black magic. They don't realize it's a _science_, just like any other
The first science, as a matter of fact, and the only science, even now, that
isn'"t afraid to ook at _all_ the facts. Are you a materialist, Sacchetti?"

"Nooo . . . | wouldn't say that."

"But that's what science has become nowdays! Pure nmaterialismand
nothing else. Try and tell sonebody about supernatural facts--that is to say,
facts that are _superior_ to the facts of _natural __ science--and they close
their eyes and stop their ears. They have no idea of the ampunt of Study, the
hundreds of Volunes, the centuries of Research . "

| think he had been about to round out this |ast phrase with "&

Devel oprent " but caught hinmself in tinme.

"I'"ve noticed," he went on, though veering, "that you nmention Thomas
Aqui nas nore than once in your journals. Well, did you ever stop to think that
_he_ was an alchenist? He was, and his teacher, Al bertus Magnhus, was an even
_greater_ alchem st! For centuries the very best mnds of Europe studied
hermeti c science, but nowadays someone |ike you or Busk comes al ong and,
wi t hout bothering to learn a thing about it, you discount all their work as
not hi ng nore than just a pack of superstitions. Wo's being superstitious
t hough, eh? Who's maki ng judgnments without evidence? Eh? Eh? Have you ever
read a book about al cheny--one single book?"

| had to admit that | had not read one single book about al cheny.

Haast triunmphed: "And yet you think you're qualified to sit in judgnent
on _centuries_ of scholars and dee-vines?" There was an echo in his
pronunci ation of this word, and indeed in the whole tone and content of his
di scourse, of Mordecai

"Take a piece of advice fromne, Sacchetti."

"You can call nme Louie, sir."

"Yes, that's what | neant to say. . . Louie. Keep an open nind, and be
receptive to Fresh Approaches. Al the great advances in Human History, from
Gal il eo"--another splendid, horrendous Mrdecai sm-"down through Edison in our
own time, have been made by people who dared to be different."



| promi sed to be open and receptive, but HH, warnmed to his subject,
woul d not abate. He denolished battalions of straw nmen and denonstrated, wth
a dreamike logic, that the whol e disheartening story of the last three years
in Mal aysia has been due to the unreceptivity of certain key figures in
Washi ngt on, unnamed, to Fresh Approaches.

Whenever | put questions of any particularity to him however, he grew
reticent and canny. | was not ready, he intinmated, to be made privy to the
nmysteries. Fromhis Arnmy days Haast has preserved an unswervable faith in the
ef ficacy of secrets: Know edge is deval ued whenever it becomes too generally
known.

I can no | onger have any doubt of the fidelity of Berrigan's portrait of
"CGeneral Uhrlick"” in _Mars in Conjunction_ (which is not, |'ve noticed,
avail abl e at our own library), and | can understand why Haast, though he cried
slander to the four winds and did all he could to ruin Berrigan, never dared
take himto court. The credul ous old fool _did_ conduct the whol e damed
m serabl e year-1ong campai gn on Auaui by astrol ogy!

Let us hope that history will not repeat itself verbatim that Mordecai
is not, too cunningly, performng Berrigan's fatal role.

Later_:

Be it noted: | amreading one single book on al chemy. Haast sent it by
nmessenger within mnutes of our |eave-taking. Rene Alleau's _Aspects de
|"alchemie traditionelle_, with an acconpanying typescript translation in a
TOP SECRET f ol der.

It reads, pleasantly enough, like a crank letter, the kind that begins:

_Dear Editor_,

_You probably won't dare to print this letter, but_

June 11

The _Faustus_ rehearsal: a disappointnment, a delight, and then the
horrid, swift decline to reality.

| don't know what | had been expecting from George W as a director
Sonet hing on the order of the fabled (and possibly nonexistent) Genet
"under ground” productions of the late sixties, | suppose. But his design for
_Faustus_ was a nild pastiche of theater-in-the-round and the | aborsone
| utul ence of Weland Wagner's stagings for Bayreuth. O course when the
audi ence consists only of those actors not required onstage--and nyself wth
t he prompt book (quite unnecessary as it turned out; even for this first
run-through they knew _all_ their lines)--a prosceni umwoul d be cunbersone and
out of keeping. But to suppose that a pea-soup fog is an enhancenment to
tragedy is nere nuddl eheadedness, and reactionary to boot. Hell is murky,
true--but _Scotland_ need not seem so.

So, it appears that (I'm happy to report) our young geniuses can err.
This is a judgnent, however, based on twenty years of rabid, indiscrimnate,
and usual |y di sappoi nted theater-going. The wonder of G's _Faustus_ is that
not he nor any of the prisoners here has ever seen a play on the stage.
Movi es, yes, and nore than once it was by mni sappropriating canmera techni ques
that G cane a cropper

But this is all niggling and higgling. As soon as they began to _act _,
all the fog rolled back and only admirati on was possible. To borrow a phrase
from Mordecai: The actors deserve the very highest all ocades!

| mssed nmy chance, way back when, to see Burton in the role, but I
can't inmagine that he woul d have been nmuch better than George Wagner. Burton's
_voice_ certainly would have been nobler in that |last soliloquy, but could he
have convinced one so well that here, in veritas, breathing and whole, was the
nmedi eval school man, God- haunted and bl asphening God, fatally and heroically in
| ove with Knowl edge? Coul d Burton have made Know edge seem so horrible and
veil ed a thing, a succubus, as when, in the opening scene Faustus sighs:



"Sweet Analytics, 'tis thou hast ravished ne!l" Wen he said that | could fee
my arteries dilate to receive, ravished too, her poisons.

Mor decai pl ayed Mephi st ophel es--so nuch |l ess inpressive in Marlowe's
than in CGoethe's version, though one would not have thought so to see Mrdecai
tear through it. He delivered the lines that begin "Why this is hell, nor am|l
out of it" with chffling grace, as though this adm ssion of irrevocable
dammation and despair were nothing nore than an epigram sone piece of
i nconsequence by Sheridan or W de.

And oh! | mght go on praising, singling out a touch here, a phrasing
there, a piece of business, but it would come down to the sane thing--1 would
have to relate howin the |l ast act Faustus, lamenting in those |ast agonized
m nutes before hell would claimhim suddenly ceased to be Faustus: Again, and
with terrible violence, George Wagner |ost every scrap and dribble fromhis
stomach. He sobbed and choked, rolling on the slippery stage in a sort of fit,
until the guards came to carry himback to the infirmary, |eaving the
make- bel i eve devils enpty-handed in the w ngs.

"Mordecai," | asked, "what _is_it? Is he still sick? What's wong with
hi nP"

And Mordecai, icily, not yet out of character: "Wy that's the price al
good men nust pay for know edge. That's what cones of eating nagic apples.”

"You mean that the. . . drug they've given you, the drug that's made you
so . . . that it can do that too?"

He smiled a pained snmle and reached up a heavy hand to renove his
hor ns.

"What the hell,"” said Murray Sandemann (which--not
Sonet hi ng-or-Q her--is the surname of the alchym c enthusiast), "why don't you
answer asshol e's question?"

"Shut up, Murray," Mordecai said.

"Ch, don't worry about ne. | won't tell him It wasn't ne, after all,
who had hi m brought here. But now that he is here, isn't it a bit late to be
so solicitous of his innocence?"

"Just shut up."

"I mean," Murray concluded, "did anyone worry about _our_ eating magic
appl es?"

Mordecai turned to regard me, his dark face alnost invisible in the
cal i gi nous stagelight. "Do you want your question answered, Sacchetti? Because
fromnowon, if you don't, you shouldn't ask."

"Tell me," | said, feeling trapped into a show of greater daring than I
really felt. (Was this how Adamfell?) "I want to know. "

"Ceorge is dying. He's got a couple weeks left, with any luck. Less,
suppose, after what we've just seen.”

"We're _all_ dying," Miurray Sandemann sai d.

Mor decai nodded, poker-faced as ever. "We're all dying. Fromthe drug
they gave us. Pallidine. It rots the brain. It takes nine nmonths to do the job
t horoughly, sonetimes a little nore, sonetimes a little less. And all the
while you rot you're getting smarter. Until . . ." Mrdecai, his left hand
sweeping low, elegantly indicated the pool of CGeorge's vomt.

June 12

Up all night--scribble, scribble, scribble. Typically, nmy reaction to
Mordecai's revel ation has been to resile, back away, stick ny head in the
sand--and to wite, good God, have | witten! Wth Marlowe's pentameters stil
reverberating in the nurky air, nothing seened possible but blank verse.
Haven't indul ged in that since high school. It feels luxurious now, as | run
out of fuel, just to type the lines over in stout colums down the page, like
caressing fur:

Ri pe as a cage of doves, the rented child,
Wth shards of clay pots clinking at each step



Stinking of cheap chrism astride a goat

| haven't the least notion what it's all about (the fog is thick) though
the title (obscurely) is "The H erodule.” A hierodule, as | discovered | ast
week going through the CED, is a tenple slave.

| feel like a goddammed Col eri dge, and one whom no visitor from Porl ock
ever cane knocking out of the trance. It began, innocently enough, when I
resurrected the aborted "Cerenony" poens of a year ago, but the only
connection with those pious trifles is the opening i mage of the priest
entering the tenple-labyrinth:

Turning left, turning right, grasping at eyes Lovely as a god's. The
bl ood flutters into the pool

Then, within ten lines it degenerates (or ascends?) into something that
whol Iy defies ny powers of synopsis, much |l ess analysis. Pagan it is, nost
certainly, and perhaps heretical as well. | would never dare let it be
publ i shed under ny own name. Published! I'"'mtoo giddy yet to know if the
dammed thi ng scans, much | ess whether it's publishable.

But | have the feeling, which cones after a good poem that everything
el se 1've ever done is dross in conparison. This, for instance--the
description of the idol

Behol d! behol d the bl ack, ungrained flesh,
The jaw s jewel ed hinge that we can barely glinpse.

VWhile, within, the poison'd hierodule,
Dyi ng, whi spers what the god had neant.

I wish he'd whisper it to me though

110 |i nes!

| feel as though a week has gone by since | sat down yesterday afternoon
to start to work at it.

June 13

CGeorge Wagner is dead. The seal ed casket, freighted with what scraps of
flesh the clinic has no use for, was fitted into a slot crudely dug into the
native rock of this place, our very own nausol eum Mself, the other
prisoners, and three guards attended, but neither Haast nor Busk nor yet any
chapl ain. Were there chapl ains at Ravensbruck, do you suppose? To ny own and
t he general enbarrassnment, | mouthed sone hol |l ow prayers, sad as | ead.
Unascended, | imagine they are lying still on the rough floor of the crypt.

The hypogeum half lit, with its twenty-odd unfilled niches, possessed
for the prisoners (like the rows of coffin-beds in a Carthusian nonastery) the
i nexpungeabl e fascination of a nemento nori. It was this norbid inpulse, |
suspect, rather than any pious feeling for the dead, that had brought themto
the i nhumati on.

As the others filed out the door into the geonetric cal mof our corridor

worl d, Mordecai |laid a hand upon the stone wall (not chill, as one expects of
stone, but warmas living flesh) and said, "Breccia." | had thought he bad
been going to say, "Good-bye."

"Let's get a nove on," one of the guards said. |'ve been here |ong

enough now that | can sort out the faces and persons of the guards; this was
Rock-Eye. His fellows were Fartpuff and Assiduous.

Mor decai stooped to pick off the floor a fist-sized chunk of stone.
Assi duous removed his side armfromits holster. Mrdecai |aughed. "I'm not
inciting to riot, Mster Patrolman, honest I'mnot. |1'd just like this pretty



pi ece of breccia for ny rock collection." He pocketed it.

"Mordecai," | said. "About what you told me after the rehearsa
how long will it be before you . . . how long do you expect to . . . ?"

Mor decai, standing already at the threshold, turned, silhouetted by the
fluorescence of the corridor. "I'min ny seventh nonth now," he said evenly.
"Seven nonths and ten days. \Wich gives nme another fifty days--unless |I'm
premature."” He stepped down fromthe sill of the door and turned to the left,
out of sight.

"Mordecai," | said, starting after him

Rock- Eye bl ocked my path. "Not just now, M. Sacchetti, if you please
You have an appointnment to see Dr. Busk." Fartpuff and Assi duous stepped into
position on either side of ne. "If you'll just follow ne?"

"It was a very foolish, a very unwi se, and a very injudicious thing to
do," Dr. Al nee Busk repeated in grave, guidancecounselor tones. "Ch, not the
matter of asking after poor young CGeorge--because, as you point out, we
woul dn't have been able to keep that aspect of the situation hidden from you
much | onger in any case. W had been hoping, you see, to discover an
antidote. But we find that the process, once begun, is irreversible. Alas. No,
it is not that that | was speaking of, because for all you may protest about
what you choose to call our inhumanity, there is anple precedent for what
we' re about. Throughout its history, nedical research has paid for its
progress with the blood of martyrs.”

She paused, pleased with the resonance.

"What is it then, if not that, that you called ne in here to be scol ded
for?"

"For that very foolish, very unwi se, very injudicious little research
expedition in the library."

"You keep a sharp | ookout."

"Well, of course. WII you excuse ne if | snoke? Thank you." She fitted
a crunbling Canmel into a stubby, plastic cigarette hol der, once transparent,
now stained to the sane deep brown as her mddl e and forefinger

"But whether | |ooked into Wo's Wo_ now or after | was rel eased,
you'll have to admit that the information is easily cone by."

What | had found in _Wio's Wo_ (there is no reason why | shoul dn't
mention it _now ) had been the identity of the corporation that enploys Haast
as vice-president in charge of Research &

[ Here two Iines have been defaced fromthe manuscript of Louis Sacchetti's
journal . Ed._]

"Bad faith? Deception?" Dr. Busk said, gently renpnstrating. "If there's
been any deception, then you' ve certainly been as much a party to it as |. But
isn'"t it really nore a question of norale? W've just been trying to keep you
cheered up, so that your work needn't be hanpered with needl ess
anxi etization."

"So in fact fromthe first you' ve never had any intention of rel easing
me from Canp Archi medes?"

"Never? OCh, now you're dramatizing. OF course we'll let you out.
Sonetime or other. Wien the clinmate of opinion is right. \When the experinment
has justified itself to our PR departnent. _Then_ we can return you to
Springfield. And since we'll alnost certainly reach that point within the next
five years--within as nany nonths, nore likely--you should be grateful for the
opportunity to spend that tine here, in the very van of progress, rather than
t here, where you were so bored."

"Yes, | really ought to thank you for the chance to witness all your
murders. Yes indeed."
"Well, of course . . . if that's howyou wll_regard it. But you

shoul d know by now, M. Sacchetti, that the world sees things differently than
you do. If you should try to make a scandal about Camp Archi medes, you'l



probably find yourself as little heeded as you were little heeded at your
trial. On, you'll find a few fellow paranoids to listen to your brave
speeches, but on the whole people just won't take conchies seriously, you
know. "

"On the whole, people don't take their consciences seriously.”

"A different hypothesis, but it fits the same set of facts, doesn't it?"
Dr. Busk raised a minuscule, ironic eyebrow, and then (as though that had been
t he necessary bootstrap) herself fromthe | ow | eather seat. Her crisp gray
dress, smoothed by her nervous hands, whispered electrically. "Is there
anyt hing el se, M. Sacchetti ?"

"You had said, when the subject first arose, that you would explain nore
fully the action of this drug, this Pallidine."

"So | did, so | shall." She sat back down in the web of black I|eather,
grooned her pale lips into a teacherly snile, and exposited:

"The causative agent of the disease--though is it fair, actually, to
call it a disease, when it does so nmuch good?--is a little bug, a spirochete,
nearly related to the _Treponema pallidum. You' ve heard it referred to as
"Pallidine' here, a nane that rather glosses over the fact that the agent
infecting the host is, unlike nobst pharmaceuticals, living, self-reproducing.
In short, a bug.

"Perhaps you' ve heard tell of the _Treponema pallidun?_ O, as it may
al so be called, the _Spirochaetae pallida?_ No? Well, you' d know it well
enough by its fruits. _Treponema pallidum_ is the initiator of syphilis. Ah,
there's the old shock of recognition, eh

"The particular bug we have to deal with here is something of a sport, a
| atter-day of fshoot of a subgroup known as the Nicols variety, which was
isolated in 1912 fromthe infected brain of a syphilitic man and kept alive
thereafter in the bl oodstreans of bunny rabbits. Countl ess generations of
Ni col s treponenes spawned thensel ves in those | aboratory rabbits, and al ways
they were accorded the npst intensive investigation--one m ght al nost say
reverence. Especially since 1949. In '49 Nelson and Mayer, two fellow
Ameri cans, developed the T.P.I1., the single finest diagnostic test for the
di sease. Al this, by the by. The treponene that has done in young George is
at least as different fromthe N cols treponene as that is from your
garden-variety _Treponema pal|lidum..

"I't shouldn't astonish you to learn that by far the nost active
researcher into the little world of the spirochete has been the Arned
Services. Many a good fighting nman has been defeated by that nicroscopic
enemny, until, of course, the Second Wrld War and the advent of penicillin.
Even then, research was not abandoned. About five years ago an Arny team was
i nvestigating--on rabbits, naturally--the possible utility of radiation as a
t herapeutic tool in cases where the usual penicillin treatment can't be used,
or when--about three percent of the time--it doesn't take. A curious situation
was observed--the experinent seened to have produced a new bl oodline of
rabbits. A bloodline, that is to say, not in the reproductive sense, but
rather the succession of rabbits who receive bl ood--and treponenes--from each
other. One particular line of rabbits devel oped not only the typical orchitis,
but they seenmed to have becone, despite the ravages of the disease, quite
shrewd. Several times they escaped fromtheir cages. Their performances in
Ski nner boxes surpassed anything that had ever been recorded. | was in charge
of their testing, and | can assure you it was a _nost_ astoni shing
achi evenent. Well that, of course, was the discovery of Pallidine. Three nore
years were to go by before anything was to be nade of that discovery. Three
yearsl!

"Under the microscope, Pallidine |ooks nuch the sane as any ot her
spirochete. It is, as the nane suggests, spiral in shape, with seven coils.
The average _Treponema pallidum_ is nmuch larger, though it may have as few as
six coils in rare instances. If you' d like to see one, I'msure . . . No?
They're really rather pretty. They propel thenselves by stretching out
| engt hwi se, concertina-fashion, then contracting. Very graceful. 'Syl phlike'



is what the textbooks call it. I've spent entire hours just watching themswi m
about in plasna.

"Ch, there are a host of differences between _Treponema pallidum_ and
Pal lidine, but what it is _exactly_ that gives the latter its special potency
we' ve not been able to determine. Syphilis in its late stages is notorious for
its attacks on the central nervous system For instance, when the spirochetes
have worked their way into the spinal cord--and this nay be quite twenty years
after the initial infection--you get tabes dorsalis--that's the nbst comon
effect, and very nasty. You don't know tabes? Well, it's true that nowadays
one sees less of it. It starts out by just making the | egs wobble, then the
joints swell and nelt until they can afford no support whatever, and finally
about ten percent of those who get it go blind. That's tabes, but when the
spirochetes get to the brain-- they work their way up the spinal cord
osnotically, rather the way sap rises in a tree--that's when you get genera
paresis, which has a nuch nore interesting pathol ogy. Several wellknown cases
woul d appeal to you, as an artist--Donizetti, Gauguin, and, not |east, the
phi | osopher N etzsche, who signed his last letters fromthe asyl um
' Di onysius."'"

"No poets of note?" | asked.

"As a matter of fact, the disease takes its name from a poet,
Fracastorius, who wote a pastoral in 1530, in Latin verse, about the shepherd
Syphilis, a lovesick swain. I've never read it nyself, but if you'd |like
? Then, too, there are the Goncourts, Abbé Galiani, Hugo Wolff . . . but the
suprenme and undyi ng exanpl e of what the _Treponenma pallidum can acconplish is
Adol ph Hitler.

"Now, if the spirochete acconplished nothing nore in the brain than this
sort of havoc--deliriuns and disintegration-- Canp Archi medes woul d not exist.
But it has been suggested--and by some very reputabl e people, though they were
not usually in the medical line--that neuro-syphilis is as often beneficent as
it is at other times nmalign, that the geniuses |I've nmentioned, and many others
that I mght add, were as much its beneficiaries as its victins.

"It is all a question, finally, of the nature of genius. The best
expl anati on of genius that | know, the one that incorporates nost of the facts
we have, is Koestler's--that the act of genius is sinply the bringing together
of two hitherto distinct spheres of reference, or matrices--a talent for
j uxtapositions. Archinedes' bath is a small instance. Till himno one had
associ at ed nmeasurenents of mass with the comonpl ace observation of water
di spl acement. The question is, for a nodern investigator, what actually takes
place _in the brain_ at the nmoment that an Archi nedes says, 'Eureka!' It seens
clear, now, that it is a sort of breakdown--literally, the mnd disintegrates,
and the old, distinct categories are for a little while fluid and capabl e of
re-formation."

"But it's just that," | objected, "the re-formation of the disrupted
categories, in which the act of genius consists. It's not the breakdown that
counts, but the new juxtapositions that follow Madmen can break down just as
spectacul arly as geni uses."

Dr. Busk smiled, enigmatic in her veil of cigarette snmoke. "Perhaps that
thin line that is said to separate genius from nmadness is only fortuitous.

Per haps the madman sinply has the bad |uck of being wong. But your point is
taken, and | can reply to it. You would suggest, | take it, that genius is
only one per cent inspiration, that the process of preparing for the nonent
when the 'Eurekal' cones is what is crucial in the formation of genius. In
short, his education, by which be becones acquainted with reality.

"But doesn't that just beg the question? Education, nmenory itself, is
but the recapitulation of all the noments of genius in that culture. Education
i s always breaki ng down ol d categories and reconbining themin better ways.
And who has a better nmenory, strictly speaking, than the catatonic who
resurrects sone part of the past in all its conpleteness, annihilating the
present nonent utterly? | mght go so far as to say that thought itself is a
di sease of the brain, a degenerative condition of matter



"Why, if genius were a _continuous_ process, instead of what it is--a
fluke--it would be of no value to us whatsoever! Geniuses in a field |ike
mat hematics are usually played out by thirty, at the very latest. The nind
defends itself against the disintegrative process of creativity. It begins to
jell, notions solidify into inalterable _systenms_, which sinply refuse to be
br oken down and re-formed. Consider Ownens, the great anatom st of the
Victorian age, who sinmply _wouldn't_ understand Darwin. It's
sel f-preservation, pure and sinple.

"And then think of what happens if genius doesn't rein itself in but
i nsists on plunging on ahead into the chaos of freest association. |I'm
t hi nking of that hero of you literateurs, Janes Joyce. | know any nunber of
psychiatrists who could, in good conscience, have accepted _Fi nnegan Wakes_
((sic)) as the very inprimatur of nmadness and had its author hospitalized on
its evidence alone. A genius? Oh. yes. But all we common peopl e have the
conmon sense to realize that genius, like the clap, is a social disease, and
we take action accordingly. We put all our geniuses in one kind or another of
i sol ati on ward, to escape being infected.

"I'f you need any further proof of what |I'm saying, then | ook about you.
W have geni uses on every hand here, and what is their chief concern? To what
nobl e purpose do they apply the vast stock of their comnbined intelligences? To
the study of chinmeras! To al cheny!

"Ch, I'msure that no one, not Dr. Faustus hinself, has ever applied a
keener intelligence, a finer discernment, or a profounder awareness to the
hermetic arts. As Mdrdecai is always ready to point out, centuries of the
cl everest riddl emakers and the sliest obscurantists have busied thensel ves
el aborating these intellectual arabesques. It is quite deep enough for the
tallest mind to drown in. But for all that, it's a pack of nonsense, as you
and | and Mordecai Washington perfectly well know "

"Haast doesn't seemto think so," |I said mldly.

"As we also are well aware, Haast is a damed fool," Busk said, stubbing
out her Canel, which she had snoked down to the plastic hol der

"Ch, | wouldn't say that,"” | said.

"Because he reads your journal--as | do. You can't very well deny what
you've already witten there. You've said what you think of Mrdecai's ideas
and the ways he's snowi ng Haast."

"Perhaps |'ve a broader nmind than you'd like to give ne credit for. |'ll
reserve ny judgnment on Mordecai's theories, if it's all the same to you."

"You're a bigger hypocrite than |I'd thought, Sacchetti. Believe any
nonsense you like, and tell whatever lies you have a mind to. It makes no

difference to me. 1'll have ny showdown with that charlatan soon enough."
"How so?" | asked.
"It's all scheduled. 1'll see you have a ringside ticket for the main
event."

"When is it to be?"
"Why, on Mdsummer's Eve. \Wen el se?"

Later_:

A handwritten note from Haast: Good for you, Louie! Stick up for your
rights! We'll show that smart-assed bitch a thing or two next week. You'd
better believe it!

Al'l the best,
H H

June 15

This is your old friend Louie too (or, popularly, Louis the Likew se)
wi th wonderful new news for all you sufferers from angst and angi na, for the
consci ence-ri dden and CGod- pl agued, for the psychosomatic and the sinply
stigmatic. You can throw away that truss! Because, nmon senbl able, non freére,
there is nothing but an aching enptiness at the center of things, alleluia!



And not even aching any nore, no, the void is happy as the day is long. _That_

is the secret that those ancients possessed, that is the truth that will make
us free, you and nme. Say it three times in the nmorning and three tines at
night: There is no God, there never was, and never will be, world wthout end,
anen.

Wul d you deny it, old Adamite, Louie |? Then let nme recomend you to
your own poem the poemyou clainmed not to be able to understand. _|_
understand it: The idol is enpty; his speech an inposture. There is no Baal
my friend, only the whisperer within, putting your words in His nouth. A
farrago of anthroponorphism Deny it! Not all your piety nor wit, my boy!

And O O those precious, fawning poens of yours, licking the golden ass
of your let's-pretend God-daddy. What shit, eh? Years and years of it, piling
it on, like the birdy (Augustine's, isn't it?) that tried to nove a nountain,

a pebble at a time, each time a chilead, and when the |ast granule had been
transl ated not an eyeblink of eternity had gone by. But _you_, sparrowfart,
didn't even attack nmountains. The Hills_of Switzerland--and then, for a
sequel ? The Turds of the Vatican? Ha, | hear, as froma great distance, your
mld protest: The fool says in his heart there is no God.

And the wise man says it al oud.

_Later, much later _:

| need not explain, | think, that |I've been feeling poorly today and
yesterday. | have remarked already in this journal, | think, that | had
thought Dr. Meris had cured me of nmy negrinms. | had al so thought he'd cured
me of such scherzoes as the above represents.

Thi nk.

Thought .

Thunk.

The ground is still quaggy, and though |I am nyself again, it doesn't
feel quite permanent, this self-possession. | am sackless, wearied by _his_

excesses, and ny head hurts; it is late.

| have been wal king the corridors, corridors, corridors. Considering
what Busk had to say, until | was forced to consider the graver matters
brought forward by Louie Il. To himl make no reply, as that devll is as good
a theologian as |, tautologically.

Silence, then. But isn't silence tantanount, alnopst, to admitting
defeat? Al one and unhouseled, | lack grace: That is all that is the matter

O God, sinmplify these equations!

June 16

" Morituri te salutanus_," Mordecai said, opening the door, grinning, to
which I, all )ackluster, had no better reply than a thunbs-up sign

" _Quid nunc?_" he asked, closing the door--a question | felt even | ess
conpetent to answer. Indeed, the whole purpose of ny visit was to avoid
confronting nyself with the problem of What-now

"Charity," | replied. "Wat other reason would I have for |ightening
your gloomy cell?" A fey touch, which, falling flat, only heaped on nore
gl oom

"A base of charity," Mrdecai said, "neutralizes the acids of
sel f-doubt."

"Do you get copies of my journal too?" | asked.

"No, but | see a lot of Haast, and we worry about you. You woul dn't
wite sonething in your journal, you know, that you really wanted to keep a
secret, so there's no reason to make faces. Your problem Sacchetti, is
intellectual pride. You like to nake a fucking song and dance out of every
spiritual itch and trenble you get. Now, what |'d suggest, if you're going to
| ose your faith is that you goddamm well go to a dentist and have it _pulled._.
It hurts only if you keep playing with it."

"But | canme here to interest nyself in _your_ problems, Mrdecai. | want



just to forget nmy own."

"Yes, yes. Well then, make yourself at honme. 1've enough problens for
both of us." He whistled shrilly, and call ed:

"Opsi! Mpsi! Cottontail! Cone and shake hands with your new little
brother." He turned back to address me: "May | present ny three famliars? My
fire-drakes?"

Qut of the sweltering darkness of the room (lighted only by two candl es
on a table against the far wall, and a third that M held in his hand) three
rabbits cane hopping forward cautiously. One was an unbl em shed white, the
ot her two piebal d.

"Opsi," Mordecai said. "Shake hands with nmy friend Donovan."

| crouched low, and the white rabbit hopped two hops closer, sniffed
perspicaciously, raised itself onits hind feet, and extended its right
forepaw, which | took between thunb and forefinger to shake.

"How do you do, Opsi," | said.

Opsi withdrew his furry paw frommnmy grasp and backed off.

"Opsi ?" | asked Mordecai

"Short for opsinmath--one who begins to learn late in life. W're al
opsi mat hs here. Now Mopsi, it's your turn.”

The second rabbit, speckled brown and bl ack, advanced. Wen it had
reared itself on its hind legs | could see what appeared to be udders on its
under bel Iy, though of quite disproportionate size. | pointed these out to M

"It's the orchitis, you know-inflammtion of the testicles. That's the
price _they pay for being so bright."

| let go Mopsi's paw abruptly, startling all three rabbits back to their
hidlings in the dark room

"Ch, don't worry about gerns. Only if you were to put that finger in
your mouth . . . spirochetes need a warm danp place to grow. That's what
makes venereal disease so venereal. You can disinfect yourself in nmy can, but
first, can't | call Cottontail back? He nust be feeling quite insecure, the
way you've scanted him"

Rel uctantly | shook hands with Cottontail. Afterward | washed with soap
and cold water.
"Where's Peter?" | asked, lathering a second tine.

"Farmer MacGegor got to him" Mrdecai answered fromthe obscurity.
"The rabbits don't last as long as we do. Two, three weeks, and then, Phut!"

Returning to the larger roomfromthe fluorescent bath, | was
temporarily blinded. "You should try gaslight, Mordecai. A wonderful invention
of this nodern age."

"In fact | _have_ gaslight on days when nmy eyes aren't on the blink. But
days like today a bright light would go through my tender jellies like a hai
of needles. Shall | tell you about my other diseases? WIIl you conmm serate?"

"If it would be any confort to you."

"Ch, an Egyptian confort. For the first two nmonths there was not hing
that seenms particularly menorable now --a few gunboils, a rash,
swel I i ngs--nothing that any practiced hypochondriac couldn't do for hinself.
Then, in the third nonth, | cane down with laryngitis, concurrently with an
overriding enthusiasmfor mathematics. A convenient hobby for nmutes, eh? Soon
afterward ny liver started to decay and the whites of nmy eyes turned yell ow
Ever since |'ve been living on mashed potatoes, boiled fruit, fancy desserts,
and all that kind of puke. No meat, no fish, no liquor. Not that | very mnuch

want liquor. | mean, | don't need nore nmental stimulation than |I've got, do I?
During the hepatitis was when | had my first big literary kick and | earned
French and German-- and when | wote that story that | still haven't shown

you. Don't |eave this roomw thout you take that story with you-- you hear
Sacchetti ?"

"I'd already intended to ask you for it."

"By the fourth nonth I was just one bundle of ills. The difficulty in
describing themis that in a retrospective narration | give ny diseases too
crisp edges. In the event, phases blurred and overl apped. Gunboils and rashes



didn't stop just because sonething el se started, and there've been obscure
cranps and sudden squitters and jactitations that cane and left in a day or an
hour. Wth all the synptons |'ve had at one tinme or another, |'ve just about
exhausted _Hasting's Encycl opaedi a of Pathol ogy_."

" O Religion and Ethics_, isn't it?"

"lI've exhausted that too."

"But _when?_ When have you fitted in all this education? That's what |
can't understand. Were did you find the tinme, in seven nmonths, to pick up
everyt hi ng?"

"Sit down, Sacchetti, and I'll tell you all about it. But do me a favor
first--bring me that thernos on ny desk. That's a good sport."

My eyes had adjusted to the half light of the room and | could make ny
way to the table unstunbling. A sweating thernmos |ay upon a TOP SECRET file
fol der of the sort Haast had sent to nme. Its wet base had made a ring stain on
the stiff paper.

"Thanks," Moyrdecai said, taking the thernmbs and uncorking it. He was
hal f reclined on a | ow divan of striped silk, propped up with a ratchel of
smal | soft cushions. One of the piebald rabbits had come to cuddle in his
crotch.

He drank fromthe thernos noisily. "I'd offer you sonme, but..

"Thanks just the same. I'mnot thirsty."

"The question, you see, isn't howdo | do it, but how do |I stop doing
it. | don't stop doing it, and that's half my misery. In ny worst nonments,
with ny head in the pisser, retching, the old brainjelly goes right on
fermenting, oblivious to the | ow soma. No, not oblivious, just indifferent,
al oof, a spectator. | becone nore intrigued with the fauve colors of ny
heavi ngs or the chem stry of stomach acids than with the nmerely local miseries
of my guts. I'm always thinking, speculating, figuring. It never stops, that
brainjelly, just as the heart or the lungs don't stop. Even sitting here
talking, ny mind is flying off on tangents, into vortices, trying to tie al
the | oose ends of the universe into a single knot of consciousness. It doesn't
fucking stop. At night | need injections before | can sleep, and asleep |
dream techni col or ni ghtnares of exenplary and, as far as | know, wholly
original terror. Quite cud-blurbling. That's a spoonerism sonewhat."

"Yes, | noticed."

"One thing, though--one thing will_ stop it for alittle while--when |
have a stroke. Then | am happily blank for an hour after."

"You have strokes too."

"At closer intervals. They are the |labor pains with which | prepare to
deliver my spirit to the void. Aortitis--that's the latest inside story. My
aorta is de-elasticized, and now, | understand, the valve is going. Blood
| eaks back into the left ventricle at every stroke, and the old ticker, as we
fondly call it, speeds up to compensate. But soon enough--Phut! One nore
little rabbit lost in the lists of science." He laid two heavy bl ack hands
upon the nestling rabbit and closed his eyes. "lIsn't it pathetic?"

Wthout rising fromthe hassock, | occupied the tinme (becone suddenly
vacant, like a punctured Gem ni capsule that loses its air in one quick
_Whuppf! ) with a silent survey of Mdrdecai's room Only as large as nine, its
enf oul dered darkness created an illusion of indefinite spaci ousness, out of
whi ch arose, intermttently, the hypotheses of furniture. Faustian bookshel ves
rose to the ceiling on all the walls except where the divan stood, above which
hung a copy of the Ghent altarpiece, its disparities fromthe original masked
by the benign obscurity.

Near the overburdened worktabl e (which occupi ed al nost the whol e of what
in the arrangenment of nmy roomwas the sleeping ell) was a nechani cal apparatus
or stabile scul pture, some four feet high, that consisted of severa
upthrusting rods tipped with small nmetallic balls that glinted in the
candl el i ght, surrounding a central, |arger globe, goldenly gleam ng--all these
el ements bounded in an imagi nary sphere defined by two thick circunscriptive
bands of iron



"That ?" Mordecai said. "That's ny orrery. Built to my own
speci fications. The several notions of each little moon and planet is
regul ated by sub-sub-sub-to-the-nth-mniaturized radio elenments wthin.

Strai ght fromthe pages of _Popular Electronics_, isn't it?"

"But what is it for? "

"It holds the mirror up to nature--isn't that enough? | did dabble in
astrol ogy once upon a time, but even then it had no nore than synbolic
significance. For the real work there's an observatory upstairs. Ah, did your
eyes light up with specul ations then? dimerings of a great escape? Forget
it, Sacchetti. _We_ never get beyond a little planetarium to which the
tel escope's i mages are broadcast by closed-circuit TV."

"You say 'once upon a time.' Does that nean you' ve given astrol ogy up?"

Mordecai sighed. "Life is so short. There isn't roomfor everything.
Think of all the broads I'Il never lay now, the songs I'll never dance to. And
I would have liked a chance to go to Europe too and have a quick | ook-see at
all the things |I've been reading about. Culture. But it wasn't in ny stars.
"Il always envy you that trip to Europe. Al the places 1'd like to go. Rone,
Fl orence, Venice. English cathedrals. MntSaint-Mchel. The Escorial. Bruges
and"--with a gesture to the gilt-franed picture of the bl eeding | anb--"GChent.
Everywhere, in fact, but where you _did_ go, you dunb bastard. Switzerland and
Germany! Jesus Christ, what were you fucking around _there_ for? | mean, what
are nountains? They're warts on the face of the earth. And as for anything
_north_ of the Alps . . . well, | was stationed four years just outside
Hei del berg, and as far as |'m concerned Europe stops at the Rhine. The best
proof of which is the fact that | enjoyed every beer-sw lling, dunpling-sodden
m nute of ny | eaves. Except when the |ocals stared too nmuch at ny
to-t hem amazi ng pignentation and | got to feeling like a |eftover from
Buchenwal d. Deut schl and!" Mrdecai concluded his conmination with such
vehemence that the rabbit scanpered fromhis lap in terror. "lI'd as soon take
a vacation in M ssissippi."

This led to a few reni ni scences on ny part of my Ful bright year
pl easant enough to recount but beside the point here, together with a guilty
_précis_ of ny reasons (literary, musical) for having quit Europe for Gernmany
(a distinction | tacitly acknow edged).

"Ril ke, Schm |ke!" Mrdecai said when |'d finished. "You can read
_books_ here. Adnmit it--the fascination of Germany in this century is the
fascination of the abom nation. You go there to catch a whiff of the snoke
that still hangs in the air. Tell me one thing--did you make a side trip to
Dachau, or didn't you?"

| had, and told him He wanted me to describe the town and the canp, and
| complied. His appetite for detail was greater than nmy nmenory could satisfy,
though | surprised nyself with the circunmstantiality | was able to nuster: it
had been a long while since |I'd been there.

"I only asked," Mordecai said, when he was convinced the wells of nenory
were dry, "because |'ve been dreani ng about deathcanps lately. An
under st andabl e preoccupati on, woul dn't you say? Admittedly, it's only an
analogy to our little home in the west here. Except that I'ma prisoner and
except that |I'mmarked for exterm nation, _|_can't conplain. And isn't
everybody, after all?"

"A prisoner? | often get that feeling--yes."

"No, | neant marked for slaughter. The difference is |I've had the bad
luck to sneak a | ook at the execution orders, while nost people walk off to
the ovens thinking they're going to take a shower." He | aughed harshly,
turni ng sideways on the divan, to see ne better, as | now stood on the other
side of the room by the clockwork of the orrery.

"It isn't just Germany," he said. "And it isn't just Canp Archinedes.
It's the whol e universe. The whol e goddammed uni verse is a fucking
concentration canp."

Mordecai rolled back into the pile of tassel ed cushions, coughing and
| aughi ng at once, knocking the half-filled thernmos over on the Persian carpet



that covered the tiled floor. He caught it up, found it enpty, and with a
curse flung it across the room rupturing a panel of the painted screen
partitioning one corner of the room

"Push the button beside the door, will you, Sacchetti? | need some nore
of the sickening sugarwater they call coffee here. That's a good sport."

Al most inmrediately 1'd rung, a bl ack-uniforned guard (Fartpuff it was)
arrived with a cof fee wagon | aden with pastries, fromwhich Mrdecai nade
sel ections. To me another attendant handed three Spode bowls filled with fresh
carrot slices.

Mor decai pushed back the detritus of books and papers fromthe edge of
hi s workt abl e, maki ng room for our saucers and the tray of pastries. He bit
into a large chocol ate eclair, squirting whipped creamfromthe other end onto
a sheet of typed nunbers.

"I keep wishing," he said, his nouth full, "that it were neat."

The rabbits neanwhil e had clinbed atop the desk and were nibbling their
carrots discreetly. Even in candlelight | could see the distinct spoor of
quittors that they had trailed across the open books and SECRET file fol ders.

"Feel free, feel free," Mordecai said, helping hinself to a piece of
cheesecake.

"Thank you, but really I'mnot hungry."

"Don't mind ne then. I am"

| did ny best not to mind him but to do so it was necessary to turn ny
attention el sewhere, and so for the space of two cups of coffee and four |arge
pastries | was able to do a random sanpling of the uppernost deposits on
Mordecai's worktable. The follow ng i nventory needs must omit all that |ay
outside the three circles of candlelight, as well as whatever earlier Troys of
t hought were buried bel ow

| saw

Several books on al cheny--the _Tabula smargdi na_, Benedictus Figulus' _A
gol den and bl essed casket of Nature's marvels_, Geber's Wirks , Poisson's
_Nicolas Flanel _, etc.--many in the |ast stages of picturesqueness:

Tabl es of random nunbers;

Three or four electronics texts--the largest, _DNA Engi neering_ by
California Tech's Winderki nd Kurt Vreden, in typescript with an enticing
CONFI DENTI AL | abel pasted to the cardboard bi nder

Several color plates torn from Skira art books, chiefly of works of the
Fl emi sh nmasters, though there was a detail from Raphael's _School of Athens_
and a tattered print of Durer's woodcut _Mel ancholia_;

A plastic skull, very decorative, with paste-glass ruby eyes; Enid
Star ki e' s biography of Ri nbaud, and Pl éi ade edition of the poet's works;

Volunme 1V of _Hasting's Encycl opaedia_, onto the open pages of which
Mor decai (or one of the rabbits?) had overturned an ink bottle;

Wttgenstein's _Tractatus Logi co-Phil osophicus_, with some of the sane
ink on its leather binding (I recall now, as | make this inventory, what use
Lut her made of inkpots);

Yar r owst i cks;

Several file folders, of various colors--orange, tan, gray, black--their
typed | abels seldomlegible in the poor light, except the nearest, _Expense
Book_ by G Wagner. Fromthe pages of this (whether proper to it and falling
out or only a bookmark, | cannot say) projected a crackly vellumsheet with a
crude drawing on it, in colored inks, not nuch superior to an average nen's
roomgraffito. That part of the drawing | could see represented a crowned and
bearded man holding a tall scepter upon which were nounted, one above the
other, six further crowns. The king stood upon an odd pedestal that grew
flowerli ke froma vine that branched, above the king's head, into a sort of
lattice. At the interstices of this lattice were six other mal e heads, |ower,
| esser types, and beside each head a |letter of the al phabet, from _D_ through
I _. The left-hand portion of this head-bearing vine curled out of sight into
Ceorge's cl osed book;



And, covering all else, heaps of Mrdecai's shorthand scribblings, anong
whi ch were several drawi ngs even nmore crudely rendered than the one |'ve just
descri bed.

End of inventory.

Except for occasional abstracted endearnments to the rabbits (which
finished with their own snack, sniffed at the pastry plate), Mrdecai was
qui et while he gorged on the pastries. After a final strawberry tart, however,
he becane tal kative again, not to say nanic:

"I's it hot enough for you? | really ought to turn down the oven when
conpany cones, but then | get the shivers. Wuld you like to see a genui ne
phi | osophi cal egg? No al chenmi st can be without one. O course you woul d.
Conme--1'11 unveil all the nysteries for you today."

| followed himto the farther, screened corner of the roomand noticed
how, as we approached, the heat increased. By the squat, tiled furnace that
the screen had conceal ed, the air was heated to sauna tenperatures.

"Lo!" Mordecai intoned. "The athanor!"

Froma shelf on the wall he took down two heavy face shields, handing
one to ne. "These are for when the nuptial chanmber is opened,"” he expl ai ned,
poker-faced. "You'll have to excuse ny athanor. It's electric, which isn't
quite _come il faut_"--pronounced by Mrdecai, cone-ill-phut--"1"I1 admt,
but it's nmuch easier this way to maintain a fire that is vaporous, digesting,
conti nuous, nonviolent, subtle, enconpassed, airy, obstructive, and
corrupting. We pursue the traditional ends of alchemy here, but |'ve taken a
few liberties with some of the neans we enpl oy.

"Now, if you'll put on that nmask, | can let you peek into nother's
belly, as it's fondly known in the trade."

The mask's eyeslits were shielded with tinted glass. Putting it on in
the dark room | was, effectually, blinded.

"Ecce," Mordecai said, and the top of the tiled furnace slid aside with
a nmechani cal whirr, exposing the glow ng concavity, within which stood a
darkly gl eam ng, obl ate object about two feet high--the phil osophical egg (or
prosaically, aretort). It was about as interesting as a Dutch oven, which it
sonewhat resenbl ed.

The Iid humed shut, and | slipped the sweat-wet nmask fromny face.

"Alog fire _woul d_ have been nore spooky," | said.

"The end justifies the neans. This is going to _work .

"Mm " | said, returning to ny hassock on the other side of the room
where it was a noderate ninety degrees.

"I't _wll_ work," he insisted, follow ng.

"What exactly are you cooking in your big pot? Transmuting a base netal
to gol d? Poetic associations apart, what's the use? There are nany el enents
t hese days rarer than gold. Hasn't it become a rather quixotic anbition in
thi s post Keynesi an age?"

"I made that very point to Haast sonme nont hs ago, when the experi ment
was bei ng designed. Accordingly, the metallic opus is only a step on our way,
the ultimte goal being the distillation of an elixir for our joint benefit."
Mordecai smiled. "An elixir of long life."

"OfF youth, 1'd thought it was called.”

"That, of course, is its fascination for Haast."

"And how is this potion being brewed? | suppose your recipe is a
cl ose-kept secret."

"In some particulars, yes, though it can be rooted out from Geber and
Paracel sus. But really, Sacchetti, would you want to know? Wbuld you risk
salvation to find out? Wuld you want ne to risk nine? Raynond Lully says, 'l
swear to you upon my soul that if you reveal this, you shall be damed.' O
course, if you'll be content with an inspecific account. "

"Whatever Isis is willing to unveil."

"The phil osophi cal egg--the big pot that you saw in the
at hanor--contains an el ectuary dissolved in water, which for the past



ni nety-four days has been exposed alternately to the heat of telluric fires
during the day, and at night to the light of the star Sirius. Properly
speaking, gold is not a netal, it is light. Sirius has always been thought
especially efficacious in operations of this sort, but in past ages it was
difficult to capture the Sirian light in a pure state, as the light from
nei ghboring stars was apt to adulterate it, mnorating its special properties.
Here a radio tel escope is enployed to ensure the necessary honogeneity. Did
you see the lens sealed into the top of the egg? That focuses the pure beam
upon the bride and groomwi t hin, sul phur and mercury."

"I thought you were after Sirian light. You're getting radi o waves."

"So much the better. It's only human frailty that draws a distinction
between radi o and |ight waves. If we were only spiritual enough, we'd see the
radi o waves too. But to return--in nine and ninety days, on the Eve of

M dsumer, the sepulcher will be opened, and the elixir decanted. But you
shoul dn't 1 augh, you know. It spoils the whole effect.”
"I"'msorry. | try not to, but you're really so expert at this. | keep

t hi nki ng of Ben Jonson."

"You think I'mnot serious."

"Terrifically serious. And the stage effects are better than anything
Ceorge cane up with for _Doctor Faustus_--those jars of fetuses in the
bookcase, that chalice . . . it's consecrated, of course?"

Mor decai nodded.

"I knew it. And those rings you' re wearing today--Masonic rings?"

"OfF great antiquity." He wiggled his fingers proudly.

"You put on a grandstand show, Mrdecai, but what will you do for an
encor e?"

"If it doesn't cone off this tine, | don't have to worry about encores,
you know. The deadline nighs. But it _wll_ work, goddamm it! 1'm not even

worried about that."

| shook ny head, perplexed. | could not decide if Mrdecai had taken
hinself in with his own splendid charlatanry or if these credos were just a
necessary adjunct to the |larger deception, a sideshow, as it were. | even
began to wonder if, given enough tinme, he couldn't convert ne to his folly--if
not by nmeans of reasoned argunent then sinply by the sublinme exanple of his
deadpan and unremtting earnestness.

"Why does it seemso ridiculous to you?" Mrdecai asked, deadpan
unremtting, earnest.

"It's the conbination of fancy and fact, of madness and anal ysis. Those
books on your desk, for exanple--the Wttgenstein and the Yreden. You do
really read them don't you?" He nodded. "And | believe you do. That, and then
beside it, the sheer chicanery of Byronic diabolism the silliness of cooking
pots and bottled fetuses."

"Well, | do what | can to bring alchem c procedures up to date, but ny
attitude to pure Science, capital S, was stated a century ago by a fellow
al chem st, Arthur Rirnbaud--_Science est trop lente_. It's too slow How rmuch
nore so for ne than him How nuch tinme is left me? A nonth, two. And if | had
years instead of nonths, what difference would that nmake? Science acqui esces,
fatally, to the second | aw of thernodynami cs--magic is free to be a
consci enti ous objector. The fact is that |'"'mnot _interested_in a universe in
which | have to die."

"Which is to say that you' ve chosen self-delusion.”

"I ndeed, no! | choose to escape. | choose freedom"

"You've cone to a splendid place to find it."

Mor decai, growi ng ever nore restless, rolled off the divan, where he had
only just reclined, and began to pace the room gesticulating. "Wiy, this is
_exactly_where ny freedomis |largest. The best we can hope for, in a finite
and inmperfect world, is that our mnds be free, and Canp Archinedes is
uni quely equi pped to allow nme just that freedom and no other. Perhaps | m ght
make an exception for the Institute for Advanced Studies at Princeton, as
well, since, as | understand it, it's organi zed al ong very nmuch the sane



lines. Here, you see, | can hold everything in despite. Anywhere el se one
begins tacitly to accept one's circunstances, one ceases to struggle, to
engage each new wrong and ugliness in conbat, one becomes hopel essly
conprom sed. "

"Nonsense and sophistry. You're just trying on theories for size."

"Ah, you see into ny very soul, Sacchetti. But there is, after all, a
point to nmy nonsense and sophistry. Mike your Catholic Gaud the warden of this
prison-uni verse, and you have exactly Aqui nas' argunent, nonsensi cal
sophistical--that it is only in submitting to His will that we can be free.
Whereas in fact, as Lucifer well knew, as | know, as you've had intinations,
one is only made free by thunmbing one's nose at Hm"

"And you know at what price that's done."

"The wages of sin is death, but death is |likew se the wages of virtue.
So you' Il need a better bugaboo than that. Hell, perhaps? Wy, _this_ is hell
nor am| out of it! Dante has no frights for the i nmates of Buchenwal d. Wy
didn't your sainted Pope Pius protest the Nazi's ovens? Not through prudence
or cowardice, but froman instinct of corporation loyalty. Pius sensed that
t he deat hcanps were the nearest approximtion that nmortal man has yet made to
the Alm ghty's plan. God is Ei chmann wit |arge.”

"Real ly!" | said. Because there _are_sonme linits.

"Real ly," Moyrdecai insisted. He paced the room faster. "Consider that
fundanment al organi zational principle of the canps--that there be no relation
bet ween the prisoners' behavior and their rewards or punishments. In Auschwitz
when you do sonething wrong you're punished, but you're just as likely to be
puni shed when you do as you're told, or even if you do nothing at all. It's
quite evident that Gaud has organi zed H s canps on the sanme nodel. To quote
just one line from Eccl esiastes--a line ny nother believed to have a speci al
reference to her own life--'"There is a just man that perisheth in his
ri ghteousness, and there is a wicked nan that prolongeth his life in his
wi ckedness.' And wi sdomis of no nore use than justice, for the wise man dieth
even as the fool

"We turn our eyes away fromthe charred bones of children outside the
i ncinerators, but what of a Gaud who dams infants--often the very sane
one--to everlasting fires? And for, in each case, exactly the same fault--an
accident of birth. Believe nme, sonmeday Hmder will be canonized. After all
Pius is already. Are you | eaving, Sacchetti?"

"I don't want to argue with you, and you leave ne little choice. What
you say is. "

"Unspeakabl e. For you, perhaps, but not for ne. If you'll stay alittle
| onger, though, 1'll pronmise to be nore tepid. And 1'll reward you--1'11 show
you where Canp Archinmedes is. Not in the Almghty's schene, but on a map."

"How did you find out?"

"Fromthe stars, |like any navigator. You see, an observatory, even a
renote-control observatory, has its nore prosaic uses too. We're in Col orado.
"1l show you."

He took down a folio volune froma shelf and spread it open on his desk.
A topographical map of the state covered the two pages. "Here we are," he
said, pointing. "Telluride. It was a big mining town at the turn of the
century. My theory is that access to the canp is to be had through one of the
old mine shafts.”

"But if your sightings are all acconplished via television, then you
can't be perfectly sure, can you, that the telescope is directly overhead and
not a hundred, or a thousand, niles away."

"One is never perfectly sure of anything, but it would seemto be a | ot
of trouble to no purpose. And besides there was that piece of breccia | picked
up off the floor of the cataconb the day before yesterday. It contained traces
of sylvanite, one of the gold-bearing tellurides. So, we're in a gold mne
_sonmewhere_."

| laughed, anticipating ny own joke: "Perform ng the magnum opus here is
certainly a case of carrying coals to Newcastle."



Mor decai, not laughing (it wasn't such an overwhel mi ng joke, | see now),
said: "Quiet! | hear sonething."

After long silence, | whispered, "Wat?"

Mordecai, his face hidden in his too | arge hands, made no reply. | was
rem nded of the first tinme |I'd seen George Wagner, along the darkened stretch
of corridor, listening to phantasms. A shudder passed through Mrdecai's body,

then he rel axed.

"An earth trenmor?" he suggested, smiling. "No--no, just a little
i nfl anmati on of the inaginative powers, | suppose, |ike Brother Hugo's. But
now you nust tell ne, honest and true, what do you think of my |aboratory? Is
it adequate?"

"Ch, it's very fine."

"Coul d you ever wish for a finer cell to be prisoned in than this?" he
asked urgently.

"If I were an al chenist, never."

"I't wants nothing, nothing at all?"

"I"'ve read," | said tentatively (for | did not see his purpose in this
perfervid questioning), "that sone alchem sts, in the sixteenth and
seventeenth centuries, had seven-piped organs in their |aboratories. Misic
makes cows give nore mlk. Mght it be of any use in your work?"

"Music? | hate nusic," Mrdecai said. "My father was a jazz nusician
and ny two ol der brothers. O the smallest of small times, but it was their
life. Wien they weren't practicing, they'd play records or turn on the radio.
| could never open ny nouth or make the |east sound, but they'd junp on nme for
it. Don't talk to ne about music! N ggers have a natural sense of rhythm they
say, so when | was three years old | had to begin taking tap-dancing | essons.
| was lousy at it, and | hated it, but | had this natural sense of rhythm you
see, so the lessons continued. The teacher showed us clippings fromold
Shirley Tenple novies, and we had to | earn her routines, right down to the
last smile and wink. When | was six, Mammy brought ne to the Thursday night
tal ent show at the local theater. She'd dressed me up in this pissel egant
little angel costune, all tinsel and chintz. My nunber was _|I'Il Build a
Stairway to Paradise_. You know that one?"

| shook ny head.

"It goes like this . He began singing the song in his rasping
parroty falsetto and at the same tine to shuffle along the carpet.

"Son of a bitch!" he shouted, breaking off. "How the fuck can | do
anyt hi ng on a goddamm rug?" He bent over, caught hold of the tasseled fringe
of the figured carpet, and pulled it clear of the tiled floor, dragging al ong
or overturning furniture in the process.

Then he resuned, nore |loudly, his grotesque song and dance, his arns
flailing out of sync with the ill-sung nelody. H's footwork becane nere
confused stonping. "_I'mgoing to get there at any price_," he shrieked.
Flinging both legs out in front of him he fell on his back. The song
degenerated into pai ned screans, as his arns and |l egs continued to flai
about. He beat his head violently against the tiles of the floor

The fit had gone on only a short while before the guards arrived with a
nmedi cal attendant. Mordecai was restrained and sedated.

"You'll have to leave himfor a while now," the guards' officer said.

"There's sonmething | was supposed to take with ne. If you'll wait just a
second. "

| went to Mordecai's worktable and found the TOP SECRET folder I'd
noti ced when Mrdecai had spread out the atlas. The officer |ooked at the
fol der doubtfully.

"Are you authorized to handl e that?" he asked.

"It's a story he wote," | explained, pulling the typed pages fromthe
fol der and showing himthe title--Portrait of Pornpani anus. "He asked nme to
read it."

He averted his eyes fromthe typed pages. "Ckay, okay. But don't for
Christ's sake show_ it to ne!"



| left himthen with the nedic and the guards. Wiy is it that whenever
|'ve been with Mrdecai | feel, imrediately afterward, as though I'd just
failed an inmportant exam nation?

Later:
A note from Mordecai. He has never, he clains, felt better

June 17

There is great pleasure, and correspondingly great pain (the only
nmet aphor that occurs is dismally anal), in getting out (the metaphor shyly
peeps forth) a new oeuvre. Wnderful word, oeuvre.

Louie Il's recent intrusion into these pages may prove of benefit in one
respect: It has allowed ne (compelled me, rather) to | ook at ny past work nore
clearly, to realize how wholly neretricious it all was . . . and is. | include
in this renunciation, | should add, that recent thundergush of rodonontade,
_The Hierodul e_.

Al so, besides the actual Wrks-in-Progress, | have had glimerings of
somet hing | arger, my own nagnum opus possibly, which was inspired partly by
Mor decai ' s bl asphem es of yesterday.

Have read "Portrait of Ponpani anus,’

which is better than |I'd expected,

yet curiously disappointing. | think it is because it is so controlled a tale,
the plot so neticul ously el aborated, the | anguage of such a conci nnate beauty,
that I'mdisgruntled. I'd hoped for a _cri de coeur_, nonobjectivist

action-witing, a confidential glinpse of the real Mrdecai Washi ngton
Whereas R L. Stevenson might have witten "Portrait" as a pendant to "A
Lodging for the Night" (except that it is 40,000 words, nearly novel |ength).

The argument is worth recounting, especially as |I've nothing else to
fill my journal with today than snippets fromthe Warpi ng Process (pun
conpliments of James Joyce). This, therefore, by way of factoricity:

"Portrait" opens with a razzmatazz set piece in the RougeColtre
Monastery, where the mad van der CGoes is being treated by the brothers for his
"inflammation of the wits." Their renedies are alternately tender and gruesone
and uniformy inefficacious. Van der Goes dies in a fit of terror at the
inevitability of his damati on.

After the burial (there is a lovely funeral sernon first) a stranger
cones in the night, digs up the coffin, opens it, and breathes life back into
t he corpse. Hugo, we now | earn, had sold his soul in exchange for (1) a
conplete tour of the Italian peninsula to see all the great paintings--the,
wor ks of Masaccio, Uccelo, della Francesca, et al--known in Flanders only by
report or through engravings, and (2) three years of suprene nastery as a
painter. It is his anmbition not only to surpass the masters of the North and
South, but to rival the creations even of the Al m ghty.

The main body of the story concerns van der Goes' visits to Mlan (there
is a brief and credible scene with the young da Vinci), Sienna, and Fl orence.
There are | ong di scussi ons anong Hugo, his diabolic conpani on, and ot her
artists of the tinme concerning the nature and purpose of art. Van der Coes
initial thesis is the one commonly held: that art should mrror_ reality. He
cannot resolve how this may best be done--. whether by the mcroscopic
renderings and jewel -l1ike tones of the Flem sh school or by the Italianate
mastery of space and plastic forns. Gadually, however, as he gains the
prom sed mastery and achi eves a synthesis of these two styles, his concern is
no longer to mrror reality but (under the devil's instigation) to _conpel _
it. Art netanorphoses into magic.

Only in his suprene _oeuvre_ (as his third year draws to a close), the
portrait referred to in the title, does he achieve his supernatural purpose,
and even then, as the devil bears himoff to hell, the reader is |ed to doubt
whet her the catastrophe of the story was a consequence of Hugo's magic or
nmerely of the devil's guile.

There is a rather tepid Faust-Marguerite romance threaded into the plot.



I got a chuckle out of the heroine's description:

She is nodel ed, outwardly at |east, on Dr. A née Busk. No wonder it
fails to convince as a romance

In summary: | liked this book, and | think anybody who |ikes books about
painters and devils would like it too.

_Later_:

Apart from an hour during dinner, which | ate with the prisoners in the
conmunal dining room (they nmust get their chef fromthe Cunard Line!), I've
been all day and half the night working . . . at the "larger sonething" of

which | had glimerings earlier today. It is a drama, ny maiden effort in that
form and if sheer speed is any indication of nerit, it nust be wonderful

I'"ve finished half the first act in a prelimnary draft! | alnost amafraid to
reveal its title. Part of me still recoils fromwhat | am about, |ike Bowdl er
confronted with a copy of _Naked Lunch_; another part gasps at the soaring,
overreachi ng audacity of it. Such tantilizations! Now, | see, | must put up or
shut up:

AUSCHW TZ:

A Conedy

Mordecai's "inflammations of the wit" nust be contagi ous. Angels and

m ni sters of grace defend ne! | feel possessed!
June 18

El ements of the Quotidian Worl d:

The cl ocks. The clocks of the corridors, oversize, advertising their
manuf acturers, straining after neutrality, anxious not to be anxietal, like
the clocks in public buildings. However, the m nute hand noves not with the
sl ow, inperceptible, downstream flow of other electric tinepieces, but with
abrupt, unnerving hal f-m nute junps, quanta of time. The hand is an arrow, but
one that has been translated fromlinear to rotary notion: First the twang of
rel ease, followed at once by the dead-sure strike; then for a nonent it
quivers in its target. One becones reluctant to inquire the tinme of such a
devi ce.

The absence of natural synbols. To enunerate absences: the sun, and
att endant phenonena; colors, any but those _we_ have spread upon the walls, or
that _we_are wearing, any that _we_ have not had to inagine as a condition of
their existence; cars or ships or carts or blinps or any _visible_ neans of
transportation (we go everywhere we go in elevators); rain, wnd, any of the
arbitrary signs of _clinmate_; a | andscape (how rich to the senses woul d seem
even a Nebraska prairie--less, even endl ess desert), a seascape, a _sky_;
trees, grass, soil, _life_ --any life but our own dw ndling existences. Even
such natural symbols as can yet be found anmong us--such antique sinplicities
as doors or chairs or bows of fruit or water jugs or castoff shoes--seemto
take on a wholly hypothetical character. Eventually, one supposes, the
environnent will sinply fade away. (This is ny observation only by way of
confirmation; Barry Meade originated it.)

The dictates of fashion. As if to parody the specious sort of freedom we
are allowed here, the prisoners give thenselves over to an intenperate and
absurd dandyi sm avid not so much to dress well as to be on top of whatever
_His_or _Time_ says is on top. Wgs, spurs, powders, scents, bathing outfits,
and ski cl othes--anything. Then, as abruptly as these flowers bl ooned, they
fade; this norning' s aesthete becomes the ascetic of the afternoon in a
not | ey, honermade prison garb starker than any self-respecting penitentiary
woul d issue its inmates. The dandyismis, | think, a wi stful expression of
solidarity with the outside world and with the past; the reaction fromit, a
decl aration of despair that such a solidarity can be achi eved.

The cui sine. Food here is unbelievably good. Today, for exanple, from an
i mense choi ce of breakfasts, | had fried bananas, shined eggs in a peppery



tomat 0 sauce, sausages, hot popovers, and capuchi no. At noonday, |unching wth
Barry Meade and the Bishop in the latter's cell, | had a hal fdozen Bl uepoi nt
oysters, a watercress salad, ortilans on a bed of wild rice, cold asparagus,
and, for dessert, a _dane blanche_ w th soured whi pped cream and grenadine. |If
ever a neal cried out for chanpagne it was this, but because neither of ny

[ unch partners could or would drink, |I settled on Qulnes, a Mdroccan m nera
water. (If | can't have chanpagne, | know at |east that |'m causing soneone a
ot of trouble.) The evening neal is the chief social opportunity of the day
for nobst of the prisoners, and no one hurries through it. Fromthe many
excel l ent possibilities, | selected turtle soup; an hors d' oeuvre of

sweet breads; Caesar sal ad; a rainbow trout, broiled over a wood fire;
_rehnmedaillon_ with a red currant sauce; roasted carrots, French beans with

al nronds, and a strange puffy kind of potato; and for dessert a double portion
of _Wenerschmarm_. (1've been putting on weight as never before, since never
before have | had a chance to eat like this day after day--or so little reason

to concern nyself with my quote figure unquote. | am considered a prodi gy by
t he other prisoners, who have no better appetite than one woul d expect of
condemmed nen, who are noreover deadly ill. They insist on these banquets in a

spirit of perversity: "Let us eat cake!")

The cells. Caprice and costliness are the only conmmon factor. The
Bi shop, in keeping with his sacerdotal character, is big on ecclesiastical
furniture; Meade has a room full of Salvation Arnmy end tables (he is making a
nmovi e of them; Mirray Sandemann has pedi gree Bauhaus antiques. And | have at
| ast taken Mordecai's advice and had ny decor altered to suit my taste. The

room has been stripped bare, and | live with a cot, a table, and a chair,
trying to clothe the nude walls first with stuffs of the imagination, trying
to decide. | find, to ny chagrin, that | like it just the way it is.

Visiting hours. This journal to the contrary, no one spends nuch tinme
wi th anyone else. In the dining hall and certain other areas, proniscuous
conversation is tolerated, but it is bad formto address whonever one neets by
chance in the library, corridors, etc. Most socializing is conducted on quite
formal lines. Guard-delivered invitations with clearly delimted hours are the
custom Everyone is too poignhantly aware how short his tinme is. Everyone can
see Tine's arrow quivering in the target.

More of this tomorrow perhaps.

Later:
First act of _Auschwitz_ conpleted. Second act under weigh

June 19

El enents of the Quotidian Wrld (continued):

Movi es. Tuesday and Thursday nights. The selection is by majority vote
on a list of nom nations to which anyone (but not ne!) may contribute. In
practice, one new novie and one re-run are shown each week. This week's bill
t he awesone fragment of Fellini's _Commedia_, which has at |ast fought its way
out of the Supreme Court; Giffith's filmof Ibsen's _Chosts_. The same actor
pl ayed both the philandering father and the diseased son. At the end of the
last reel a yellow filter is inserted in the projector or, it may be, the film
is tinted, and the hero undergoes an attack of |oconptor ataxia, hammy but
quite unnerving. Wth _Ghosts_, a nunber of Terrytoons fromthe forties and a
travel og of m nd-wrenching dullness (trout fishing in the Scottish highl ands).
Why? Not through any sense of canp (no one was | aughing). Perhaps this is
anot her abortive effort toward solidarity with the larger world of deadheads
out si de.

O her entertai nnents. Since George's death, there has been no resurgence
of interest in the theater (though when |I've finished _Auschwitz_ it nmay be
produced), but occasionally one of the prisoners will give an open readi ng of
his |l atest work--or a showi ng, or a whatyoumaycallit Happening. |'ve been to
only one of these, which I found as dull as or duller than Holiday in



Scotl and_: an alchemc text in heroic couplets by one of the younger geniuses.
Ho hum

Team sports. Yes, that's what | said. Mrdecai, sone nmonths ago
i nvented an el aborate variant of croquet (based partly on Lewis Carroll's
gane) that is played by teans of three to seven players. Every Friday night
there is a tournanent between the Col unbi ans and the Unitarians. (The teans'
nanes aren't quite as nicely-nicely as they may seem They have to do with the
rival schools of thought on the question of the nature and origin of syphilis,
t he Col umbi an school nmmintaining that the spirochetes were inported to Europe
fromthe New World by Col unbus' sail ors--which would account for the great
epi dem c of 1495--while the Unitarians believe that the many apparent
varieties of venereal disease are in fact one, which they call treponenatosis,
its Protean multiplicity being due to variations of social conditions,
personal habits, and climte.)

Anonmi e. Not surprising, since a lack of vital social or famly ties was
one of the conditions of the prisoners' selection. Now, its true, there is a
sort of esprit, a conmunity--but it is a comunity of outcasts, and cold
confort. The exaltations of |love, the quieter but nore enduring pl easures of
phi | oprogeni tiveness, and the normal, normative happi ness of building up, year
by year, the formof one's own life, of making that form sonmehow neani ngf ul
all these--the fundanental human experiences--are denied them even in
possibility. As Meade said regretfully yesterday: "Ah, all those girls |
didn't | eave behind! The pity of it!" Their genius, though in other respects
it may be conpensatory, only aggravates the distances that have opened up
bet ween t hem and the comon ruck, for even if they were to be cured and
allowed to | eave Canp Archi medes, they would not find thensel ves at home in
the world. Here in these deep burrows, they have |earned to see the sun; there
inthe world of light, nmen still watch the shadows on the walls of the cave.

_Later_:

The second act is done.

Mor decai has another, worse fit today. It nmay be necessary to postpone
the magnum opus. Or as Murray S. calls it, respectfully, the Big Deal

June 20

Mordecai is well again, and the schedul e hol ds. Have exhausted ny
capacity for chronicling small beer. Only the waiting now

_Later_:

Hal f of the third act. The thing is fantastic.

June 21

It is fantastic, and it is donel

There's nuch to revise, of course, but it is done. Thanks be to

Whon? Augustine says in his _Confessions_ (I, 1): "It may cone about
that the supplicant invoked another in the place of the one he intended--and
wi thout knowing it." A danger equally in art as in magic. Well, if the devi
must be thanked for _Auschwitz , then let it be recorded that |I thank himand
gi ve him his due.

As | wite this, it is late afternoon. As | have sone tinme before the
di nner hour, | thought | would sketch in a few prelimnaries to |ighten what
may prove a form dable burden of narrative, if the evening is half so eventful
as it prom ses.

In the first giddy noments after 1'd witten the |ast speech for
_Auschwitz_, when | could suddenly no |l onger tolerate these bare walls, richer
in horrid suggestion than any Rorschach (for hadn't they been the screen upon
which | had projected the successive images of ny dismal conedy?), | stunbled
out into the hypogeal daedal of corridors, happening across the hidden heart
of it, or its mnotaur at |east, Haast. Wo, hinself giddy with his inprobable



expectations, invited me to acconmpany himto the little fane, four levels
down, that had lately been the scene of _Faustus_ and which is to be the
cataconb for tonight's solem mysteries.

"Excited?" he asked, though really it was a declaration of fact.

"Aren't you?"

"In the Army a nan has to learn to live with excitenment. Besides, being
as confident as | am of the outcone. " He smled weakly, expressing
confi dence, and waved nme into the el evator.

"No, the real excitement won't start until certain officers in certain
Pent agon of fi ces hear about what |'ve acconplished. No need to nanme nanes.
It's cormon know edge that for twenty years a small but powerful clique in
Washi ngt on has been burning up mllions and billions of taxpayers' dollars to
get us into Quter Space. While all of _inner_ Space had yet to be explored.™

Then, when | wouldn't rise to the bait: "You must be wondering what |
nmean by that expression--inner Space?"

"It's a very . . . thought-provoking

"It's my own idea, and it relates to what | was explaining to you the
ot her day, concerning the materialismof nodernday science. You see, science
accepts only material_ facts, whereas in fact Nature always has two sides, a
material and a spiritual. Just as every human being has two sides, a Body and
a Soul. The body is the product of the dark, shadowy earth, and in al cheny
this is what nust be _albified_, that is to say, nade as white as a naked,
shining sword." As though questing for the hilt of this sword, his hands waved
about oratorically.

"Now the materialist scientist |acks this fundanental insight, and so
_his_ whole attention is directed to Quter Space, whereas an al chemi st is
al ways aware of the inportance of _teamwrk_ between Body and Soul, and so

he's naturally nore interested in Inner Space. | could wite a whol e book
about it . . . if only I had your gift for words."
"Ch, books!" | said, hastening to danpen these ardors. "There's a | ot

nore inmportant things than books. As the Bible says, 'O maki ng many books,

there is no end.'" Alife of action can contribute nore good to society than--"
"I don't need you to tell ne that, Sacchetti. | haven't wasted _nmy_life

in sone ivory tower. But still, the book |I have in mnd would be no ordinary

pi ece of trash. It could answer nmany of the questions that are disturbing

t hought ful people these days. If you'd care to | ook at sone of the notes |'ve

made .

Seeing that he was not to be stopped, | relinquished to himwith
grudgi ng grace. "That would be interesting."
"And maybe you coul d advise ne on how | can inprove them | nmean, to

make them clearer to the average reader."

| nodded gl oomily

"And nmaybe--"

| was spared this last turn of the thunbscrew by our arrival at the
entrance to the sanctum sinultaneously with Dr. A mée Busk

"You're a bit early,” Haast told her. H s emissile good fell owship
retracted like a snail's cornua at the sight of Busk-- in a suit as gray and
chaste as any flatworm epal pibrate, grimy nounted on her iron heels and
ready to ride to battle.

"I've come to inspect the equipnent that will be used at the séance.
Wth your pernission?"

"There are already two el ectronics experts going over every circuit. But
if you think they need _your_ advise. " He made a stiff bow, and she
preceded himinto the theater, saluting triny.

The flats for the first and | ast acts of _Faustus_ had not been
stripped, and the soaring bookshel ves and shadowed staircase served now as a
backdrop for the new drama. A lectern carved in the formeither of an eagle or
an angel supported a fat |eather volune, a real book this, not nere painted
canvas. It was spread open to a page of such cabalistic scribblings as I'd
noti ced on Mordecai's desk, but whether this was a further theatricality or of



some pragmatic and sacranental significance | could not tell

This much accorded well with traditional presentations of _Faustus_; the
el ements added since seenmed nore suited to a nodern horror movie, a ragtag
Japanese version of _Frankenstein_ perhaps. There were bubblers in assorted
colors, like giant Christmas tree ornanments, and what might have been a war
surplus tel escope, the larger end focused, introspectively, on the
floorboards. There was a battery of dials and wi nkers and spinning reels of
tape, homage to the cult of Cybernetick. But the happiest inspiration of the
set designer had been a pair of nodified hair driers whence burgeoned, as from
cornucopi ae, a rich profusion of electrical spaghetti. Two N. S. A engineers
were inspecting the tangled i nnards of these perfect little orange plastic and
chrone deat hseats, while the Bi shop watched over themto preserve the
circuitry against sacrilege. They nodded to Busk, recogni zing her

"Wl | ?" she asked. "How are our black boxes? WII they turn everything
t hey touch to gol d?"

One of the engineers | aughed uneasily. "As far as we can tell, Doctor
they don't do a dammed thing except hum™"

"It seens to me," Busk said, addressing nme and pretending to have
forgotten Haast, "that if one were setting out to performmagic tricks, one
woul dn't need much nore than a chalk circle and a dead chicken. O, at the
very nost, an orgone box."

"There's no need to beconme filthy," Haast said sullenly. "You'll see
what they can do when the time cones. People made fun of |saac Newton the sane
way, because he studi ed astrol ogy. You know what he said to then? He said,
"Sir, | have studied it, you have not."

"Newt on, |ike nost geniuses of any size, was a nut. Madness is becomn ng
to a genius, but |I find it surprising that a man |like yourself, a pedestrian
shoul d need to go so far afield for the elements of his neurosis. Especially
in view of the old saw, 'Once bitten, twi ce shy." She desired not argunent
but, like a picador, sinply to wound.

"Are you tal king about Auaui ? What everybody seenms to forget about that
canpaign is that | won it. Despite the di seases, despite the treason of ny
staff, I won it. Despite the _lies_ that surround nme and despite, let ne add,
t he nost unfavorabl e horoscopes |'ve ever had to deal with, I won it!"

Wi nkling her nose with pleasure at the scent of blood, she stood back
and determ ned where to place the next pic. "I've been unfair," she said,
careful ly. "Because |'msure that Berrigan was nuch nore responsible for al
t hat happened there than you, as responsibility is judged these days. Please
excuse ne."

She nust have thought, as | did, that this would have brought himto an
entire standstill, ready for the banderilleros. But not at all. He walked to
the I ectern and then, as though reading fromthe hierograns in the book, said,
"Say what you will."

Busk lifted a m nuscul e eyebrow, inquiringly.

"Say what you will--there's something init." He thwacked the lectern
soundly with his fist. Then, with his ininmtable sense of catechesis, he
qgquot ed the epigraph of Berrigan's book

"There are nore things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than are dreant of
i n your phil osophy."

No wonder the man wins all his battles: He doesn't recognize defeat!

Busk reined in her |ips and galloped off. Wen she was gone, Haast,
smling, turned to ne. "Well, we sure showed old Siegfried, didn't we? Take ny
advi ce, Louie--never try and argue with a woman."

Traditionally these com c episodes are prelude to nore terrible events:
Ham et nocks Pol oni us, the Fook makes riddles, the drunken porter stunbles
across the stage to answer the knocking at the gate.

_Later_:
| did not expect the catastrophe so soon. The play is all but over, and
I'd thought we were sonewhere in the mddle of the second act. There is



nothing left to be done now but to bear the bodies fromthe stage.

As always, | was in nmy seat well before curtain time, though not in
advance of Haast, who as | came in was worrying the mai ntenance crew about the
ventilators, which had devel oped a sudden autism He had shaved the
afternoon's white stubble fromhis face and changed into a bl ack
doubl e- breasted suit. Though of the latest cut, the suit seened dated.
Visiting Stuttgart in the early sixties |I'd noticed how many of the
busi nessnmen were wearing the styles of their youth; for them-and for
Haast--it woul d al ways be 1943.

The few prisoners not playing an active role in the rites arrived next,
some in formal wear, others in their electic but no | ess sober attire. They
took their seats not _en bloc_ but scattered throughout the small auditorium
so that when they were settled the theater seened scarcely less enpty than it
had been.

Busk too had chosen to dress as though in nourning. She took the seat
behi nd m ne, and began i nmedi ately chai nsnoking Canels. In a short while she
had woven a little cocoon of smpoke about the two of us, aided by the vents'
mal functi on

Mor decai, the Bishop, and a small host of censers, ostiaries, etc.
(looking like the first act of _Tosca_ at the Amato Opera) arrived |l ast, or
rather, they entered, wth ol eagi nous ponp. The Bi shop was gol denly decked out
in Matissely synbol atrous vestnments, though even he preserved one touch of the
funereal. Hs mtre was dead bl ack. Mdrdecai had exercised a certain nmacabre
econony in choosing his costume for the ball: It was the sanme bl ack vel vet
suit with a gold lace collar that George Wagner had worn as Faust. It stood
all too evidently in need of dry cleaning, but even fresh it would have been
wrong on Mordecai, whomit caused to seem al nost uniformy black. Wrse, its
cut enphasi zed the narrowness of his chest, his rounded back and bandy | egs,
hi s ungai nli ness wal ki ng as much as his gracel essness in repose. He resenbl ed,
on an enl arged scal e, one of Vel asquez's pathetic dwarfs, the rich costune
serving only to set off the grotesque frane. This was, doubtless, the effect
i ntended. Pride will flaunt its ugliness quite as if it were beauty.

Haast hurried up to this nonkey Haml et and grasped him albeit gingerly,
by the hand. "This is a historic occasion, nmy boy." H s voice was husky with
deeply felt self-inmportance.

Mor decai nodded, renoving his hand. Hi s eyes shone with a fierce
attentiveness, uncustomary even for him | was rem nded of van der Coes's
"pai nful eyes" in "Portrait of P."

"Thirsty for light, his gaze would keep returning to the sun." The
Bi shop, duly cerenoni ous and foll owed by two supernuneraries who supported the
glittering cope, preceded Haast up the four steps to the stage. Mrdecai
lingered in the aisle, scanning the faces in the audi ence. Wen his eyes net
m ne, there was a sudden flicker of anusenment. He came along the front rowto
nmy seat, stooped, and whi spered:

"Now | want

Spirits to enforce, art to enchant;
And my ending is despair

Unless | be reliev'd by prayer.™

He rose, crossing his arns over the stained velvet, smug. "Do you know
who said that? | can see that you don't--but you _should_ ."

"Who?"

He went to the steps, nounted the first, and turned. "It was the sane
who said, earlier

"Il break ny staff,
Bury it certain fadons in the earth--"

| finished, interrupting him Prospero's farewell to his magic arts:



"And deeper than did ever plunmret sound
["1'l drown ny book."

"But not, you know," Mordecai added with a w nk, "just yet."

Haast, who was waiting at the lectern for Mdrdecai to conme up on the
stage, rattled a handful of crisp papers at us inpatiently. "Wat are the two
of you jabbering about? W shoul dn't be tal ki ng now-we shoul d be preparing
our m nds, enptying themout for a great spiritual experience. You don't seem
to realize that we stand on a brink."

"But | do, | do!" Mordecai took the three steps in one unsteady stride,
crossed the stage at a brisk hobble, and took a seat beneath one of the
Medusa-li ke driers. | mediately Sandemann began fixing wires to his forehead
wi t h adhesi ve.

"“I'"'mdunb," he said. "Comence."

Haast | aughed delightedly. "Well, | certainly didn't nmean to inply that.
But neverthel ess . " He turned back to his nmeagre audi ence. "Before we
begi n, | adies and gentlenen, there are one or two things 1'd like to say.
Concerning the great undertaking that is about to transpire.” Then he began to
read fromthe typescript in his hand.

Busk | eaned forward to whisper stagily: "I'll bet the ol d gerontophobe
goes on half an hour. He's afraid to bring it to a test. He's afraid of his
silly brink."

He exceeded her estimate by fifteen m nutes. Though | pride nyself on
the circunstantiality of this record | will not give nore than the briefest

synopsi s here of that speech. Haast spoke first of the satisfaction it
afforded himto be a benefactor of mankind and provi ded capsul e accounts of
the lives and contributions of earlier benefactors: Christ, Al exander the
Great, Henry Ford, and the great nodern astrol oger Carl Jung (pronounced with
a soft J). He described affectingly the pathos and terror of aging and
denonstrated how nuch harmis done to the social organismby the continua
choppi ng off of its nobst experienced and useful menbers by shortsighted
conpul sory retirenent prograns and death. He reveal ed the principle by which
the Soul can remain forever youthful ("Keep an open mind, and be receptive to
Fresh Approaches"), but he confessed that it had been the despair of his
mature years that he could not find the conplenmentary principle by which the
body mi ght preserve like agel essness. Then, in just these |ast few nonths, he
had, ai ded by his young coll eagues (with the briefest of nods toward Mrdecai)
redi scovered a secret known centuries before to a privileged few but soon to
be confided, if not universally, then to all nenbers of society responsible
enough to be able to benefit by it: the secret of eternal life.

By the time he was done | had becone somewhat dizzied by the thick snoke
about me and the growi ng heat. It nust have been even hotter onstage, under
the lights, for both Haast and the Bi shop had become quite |umnminous wth
sweat .

VWhil e Haast, in turn, was being strapped and fitted beneath the drier
t he Bi shop advanced to the lectern and asked us to join himin a short prayer
speci ally conposed for the occasion.

Busk rose to her feet. "Pray until mdnight, it's your production. But
m ght | ask you, as we seemto have abundant time, the _purpose_ of these
various devices? Alchenists of the classic era nmust certainly have got by with
sinmpler artifacts. When | asked the sane question of two engineers this
afternoon, they were unable to enlighten nme, or thenselves, and so | had hoped
that you .

"What you ask is not easy," the Bishop replied, with an affected and
| udi crous gravity. "You seek to understand in nmonents what it has taken
manki nd untold centuries to comprehend. Is it the anachroni smof el ectronics
that puzzles you? But surely it would be short-sighted not to avail ourselves
of _all_ the resources of science! Because we respect the wi sdom of the
anci ents does not nean that we nust despise the technical virtuosity of our



own age."

"Yes, yes, yes--but what does it _do?_"

"Essentially . " He furrowed his brow "Essentially, it magnifies.
Though i n another sense you nmight say that it accelerates. Inits traditiona
form the formknown to Paracel sus, the elixir is slowwrking. Once it has
been absorbed into the bloodstream it begins to penetrate the three
nmeni nges--the dura mater, the arachnoid, and the pia mater. Only when these
have been wholly transnogrified by the elixir-- and this period increases in
direct proportion to age or ill health--only then does the process of
corporeal rejuvenation begin. But clearly, we could not afford a phil osophic
pati ence. W needed to hasten the action of the elixir, and that is the
pur pose of the equi pment you see here.”

" How_ does it achieve this purpose?"

"Ah, that question takes us into deeper waters. First, the al pha
pi ckup--that is, the device being readied now for M. Haast--records and
anal yzes the el ectroencephal ographic patterns. These records are then in turn
processed by--"

"Enough idle tal k!" Haast shouted, pushing aside Sandemann, who was
fixing the wire coronet to his perspiring brow "She's already heard nore than
she's cleared for. Jesus Christ A mghty, you people don't have any sense of
Security! If she talks up again, | want the guards to renmove her fromthe
auditorium |Is that understood? Now, let's get back to business."

Once agai n Sandemann began taping the wires to Haast, working with the
nervous, finicking methodi cal ness of a barber shaving a restless custoner.

Mor decai, his eyes hidden under the drier, was picking at his teeth with a
fingernail. Boredon? Bravado? Tensi on? Wthout being able to glinpse his eyes
| could not interpret.

The Bi shop, addi ng sone vi brato, now conmenced his prayer, which (he
poi nted out) had been adapted froma prayer of the fourteenth century
al chem st Ni chol as Fl anel

"Almighty God, father of l|ight waves, from Wwom flow, as blood froma
beating heart, all further benisons, we beseech Thy infinite nercy. Gant that
we may share in that eternal wi sdomthat surrounds Thy throne, which created
and perfected all things, which |eads themto their fufflilment or
anni hilation. Thine is the wi sdomthat governs the celestial and occult arts.
Grant, Abbas, that that wi sdom nmay shine forth upon our works, that we may
proceed unerring in that noble art to which we dedicate our spirits, seeking
that mracul ous stone--"

At this point one of the supernuneraries, kneeling at the side of the
stage, rang a silvery bell

"That stone of the sages--"

Two bells, in chorus.

"That nost precious stone, which Thou in Thy wi sdom hast hidden fromthe
tellurian world, but which Thou canst reveal to Thy elect."

Three--and as they jingled solemly, the doors swung open and the
phi | osophi cal egg, | ooking nmore than ever |ike a great cooking pot, was
wheel ed into the roomatop a small batterypowered trolley. Four supers lifted
it to the stage.

Busk | eaned forward to risk a small sneer. "Rituals! I'll take a good
honest conpul si on neurosis any day." But there was an overinsistence in the
statement and in her manner which suggested that the Bishop's gallimufrey was
having its effect even on her--perhaps, indeed, especially on her

Dizzy with the burning Canels and attacked by bellycrabs as well, |
found ny attention straying fromthe prayer to the brute business of unsealing
the egg, which was taking place alnmost directly above ne. Only when this was
acconpl i shed did the Bishop's viscid incantations emerge fromthe humi ng
darkness of the Latinate into the real mof ordinary humbug, just as sonetines,
in a supermarket or elevator, one recognizes the tune playing on the Mizak

" and just as Thy only begotten Son is at once God and nan, just as
He, born without sin and not subject to death's domi nion, chose to die that we



m ght be free of sin and live eternally in His presence, just as He rose
glorious on the third day, just so is the Carnot, philosophic gold, without
sin, ever the sanme and radiant, able to survive all trials, yet ready to die
for its ailing and inperfect brothers. The Carnot, gloriously born anew,
delivers them tinctures themfor life eternal, and bestows on themthe
consubstantial perfection of the state of pure gold. So do we now, in the nane
of that same Christ Jesus, ask of Thee this food of angels, this mracul ous
cornerstone of heaven, set in place for all eternity, to govern and reign with
Thee, for Thine is the kingdom and the power, and the glory, for ever and
ever."

Even Busk joined in the response. "Anen."

The Bi shop, handing his crozier to a super, approached the decanted egg
and lifted out the earthen bottle that had been baking inside these forty days
and nights. The lights were cut on cue, all but a single spot focused through
the tel escopic do-thingy |I'd seen that afternoon. (This light, | was later
i nforned, was derived--by an unspecified process-- fromthe star Sirius.) The
Bi shop poured the nmurky contents into a chalice, which, filled to the brim he
el evated into the beam of pure Sirian light. Now the assenbl ed prisoners, on
stage and of f, perpetrated their npst audaci ous plagiarism They began to sing
Aqui nas' Eucharistic hymm, "O esca viatorum"

"O esca viatorum
O pani s angel or um
O manna caelitum.

At the climax of his purloined cerenony, the Bishop turned and of fered
the chalice to the lips first of Haast, then of Mrdecai, both so swaddled in
el ectrical gear that they could barely incline the chalice to drink fromit.
As each drank, the Bishop recited his own execrable translation from Aqui nas'
crisp Latin:

"O food of wayfarers! Bread of angels! Manna wherewith all heaven's fed!
Draw nigh and with they sweetness sate the heart that ever hungers for thee."

The | ast spot faded to black, and we waited in that tepid, unnmoving air
for what we all feared, even the npbst sangui ne and sel f-del uded.

It was Haast's voice, though strangely altered, that broke the
stillness. "Gve ne sone light! Lights! It works, | can feel it--1 can fee
t he change!"

The full conplenment of spots cane on, dazzling the retina's mld rods.
Haast stood center stage, having torn the crown of wires fromhis scalp. Blood
trickled fromhis tenple and down his sweating, suntanned face, which gl eaned
in the spotlights like buttered toast. Trenbling throughout his body, he threw
open his arnms and exulted in his reedy voice: "Look, you bastards! Look at
me--1'myoung again. My whole body is alive! Look!"

But our eyes were not on Haast. Mrdecai, who had not stirred all this
while, now with painful slowness lifted his right hand before his eyes. He
made a sound that nourned all hope, that raised nisery to the exquisiteness of
nortal terror, and when his rigid frane woul d not support this outburst any
| onger, he cried aloud: "Black! The bl ackness! All, all black!"

It was over without transition. The body slunped in the chair, though
the entangling wires prevented it fromfalling to the floor. A doctor fromthe
infirmary had been waiting in attendance in the corridor. H s diagnosis was
al nost as abrupt as Mrdecai's death.

"But how?" Haast shouted at him "How _could_ he die?"

"An enbolism | should say. I"'mnot surprised. At this stage the
smal | est excitenment night have been enough."” The doctor turned back to
Mor decai, now lying on the floor, as graceless in death as in life, and cl osed
hi s wi de-opened eyes.

Haast smiled strickenly. "No! You're lying again. He's not dead, he's
~not_, he can't be. He drank the elixir too. He's been restored_ to life,
reborn, albifled! Life is eternal!"”



Busk rose to her feet, |aughing abusively. "Youth!" she jeered. "And
eternal life, is it? Is this howit works, your elixir of youth?" And with the
bul | of magi c dead before her, she strode out of the theater, confident that
she had nerited ears and tail.

Haast pushed the doctor away fromthe corpse and laid his hand over its
stilled heart. H's groan was the brother of that which had shattered the body
at his feet.

He stood up, eyes closed, and spoke, at first al most somanbulistically,
then with mounting shrillness. "Take him Take himfromthis room Cremate

him Take himto the furnace now, and burn him Burn himtill there are only
ashes! Oh, the black traitor! I'll _die_ now, and it's himthat will be to
blame. I"'mno younger--it was a trick. It was always a trick. Damm hinml Dam

the bl ack bastard! Damm him damm him damm himforever!” And with each
"Dam, " Haast kicked the corpse's head and chest.

"Pl ease, sir! Think of your own health!"

Haast retreated at the doctor's restraining touch, as though in fear
Stunbl i ng backward, his hand cane down upon the lectern for support. Quietly
but systematically, Haast tore pages fromthe book and threw them on the
floor. "Lies," he said, crunpling the thick paper. "Mrre |lies. Treasons.
Deception. Lies."

The prisoners seened strangely to disregard Mrdecai's body, which the
guards, just arriving, had thrown on the trolley that had brought in the
phi |l osophi cal egg. It had proven to be no nore, after all, than the nost
commonpl ace Dutch oven. | took a handkerchief frommy pocket to w pe the blood
fromhis face, but too soon the guards had ny arms. As they led nme out, Haast
was still ripping apart the drowned, drowned book

June 22

Waking in the mddle of the night, | recorded, in sleepy shorthand, the
ni ght mare that had awakened nme, then fell back into bed, |onging for the
nunbness at the end of thought, and lay there, hollow and dry, staring into
unconpassi onat e darkness. This, elaborated fromthose notes, is ny dream

There was first a scent of cloying sweetness, as of rotting fruit. |
realized it was comng fromthe large hole in the center of the room A very
fat man was standing at the bottomof this hole am d heaps of breccia.
Tonsured, a nonk. Hi s hood and habit were white: a Doninican

He took the cord girdling his nmddl e and tossed one end to ne. Puffing
hi m out was an al nost inmpossible task. At l|ast, though, we both sat at the
edge of the hol e, gasping.

"Usual Iy, of course,” he said, "I can float. Oten to the height of a
cubit."”

For so gross a man he seened oddly insubstantial. Gaseous al nost. The
pudgy hands resenbl ed rubber gl oves blown up to bursting. | thought to nyself:

Louie, if you don't watch it, pretty soon this is what you'll |ook like.

"And that's only a single nmiracle. | could nmention many others. _Quantam
sufficit_, as Augustine observes. Have you nowhere | can sit?"

"My chairs, I'"'mafraid, would be rather too . . . secondary. Perhaps the
bed?"

"And sonething to eat. Alittle bread, some herrings." He jabbed a
fist-balloon at the springs. "I've come to deliver a nmessage. Consequently, |
shall not stay long."

| pushed the button beside the door. "A message for ne?"

"A nmessage from God." He |lowered hinself unto the runpled sheets. The
hood shadowed all but the |lower part of his face, where his nmouth shoul d have
been.

"I doubt it," | said, as politely as | could.
"Doubt God? Doubt He exists? Wat nonsense! O course you believe in
God- - everybody does. | nyself have proven his existence three different ways.

First, if He didn't exist, everything would be entirely different. Up would be



down, and right would be left. But we see that this is not the case. Ergo, Cod
must exist. Secondly, if God did not exist neither of us would be here now,
waiting for sonmething to eat. Thirdly, we have only to | ook at our watches to
see that He exists. Wat tine is it?"

"A bit past three."

"Ch dear, oh dear. They're very late. Are you good at riddles? Wy did
the hyperdulia pray to the Pia Mter?"

"Way is a raven like a witing desk?" | munbl ed, beginning to be annoyed
with ny guest. | don't think he heard ne, or if he did, he failed to grasp the
al | usi on.

"You don't know! Here's another. A teacher of mine said, 'You call hima
dunb ox. But | tell you that this dunb ox shall bellow so |oud that his
bellowing will fill the world." Wo am]|?"

"Thomas Aqui nas?"

" _Saint_ Thomas Aqui nas. You shoul d have known that right off. Are you
dunmb?"

"Not conpared to nost."

"Conpared to nost--but what about conpared to nme? Ha! And God is snarter
even than |I. He is at the pinnacle of the chain of being. He is the first and
_immaterial _ being, and as intellectuality is a result of inmmateriality, it
follows as the night the day that He is the first intelligent being. Have you
read Di onysius?"

"I"'mafraid not."

"You should, you should. It was he who wote that each order of heavenly
being is taught divine science by the highest mnds. As, for exanple, _I|_
teach _you . Abbot Suger was especially keen on Dionysius. Wat did | just
say?"

"What ?"
"Say what | just said back to me. You can't. If you won't listen to
sinmpl e things, how shall | be able to give you the nessage?"

There was a knock at the door. It was the coffee cart, but metanorphosed
fromtarnished chrome to blazing gold and studded thickly w th precious
stones. Three small angels, no bigger than kindergartners, brought it through
the door, two pulling fromthe front, one pushing from behind. | wondered why
they didn't fly, whether perhaps their little wi ngs were aerodynam cally
unsound, as | renenbered having read in a popul ar sci ence nmagazi ne.

One cherub removed a tray of small, rotting fish fromthe bottom of the
cart. He arranged these in a handsonme Spode bow and brought it to the saint,
who had cupped his hands to receive it, a gesture of beatitude. As the cherub
passed by ne, a wingtip brushed ny face. It was nade not of feathers but of
fine, white fur.

"Amracle! Every neal is alittle mracle, you know. Herrings

especially. | died fromeating mracul ous herrings." He took three of the fish
in his bloated fingers and shoved theminto the shadow of his hood. "A peddl ar
cane by the, monastery with a |load of sardines. I'mnot very fond of sardines,

but herring--ah, herring is another matter! And what do you think happened? He
| ooked into his last cask"--another handful of the decayed fish went in,
scarcely interrupting the anecdote--"and it was full of herring! Amracle if
there ever was one. Except that, as it turned out, they were spoiled, and
died three days later, after the nost excruciating stomach cranps you can
imagine. Isn't that fantastic? The story of ny life would nake a book. You
woul dn't believe sone of the things. Though there would be very little of"--he
cleared his throat and handed the enpty bowl back to the angel--"of a carna
nature. Because fromthe age of twenty | never experienced an inmpul se of the
flesh. Not once. It nmade ny studies i measureably easier."

Anot her cherub approached with a golden tray of pastries, from which
Aqui nas sel ected a chocolate éclair. Only now did | notice the distressing
i nfl anmations that had swollen the cherub's tiny scrotum and caused the poor
thing to walk with a strange, straddling gait. My guest caught ny | ook.

"It's the orchitis, you know," he said, biting into the éclair, which



squirted whi pped creamfromits other end. "Inflammati on of the testicles.
Fromthe Greek _orchis_, or testicle, whence also the word orchid, because of
the shape of its tubers. It all comes back to the sane thing, sex, S-E-X This
is excellent pastry." The éclair consuned, he hel ped hinself to a piece of
cheesecake fromthe tray.

"You' ve read, of course, about how my brother Raynal do, by my nother's
orders, had ne abducted and brought to the tower of Roccasecca to be held

prisoner there in order that | mght not fufflil my vocation. Raynal do was
determned to take the tenpter's part and he sent a young lady to ny cell, a
blond girl of remarkable charm for | couldn't help remarking on it even as |
chased her out with a flamng brand. | burnt the sign of the cross into the

wood of the door to prevent her return, and it was then that the divine mercy
i ssued the happy di spensation | have al ready spoken of. That is the tale that
has al ways been told, but there is a sequel to it not so generally known.
Raynal do sought to underm ne ny constancy by nore than that one device. At

that time | was considered not unfavored in ny physical person. | was slimas
once even you, Sacchetti, were slim a very atony, and | noved with a

| eopard's grace. But in that close prison | could not move at all. | read--the
Bi bl e and the Master of the Sentences--and wote--one or two inconsequent
opuscul a--and prayed. But, also, and necessarily, | ate. Hunger is as powerful
an inpul se of the flesh as concupi scence, and even nore basic to our animal
nature. | ate four and sonetines five nmeals a day. Savory neats and delicate

sauces and the nmpost exquisite little cakes, far surpassing _this_, were
prepared in a kitchen that was engaged solely in making ny neals. Once, tw ce,
| refused ny food, threwit fromthe window or tranpled it on the floor, but
t hen Raynal do woul d starve me out. He would keep all food fromne for three,
four, five days, until it was Friday or a day of fast, and then there would
be, ah, the nost thrilling and abundant foods. | could not, | could not
resist, then, or--later. After | escaped Roccasecca | found that on all the
fast days of the calendar | would be revisited by an insatiable, tornenting
hunger. 1 could not pray, | could not read, | could not think, until that
hunger had been assuaged. And thus, as through the years the inmateri al
intell ect expanded |ike sone godlike, moist squash, nmy material and fleshly
aspect, my body, by its crapulence, did swell and magnify to . . . this!" He
threw up his hood, revealing what must once have been his face. d uttony had
so overwhelnmed it as to blot out all features but the heavy swag of jow s and
chin that surrounded the stained orifice of the nouth. Mre than a face the
pasty flesh resenbl ed a vast buttocks, in which the eyes were the nerest

di npl es.

"And now | suppose you'd |like some cake too. Ch, | saw the greedy | ook
you gave that pastry tray. Mpsy, the tine is at hand--bring M. Sacchetti his
nmessage. "

As his two fellows caught hold of nmy arms and pulled me to ny knees, the
third rabbit-headed cherub approached ne, wiggling his tiny pink nose with the
pl easure of anticipation, its furry wings fluttering spasnodically, like the
beating of a defective heart. Wth chubby fingers it reached into the
flowerlike and supperating wound of its scrotumand w thdrew thence a thin
white host covered with indeci pherable script.

"I'mafraid. . . that | don't. . . understand."”

"You must eat it, of course,” Thomas Aqui nas expl ai ned. "Then your
understanding will be as a god's."

The cherub forced the bread (which snelled of that same odor that had
earlier risen fromthe pit) into ny nouth. Releasing ne, the angels burst into
song:

"O esca viatorum

O pani s angel or um

O manna cdelitum Esurientes ciba,
Dul cédi ne non priva,

Corda quaerentium"



As the nauseating sweetness spread through ny nouth, the nessage, like a
| anp burning mracul ous oils, dazzled me with its insupportable truth.

"How could I not have known!"

I could see our names in giant letters of azure and gold, as clearly as
in any book: George WAgner's first; then Mdrdecai's, and all the other
prisoners' in a nonotonous progression; and there at the bottom of the page,
ny own.

But the pain lay not in this, but in the certainty that | _had_ known.
had known al nost since ny arrival at Canp Archinmedes.

Aquinas rolled on the floor with [aughter, a linbless sowbelly stomach
punpi ng bl ood into a great horned punpkin of a head. Hs bellowing filled the
room blotting out the angels' gentle carol, and | woke.

Later_:

Haast, under pressure, confirms what it is no |onger in any case
possi ble to conceal, which had been kept frommne this long only by ny own
desperate, deliberate blindness. Now that | do knowit, now that | know I know
it, | feel an actual relief, like a nmurderer whose case has dragged on for
weeks and who hears his verdict at last, the verdict that had never been in
doubt--"Q@uilty"--and, with the same sureness, his sentence, "Death." It was
not a dream and the nessage was true. | have been, since May 16, infected
with the Paffidine. Everyone here had known but I, and |, though | woul d not
listen to the whispers until they were a bellowing that filled the world,
had known t oo.

BOOK TWO

[ The followi ng notes, set off by asterisks, are reproduced as they appear in
Louis Sacchetti's journal. They are in the order in which they were witten,
but aside fromthis we have only internal evidence by which to date them
Thus, the first mention of Skilliman (in the twelfth note) woul d suggest that
this, and succeeding, entries could have been witten no earlier than the
ninth of August. By their manner we may al so safely suppose that the three
concl udi ng notes (beginning at "Mdre and nore, it is in _his_ gardens that we
wal k"), which occupy the bulk of this section of the journal, were witten
toward the end of this period, just before Sacchetti resuned work on a regul ar
(and may we al so say intelligible?) basis; this would give us the

twenty-ei ghth of Septenber as a terminal date for these "ravings" (as their
aut hor hinself styles themlater). Miuch of the followi ng material is not
original with Sacchetti, but where he has not hinself cited his sources--and
he does not, usually, bother-- we have not presuned to do so, if only because
it would be too large an undertaking and of small interest to any but

speci alists. Anong his sources we may list: the Bible, Aquinas, the Kabbal ah
various al chemic texts, including the second part of _The Romance of the
Rose , Richard (and George) \Wagner, Bunyan, M Iton, de Lautréanont, Rilke,

R mbaud, and any nunber of nodern English poets. Ed.]

* ok

"Too much introspection. Not enough factoricity. Concentrate on vivid
descriptions of real things." He's right, | know M only excuse--that hell is
mur ky.



The belly of the whale--or of the stove?

* ok

"He heard dol eful voices and rushings to and fro, so that sonetinmes he
t hought he would be torn in pieces, or trodden down like mre in the streets."
Then, a bit farther on: "Just when he was cone over against the nmouth of the
burning pit, one of the w cked ones got behind him and stepped up softly to
hi m and whi speringly suggested nany grievous blasphemies to him which he
verily thought had proceeded fromhis owm nmind. . . . He had not the
di scretion neither to stop his own ears nor to know from whence those
bl asphem es cane."

Bunyan.

W pretend that art redeens the time; in truth, it only passes it.

* ok

"\What soever the Lord pleased, He hath done." A dire truth.

* ok

"His life then began to take on the aspect of a glass of water, of the
sort in which he would rinse his brushes: the several colors, mngling, were
the color of nud."

"Portrait of P."

* ok

It is because of the wooden tub that one believes so readily in the
angel beside it, the angel that plays a cello.

* *

What Mordecai said about "Portrait": "It is dull, but then its very
dullness is part of its interest. | amnot dull on purpose, but rather | allow
the dull passages to fall where they will."

And, another tinme: "Art nust court tedium One man's still-lifeis

another's _nature norte_.

* ok

The pebbl es, grating beneath my iron heels, are the charred bones of
chil dren.

Do not earn, do not spend, Do not worry, friend:



Ti me nmust have an end.
Hurry! Hurry!

* ok

Here in hell the choice is only between the deepest cold and the
extremest heat. "Between these two states they flee roaring to and fro, for in
t he one the other always seens heavenly refreshnent.”

* ok

O Haast, Skililman says: "A mnd so innately disordered that he would
be hard put to arrange the letters of the al phabet in a sequence."

* ok

So! Even the al phabet is crunbling. As though sone squalling, nasty
child were to strike down a castle of painted bl ocks.
Skilliman's infantile face.

* ok

The Parabl e of the Pumpkin and the Hol |l yhocks

That spring in the mddle of his hollyhocks there grew an intellectua
punpki n. The hol | yhocks were beautiful, but he knew the punpkin would be nore
useful. It didn't ripen until October, by which tinme the hollyhocks had
al ready been eaten.

* ok

"I knew a man who wrote seven good poens in a single evening."
"Seven in one night! It's hard to believe."

* ok

Wt hout science we wouldn't have these rows of uprisen stelae. It

(science) is a veil over open lips, it is the word unspoken. Even the dammed
are reverent at that altar

* ok

Anfortas' |ament has becone ny own:

_Nie zu hoffen_
_dass je ich kdonnte gesunden_.

* ok

A Sebastian, wounded by Tinme's arrow.

* ok



Meade said: "But in other ways, Skilliman isn't such a bad sort. H's
eyes, for instance, are quite nice--if you |like eyes."

It is a joke that carries me back to the Iimts of nenory--to high
school. Poor Barry--he's literally falling to pieces. As though his body were
i npatient for its autopsy.

And | ater he said: "My senses are losing their touch."

* *
Today Skilliman, in a fit of temper, invented this verse, called
_The Earth_

It'd be nore perfect as a snooth sphere
Wth God' s good oceans everywhere.

* ok

"Birds of a strange nature, high-shoul dered, with crooked bills, were
standing in the rmuck, and | ooking nmotionlessly to one side."
Mann.

"This isn't Denocracy; this is hunor."
Vito Battista.

* ok

A new inscription for Hellgate: _Here everything | eaves off_.

* *
Soneday in our colleges Hnmer will be studied. The [ ast of the great
chiliasts. The | andscapes of his interior world will elicit only an

_agreeable_ anpbunt of terror. (O Beauty, therefore.) Consider that the
transcripts of the atrocity trials are already, these many years, offered for
our entertainment in theaters. _Beauty is nothing but the beginning_ .

* ok

More and nmore, it is in _his_ gardens that we wal k. Wwo, if | cried out
_then_, who would hear? Miute overthrownness! (Chirico)

Horror smled at the angels, at all of them . . appallingly. W who
have been waiting for just this can admire the illusion. "Wy, it |ooks
exactly like fire!"

Who is there to answer to the sky? A soul: it is done, it happens. Il
with fantasizing, with reckoning in words, with soundl ess neanings. _It
happens to all eternity_ . They call every day, each to the other. Lips forced
to use the brains, against all delicacy. Suspicions and foul oaths--oh, the
very foul est! Yea, the norning stops!

Ch, and the nights--the nights will tornent and excite. A lust of shane
stands and inhabits us. W gnaw and ni bble then at the extrenmties of



filthiness. It | eaves, as on a wind. but w ndless. Wnding down the cold, the
dark streets. (The cobbles bubbling in the heat.) They rush roaring to and fro
on gol den sidewal ks, toward the lifting horizon. An illusion

Interior, arterial jungles, whence the Spirit rushes. The enchant nent
collapsing in on itself, expiring with a mghty sneeze. Boys there waiting in
line to die, grunmbling, patient. Their blood flutters into nme. Ravines from
which the Spirit departs, like a glutted condor. Posts of this prison
uni verse; troops rocketing off to' face (by preference) every Terror. Wat
Luci fer whi spers of, sonme nornings.

The sin of death spares the sons of David. Hope is a swanpl and under a
gl outing sky. A prehistoric wlderness of islandnights. Hi nges of cell-nmud.
Hel | grows, joylessly, out of the testes of the dying. (Wispers: Ch, the
| echerous thickets of death!) O Mephistophel es!

The deat hcanps: fat, swollen, blossoning exorbitantly. Roots sucking at
the ground made ready by the Almghty's plan. (Only He _can_.)

God? God is our F----er; and here between the floating flowers, nental
organi zati onal principles. These, birds of a strange nature, existing between
behavi or and reward. Standing in the nuck, |ooking _at something wong_, eyes
slightly askew, as in an old woodcut.

"You are punished with stal ks of bamboo," he says. You do as you're
told. . . . He felt his heart knocki ng agai nst the god that had organi zed this
canp. Eccl esi astes.

* ok

My entrails are trodden down like mre in the streets. My linbs deform

and prostrate me. Rushings to and fro! up and down! "I have swall owed a
nonstrous dose of ----1"
Dreadful noises slide by like "fish." It is hell, eternal punishment,

where he thought he heard | ove denpbns in cadenced argunent: _On the Cause Wy
Thi ngs Exist_. He stopped, |lost in wandering nmazes, nused; ah! There, _we
exist! _CGod's |love does not cease against the rivernmouth. Kissings. The flag
sinks, in aery purposes. _Do_ cease to exist; step up softly to vanish to
want? W will nake gold, remedies, oaths. W will visit the Bowels of
the Earth. W will dream of the three neninges.
O Pia Mater, wonb of nature, accept our hyperdulial! (The Hi dden Stone is
found by Rectffication, a soundless, stealthy work. Dripdrop of vitriol into
t he Earth- Anus.)

The Parabl e of the Sun and the Mon

The king arrives unacconpani ed and enters the parenchyma. No ot her
person then draws thither to ny skin, save the guard, R M, a hunble nman. The
dew Pia watering it, dissolving |ayers of trodden gold. He gives it to the
toadstool s. Everything cones in. He divests hinself of his skin. It is
witten: | amthe Lord Saturn_. The epithesis of sin. Saturn takes it and
careens (Hoa). All things are Hoa. He, when once it has been given H m
illapses into prepared matter. O how fall'n! (Squab, upon a rock.) So, also,
is Hs nose, H s doublet of fine velvet, and these ever-encroaching grow hs,
the nostrils. What is the (difference)? Jupiter keeps it twenty days.

It is the Moon, who is the third Bel oved. Loved life. (To "live,"
anagrammatically.) She keeps the nose for twenty days. The kin are wthin.

"M croprosopus” is a cause, white as flowers of salt. Thus: Lovingly, the
Spirit descends in a fine white shirt. W consider his gorged nostrils.

One, but forty days, and sonetines forty, though it were so that He may
be forty. His Sun is yell ow.

Then comes a sun nost beautiful. Consider (Wsdom: Heil! A land where
goodness does not depend upOn damp | uxuriance. Isenheim It illum nates these
environs nore pal pably than hearing or distance. A cello! The hairy shafts of



the worl d bani sh the night.
Beginning; it is the sun that keeps each strange inplication tuned,
t hough the year sings of the year. Never let the (futhorc) slip into the
stagnant pooi s, which have no being, Annihilators! A part of their portion was
the "mlk" within the park (God's park), in being given a choice between
not i onl essness and sel f-know edge. The wyverns will be no | onger scal y-eyed.
Dol ef ul , dol eful he heard.

W proceed thus to the third Article:

" Objection 1 . It wuld seemthat (God) has never seen this terrible
virescense. W are torn by the counsel of Augustine, saying that (CGod) for
several mles together would be in the conpany of such a Ragnan that H s
'poi son' could not annihilate anything. Query: \Wat had we best do when He
suf f ocat es?

" _Obj. 2_. Further, by H s goodness, governing Doubt, one of the wi cked
ones _is_ good. There is no one here (and there is someone) who whisperingly
suggests negro songs. Causes of goodness. The pure fool, who says, 'Evil be
thou ny G-d!'" O in _The Ring_. ('Gld!" '"Is _that_ what you want?')

" j. 3_. Further, if (CGod) were to bl asphene, would He so nuch | ove
these gifts (so freely offered)? Wuld He denmand our latria? The action of
corruption has not done it, for He causes one thing to be generated by
another. _Non placet!_The body of a 'hog' cannot annihilate anything. Query?

" | answer that_: Sone have held that brush in nuddy water. This nust be
al l owed. However it is denonstrated from natural necessity that _He Hinsel f_
vomts on me. (Daily) Layers of thin gold scabs are renpved, but His nature
_cannot change_. Then, what of us? | know osnosis, and that the cell-nud is
sweetened with 'synmbol ogy raisins.' Cleaving a way inside nme for the
unbeffiferous fetters that (God) has created. Behold, Io!--the pits and
pitfalls _please the Lord . He keeps it forty days and forty nights. | amHE
H MSELF. Eden had they in reason, had He been free to give it to them"

Cone, see--the creepers of inner event!

* ok

HEAVENLY REFRESHVENTS

Intol erabl e foreword! That he cannot at once anni hilate anything! The
just pause before that which tends to non-being. Barb-tailed Scorpio, as
Mast er DUrer denonstrates, cannot _anni hilate_ anything. Therefore, cone,
tender little ones--to plash again! Introduce yourselves to ny blood' s
Phl eget hon. Ah, how nicely |I burn now. Go it, guests! through all ny tal ents!

Now you |isten, now you hear the flagellants' invisibly tiny griefs.
woul d not squander ny lanps and oil. Annihilations. It would be so
confortingly like the "dead."

Pal e Venus, Pia Mter, accept these few spirochetes.

Weepi ng, | saw a Satanophany of "Gold"--fascinariorum Gsnosis' ore;
yet, one suspects sonmehow the magic of it. (He entreats your discretion.)

Ram form the colum of fluid blasphem es ascended his spine, undergoing swift
corruption. This neaptide of pus is not easy to extricate.

But how filthy |I've becone. Lice gnaw ne. The Swi ne God, Love, in giving
being to such creatures, renmpves the scabs of |eprosy. Truth: untruth. Can he
"anni hilate" H's grace? No, nor the waters of rivers. But as we have said
above, such tissues on a dunghill are enornously contradictory to the Catholic
faith.

The pilgrims' way led themalong a "street." According to Ps. cxxxiv. 6,
imortal hatred burns with an even flame. This is the doctrine of A: see his
treatise, _On Annihilation_.

"He ruleth. He does what He wifi." Here this "nothing" is a (nobst
personal ) cause. The conatus of all H's acts.



That mghty gallery, Anastonosis, prinmal forest of essential being that
we call Heart's Bl ood. htunding, he descends on all that tends to non-being;
he _descends_, and Frightful ness |urks al ongside, who is born of Nothingness,
and inhabits Here-and-Now. This is the mlky spirit to Whom we address these
guestions. Sphinx wi nks. Hi s garden is aroused, but she w thholds. And again.

It is enornmous, of a sort w thout haecceity. Wthout prejudice to
Al'l - Maker's goodness, it may be called Slug Water. W nust venture farther
down, beneath God's lily, to the "Fathers." (_Faust_, g.v.) And wi thout
prejudice to his hairy palns, we are farctate with hatred and scorn. W thunb
our noses.

Plant life, water rills, quavers, enervations. Greenness reflects the
nost flagitious of them (CGod). Hi s power calcifies the powdered root. He nends
their crooked bills. 0 Puppet of Ill, annihilate! Annihilate all, and us.

Pi eces; nets converging in the sign of Poison; Pisces. Thrice bl essed be
the (Cause). Violence of swarnms of animated corkscrews.

Squiffy with thirst in Gernman | ands,
Among the cheering flagellants

Quilds of penitentials marching to a satispaison. As A says, _because
God_ is grown old are these changes conme. He draws a universal blank
Goodness? No, he dances. If it pleased Hm he would annihil ate cause and
noti on, sequence and event . . . the Penitent.

Consi der the proliferation of "Cause." You have here this rotting spina
sac that you may cone upon know edge of "God." Then He reaches a dirty, rugate
finger into the cerebrum and

_Ga netigliuk ende firseiglie blears. Ga netigliuk ende firseiglie.
Netigliuk ende firseiglie blears_.

(God)

1.
The facts, then. Haast threatens that if | do not Iimt nyself to the
fact, the whole fact, and nothing but the fact, mnmy dining-roomand library

privileges will be withdrawn. The library | mght forego.
2.

| have refused, however, categorically, to keep a journal. Though ny
days are nunbered, | will not abet their nunber.
3.

I am nmuch sicker. | have shooting pains in ny groin and ny joints.
| ose hal f ny dinners. My nouth and nose bl eed. My eyes hurt, and ny vision
has, just these last few days, become quite bleary. | have to wear gl asses.
Al so, | amgrowing bald, but I amnot sure that that may fairly be bl aned upon
the Pal l'i di ne.

| suppose that | am smarter. However, | do not _feel_ nuch smarter. 1
feel, alternately, |loggy and hysterical, manic and depressive, hot and cold. |
feel like hell. But in Dr. Busk's offices (which she no | onger occupies)

have turned out sone renarkabl e performances on various psychometric tests.

4

Dr. Busk is no longer working at Canp Archinedes. She is not, at |east,
i n evidence. She has been out-of-sight, in fact, since the very evening of
Mordecai's death. | have asked Haast for an explanation of her di sappearance,
but he will only explain in tautol ogies: She is gone because she is gone.



5.

Al the prisoners | have heretofore witten of are dead. The last to die
was Barry Meade, who lingered on for alnost a full ten nmonths. His wit never
failed him and he | aughed hinself to death over a book of the dying words of
fanous men. It was a short tinme after his death that | wote the first of the
three journal entries which so distressed Haast and which pronpted his | atest
and nost vigorous insistence on _facts_.

"What is a fact?" | asked him

"A fact is what happens. The way you used to wite-- about the people
here, and about what you think about them"

"I _don't_ think about them though. Not these people. Not if | can help
it."

"Dam it, Sacchetti, you _know_ what | want! Wite sonething | can

understand. Not this. . . this. . . it's positively antireligious, this stuff
of yours. I'mnot a religious man, but this. . . you go too far. It's
antireligious, and | can't understand a word of it. You start witing a
sensible, intelligent journal again, or I'Il wash my hands of you. |I'll wash
ny hands, you understand?"

"Skillimn wants nme sent away?"

"He wants you _done_ away. As a disruptive influence. You can't deny
that you're a disruptive influence."

"What use is my journal to you? Wiy _do_ you keep ne on here? Skilliman
doesn't want me. His little children don't want to be disrupted by nme. All
ask is a jug of wine, a |oaf of bread, and a book."

| should never have said that, for it was that that gave Haast the |ever
he needed to nove ne. For all my cerebration, | amstill the same rat in the
same box pressing the sane bar

7.

Haast has changed. Since the night of the great fiasco he has grown
m | der. That glistering boyi shness so characteristic of ol der American
executives has left his face, |eaving behind a sea wack of stoicism H s step
is heavier. He is carel ess about his clothes. He spends |ong hours at his desk
staring into space. Wat does he see? No doubt, the certainty of his own
deat h, which he never believed in till now

8.

For this last fact_ | amindebted to the guards. They regard ne as an
uppercl assman these days. They make confidences. Assiduous is not happy about
the work that duty requires of him He suspects it may not be altogether
right. Like Hans in nmy play, Assiduous is a good Catholic.

9.

_Auschwitz_ has been published. Since its conpletion, | have alternately
t hought it worthless, even evil, and as excellent as it seemed in the very
heat of conposition. It was in such a hunor that | asked Haast's permission to
send it to Youngerman at _Dial-Tone_ . He killed half the issue as it was goi ng
to bed in order to print it. Avery kind letter fromhimtelling ne news of
Andrea and others. They had been having the worst inaginations of nme, because
Springfield has been returning all mail addressed to me with CANCELED st anped
on it. On the phone they were told sinply that: "M . Sacchetti is no |onger
with us."”

Sone few ot her shorter things published too, though none of ny recentest



ravi ngs, since N. S.A 's code-breaking conputers return consistent UNCERTAI NTY
judgrments on these efforts. Haast is not al one.

10.
St. Denis is the patron saint of syphilitics--and of Paris. It's a fact.

11.

What _is_a fact? | ask sincerely. If (10) is a fact, it is because
everyone agrees that St. Denis is the patron saint of syphilitics--a fact by
consensus. Apples fall to the ground, which may be denonstrated, nore often
than not, by experinent--a fact by denonstration. But | expect it is not facts
of either sort that Haast would have of nme. If something is a fact by
concensus, it is of small account whether or not | _ relate it, whereas facts
that are both denonstrable and _news_ are of such rareness that the discovery
of a single one is enough to justify the efforts of a lifetime spent in the
search. (Not, however, ny lifetine.)

Wl |l then, what have we left? Poetry--the facts of the interior--ny
facts. And it has been just such facts that | have been offering. In good
faith. In dead earnest.

What will_ you have then? Lies? A half poetry of half truths?

12.
A note comes from Haast: "Just sinple answers to sinple questions. H H"
Then do, pl ease, ask questions.

13.

A note fromHaast. He bids me tell nore about Skilliman. As H. H no
doubt knows, there is no subject | would rather avoid.

The facts, then. He is a man in his early fifties, of unprepossessing
parts and considerable native intelligence. He is a nucl ear physicist of the
sort that liberals like nyself would like to suppose essentially Gernman. The
type, alas, is international. Some five years back Skillinman enjoyed a
position of some em nence in the AE.C. H's nost notable work for that
organi zati on was the devel opnent of a theory propoundi ng the undetectability
of nuclear testing undertaken in ice caverns of a particular construction
This was during the nuclear "noratoriunt of that period. The tests were made--
and detected by Russia, China, France, Israel, and (ignom ny) Argentina.

Skilliman's ice caverns were found to have, in fact, a nmagnifying rather than
a masking effect. It was this error that precipitated the recent and nost
di sastrous series of tests and left Skillinman out of a job.

He found work again very quickly--in the sane corporation in which Haast
is the director of R & D. Despite a security as tight as the Vatican's, runors
had begun to circulate there, in the upper echelons, concerning the nature of
the operations at Canp Archi nedes. Skillinman insisted upon an exacter account,
was refused, insisted, etc. At last it was arranged that he should be nade
privy to our little atrocity, but only by agreeing to take up residence here
hi nsel f. When he arrived, Meade and nyself were the only survivors of the
Pal I i di ne. Once he understood the nature of the drug and had convi nced hinsel f
of its effectual ness, he insisted on being injected with it hinself.

14.

A curious fact fromhistory, which seens relevant at this point.

A scientist of the nineteenth century, Aurias-Turenne, devel oped a
theory that chancroid and syphilis were one and the sane di sease and that by a
techni que of "syphilization" one m ght achieve protection, a shorter period of



treatment, and security fromreinfection or relapse. It was di scovered at
Aurias-Turenne's death in 1878 that his corpse was covered with scars where he
had used his own "syphilization" techniques on hinmself--i.e., introduced
syphilitic pus into open sores on his own body.

15.

Thus, by Skilliman's agency, the experinment has entered a second phase.
It begins to acconplish, in fact, what was at first expected of it--those
various researches into the Apocal ypse that we call "pure research.”

He is assisted by twelve "quats" (as he calls them wth a contenpt so
superb that even they, his victins, nust admire it)--former students or

assistants, who have, quite willingly, volunteered for the Pallidine. So
emul ous are we all to know the highest flights of genius--we who stop just
this side of Jordan. | amglad | was delivered fromthe tenptation. Wuld I, |

wonder, have succunbed?
On a mount ai ntop overl ooki ng the endl ess reaches of the real ms of
gold--1 can hear the tenpter's voice even now. "All this can be yours."
Poetry. Full stop.

16.

Anot her fact then, a fact of the rarest vintage.

In an effort to discover whether there was but a single venereal ail nment
(gonorrhea was then confused with the syph), Benjanmi n Bell, a researcher of
Edi nburgh, in 1793 inocul ated his students with the di sease.

A nore cautious, but not a nicer, nman than AuriasTurenne.

17.

A note fromHH : "Wiat in hell is _relevant_ about AuriasTureen
((sic))?" He also inquires the significance of stopping on this side of the
Jordan River.

The rel evance of Aurias-Turenne--and of ny anecdote about Dr. Bell, by
extension--is that he seenms to be notivated by the sane Faustian urge to
secure know edge at any price that is surely the notivation also of our Dr.

Skilliman in Canp Archi nedes. Faust was willing to renounce all claimto
heaven; our Dr. Skilliman, with little expectation of heaven, is ready to
forfeit an even nore vital good--his life on earth. Al this only in order to
understand a pat hol ogi cal condition: In A-T's case, syphilis; in Skilliman's

case, genius.
For the significance of the Jordan River, may | refer you to Deuteronony
(Chapter 34) and Joshua (Chapter 1).

18.

On Skilliman's character

He is envious of fane. He cannot speak of certain figures he has known
in public life without making it transparently clear that he resents their
achi evenents and capabilities. Nobel Prize winners infuriate him He can
scarcely bear to read a | earned nonograph in his own field for the thought
that it was soneone el se who conceived it. The nore his admration is
conpel l ed by that which is worthy, the nore he (inwardly) gnashes his teeth.
Now, as the drug begins to have its effect upon him (it has been six weeks
now, nore or |ess), one can sense his mounting elation. Hs joy is that of a
nmount ai n cli mber who passes the markers left by fornmer clinbers at their
farthest points of ascent. One can al nost imagine himticking off the names:
"There's Van Allen!" O, "Now |'ve passed Hei senberg."



19.

Skilliman's charisma.

This is willy-nilly the age of teammork. In another generation
Skilliman insists, cybernation will have advanced far enough that the solitary
genius will come back into fashion-- provided he can get a grant |arge enough
to supply himwi th the battalions of self-programng conputers he will need.

Skilliman dislikes other people, but because they are necessary to him
he has learned to use them-just as once, reluctantly, | taught nyself to

drive a car. Sonehow | get the feeling that he has | earned his "interpersona
techni ques"” from a psychol ogy text, that when he begins hysterically to scold
one of his subordinates he says to hinself: "Now, for a little negative
reinforcement."” Simlarly, when he offers praise, he thinks of carrots. The
best carrot at his disposal is sinply the opportunity of conversing with him
For the sheer spectacle of devastation he is unapproachabl e.

But his chief strength lies in an unerring clear-sightedness for others'
weaknesses. He manages his twelve puppets so well because he has carefully
sel ected nen who wi sh to be naneuvered. As every dictator knows, there is
never a scarcity of such nen.

20.
| seemto have had a | arger personal inpact on HH than | would have
t hought possible. His latest interoffice neno reads like a rejection slip from

a quarterly: "Your picture of Skilliman is not _concrete_ enough. \Wat does he
| ook |ike? How does he speak? What kind of _person_ is he?"
If | didn't know better, | mght suspect that he's been taking
Pal I'i di ne.
21.

What does he | ook |ike?

A man intended by nature to be slim he is fat in his own despite. But
for a scarcity of linbs, he mght aptly be represented as a spider--the
swol len belly and mininmal |inbs. Balding, he cultivates the ineffectual vanity
of combing |l ong strands of sparse sidehair across his glistening skull. Thick
gl asses magni fyi ng speckl ed bl ue eyes. Rudinmentary ear |obes, at which I
frequently find nyself staring, partly because | know this annoys him A
general insubstantial ness, as though his flesh were only so rmuch butter and
m ght be sliced away wi thout doing any harmto the netallic Skillimn wthin.
A very bad body odor (that sane butter, gone rancid). A bad snoker's cough. A
si ngl e perpetual pinple on the underside of his chin, which he calls a "nole."

22.

How does he speak?

Wth a slight, residual twang: Texas nodified by California. The twang
t hi ckens when he speaks with me. | think that for himl represent the great
Eastern Establishment--that malign cabal of |iberalismwhich |ong ago rejected
his schol arship applications to Harvard and Swart hnore.

But you neant, really--_\Wat does he say? --didn't you?

| woul d categorize his conversations so:

A. Remarks expressive of interest in his own or others' researches.

(Exanmple: "We must rid ourselves of the old pointillist notions of bonbing--of
i ndi vidual, discrete 'bonbs.' Rather we nust strive now for a nore generalized
noti on of _bonbiness , a sort of aura. | envision it as sonmething like the

sunrise.")

B. Remarks expressing contenpt of beauty, acconpanied by a fairly candid
admi ssion of a desire to destroy it wherever found. (The best exanple of this
is the quotation fromthe Nazi youth | eader Hans Yost, which he has had burnt
onto a pine plaque and hung above his desk: "Wenever | hear the word culture,



| release the safety catch of ny Browning.")

C. Remarks expressing contenpt of his coll eagues and acquai ntances. (I
have earlier quoted Skillinman's opinion of Haast. Behind the backs of even his
| oyal est quats he scathes--and to their faces, if they step out of line. Once,
when Schi pansky, a young prograner, said in extenuation of a failure, "I

tried, | really did try,"” Skilliman replied, "But it just wouldn't come up
eh?" An innocent enough jest, except that in Schipansky's case it is probably
all too accurate. Indeed, if Skiffiman has a tragic flawit is that, |ike de

Sade, he cannot resist the inmpulse to wound.)

D. Remarks expressing self-contenpt and a hatred of the flesh, his own
or someone else's indifferently. (Exanple: A joke he nade about the
Pallidine's effect on "the Rube CGol dberg nechani sm of the soma." A better
exanpl e: Hi s preference for the scatol ogi cal nmetaphor. He once kept the dining

hail in stitches by pretending to have confused eating and shitting.)
B. Remarks and notions that are the fruit of a wild and wi de-rangi ng
intellect. Do what | can to construe, | can't turn everything he says agai nst

him (In all fairness, a final exanple. He was trying to anal yze the peculiar
fascination of |akes, reservoirs, and suchlike | arge, standing bodies of
water. He observed that it is only in these that nature presents us with the
spectacl e of the Euclidean plane stretching on w thout apparent limt. It
represents that final submission to the law of gravity that is always at work
on our cell tissues. Fromthis he went on to observe that the great

achi evenent of architecture is sinply to take the notion of the Euclidean

pl ane and stand it on its edge. A wall is such an inpressive phenonmenon
because it is a body of water . . . stood on its side.)
23.

What ki nd of person is he?

Here, | fear, you would have nme | eave the real mof fact altogether
I ndeed, the preponderance of what |'ve witten about Skilliman is not so nuch
fact as evaluation--and not a very inpartial one at that. | dislike the man as

I've disliked few people in my life. | think | could say | hate him if it
were not both un-Christian and inpolite.
| shall say then that he is a bad person and leave it at that.

24,

Haast replies: "I don't buy that."

What woul d you have then, H H ? | have already wasted nore words sinmply
_describing_ that son of a bitch than |I've expended on anyone else in this
journal. If you want ne to dramatize our encounters, you will have to ask
Skilliman to allow nme to spend a little nore tine at his side. He dislikes ne
as much as | dislike him Except when we both take dinner in the dining room
(where, alas, the quality of the nmeals has fallen off sadly), we rarely neet,
much | ess talk to each other

Wuld you like me to wite fictions about Skilliman? Have you so far
abandoned your faith in facts as to ask that? Is it a story you want?

25.
A note fromHH "That will do." He is shanel ess.
Very well then--a story:

SKI LLI MAN,

or

The Popul ation Expl osi on
A tal e by

Loui s Sacchetti



Despite the baby's kicking, he had nanaged to insert both his little
legs into the proper orifices in the canvas car chair. He was rem nded of sone
particularly difficult peg-and-slot problemof the sort that chinpanzees are
al ways being asked to solve on their intelligence tests.

"Too many of the damed things,"” Skillimn grunbled.

M na, entering on the right-hand side, hel ped himsecure Baby Bill,
their fourth, with shoul der straps. The straps crisscrossed his bib and
buckl ed beneath the seat, out of his reach. "Too many what ?" she asked
i ncuriously.

"Babies," he said. "There are too nany goddamed babies."

"Of course,"” she said. "But that's in China, isn't it?"

He smiled appreciatively at his gravid wife. Fromthe very first her
special attraction for Skilliman had been her unfailing inconprehension of
anything he mght say to her. It was not just that she was ignorant, though
she was wonderfully ignorant. Rather, it was her refusal to be aware of him
or of anything, that did not contribute directly to the bovine conforts of the
i medi ate nmonent. His lo, he called her

Soneday, he hoped, she would be just Iike her nmother in Dachau--from
whom everyt hing specifically human--intelligence, charity, beauty,
volition--had been drained away, as though someone had pulled out a plug from
somewhere: the undead Frau Kirschmayer

"Cl ose the door," he said. She closed the door. The red Mercury pulled
out of its garage, and a little radio device of Skilliman's own desi gni ng
triggered the nechanismthat closed the garage door. Mna, he called his
little invention.

When they were out on the thruway her hand reached automatically for the
radi o knob.

H s hand caught hold of her thick-boned wist. "I don't want the radio
he sai d.

The hand, heavy with the ostentation of the zircon ring, drew back. "I
was just going to turn on the radio," she explained mldly.

"You're a robot," he said, and | eaned across the front seat to kiss her
soft cheek. She sniled. After four years in America, her English was still so
rudi mentary that she didn't understand words |ike "robot."

"I have a theory," he said. "My theory is that these shortages aren't
due entirely to the war, as the government would |like us to think. Though, of
course, the war does aggravate matters."

on,

"Aggravate. . . ?" she echoed dreanily. She stared at the white |ines
bei ng sucked into the hood of the car--faster and faster until you coul dn't
see the separate dashes at all--just a single line of not quite so intense a
whi t eness.

He turned on the autopilot, and the car began accel erating again. It
edged into the densely packed third | ane.

"No, the shortages are sinply the inevitable result of the popul ation
expl osi on. "

"Don't be gl oony again, Jimy."

"Peopl e used to think, you know, that it would |level off, that the curve
woul d be S-shaped.”

"People,” Mna said disnmally. "Wat people?"

"Ri esman, for instance," he said. "But those people were wong. The
curve just goes on rising, rising. Exponentially."

"Ch," she said. She had begun to have a vague feeling that he was
criticizing her.

"Four hundred twenty mllion," he said. "Four hundred seventy mllion
Si x hundred ninety mllion. One point oh nine billion. Two and a half billion
Five billion. And any day now, ten billion. It shoots up off the graph like a
Ranger rocket."

_Ofice work_, she thought. _|I wish he wouldn't bring his office work
home with him.

"It's a fucking hyperbola!"



"Ji my pl ease. "

"I"'msorry."

"It's Baby Bill. | don't think he should hear his own father talking
like that. Anyhow, darling, you shouldn't worry so nmuch. | heard on tel evision
that the water shortage will be over by next spring.”

"And the fish shortage? And the steel shortage?"

"It's not _our_ problem is it?"

"You al ways know just what to say to make ne feel better,"” he said. He
| eaned across Baby Bill and kissed her once again. Baby Bill began to cry.

"Can't you make hi m shut up?" he asked after a while.

M na made cooi ng noi ses at her only son (the three before had been
girls: Mna, Tina, and Despina) and tried to pet his flailing, flanneled arns.
At |ast, discouraged, she forced himto swallow a yellow (for infants up to
two years old) tranquilizer

"It's sinmply Maithus," he resumed. "You and | are increasing at a
geonetrical rate, while our resources are only increasing arithnetically.
Technol ogy does what it can, but the human ani mal can do nore."

"Are you still tal king about those babies in China?" she asked.

"Then you _were_ listening," he said, surprised.

"You know, all they need there is birth control, |like we've got. They
have to learn to use pills. And queers--they're going to |l et queers be |egal
| heard that on the news. Can you imagi ne that?"

"Twenty years ago it woul d have been a good idea," he said. "But now,
according to the big conputer at MI.T., _nothing_is going to | evel out that
curve. It'Il hit twenty billion by 2003, conme hell or high water. And that's
where ny theory comes in."

M na sighed. "Tell ne your theory."

"Well, there are two requirenents that any solution has to fulfill. The
solution nust be proportional to the problem-to the ten billion people alive
now. And it has to take effect everywhere at once. There's no | onger any tine
for test programs, |like those ten thousand wonen sterilized in Austria. That
doesn't acconplish a thing."

"One of the girls | went to school with was sterilized--did you know
that? Ilsa Strauss. She said it never hurt a bit, and she enjoys. . . you
know. . . just as nuch as ever. The only thing is she doesn't . . . you know

bl eed any nore."

"Don't you want to hear ny solution?"

"I thought you'd told ne."

"The idea cane to ne one day in the early sixties when | heard a G vil
Def ense siren go off."

"What's a Civil Defense siren?" she said.

"Don't tell ne you've never heard any _sirens_ in Gernmany!" he said.

"Ch yes," she said. "Wien | was a girl, all the tine. Jimy, | thought
you said we were going to stop at Mohamed's first?"

"You really want a sundae that badly?"

"The food in that hospital is so terrible. It's my |last chance.”

"Ch, all right," he said. He returned the car to the slow | anes, took it
on manual , and drove off down the Passaic Boul evard exit. Mohamed's Quality
Ice Creans was tucked away on a little side street at the top of a short,
steep hill. Skilliman could renenber the shop fromhis own chil dhood. It was
one of the fewthings fromthirty years ago that hadn't changed, though
somet i nes, because of the shortages, the quality of the ice cream slipped.

"Shoul d we take the baby in?" she said.

"He's happy here," Skilliman said.

"W won't be that long," she said. She groaned getting out of the car
and put one hand to her swollen belly. "He's noving again," she whispered.

"It won't be long now," he said. "Close that door, Mna." Mna closed
the right-hand door. He | ooked at the hand brake and at Baby Bill, who was
staring placidly at the nock steering wheel of orange plastic that decorated
his car chair.



"So | ong, sucker,” Skilliman whispered to his son

When they were just coming in through the glass door, the counternman
shouted at them "Your car! Sir, your car!" He waved a dish towel frantically
at the rolling Mercury.

"What is it?" Skilliman pretended not to understand.
"Your Mercury," the counterman screaned.
The red Mercury coasted, in neutral, in a gently descending curve, down

the little side street and into busy Passai c Boul evard. A Dodge hit the right
front end and began clinbing over the hood. A Corvair, which had been behi nd
t he Dodge, swerved to the left and hit the back end of the Mercury, which
buckl ed, accordion-fashion, under the inpact.

Skilliman, standing outside the ice-creamparlor, said to his wfe,
"That's nmore or less what | was trying to say."

She said, "Wat?"

He said, "Wien | was tal king about a solution."

The End
26.

And al ways, inescapably, it cones back to that single fact, the fact of
death. Ch . . . that tine were not so _liquid_ an elenent! Then the m nd m ght
grab hold and westle it to a standstill. The angel would have to revea
hinself in his eternal aspect then

But then, in the mdst of such Faustian nonents, the pain will take
hold, and ny only wish is that time would accelerate. And so it goes, wth
rushings to and fro, up and down, fromthe hot to the cold, and then the
rebound.

How many days or hours |'ve passed since | dashed off ny little fable

for Haast | have no notion. | amstill in the infirmary, as | scribble this,
still very sick.
27.

The worst monent canme just after I'd witten _Skilliman_. | had a nild

fit, in the course of which | devel oped what nust have been a hysterica
bl i ndness.

| always used to suppose that if | were to become blind | would have to
conmmit suicide. What, if not light, is the mind to feed on? Misic is, at best,
only a kind of esthetic soup. | amno MIton or Joyce. As Youngerman once
wr ot e:

The eye is mghtier than the ear;
The eye can see, the silly ear
Can only hear.

To which, wishfully, | would add:

If one were blind, one mght find
Sone use for ears:

The hurman m nd

Can do peculiar things, ny dears.

| amtoo sick to think, to do anything. | seemto feel each thought's
pressure agai nst the sutures of ny aching brain. Perhaps trepanation is the
answer !

28.
There is areally inposing litter of notes from Haast on the bedside
table. Excuse ne, HH, if | don't look at themjust yet.



| pass the tinme staring at a tunmbler of water, at the grain of the linen
of my bedcl ot hes, wi shing for sunlight.
Ah, the sensuality of conval escence!

29.

Haast had many conplaints to bring against "Skilliman, or The Popul ation
Explosion." Chiefly, that it is libelous. HH has the true publisher's
mentality. That ny fiction hinges to some truths (Skilliman _did_ marry a
German schoolgirl called Mna; her nother _does_ live in Dachau; they _do_
have five children) only aggravates ny fault in Haast's eyes.

("Aggravates . . . ?" Haast echoes dreanily.)

Remenber, ny dear jailer, that you asked for that story, that ny only
intention was to anplify ny thesis that Skilliman is a bad person. The worst,
i ndeed, |1've ever known. He quests the grail of Armageddon. As |ovel ess as he
is, he would sink to the very |Iowest circles of Dante's hell--beneath

Phi eget hon, bel ow the wood of suicides, beyond the ring of sorcerers, to the
very heart of Antenora.

30.

A visit fromHaast. He is troubled in some way | don't understand. Oten
he will break off in the mddle of a platitude to stare into the sudden
silence as though by its agency everything had netanorphosed in that instant
to crystal.

What has cone over hinf? Guilt? No, such notions are still beyond H H
More likely gastric upset.

(I renmenber something Ei chmann is supposed to have said: "All my life
felt fear, but | did not know of what.")

| did ask him jokingly, if he too had volunteered for the Pallidine.
Though he tried to make of his denial another joke, | could see that the
suggestion offended him A little later he asked: "Why? Do | seem snarter than
| used to?"

"Abit," | admitted. "Wouldn't you like to be smarter?"

"No," he said. "Definitely not."

31.

H. H explained at |ast the reason that Ainmée Busk is no |onger
associated with Canp A It was not that he had fired her, but that she has run
of f!

"I don't understand," he |anmented, "why she would do such a thing! Wen
she heard she'd been selected to work on the experinment, she was delighted.
Her sal ary was double here what it had been, and her |iving expenses were al
provi ded for besides!"

| tried to suggest that a prison can be just as claustrophobic for the
guards as for the prisoners, that the same bars encl ose both. Haast woul d not
be persuaded.

"She could take a trip into Denver whenever she wanted to. But she never
wanted that. She _loved_ her work. That's why it nakes no sense."

"She must not have loved it as nuch as you supposed.”

Haast npaned. "The security! Al the work we've gone to to make this
pl ace airtight, and now _this!_ God knows what she intends to do with the
i nformati on she has in her head. She'll sell it to China! Do you realize what
t hose bastards would do with a thing like Pallidine? They're unscrupul ous, you
know. They'll stop at nothing."

"You've tried to find her, of course?"

"We've tried everything. The FBI. The CIA Al state police have her
description. And private detective agencies in all major cities have been put
on her scent."



"You could put her pictures in the newspapers and on tel evision."

Haast's | aughter verged on hysteria.

"Not a trace of her since she disappeared?”

"Not hi ng! For three and a half nonths--not a word. | can't sleep any
nmore for the worry it causes ne. Do you realize that that worman has it in her
power to weck this entire project?"

"Well, if she's refrained fromexercising that power for three and a
half nmonths, there's a fair chance, it would seem that she'll continue to do
so indefinitely. A thought that must have been of great confort, at one tine,
to Danocles."

"Who?"

"A Geek."

He left nme with a reproachful glance for hurling Greeks at him What
use, in such a world of cares, are G eeks?

How vul nerabl e these people are who rule the world of cares! | renenber
t he puppy-dog face of the elderly Ei senhower, the fragility of the Johnson
persona, such an ill-mde thing to begin wth.

What an odd nmobod I'min today. If | don't stop I'll be conpassionating

Ki ng Charles next! And why not?

32.

The walls are positively _flickering! _

And mmy breath is short.

At such times | can't tell if it is my genius or ny illness that has
t aken possessi on.

I nel uctabl e nmodality of the _in_-visible!

33.

I|"mbetter now O should | say _|ower?_

| have been meaning for several days nowto create a little Miuseum of
Facts in the manner of Ripley. During ny latest stint in the infirmary I
devel oped a sudden craving for newspapers. | have accumul ated one entire
scrapbook, fromwhich I transcribe these few random excerpts:

34.

Believe It or Not:

The Reverend Augustus Jacks, formerly of Watts, continues to enjoy his
extraordi nary popul ar success in the Los Angeles area. National television
networks still refuse Jacks perm ssion to broadcast the "Address to a Wite
Consci ence" that catapulted the former evangelical mnister to overnight fane,
on grounds that it is "inflammatory." Their refusal has not prevented nost of
the nation from having already had an opportunity to hear the address, either
on the radio or over local, unaffiliated television stations. The sophonore
fromthe University of Maryland who tried | ast week to set fire to Jacks
$90, 000 Beverly Hills home has consented to accept Jacks' offer of legal aid,
after receiving a visit fromthe Negro mnister in his cell in the Los Angel es
county prison.

35.

It's a Fact:

The Trip-Trap, and other inportant Las Vegas ganbling houses, has
announced its decision to discontinue blackjack and poker, thus confirm ng
runors of unprecedented runs of luck against the house at these tables.

"\What ever systemis being used,” WIliamButler, owner of The Trip-Trap
stated, "it is one that our deal ers have never cone up agai nst before. Every
wi nner seens to be playing a different system"”



36.

Strange as It Seens:

Adri enne Leverkihn, the East German conposer of "hard" music, returned
to Aspen, Colorado, to appear in court to answer charges brought against her
by an associ ation of claimnts who maintain that the preniere perfonnance of
her _Spacial Fugues_ on August 30 this year was the direct and cul pabl e cause
of injuries, both physical and nental, done to the claimnts. One cl ai mant,

Ri chard Sard, festival director, has testified that the perfornance ruptured
hi s eardruns, causing hi m permanent deaf ness.

37.

Agai nst the (Odds:

W1l Saunders, a vice-president of Northwest Electronics and runored to
be in line for the presidency, resigned fromthat conpany imediately after
its recent stock split. He announced his intention to set up his own firm the
preci se nature of which he will not divulge. He does not deny the specul ati ons
printed in _The Wall Street Journal _ to the effect that he controls a patent
that coul d beconme the basis of a new process of cinematic hol ography.

38.

This Curious Wrl d:

The nmurderer, or nurderers, of Alna and Clea Vaizey is still being
sought. M nneapolis police have not yet released to the press all the
ci rcumst ances surrounding this bizarre and revolting crime, and it is feared
that the nurderer's boast, made in his "open letter” to the nation's
newspapers, may prove all too true--that the nurders wifi seemto have been
i npossible to performin the manner in which they were acconplished. Various
witers of detective fiction have offered their services to the police.

39.

Stranger Than Fiction:

Wth three fashion magazines featuring Jerry Breen's _Traje de
luces_--or Suit of Lights--in nmodels for both men and wonen on the covers of
their trend-setting fall issues, the success of this fashion innovation is
virtual ly guaranteed. The Suit of Lights is nothing but a transparent web of
m ni at ure phosphor-light elements that twinkle in ever-changi ng patterns of
greater or |esser brightness, as determ ned by the novenents and nood of the
wearer. Certain gestures of an intimate nature can be programed to produce a
nmonentary "bl ackout,"” during which the wearer nust depend entirely on his or
her own resources. M. Breen, in an interviewto be printed in Vogue, declares
his resolution not to nove fromhis present home in Cheyenne, Woni ng, where
he has been for many years a designer of western clothes for I. W Lyle,
manuf acturers of the _Traje de luces_.

40.

| mpr obabl e but True:

S.MU. continued its tabl es-turning wi nning streak by trouncing Georgia
79 to 14. Quarterback Anthony Strether was borne in triunmph fromthe stadi um
and through the city by a jubilant crowd. In this, the fourth ganme of the
season, anal ysts detected seven new variations on Strether's conpl ex new
"backl ash" formation, bringing the total of variant "backlash" plays in
S MU 's repertoire to thirty-one. In the last quarter Coach A ding sent his
freshman teamonto the field to rub salt into Georgia's already grievous
wounds.



41.

Wul d You Believe It:

A stonemason has been fired fromhis job at the insistence of the
regents of Tulane University. He had carved this epigraph in nmarble above the
entrance of the new library:

THE PEN | S M GHTI ER THAN THE SWORD

The Regents maintain that the stonemason deliberately reduced the space
bet ween the second and third words.

42.

| ambeing tested. Canp A. has at last found a replacenent for the
runaway Busk--Robert ("Bobby") Fredgren, an industrial psychologist in the
blithe, California style. Like a basket of August berries, Bobby seens to be
conpact ed of pure sunshine. Tanned, gleam ng, and i mmacul ately young, he is
what Haast imagines hinself to be in his dreans. It will be a pleasure to
wat ch that suntan fading in our Stygian halls.

But it is not his beauty alone | abhor. Rather (rmuch nore) it is his
manner, nedi ate between that of a disc jockey and a dentist. Like a d-j he is
all smles and bland chatter, platter after platter of dithering antianxiety
songs, of blue skies and sunshine cakes; like a dentist he will insist, even
as you scream that it doesn't really hurt. H's dishonesty can withstand the
nost vigorous assaults; it is well-nigh heroic. This exchange, for instance,
from yest er day:

Bobby: Now, when | say begin, turn over the page and begi n working the
probl ens. Begin.

Me: My head hurts.

Bobby: Louie, you're not cooperating. Now | know you can do splendidly
on this test if you'll just put your mind to it.

Me: But ny mind _hurts! _|'msick, you bastard. | don't have to take
your goddamed tests when I'mthis sick. That's the _rule_.

Bobby: Remenber what | said yesterday, Louie--about depressing thoughts?

Me: You said I'"'monly as sick as I think I am

Bobby: Hey, that's nore like it! Now, when |I say begin, turn over the
page and begi n working the problenms. Ckay? (Wth a big bland Pepsodent snile.)
Begi n.

Me: Fuck you

Bobby: (Not taking his eyes off his stopwatch.) Let's try that again,
shal | we? Begin.

43.

Bobby lives in Santa Monica and has two children, a boy and a girl. He
is active in local affairs and holds the office of treasurer in his county
chapter of the Denocratic Party. Politically he considers hinself "rather
i beral than otherw se." He has reservations about the present war we shoul d,
he feels, accept the Russian offer to negotiate an end to our bacteriol ogica
attacks, at least in the "so-called neutral countries." But he thinks the
conchies "go too far."

He has good teeth.

He is the very prototype of Sonnlich in ny play. Sonetimes | get the
disquieting feeling that I _wote_ this bland nonster into existence.

44,
Bobby, nodel young executive that he is and (therefore) believer in



teamwor k, has devised tests for his guinea pigs that nmust be taken in tandem
Today | had ny first experience of this intellectual chain gang. | nust
confess that | enjoyed it in a sinple-mnded way, while Bobby was quite beside
hinself with the pleasure of pretending to be the MC. of a television quiz
show. When one of us would answer sone particularly abstruse question, he
woul d cheer: "That's trenendous, Louie! You're doing absolutely _trenmendous!
Isn't that trenendous, audi ence?"

Poor Schi pansky, with whom |'m manacl ed for these events, does not enjoy
our games at all. "Wat does he think | anP" he conplained to me. "Some kind
of perform ng nonkey?"

Schi pansky' s ni cknane anong the other quats is Cheeta. H s features do
bear an unfortunate resenbl ance to a chinpanzee's.

45,

Anot her round of tests with Schi pansky. | realized |ast night as | was
witing (44) that | wanted very nuch for the quiz show to go on. Wy? And why
when ny mnd is so nuch nore alive other tines (I am begi nning plans for the
construction of a real Miseum of Facts in George's abandoned theater; | am
doi ng some interesting poens in German; | am el aborating baroque argunents
agai nst Levi-Strauss), why should | dwell here on the single hour of the day
that | waste at conpul sory play?

The answer is sinple: I"'mlonely. Recess is the only time | can talk to
t he ot her ki ds.

46.

Bet ween rounds today | asked Schi pansky what sort of work he was doi ng
with Skillimn. He answered with sone technol ogi cal double-talk that he mnust
have supposed woul d | eave ne boggled. | returned the serve neatly, and soon
Schi pansky was bubbling w th confidences.

| gather fromthese that Skilliman has turned his attention to the
possibility of a sort of geol ogic bonb--sonething on the order of what
happened accidentally at the Mhole, but on a nmuch grander scale. He wants to
l[ift new nmountain ranges fromthe earth. The Faustian urge is always toward
t he gi ddy hei ghts.

After a few cal mnmonents picking sprigs of such edel weiss, | touched,
ever so gently, on the possible nmoral inplications of such researches. Does
every grad student have a clear right to be initiated into the nysteries of
cat acl ysn? Schi pansky froze into near catatonia.

In an effort to retrieve my error, | tried to involve Bobby in the
conversation, rem nding himof his feelings, confided earlier, about
bacteri ol ogi cal warfare. Wuldn't, | suggested, geol ogi cal warfare be rather

worse, rather nore irresponsible? Bobby couldn't say--it wasn't his field of
know edge. In any case we at Canp A. are concerned only with pure research
Morality is concerned with applications of know edge, not the know edge
itself. And nore bal mof that sort. But Schi pansky didn't show a sign of
thawi ng. 1'd touched the wong button, absolutely.

That was the end of tests for today. Wen Schi pansky was out of the
of fice, Bobby allowed hinmself to becone as vindictive as it is in his warm
nature to be. "That was a terrible thing to do," he fretted. "You've got that
poor boy conpletely _depressed_."

“No, | didn't."

"You did_."

"Ch, cheer up," | said, patting himon the back. "You're always | ooking
on the dark side of things."

"I know," he said gloomly. "I try not to, but sometinmes | just can't

help it."



47.
Schi pansky came over to my |aden table at lunch. "If you don't m nd
?" Such self-effacenment! As though, had | ninded, he would have thrown the
switch that cancels his too bold existence.

"Not at all, Schipansky. | appreciate conmpany these days. You new people
are not nearly so gregarious as the last flock of [anbs."” Wich was nore than
nmere courtesy. Often I'mquite by nyself at nmeals. Today there were three
ot her quats besides Schipansky dining in the hail, but they kept to
t hensel ves, nunbling nunbers through their ingenuous pizzas.

"You must feel nothing but contempt for me," S. began, dabbling a spoon
unhappily in cold spinach soup. "You nust think I don't have a mind."

"After those tests we took together? Not very likely."

"Ch, tests! I've always done well on _tests , that's not what | neant.
But at college your kind of person . . . the arts students . . . they think
that just because a person is studying a science, that he doesn't have a

" He pushed away his nussed soup with the dribbling tip of his spoon

"A soul ?"

He nodded, eyes fixed in the soup. "But it isn't true. W do have
feelings, the same as anybody else. Only perhaps we don't display them so
openly. It's easy with your background to tal k about consci ence and
things like that. No one is ever going to offer _you_ $25,000 a year at
graduation.”

"As a matter of fact, | know lots of forner classmates, woul d-have-been
poets or painters, earning double that in advertising or television. There's a
formof prostitution for everybody these days. If nothing el se, one can becone
a union | eader."

"Mmim What's that you're eating?" he asked, pointing at ny plate.

" Truite braisée au Pupillin_.

He signal ed a bl ack-uniformed waiter. "Sone of that for me too."

"I wouldn't have imagined it was really the noney that seduced you,"
sai d, pouring himsone Chablis.

"I don't drink. No, | guess it wasn't really the noney."

"What was your nmmjor at school, Schipansky? Bi ophysics, yes? Didn't you
at any point like the subject for its own sake?"

He bolted half a glass of the refused wi ne. "Mre than anything el se,

yes! | like it nore than anything else in the world. | don't understand
sometines, | honestly don't understand, why _everyone_ doesn't feel the sane
way | do. Sometines it's so intense that I . . . | can't '

"I do feel the sanme way, but about poetry. About all the arts, but npst
particularly poetry."

"And peopl e?"

"Peopl e cone next."

"Even your wife, if it came to that?"

"Even ny self, if it cane to _that_. And now you're wondering how |'ve
got the nerve to conme down on you about norality, feeling the way | do, the
way we do."

"Yes."

"Because |'mtal ki ng about just that--feeling. Ethics is concerned with
what one actually does. The tenptation and the act are two different things."

"Is art a _sin_ then? O science?"

"Any overweening love, less than the love of God Hi nself, is sinful

Dante's hell is full, above Dis, of those who | oved agreeable things just that
bit too nmuch."

Schi pansky bl ushed. "If you'll excuse nme for saying so, M. Sacchetti,
don't believe in God."

"No nore do |I. But | did for quite a while, and so you nust excuse mne

when He creeps into ny netaphors.”

Schi pansky chuckled. H's eyes flickered up fromthe table to neet nine
for an instant, then retreated to the trout that the waiter had just brought.
It was enough to let me know that he had been hooked.



What a career | missed in not becomng a Jesuit. Next to an out-and-out
seduction, there is no gane quite so absorbing as this of convert-making.

_Later_:
I've had to spend the better part of the day in darkness listening to
music. My eyes. . . how !l _resent_ ny inconstant flesh

48.

Unpronpted, he canme to ny dimroomtoday to tell me the story of his
life. He gave the inpression of telling it all for the very first time. No one
before this, | suspect, has expressed an interest in the matter. And indeed,
it is a cheerless tale-- too undeviatingly Iike the nmonochrome |life one would
extrapol ate for himon no other basis than a glinpse of the ties in his
cl oset.

The child of divorced parents, S.'s youth was full of discontinuities.
He sel dom attended the sane school for two years running. Though
unquestionably bright, he had the extraordinary ill luck always to be the
next - brightest child in his class, always second-best. "I am" he said, "the
essential salutatorian." He became obsessively conpetitive, straining after
that which his rivals obtained without effort. For such a person friendship is
i mpossible; it would inply a cease-fire. S. realizes that he sacrificed his
youth to false idols; now, his youth wasted, he sacrifices his life to them

He is twenty-four, but he has that | ook of perpetual adol escence so
conmon to science swots: a scant, gangling body, a pallid face, acne, hair
just too long to be called crew cut, too short to lie flat. Poached-egg eyes
that convey nel ancholy w thout inspiring synpathy, perhaps because of the
McNamar at ype gl asses. A prissy trick of pursing his lips before he starts to
talk. Not surprisingly, he is as resentful of fair appearances as Savonarol a.
Strength, beauty, health, even symetry of fend him When other quats watch
sports on tel evision, Schipansky | eaves the room Creatures |ike Fredgren, who
are nothing but fair appearance, can arouse in S. such passions of contenpt
and envy that he tends instantly toward catatonia, this being his prinmary
response to any passion

(I amreni nded of ny own rancorous description of Fredgren. | begin to
wonder if | amlimming Schi pansky's features or ny own. He comes to seem nore
and nore a nightmare i mage of nyself, of that aspect of Louis Sacchetti that
Mordecai as | ong ago as our school days dubbed "Donovan's Brain.")

Are there no redeeming features? His wit, perhaps. But no, for though
I've often had to |laugh at what he says, he is so invariably the butt of his
own j okes--sonmetimes grossly, sometinmes by sly inference--that his wit soon
becomes as distressing as his silences. There is sonething unwhol esonely
narci ssi stic about such persistent self-denigration. Self-abuse, mght one not
better call it?

The pathos of such persons is that their chief (and to sone,
irresistible) attraction is that they are so _wholly_unlikable. It is the
lips of such lepers that saints nust learn to kiss.

49.

Stop the press! | have discovered a redeem ng featurel

He confessed today, as though shanmed by the adm ssion

"I like music." He'd managed to narrate his entire life story w thout
finding the fact that all his free time is given over to this enthusiasm
worthy of mention. Wthin the imts of his tastes (Messiaen, Boul ez,
St ockhausen, et al.) S. is know edgeabl e and di scerni ng, though
(characteristically) his entire experience of their works derives from
recordi ngs. He has never been to a live concert or opera! Schipansky is not
one of your social animals, not he! Yet when | admitted to being unfaniliar
with _Et expecto resurrectionemnortuorum, he showed a quite nissionary zeal



in dragging nme to the library to listen to it.

And what a wonderful new use for ears this nusic isl!

After _Et expecto_, | heard _Couleurs de |la Cite Celeste_,
_Chronochrom e_, and _Sept Haikais_. Were have | been all ny life? (In
Beyreuth, that's where.) Messiaen is as crucial for music as Joyce was for
literature. Let ne say just this:

Vow.

(Was it I _ who wote: "Music is, at best, only a kind of esthetic
soup"? Messiaen is an entire Thanksgi ving di nner.)

Meanwhi |l e the work of conversion goes on. S. nentioned that Mlraux had
conmi ssi oned _Et expecto_ to conmenorate the dead of the two world wars, and
such is the integrity of the piece that it is unconfortable to discuss the
musi ¢ wi t hout touching on that which it comenorates. Like nost of his
contenmporaries, S.'s attitude to history is one of peeved inpatience. Its vast
absurditi es have no power as exenmpla. But it is difficult, especially with the
gold of Pallidine in one's veins, to remain such a perfect ostrich as that.

50.

A note from Haast that he wanted to see nme. Wien | arrived at the
appointed tine, he was engaged. There was nothing of interest in the anteroom
but a book by Valery, which | began to browse through. Al nost at once | cane
to the foll owi ng passage, which was heavily underscored:

Carried away by his anmbition to be unique, guided by his ardor for
omi pot ence, the man of great mnd has gone beyond all creations, all works,
even his own lofty designs; while at the sanme tinme he has abandoned al
tenderness for hinself and all preference for his own wi shes. In an instant he
imolates his individuality. . . To this point its pride has |led the m nd, and
here pride is consunmed. . . . ((The mind)) . . . perceives itself as destitute
and bare, reduced to the supreme poverty of being a force w thout an object.

He ((the genius)) exists without instincts, alnpbst w thout images; and he
no | onger has an aim He resenbl es not hi ng.

Besi de this passage, someone had scrawl ed in the nargin:
"The suprene genius has ceased at |ast to be human."

When Haast could see ne, | asked himif he knew who night have left the
book in his anteroom suspecting Skilliman. He didn't know, but suggested
check with the library. | did. The last person to check out the book had been
Mordecai. Belatedly | recognized his handwiting.

Poor Mordecai! What is nore horrible--or nore human-- than this terror
of feeling oneself no longer a part of the species?

The misery . . . the inexpressible msery of what is being done here.

51.

Haast had had no nore urgent purpose in asking to see ne than to spend a
few m nutes talking. He, too, it seens, is lonely. Ei chmann was probably quite
"lonely" in the Ofice for Jewish Emigration. Listening to his vague chatter
| wondered if Haast would live |ong enough to stand trial for _his_ crinmes. |
tried to i magi ne himinside Ei chmann's ghastly gl ass box.

Busk is still at |oose. Good for her.

52.

Schi pansky rel ates an indicative anecdote about Skilliman, froma tine
six years ago when he was taking a summer session course under himat MI1.T.
under N. S. A auspices.

The course was a survey of nucl ear technol ogy, and in one |l ecture
Skilliman denonstrated the process known in the trade as "tickling the



dragon's tail." That is, he edged two bl ocks of radi oactive materials

toget her, which at a certain point, never attained, would reach critical nass.
S. recounted Skillman's evident enjoynent of this razorish business. At one
point in the denonstration Skilliman, as though by accident, allowed the two
bl ocks to get too near each other. The Ceiger counter becane hysterical, and
the class bolted for the doors, but the security guards wouldn't |et anyone
out. Skilliman announced that they had all received a fatal dose of radiation
Two of the students broke down on the spot. It was all a joke: The bl ocks had
not been radi oactive, and the Geiger counter had been rigged.

This delicious jest had been arranged with the cooperation of the N S A
psychol ogi sts, who wanted to test the students' reactions in authentic "panic
situations.” This supports ny thesis that psychol ogy has becone the
I nqui sition of our age.

It was as a consequence of that joke that Schi pansky began wor ki ng under
Skilliman. He passed the N.S. A test by showi ng no signs of panic, distress,
fear, anxiety--nothing but benign curiosity in the "experiment." Only a corpse
could have mani fested nore rooted di spassion

53.
An engagement with Swagbelly Spiderman, in which, | fear, | was worsted.
Schi pansky, visiting me in my room had asked (curiosity finally getting
t he upper hand) why | have been so quixotic as to insist on being jailed as a
conchie, when | might easily (age, weight, and nmarital status considered) have

sneaked out of arned service unobtrusively. | have never net a person who did
not, given the occasion, get around to this subject. (A minor disconfort of
sai nt hood--that one becones, all un willingly, the accuser and bad consci ence
of whonever one neets.)

Skilliman entered, escorted by Rock-Eye and Assiduous. "I hope I'm
i ntrudi ng?" he inquired pleasantly.

"Not at all,"” | replied. "Mike yourself at hone."

Schi pansky rose. "I"'msorry. | didn't know you needed--"

"Sit down, Cheeta," Skilliman said perenptorily. "I've not cone to

spirit you off, but to have a chat with you and your new friend. A symposium
M. Haast, our playground director, has suggested that | should nyself have
nmore to do with this fellow, that he nust be given a chance to exercise his
special talents as an observer. | fear that | _have_rather overlooked him
that | have not given M. Sacchetti anple credit. For--as you, Cheeta, have
made ne realize--he is not undangerous."

| shrugged. "Praise from Caesar

Schi pansky still hovered indecisively above his seat. "Well, in any
case, you won't be needi ng ne. .

"Strangely enough, | _do_. So, sit down."

Schi pansky sat down. The two guards arranged thensel ves synmetrically on
either side of the door. Skillinman took a seat, opposite me, with the

cont ested soul between us.
"As you were sayi ng?"

54.

As | reconstruct the scene, the world i mediately about ne, the world of
typewiter, littered table, palinpsest wall, shrinks and swells rhythmcally,
now bounded in a nutshell, nowinfinite. My eyes ache; ny sweetbreads and
brai ns grow nauseous as though farctate with bad food yet restrained from
vom ti ng.

A stoic, but not stoic enough not to whine a little, not enough not to
want a little synpathy.

Get on with it, Sacchetti, get on with it!

(Skillimn was sick today too. Hi s hands, usually so inel oquent, shook
wi th ague. The "nol e" beneath his chin has gone all purple, and when he coughs



he | ooses sul furous snells, as of farts or spoiled mayonnai se. He takes a
perverse pleasure in the synptoms of his decay, as though they are all points
in the case he is nmaking against his body's treason.)

55.

H s nonol ogue.

"Come, cone--noralize for us, Sacchetti. Such reticence isn't like you.
Tell us why it's good to be good. Lead us by a paradox to virtue--or to

heaven. No? A smile is no answer. | won't buy it. | won't buy smles,

par adoxes, virtue, nor yet heaven. To hell with all of them But 1'll buy
hell. At least it's possible to _believe_in hell. Hell is that fanous

bl eedi ng bole at the center of things. You | ook askance, but there it is, ny
friend, all too plainly visible. Put it another way. Hell is the second | aw of

t hermodynamics. It is that frozen, eternal equilibriumthat nmakes calamty of
so long life. A universal Msrule, all things wound down and nowhere to go.
And Hell is nore than that. Hell is sonething we can _nmake_. That, finally, is
its fascination.

"You think me flippant, Sacchetti. You curl your lip, but you don't
reply. You know, don't you, better than to try? Because if you were to be at
all honest, you'd find yourself on ny side. You put it off, but it stares you
in the face--the conming victory of Louie Il

"Ch yes, | read your journals. | browsed through some bits of it only an
hour ago. Were else do you think I come by this jingling el oquence? There are
parts you ought to |l et Cheeta read too--so that he nmight try to inprove that
| anent abl e personality of his. Face to face, | doubt you are ever so
contenmptuous of him It is the |lips of such lepers as you, my lad, that saints
like Louis must learn to kiss. Dear nme, such very Freudi an netaphors!

"But we're _all_ human, aren't we? Even God is human, as our theol ogi ans
have di scovered to their chagrin. Tell us about God, Sacchetti, that God in
whom you profess no |longer to believe. Tell us about _values_ and why we

shoul d buy some. We're both, Cheeta and |, quite deficient in _values_. | tend
to find them I|ike the canons of architecture, like the | aws of economcs, so
arbitrary. That is nmy problem concerning values. Arbitrary, or what is worse,
self-serving. | mean, | like to eat too, but that's no reason to el evate
peanut butter into the inmmortal, everlasting Pantheon, for goodness' sake! You
sneer at peanut butter, but | know you, Sacchetti--you'll salivate at the

sound of other bells. _Pate foie gras, truite braisée, truffes_. You prefer
French values, but it's all the same chyne by the time it hits your guts.

"Speak to nme, Sacchetti. Show me sone abiding values. |Is there no luster
| eft about the throne of your vani shed God? Wiat of power? Know edge? Love?
Surely one of the old trinity is worth speaking up for?

"I will confess that power is a little problematical, a little raw, for
us nmoralists. Like God in Hs nmore fatherly aspect, or like a bonb, power
tends to be rather ruthless. Power needs to be qualified--and, as it were,
hedged- - by ot her val ues. Such as? Louis, why do you remain silent?

"Knowl edge- - how about know edge? Ah, | see you'd rather pass over
know edge too. One gets a little sick of that apple, doesn't one?

"So it all boils dowmn to Love, to that need to be _sonmebody else's_
peanut butter. How passionately the ego longs to burst its narrow conflnes and
spread itself out in a thin paste over just everyone. You will observe that
' m being very general. It's always w sest, when speaking of Love, to avoid
particul ar instances, for these tend to seemself-serving. There is, for
i nstance, the | ove one feels toward one's nother--the very paradi gm of human
| ove, but one cannot think of it without feeling one's lips puckering at the
ni pple. Then, there is the | ove one feels toward one's wife, but neither can
this escape the Pavl ovian aspersion of 'Reward!' Albeit the reward is no
| onger peanut butter. There are nore diffuse |oves than these, but even the
nost exalted, the nost altruistic of themseens to have its roots in our too
human nature. Consider Theresa's transports, behind the convent walls, when



t he heavenly Bri degroom descended on her. Oh, if only Freud had never witten,
how much happier we all would be! Say sonething in defense of Love--do,
Sacchetti. Before it's too |ate.

"Val ues! _Those_ are your values! Not one of themthat doesn't exist to
keep our feet steady on the treadm || of life, to keep the cogs engaged at
those daily rounds so dear to them-the alinentary canal, the spining world of
days and nights, the closed circuit fromchicken to egg, fromegg to chicken
fromchicken to egg. _Don't you honestly sonetines want to break out?_"

56.

H s monol ogue, conti nued.

"It's just as well that CGod is dead at last. He was such a prig. Sone
schol ars have professed to find it odd that MIlton's synpathies were with his
fiend and not with God, but there's nothing remarkable in that. Even the
Evangel ist nore often purloins his fires fromhell than heaven. He certainly
gives it much closer attention. It's sinply so nuch nore interesting, not to
say relevant. Hell is closer to the facts that we know

"Let's carry our honesty even a little further. Hell is not nmerely
preferable to heaven--it's the only _clear_ notion of an afterlife--of a goa
worth striving toward--that human inagination has been able to devise. The
Egypti ans, the Greeks, the Romans originated our civilization, populated it
with their gods, and forned, in their chthonic wi sdom a heaven underfoot.
Sone heretical Jews inherited that civilization, changed its gods to denons,
and call ed heaven hell. Onh, they tried to pretend there was a _new_ heaven
somewhere up in the attic, but it was a nost unconvinci ng deceit. Now t hat
we' ve found the stairs to the attic, now that we can zoom about anywhere we
choose in that unpopul ated and infinite void, the gane is up, absolutely, for
_that _ heaven. | doubt the Vatican will survive to the end of the century,

t hough one shoul d never underestimate the power of ignorance. Ch, not the
Vatican's ignorance, for heaven's sake! _They've_ always known which way the
deck was stacked.

"Enough of heaven, enough of God! They neither exist. Wiat _we_ want to
hear of now is hell and devils. Not Power, Know edge, and Love--but |npotence,
| gnorance, and Hate, the three faces of Satan. You're surprised at ny candor?
You think | betray nmy hand? Not at all. Al values nmelt inperceptibly into
their opposites. Any good Hegelian knows that. War is peace, ignorance is
strength, and freedomis slavery. Add to that, that love is hate, as Freud has
so exhaustively denonstrated. As for know edge, it's the scandal of our age
t hat phil osophy has been whittled away to a barebones epi stenol ogy, and thence
to an even barer agnoiology. Have | found a word you don't know, Louis?
Agnoi ol ogy is the phil osophy of ignorance, a phil osophy for phil osophers.

"As for inpotence, why don't | allow you, Cheeta, to speak of that? Ah,
| ook at him blushing. How he hates nme, and how hel pless he is to express his
hatred. Inpotent in hatred as in love. Don't fret, Cheeta--it is, at root, our
common condition. At last, at the end of all things, each atomis by
itself--cold, imobile, isolate, touching no other particle, inparting no
nonent um caput .

"And is that such a terrible fate, really? Cone that great day, the
universe will be rmuch nore orderly, to say the least. Al things honobgeni zed,
equidistant, calm It remnds nme of death, and I like it.

"Now there's_a value | forgot to include on ny list: Death. _There's_
something to hel p us break out of that weary old quotidian. _There's_ an
afterlife that's not hard to believe in.

"That's the value that | offer you, Cheeta, and to you too, Sacchetti,
if you have the guts to accept it. Death! Not just your own individual and
possi bly insignificant death, but a death of universal dinmensions. Ch, perhaps
not the heatdeath at the end of tine--that would be asking too rmuch--but a
death that woul d advance that cause al nost perceptibly.

"An end, Sacchetti, to the whole shitty human race. \Wat do you say, ny



boy--wi Il you buy that?

"Or is ny proposition too sudden? You hadn't considered buying an entire
set of encyclopedias, is that it? Well, give it time, let it sink in. | can
cone back in a week, after you' ve talked it over with your w fe.

"But let me say, in closing, that anyone with so nmuch as a grain of
sel f - knowl edge knows that he w shes for nothing so nuch as to be out of it. To
be well out of it. We wish, in Freud' s el oquent words, to be dead.

"Or to quote yourself: 'O puppet of ill, annihilate. Annihilate all, and
us.'

"The exciting thing, you know, is that it's altogether possible. It's
possi bl e to make weapons of absolutely godlike power. W can blowthis little
worl d apart the way we used to explode tomatoes with firecrackers. W only
have to make the weapons and give themto our dear governnments. They can be
counted on to carry the ball fromthere.

"Say that you'll help us? Say you'll lend us, at l|least, your _noral _
support ?

"What --still mute? You're really no fun to talk to, Sacchetti, none at
all. I wonder what it was anmused you in him Cheeta. Now, if you're ready. |

believe that there _is_ sonme work to do."

57.

They left the roomtogether, followed by the guards, but Skillinman
couldn't resist coming back for yet one nore Parthian shot. "Don't be
downcast, Louis. | was bound to get the better of you. Because, you know, |
have the universe on ny side."

Schi pansky was not there to be nade distraught, and | allowed nyself a
riposte. "That's just what | find so vulgar."

He | ooked crestfallen, for he had come to rely upon ny silence. Suddenly
he was not Satan at all, but only a m ddl eaged, bal ding, seedy adm nistrator
of not quite the first rate.

58.

What a convenience it is, after all, to pity our enenmes. It spares us
the larger effort of hate.

Effort. . . . It is too nmuch effort even to say "It hurts.™
59.

I amunrecovered. | reproach nyself now for my ineffectual ness at the
monent of confrontation. Silence, though it has always served God very well,
was not, after all, _nmy_buckler and _ny_ shield. It hurts.

But what reply might | have made? Skilliman dared say what we all dread
may be so, and even Christ, finally, had no better argunent for his Tenpter
than _Go Away! _

Ah, Sacchetti, how you al ways get back to that. The Imtation of Christ.

60.

| am|low, |ow

The waters of sickness gather about the |levee. There are no nore
sandbags. | watch, fromthe rooftop of nmy house, the enpty streets awaiting
the fl oods.

(Save me, O Cod; for the waters are come in unto my soul. | sink in deep
mre, where there is no standing. | amcone into deep waters, where the floods
overflow ne.)

| stare once again, in the infirmary, at a water glass. |I'mon pain

pills all the tine now.
No one visits me.



61.

Lower .

| can't read nore than an hour at a tine before the print begins to rape
nmy eyes. Haast cane by (because of ny | onesone conplaint?) and | asked himif
someone m ght be assigned to read to ne. He said he would think about it.

62.

MIlton, thou shouldst be living at this hour. O better, your three
daught ers. Poor Assiduous cannot read verse, knows no other |anguages, and
bal ks at long words. At last | set himto reading Wttgenstein. There is a
sort of music in the contrast between his perpl exed, reluctant delivery and
the sibylline syllables.

My edition cones off Mrdecai's shelves and is annotated in his hand
Half the tinme | don't understand the conmentari es.

63.

Am | better or worse? | scarcely know by what signs | amto interpret
any nore. I'mon ny feet again, though still doped. Assiduous, under ny
direction, is at work constructing the Miseum of Facts from ny designs.

The equi pnent fromthe magnum opus was still there in the abandoned
theater. Haast had it renmoved to another room but insisted on a nost
scrupul ous delicacy in the handling of it. Superstitions sway us, even dead.

64.

An Addendum

The Reverend Augustus Jacks has had to postpone his visit to the Wiite
House due to an unspecified but acute ill ness.
65.

A recent Acquisition

Lee Harwood, the noted Angl o- Anerican poet, has begun. to publish
conpositions witten in a | anguage of his own invention. Linguists who have
exam ned these "neol ogi snms" substantiate Harwood's claimthat his | anguage is
not, in essence, derived fromany other |anguage, oral or witten. Harwood is
attenpting to establish a utopian community on the outskirts of Tuscon
Arizona, where his | anguage can be spoken and "a suitable culture devel oped
around it." Already three hundred subscribers fromtwel ve states have
conmmitted thensel ves to the project.

66.

| have sent out invitations. The nuseum opening is schedul ed for el even
o' cl ock tonmorrow norning. The invitations were supererogatory, as Haast had
al ready promnised me that everyone will be there.

67.

The nmuseum has opened and cl osed. There was nore than enough evidence,
and ny purpose was achieved.

The first one to take a sumfromall the assenbl ed addends was
Skilliman. He broke into a fit of coughing before the photos of the Vaizey
murders that the killers had so thoughtfully provided for the newspapers. Wen
he had recovered his breath, he turned on ne angrily: "How | ong have you known
about this, Sacchetti?"



"None of it was exactly classified information, Doctor. It all canme out
of newspapers." O course | had assured mnysel f, through Schi pansky, that

Skilliman was not a newspaper reader.

By now the |ight was dawni ng for nmost of the quats. They gathered about
us, whispering. Haast, confronted with the handwiting on the wall, was
| ooki ng about hel plessly for an interpreter

Skilliman visibly noderated his upset, steering for civility. "Wen is

the first of these clippings dated, if | mght ask?"

"Adrienne Leverkihn prem ered _Spacial Fugues_ on August 30. However,
her case is one of the nore problematical. | allowed it into the exhibit
because Aspen is so nearby, and because she is certainly a Lesbian."

"OfF course!" he said, giving way again to anger. "Wat an asshole |I've
been. "

"You, too?" | asked cordially. Wiich he did not take in a spirit of fun
Had he been on even slightly famliar terms with his own body, |I'm sure he
woul d have hit nme for that.

"What are you two tal ki ng about?" Haast asked, pushing his way through
the quats. "What _is_ this? Wiy are you all getting worked up about a bunch
of. . . news clippings? That was a terrible nurder, I'lIl admt, but the police
are bound to get the nmurderer soon. Is that it? Have you figured out who he
is?"

"You're the nurderer, HH As |'ve been trying these nmany nonths to
expl ain. George Wagner's murderer, Mordecai's, Meade's, and soon
enough--m ne. "

"Nonsense, Louis!" He turned on Skilliman for noral assistance. "He's
gone crazy. They all seemto go crazy toward the end."
"In that case the world will soon have caught up with him" Watson, one

of the bol der quats, put in. "Because it looks like a sure thing that the
whol e dammed worl d--the entire country, anyhow -has been infected by your
Pal I'idine."

"I npossi bl e!" Haast declared with still unflawed assurance. "Absolutely
i npossi ble. Qur security is . . ." And now it reached even Haast. "Her?"
"I ndeed,"” | said. "Ai mée Busk. Yes, beyond a doubt--her."

He | aughed nervously. "Not old Siegfried? You' re not trying to tell ne
t hat someone got _her_ cherry? Don't make me | augh!"

"I'f not her cherry,"” Skilliman said, "then it would seemthat the
Si egfried Line has been outfl anked and attacked fromthe rear."

Haast's network of wrinkles tightened into a sieve of bew | dernent.
Then, with conprehension, cane disgust. "But who would have . . . | _nean!_

| shrugged. "Any one of us m ght have, | suppose. W all had private
sessions in her offices. | can assure you it wasn't ne. Mst |ikely, Mordecai
If you'll recall, the hero of his novella was based on the good doctor. Also,
there was just a hint in the story that the heroine, Lucrecia, was being
buggered, though I'Il adnit that that particular suspicion only cones with, as
it were, hindsight."

"Why that son of a bitch! | _trusted_ that bl ack-assed bastard |ike ny
own son!"

68.

It was sone time before Haast could realize that there was nore than a
personal betrayal involved. Meanwhile Skilliman skul ked of f, brood under w ng,
to ponder consequences. |'m convinced that his first and strongest reaction
was to feel cheated: He'd wanted so much to put an end to the world hinself.

69.

Haast required nme to spell it out. |I gave himny notebooks and ny
various estimations of the rate of progress of the epidemc.

Assum ng that Busk's adventures began i mediately after she left the



canp (June 22), then the first fruits of her sowi ng woul d have begun to appear
by mid- or late August. My estimates of the rate of progress are based on the
new edi tion of Kinsey and so it probably errs in the direction of
conservatism The fact that prom scuity (and VD) is nore comon anong
honbsexual s woul d |i kewi se tend to accelerate the process, especially inits
early stages when rapid dissem nation is crucial. The facts in ny nuseum did
show a preponderance of "breakthroughs” in just those areas where
honosexual ity is thickest: the arts, sports, fashion, religion, and sex
crines.

Wthin two nore nmonths 20 to 35 percent of the adult population will be
on their way to soaring genius. _Unless_ the government imediately reveals
all the facts in the case. Less specific warnings agai nst venereal disease

wi Il have no nore effect on promiscuity than thirty years of Arny training
films have had. Less, because nowadays we've conme to place our faith in
penicillin rather than in condons. Penicillin, sad to tell, has no efficacy

agai nst Pal | i di ne.

70.

| _think_ that Haast understands all this now. Nothing but a ful
revel ati on of the danger can have any effect. Already, by ny graphs, a noiety
of professional prostitutes have been infected. The epidemic will nove by a
geomnetri c progression

71.

| return to the infirmary at closer intervals. The m nd, neanwhile, goes
its own way.

"What was | tal king about? Ch yes

| anuse nyself with specul ations on who initiated so inprobable a
romance- - and why. Mrdecai ? And would it have been out of a purely persona
spite, a last chance to get his own back at the Great White Bitch of America?
O had he sone intuition of how Busk woul d react, and was his revenge nore
uni versal ?

And La Busk hersel f--why woul d she invite the dirty little spirochete
in? Had sone part of her (her ass, for instance) been waiting around all these
years just for the day when sone big black buck would break and enter? O was
she nore farseei ng? Was Mordecai just the necessary tool, a m ddl eman between
t he coveted di sease and her blood? Surely there was _sone_ el enent of the
Faustian in her submission. Was it part of her plan even then to escape Canp
Archi medes with her Pronethean gifts? Did Pandora accept the stranger's box
only that she might be able to open it the m nute he was gone?

Tune in agai n next week.

72.

Al'l day yesterday Haast was out of reach. It is norning-- he stil
refuses to talk with ne.

There is no indication yet on the television (no stir at the Wite
House, no trenors on Wall Street, no runors straining toward the truth) that
an announcenent is being prepared. Doesn't the governnent realize that the
news _can't_ be delayed? Wth 30 percent civilian casualties, an industrial
soci ety sinply cannot _cohere_.

And that is hardly the greatest danger. Consider the sheer disruptive
force of so much undirected inteffigence suddenly set |oose. _Already_ the
institutions are beginning to show cracks. | doubt, for instance, that our
university systemw |l survive. (O is that wi shful thinking?) Religions are
already taking off in all directions (e.g., Jacks). Catholicismshould be able
to maintain at least its clergy in line, thanks to celibacy.

But el sewhere it is exactly the people essential to stability who are



likely to become infected: the comunications industries, managerial suburbia,
| aw, government, medicine, the educational establishment.

Oh, it will be a spectacul ar debacl e
73.

My light is spent; | begin the | ong waiting.

Assi duous grows surly in his unaccustoned service. | amreluctant to tax
his goodwi fi with new demands.

Braille?

But my hands trenble.

There is still the vision of menory--walks in the Swiss hills (lovelier

really, than the nountains), that day along the shingle hunting shells and
agates with Andrea, her smile, the unlikely purple of the veins beneath her
eyes, and all the radiant still-lies heaped on the tabletops of the quotidian
wor | d.

74.

Laf orgue wrote: "_Ah, que la vie est quotidi enne! _
But that, precisely that, is its beauty.

75.

Mermory al so has its nmusics (she should, after all, for she was the
not her of the muses), both heard and unheard. Unheard are sweeter. | lie in ny
dark bed and whi sper:

Brightness falls fromthe air;
Queens have died young and fair;
Dust hath cl osed Hel en's eye.

I amsick, | nust die.

_Lord have nercy on us! _

76.
| have not said it, have 1? Not in so nany words. Not in a single word:
bl i nd.

77.

Typing slowmy, with ny mnd al ways el sewhere. The keys of ny typewiter
have been notched to enable me to continue this record. And shall | confess it
at last? | have becone fond of ny journal. As lonely as | amnow, it is a
confort to have sone continuities.

78.

Haast has not visited ne, and the guards and doctors wll not say
whet her anything is being done to avert a full-scale epidemc. Assiduous tells
me that the radio and television are now forbidden in the infirmary. Perforce,
| must believe him

79.

| never knowif he is watching me. If he is, | will probably not be able
to see this entry to its end.

From being a distant synpathizer and a willing listener to ny

conpl ai nts, Assiduous has beconme ny tornentor. Each day he carries his
cruelties a little further in a spirit of experiment (a titration). At first |



tried to frequent public places, the library, the dining hall, etc., but it
has becone clear--frominsinuations, nuffled | aughter, a mssing fork-- that
t hese scenes have acted as encouragenents. Today as | was sitting down to ny
nmorni ng cup of tea, Assiduous pulled away ny chair. There was | oud | aughter.
thi nk ny back was hurt. |'ve conplained to the doctors, but fear has made
aut omatons of them They make it their principle now never to talk to ne,
except to inquire synptons.

When | ask to see Haast, I'mtold he is busy. The guards, seeing that
I"'mno longer relevant to the experiment, take their cue from Skilliman, who
taunts me openly with ny hel pl essness, calls nme Sampson, pulls ny hair.
Knowi ng that |'ve not been able to hold ny neals, he asks: "Wat kind of shit
do you think you're eating, Sanpson? Wat kind of shit have they put on your
pl at e?"

Assi duous must be out of the room or not reading what | type. | spent
nost of the day typing out poenms in French to drive himoff. |I've nade these
same complaints in other |anguages, but as there's been no response | mnust
assune that H H no |longer bothers to have translations made of what | wite.
O that he no |l onger cares what becones of ne.

Strange--that Haast has cone to seem al nost a friend.

80.

Schi pansky visited nme today, bringing two other quats-- Watson and
Quire. Though no word was spoken on the matter, the inplication was that ny
sil ence has won the debate. (G ven enough rope, the devil may always be relied
upon to hang hinsel f?)

Yesterday and the day before Schi pansky had been told | was too sick to
see him He got past the guards at last only by enlisting Fredgren's hel p--and

by threatening to go on strike. 1'd been declared off-linmts by Skilliman.
Fredgren, to get Schipansky into the ward, had to appeal over Skilliman's head
to Haast.

The visit, welcome as it was, served chiefly to rem nd me of nmy grow ng
al i enation. They sat about ny bed, silent or murmuring banalities, quite as if
| were their dying parent, to whom nothing can be said, from whom nothing may
be expect ed.

81.

| did not dare, while they were here, ask what date it is. | have | ost
track. |1 don't know how rmuch time | may legitimtely expect. | don't _want_to
know. My wetchedness reaches that pitch that | hope it is sooner rather than
| at e.

82.

Feel i ng

alittle

better.

But not nuch. Schi pansky brought Sarch's new recordi ng of Messiaen's
_Chronochrome_. Listening to it, | could feel the cogs of ny mind slowy

engaging in the gears of reality. Schipansky didn't say five words the whol e
whi | e.
Blind, there are so few cues by which to interpret silences.

83.

Schi pansky is not ny only visitor. Assiduous, though |I've dispensed with
his services, often finds occasion to play his little tricks on ne, chiefly at
nmealtimes. |1've learned to recogni ze his footsteps. Schi pansky assures ne that
Haast has promised to restrain him but how, after all, is one to be guarded



agai nst one's guards?

84.

Oten after a pain shot there is an epi phani c nonent when the mind seens
to pierce the veil of appearance. Later, back in the real world, |I look at the
nuggets |'ve brought back fromthe far reaches and find they are fool's gold.
Don't ask whomthe joke is on; the joke's on ne.

Chagrin--that the mind is, even now, no nore than a tub of chemicals,
it's moment of truth a function of its oxidation rate.

85.
Thomas Nashe still haunts me. | tell his rhynes like rosary beads.

Physi c hinsel f nust fade;

Al things to end are nade;
The plague full swi ft goes by;
| amsick, | nust die--

_Lord have nercy on us! _

86.
Schi pansky, Watson, Quire, and a new convert, Berness, spent the day
wat ching over nme in rotation. This, in defiance (though they deny it) of

Skilliman's explicit orders. Mst of the tinme they pursue their own interests,
but sometines they will read to ne, or we talk. Watson asked if, fromny new
and hi gher vantage, | would, given the chance anew, still be a conchie.

couldn't decide, and | suppose that neans | woul d. How many things we do only
to seem consi stent!

87.

Schi pansky has at last overcone his terror of confidences. Since the
evening that Skilliman interrupted us, Schipansky has been engaged in the sane
unbal anced di al ogue between the el oquent forces of evil and the reticent
forces of good.

"I kept telling nmyself | had to find a _reason_. But reasons always cane
in pairs--pro and contra, thesis and antithesis, perfectly matched. At last it

was a conpletely irrational consideration that turned the trick. | was
listening to Vickers sing the hunting aria from_Di e Frau Chne Schatten_. Just
that. And | thought--if only |I_could sing Iike that! | suppose it's

i mpossi bl e, of course, considering nmy age and everything. But | really wanted
that, in a way |I've never wanted anything el se. And that nust have been what
I'd been waiting for, because afterward there just didn't seemto be a

di | enma.

"If I ever get out of here, and if | don't have to die, that's what I'm
going to do with nyself. I'mgoing to study voice. And knowi ng that, having
made that decision, | feel . . . just great. And now that | want to live, the
hell of it is | won't."

"What do you intend to do with the tinme that's left here?" | asked.

"I"ve started to study nedicine actually. |'ve already had a fair ampunt
of biology. It isn't hard. So much of what they have to go through in nedica
school is really beside the point."

"And Watson and Quire and Berness?"

"The project was Watson's originally. He has the ability, which | envy
him to believe that what he's doing at any nonent is the only |ogical and
nmoral thing that can be done. Skilliman couldn't get anywhere talking wth
him and his pigheadedness is a help for all of us. Also, nowthat there are
four of us--five if we can count you--it's easier not to be upset by what he



says, the threats he nakes."
"Do you think there's any chance?"

M nutes of silence. Then: "I'msorry, M. Sacchetti. | forget that you
can't see ne shake ny head. No, not really much of a chance. Finding a cure
will always be a matter nore or less of trial and error. It takes tinme, noney,

equi prent. Mostly, it takes tine."

88.

HH tells ne that the officers of his nefarious corporation refuse to
admt the existence of the epidemc. Several doctors who have discovered the
spi rochet e i ndependently have been paid off or silenced in sonme | ess congeni al
way.

Meanwhi |l e the headlines in the newspapers grow daily nore bizarre.

Anot her wave of super-nurders has started in Dallas and Fort Wrth. There have
been three museum robberies in a single week, and the Cty Council of Kansas
City has hired Andy Warhol as Comm ssioner of Parks. Truly, the world is
ending. Not by ice and not by fire, but by centrifugal force.

89.

A stroke. My left hand is paralyzed, and | type this with ny right
forefinger, a |aborsone task

Mostly, | contenplate the inmensity of ny darkness, or apostrophize,
Mltonically, the holy Iight.

90.

Songs, Nashe's or ny own, console ne now no nore than Mizak. The very
hi ghest thoughts, pierced with this dread, plunmret to earth, snapping the
branches of trees.

The hunter comes upon it, not quite, it is not quite dead. Awing lifts,
goes linp, and lifts again. Not quite, not quite dead.

91.

Fl esh falls apart. The lungs strain, and the stomach manufact ures
i ncorrect acids. Every neal nauseates, and |'ve lost thirty pounds. | would
rather not wal k. Heartbeat erratic. It hurts when | talk.

Yet | am still_afraid of the darkness, of that dark box.
92.

If only I _were_ a cocoon! If only one mght believe the dear old
nmet aphors! If only, in these |ast days, | mght beconme a little nore stupid!
93.

Skil]iman has gone off to fetch guards, while Quire seeks Haast. There
has been something like a confrontation, which, briefly, to recount:

Schi pansky & his 3 friends came to ny bedside, bringing 2 nore quats.
Wth these on our side, Sk's assts will be split evenly 6 to 6. Conversation
revol ved, as ever, around the poss. of a cure. Today we nust have reached
critical mass, for we at |ast broke out of the usual rut of purely nedc.
solutions. Anobng the doz. & nore unpracticeable conceits there nmay be _one_
that will turn in the lock! (Tho it was no doubt by such desperate reasoning
that M fastened on his aichemc project) W tal ked of: studies in mech.
brai n-wave duplication & storage; Yoga, & other nethods of susp. animation
such as freeze-drying, until such tine as a cure is devel oped; even, so help
me, time travel--& as an equiv., interstellar voyaging for a sim purpose,



i.e. returning to a world that would be (in an unrelativistic sense) in the
future. Sch. even put forward the suggestion that a gl obal effort to west
some response from God mi ght be nmade, since we are after all asking for

mracles. Bold Berness suggested escape (!!!!) to which | obj. that there is
so little opport. for secrecy that our plot would have to be able to work even
if the guards knew of it fromthe start. Tinme is up. Apity, | did so want to
reach 100.
94.

The Lord is nmy light and ny sal vation; whomshall | fear? the Lord is
the strength of ny life; of whomshall | be afraid?

When the wi cked, even m ne enem es and foes, cane upon ne to eat up ny
flesh, they stunbled and fell.

Though an host shoul d encanp agai nst nme, ny heart shall not fear: though
war should rise against nme, in this will | be confident.

One thing have | desired of the Lord, that will | seek after; that | may
dwell in the house of the Lord all the days of ny life, to behold the beauty
of the Lord, and to enquire in his tenple.

I amso splendidly, so wildly, so sinply, so against-allexpectation

happy! | am overcone by happi ness as by sone gi gantic benevol ent steanroller
crushed by goodness. | can see. My body is whole. My life is given back to ne,
and the world, the lovely hone-again world will not go off to Armageddon
wi thout at |east a chance to refuse its marching orders.

| amobliged, | fear, to explain. But I only want to sing!

Sequence, Sacchetti, sequence! A beginning, a middle, and an end.

Entry 93 (above) was term nated by the re-arrival in the infirmary of
Skilliman with a nunmber of guards, anong them Assiduous.

"Al'l right, ny little pus-faces, it's time to take yourselves away, M.
Sacchetti is much too sick to be receiving visitors."

"I"'msorry, Doctor, but we're staying here. W have M. Haast's
perm ssion to do so, you know." This, quaveringly, from Schi pansky.

"You will either, the six of you--where is Qire?--wal k out that door by
your own power and instantly, or you will, one by one, be carried out. And
have asked the guards to exercise such small brutalities as they find, in
consci ence, they may. Wul d sormeone pl ease renpve that di sagreeable hand from
that noisy typewiter?"

It was, expectably, Assiduous who undertook this task. | tried to turn
away fromthe typewiter with an appearance of calm but Assiduous nust have
been quite close by (Wre the guards by now di spersed throughout the roon?),
for he was able to catch hold ny right hand and, in pulling me fromny chair,
to twist it with an exquisite sense of the excruciating. (Alittle gasp of
sati sfaction broke fromhis lips.) The pain did not |eave me for m nutes,

i ndeed not till the very end.
"Thank you," Skilliman said. "And now, gentlenen, to denonstrate . "
This ellipsis was occasioned by the arrival of Haast with Quire. HH
began in a puzzled voice: "l've just been | ed to understand--"
"Thank heaven you've arrived, CGeneral!" Skilliman burst out, inprovising

coolly. "A very little longer and you might have had a full-scale nutiny on
your hands. The first thing you nust do--before I can discuss the present
danger with you--is to have these young nmen sent each to his own chanmber."

The six quats interrupted with a clanor of protest and expl anations, but

above these turbulent waters Skilliman's shrill oratory overarched, a distinct
hyper bol a of steely orange:

"Ceneral, | _warn_ you--if you do not separate these young conspirators,
each fromeach, the security of Canp Archinedes will be gravely jeopardized

As you val ue your career and good name, Sir, take ny advice!"
Haast gave only an ambi guous munbl e, but nust have accompanied it with a
sign for the guards to obey Skilliman. The quats were taken, protesting, out



of the room
"I think," Haast began, "that you may be magnifying a nountain into a
nol ehill." He stopped, sensing he'd gone wong sonewhere, puzzling it out.
"May | suggest, General, before we discuss these matters any further
that we | eave Sacchetti to the attentions of the nmedical staff? There are

some things . . . | would not want himto hear."
"No! He has sonme reason for asking that, Haast. Settle ny fate now and
before nme, or it may be a pointless discussion. | _suspect_ him"

"Shit on his suspicions! It's _security_that's at issue. O if you nust
| et the corpse have its way, then let it acconpany us above."

"Above, where?" Haast asked.

" _Above_--you've given ne perm ssion to ascend there often enough before
this. Way do you bal k now?"

"Bal k? I'mnot bal king! | just don't understand.”
"I don't want to discuss the nmatter _here! "
(Even now | am not sure what Skilliman's intention had been in insisting

on this point, which was to prove decisive in so unforeseeable a way. For
surely, it _was_ unforeseen? Was it sinply a conviction that if he could have
his way, all arbitrarily, in this, he could have it in any matter?)

"Al'l right," Haast said, his age audible in the (ever nore customary)
acqui escence of his voice. "Help Sacchetti along, will you?" he asked of the
guards. "And find sone sort of overcoat for him O blankets. It's cold up
there."”

It was many tines over the longest trip |'ve taken on one of our
el evators. The six of us (Assiduous and two other burly guards were required
to prevent ny escape) nade the ascent in a silence perfect but for the popping
of my ears.

Qut side the el evator cage, Haast said, "And now you really must stop
this nmystery-making and explain what is the matter. Wat has Louis done that
is so dreadful ?"

"He has attenpted a nutiny, and he has very nearly brought it to
success. But it wasn't here | wished to go. It will be safer . . . outside."

The guards led nme, a hand in each oxter, across the uncarpeted fl oor
t hrough one door, through another, and then | felt a breath on ny face, like
the breath of a bel oved whom one has believed dead. | stumbled down three
steps. The guards released their grip.

Ar!

And beneath my slippered feet not the Euclidean spareness of concrete
but the unaccustonmed and various-textured earth. | cannot say just what | did,
whether | cried aloud, or if tears fell fromny blind eyes, or how | ong
continued with ny face pressed against the cold rock. | was beside nyself. |
felt such a degree of happiness as | had never felt in nmy |life before: because
this was the actual air and undoubted rock of the world from which, so nmany
nont hs before, |I'd been renoved.

They had been tal ki ng together perhaps several nminutes. | cannot
remenber now if it was Haast's amazed "What!" that roused ne, or the extrene
cold, or sinply the returning sense of mnmy danger

"Kill him" Skilliman said levelly. "Now, you _can't_ ask ne to be
clearer than that."
"Kill hin®"

"While he's trying to escape. You see, his back is turned on us. He's
lost his blankets in his flight. You are obliged to fire. It's a scene
absolutely hoary with tradition."

Haast nust have indicated some further reluctance, for Skilliman pressed
on:

"Kill him You nust. | have shown logically how his continued presence
at Camp Archi medes can have but one consequence. Hi s increasing intelligence
will soon make it inpossible for _any_of us to be quite certain when we're
with himjust what kind of clever web he's tying round us. | told you what he
was tal king to them of today--escape! He said it would have to be an escape



that could be nade despite our overhearing all their plans! |magine the
_contenpt _ he must feel for us! The hatel!™
| could see, in imagination, Haast's head swaying weakly fromside to

side. "But . . . Il can't . . . | can't "

"You must! You _rmust!__You nust!_If not you yourself, then designate
one of the guards. Ask for a volunteer. One of themw Il be willing to assi st
you, |'msure."

Assi duous presented hinself at once, with assiduity. "M, sir?"

"Stand back, you!" Haast said, with no trace of weakness in his voice.
Then, in a dimnished nmanner, to Skilliman: "I couldn't allow one of the
guards . . . to .

"Then use your _own_ gun, sir. Unless you do it, and at once, you will
never be sure that you're not caught, already, in his web. You' ve created this
Frankenstein nonster, and you nust destroy it."

"I could not, nyself. |I've known him. . . too often . . . and . . . but
you? Could you? If the gun were in _your_ hand?"
"Gve it me! I'll answer you direct."

"Quard, give Dr. Skilliman your gun."

In the long silence after this exchange | stood up and turned around, to
receive the rawness of the wind in ny face.

"Well? Well, Sacchetti? Don't you have sonmething you'd like to say? A
couplet to |l eave as | egacy? Anot her cheek?" There was that in the intensity of
his voi ce which suggested that he was not quite securely mounted in the saddle
of his wll.

"One thing. To thank you. It's been so beautiful, com ng here again. So

i nexpressibly beautiful. The wind. And . . can you tell ne, please? Is it
night . . . or day?"

Silence in reply, then a gunshot. Another. Seven in all. After each ny
happi ness seened to bound to a new di aneter

_Alive! | thought. _I amalive! _

The seventh shot was followed by the | ongest silence. Then Haast said:
"It's night."

“Skillimn . . . 2"

"He fired his bullets at--the stars."

"Literal l y?"

"Yes. He seened to be trying especially for Orion's Belt."

"l don't understand."

"You weren't, in the showdown, a big enough target, Louis, for the
consi derabl e grandeur of his spite.”

"And the last bullet? Did he commit

"Perhaps he wanted to, but didn't quite dare. _I_fired the last shot."

"I don't understand yet."

In a baritone thickened by catarrh, Haast hummed the tune of "I'Il Build
a Stairway to Paradise."

"Haast," | said. "Are you . . . ?"

"Mordecai Washington," he said. He laid two bl ankets back on ny
shoul ders. | began to consider
"W'd really do best nowto return downstairs."

95.

El emrents of a Denouenent.

Haast/ Mordecai conducted ne to the roomjust off the old theater where,
when | was building my Museum of Facts, the equi pnent from his magnum opus had
been stored. The guards were nore preoccupied with Assiduous than with ne;

Ass. made | oud, bolldng protests at their rough handling.

The equi pnent was set up as it had been on the evening of the great
fiasco (as | had then judged it). Ass. and | took the places, respectively, of
Haast and Mordecai. Wth a numbed, grateful suspension of all ratiocination I
al l owed nmyself to be strapped and fitted. | nmust by then have realized, if



whi speringly, what was afoot, and | must hold nyself to blane for the

consequences. | renenber goi ng bl ank when the switch was thrown. Qpening ny
eyes | saw .
And that was half the wonder--_| saw _

- nmy own body, a sack of diseases and old flesh, very nearly dead.
That body stirred; its eyes opened--to darkness; its hands noved up to its
face; its face screaned

| 1 ooked down at my own flesh with an al nost swooning admi ration. _May_
| call it my owmn? O does it belong, in large part yet, to Assiduous?

96.

El emrents of a Denouenent, conti nued.

Mor decai expl ained how, in their first nonths in Canp A, a code had
been devi sed by which the prisoners could comunicate secretly w thout
arousi ng suspicion. Al their "alchym c" twaddl e had been a crypt, a code of
nore than Egyptian conplexity and conplicated by frequent flights of free-form
fancy--static, in effect--the better to boggle the N.S. A conputers. Once this
| anguage had been established, several researches were undertaken, but the
nost proni sing proved one which Schi pansky et al. had touched on peripherally
at our nost recent brainstorm ng: nechani cal brai nwave duplication and
storage, following the lines of Frawl ey's work at Canbri dge. The consideration
that had stopped _us_ had been how to get the brain-thing _out_ of storage?
The only sensible container for it would be another human body.

Mordecai and his fellows drew this conclusion, and the next--that any
devi ce they devel oped nmust acconplish recording and pl ayback at one go. _I.e.
it would be a mind reciprocator_. That they were able to devel op such an
instrument with a m ni mum of actual experinent, maintaining all the while the
i mposture of the "magnum opus,” that they could design it in a manner that
di sguised its intended use fromthe el ectroni cs engi neers who had been call ed
intotestify toits innocuity, and that they could bring it to so successful
an issue at its first operation--this is the nost awesone testinony that |
have yet seen to the power of Pallidine.

(One smal |l after-the-fact irony. I had seen the wiring diagramfor the
mai n conponent of the reciprocator hidden in the manner of Poe in the junble
of papers on Ms desk. It was the drawing |I'd found in George Wagner's
_Expense Book_ of a "king" and the lattice of heads.)

97.

El emrents of a Denouenent, concl uded.

It was a happy accident that Haast's mind, finding itself suddenly in
Mor decai ' s exhausted frane, should panic so hectically as to produce an
enbol i sm Mrdecai nmaintains that it was the thought of being a Negro that
undid him

To think of Haast being dead these many nonths and ny visiting with him
all the while! Going back over it, | see that many of the changes |'d observed
i n Haast m ght have been read as clues, but on the whole it was an i mensely
wel | - execut ed i nposture.

But to what purpose, this inposture? Mrdecai explained the necessity of
a gradual takeover, pointing out that he could exercise Haast's authority only
as long as he behaved in a plausibly Haast-1ike way. A prisoner even after
he' d becone the warden

Gradual ly the other prisoners (the Bi shop, Sandemann, etc.) used the
m nd reciprocators to infiltrate the staff of Canp A taking sonetines a
menber of the medical staff and sonetinmes a guard as their "replacenent
bodi es.” One of the strangeest consequences of ny arrival here was that by the
exanpl e of ny nonviol ence | persuaded three of the prisoners, Barry Meade
anong them to forego "resurrection!” Each chose to die his own death rather
t han condemm soneone else to it.



It was for fear that | would have insisted on a siml|ar selfsacrifice

that Mordecai nmaintained his nmystery till the very end, till | had inherited
irreversibly, my victims flesh. Wuld | have insisted on martyrdon? | am so
inlove nowwth that flesh, with life and health, | cannot believe it. |

pr obably woul d have

98.

Meanwhil e, the future. The search is already well under weigh for a
vacci ne. Hope shines bravely fromtwenty accessible peaks. And if we go down,
we'll at |east go down fighting.

So, sing hei gh-ho!

99.

No, it is not as jolly as all that. There is terror too. Behind the nask
of Haast/Mrdecai's face |lurks the dark know edge of another, further-off
future, of a height beyond the first rosy peaks, of a coldness and strangeness
extreme as death. Valery is right! Finally the mnd is destitute and bare.
Finally it is reduced to the suprenme poverty of being a force w thout an
obj ect .

| exist without instincts, alnmost w thout inmages; and | no | onger have
an aim | resenbl e nothing. The poison has had not two effects--genius and
deat h--but one. Call it by which nanme you will.

100.

A good round nunber to end on.

It is Decenmber 31, another tidiness. Today Mrdecai said: "Mich that is
terrible we do not know. Mich that is beautiful we shall still discover. Let's
sail till we cone to the edge."



