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I was living in a room one hundred feet long and twenty-five feet wide,


and it had nineteen windows staring at me from three of the walls and


part of the fourth. The floor planks were worn below the level of the


nails which held them down, except for the southern half of the room


where I had laid a rough linoleum which gave a hint of sprinkled sand,


conceivably an aid to the footwork of my pupils. For one hundred dollars


I had the place whitewashed; everything: the checkerboard of tin ceiling


plates one foot square with their fleur-de-lis stamped into the metal,


the rotted sashes on the window frames (it took twelve hours to scrape the


calcimine from the glass), even parts of the floor had white drippings


(although that was scuffed into dust as time went on) and yet it was


worth it. When I took the loft it stank of old machinery and the paint


was a liverish brown -- I had tried living with that color for a week,


my old furniture which had been moved by a mover friend from the Village


and me, showed the scars of being humped and dragged and flung up six


flights of stairs, and the view of it sprawled over twenty-five hundred


feet of living space, three beat old day beds, some dusty cushions,


a broken-armed easy chair, a cigarette-scarred coffee table made from


a door, a kitchen table, some peeled enamel chairs which thumped like a


wooden-legged pirate when one sat in them, the bookshelves of unfinished


pine butted by bricks, yes all of this, my purview, this grand vista,


the New York sunlight greeting me in the morning through the double


filter of the smog-yellow sky and the nineteen dirt-frosted windows,


inspired me with so much content, especially those liver-brown walls,


that I fled my pad like the plague, and in the first week, after a


day of setting the furniture to rights, I was there for four hours of


sleep a night, from five in the morning when I maneuvered in from the


last closed Village bar and the last coffee-klatsch of my philosopher


friends for the night to let us say nine in the morning when I awoke


with a partially destroyed brain and the certainty that the sore vicious


growl of my stomach was at least the onset of an ulcer and more likely


the first gone cells of a thoroughgoing cancer of the duodenum. So I


lived it that way for a week, and then following the advice of a bar-type


who was the friend of a friend, I got myself up on the eighth morning,


boiled my coffee on a hot-plate while I shivered in the October air


(neither the stove nor the gas heaters had yet been bought) and then


I went downstairs and out the front door of the warehouse onto Monroe


Street, picking my way through the garbage-littered gutter which always


made me think of the gangs on this street, the Negroes on the east end


of the block, the Puerto Ricans next to them, and the Italians and Jews


to the west -- those gangs were going to figure a little in my life, I


suspected that, I was anticipating those moments with no quiet bravery


considering how hung was my head in the morning, for the worst clue to


the gangs was the six-year-olds. They were the defilers of the garbage,


knights of the ordure, and here, in this province of a capital Manhattan,


at the southern tip of the island, with the overhead girders of the


Manhattan and Brooklyn bridges the only noble structures for a mile of


tenement jungle, yes here the barbarians ate their young, and any type


who reached the age of six without being altogether mangled by father,


mother, family or friends, was a pint of iron man, so tough, so ferocious,


so sharp in the teeth that the wildest alley cat would have surrendered


a freshly caught rat rather than contest the meal. They were charming,


these six-year-olds, as I told my uptown friends, and they used to topple


the overloaded garbage cans, strew them through the street, have summer


snowball fights with orange peel, coffee grounds, soup bones, slop, they


threw the discus by scaling the raw tin rounds from the tops of cans,


their pillow fights were with loaded socks of scum, and a debauch was


for two of them to scrub a third around the inside of a twenty-gallon


pail still warm with the heat of its emptied treasures. I heard that the


Olympics took place in summer when they were out of school and the streets


were so thick with the gum of old detritus, alluvium and dross that the


mash made by passing car tires fermented in the sun. Then the parents


and the hoods and the debs and the grandmother dowagers cheered them on


and promised them murder and the garbage flew all day, but I was there


in fall and the scene was quiet from nine to three. So I picked my way


through last night's stew of rubble on this eighth morning of my hiatus on


Monroe Street, and went half down the block to a tenement on the boundary


between those two bandit republics of the Negroes and the Puerto Ricans,


and with a history or two of knocking on the wrong door, and with a nose


full of the smells of the sick overpeppered bowels of the poor which


seeped and oozed out of every leaking pipe in every communal crapper (only


as one goes north does the word take on the Protestant propriety of john),


I was able finally to find my man, and I was an hour ahead of him -- he


was still sleeping off his last night's drunk. So I spoke to his wife,


a fat masculine Negress with the face and charity of a Japanese wrestler,


and when she understood that I was neither a junk-peddler nor fuzz, that I


sold no numbers, carried no bills, and was most certainly not a detective


(though my Irish face left her dubious of that) but instead had come to


offer her husband a job of work, I was admitted to the first of three


dark rooms, face to face with the gray luminescent eye of the television


set going its way in the dark room on a bright morning, and through the


hall curtains I could hear them talking in the bedroom.







"Get up, you son of a bitch," she said to him.







He came to work for me, hating my largesse, lugging his air compressor


up my six flights of stairs, and after a discussion in which his price


came down from two hundred to one, and mine rose from fifty dollars to


meet his, he left with one of my twenty-dollar bills, the air compressor


on the floor as security, and returned in an hour with so many sacks of


whitewash that I had to help him up the stairs. We worked together that


day, Charlie Thompson his name was, a small lean Negro maybe forty years


old, and conceivably sixty, with a scar or two on his face, one a gouge


on the cheek, the other a hairline along the bridge of his nose, and we


got along not too badly, working in sullen silence until the hangover


was sweated out, and then starting to talk over coffee in the Negro


hashhouse on the corner where the bucks bridled a little when I came


in, and then ignored me. Once the atmosphere had become neutral again,


Thompson was willing to talk.







"Man," he said to me, "what you want all that space for?"







"To make money."







"Out of which?"







I debated not very long. The people on the block would know my business


sooner or later -- the reward of living in a slum is that everyone knows


everything which is within reach of the senses -- and since I would be


nailing a sign over my mailbox downstairs for the pupils to know which


floor they would find me on, and the downstairs door would have to be


open since I had no bell, the information would be just as open. But


for that matter I was born to attract attention; given my height and


my blond hair, the barbarians would notice me, they noticed everything,


and so it was wiser to come on strong than to try to sidle in.







"Ever hear of an Escuela de Torear ?" I asked him without a smile.







He laughed with delight at the sound of the words, not even bothering


to answer.







"That's a bullfighter's school," I told him. "I teach bullfighting."







"You know that?"







"I used to do it in Mexico."







"Man, you can get killed."







"Some do." I let the exaggeration of a cooled nuance come into my voice.


It was true after all; some do get killed. But not so many as I was


suggesting, maybe one in fifty of the successful, and one in five hundred


of the amateurs like me who fought a few bulls, received a few wounds,


and drifted away.







Charley Thompson was impressed. So were others -- the conversation


was being overheard after all, and I had become a cardinal piece on


the chaotic chessboard of Monroe Street's sociology -- I felt the


clear bell-like adrenalins of clean anxiety, untainted by weakness,


self-interest, neurotic habit, or the pure yellows of the liver. For I had


put my poker money on the table, I was the new gun in a frontier saloon,


and so I was asking for it, not today, not tomorrow, but come sooner,


come later, something was likely to follow from this. The weak would


leave me alone, the strong would have respect, but be it winter or summer,


sunlight or dark, there would come an hour so cold or so hot that someone,


somebody, some sexed-up head, very strong and very weak, would be drawn


to discover a new large truth about himself and the mysteries of his own


courage or the lack of it. I knew. A year before, when I had first come


to New York, there was a particular cat I kept running across in the bars


of the Village, an expert with a knife, or indeed to maintain the salts


of accuracy, an expert with two knives. He carried them everywhere --


he had been some sort of hophead instructor in the Marines on the art


of fighting with the knife, and he used to demonstrate nice fluid poses,


his elbows in, the knives out, the points of those blades capering free


of one another -- he could feint in any direction with either hand,


he was an artist, he believed he was better with a knife than any man


in all of New York, and night after night in bar after bar be sang the


love-song of his own prowess, begging for the brave type who would take


on his boast, and leave him confirmed or dead.







It is mad to take on the city of New York, there is too much talent


waiting on line; this cat was calling for every hoodlum in every crack


gang and clique who fancied himself with the blade, and one night,


drunk and on the way home, he was greeted by another knife, a Puerto


Rican cat who was defective in school and spent his afternoons and nights


shadow-knifing in the cellar club-house of his clique, a real contender,


long-armed for a Latin, thin as a Lehmbruck, and fast as a hungry wolf;


he had practiced for two months to meet the knife of New York.







So they went into an alley, the champion drunk, a fog of vanity blanketing


the point of all his artistic reflexes, and it turned out to be not too


much of a fight: the Puerto Rican caught it on the knuckles, the lip,


and above the knee, but they were only nicks, and the champion was left


in bad shape, bleeding from the forearm, the belly, the chest, the neck,


and the face: once he was down, the Puerto Rican had engraved a double


oval, labium majorum and minorum on the skin of the cheek, and left him


there, having the subsequent consideration or fright to make a telephone


call to the bar in which our loser had been drinking. The ex-champion,


a bloody cat, was carried to his pad which was not far away (a bit of


belated luck) and in an hour, without undue difficulty the brother-in-law


doctor of somebody or other was good enough to take care of him. There


were police reports, and as our patois goes, the details were a drag,


but what makes my story sad is that our ex-champion was through. He


mended by sorts and shifts, and he still bragged in the Village bars,


and talked of finding the Puerto Rican when he was sober and in good


shape, but the truth was that he was on the alcoholic way, and the odds


were that he would stay there. He had been one of those gamblers who saw


his life as a single bet, and he had lost. I often thought that he had


been counting on a victory to put some charge below his belt and drain


his mouth of all the desperate labial libido.







Now I was following a modest parallel, and as Thompson kept asking me


some reasonable if openly ignorant questions about the nature of the


bullfight, I found myself shaping every answer as carefully as if I were


writing dialogue, and I was speaking practically for the black-alerted


senses of three Negroes who were sitting behind me, each of them big


in his way (I had taken my glimpse as I came in) with a dull, almost


Chinese, sullenness of face. They could have been anything. I had seen


faces like theirs on boxers and ditch diggers, and I had seen such faces


by threes and fours riding around in Cadillacs through the Harlem of the


early-morning hours. I was warning myself to play it carefully, and yet I


pushed myself a little further than I should, for I became ashamed of my


caution and therefore was obliged to brag just the wrong bit. Thompson,


of course, was encouraging me -- he was a sly old bastard -- and he knew


even better than me the character of our audience.







"Man, you can take care of yourself," he said with glee.







"I don't know about that," I answered, obeying the formal minuet of


the macho. "I don't like to mess with anybody," I told him. "But a man


messes with me -- well, I wouldn't want him to go away feeling better


than he started."







"Oh, yeah, ain't that a fact. I hears just what you hear." He talked


like an old-fashioned Negro -- probably Southern. "What if four or five


of them comes on and gangs you?"







We had come a distance from the art of the corrida. "That doesn't happen


to me," I said. "I like to be careful about having some friends." And


part for legitimate emphasis, and part to fulfill my image of the movie


male lead -- that blond union of the rugged and the clean-cut (which would


after all be their  image as well) -- I added, "Good friends, you know."







There we left it. My coffee cup was empty, and in the slop of the saucer


a fly was drowning. I was thinking idly and with no great compassion that


wherever this fly had been born it had certainly not expected to die in


a tan syrupy ring-shaped pond, struggling for the greasy hot-dogged air


of a cheap Negro hashhouse. But Thompson rescued it with a deft little


flip of his fingers.







"I always save," he told me seriously. "I wouldn't let nothing be killed.


I'm a preacher."







"Real preacher?"







"Was one. Church and devoted congregation." He said no more. He had the


dignified sadness of a man remembering the major failure of his life.







As we got up to go, I managed to turn around and get another look at the


three spades in the next booth. Two of them were facing me. Their eyes


were flat, the whites were yellow and flogged with red -- they stared


back with no love. The anxiety came over me again, almost nice -- I had


been so aware of them, and they had been so aware of me.
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That was in October, and for no reason I could easily discover, I found


myself thinking of that day as I woke on a spring morning more than half


a year later with a strong light coming through my nineteen windows.


I had fixed the place up since then, added a few more pieces of furniture,


connected a kitchen sink and a metal stall shower to the clean water


outlets in the john, and most noticeably I had built a wall between the


bullfight studio and the half in which I lived. That was more necessary


than one might guess -- I had painted the new wall red; after Thompson's


job of whitewash I used to feel as if I were going snowblind; it was


no easy pleasure to get up each morning in a white space so blue with


cold that the chill of a mountain peak was in my blood. Now, and when


I opened my eyes, I could choose the blood of the wall in preference to


the ice slopes of Mt. O'Shaugnessy, where the sun was always glinting


on the glaciers of the windows.







But on this particular morning, when I turned over a little more, there


was a girl propped on one elbow in the bed beside me, no great surprise,


because this was the year of all the years in my life when I was scoring


three and four times a week, literally combing the pussy out of my hair,


which was no great feat if one knew the Village and the scientific


temperament of the Greenwich Village mind. I do not want to give the


false impression that I was one of the lustiest to come adventuring down


the pike -- I was cold, maybe by birth, certainly by environment: I grew


up in a Catholic orphanage -- and I had had my little kinks and cramps,


difficulties enough just a few years ago, but I had passed through


that, and I was going now on a kind of disinterested but developed


competence; what it came down to was that I could go an hour with the


average girl without destroying more of the vital substance than a good


night's sleep could repair, and since that sort of stamina seems to get


advertised, and I had my good looks, my blond hair, my height, build, and


bullfighting school, I suppose I became one of the Village equivalents


of an Eagle Scout badge for the girls. I was one of the credits needed


for a diploma in the sexual humanities, I was par for a good course, and


more than one of the girls and ladies would try me on an off-evening like


comparison-shoppers to shop the value of their boy friend, lover, mate,


or husband against the certified professionalism of Sergius O'Shaugnessy.







Now if I make this sound bloodless, I am exaggerating a bit -- even an


old habit is livened once in a while with color, and there were girls I


worked to get and really wanted, and nights when the bull was far from


dead in me. I even had two women I saw at least once a week, each of


them, but what I am trying to emphasize is that when you screw too much


and nothing is at stake, you begin to feel like a saint. It was a hell


of a thing to be holding a nineteen-year-old girl's ass in my hands,


hefting those young kneadables of future power, while all the while the


laboratory technician in my brain was deciding that the experiment was


a routine success -- routine because her cheeks looked and felt just


about the way I had thought they would while I was sitting beside her


in the bar earlier in the evening, and so I still had come no closer


to understanding my scientific compulsion to verify in the retort of


the bed how accurately I had predicted the form, texture, rhythm and


surprise of any woman who caught my eye.







Only an ex-Catholic can achieve some of the rarer amalgams of guilt, and


the saint in me deserves to be recorded. I always felt an obligation --


some noblesse oblige of the kindly cocksman -- to send my women away


with no great wounds to their esteem, feeling at best a little better


than when they came in, I wanted it to be friendly (what vanity of the


saint!). I was the messiah of the one-night stand, and so I rarely acted


like a pig in bed, I wasn't greedy, I didn't grind all my tastes into


their mouths, I even abstained from springing too good a lay when I felt


the girl was really in love with her man, and was using me only to give


love the benefit of new perspective. Yes, I was a good sort, I probably


gave more than I got back, and the only real pains for all those months


in the loft, for my bullfighting classes, my surprisingly quiet time


(it had been winter after all) on Monroe Street, my bulging portfolio of


experiments -- there must have been fifty girls who spent at least one


night in the loft -- my dull but doggedly advancing scientific data,


even the cold wan joys of my saintliness demanded for their payment


only one variety of the dead hour: when I woke in the morning, I could


hardly wait to get the latest mouse out of my bed and out of my lair. I


didn't know why, but I would awaken with the deadliest of depressions,


the smell of the woman had gone very stale for me, and the armpits, the


ammonias and dead sea life of old semen and old snatch, the sour fry of


last night's sweat, the whore scent of overexercised perfume, became an


essence of the odious, all the more remarkable because I clung to women


in my sleep, I was one Don John who hated to sleep alone, I used to feel


as if my pores were breathing all the maternal (because sleeping) sweets


of the lady, wet or dry, firm or flaccid, plump, baggy, or lean who was


handled by me while we dreamed. But on awakening, hung with my head --


did I make love three times that year without being drunk? -- the saint


was given his hour of temptation, for I would have liked nothing more


than to kick the friendly ass out of bed, and dispense with the coffee,


the good form, my depression and often hers, and start the new day by


lowering her in a basket out of my monk-ruined retreat six floors down


to the garbage pile (now blooming again in the freshets of spring),


wave my hand at her safe landing and get in again myself to the blessed


isolations of the man alone.







But of course that was not possible. While it is usually a creep who


generalizes about women, I think I will come on so heavy as to say that


the cordial tone of the morning after is equally important to the gymkhana


of the night before -- at least if the profit made by a nice encounter


is not to be lost. I had given my working hours of the early morning to


dissolving a few of the inhibitions, chilled reflexes and dampened rhythms


of the corpus before me, but there is not a restraint in the world which


does not have to be taken twice -- once at night on a steam-head of booze,


and once in daylight with the grace of a social tea. To open a girl


up to the point where she loves you or It or some tremor in her sexual


baggage, and then to close her in the morning is to do the disservice


which the hateful side of women loves most -- you have fed their cold


satisfied distrust of a man. Therefore my saint fought his private churl,


and suffering all the detail of abusing the sympathetic nervous system,


I made with the charm in the daylight and was more of a dear than most.







It was to be a little different this morning, however. As I said,


I turned over in my bed, and looked at the girl propped on her elbow


beside me. In her eyes there was a flat hatred which gave no ground --


she must have been staring like this at my back for several minutes,


and when I turned, it made no difference -- she continued to examine my


face with no embarrassment and no delight.







That was sufficient to roll me around again, my shoulder blades bare to


her inspection, and I pretended that the opening of my eyes had been a


false awakening. I felt deadened then with all the diseases of the dull


-- making love to her the night before had been a little too much of


a marathon. She was a Jewish girl and she was in her third year at New


York University, one of those harsh alloys of a self-made bohemian from


a middle-class home (her father was a hardware wholesaler), and I was


remembering how her voice had irritated me each time I had seen her,


an ugly New York accent with a cultured overlay. Since she was still


far from formed, there had been all sorts of Lesbian hysterias in her


shrieking laugh and they warred with that excess of strength, complacency


and deprecation which I found in many Jewish women -- a sort of "Ech"


of disgust at the romantic and mysterious All. This one was medium in


size and she had dark long hair which she wore like a Village witch


in two extended braids which came down over her flat breasts, and she


had a long thin nose, dark eyes, and a kind of lean force, her arms and


square shoulders had shown the flat thin muscles of a wiry boy. All the


same, she was not bad, she had a kind of Village chic, a certain snotty


elegance of superiority, and when I first came to New York I had dug


girls like her -- Jewesses were strange to me -- and I had even gone


with one for a few months. But this new chick had been a mistake --


I had met her two weeks ago at a party, she was on leave from her boy


friend, and we had had an argument about T.S. Eliot, a routine which


for me had become the quintessence of corn, but she said that Eliot was


the apotheosis of manner, he embodied the ecclesiasticism of classical


and now futureless form, she adored him she said, and I was tempted


to tell her how little Eliot would adore the mannerless yeasts of the


Brooklyn from which she came, and how he might prefer to allow her to


appreciate his poetry only in step to the transmigration of her voice


from all urgent Yiddish nasalities to the few high English analities of


relinquished desire. No, she would not make that other world so fast --


nice society was not cutting her crumpets thus quickly because she was


gone on Thomas Stearns Eeeee. Her college-girl snobbery, the pith for me


of eighty-five other honey-pots of the Village aesthetic whose smell I


knew all too well, so inflamed the avenger of my crotch, that I wanted


to prong her then and there, right on the floor of the party, I was a


primitive for a prime minute, a gorged gouge of a working-class phallus,


eager to ram into all her nasty little tensions. I had the message


again, I was one of the millions on the bottom who had the muscles to


move the sex which kept the world alive, and I would grind it into her,


the healthy hearty inches and the sweat of the cost of acquired culture


when you started low and you wanted to go high. She was a woman, what! she


sensed that moment, she didn't know if she could handle me, and she had


the guts to decide to find out. So we left the party and we drank and


(leave it to a Jewish girl to hedge the bet) she drained the best half


of my desire in conversation because she was being psychoanalyzed,


what a predictable pisser! and she was in that stage where the jargon


had the totalitarian force of all vocabularies of mechanism, and she


could only speak of her infantile relations to men, and the fixations


and resistances of unassimilated penis-envy with all the smug gusto of


a female commissar. She was enthusiastic about her analyst, he was also


Jewish (they were working now on Jewish self-hatred), he was really


an integrated guy, Stanford Joyce, he belonged on the same mountain


as Eliot, she loved the doers and the healers of life who built on the


foundationless prevalence of the void those islands of proud endeavor.







"You must get good marks in school," I said to her.







"Of course."







How I envied the jazzed-up brain of the Jews. I was hot for her again,


I wanted the salts of her perspiration in my mouth. They would be acrid


perhaps, but I would digest them, and those intellectual molecules would


rise to my brain.







"I know a girl who went to your bullfighting school," she said to me. She


gave her harsh laugh. "My friend thought you were afraid of her. She said


you were full of narcissistic anxieties."







"Well, we'll find out," I said.







"Oh, you don't want me. I'm very inadequate as a lover." Her dark hard


New York eyes, bright with appetite, considered my head as if I were a


delicious and particularly sour pickle.







I paid the check then, and we walked over to my loft. As I had expected,


she made no great fuss over the back-and-forth of being seduced --


to the contrary. Once we were upstairs, she prowled the length of my


loft twice, looked at the hand-made bullfighting equipment I had set


up along one wall of the studio, asked me a question or two about the


killing machine, studied the swords, asked another question about the


cross-guard on the descabellar, and then came back to the living-room --


bedroom -- dining-room -- kitchen of the other room, and made a face


at the blood-red wall. When I kissed her she answered with a grinding


insistence of her mouth upon mine, and a muscular thrust of her tongue


into my throat, as direct and unfeminine as the harsh force of her voice.







"I'd like to hang my clothes up," she said.







It was not all that matter-of-fact when we got to bed. There was


nothing very fleshy about the way she made love, no sense of the skin,


nor smell, nor touch, just anger, anger at her being there, and another


anger which was good for my own, that rage to achieve . . . just what,


one cannot say. She made love as if she were running up an inclined wall


so steep that to stop for an instant would slide her back to disaster. She


hammered her rhythm at me, a hard driving rhythm, an all but monotonous


drum, pound into pound against pound into pound until that moment when


my anger found its way back again to that delayed and now recovered


Time when I wanted to prong her at the party. I had been frustrated,


had waited, had lost the anger, and so been taken by her. That finally


got me -- all through the talk about T.S. Eliot I had been calculating


how I would lay waste to her little independence, and now she was alone,


with me astride her, going through her paces, teeth biting the pillow,


head turned away, using me as the dildoe of a private gallop. So my rage


came back, and my rhythm no longer depended upon her drive, but found its


own life, and we made love like two club fighters in an open exchange,


neither giving ground, rhythm to rhythm, even to even, hypnotic, knowing


neither the pain of punishment nor the pride of pleasure, and the equality


of this, as hollow as the beat of the drum, seemed to carry her into some


better deep of desire, and I had broken through, she was following me, her


muscular body writhed all about me with an impersonal abandon, the wanton


whip-thrash of a wounded snake, she was on fire and frozen at the same


time, and then her mouth was kissing me with a rubbery greedy compulsion


so avid to see all there was of me, that to my distant surprise, not


in character for the saint to slip into the brutal, my hand came up


and clipped her mean and openhanded across the face which brought a cry


from her and broke the piston of her hard speed into something softer,


wetter, more sly, more warm, I felt as if her belly were opening finally


to receive me, and when her mouth kissed me again with a passing tender


beat, warm-odored with flesh, and her body sweetened into some feminine


embrace of my determination driving its way into her, well, I was gone,


it was too late, I had driven right past her in that moment she turned,


and I had begun to come, I was coming from all the confluences of my body


toward that bud of sweetness I had plucked from her, and for a moment


she was making it, she was a move back and surging to overtake me, and


then it was gone, she made a mistake, her will ordered all temptings and


rhythms to mobilize their march, she drove into the hard stupidities of a


marching-band's step, and as I was going off in the best for many a month,


she was merely going away, she had lost it again. As I ebbed into what


should have been the contentments of fine after-pleasure, warm and fine,


there was one little part of me remaining cold and murderous because she


had deprived me, she had fled the domination which was liberty for her,


and the rest of the night was bound to be hell.







Her face was ugly. "You're a bastard, do you know that?" she asked of me.







"Let it go. I feel good."







"Of course you feel good. Couldn't you have waited one minute?"







I disliked this kind of thing. My duty was reminding me of how her


awakened sweets were souring now in the belly, and her nerves were


sharpening into the gone electric of being just nowhere.







"I hate inept men," she said.







"Cool it." She could, at least, be a lady. Because if she didn't stop,


I would give her back a word or two.







"You did that on purpose," she nagged at me, and I was struck with the


intimacy of her rancor -- we might as well have been married for ten years


to dislike each other so much at this moment.







"Why," I said, "you talk as if this were something unusual for you."







"It is."







"Come on," I told her, "you never made it in your life."







"How little you know," she said. "This is the first time I've missed


in months."







If she had chosen to get my message, I could have been preparing now for


a good sleep. Instead I would have to pump myself up again -- and as if


some ghost of the future laid the squeak of a tickle on my back, I felt


an odd dread, not for tonight so much as for some ills of the next ten


years whose first life was stirring tonight. But I lay beside her, drew


her body against mine, feeling her trapped and irritable heats jangle me


as much as they aroused me, and while I had no fear that the avenger would


remain asleep, still he stirred in pain and in protest, he had supposed


his work to be done, and he would claim the wages of overtime from my


reserve. That was the way I thought it would go, but Junior from New York


University, with her hard body and her passion for proper poetry, gave


a lewd angry old grin as her face stared boldly into mine, and with the


practical bawdiness of the Jew she took one straight utilitarian finger,


smiled a deceptive girlish pride, and then she jabbed, fingernail and all,


into the tight defended core of my clenched buttocks. One wiggle of her


knuckle and I threw her off, grunting a sound between rage and surprise,


to which she laughed and lay back and waited for me.







Well, she had been right, that finger tipped the balance, and


three-quarters with it, and one-quarter hung with the mysteries of sexual


ambition, I worked on her like a beaver for forty-odd minutes or more,


slapping my tail to build her nest, and she worked along while we made


the round of the positions, her breath sobbing the exertions, her body


as alive as a charged wire and as far from rest.







I gave her all the Time I had in me and more besides, I was weary of


her, and the smell which rose from her had so little of the sea and so


much of the armpit, that I breathed the stubborn wills of the gymnasium


where the tight-muscled search for grace, and it was like that, a hard


punishing session with pulley weights, stationary bicycle sprints, and


ten breath-seared laps around the track. Yes, when I caught that smell,


I knew she would not make it, and so I kept on just long enough to know


she was exhausted in body, exhausted beyond the place where a ten-minute


rest would have her jabbing that finger into me again, and hating her,


hating women who could not take their exercise alone, I lunged up over


the hill with my heart pounding past all pleasure, and I came, but with


hatred, tight, electric, and empty, the spasms powerful but centered in


my heart and not from the hip, the avenger taking its punishment even


at the end, jolted clear to the seat of my semen by the succession of


rhythmic blows which my heart drummed back to my feet.







For her, getting it from me, it must have been impressive, a convoluted,


smashing, and protracted spasm, a hint of the death throe in the animal


male which cannot but please the feminine taste for the mortal wound. "Oh,


you're lucky," she whispered in my ear as I lay all collapsed beside her,


alone in my athlete's absorption upon the whisperings of damage in the


unlit complexities of my inner body. I was indeed an athlete, I knew my


body was my future, and I had damaged it a bit tonight by most certainly


doing it no good. I disliked her for it with the simple dislike we know


for the stupid.







"Want a cigarette?" she asked.







I could wait, my heart would have preferred its rest, but there was


something tired in her voice beyond the fatigue of what she had done.


She too had lost after all. So I came out of my second rest to look at


her, and her face had the sad relaxation (and serenity) of a young whore


who has finished a hard night's work with the expected lack of issue


for herself, content with no more than the money and the professional


sense of the hard job dutifully done.







"I'm sorry you didn't make it," I said to her.







She shrugged. There was a Jewish tolerance for the expected failures of


the flesh. "Oh, well, I lied to you before," she said.







"You never have been able to, have you?"







"No." She was fingering the muscles of my shoulder, as if in unconscious


competition with my strength. "You're pretty good," she said grudgingly.







"Not really inept?" I asked.







" Sans façons," said the poetess in an arch change of mood which


irritated me. "Sandy has been illuminating those areas where my habits


make for destructive impulses."







"Sandy is Doctor Joyce?" She nodded. "You make him sound like your


navigator," I told her.







"Isn't it a little obvious to be hostile to psychoanalysis?"







Three minutes ago we had been belaboring each other in the nightmare of


the last round, and now we were close to cozy. I put the sole of my foot


on her sharp little knee.







"You know the first one we had?" she asked of me. "Well, I wanted to


tell you. I came close -- I guess I came as close as I ever came."







"You'll come closer. You're only nineteen."







"Yes, but this evening has been disturbing to me. You see I get more


from you than I get from my lover."







Her lover was twenty-one, a senior at Columbia, also Jewish -- which


lessened interest, she confessed readily. Besides, Arthur was too


passive -- "Basically, it's very comprehensible," said the commissar,


"an aggressive female and a passive male -- we complement one another, and


that's no good." Of course it was easy to find satisfaction with Arthur,


"via the oral perversions. That's because, vaginally, I'm anaesthetized --


a good phallic narcissist like you doesn't do enough for me."







In the absence of learned credentials, she was setting out to bully


again. So I thought to surprise her. "Aren't you mixing your language


a little?" I began. "The phallis narcissist is one of Wilhelm Reich's


categories."







"Therefore?"







"Aren't you a Freudian?"







"It would be presumptuous of me to say," she said like a seminar student


working for his pee-aitch-dee. "But Sandy is an eclectic. He accepts


a lot of Reich -- you see, he's very ambitious, he wants to arrive at


his own synthesis." She exhaled some smoke in my face, and gave a nice


tough little grin which turned her long serious young witch's face into


something indeed less presumptuous. "Besides," she said, "you are a


phallic narcissist. There's an element of the sensual which is lacking


in you."







"But Arthur possesses it?"







"Yes, he does. And you . . . you're not very juicy."







"I wouldn't know what you mean."







"I mean this." With the rich cruel look of a conquistador finding a new


chest of Indian gold, she bent her head and gave one fleeting satiric


half-moon of a lick to the conjugation of my balls. "That's what I mean,"


she said, and was out of bed even as I was recognizing that she was


finally not without art. "Come back," I said.







But she was putting her clothes on in a hurry. "Shut up. Just don't give


me your goddamned superiority."







I knew what it was: she had been about to gamble the reserves which


belonged to Arthur, and the thought of possibly wasting them on a


twenty-seven-year-old connoisseur like myself was too infuriating to


take the risk.







So I lay in bed and laughed at her while she dressed -- I did not really


want to go at things again -- and besides, the more I laughed, the angrier


she would be, but the anger would work to the surface, and beneath it


would be resting the pain that the evening had ended on so little.







She took her leisure going to the door, and I got up in time to tell her


to wait -- I would walk her to the subway. The dawn had come, however,


and she wanted to go alone, she had had a bellyful of me, she could tell


me that.







My brain was lusting its own private futures of how interesting it would


be to have this proud, aggressive, vulgar, tense, stiff and arrogant


Jewess going wild on my bottom -- I had turned more than one girl on,


but never a one of quite this type. I suppose she had succeeded instead


of me; I was ready to see her again and improve the message.







She turned down all dates, but compromised by giving me her address and


the number of her telephone. And then glaring at me from the open door,


she said, "I owe you a slap in the face."







"Don't go away feeling unequal."







I might have known she would have a natural punch. My jaw felt it for


half an hour after she was gone and it took another thirty minutes before


I could bring myself back to concluding that she was one funny kid.







All of that added up to the first night with the commissar, and I saw


her two more times over this stretch, the last on the night when she


finally agreed to sleep over with me, and I came awake in the morning


to see her glaring at my head. So often in sex, when the second night


wound itself up with nothing better in view than the memory of the first


night, I was reminded of Kafka's Castle , that tale of the search of


a man for his apocalyptic orgasm: in the easy optimism of a young man,


he almost captures the castle on the first day, and is never to come so


close again. Yes, that was the saga of the nervous system of a man as it


was bogged into the defeats, complications, and frustrations of middle


age. I still had my future before me of course -- the full engagement


of my will in some go-for-broke I considered worthy of myself was yet


to come, but there were times in that loft when I knew the psychology


of an old man, and my second night with Denise -- for Denise Gondelman


was indeed her name -- left me racked for it amounted to so little that


we could not even leave it there -- the hangover would have been too


great for both of us -- and so we made a date for a third night. Over


and over in those days I used to compare the bed to the bullfight,


sometimes seeing myself as the matador and sometimes as the bull, and


this second appearance, if it had taken place, in the Plaza Mexico, would


have been a fracaso  with kapok seat cushions jeering down on the ring,


and a stubborn cowardly bull staying in querencia  before the doubtful


prissy overtures, the gloomy trim technique of a veteran and mediocre


 torero on the worst of days when he is forced to wonder if he has even


his pundonor  to sustain him. It was a gloomy deal. Each of us knew it


was possible to be badly worked by the other, and this seemed so likely


that neither of us would gamble a finger. Although we got into bed and


had a perfunctory ten minutes, it was as long as an hour in a coffee


shop when two friends are done with one another.







By the third night we were ready for complexities again; to see a woman


three times is to call on the dialectic of an affair. If the waves we were


making belonged less to the viper of passion than the worm of inquiry,


still it was obvious from the beginning that we had surprises for one


another. The second night we had been hoping for more, and so got less;


this third night, we each came on with the notion to wind it up, and so


got involved in more.







For one thing, Denise called me in the afternoon. There was studying she


had to do, and she wondered if it would be all right to come to my place


at eleven instead of meeting me for drinks and dinner. Since that would


save me ten dollars she saw no reason why I should complain. It was a down


conversation. I had been planning to lay seige to her, dispense a bit of


elixir from my vast reservoirs of charm, and instead she was going to


keep it in camera . There was a quality about her I could not locate,


something independent -- abruptly, right there, I knew what it was. In


a year she would have no memory of me, I would not exist for her unless


. . . and then it was clear . . . unless I could be the first to carry


her stone of no-orgasm up the cliff, all the way, over and out into the


sea. That was the kick I could find, that a year from now, five years


from now, down all the seasons to the hours of her old age, I would


be the one she would be forced to remember, and it would nourish me a


little over the years, thinking of that grudged souvenir which could


not die in her, my blond hair, my blue eyes, my small broken nose,


my clean mouth and chin, my height, my boxer's body, my parts -- yes,


I was getting excited at the naked image of me in the young-old mind of


that sour sexed-up dynamo of black-pussied frustration.







A phallic narcissist she had called me. Well, I was phallic enough, a


Village stickman who could muster enough of the divine It on the head


of his will to call forth more than one becoming out of the womb of


feminine Time, yes a good deal more than one from my fifty new girls a


year, and when I failed before various prisons of frigidity, it mattered


little. Experience gave the cue that there were ladies who would not be


moved an inch by a year of the best and so I looked for other things in


them, but this one, this Den-of-Ease, she was ready, she was entering


the time of her Time, and if not me, it would be another -- I was sick


in advance at the picture of some bearded Negro cat who would score


where I had missed and thus cuckold me in spirit, deprive me of those


telepathic waves of longing (in which I obviously believed) speeding


away to me from her over the years to balm the hours when I was beat,


because I had been her psychic bridegroom, had plucked her ideational


diddle, had led her down the walk of her real wedding night. Since she


did not like me, what a feat to pull it off.







In the hours I waited after dinner, alone, I had the sense -- which I


always trusted -- that tonight this little victory or defeat would be


full of leverage, magnified beyond its emotional matter because I had


decided to bet on myself that I would win, and a defeat would bring me


closer to a general depression, a fog bank of dissatisfaction with myself


which I knew could last for months or more. Whereas a victory would add


to the panoplies of my ego some peculiar (but for me, valid) ingestion


of her arrogance, her stubbornness, and her will -- those necessary


ingredients of which I could not yet have enough for my own ambition.







When she came in she was wearing a sweater and dungarees which I had been


expecting, but there was a surprise for me. Her braids had been clipped,


and a short cropped curled Italian haircut decorated her head, moving


her severe young face half across the spectrum from the austerities


of a poetess to a hint of all those practical and promiscuous European


girls who sold their holy hump to the Germans and had been subsequently


punished by shaved heads -- how attractive the new hair proved; once


punished, they were now free, free to be wild, the worst had happened


and they were still alive with the taste of the first victor's flesh


enriching the sensual curl of the mouth.







Did I like her this way? Denise was interested to know. Well, it was a


shock, I admitted, a pleasant shock. If it takes you so long to decide,


you must be rigid, she let me know. Well, yes, as a matter of fact I was


rigid, rigid for her with waiting.







The nun of severity passed a shade over her. She hated men who were


uncool, she thought she would tell me.







"Did your analyst tell you it's bad to be uncool?"







She had taken off her coat, but now she gave me a look as if she were


ready to put it on again. "No, he did not tell me that." She laughed


spitefully. "But he told me a couple of revealing things about you."







"Which you won't repeat."







"Of course not."







"I'll never know," I said, and gave her the first kiss of the evening. Her


mouth was heated -- it was the best kiss I had received from her, and it


brought me on too quickly -- "My fruit is ready to be plucked," said the


odors of her mouth, betraying that perfume of the ducts which, against her


will no doubt, had been plumping for me. She was changed tonight. From the


skin of her face and the glen of her neck came a new smell, sweet, sweaty,


and tender, the smell of a body which had been used and had enjoyed its


uses. It came to me nicely, one of the nicest smells in quite some time,


so different from the usual exudations of her dissatisfied salts that


it opened a chain of reflexes in me, and I was off in all good speed on


what Denise would probably have called the vertical foreplay. I suppose


I went at her like a necrophiliac let loose upon a still-warm subject,


and as I gripped her, grasped her, groped her, my breath a bellows to


blow her into my own flame, her body remained unmoving, only her mouth


answering my call, those lips bridling hot adolescent kisses back upon


my face, the smell almost carrying me away -- such a fine sweet sweat.







Naturally she clipped the rhythm. As I started to slip up her sweater, she


got away and said a little huskily, "I'll take my own clothes off." Once


again I could have hit her. My third eye, that athlete's inner eye which


probed its vision into all the corners, happy and distressed of my body


whole, was glumly cautioning the congestion of the spirits in the coils


of each teste. They would have to wait, turn rancid, maybe die of delay.







Off came the sweater and the needless brassiere, her economical breasts


swelled just a trifle tonight, enough to take on the convexities of an


Amazon's armor. Open came the belt and the zipper of her dungarees,


zipped from the front which pleased her not a little. Only her ass,


a small masterpiece, and her strong thighs, justified this theatre.


She stood there naked, quite psychicly clothed, and lit a cigarette.







If a stiff prick has no conscience, it has also no common sense. I stood


there like a clown, trying to coax her to take a ride with me on the


bawdy car, she out of her clothes, I in all of mine, a muscular little


mermaid to melt on my knee. She laughed, one harsh banker's snort --


she was giving no loans on my idiot's collateral.







"You didn't even ask me," Denise thought to say, "of how my studying


went tonight."







"What did you study?"







"I didn't. I didn't study." She gave me a lovely smile, girlish and


bright. "I just spent the last three hours with Arthur."







"You're a dainty type," I told her.







But she gave me a bad moment. That lovely fresh-spent smell, scent of


the well used and the tender, that avatar of the feminine my senses had


accepted so greedily, came down now to no more than the rubbings and


the sweats of what was probably a very nice guy, passive Arthur with


his Jewish bonanzas of mouth-love.







The worst of it was that it quickened me more. I had the selfish wisdom


to throw such evidence upon the mercy of my own court. For the smell


of Arthur was the smell of love, at least for me, and so from man or


woman, it did not matter -- the smell of love was always feminine --


and if the man in Denise was melted by the woman in Arthur, so Arthur


might have flowered that woman in himself from the arts of a real woman,


his mother? -- it did not matter -- that voiceless message which passed


from the sword of the man into the cavern of the woman was carried along


from body to body, and if it was not the woman in Denise I was going to


find tonight, at least I would be warmed by the previous trace of another.







But that was a tone poem to quiet the toads of my doubt. When Denise --


it took five more minutes -- finally decided to expose herself on my


clumped old mattress, the sight of her black pubic hair, the feel of the


foreign but brotherly liquids in her unembarrassed maw, turned me into a


jackrabbit of pissy tumescence, the quicks of my excitement beheaded from


the resonances of my body, and I wasn't with her a half-minute before I


was over, gone, and off. I rode not with the strength to reap the harem


of her and her lover, but spit like a pinched little boy up into black


forested hills of motherly contempt, a passing picture of the nuns of


my childhood to drench my piddle spurtings with failures of gloom. She


it was who proved stronger than me, she the he to my silly she.







All considered, Denise was nice about it. Her harsh laugh did not crackle


over my head, her hand in passing me the after-cigarette settled for no


more than a nudge of my nose, and if it were not for the contempt of her


tough grin, I would have been left with no more than the alarm to the


sweepers of my brain to sweep this failure away.







"Hasn't happened in years," I said to her, the confession coming out of


me with the cost of the hardest cash.







"Oh, shut up. Just rest." And she began to hum a mocking little song.


I lay there in a state, parts of me jangled for forty-eight hours to come,


and yet not altogether lost to peace. I knew what it was. Years ago in the


air force, as an enlisted man, I had reached the light-heavyweight finals


on my air base. For two weeks I trained for the championship, afraid of


the other man all the way because I had seen him fight and felt he was


better than me; when my night came, he took me out with a left hook to


the liver which had me conscious on the canvas but unable to move, and


as the referee was counting, which I could hear all too clearly, I knew


the same kind of peace, a swooning peace, a clue to that kind of death in


which an old man slips away -- nothing mattered except that my flesh was


vulnerable and I had a dim revery, lying there with the yells of the air


force crowd in my ears, there was some far-off vision of green fields and


me lying in them, giving up all ambition to go back instead to another,


younger life of the senses, and I remember at that moment I watered the


cup of my boxer's jock, and then I must have slipped into something new,


for as they picked me off the canvas the floor seemed to recede from me


at a great rate as if I were climbing in an airplane.







A few minutes later, the nauseas of the blow to my liver had me retching


into my hands, and the tension of three weeks of preparation for that fight


came back. I knew through the fading vistas of my peace, and the oncoming


spasms of my nausea, that the worst was yet to come, and it would take me


weeks to unwind, and then years, and maybe never to overcome the knowledge


that I had failed completely at a moment when I wanted very much to win.







A ghost of this peace, trailing intimations of a new nausea, was passing


over me again, and I sat up in bed abruptly, as if to drive these


weaknesses back into me. My groin had been simmering for hours waiting


for Denise, and it was swollen still, but the avenger was limp, he had


deserted my cause, I was in a spot if she did not co-operate.







Co-operate she did. "My God, lie down again, will you," she said,


"I was thinking that finally I had seen you relax."







And then I could sense that the woman in her was about to betray her


victory. She sat over me, her little breasts budding with their own


desire, her short hair alive and flowering, her mouth ready to taste her


gentleman's defeat. I had only to raise my hand, and push her body in the


direction she wished it to go, and then her face was rooting in me, her


angry tongue and voracious mouth going wild finally as I had wished it,


and I knew the sadness of sour timing, because this was a prize I could


not enjoy as I would have on first night, and yet it was good enough --


not art, not the tease and languor of love on a soft mouth, but therapy,


therapy for her, the quick exhaustions of the tension in a harsh throat,


the beseechment of an ugly voice going down into the expiation which


would be its beauty. Still it was good, practically it was good, my ego


could bank the hard cash that this snotty head was searching me, the act


served its purpose, anger traveled from her body into mine, the avenger


came to attention, cold and furious, indifferent to the trapped doomed


pleasure left behind in my body on that initial and grim piddle spurt,


and I was ready, not with any joy nor softness nor warmth nor care, but I


was ready finally to take her tonight, I was going to beat new Time out


of her if beat her I must, I was going to teach her that she was only a


child, because if at last I could not take care of a nineteen-year-old,


then I was gone indeed. And so I took her with a cold calculation, the


rhythms of my body corresponding to no more than a metronome in my mind,


tonight the driving mechanical beat would come from me, and blind to


nerve-raddlings in my body, and blood pressures in my brain, I worked


on her like a riveter, knowing her resistances were made of steel,


I threw her a fuck the equivalent of a fifteen-round fight, I wearied


her, I brought her back, I drove my fingers into her shoulders and my


knees into her hips. I went, and I went, and I went, I bore her high


and thumped her hard, I sprinted, I paced, I lay low, eyes all closed,


under sexual water, like a sub- marine listening for the distant sound


of her ship's motors, hoping to steal up close and trick her rhythms away.







And she was close. Oh, she was close so much of the time. Like a child


on a merry-go-round the touch of the colored ring just evaded the tips


of her touch, and she heaved and she hurdled, arched and cried, clawed


me, kissed me, even gave of a shriek once, and then her sweats running


down and her will weak, exhausted even more than me, she felt me leave


and lie beside her. Yes, I did that with a tactician's cunning, I let


the depression of her failure poison what was left of her will never to


let me succeed, I gave her slack to mourn the lost freedoms and hate


the final virginity for which she fought, I even allowed her baffled


heat to take its rest and attack her nerves once more, and then, just


as she was beginning to fret against me in a new and unwilling appeal,


I turned her over suddenly on her belly, my avenger wild with the mania


of the madman, and giving her no chance, holding her prone against


the mattress with the strength of my weight, I drove into the seat of


all stubbornness, tight as a vise, and I wounded her, I knew it, she


thrashed beneath me like a trapped little animal, making not a sound,


but fierce not to allow me this last of the liberties, and yet caught,


forced to give up millimeter by millimeter the bridal ground of her


symbolic and therefore real vagina. So I made it, I made it all the way --


it took ten minutes and maybe more, but as the avenger rode down to his


hilt and tunneled the threshold of sexual home all those inches closer


into the bypass of the womb, she gave at last a little cry of farewell,


and I could feel a new shudder which began as a ripple and rolled into a


wave, and then it rolled over her, carrying her along, me hardly moving


for fear of damping this quake from her earth, and then it was gone,


but she was left alive with a larger one to follow.







So I turned her once again on her back, and moved by impulse to love's


first hole. There was an odor coming up, hers at last, the smell of


the sea, and none of the armpit or a dirty sock, and I took her mouth


and kissed it, but she was away, following the wake of her own waves


which mounted, fell back, and in new momentum mounted higher and should


have gone over, and then she was about to hang again, I could feel it,


that moment of hesitation between the past and the present, the habit


and the adventure, and I said into her ear, "You dirty little Jew."







That whipped her over. A first wave kissed, a second spilled, and a third


and a fourth and a fifth came breaking over, and finally she was away,


she was loose in the water for the first time in her life, and I would


have liked to go with her, but I was blood-throttled and numb, and as she


had the first big moment in her life, I was nothing but a set of aching


balls and a congested cock, and I rode with her wistfully, looking at


the contortion of her face and listening to her sobbing sound of "Oh,


Jesus, I made it, oh Jesus, I did."







"Compliments of T.S. Eliot," I whispered to myself, and my head was


aching, my body was shot. She curled against me, she kissed my sweat,


she nuzzled my eyes and murmured in my ear, and then she was slipping


away into the nicest of weary sweet sleep.







"Was it good for you too?" she whispered half-awake, having likewise read


the works of The Hemingway, and I said, "Yeah, fine," and after she was


asleep, I disengaged myself carefully, and prowled the loft, accepting the


hours it would take for my roiled sack to clean its fatigues and know a


little sleep. But I had abused myself too far, and it took till dawn and


half a fifth of whisky before I dropped into an unblessed stupor. When I


awoke, in that moment before I moved to look at her, and saw her glaring


at me, I was off on a sluggish masculine debate as to whether the kick


of studying this Denise for another few nights -- now that I had turned


the key -- would be worth the danger of deepening into some small real


feeling. But through my hangover and the knowledge of the day and the


week and the month it would take the different parts of all of me to


repair, I was also knowing the taste of a reinforced will -- finally,


I had won. At no matter what cost, and with what luck, and with a piece


of charity from her, I had won nonetheless, and since all real pay came


from victory, it was more likely that I would win the next time I gambled


my stake on something more appropriate for my ambition.







Then I turned, saw the hatred in her eyes, turned over again, and made


believe I was asleep while a dread of the next few minutes weighed a


leaden breath over the new skin of my ego.







"You're awake, aren't you?" she said.







I made no answer.







"All right, I'm going then. I'm getting dressed." She whipped out of


bed, grabbed her clothes, and began to put them on with all the fury


of waiting for me to get the pronouncement. "That was a lousy thing you


did last night, she said by way of a start.







In truth she looked better than she ever had. The severe lady and the


tough little girl of yesterday's face had put forth the first agreements


on what would yet be a bold chick.







"I gave you what you could use," I made the mistake of saying.







"Just didn't you," she said, and was on her way to the door. Well, cool


it. You don't do anything to me." Then she smiled. "You're so impressed


with what you think was such a marvelous notch you made in me, listen,


Buster, I came here last night thinking of what Sandy Joyce told me


about you, and he's right, oh man is he right." Standing in the open


doorway, she started to light a cigarette, and then threw the matches


to the floor. From thirty feet away I could see the look in her eyes,


that unmistakable point for the kill that you find in the eyes of very


few bullfighters, and then having created her pause, she came on for


her moment of truth by saying, "He told me your whole life is a lie,


and you do nothing but run away from the homosexual that is you."







And like a real killer, she did not look back, and was out the door


before I could rise to tell her that she was a hero fit for me.
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