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Note to Readers of the Ebook Edition
 

This book contains long lines of poetry. The line below is the longest in the book. 




She says it’s got blood in it. What do you mean blood? Cow blood, it’s a local recipe. Supposed to
 


 

If this line is breaking on your e-reader, please click here to view the book in its original print format, per the author’s intent. You may also choose to decrease the font-size setting and/or view the book in landscape format until the entire line fits on your screen. This may not be possible on all e-reading devices.
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RED MEAT:
WHAT DIFFERENCE
DID
STESICHOROS MAKE?
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I like the feeling of words doing
 

as they want to do and as they have to do.
 

GERTRUDE STEIN



 

HE CAME after Homer and before Gertrude Stein, a diffi-cult interval for a poet. Born about 650 B.C. on the north coast of Sicily in a city called Himera, he lived among refugees who spoke a mixed dialect of Chalcidian and Doric. A refugee population is hungry for language and aware that anything can happen. Words bounce. Words, if you let them, will do what they want to do and what they have to do. Stesichoros’ words were collected in twenty-six books of which there remain to us a dozen or so titles and several collections of fragments. Not much is known about his working life (except the famous story that he was struck blind by Helen; see Appendixes A, B, C). He seems to have had a great popular success. How did the critics regard him? Many ancient praises adhere to his name. “Most Homeric of the lyric poets,” says Longinus. “Makes those old stories new,” says Suidas. “Driven by a craving for change,” says Dionysios of Halikarnassos. “What a sweet genius in the use of adjectives!” adds Hermogenes. Here we touch the core of the question “What difference did Stesichoros make?” A comparison may be useful. When Gertrude Stein had to sum up Picasso she said, “This one was working.” So say of Stesichoros, “This one was making adjectives.”

What is an adjective? Nouns name the world. Verbs activate the names. Adjectives come from somewhere else. The word adjective (epitheton in Greek) is itself an adjective meaning “placed on top,” “added,” “appended,” “imported,” “foreign.” Adjectives seem fairly innocent additions but look again. These small imported mechanisms are in charge of attaching everything in the world to its place in particularity. They are the latches of being.

Of course there are several different ways to be. In the world of the Homeric epic, for example, being is stable and particularity is set fast in tradition. When Homer mentions blood, blood is black. When women appear, women are neat-ankled or glancing. Poseidon always has the blue eyebrows of Poseidon. Gods’ laughter is unquenchable. Human knees are quick. The sea is unwearying. Death is bad. Cowards’ livers are white. Homer’s epithets are a fixed diction with which Homer fastens every substance in the world to its aptest attribute and holds them in place for epic consumption. There is a passion in it but what kind of passion? “Consumption is not a passion for substances but a passion for the code,” says Baudrillard.

So into the still surface of this code Stesichoros was born. And Stesichoros was studying the surface restlessly. It leaned away from him. He went closer. It stopped. “Passion for substances” seems a good description of that moment. For no reason that anyone can name, Stesichoros began to undo the latches.

Stesichoros released being. All the substances in the world went floating up. Suddenly there was nothing to interfere with horses being hollow hooved. Or a river being root silver. Or a child bruiseless. Or hell as deep as the sun is high. Or Herakles ordeal strong. Or a planet middle night stuck. Or an insomniac outside the joy. Or killings cream black. Some substances proved more complex. To Helen of Troy, for example, was attached an adjectival tradition of whoredom already old by the time Homer used it. When Stesichoros unlatched her epithet from Helen there flowed out such a light as may have blinded him for a moment. This is a big question, the question of the blinding of Stesichoros by Helen (see Appendixes A, B), although generally regarded as unanswerable (but see Appendix C).

A more tractable example is Geryon. Geryon is the name of a character in ancient Greek myth about whom Stesichoros wrote a very long lyric poem in dactylo-epitrite meter and triadic structure. Some eighty-four papyrus fragments and a half-dozen citations survive, which go by the name Geryoneis (“The Geryon Matter”) in standard editions. They tell of a strange winged red monster who lived on an island called Erytheia (which is an adjective meaning simply “The Red Place”) quietly tending a herd of magical red cattle, until one day the hero Herakles came across the sea and killed him to get the cattle. There were many different ways to tell a story like this. Herakles was an important Greek hero and the elimination of Ger-yon constituted one of His celebrated Labors. If Stesichoros had been a more conventional poet he might have taken the point of view of Herakles and framed a thrilling account of the victory of culture over monstrosity. But instead the extant fragments of Stesichoros’ poem offer a tantalizing cross section of scenes, both proud and pitiful, from Geryon’s own experience. We see his red boy’s life and his little dog. A scene of wild appeal from his mother, which breaks off. Interspersed shots of Herakles approaching over the sea. A flash of the gods in heaven pointing to Geryon’s doom. The battle itself. The moment when everything goes suddenly slow and Herakles’ arrow divides Geryon’s skull. We see Herakles kill the little dog with His famous club.

But that is enough proemium. You can answer for yourself the question “What difference did Stesichoros make?” by considering his masterpiece. Some of its principal fragments are below. If you find the text difficult, you are not alone. Time has dealt harshly with Stesichoros. No passage longer than thirty lines is quoted from him and papyrus scraps (still being found: the most recent fragments were recovered from cartonnage in Egypt in 1977) withhold as much as they tell. The whole corpus of the fragments of Stesichoros in the original Greek has been published thirteen times so far by different editors, beginning with Bergk in 1882. No edition is exactly the same as any other in its contents or its ordering of the contents. Bergk says the history of a text is like a long caress. However that may be, the fragments of the Geryoneis itself read as if Stesichoros had composed a substantial narrative poem then ripped it to pieces and buried the pieces in a box with some song lyrics and lecture notes and scraps of meat. The fragment numbers tell you roughly how the pieces fell out of the box. You can of course keep shaking the box. “Believe me for meat and for myself,” as Gertrude Stein says. Here. Shake.
  

RED MEAT:
FRAGMENTS OF STESICHOROS
 [image: ]
 



I. GERYON
 


Geryon was a monster everything about him was red
 

Put his snout out of the covers in the morning it was red
 

How stiff the red landscape where his cattle scraped against
 

Their hobbles in the red wind
 

Burrowed himself down in the red dawn jelly of Geryon’s
 

Dream
 



 


Geryon’s dream began red then slipped out of the vat and ran
 

Upsail broke silver shot up through his roots like a pup
 



 


Secret pup At the front end of another red day
 



 



II. MEANWHILE HE CAME
 


Across the salt knobs it was Him
 

Knew about the homegold
 

Had sighted red smoke above the red spires
 



 



III. GERYON’S PARENTS
 


If you persist in wearing your mask at the supper table
 

Well Goodnight Then they said and drove him up
 

Those hemorrhaging stairs to the hot dry Arms
 

To the ticking red taxi of the incubus
 

Don’t want to go want to stay Downstairs and read
 



 



IV. GERYON’S DEATH BEGINS
 


Geryon walked the red length of his mind and answered No
 

It was murder And torn to see the cattle lay
 

All these darlings said Geryon And now me
 



 



V. GERYON’S REVERSIBLE DESTINY
 


His mother saw it mothers are like that
 

Trust me she said Engineer of his softness
 

You don’t have to make up your mind right away
 

Behind her red right cheek Geryon could see
 

Coil of the hot plate starting to glow
 



 



VI. MEANWHILE IN HEAVEN
 


Athena was looking down through the floor
 

Of the glass-bottomed boat Athena pointed
 

Zeus looked Him
 



 



VII. GERYON’S WEEKEND
 


Later well later they left the bar went back to the centaur’s
 

Place the centaur had a cup made out of a skull Holding three
 

Measures of wine Holding it he drank Come over here you can
 

Bring your drink if you’re afraid to come alone The centaur
 

Patted the sofa beside him Reddish yellow small alive animal
 

Not a bee moved up Geryon’s spine on the inside
 



 



VIII. GERYON’S FATHER
 


A quiet root may know how to holler He liked to
 

Suck words Here is an almighty one he would say
 

After days of standing in the doorway
 

NIGHTBOLLSNORTED
 



 



IX. GERYON’S WAR RECORD
 


Geryon lay on the ground covering his ears The sound
 

Of the horses like roses being burned alive
 



 



X. SCHOOLING
 


In those days the police were weak Family was strong
 

Hand in hand the first day Geryon’s mother took him to
 

School She neatened his little red wings and pushed him
 

In through the door
 



 



XI. RIGHT
 


Are there many little boys who think they are a
 

Monster? But in my case I am right said Geryon to the
 

Dog they were sitting on the bluffs The dog regarded him
 

Joyfully
 



 



XII. WINGS
 


Steps off a scraped March sky and sinks
 

Up into the blind Atlantic morning One small
 

Red dog jumping across the beach miles below
 

Like a freed shadow
 



 



XIII. HERAKLES’ KILLING CLUB
 


Little red dog did not see it he felt it All
 

Events carry but one
 



 



XIV. HERAKLES’ ARROW
 


Arrow means kill It parted Geryon’s skull like a comb Made
 

The boy neck lean At an odd slow angle sideways as when a
 

Poppy shames itself in a whip of Nude breeze
 



 



XV. TOTAL THINGS KNOWN ABOUT GERYON
 


He loved lightning He lived on an island His mother was a
 

Nymph of a river that ran to the sea His father was a gold
 

Cutting tool Old scholia say that Stesichoros says that
 

Geryon had six hands and six feet and wings He was red and
 

His strange red cattle excited envy Herakles came and
 

Killed him for his cattle
 



 


The dog too
 



 



XVI. GERYON’S END
 


The red world And corresponding red breezes
 

Went on Geryon did not
 



 
  

APPENDIX A
 [image: ]
 


TESTIMONIA
ON THE QUESTION OF
STESICHOROS’ BLINDING
BY HELEN
 

Suidas s.v. palinodia: “Counter song” or “saying the opposite of what you said before.” E.g., for writing abuse of Helen Stesichoros was struck blind but then he wrote for her an encomium and got his sight back. The encomium came out of a dream and is called “The Palinode.”

Isokrates Helen 64: Looking to demonstrate her own power Helen made an object lesson of the poet Stesichoros. For the fact is he began his poem “Helen” with a bit of blasphemy. Then when he stood up he found he’d been robbed of his eyes. Straightaway realizing why, he composed the so-called “Palinode” and Helen restored him to his own nature.

Plato Phaedrus 243a: There is in mythology an ancient tactic of purgation for criminals, which Homer did not understand but Stesichoros did. When Stesichoros found himself blinded for slandering Helen he did not (like Homer) just stand there bewildered—no! on the contrary. Stesichoros was an intellectual. He recognized the cause and at once sat down to compose [his “Palinode”] ….
  

APPENDIX B
 [image: ]
 


THE PALINODE
OF
STESICHOROS
BY
STESICHOROS
(FRAGMENT
192 POETAE MELICI
GRAECI)
 


No it is not the true story.
 

No you never went on the benched ships.
 

No you never came to the towers of Troy.
 



 
  

APPENDIX C
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CLEARING UP
THE QUESTION OF
STESICHOROS’ BLINDING
BY HELEN
 


  1.  Either Stesichoros was a blind man or he was not.

  2.  If Stesichoros was a blind man either his blindness was a temporary condition or it was permanent.

  3.  If Stesichoros’ blindness was a temporary condition this condition either had a contingent cause or it had none.

  4.  If this condition had a contingent cause that cause was Helen or the cause was not Helen.

  5.  If the cause was Helen Helen had her reasons or she had none.

  6.  If Helen had her reasons the reasons arose out of some remark Stesichoros made or they did not.

  7.  If Helen’s reasons arose out of some remark Stesichoros made either it was a strong remark about Helen’s sexual misconduct (not to say its unsavory aftermath the Fall of Troy) or it was not.

  8.  If it was a strong remark about Helen’s sexual misconduct (not to say its unsavory aftermath the Fall of Troy) either this remark was a lie or it was not.

  9.  If it was not a lie either we are now in reverse and by continuing to reason in this way are likely to arrive back at the beginning of the question of the blinding of Stesichoros or we are not.

10.  If we are now in reverse and by continuing to reason in this way are likely to arrive back at the beginning of the question of the blinding of Stesichoros either we will go along without incident or we will meet Stesichoros on our way back.

11.  If we meet Stesichoros on our way back either we will keep quiet or we will look him in the eye and ask him what he thinks of Helen.

12.  If we look Stesichoros in the eye and ask him what he thinks of Helen either he will tell the truth or he will lie.

13.  If Stesichoros lies either we will know at once that he is lying or we will be fooled because now that we are in reverse the whole landscape looks inside out.

14.  If we are fooled because now that we are in reverse the whole landscape looks inside out either we will find that we do not have a single penny on us or we will call Helen up and tell her the good news.

15.  If we call Helen up either she will sit with her glass of vermouth and let it ring or she will answer.

16.  If she answers either we will (as they say) leave well enough alone or we will put Stesichoros on.

17.  If we put Stesichoros on either he will contend that he now sees more clearly than ever before the truth about her whoring or he will admit he is a liar.

18.  If Stesichoros admits he is a liar either we will melt into the crowd or we will stay to see how Helen reacts.

19.  If we stay to see how Helen reacts either we will find ourselves pleasantly surprised by her dialectical abilities or we will be taken downtown by the police for questioning.

20.  If we are taken downtown by the police for questioning either we will be expected (as eyewitnesses) to clear up once and for all the question whether Stesichoros was a blind man or not.

21.  If Stesichoros was a blind man either we will lie or if not not.



  

AUTOBIOGRAPHY
OF RED
 [image: ]
 


A ROMANCE
 




The reticent volcano keeps
 

His never slumbering plan—
 

Confided are his projects pink
 

To no precarious man.
 



 


If nature will not tell the tale
 

Jehovah told to her
 

Can human nature not survive
 

Without a listener?
 



 


Admonished by her buckled lips
 

Let every babbler be
 

The only secret people keep
 

Is Immortality.
 



 

EMILY DICKINSON,
NO. 1748
  

I. JUSTICE
 

Click here for original version
 


Geryon learned about justice from his brother quite early.
 



 

————
 


They used to go to school together. Geryon’s brother was bigger and older,
 

he walked in front
 

sometimes broke into a run or dropped on one knee to pick up a stone.
 

Stones make my brother happy,
 

thought Geryon and he studied stones as he trotted along behind.
 

So many different kinds of stones,
 

the sober and the uncanny, lying side by side in the red dirt.
 

To stop and imagine the life of each one!
 

Now they were sailing through the air from a happy human arm,
 

what a fate. Geryon hurried on.
 

Arrived at the schoolyard. He was focusing hard on his feet and his steps.
 

Children poured around him
 

and the intolerable red assault of grass and the smell of grass everywhere
 

was pulling him towards it
 

like a strong sea. He could feel his eyes leaning out of his skull
 

on their little connectors.
 

He had to make it to the door. He had to not lose track of his brother.
 

These two things.
 

School was a long brick building on a north–south axis. South: Main Door
 

through which all boys and girls must enter.
 

North: Kindergarten, its large round windows gazing onto the backwoods
 

and surrounded by a hedge of highbush cranberry.
 

Between Main Door and Kindergarten ran a corridor. To Geryon it was
 

a hundred thousand miles
 

of thunder tunnels and indoor neon sky slammed open by giants.
 

Hand in hand on the first day of school
 

Geryon crossed this alien terrain with his mother. Then his brother
 

performed the task day after day.
 

But as September moved into October an unrest was growing in Geryon’s brother.
 

Geryon had always been stupid
 

but nowadays the look in his eyes made a person feel strange.
 

Just take me once more I’ll get it this time,
 

Geryon would say. The eyes terrible holes. Stupid, said Geryon’s brother
 

and left him.
 

Geryon had no doubt stupid was correct. But when justice is done
 

the world drops away.
 

He stood on his small red shadow and thought what to do next.
 

Main Door rose before him. Perhaps—
 

peering hard Geryon made his way through the fires in his mind to where
 

the map should be.
 

In place of a map of the school corridor lay a deep glowing blank.
 

Geryon’s anger was total.
 

The blank caught fire and burned to baseline. Geryon ran.
 

After that Geryon went to school alone.
 

He did not approach Main Door at all. Justice is pure. He would make his way
 

around the long brick sidewall,
 

past the windows of Seventh Grade, Fourth Grade, Second Grade and Boys’
 

to the north end of the school
 

and position himself in the bushes outside Kindergarten. There he would stand
 

motionless
 

until someone inside noticed and came out to show him the way.
 

He did not gesticulate.
 

He did not knock on the glass. He waited. Small, red, and upright he waited,
 

gripping his new bookbag tight
 

in one hand and touching a lucky penny inside his coat pocket with the other,
 

while the first snows of winter
 

floated down on his eyelashes and covered the branches around him and silenced
 

all trace of the world.
 



 
  

II. EACH
 

Click here for original version
 


Like honey is the sleep of the just.
 



 

————
 


When Geryon was little he loved to sleep but even more he loved to wake up.
 

He would run outside in his pajamas.
 

Hard morning winds were blowing life bolts against the sky each one blue enough
 

to begin a world of its own.
 

The word each blew towards him and came apart on the wind. Geryon had always
 

had this trouble: a word like each,
 

when he stared at it, would disassemble itself into separate letters and go.
 

A space for its meaning remained there but blank.
 

The letters themselves could be found hung on branches or furniture in the area.
 

What does each mean?
 

Geryon had asked his mother. She never lied to him. Once she said the meaning
 

it would stay.
 

She answered, Each means like you and your brother each have your own room.
 

He clothed himself in this strong word each.
 

He spelled it at school on the blackboard (perfectly) with a piece of red silk chalk.
 

He thought softly
 

of other words he could keep with him like beach and screach. Then they moved
 

Geryon into his brother’s room.
 

It happened by accident. Geryon’s grandmother came to visit and fell off the bus.
 

The doctors put her together again
 

with a big silver pin. Then she and her pin had to lie still in Geryon’s room
 

for many months. So began Geryon’s nightlife.
 

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

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

Geryon and his brother were lying in the dark in their bunk beds Geryon on top.
 

When Geryon moved his arms or legs
 

the bedsprings made an enjoyable PING SHUNK SHUNK PING enclosing him from below
 

like a thick clean bandage.
 

There’s no smell in my room, said Geryon’s brother. Maybe it’s your socks,
 

or the frog did you
 

bring the frog in? said Geryon. What smells in here is you Geryon.
 

Geryon paused.
 

He had a respect for facts maybe this was one. Then he heard
 

a different sound from below.
 

SHUNK SHUNK PING PING PING PING PING PING PING PING PING PING PING PING
 

PING PING PING PING PING PING PING PING PING.
 

His brother was pulling on his stick as he did most nights before sleep.
 

Why do you pull on your stick?
 

Geryon asked. None of your business let’s see yours, said his brother.
 

No.
 

Bet you don’t have one. Geryon checked. Yes I do.
 

You’re so ugly I bet it fell off.
 

Geryon remained silent. He knew the difference between facts and brother hatred.
 

Show me yours
 

and I’ll give you something good, said Geryon’s brother.
 

No.
 

Give you one of my cat’s-eyes.
 

No you won’t.
 

I will.
 

Don’t believe you.
 

Promise.
 

Now Geryon very much wanted a cat’s-eye. He never could win a cat’s-eye when he
 

knelt on cold knees
 

on the basement floor to shoot marbles with his brother and his brother’s friends.
 

A cat’s-eye
 

is outranked only by a steelie. And so they developed an economy of sex
 

for cat’s-eyes.
 

Pulling the stick makes my brother happy, thought Geryon. Don’t tell Mom,
 

said his brother.
 

Voyaging into the rotten ruby of the night became a contest of freedom
 

and bad logic.
 

Come on Geryon.
 

No.
 

You owe me.
 

No.
 

I hate you. I don’t care. I’ll tell Mom. Tell Mom what?
 

How nobody likes you at school.
 

Geryon paused. Facts are bigger in the dark. Sometimes then he would descend
 

to the other bunk
 

and let his brother do what he liked or else hang in between with his face pressed
 

into the edge of his own mattress,
 

cold toes balancing on the bed below. After it was over his brother’s voice
 

got very kind.
 

You’re nice Geryon I’ll take you swimming tomorrow okay?
 

Geryon would climb back up to his bunk,
 

recover his pajama bottoms and lie on his back. He lay very straight
 

in the fantastic temperatures
 

of the red pulse as it sank away and he thought about the difference
 

between outside and inside.
 

Inside is mine, he thought. The next day Geryon and his brother
 

went to the beach.
 

They swam and practiced belching and ate jam-and-sand sandwiches on a blanket.
 

Geryon’s brother found an American dollar bill
 

and gave it to Geryon. Geryon found a piece of an old war helmet and hid it.
 

That was also the day
 

he began his autobiography. In this work Geryon set down all inside things
 

particularly his own heroism
 

and early death much to the despair of the community. He coolly omitted
 

all outside things.
 



 
  

III. RHINESTONES
 

Click here for original version
 


Geryon straightened and put his hands quick under the table, not quick enough.
 



 

————
 


Don’t pick at that Geryon you’ll get it infected. Just leave it alone and let it heal,
 

said his mother
 

rhinestoning past on her way to the door. She had all her breasts on this evening.
 

Geryon stared in amazement.
 

She looked so brave. He could look at her forever. But now she was at the door
 

and then she was gone.
 

Geryon felt the walls of the kitchen contract as most of the air in the room
 

swirled after her.
 

He could not breathe. He knew he must not cry. And he knew the sound
 

of the door closing
 

had to be kept out of him. Geryon turned all attention to his inside world.
 

Just then his brother came into the kitchen.
 

Want to wrestle? said Geryon’s brother.
 

No, said Geryon.
 

Why? Just don’t. Oh come on. Geryon’s brother picked up
 

the empty tin fruit bowl
 

from the kitchen table and placed it upside down over Geryon’s head.
 

What time is it?
 

Geryon’s voice came muffled from inside the fruit bowl. Can’t tell you, said his brother.
 

Please.
 

Look for yourself. I don’t want to. You mean you can’t.
 

The fruit bowl was very still.
 

You’re so stupid you can’t tell time can you? How old are you anyway? What a jerk.
 

Can you tie your shoes yet?
 

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

He chose to pass over this distinction.
 

Yes.
 

Suddenly Geryon’s brother stepped behind Geryon and seized him by the neck.
 

This is the silent death hold,
 

Geryon, in war they use this for knocking out all sentries. With one surprise twist
 

I can break your neck.
 

They heard the baby-sitter approaching and Geryon’s brother stepped quickly away.
 

Is Geryon sulking again?
 

said the baby-sitter entering the kitchen. No, said the fruit bowl.
 

Geryon very much wanted
 

to keep the baby-sitter’s voice out of him. In fact he would have preferred
 

not to know her at all
 

but there was one piece of information he needed to get.
 

What time is it?
 

he heard himself ask. Quarter to eight, she answered. What time will Mom be home?
 

Oh not for hours yet,
 

eleven maybe. At this news Geryon felt everything in the room hurl itself
 

away from him
 

towards the rims of the world. Meanwhile the baby-sitter continued,
 

You better start getting ready for bed, Geryon.
 

She was taking the fruit bowl off Geryon’s head and moving towards the sink.
 

Do you want me to read to you?
 

Your mom says you have trouble going to sleep. What do you like to read?
 

Bits of words drifted past Geryon’s brain like ash.
 

He knew he would have to let the baby-sitter go through with this in her wrong voice.
 

She was standing before him now
 

smiling hard and rummaging in his face with her eyes. Read the loon book, he said.
 

This was cagey.
 

The loon book was an instruction manual for calling loons. At least
 

it would keep her wrong voice away
 

from words that belonged to his mother. The baby-sitter went off happily
 

to find the loon book.
 

A while later the baby-sitter and Geryon were sitting on the top bunk calling loons
 

when Geryon’s brother surged in
 

and landed on the lower bunk, bouncing everyone up to the ceiling.
 

Geryon drew back
 

against the wall with his knees up as his brother’s head appeared,
 

then the rest of him.
 

He clambered into place beside Geryon. He had a thick rubber band
 

stretched between his thumb
 

and index finger which he snapped on Geryon’s leg. What’s your favorite weapon?
 

Mine’s the catapult
BLAM—
 

he snapped Geryon’s leg again—you can wipe out the whole downtown
 

with a catapult surprise attack BLAM—
 

everyone dead or else fill it with incendiaries like Alexander the Great he
 

invented the catapult
 

Alexander the Great personally BLAM— Stop that,
 

said the baby-sitter
 

grabbing for the rubber band. She missed. Pushing her glasses back up
 

onto her nose she said, Garotte.
 

I like the garotte best. It is clean and neat. An Italian invention I believe
 

although the word is French.
 

What’s a garotte? asked Geryon’s brother. Taking the rubber band from his thumb
 

she shoved it in her shirt pocket and said,
 

A short piece of cord usually silk with a slipknot in one end. You put it
 

around someone’s neck
 

from behind and pull tight. Cuts off the windpipe. Quick but painful death.
 

No noise no blood
 

no bulge in your pocket. Murderers on trains use them.
 

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

What about you Geryon
 

what’s your favorite weapon? Cage, said Geryon from behind his knees.
 

Cage? said his brother.
 

You idiot a cage isn’t a weapon. It has to do something to be a weapon.
 

Has to destroy the enemy.
 

Just then there was a loud noise downstairs. Inside Geryon something burst into flame.
 

He hit the floor running. Mom!
 



 
  

IV. TUESDAY
 

Click here for original version
 


Tuesdays were best.
 



 

————
 


Every second Tuesday in winter Geryon’s father and brother went to hockey practice.
 

Geryon and his mother had supper alone.
 

They grinned at each other as night climbed ashore. Turned on all the lights
 

even in rooms they weren’t using.
 

Geryon’s mother made their favorite meal, cling peaches from the can and toast
 

cut into fingers for dipping.
 

Lots of butter on the toast so a little oil slick floats out on top of the peach juice.
 

They took supper trays into the living room.
 

Geryon’s mother sat on the rug with magazines, cigarettes, and telephone.
 

Geryon worked beside her under the lamp.
 

He was gluing a cigarette to a tomato. Don’t pick your lip Geryon let it heal.
 

She blew smoke out her nose
 

as she dialed. Maria? It’s me can you talk? What did he say?
 

. . . .
 

Just like that?
 

. . . .
 

Bastard
 

. . . .
 

That’s not freedom it’s indifference
 

. . . .
 

Some kind of addict
 

. . . .
 

I’d throw the bum out
 

. . . .
 

That’s melodrama—she stubbed her cigarette hard—why not have a nice bath
 

. . . .
 

Yes dear I know it doesn’t matter now
 

. . . .
 

Geryon? fine he’s right here working on his autobiography
 

. . . .
 

No it’s a sculpture he doesn’t know how to write yet
 

. . . .
 

Oh this and that stuff he finds outside Geryon’s always finding things
 

aren’t you Geryon?
 

She winked at him over the telephone. He winked back using both eyes
 

and returned to work.
 

He had ripped up some pieces of crispy paper he found in her purse to use for hair
 

and was gluing these to the top of the tomato.
 

Outside the house a black January wind came flattening down from the top of the sky
 

and hit the windows hard.
 

The lamp flared. It’s beautiful Geryon, she said hanging up the telephone.
 

It’s a beautiful sculpture.
 

She put her hand on top of his small luminous skull as she studied the tomato.
 

And bending she kissed him once on each eye
 

then picked up her bowl of peaches from the tray and handed Geryon his.
 

Maybe next time you could
 

use a one-dollar bill instead of a ten for the hair, she said as they began to eat.
 



 
  

V. SCREENDOOR
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His mother stood at the ironing board lighting a cigarette and regarding Geryon.
 



 

————
 


Outside the dark pink air
 

was already hot and alive with cries. Time to go to school, she said for the third time.
 

Her cool voice floated
 

over a pile of fresh tea towels and across the shadowy kitchen to where Geryon stood
 

at the screen door.
 

He would remember when he was past forty the dusty almost medieval smell
 

of the screen itself as it
 

pressed its grid onto his face. She was behind him now. This would be hard
 

for you if you were weak
 

but you’re not weak, she said and neatened his little red wings and pushed him
 

out the door.
 



 
  

VI. IDEAS
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Eventually Geryon learned to write.
 



 

————
 


His mother’s friend Maria gave him a beautiful notebook from Japan
 

with a fluorescent cover.
 

On the cover Geryon wrote Autobiography. Inside he set down the facts.
 



 


               Total Facts Known About Geryon.



 


               Geryon was a monster everything about him was red. Geryon lived

               on an island in the Atlantic called the Red Place. Geryon’s mother

               was a river that runs to the sea the Red Joy River Geryon’s father

               was gold. Some say Geryon had six hands six feet some say wings.

               Geryon was red so were his strange red cattle. Herakles came one

               day killed Geryon got the cattle.



 


He followed Facts with Questions and Answers.
 



 


               QUESTIONS
Why did Herakles kill Geryon?

               1. Just violent.

               2. Had to it was one of His Labors (10th).

               3. Got the idea that Geryon was Death otherwise he could live forever.



 


               FINALLY

               Geryon had a little red dog Herakles killed that too.



 


Where does he get his ideas, said the teacher. It was Parent-Teacher Day at school.
 

They were sitting side by side in tiny desks.
 

Geryon watched his mother pick a fragment of tobacco off her tongue before she said,
 

Does he ever write anything with a happy ending?
 

Geryon paused.
 

Then he reached up and carefully disengaged the composition paper
 

from the teacher’s hand.
 

Proceeding to the back of the classroom he sat at his usual desk and took out a pencil.
 



 


               New Ending.

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

               in hand.



 
  

VII. CHANGE
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Somehow Geryon made it to adolescence.
 



 

————
 


Then he met Herakles and the kingdoms of his life all shifted down a few notches.
 

They were two superior eels
 

at the bottom of the tank and they recognized each other like italics.
 

Geryon was going into the Bus Depot
 

one Friday night about three a.m. to get change to call home. Herakles stepped off
 

the bus from New Mexico and Geryon
 

came fast around the corner of the platform and there it was one of those moments
 

that is the opposite of blindness.
 

The world poured back and forth between their eyes once or twice. Other people
 

wishing to disembark the bus from New Mexico
 

were jamming up behind Herakles who had stopped on the bottom step
 

with his suitcase in one hand
 

trying to tuck in his shirt with the other. Do you have change for a dollar?
 

Geryon heard Geryon say.
 

No. Herakles stared straight at Geryon. But I’ll give you a quarter for free.
 

Why would you do that?
 

I believe in being gracious. Some hours later they were down
 

at the railroad tracks
 

standing close together by the switch lights. The huge night moved overhead
 

scattering drops of itself.
 

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

He put Geryon’s hands inside his shirt.
 



 
  

VIII. CLICK
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So who is this new kid you spend all your time with now?
 



 

————
 


Geryon’s mother turned to knock her cigarette ash on the sink then faced Geryon again.
 

He was seated at the kitchen table
 

with his camera in front of his face adjusting the focus. He did not answer.
 

He had recently relinquished speech.
 

His mother continued. I hear he doesn’t go to school, is he older?
 

Geryon was focusing the camera on her throat.
 

Nobody sees him around, is it true he lives in the trailer park—that where you
 

go at night?
 

Geryon moved the focal ring from 3 to 3.5 meters.
 

Maybe I’ll just keep talking
 

and if I say anything intelligent you can take a picture of it. She inhaled.
 

I don’t trust people who
 

move around only at night. Exhaled. Yet I trust you. I lie in bed at night thinking,
 

Why didn’t I
 

teach the kid something useful. Well—she took a last pull on the cigarette—
 

you probably know
 

more about sex than I do—and turned to stub it in the sink as he clicked the shutter.
 

A half laugh escaped her.
 

Geryon began to focus again, on her mouth. She leaned against the sink in silence
 

for some moments
 

gazing down the sight line into his lens. Funny when you were a baby
 

you were an insomniac
 

do you remember that? I’d go into your room at night and there you were
 

in your crib lying on your back
 

with your eyes wide open. Staring into the dark. You never cried just stared.
 

You’d lie that way for hours
 

but if I took you in the TV room you were asleep in five minutes—Geryon’s
 

camera swiveled left
 

as his brother came into the kitchen. Going downtown want to come? Bring
 

some money—
 

The words dropped behind him as he went banging out the screen door.
 

Geryon rose slowly,
 

closing the shutter release and pushing the camera into the pocket of his jacket.
 

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



 
  

IX. SPACE AND TIME
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Up against another human being one’s own procedures take on definition.
 



 

————
 


Geryon was amazed at himself. He saw Herakles just about every day now.
 

The instant of nature
 

forming between them drained every drop from the walls of his life
 

leaving behind just ghosts
 

rustling like an old map. He had nothing to say to anyone. He felt loose and shiny.
 

He burned in the presence of his mother.
 

I hardly know you anymore, she said leaning against the doorway of his room.
 

It had rained suddenly at suppertime,
 

now sunset was startling drops at the window. Stale peace of old bedtimes
 

filled the room. Love does not
 

make me gentle or kind, thought Geryon as he and his mother eyed each other
 

from opposite shores of the light.
 

He was filling his pockets with money, keys, film. She tapped a cigarette
 

on the back of her hand.
 

I put some clean T-shirts in your top drawer this afternoon, she said.
 

Her voice drew a circle
 

around all the years he had spent in this room. Geryon glanced down.
 

This one is clean, he said,
 

it’s supposed to look this way. The T-shirt was ripped here and there.
 

GOD LOVES LOLA in red letters.
 

Glad she can’t see the back, he thought as he shrugged on his jacket and stuck
 

the camera in the pocket.
 

What time will you be home? she said. Not too late, he answered.
 

A pure bold longing to be gone filled him.
 

So Geryon what do you like about this guy this Herakles can you tell me?
 

Can I tell you, thought Geryon.
 

Thousand things he could not tell flowed over his mind. Herakles knows a lot
 

about art. We have good discussions.
 

She was looking not at him but past him as she stored the unlit cigarette
 

in her front shirt pocket.
 

“How does distance look?” is a simple direct question. It extends from a spaceless
 

within to the edge
 

of what can be loved. It depends on light. Light that for you? he said pulling
 

a book of matches
 

out of his jeans as he came towards her. No thanks dear. She was turning away.
 

I really should quit.
 



 
  

X. SEX QUESTION
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Is it a question?
 



 

————
 


I better be getting home.
 

Okay.
 

They continued to sit. They were parked way out on the highway.
 

Cold night smell
 

coming in the windows. New moon floating white as a rib at the edge of the sky.
 

I guess I’m someone who will never be satisfied,
 

said Herakles. Geryon felt all nerves in him move to the surface of his body.
 

What do you mean satisfied?
 

Just—satisfied. I don’t know. From far down the freeway came a sound
 

of fishhooks scraping the bottom of the world.
 

You know. Satisfied. Geryon was thinking hard. Fires twisted through him.
 

He picked his way carefully
 

toward the sex question. Why is it a question? He understood
 

that people need
 

acts of attention from one another, does it really matter which acts?
 

He was fourteen.
 

Sex is a way of getting to know someone,
 

Herakles had said. He was sixteen. Hot unsorted parts of the question
 

were licking up from every crack in Geryon,
 

he beat at them as a nervous laugh escaped him. Herakles looked.
 

Suddenly quiet.
 

It’s okay, said Herakles. His voice washed
 

Geryon open.
 

Tell me, said Geryon and he intended to ask him, Do people who like sex
 

have a question about it too?
 

but the words came out wrong—Is it true you think about sex every day?
 

Herakles’ body stiffened.
 

That isn’t a question it’s an accusation. Something black and heavy dropped
 

between them like a smell of velvet.
 

Herakles switched on the ignition and they jumped forward onto the back of the night.
 

Not touching
 

but joined in astonishment as two cuts lie parallel in the same flesh.
 



 
  

XI. HADES
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Sometimes a journey makes itself necessary.
 



 

————
 


SPIRIT RULES SECRETLY ALONE THE BODY ACHIEVES NOTHING
 

is something you know
 

instinctively at fourteen and can still remember even with hell in your head
 

at sixteen. They painted this truth
 

on the long wall of the high school the night before departing for Hades.
 

Herakles’ hometown of Hades
 

lay at the other end of the island about four hours by car, a town
 

of moderate size and little importance
 

except for one thing. Have you ever seen a volcano? said Herakles.
 

Staring at him Geryon felt his soul
 

move in his side. Then Geryon wrote a note full of lies for his mother
 

and stuck it on the fridge.
 

They climbed into Herakles’ car and set off westward. Cold green summer night.
 

Active?
 

The volcano? Yes the last time she blew was 1923. Threw 180 cubic kilometers
 

of rock into the air
 

covered the countryside with fire overturned sixteen ships in the bay.
 

My grandmother says
 

the temperature of the air rose to seven hundred degrees centigrade downtown.
 

Caskets
 

of whiskey and rum burst into flame on the main street.
 

She saw it erupt?
 

Watched from the roof. Took a photograph of it, three p.m. looks like midnight.
 

What happened to the town?
 

Cooked. There was a survivor—prisoner in the local jail.
 

Wonder what happened to him.
 

You’ll have to ask my grandmother about that. It’s her favorite story—
 

Lava Man.
 

Lava Man? Herakles grinned at Geryon as they shot onto the freeway.
 

You’re going to love my family.
 



 
  

XII. LAVA
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He did not know how long he had been asleep.
 



 

————
 


Black central stalled night. He lay hot and motionless, that is, motion
 

was a memory he could not recover
 

(among others) from the bottom of the vast blind kitchen where he was buried.
 

He could feel the house of sleepers
 

around him like loaves on shelves. There was a steady rushing sound
 

perhaps an electric fan down the hall
 

and a fragment of human voice tore itself out and came past, it seemed
 

already long ago, trailing
 

a bad dust of its dream which touched his skin. He thought of women.
 

What is it like to be a woman
 

listening in the dark? Black mantle of silence stretches between them
 

like geothermal pressure.
 

Ascent of the rapist up the stairs seems as slow as lava. She listens
 

to the blank space where
 

his consciousness is, moving towards her. Lava can move as slow as
 

nine hours per inch.
 

Color and fluidity vary with its temperature from dark red and hard
 

(below 1,800 degrees centigrade)
 

to brilliant yellow and completely fluid (above 1,950 degrees centigrade).
 

She wonders if
 

he is listening too. The cruel thing is, she falls asleep listening.
 



 
  

XIII. SOMNAMBULA
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Geryon awoke too fast and felt his box contract.
 



 

————
 


Hot pressure morning. Houseful of tumbling humans and their languages.
 

Where am I?
 

Voices from somewhere. He made his way thickly downstairs
 

and through the house
 

to the back porch, huge and shadowy as a stage facing onto brilliant day.
 

Geryon squinted.
 

Grass swam towards him and away. Joyous small companies of insects
 

with double-decker wings
 

like fighter planes were diving about in the hot white wind. The light
 

unbalanced him,
 

he sat down quickly on the top step. Saw Herakles stretched on the grass
 

making sleepy talk.
 

My world is very slow right now, Herakles was saying. His grandmother
 

sat at the picnic table
 

eating toast and discussing death. She told of her brother who was conscious
 

to the end but could not speak.
 

His eyes watched the tubes they were putting in and pulling out of him so
 

they explained each one.
 

Now we are inserting sap of the queen of the night you will feel a pinch
 

then a black flow, said Herakles
 

in his sleepy voice that no one was listening to. A big red butterfly
 

went past riding on a little black one.
 

How nice, said Geryon, he’s helping him. Herakles opened one eye and looked.
 

He’s fucking him.
 

Herakles! said his grandmother. He closed his eyes.
 

My heart aches when I am bad.
 

Then he looked at Geryon and smiled. Can I show you our volcano?
 



 
  

XIV. RED PATIENCE
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Geryon did not know why he found the photograph disturbing.
 



 

————
 


She had taken it herself standing on the roof of the house that afternoon in 1923
 

with a box camera. “Red Patience.”
 

A fifteen-minute exposure that recorded both the general shape of the cone
 

with its surroundings (best seen by day)
 

and the rain of incandescent bombs tossed into the air and rolling down its slopes
 

(visible in the dark).
 

Bombs had shot through the vent at velocities of more than three hundred kilometers an hour, she told him. The cone itself
 

rose a thousand meters above the original cornfield and erupted about a million tons
 

of ash, cinder, and bombs during its early months.
 

Lava followed for twenty-nine months. Across the bottom of the photograph
 

Geryon could see a row of pine skeletons
 

killed by falling ash. “Red Patience.” A photograph that has compressed
 

on its motionless surface
 

fifteen different moments of time, nine hundred seconds of bombs moving up
 

and ash moving down
 

and pines in the kill process. Geryon did not know why
 

he kept going back to it.
 

It was not that he found it an especially pleasing photograph.
 

It was not that he
 

did not understand how such photographs are made.
 

He kept going back to it.
 

What if you took a fifteen-minute exposure of a man in jail, let’s say the lava
 

has just reached his window?
 

he asked. I think you are confusing subject and object, she said.
 

Very likely, said Geryon.
 



 
  

XV. PAIR
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These days Geryon was experiencing a pain not felt since childhood.
 



 

————
 


His wings were struggling. They tore against each other on his shoulders
 

like the little mindless red animals they were.
 

With a piece of wooden plank he’d found in the basement Geryon made a back brace
 

and lashed the wings tight.
 

Then put his jacket back on. You seem moody today Geryon anything wrong?
 

said Herakles when he saw Geryon
 

coming up the basement stairs. His voice had an edge. He liked to see Geryon happy.
 

Geryon felt his wings turn in, and in, and in.
 

Nope just fine. Geryon smiled hard with half of his face. So tomorrow Geryon.
 

Tomorrow?
 

Tomorrow we’ll take the car and drive out to the volcano you’ll like that.
 

Yes.
 

Get some photographs. Geryon sat down suddenly. And tonight—Geryon? You okay?
 

Yes fine, I’m listening. Tonight—?
 

Why do you have your jacket over your head?
 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
 

Can’t hear you Geryon. The jacket shifted. Geryon peered out. I said sometimes
 

I need a little privacy.
 

Herakles was watching him, his eyes still as a pond. They watched each other,
 

this odd pair.
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As in childhood we live sweeping close to the sky and now, what dawn is this.
 



 

————
 


Herakles lies like a piece of torn silk in the heat of the blue saying,
 

Geryon please. The break in his voice
 

made Geryon think for some reason of going into a barn
 

first thing in the morning
 

when sunlight strikes a bale of raw hay still wet from the night.
 

Put your mouth on it Geryon please.
 

Geryon did. It tasted sweet enough. I am learning a lot in this year of my life,
 

thought Geryon. It tasted very young.
 

Geryon felt clear and powerful—not some wounded angel after all
 

but a magnetic person like Matisse
 

or Charlie Parker! Afterwards they lay kissing for a long time then
 

played gorillas. Got hungry.
 

Soon they were sitting in a booth at the Bus Depot waiting for food.
 

They had started to practice
 

their song (“Joy to the World”) when Herakles pulled Geryon’s head
 

into his lap and began grooming
 

for nits. Gorilla grunts mingled with breakfast sounds in the busy room.
 

The waitress arrived
 

holding two plates of eggs. Geryon gazed up at her from under Herakles’ arm.
 

Newlyweds? she said.
 



 
  

XVII. WALLS
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That night they went out painting.
 



 

————
 


Geryon did an early red-winged LOVESLAVE on the garage of the priest’s house
 

next to the Catholic church.
 

Then passing down Main Street they saw fat white letters (recent) on the side
 

of the post office. CAPITALISM SUCKS.
 

Herakles eyed the paint supply dubiously. Well. He parked in the alley.
 

After crossing out the white letters
 

neatly with a bar of opaque black he encircled it in an airy red cloud
 

of chancery script.
 

CUT HERE. He was quiet as they got back into the car.
 

Then down the tunnel
 

to the on-ramp for the freeway. Geryon was bored and said he couldn’t see any
 

good spaces left,
 

got out his camera and went off towards the sound of traffic. Up on the overpass
 

the night was wide open
 

and blowing headlights like a sea. He stood against the wind and let it peel him
 

clean.
 

Back at the tunnel Herakles had finished printing his seven personal precepts
 

in vertical black and red over a fading
 

stenciled LEAVE THE WALLS ALONE and was down on one knee scraping
 

the brush on the edge of the can.
 

He did not look up but said, There’s some paint left—another loveslave?—no
 

let’s do something cheerful.
 

All your designs are about captivity, it depresses me.
 

Geryon watched the top of Herakles’ head
 

and felt his limits returning. Nothing to say. Nothing. He looked at this fact
 

in mild surprise. Once in childhood
 

his ice cream had been eaten by a dog. Just an empty cone
 

in a small dramatic red fist.
 

Herakles stood up. No? Let’s go then. On the way home they tried “Joy to the World”
 

but were too tired. It seemed a long drive.
 



 
  

XVIII. SHE
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Back at the house all was dark except a light from the porch.
 



 

————
 


Herakles went to see. Geryon had a thought to call home and ran upstairs.
 

You can use the phone in my mother’s room
 

top of the stairs turn left, Herakles called after him. But when he reached the room
 

he stopped in a night gone suddenly solid.
 

Who am I? He had been here before in the dark on the stairs with his hands out
 

groping for a switch—he hit it
 

and the room sprang towards him like an angry surf with its unappeasable debris
 

of woman liquors, he saw a slip
 

a dropped magazine combs baby powder a stack of phone books a bowl of pearls
 

a teacup with water in it himself
 

in the mirror cruel as a slash of lipstick—he banged the light off.
 

He had been here before, dangling
 

inside the word she like a trinket at a belt. Spokes of red rang across his eyelids
 

in the blackness.
 

As he made his way downstairs again Geryon could hear the grandmother’s voice.
 

She was sitting in the porch swing
 

with her hands in her lap and her small feet dangling. A rectangle of light
 

fell across the porch from the kitchen door
 

and just touched her hem. Herakles lay flat on his back on top of the picnic table,
 

both arms across his face.
 

The grandmother watched Geryon cross the porch and sit down between them
 

in a deck chair
 

without interrupting her sentence—this idea that your lungs will explode
 

if you can’t reach the surface—
 

lungs don’t explode they collapse without oxygen I have it from Virginia Woolf
 

who once spoke to me at a party not of course
 

about drowning of which she had no idea yet—have I told you this story before?
 

I remember the sky behind her was purple she
 

came towards me saying Why are you alone in this huge blank garden
 

like a piece of electricity? Electricity?
 

Maybe she said cakes and tea true we were drinking gin it was long past
 

teatime but she was a highly original woman
 

I was praying God let it have been cakes and tea I’ll tell her my anecdote
 

of Buenos Aires those Argentines
 

so crazy for tea every day at five the little cups but she drifted away the little
 

translucent cups like bones you know
 

in Buenos Aires I had a small dog but I see by your face I am wandering.
 

Geryon jumped. No ma’am, he yelled
 

as the deck chair gouged him. Gift from Freud but that is another story.
 

Yes ma’am?
 

He drowned not Freud the dog and Freud made a joke it was not a funny joke
 

having to do with incomplete transference I cannot
 

recall the German wording the German weather however I remember exactly.
 

What was the weather ma’am?
 

Cold and moonlit. You met with Freud at night? Only in summer.
 

The phone rang and Herakles
 

fell off the table then ran to answer it. July moonshadows stood motionless
 

on the grass. Geryon watched
 

a presence soaking out of them. What was I saying? Oh yes Freud reality
 

is a web Freud used to say—
 

Ma’am? Yes. Can I ask you something? Certainly. I want to know about Lava Man.
 

Ah.
 

I want to know what he was like. He was badly burned. But he didn’t die?
 

Not in the jail.
 

And then what? And then he joined with Barnum you know the Barnum Circus
 

he toured United States made a lot
 

of money I saw the show in Mexico City when I was twelve. Was it a good show?
 

Pretty good Freud would have called it
 

unconscious metaphysics but at twelve I was not cynical I had a good time.
 

So what did he do? He gave out
 

souvenir pumice and showed where the incandescence had brushed him
 

I am a drop of gold he would say
 

I am molten matter returned from the core of earth to tell you interior things—
 

Look! he would prick his thumb
 

and press out ocher-colored drops that sizzled when they hit the plate—
 

Volcano blood! Claimed
 

the temperature of his body was a continuous 130 degrees and let people
 

touch his skin for 75 cents
 

at the back of the tent. So you touched him? She paused. Let’s say—
 

Herakles bounded in.
 

It’s your mom. She’s finished yelling at me now she wants to talk to you.
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Reality is a sound, you have to tune in to it not just keep yelling.
 



 

————
 


He woke fast from a loud wild dream that vanished at once and lay listening
 

to the splendid subtle ravines of Hades
 

where hardworking dawn monkeys were wheedling and baiting one another
 

up and down the mahogany trees.
 

The cries took little nicks out of him. This was when Geryon liked to plan
 

his autobiography, in that blurred state
 

between awake and asleep when too many intake valves are open in the soul.
 

Like the terrestrial crust of the earth
 

which is proportionately ten times thinner than an eggshell, the skin of the soul
 

is a miracle of mutual pressures.
 

Millions of kilograms of force pounding up from earth’s core on the inside to meet
 

the cold air of the world and stop,
 

as we do, just in time. The autobiography,
 

which Geryon worked on from the age of five to the age of forty-four,
 

had recently taken the form
 

of a photographic essay. Now that I am a man in transition, thought Geryon
 

using a phrase he’d learned from—
 

door hit the wall as Herakles kicked it open and entered carrying a tray
 

with two cups and three bananas.
 

Room service, said Herakles looking around for a place to set the tray down.
 

Geryon had moved all the furniture
 

up against the walls of the room. Oh good, said Geryon. Coffee.
 

No it’s tea, said Herakles.
 

My grandmother is in Argentina again today. He handed Geryon a banana.
 

She was just telling me about the electricians.
 

You know you have to pass an examination to get into the electricians’ union
 

in Buenos Aires but all the exam questions
 

are about the constitution. What do you mean the human constitution?
 

No the constitution of Argentina
 

except the last one. The last constitution? No the last question on the exam—
 

guess what it is you’ll never guess. Guess.
 

No.
 

Come on. No I hate guessing. Just one guess come on Geryon just one.
 

What time of day did Krakatoa erupt?
 

Great question but no. He paused. Give up? Geryon looked at him.
 

What is the Holy Ghost?
 

That’s it? That’s it. What is the Holy Ghost—a truly electrical question!
 

as my grandmother put it.
 

Herakles was sitting on the floor beside the bed. He drained his teacup
 

and regarded Geryon.
 

So what time of day did Krakatoa erupt? Four a.m., Geryon said pulling the quilt
 

high up under his chin.
 

The noise awakened sleepers in Australia three thousand kilometers away.
 

No kidding how do you know that?
 

Geryon had found the Encyclopaedia Britannica (1911 edition) in the basement
 

and read the Volcano article.
 

Should he admit this? Yes. Encyclopedia. Herakles peeled a banana.
 

He seemed to be thinking.
 

So your mom was pretty angry last night. Geryon said Yes. Herakles ate
 

half his banana. He ate the other half.
 

So what do you think? What do you mean what do I think? Herakles placed
 

his banana peel on the tray
 

and straightened the parts of it carefully. Think you should be getting back?
 

Geryon was chewing
 

a mouthful of banana and didn’t quite hear. This sentence is important for you,
 

said a little lulled voice inside.
 

What? I said there’s a bus every morning at nine or so. Geryon was trying
 

to breathe but a red wall
 

had sliced the air in half. And what about you? Oh I’ll be staying around here
 

I guess my grandmother wants
 

the house painted said she’d pay me I can probably get a couple guys
 

from town to help.
 

Geryon was thinking hard. Flames licked along the floorboards inside him.
 

I am quite a good painter myself, he said.
 

But the word good cracked in half. Herakles watched him. Geryon you know
 

we’ll always be friends.
 

Geryon’s heart and lungs were a black crust. He had a sudden strong desire
 

to go to sleep. Herakles slid to his feet
 

smooth as a monkey. Hurry up and get dressed Geryon we’re going to show you
 

a volcano today I’ll be
 

on the porch my grandmother wants to come too.
 

In Geryon’s autobiography
 

this page has a photograph of some red rabbit giggle tied with a white ribbon.
 

He has titled it “Jealous of My Little Sensations.”
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Geryon fell asleep seven or eight times on the way to the volcano.
 



 

————
 


The other two were talking about feminism then life in Hades then unstable bitumen
 

or was that from Britannica? All
 

the sentences mixed around in Geryon’s drifting drowsing head men
 

had to be taught
 

to hate women for foot massage pumice and ballast on railroad sure
 

they know how eruption
 

takes place his little elementary courtesies darting out like a tongue but
 

how can I talk
 

to people who don’t know the European experience—now
 

jolted awake Geryon
 

glanced out. The world had gone black and bulbous. Shiny ropes of old lava
 

rose and fell in every direction
 

around the car which had come to a halt. Most volcanic rock is basalt.
 

If it is dark and blocky that means
 

very little silica in the composition (so the Encyclopaedia Britannica).
 

Very little silica in the composition,
 

said Geryon as he climbed out. Then the rock silenced him.
 

It pitched away on all sides
 

utterly blank except for one crazed blackish unit of intraplate light
 

bouncing from rock to rock
 

as if looking for lost kin. Geryon put his foot out to take a step.
 

The lava emitted
 

a glassy squeak and he jumped. Careful, said Herakles’ grandmother.
 

Herakles had lifted her out of the back seat,
 

now she stood leaning on his arm. The lava dome here is more than ninety percent
 

glass—rhyolite obsidian they call it. I find
 

it very beautiful. Has a kind of pulse as you look at it. She began to move
 

forward with a tinkling sound
 

over the black billows. They say the reason for all these blocks and rubble on top
 

is strains produced when the glass
 

chills so rapidly. She made a little sound. Reminds me of my marriage. She
 

stumbled then and Geryon
 

caught her other arm, it was like a handful of autumn. He felt huge and wrong.
 

When is it polite to let go someone’s arm
 

after you grab it?
 

Just for an instant balancing on the vitreous surface he went to sleep and awoke
 

still gripping her arm, Herakles was saying
 

 … in crossword puzzles. It’s the word for blocky lava in Hawaiian.
 

How do you spell it?
 

Just like it sounds—aa. Geryon dozed off, awoke again, they were in the car
 

already driving away
 

from the terrible rocks. Up front Herakles and his grandmother had begun
 

“Joy to the World” in harmony.
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Herakles and Geryon had gone to the video store.
 



 

————
 


Full moon sends rapid clouds dashing past a cold sky. When they came back
 

they were arguing.
 

It’s not the photograph that disturbs you it’s you don’t understand what photography is.
 

Photography is disturbing, said Geryon.
 

Photography is a way of playing with perceptual relationships.
 

Well exactly.
 

But you don’t need a camera to tell you that. What about stars?
 

Are you going to tell me
 

none of the stars are really there? Well some are there but some burned out
 

ten thousand years ago.
 

I don’t believe that.
 

How can you not believe it, it’s a known fact. But I see them. You see memories.
 

Have we had this conversation before?
 

Geryon followed Herakles to the back porch. They sat on opposite ends of the sofa.
 

Do you know how far away some of those stars are?
 

Just don’t believe it. Let’s see someone touch a star and not get burned. He’ll
 

hold up his finger, Just a memory burn! he’ll say
 

then I’ll believe it. Okay never mind stars what about sound, you’ve watched
 

a man chop wood in a forest.
 

No I do not watch men in forests.
 

I give up. That would be very cold. What? That would be very cold, repeated
 

the grandmother from the porch swing.
 

Watching men in forests? A memory burn. Ah. She’s right. Yes she is she
 

had lung burn once
 

and that was cold and don’t call me she when I’m right here.
 

Sorry.
 

You got lung burn in Hades? No it was in the Pyrenees I burned my lungs I had
 

gone to St. Croix to photograph skiers
 

that would be the winter Olympics 1936 Grushenk was competing do you know
 

Grushenk? Well never mind he was very fast
 

I sold a photograph of him in his extraordinary scarlet ski pants
 

to Life magazine for a thousand dollars.
 

That was a handsome sum in 1936. Don’t be patronizing it’s still a handsome sum—
 

for a photograph. Herakles’ father
 

(she waved her hand towards the sofa but Herakles had gone back in the house)
 

gave me less than half that for “Red Patience”—
 

you took a look at “Red Patience” didn’t you? I wish he hadn’t hung it in the kitchen
 

much too dark in there
 

people think it’s a black-and-white photograph of course nobody knows
 

how to look at a photograph nowadays.
 

No I saw the lava, is it lava? Of course yes you mean at the top of the cone.
 

No I mean at the bottom
 

of the picture on the trunk of one of the pine trees little red drops like blood.
 

Ah yes very good the little red drops
 

my signature. It is a disturbing photograph. Yes. But why?
 

“Gaiety transfiguring all that dread.”
 

Who said that? Yeats.
 

Where did Yeats see a volcano? I believe he was talking about politics. No
 

I don’t think that’s what I mean.
 

Do you mean the silence. But all photographs are silent. Don’t be facile you
 

might as well say all mothers
 

are women. Well aren’t they? Of course but that tells you nothing. Question is
 

how they use it—given
 

the limits of the form— Does your mother live on the island? I don’t want
 

to talk about my mother.
 

Ah well. Silence then. Herakles came out the door from the kitchen.
 

Climbed over the back of the sofa
 

and subsided into it lengthwise. Your grandmother has been teaching me
 

the value of silence, said Geryon.
 

I bet, said Herakles. He turned to her. It’s late Gram don’t you want to go to bed?
 

Can’t sleep angel, she said.
 

Is your leg paining? I can rub your ankles. Come I’ll take you up.
 

Herakles was standing in front of her
 

and he lifted her towards him like snow. Geryon saw her legs were asymmetrical,
 

one pointed up the other down and back.
 

Goodnight children, she called in her voice like old coals.
 

May God favor you with dreams.
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His mother was sitting at the kitchen table when Geryon opened the screen door.
 



 

————
 


He had taken the local bus from Hades. Seven-hour trip. He wept most of the way.
 

Wanted to go straight to his room
 

and shut the door but when he saw her he sat down. Hands in his jacket.
 

She smoked in silence a moment
 

then rested her chin against her hand. Eyes on his chest. Nice T-shirt, she said.
 

It was a red singlet with white letters
 

that read TENDER
 



 


               LOIN. Herakles gave it—and here Geryon had meant



 


to slide past the name coolly
 

but such a cloud of agony poured up his soul he couldn’t remember
 

what he was saying.
 

He sat forward. She exhaled. She was watching his hands so he unclenched them
 

from the edge
 

of the table and began spinning the fruit bowl slowly. He spun it clockwise.
 

Counterclockwise. Clockwise.
 

Why is this fruit bowl always here? He stopped and held it by the rims.
 

It’s always here and it never
 

has any fruit in it. Been here all my life never had fruit in it yet. Doesn’t
 

that bother you? How do we even
 

know it’s a fruit bowl? She regarded him through smoke. How do you think it feels
 

growing up in a house full
 

of empty fruit bowls? His voice was high. His eyes met hers and they began
 

to laugh. They laughed
 

until tears ran down. Then they sat quiet. Drifted back
 

to opposite walls.
 

They spoke of a number of things, laundry, Geryon’s brother doing drugs,
 

the light in the bathroom.
 

At one point she took out a cigarette, looked at it, put it back. Geryon laid
 

his head on his arms on the table.
 

He was very sleepy. finally they rose and went their ways. The fruit bowl
 

stayed there. Yes empty.
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Water! Out from between two crouching masses of the world the word leapt.
 



 

————
 


It was raining on his face. He forgot for a moment that he was a brokenheart
 

then he remembered. Sick lurch
 

downward to Geryon trapped in his own bad apple. Each morning a shock
 

to return to the cut soul.
 

Pulling himself onto the edge of the bed he stared at the dull amplitude of rain.
 

Buckets of water sloshed from sky
 

to roof to eave to windowsill. He watched it hit his feet and puddle on the floor.
 

He could hear bits of human voice
 

streaming down the drainpipe—I believe in being gracious—
 

He slammed the window shut.
 

Below in the living room everything was motionless. Drapes closed, chairs asleep.
 

Huge wads of silence stuffed the air.
 

He was staring around for the dog then realized they hadn’t had a dog for years. Clock
 

in the kitchen said quarter to six.
 

He stood looking at it, willing himself not to blink until the big hand bumped over
 

to the next minute. Years passed
 

as his eyes ran water and a thousand ideas jumped his brain—If the world
 

ends now I am free and
 

If the world ends now no one will see my autobiography—finally it bumped.
 

He had a flash of Herakles’ sleeping house
 

and put that away. Got out the coffee can, turned on the tap and started to cry.
 

Outside the natural world was enjoying
 

a moment of total strength. Wind rushed over the ground like a sea and battered up
 

into the corners of the buildings,
 

garbage cans went dashing down the alley after their souls.
 

Giant ribs of rain shifted
 

open on a flash of light and cracked together again, making the kitchen clock
 

bump crazily. Somewhere a door slammed.
 

Leaves tore past the window. Weak as a fly Geryon crouched against the sink
 

with his fist in his mouth
 

and his wings trailing over the drainboard. Rain lashing the kitchen window
 

sent another phrase
 

of Herakles’ chasing across his mind. A photograph is just a bunch of light
 

hitting a plate. Geryon wiped his face
 

with his wings and went out to the living room to look for the camera.
 

When he stepped onto the back porch
 

rain was funnelling down off the roof in a morning as dark as night.
 

He had the camera wrapped
 

in a sweatshirt. The photograph is titled “If He Sleep He Shall Do Well.”
 

It shows a fly floating in a pail of water—
 

drowned but with a strange agitation of light around the wings. Geryon used
 

a fifteen-minute exposure.
 

When he first opened the shutter the fly seemed to be still alive.
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Geryon’s life entered a numb time, caught between the tongue and the taste.
 



 

————
 


He got a job in the local library shelving government documents. It was
 

agreeable to work in a basement
 

humming with fluorescent tubes and cold as a sea of stone. The documents
 

had a forlorn austerity,
 

tall and hushed in their ranges as veterans of a forgotten war. Whenever
 

a librarian came clumping
 

down the metal stairs with a pink slip for one of the documents,
 

Geryon would vanish into the stacks.
 

A little button at the end of each range activated the fluorescent track above it.
 

A yellowing 5 × 7 index card
 

Scotch-taped below each button said EXTINGUISH LIGHT WHEN NOT IN USE.
 

Geryon went flickering
 

through the ranges like a bit of mercury flipping the switches on and off.
 

The librarians thought him
 

a talented boy with a shadow side. One evening at supper when his mother
 

asked him
 

what they were like, Geryon could not remember if the librarians were men
 

or women. He had taken a number
 

of careful photographs but these showed only the shoes and socks of each person.
 

They look like mostly men’s shoes to me,
 

said his mother bending over the prints which he had spread on the kitchen table.
 

Except—who’s that? she pointed.
 

It was a photograph taken from floor level of a single naked foot propped on
 

the open drawer of a metal file cabinet.
 

On the floor beneath lay a dirty red Converse sneaker on its side.
 

That’s the assistant head librarian’s sister.
 

He pulled forward a photo of white acrylic socks and dark loafers
 

crossed at the ankle: assistant head librarian.
 

She comes in at five sometimes to get a ride home with him. Geryon’s mother
 

looked closer. What does she do?
 

Works at Dunkin’ Donuts I think. Nice girl? No. Yes. I don’t know.
 

Geryon glared. His mother reached out
 

a hand to touch his head but he ducked sideways and began gathering up
 

the photographs. The phone rang.
 

Can you get that? she said turning to the sink. Geryon went into the living room
 

and stood looking down at the phone
 

as it rang a third time and a fourth. Hello? Geryon? Hi it’s me. You sound
 

funny were you asleep?
 

Herakles’ voice went bouncing through Geryon on hot gold springs.
 

Oh. No. No I wasn’t.
 

So how are things? What are you up to? Oh— Geryon sat down hard on the rug.
 

fire was closing off his lungs—
 

not much. You? Oh the usual you know this and that did some good painting
 

last night with Hart. Heart?
 

I guess you didn’t meet Hart when you were here he came over from
 

the mainland last Saturday
 

or was it Friday no Saturday Hart is a boxer says he might train me to be
 

his corner man. Really.
 

A good corner man can make the difference Hart says.
 

Does he.
 

Muhammad Ali had a corner man named Mr. Kopps they used to hunch down
 

there on the rope and write poems
 

together in between rounds. Poems. But that’s not why I called Geryon
 

the reason I called is to tell you
 

about my dream I had a dream of you last night. Did you. Yes you were this
 

old Indian guy standing on the back porch
 

and there was a pail of water there on the step with a drowned bird in it—
 

big yellow bird really huge you know
 

floating with its wings out and you leaned over and said, Come on now
 

get out of there—and you took it
 

by one wing and just flung it right up into the air whoosh it came alive
 

and then it was gone.
 

Yellow? said Geryon and he was thinking Yellow! Yellow! Even in dreams
 

he doesn’t know me at all! Yellow!
 

What’d you say Geryon?
 

Nothing.
 

It’s a freedom dream Geryon.
 

Yes.
 

Freedom is what I want for you Geryon we’re true friends you know that’s why
 

I want you to be free.
 

Don’t want to be free want to be with you. Beaten but alert Geryon organized all
 

his inside force to suppress this remark.
 

Guess I better get off the line now Geryon my grandmother gets mad
 

if I run up her bill but it’s real nice
 

to hear your voice. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
 

Geryon? All right if I use the phone now? I have to call Maria. His mother
 

standing in the doorway.
 

Oh yes sure. Geryon replaced the receiver. Sorry. You okay? Yes. He tilted
 

to his feet. Going out.
 

Where? she said as he angled past her in the doorway.
 

Beach.
 

Won’t you need a jacket— The screen door slammed. It was
 

well past midnight
 

when Geryon got back. The house was dark. He climbed to his room.
 

After undressing he stood
 

at the mirror and observed himself emptily. Freedom! The chubby knees
 

the funny red smell the saddening ways.
 

He sank onto the bed and lay full length. Tears ran back into his ears awhile
 

then no more tears.
 

He had touched bottom. Feeling bruised but pure he switched off the light.
 

Fell instantly asleep.
 

Anger slammed the red fool awake at three a.m. he kept trying to breathe each time
 

he lifted his head it pounded him
 

again like a piece of weed against a hard black beach. Geryon sat up suddenly.
 

The sheet was drenched.
 

He switched on the light. He was staring at the sweep hand of the electric clock
 

on the dresser. Its little dry hum
 

ran over his nerves like a comb. He forced his eyes away. The bedroom doorway
 

gaped at him black as a keyhole.
 

His brain was jerking forward like a bad slide projector. He saw the doorway
 

the house the night the world and
 

on the other side of the world somewhere Herakles laughing drinking getting
 

into a car and Geryon’s
 

whole body formed one arch of a cry—upcast to that custom, the human custom
 

of wrong love.
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Geryon was packing when the phone rang.
 



 

————
 


He knew who it was even though, now that he was twenty-two and lived
 

on the mainland, he spoke to her
 

usually on Saturday mornings. He climbed across his suitcase and reached
 

for the phone, knocking
 

the Fodor’s Guide to South America and six boxes of DX 100 color film into the sink.
 

Small room.
 

Hi Mom yes just about
 

. . . . 
 

No I got a window seat
 

. . . . 
 

Seventeen but there’s a three-hour difference between here and Buenos Aires
 

. . . . 
 

No listen I phoned—
 

. . . . 
 

I phoned the consulate today there are no shots required for Argentina
 

. . . . 
 

Mom be reasonable Flying Down to Rio was made in 1933 and it’s set in Brazil
 

. . . . 
 

Like when we went to Florida and Dad swelled up
 

. . . . 
 

Yes okay
 

. . . . 
 

Well you know what the gauchos say
 

. . . . 
 

Something about riding boldly into nullity
 

. . . . 
 

Not exactly it feels like a tunnel
 

. . . . 
 

Okay I’ll call as soon as I get to the hotel—Mom? I have to go now the taxi’s
 

here listen don’t smoke too much
 

. . . . 
 

Me too
 

. . . . 
 

Bye
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It is always winter up there.
 



 

————
 


As the aeroplane moved over the frozen white flatland of the clouds Geryon left
 

his life behind like a weak season.
 

Once he’d seen a dog having a rabies attack. Springing about like a mechanical toy
 

and falling over on its back
 

in jerky ways as if worked by wires. When the owner stepped up and put a gun
 

to the dog’s temple Geryon walked away.
 

Now leaning forward to peer out the little oblong window where icy cloudlight
 

drilled his eyes
 

he wished he had stayed to see it go free.
 

Geryon was hungry.
 

Opening his Fodor’s Guide he began to read “Things to Know About Argentina.”
 

“The strongest harpoons are made
 

from the bone inside the skull of a whale that beaches on Tierra del Fuego.
 

Inside the skull is a canalita
 

and along it two bones. Harpoons made from a jawbone are not so strong.”
 

A delicious odor of roasting seal
 

was wafting through the aeroplane. He looked up. Rows away at the front
 

servants were distributing
 

dinner from a cart. Geryon was very hungry. He forced himself to stare out
 

the cold little window and count
 

to one hundred before looking up again. The cart had not moved. He thought
 

about harpoons. Does a man with a harpoon
 

go hungry? Even a harpoon made of a jawbone could hit the cart from here.
 

How people get power over one another,
 

this mystery. He moved his eyes back to the Fodor’s Guide. “Among
 

the indigenous folk of Tierra del Fuego
 

were the Yamana which means as a noun ‘people not animals’ or as a verb
 

‘to live, breathe, be happy, recover
 

from sickness, become sane.’ Joined as a suffix to the word for hand
 

it denotes ‘friendship.’ ”
 

Geryon’s dinner arrived. He unwrapped and ate every item ravenously seeking
 

the smell he had smelled
 

a few moments ago but it was not there. The Yamana too, he read, were extinct
 

by the beginning of the twentieth century—
 

wiped out by measles contracted from the children of English missionaries.
 

As night darkness glided across the outer world
 

the inside of the aeroplane got colder and smaller. There were neon tracks
 

in the ceiling which extinguished themselves.
 

Geryon closed his eyes and listened to engines vibrating deep in the moon-splashed
 

canals of his brain. Each way
 

he moved brought his kneecaps into hard contact with punishment.
 

He opened his eyes again.
 

At the very front of the cabin hung a video screen. South America glowed
 

like an avocado. A live red line
 

marked the progress of the aeroplane. He watched the red line inch forward
 

from Miami
 

towards Puerto Rico at 972 kilometers per hour. The passenger in front of him
 

had propped his video camera
 

gently against the sleeping head of his wife and was videotaping the video screen,
 

which now recorded
 

Temperatura Exterior (−50 degrees C) and Altura (10,670 meters)
 

as well as Velocidad.
 

“The Yamana, whose filth and poverty persuaded Darwin, passing in his Beagle,
 

that they were monkey men unworthy
 

of study, had fifteen names for clouds and more than fifty for different kinds
 

of kin. Among their variations of the verb
 

‘to bite’ was a word that meant ‘to come surprisingly on a hard substance
 

when eating something soft
 

e.g. a pearl in a mussel.’ ” Geryon shifted himself down and up in the molded
 

seat trying to unclench
 

knots of pain in his spine. Half turned sideways but could not place his left arm.
 

Heaved himself forwards again
 

accidentally punching off the reading light and knocking his book to the floor.
 

The woman next to him moaned
 

and slumped over the armrest like a wounded seal. He sat in the numb dark.
 

Hungry again.
 

The video screen recorded local (Bermuda) time as ten minutes to two.
 

What is time made of?
 

He could feel it massed around him, he could see its big deadweight blocks
 

padded tight together
 

all the way from Bermuda to Buenos Aires—too tight. His lungs contracted.
 

Fear of time came at him. Time
 

was squeezing Geryon like the pleats of an accordion. He ducked his head to peer
 

into the little cold black glare of the window.
 

Outside a bitten moon rode fast over a tableland of snow. Staring at the vast black
 

and silver nonworld moving
 

and not moving incomprehensibly past this dangling fragment of humans
 

he felt its indifference roar over
 

his brain box. An idea glazed along the edge of the box and whipped back
 

down into the canal behind the wings
 

and it was gone. A man moves through time. It means nothing except that,
 

like a harpoon, once thrown he will arrive.
 

Geryon leaned his forehead against the cold hard hum of the double glass and slept.
 

On the floor under his feet
 

Fodor’s Guide lay open. THE GAUCHO ACQUIRED AN EXAGGERATED NOTION
 

OF MASTERY OVER
 

HIS OWN DESTINY FROM THE SIMPLE ACT OF RIDING ON HORSEBACK
 

WAY FAR ACROSS THE PLAIN.
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There is no person without a world.
 



 

————
 


The red monster sat at a corner table of Café Mitwelt writing bits of Heidegger
 

on the postcards he’d bought.
 



 


               Sie sind das was betreiben

               there are many Germans in

               Buenos Aires they are all

               soccer players the weather

               is lovely wish you were here

                     GERYON



 


he wrote to his brother now a sportscaster at a radio station on the mainland.
 

Over at the end of the bar
 

near the whiskey bottles Geryon saw a waiter speaking to another behind his hand.
 

He supposed they would
 

soon throw him out. Could they tell from the angle of his body, from the way
 

his hand moved that he was
 

writing German not Spanish? It was likely illegal. Geryon had been studying
 

German philosophy at college
 

for the past three years, the waiters doubtless knew this too. He shifted his upper
 

back muscles inside
 

the huge overcoat, tightening his wings and turned over another postcard.
 



 


               Zum verlorenen Hören

               There are many Germans

               in Buenos Aires they are

               all psychoanalysts the

               weather is lovely wish you

               were here

                     GERYON



 


he wrote to his philosophy professor. But now he noticed one of the waiters
 

coming towards him. A cold spray
 

of fear shot across his lungs. He rummaged inside himself for Spanish phrases.
 

Please do not call the police—
 

what did Spanish sound like? he could not recall a single word of it.
 

German irregular verbs
 

were marching across his mind as the waiter drew up at his table and stood,
 

a brilliant white towel
 

draped on his forearm, leaning slightly towards Geryon. Aufwarts abwarts
 

ruckwarts vorwarts auswarts einwarts
 

swam crazy circles around each other while Geryon watched the waiter extract
 

a coffee cup smoothly
 

from the debris of postcards covering the table and straighten his towel
 

as he asked in perfect English
 

Would the gentleman like another expresso? but Geryon was already blundering
 

to his feet with the postcards
 

in one hand, coins dropping on the tablecloth and he went crashing out.
 

It was not the fear of ridicule,
 

to which everyday life as a winged red person had accommodated Geryon early in life,
 

but this blank desertion of his own mind
 

that threw him into despair. Perhaps he was mad. In the seventh grade he had done
 

a science project on this worry.
 

It was the year he began to wonder about the noise that colors make. Roses came
 

roaring across the garden at him.
 

He lay on his bed at night listening to the silver light of stars crashing against
 

the window screen. Most
 

of those he interviewed for the science project had to admit they did not hear
 

the cries of the roses
 

being burned alive in the noonday sun. Like horses, Geryon would say helpfully,
 

like horses in war. No, they shook their heads.
 

Why is grass called blades? he asked them. Isn’t it because of the clicking?
 

They stared at him. You should be
 

interviewing roses not people, said the science teacher. Geryon liked this idea.
 

The last page of his project
 

was a photograph of his mother’s rosebush under the kitchen window.
 

Four of the roses were on fire.
 

They stood up straight and pure on the stalk, gripping the dark like prophets
 

and howling colossal intimacies
 

from the back of their fused throats. Didn’t your mother mind—
 

Signor! Something solid landed
 

against his back. Geryon had come to a dead halt in the middle of a sidewalk
 

in Buenos Aires
 

with people flooding around his big overcoat on every side. People, thought Geryon,
 

for whom life
 

is a marvelous adventure. He moved off into the tragicomedy of the crowd.
 



 
  

XXVIII. SKEPTICISM
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A paste of blue cloud untangled itself on the red sky over the harbor.
 



 

————
 


Buenos Aires was blurring into dawn. Geryon had been walking for an hour
 

on the sweaty black cobblestones
 

of the city waiting for night’s end. Traffic crashed past him. He covered his mouth
 

and nose with his hand as five old buses
 

came tilting around the corner of the street and halted one behind the other,
 

belching soot. Passengers streamed
 

on board like insects into lighted boxes and the experiment roared off down the street.
 

Pulling his body after him
 

like a soggy mattress Geryon trudged on uphill. Café Mitwelt was crowded.
 

He found a corner table
 

and was writing a postcard to his mother:
 



 


               Die Angst offenbart das Nichts

               There are many Germans in

               Buenos Aires they are all

               cigarette girls the weather

               is lov—



 


when he felt a sharp tap on his boot propped against the chair opposite.
 

Mind if I join you?
 

The yellowbeard had already taken hold of the chair. Geryon moved his boot.
 

Pretty busy in here today,
 

said the yellowbeard turning to signal a waiter—Por favor hombre!
 

Geryon went back to his postcard.
 

Sending postcards to your girlfriends? In the midst of his yellow beard
 

was a pink mouth small as a nipple. No.
 

You sound American am I right? You from the States?
 

No.
 

The waiter arrived with bread and jam to which the yellowbeard bent himself.
 

You here for the conference? No.
 

Big conference this weekend at the university. Philosophy. Skepticism.
 

Ancient or modern? Geryon
 

could not resist asking. Well now, said the yellowbeard looking up,
 

there’s some ancient people here
 

and some modern people here. Flew me in from Irvine. My talk’s at three.
 

What’s your topic? said Geryon
 

trying not to stare at the nipple. Emotionlessness. The nipple puckered.
 

That is to say, what the ancients called
 

ataraxia. Absence of disturbance, said Geryon. Precisely. You know ancient Greek?
 

No but I have read the skeptics. So you
 

teach at Irvine. That’s in California? Yes southern California—actually I’ve got
 

a grant next year to do research at MIT.
 

Geryon watched a small red tongue clean jam off the nipple. I want to study the erotics
 

of doubt. Why? Geryon asked.
 

The yellowbeard was pushing back his chair—As a precondition—and saluting
 

the waiters across the room—
 

of the proper search for truth. Provided you can renounce—he stood—that
 

rather fundamental human trait—
 

he raised both arms as if to alert a ship at sea—the desire to know. He sat.
 

I think I can, said Geryon.
 

Pardon? Nothing. A passing waiter slapped the bill down onto a small metal
 

spike on the table.
 

Traffic was crashing past outside. Dawn had faded. The gas-white winter sky
 

came down like a gag on Buenos Aires.
 

Would you care to come and hear my talk? We could share a cab.
 

May I bring my camera?
 



 
  

XXIX. SLOPES
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Although a monster Geryon could be charming in company.
 



 

————
 


He made an attempt as they hurtled across Buenos Aires in a small taxi.
 

The two of them
 

were crushed into the back seat with their knees against their chests,
 

Geryon unpleasantly aware
 

of the yellowbeard’s thigh jolting against his own and of breath from the nipple.
 

He stared straight ahead.
 

The driver was out the window aiming a stream of rage at passing pedestrians
 

as the car shot across a red light.
 

He pounded the dashboard in joy and lit another cigarette, wheeling sharp left
 

to cut off a bicyclist
 

(who bounced onto the sidewalk and dove down a side street)
 

then veered diagonally in front
 

of three buses and halted shuddering behind another taxi. BLEEEEEEEEEEEEEEK.
 

Argentine horns sound like cows.
 

More blasphemy out the window. The yellowbeard was chuckling.
 

How’s your Spanish? he said to Geryon.
 

Not very good what about you?
 

Actually I am fairly fluent. I spent a year in Spain doing research.
 

Emotionlessness?
 

No, law codes. I was looking at the sociology of ancient law codes.
 

You are interested in justice?
 

I’m interested in how people decide what sounds like a law.
 

So what’s your favorite law code?
 

Hammurabi. Why? Neatness. For example? For example:
 

“The man who is caught
 

stealing during a fire shall be thrown into the fire.” Isn’t that good?—if
 

there were such a thing
 

as justice that’s what it ought to sound like—short. Clean. Rhythmical.
 

Like a houseboy.
 

Pardon? Nothing. They had arrived at the University of Buenos Aires.
 

The yellowbeard and the taxi driver
 

denounced one another for a few moments, then a pittance was paid over
 

and the taxi rattled off.
 

What is this place? said Geryon as they mounted the steps of a white concrete
 

warehouse covered with graffiti on the outside.
 

Inside it was colder than the winter air of the street. You could see your breath.
 

An abandoned cigarette factory, said the yellowbeard.
 

Why is it so cold?
 

They can’t afford to heat it. The university’s broke. The cavernous interior
 

was hung with banners.
 

Geryon photographed the yellowbeard beneath one that read
 



 


               NIGHT ES SELBST ES

               TALLER AUTOGESTIVO

               JUEVES 18–21 HS



 


Then they made their way to a bare loft
 

called Faculty Lounge. No chairs. A long piece of brown paper nailed to the wall
 

had a list of names in pencil and pen.
 

Help Us Keep Track of Professors Detained or Disappeared, read the yellowbeard.
 

Muy impressivo, he said to a young man
 

standing nearby who merely looked at him. Geryon was trying to keep his eye
 

from resting on any one name.
 

Suppose it was the name of someone alive. In a room or in pain or waiting to die.
 

Once Geryon had gone
 

with his fourth-grade class to view a pair of beluga whales newly captured
 

from the upper rapids of the Churchill River.
 

Afterwards at night he would lie on his bed with his eyes open thinking of
 

the whales afloat
 

in the moonless tank where their tails touched the wall—as alive as he was
 

on their side
 

of the terrible slopes of time. What is time made of? Geryon said suddenly
 

turning to the yellowbeard who
 

looked at him surprised. Time isn’t made of anything. It is an abstraction.
 

Just a meaning that we
 

impose upon motion. But I see—he looked down at his watch—what you mean.
 

Wouldn’t want to be late
 

for my own lecture would I? Let’s go.
 

Sunset begins early in winter, a bluntness at the edge of the light. Geryon
 

hurried after the yellowbeard
 

through dimming corridors, past students huddled in conversation who stubbed
 

their cigarettes underfoot
 

and did not look at him, to a bare brick-walled classroom with a muddle of small desks.
 

Empty one at the back.
 

It was a tight fit in his big overcoat. He couldn’t cross his knees. Presences hunched
 

darkly in the other desks.
 

Clouds of cigarette smoke moved above them, butts lay thick on the concrete floor.
 

Geryon disliked a room without rows.
 

His brain went running back and forth over the disorder of desks trying to see
 

straight lines. Each time finding
 

an odd number it jammed then restarted. Geryon tried to pay attention.
 

Un poco misterioso, the yellowbeard
 

was saying. From the ceiling glared seventeen neon tubes. I see the terrifying
 

spaces of the universe hemming me in.…
 

the yellowbeard quoted Pascal and then began to pile words up all around the terror
 

of Pascal until it could scarcely be seen—
 

Geryon paused in his listening and saw the slopes of time spin backwards and stop.
 

He was standing beside his mother
 

at the window on a late winter afternoon. It was the hour when snow goes blue
 

and streetlights come on and a hare may
 

pause on the tree line as still as a word in a book. In this hour he and his mother
 

accompanied each other. They did not
 

turn on the light but stood quiet and watched the night come washing up
 

towards them. Saw
 

it arrive, touch, move past them and it was gone. Her ash glowed in the dark.
 

By now the yellowbeard had moved
 

from Pascal to Leibniz and was chalking a formula on the blackboard:
 



 

[NEC] = A}B

 


which he articulated using the sentence “If Fabian is white Tomás is just as white.”
 

Why Leibniz should be concerned
 

with the relative pallor of Fabian and Tomás did not come clear to Geryon
 

although he willed himself
 

to attend to the flat voice. He noted the word necesariamente recurring four times
 

then five times then the examples
 

turned inside out and now Fabian and Tomás were challenging each other’s negritude.
 

If Fabian is black Tomás is just as black.
 

So this is skepticism, thought Geryon. White is black. Black is white. Perhaps soon
 

I will get some new information about red.
 

But the examples dried away into la consecuencia which got louder and louder as
 

the yellowbeard strode up and down
 

his kingdom of seriousness bordered by strong words, maintaining belief
 

in man’s original greatness—
 

or was he denying it? Geryon may have missed a negative adverb—and ended
 

with Aristotle who had
 

compared skeptic philosophers to vegetables and to monsters. So blank and
 

so bizarre would be
 

the human life that tried to live outside belief in belief. Thus Aristotle.
 

The lecture ended
 

to a murmur of Muchas gracias from the audience. Then someone asked a question
 

and the yellowbeard
 

began talking again. Everybody lit another cigarette and clenched down in the desks.
 

Geryon watched smoke swirl.
 

Outside the sun had set. The little barred window was black. Geryon sat wrapped
 

in himself. Would this day never end?
 

His eye traveled to the clock at the front of the room and he fell into the pool
 

of his favorite question.
 



 
  

XXX. DISTANCES
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“What is time made of?” is a question that had long exercised Geryon.
 



 

————
 


Everywhere he went he asked people. Yesterday for example at the university.
 

Time is an abstraction—just a meaning
 

that we impose upon motion. Geryon is thinking this answer over as he kneels
 

beside the bathtub in his hotel room
 

stirring photographs back and forth in the developing solution. He picks out
 

one of the prints and pins it
 

to a clothesline strung between the television and the door. It is a photograph
 

of some people sitting at desks
 

in a classroom. The desks look too small for them—but Geryon is not interested
 

in human comfort. Much truer
 

is the time that strays into photographs and stops. High on the wall hangs a white
 

electric clock. It says five minutes to six.
 

At five minutes after six that evening the philosophers had adjourned the classroom
 

and made their way to a bar
 

down the street called Guerra Civil. The yellowbeard rode proudly at the front
 

like a gaucho leading his infernal band
 

over the pampas. The gaucho is master of his environment, thought Geryon
 

clutching his camera and keeping to the rear.
 

Bar Guerra Civil was a white stucco room with a monk’s table down the middle.
 

When Geryon arrived the others were
 

already deep in talk. He slid into a chair across from a man
 

in round spectacles.
 

What will you have Lazer? said someone on the man’s left.
 

Oh let’s see the cappuccino is good here
 

I’ll have a cappuccino please lots of cinnamon and—he pushed up his spectacles—
 

a plate of olives.
 

He glanced across the table. Your name is Lazarus? said Geryon.
 

No my name is Lazer. As in laser beam—but
 

do you wish to order something? Geryon glanced at the waiter. Coffee please.
 

Turned back to Lazer. Unusual name.
 

Not really. I am named for my grandfather. Eleazar is a fairly common Jewish
 

name. But my parents
 

were atheists so—he spread his hands—a slight accommodation. He smiled.
 

And you are an atheist too? said Geryon.
 

I am a skeptic. You doubt God? Well more to the point I credit God
 

with the good sense to doubt me.
 

What is mortality after all but divine doubt flashing over us? For an instant God
 

suspends assent and poof! we disappear.
 

It happens to me frequently. You disappear? Yes and then come back.
 

Moments of death I call them. Have an olive,
 

he added as the waiter’s arm flashed between them with a plate.
 

Thank you, said Geryon
 

and bit into an olive. The pimiento stung his mouth alive like sudden sunset.
 

He was very hungry and ate seven more,
 

fast. Smiling a bit Lazer watched him. You eat like my daughter. With a certain
 

shall I say lucidity.
 

How old is your daughter? asked Geryon. Four—not quite human. Or perhaps
 

a little beyond human. It is
 

because of her I began to notice moments of death. Children make you see distances.
 

What do you mean “distances”?
 

Lazer paused and picked an olive from the plate. He spun it slowly on the toothpick.
 

Well for example this morning
 

I was sitting at my desk at home looking out on the acacia trees that grow beside
 

the balcony beautiful trees very tall
 

and my daughter was there she likes to stand beside me and draw pictures while
 

I write in my journal. It
 

was very bright this morning unexpectedly clear like a summer day and I looked up
 

and saw a shadow of a bird go flashing
 

across the leaves of the acacia as if on a screen projected and it seemed to me that I
 

was standing on a hill. I have labored up
 

to the top of this hill, here I am it has taken about half my life to get here and on
 

the other side the hill slopes down.
 

Behind me somewhere if I turned around I could see my daughter beginning to climb
 

hand over hand like a little gold
 

animal in the morning sun. That is who we are. Creatures moving on a hill.
 

At different distances, said Geryon.
 

At distances always changing. We cannot help one another or even cry out—
 

what would I say to her,
 

“Don’t climb so fast”? The waiter passed behind Lazer. He was moving at a tilt.
 

Black outside air tossed itself
 

hard against the windows. Lazer looked down at his watch. I must go, he said
 

and he was winding his yellow scarf
 

about his neck as he rose. Oh don’t go, thought Geryon who felt himself starting
 

to slide off the surface of the room
 

like an olive off a plate. When the plate attained an angle of thirty degrees
 

he would vanish into his own blankness.
 

But then his glance caught Lazer’s. I have enjoyed our conversation, said Lazer.
 

Yes, said Geryon. Thank you.
 

They touched hands. Lazer bowed slightly and turned and went out. A gust of night
 

pushed its way in the door
 

and everyone inside wavered once like stalks in a field then resumed their talk.
 

Geryon subsided into his overcoat
 

letting the talk flow over him warm as a bath. He felt for the moment concrete
 

and indivisible. The philosophers
 

were joking about cigarettes and Spanish banks and Leibniz, then politics.
 

One man recounted how
 

the governor of Puerto Rico had recently proclaimed it an injustice to exclude
 

citizens from the democratic process
 

merely because they were insane. Apparatus for voting was transported
 

to the state asylum. Indeed
 

the insane proved to be serious and creative voters. Many improved the ballot
 

by writing in candidates
 

they trusted would help the country. Eisenhower, Mozart, and St. John of the Cross
 

were popular suggestions. Now
 

the yellowbeard spoke up with a story from Spain. Franco too had understood
 

the uses of madness.
 

He was in the habit of busing large groups of supporters to his rallies.
 

On one occasion the local madhouses
 

were emptied for this purpose. Next day the newspapers reported cheerfully:
 

SUBNORMALS BEHIND YOU ALL THE WAY FRANCO!
 

Geryon’s cheekbones hurt from smiling. He drained his water glass and chewed
 

the bits of ice then reached
 

across for Lazer’s glass. He was ravenous. Try not to think about food. No hope
 

of dinner till probably ten p.m.
 

Willed his attention back to the conversation which had wandered to tails.
 

It is not widely known,
 

the yellowbeard was saying, that twelve percent of babies in the world are born
 

with tails. Doctors suppress this news.
 

They cut off the tail so it won’t scare the parents. I wonder what percentage
 

are born with wings, said Geryon
 

into the collar of his overcoat. They went on to discuss the nature of boredom
 

ending with a long joke about monks
 

and soup that Geryon could not follow although it was explained to him twice.
 

The punch line contained
 

a Spanish phrase meaning bad milk which caused the philosophers to lean
 

their heads on the table in helpless joy.
 

Jokes make them happy, thought Geryon watching. Then a miracle occurred
 

in the form of a plate of sandwiches.
 

Geryon took three and buried his mouth in a delicious block of white bread
 

filled with tomatoes and butter and salt.
 

He thought about how delicious it was, how he liked slippery foods, how
 

slipperiness can be of different kinds.
 

I am a philosopher of sandwiches, he decided. Things good on the inside.
 

He would like to discuss this with someone.
 

And for a moment the frailest leaves of life contained him in a widening happiness.
 

When he got back to the hotel room
 

he set up the camera on the windowsill and activated the timer, then positioned
 

himself on the bed.
 

It is a black-and-white photograph showing a naked young man in fetal position.
 

He has entitled it “No Tail!”
 

The fantastic fingerwork of his wings is outspread on the bed like a black lace
 

map of South America.
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Under the seams runs the pain.
 



 

————
 


Panic jumped down on Geryon at three a.m. He stood at the window of his hotel room.
 

Empty street below gave back nothing of itself.
 

Cars nested along the curb on their shadows. Buildings leaned back out of the street.
 

Little rackety wind went by.
 

Moon gone. Sky shut. Night had delved deep. Somewhere (he thought) beneath
 

this strip of sleeping pavement
 

the enormous solid globe is spinning on its way—pistons thumping, lava pouring
 

from shelf to shelf,
 

evidence and time lignifying into their traces. At what point does one say of a man
 

that he has become unreal?
 

He hugged his overcoat closer and tried to assemble in his mind Heidegger’s
 

argument about the use of moods.
 

We would think ourselves continuous with the world if we did not have moods.
 

It is state-of-mind that discloses to us
 

(Heidegger claims) that we are beings who have been thrown into something else.
 

Something else than what?
 

Geryon leaned his hot forehead against the filthy windowpane and wept.
 

Something else than this hotel room
 

he heard himself say and moments later he was charging along the hollow gutters
 

of Avenida Bolívar. Traffic was sparse.
 

He moved past shuttered kiosks and blank windows. Streets got narrower, darker.
 

Sloping down.
 

He could see the harbor blackly glittering. Cobblestones grew slick. Smell of salt fish
 

and latrines furred the air.
 

Geryon turned his collar up and walked west. Dirty river slapped along beside him.
 

Three soldiers observed him from a porch.
 

There was a sound of dripping behind the dark air—a voice. Geryon looked around.
 

Down the quay he could see
 

a dim square of light like a café or a shop. But there were no cafés down here.
 

What kind of shop would be open at four a.m.?
 

A big man stepped straight out into Geryon’s path and stood adjusting the towel
 

on his arm. Tango? he said
 

and stepped back with a sweeping bow. Over the door Geryon read Caminito
 

in white neon as he stumbled down
 

into the soggy black interior of what (he later realized) was the only authentic
 

tango bar left in Buenos Aires.
 

Through the gloom he saw very old concrete walls lined with bottles and a circle
 

of tiny round red kitchen tables.
 

A gnome in an apron was darting about among the tables delivering the same tall
 

orangeish drink to everyone
 

in a glass like a test tube. A low stage at the front of the room was lit by spotlight.
 

Three ancient musicians hunched there—
 

piano, guitar, accordion. None of them looked less than seventy years old,
 

the accordion player so frail
 

each time he swayed his shoulders around a corner of the melody Geryon feared
 

the accordion would crush him flat.
 

It gradually became clear that nothing could crush this man. Hardly glancing
 

at one another the three of them played
 

as one person, in a state of pure discovery. They tore clear and clicked and locked
 

and unlocked, they shot
 

their eyebrows up and down. They leaned together and wove apart, they rose
 

and cut away and stalked
 

one another and flew up in a cloud and sank back down on waves. Geryon could not
 

take his eyes off them
 

and was rather annoyed when a man, no it was a woman, parted a curtain
 

and came onto the stage.
 

She wore a tuxedo with black tie. Detached a microphone from somewhere inside
 

the spotlight and began to sing.
 

It was a typical tango song and she had the throat full of needles you need to sing it.
 

Tangos are terrible—
 

Your heart or my death!—and they all sound the same. Geryon clapped every time
 

the other people clapped then
 

a new song started then they all began to blur into a stream that ran
 

down over the dirt floor
 

and then he was asleep, burning, yearning, dreaming, streaming, asleep.
 

Awoke with his cheekbone scraping the wall.
 

Looked around dully. Musicians gone. Tables empty. No lights on. Tango woman
 

leaning over a glass while the gnome
 

swept around her feet with a broom. He was dozing off again when he saw her rise
 

and turn towards him.
 

He jolted awake. Pulled his body upright inside the overcoat and tried to organize
 

his arms casually on the front of his person.
 

There seemed to be too many of them. In fact there were three since he had,
 

as usual, woke up with an erection
 

and today had no pants on (for reasons he could not immediately recall) but there
 

wasn’t time to worry about this,
 

she was drawing a chair up to the table. Buen’día, she said.
 

Hi, said Geryon.
 

You American? No. English? No. German? No. Spy? Yes. She smiled.
 

He watched her extract
 

a cigarette and light it. She didn’t speak. Geryon had a bad thought. Suppose
 

she was waiting for him
 

to say something about the music. Should he lie? Bolt? Try to distract her?
 

Your singing— he began and stopped.
 

The woman glanced up. Tango is not for everyone, she said. Geryon did not hear.
 

The cold pressure of the concrete wall
 

against his back had tumbled him into a recollection. He was at a Saturday night
 

high school dance. Basketball nets cast
 

their stretchy shadows high up the walls of the gym. Hours of music had crashed
 

on his ears while he stood
 

at the wall with his back pressed against cold concrete. Jolts from the stage
 

threw lit strips of human limbs
 

across the dark. Heat bloomed. Black night sky weighed starlessly on the windows.
 

Geryon stood upright
 

within the rayon planes of his brother’s sports jacket. Sweat and desire ran
 

down his body to pool
 

in the crotch and behind the knees. He had been standing against the wall
 

for three and a half hours in a casual pose.
 

His eyes ached from the effort of trying to see everything without looking at it.
 

Other boys stood beside him
 

on the wall. The petals of their colognes rose around them in a light terror.
 

Meanwhile music pounded
 

across hearts opening every valve to the desperate drama of being
 

a self in a song.
 

Well? said his brother when Geryon came through the kitchen at five past midnight.
 

How was it? Who did you dance with? Do any dope?
 

Geryon paused. His brother was layering mayonnaise, bologna, and mustard onto
 

six pieces of bread laid out
 

on the counter beside the sink. Overhead the kitchen light shone sulfurous.
 

The bologna looked purple.
 

Geryon’s eyes were still bouncing with images from the gym. Oh this time I decided
 

to sort of just watch you know.
 

Geryon’s voice was loud in the too-bright room. His brother looked at him quickly
 

then went on piling up sandwiches
 

into a tower. He cut the tower diagonally in half with a downthrust of the bread knife
 

and piled it all onto a plate.
 

There was one piece of bologna left in the plastic which he shoved into his mouth as he
 

picked up the plate
 

and headed for the stairs leading down to the TV room. Jacket looks good on you,
 

he said thickly as he passed.
 

Clint Eastwood movie on the late show bring me down a blanket when you come.
 

Geryon stood thoughtful for a moment.
 

Then he replaced the lids on the mayonnaise and the mustard and put them back
 

in the fridge. Threw the bologna wrapper
 

in the garbage. Took a sponge and wiped the crumbs carefully across the counter
 

into the sink and ran water
 

until they disappeared. From the stainless steel of the kettle a small red person
 

in a big jacket regarded him.
 

Shall we dance? he said to it—KRRAAK—Geryon came abruptly awake
 

to gritty daylight in a tango bar.
 

The gnome was slamming chairs upside down on the red tables. Geryon could not
 

for the moment recall who she was
 

this woman sitting across from him knocking her cigarette on the edge of the table
 

and saying Tango is not for everyone.
 

She looked around the vacant room. The gnome was sweeping cigarette butts into a pile. Original daylight trickled
 

weakly through gaps in the stiff little red curtains that hung at the windows.
 

She watched it. He
 

was trying to remember a line of a poem. Nacht steigt ans Ufer …
 

What did you say? she asked.
 

Nothing. He was very tired. The woman smoked in silence. Do you ever
 

wonder about beluga whales?
 

Geryon asked. Her eyebrows were startling, like two ascending insects.
 

It is an endangered species?
 

No I mean in tanks in captivity just floating.
 

No—why?
 

What do they think about? Floating in there. All night.
 

Nothing.
 

That’s impossible.
 

Why?
 

You can’t be alive and think about nothing. You can’t but you’re not a whale.
 

Why should it be different?
 

Why should it be the same? But I look in their eyes and I see them thinking.
 

Nonsense. It is yourself you see—it’s guilt.
 

Guilt? Why would I be guilty about whales? Not my fault they’re in a tank.
 

Exactly. So why are you guilty—whose
 

tank are you in? Geryon was exasperated. Was your father a psychoanalyst?
 

She grinned. No it’s me who’s the psychoanalyst.
 

He stared. She was serious. Don’t look so shocked, she said. It pays the rent
 

and it’s not immoral—
 

well not entirely immoral. But what about your singing? Hah! She flicked ash
 

to the floor. Make a living singing tango?
 

How many people did you see here tonight? Geryon thought. five or six, he said.
 

That’s right. Those same five or six
 

are here every night. Goes up to nine or ten on weekends—maybe, if there’s
 

no soccer on TV. Sometimes we get
 

a party of politicians from Chile or tourists from the States. But it’s a fact.
 

Tango is a fossil.
 

So is psychoanalysis, said Geryon.
 

She studied him a few moments then said slowly—but the gnome gave the piano
 

a shove against the wall
 

and Geryon almost missed it—Who can a monster blame for being red?
 

What? said Geryon starting forward.
 

I said looks like time for you to get home to bed, she repeated, and stood,
 

pocketing her cigarettes.
 

Do come again, she said as Geryon’s big overcoat swept out the door but he
 

did not turn his head.
 



 
  

XXXII. KISS
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A healthy volcano is an exercise in the uses of pressure.
 



 

————
 


Geryon sat on his bed in the hotel room pondering the cracks and fissures
 

of his inner life. It may happen
 

that the exit of the volcanic vent is blocked by a plug of rock, forcing
 

molten matter sideways along
 

lateral fissures called fire lips by volcanologists. Yet Geryon did not want
 

to become one of those people
 

who think of nothing but their stores of pain. He bent over the book on his knees.
 

Philosophic Problems.
 

“…  I will never know how you see red and you will never know how I see it.
 

But this separation of consciousness
 

is recognized only after a failure of communication, and our first movement is
 

to believe in an undivided being between us.…”
 

As he read Geryon could feel something like tons of black magma boiling up
 

from the deeper regions of him.
 

He moved his eyes back to the beginning of the page and started again.
 

“To deny the existence of red
 

is to deny the existence of mystery. The soul which does so will one day go mad.”
 

A church bell rang across the page
 

and the hour of six P.M. flowed through the hotel like a wave. Lamps snapped on
 

and white bedspreads sprang forward,
 

water rushed in the walls, the elevator crashed like a mastodon within its hollow cage.
 

I am not the one who is crazy here,
 

said Geryon closing the book. He put on his coat, belted it formally, and went out.
 

Out on the street it was Saturday night
 

in Buenos Aires. Shoals of brilliant young men parted and closed around him.
 

Heaps of romance spilled their bright vapor
 

onto the pavement from behind plate glass. He stopped to stare at the window
 

of a Chinese restaurant where
 

forty-four cans of lichee nuts were piled into a tower as big as himself. He tripped
 

over a beggar woman
 

low on the curb with two children pooled in her skirts. He
 

paused at a newspaper kiosk
 

and read every headline. Then went round the other side to the magazines.
 

Architecture, geology, surfing,
 

weight lifting, knitting, politics, sex. Balling from Behind caught his eye
 

(a whole magazine devoted to this?
 

issue after issue? year after year?) but he was too embarrassed to buy it.
 

He walked on. Went into a bookshop.
 

Browsed through the philosophy section and came to ENGLISH BOOKS ALL KINDS.
 

Under a tower of Agatha Christie
 

was one Elmore Leonard (Killshot, he’d read it) and Collected Verse of Walt Whitman
 

in a bilingual edition.
 



 


               It is not upon you alone the dark patches fall,

               The dark threw its patches down upon me also,

               The best I had done seemed to me blank and suspicious,

               Nor is it you alone who know what it is to be evil.…



 


 … tu solo quien sabe lo que es ser perverso. Geryon put evil Walt Whitman down
 

and opened a self-help book
 

whose title (Oblivion the Price of Sanity?) stirred his ever hopeful heart.
 

“Depression is one of the unknown modes of being.
 

There are no words for a world without a self, seen with impersonal clarity.
 

All language can register is the slow return
 

to the oblivion we call health when imagination automatically recolors the landscape
 

and habit blurs perception and language
 

takes up its routine flourishes.” He was about to turn the page for more help
 

when a sound caught him.
 

Like kissing. He looked around. A workman stood halfway up a ladder outside
 

the front window of the shop.
 

Some dark-colored bird was swooping at him and each time the bird came near
 

the man made a kissing noise with his mouth—
 

the bird somersaulted upwards then dove again with a little swagger and a cry.
 

Kissing makes them happy, thought Geryon
 

and a sense of fruitlessness pierced him. He turned to go and bumped hard
 

into the shoulder of a man
 

standing next to him—Oh! The stale black taste of leather filled his nose and lips.
 

I’m sorry—
 

Geryon’s heart stopped. The man was Herakles. After all these years—he picks
 

a day when my face is puffy!
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That was a shocker, they agreed over coffee at Café Mitwelt later the same day.
 



 

————
 


Geryon couldn’t decide which was more odd—
 

to be sitting across the table from a grown-up Herakles or to hear himself using
 

expressions like “a shocker.”
 

And what about this young man with black eyebrows who sat on Herakles’ left.
 

They do have a language, Ancash was saying.
 

Herakles had explained that he and Ancash were traveling around South America
 

together recording volcanoes.
 

It’s for a movie, Herakles added. A nature film? Not exactly. A documentary
 

on Emily Dickinson.
 

Of course, said Geryon. He was trying to fit this Herakles onto the one he knew.
 

“On My Volcano Grows the Grass,”
 

Herakles went on, is one of her poems. Yes I know, said Geryon, I like that poem,
 

I like the way she
 

refuses to rhyme sod with God. Ancash meanwhile was taking a tape recorder
 

out of his pocket.
 

He slipped a tape into it and offered the earphones to Geryon. Listen to this, he said.
 

It’s Mount Pinatubo in the Philippines.
 

We were there last winter. Geryon put the earphones on. Heard a hoarse animal
 

spraying pain from the back of its throat.
 

Then heavy irregular bumping sounds like tractor tires rolling downhill.
 

Herakles was watching.
 

Do you hear the rain? he said. Rain? Geryon adjusted the earphones. The sound
 

was hot as a color inside.
 

It was monsoon season, said Herakles, volcanic ash and fire were mixing in midair
 

with the rain. We saw villagers
 

racing downhill and a black wall of hot mud behind them twenty meters high,
 

that’s what you hear on the tape.
 

It sort of rustles as it moves because it’s full of boiling chunks of solid rock.
 

Geryon listened to the boiling rocks.
 

He also heard broken sounds like glassware snapping which he realized were
 

human cries and then gunshots.
 

Gunshots? he asked. They had to send the army in, said Herakles. Even with
 

lava coming down the hills at
 

ninety kilometers some people didn’t want to leave their homes—Oh here
 

listen, Ancash interrupted.
 

He was fast-forwarding the tape then restarted it. Listen to this. Geryon listened.
 

Heard again the ripe animal growl.
 

But then came some solid thuds like melons hitting the ground. He looked at Ancash.
 

Up high the air gets so hot it burns
 

the wings off birds—they just fall. Ancash stopped. He and Geryon were looking
 

straight into each other’s eyes.
 

At the word wings something passed between them like a vibration.
 

Ancash was fast-forwarding again.
 

About here—I think, yes—is the part from Japan. Listen it’s a tsunami—
 

a hundred kilometers from crest to crest
 

when it hit the beach. We saw fishing boats carried inland as far as the next village.
 

Geryon listened to water destroying
 

a beach in Japan. Ancash was talking of continental plates. It’s worst at the edges
 

of ocean trenches, where one
 

continental plate sinks under another. Aftershocks can go on for years.
 

I know, said Geryon. Herakles’ gaze
 

on him was like a gold tongue. Magma rising. Beg your pardon? said Ancash.
 

But Geryon was taking the earphones off
 

and reaching for the belt of his coat. Got to go. The effort it took to pull himself
 

away from Herakles’ eyes
 

could have been measured on the scale devised by Richter. Call us
 

we’re at the City Hotel, said Herakles.
 

The Richter scale has neither a minimum nor a maximum threshold.
 

Everything depends on
 

the sensitivity of the seismograph. Sure okay, said Geryon, and threw himself
 

out the door.
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Geryon sat in his hotel room on the end of the bed staring at the blank TV screen.
 



 

————
 


It was seven a.m. Total agitation possessed him. He had held off phoning Herakles
 

for two days. Even now he was not
 

looking at the telephone (which he had placed in the bottom of his sock drawer).
 

He was not
 

thinking about the two of them in their hotel room on the other side of Plaza de Mayo.
 

He was not
 

remembering how Herakles liked to make love early in the morning like a sleepy bear
 

taking the lid off a jar of honey— Geryon
 

got up suddenly and went into the bathroom. Removed his overcoat and turned on
 

the shower. Stood under cold water
 

for a minute and a half while a fragment of Emily Dickinson chased around in his head.
 



 


               I never have

               taken a

               peach in my

               Hand so late

               in the Year.…



 


Why a peach? he was wondering when from deep in its cave of socks the telephone rang. Geryon dove for it.
 

Geryon? That you? Hungry? said Herakles’ voice. So an hour later he found himself
 

sitting across the table from Ancash
 

amid the morning carnival of Café Mitwelt. Herakles had gone for a newspaper.
 

Ancash sat very straight,
 

a man as beautiful as a live feather. Your name—what does it mean, is it Spanish?
 

No it is a Quechua word. Quechua?
 

Quechua is spoken in the Andes. It is one of the oldest indigenous languages of Peru.
 

You’re from Peru?
 

From Huaraz. Where is that? Huaraz is in the mountains north of Lima.
 

You were born there?
 

No, Huaraz is the town of my mother. I was born in Lima. My father was a priest
 

who wanted to become a bishop so
 

my mother took me back to the mountains. Ancash smiled. As Herakles would say,
 

Such is life in the tropics.
 

Herakles appeared, ruffling Geryon’s hair as he came past. Who me?
 

he said sitting down.
 

But Geryon was looking at Ancash. Is she still there in Huaraz your mother?
 

No. The terrorists were blowing up cars
 

and TV stations in that part of the mountains last winter. She got angry.
 

Death is stupid, she said and went back to Lima.
 

Does she like Lima? No one likes Lima. But how does she live? Is she alone?
 

Not really. She cooks for
 

a couple of rich people five days a week—some gringo anthropologist from the States
 

and his wife.
 

The guy is paying her to teach him Quechua. He lets her live on the roof of his house.
 

The roof? In Lima they use everything.
 

Quechua? I know some Quechua, Herakles put in brightly. Ancash gave him a raw look.
 

Herakles continued,
 

It’s a song but I don’t know the music just the words maybe I’ll make up the music.
 

He started to sing. His voice rose
 

and fell around the strange syllables like a child’s. Geryon watched him uneasily.
 

The voice flowed out like a fragrance
 

released in rain.
 



 


               Cupi checa cupi checa

               varmi in yana yacu

               cupi checa cupi checa

               apacheta runa sapan

               cupi checa

               in ancash puru

               cupi chec

               in sillutambo

               cupi checa

               cupi checa.



 


When he finished Herakles grinned at Geryon and said, The “cupi checa” song.
 

Ancash taught it to me.
 

Want to know what the words mean? Geryon merely nodded. Cupi checa,
 

Herakles began,
 

that means, right left right left— Ancash’s chair which had tilted backward
 

on two legs came crashing forward.
 

Let’s do Quechua lessons another time, I want to get to the post office before noon.
 

Soon they were out on the street
 

walking fast along Avenida Bolívar with a hard wind strumming their bodies,
 

Herakles jumping ahead like a dog
 

smelling everything and pointing at objects in the shops. Ancash and Geryon
 

came behind.
 

Aren’t you cold? said Geryon to Ancash who had no coat on. No, said Ancash.
 

Then he looked sideways at Geryon.
 

Well actually yes. He smiled. Geryon would have liked to wrap his coat around
 

this feather man. They walked on
 

bent against the wind. A winter sun had thrown its bleak wares on the sky
 

and people going past
 

looked dazzled. Two women in furs came towards them swaying on their heels
 

like big gold foxes. No—
 

they are men, Geryon saw as they passed. Ancash was staring too. The foxes
 

disappeared into the crowd.
 

Ancash and Geryon walked on. Now a hunger was walking with them. That song
 

Herakles sang, Geryon said,
 

I heard your name in the middle of it—in ancash puru—is that right?
 

You have a good ear, said Ancash.
 

What does it mean? said Geryon. Ancash hesitated. Hard to translate. Ancash
 

is something like—
 

But Herakles whirled towards them waving his arms. Here! he cried pointing
 

at a very large department store
 

with deep red awnings. Harrods of London said the brass letters over the door.
 

Herakles had
 

vanished through the revolving door. Geryon and Ancash followed. Then stopped.
 

Inside Harrods life was at pause.
 

In a numb gray twilight salesgirls floated like survivors of a wreck. There were no
 

customers. The aisles smelled of tea.
 

Deep in the display cases a few chill objects lay stranded on dusty sateen.
 

Lumps of English air exhaled
 

from biscuit tins and moved aimlessly about the room causing sudden faded spots.
 

One very brightly lit case held
 

clocks and watches all furiously ticking, all registering quarter past six.
 

Geryon saw a head moving
 

up the escalator. Come on, he said to Ancash. He always knows where to find
 

the bathrooms. Ancash nodded.
 

At the top of the escalator they made their way around a pyramid of jellied tongue
 

and rubber boots and there was Herakles
 

on the other side of the store waving wildly. Show you something! Over here!
 

They would discuss for days after
 

what they had seen against the back wall of the second floor of Harrods.
 

Except for tongue and boots
 

the second floor is virtually deserted. But hovering in shadow this presence:
 

a circus carousel with six full-sized
 

wooden animals hitched to gold and silver posts on a crippled baize roulette.
 

The lion and the white pony are still
 

upright and foaming forward. The zebra, elephant, tiger, and black bear lie
 

toppled from harness, gazing skyward.
 

It’s a nursery, said Herakles. It’s the etymology of Argentina, said Ancash.
 

Geryon was kneeling down beside the zebra.
 

Want to try stealing the tiger? Looks like it’s loose, said Herakles.
 

No one answered.
 

Ancash was watching Geryon. He knelt down too. Geryon was memorizing
 

the zebra so he could make
 

a photograph later. “Time Lapse.” He touched his fingertips to the silk
 

of the eyelashes each one set
 

individually into its wooden sprocket in the painted eyelid above a burning eye.
 

Made in Germany I bet, said Ancash,
 

look at the workmanship.
 

Geryon turned to Ancash as if remembering who he was. Can I photograph you later?
 

Geryon said.
 

Just then a tiny refracted Herakles appeared in the staring glass of the eyeball.
 

Standing above them Herakles said,
 

Ancash I want to take the tiger to your mother. Especially if we’ll be there
 

for her birthday—
 

perfect gift! What’s the word for tiger in Quechua? You told me once but I forgot.
 

Tezca, said Ancash getting to his feet.
 

Tezca that’s it Tezca the tiger god. But he has another name doesn’t he?
 

Many names—
 

Herakles what are you doing? Herakles was hoisting the tiger from the floor.
 

With a pocketknife he began cutting
 

at the thick leather reins which still bound the tiger to its circus habits.
 

Okay Herakles suppose we do
 

get it out of Harrods—Ancash spoke reasonably—what about the airport?
 

Does it strike you
 

Aeroperu may object to a life-sized wooden circus animal boarding their plane?
 

Don’t be irreverent, Herakles panted,
 

he’s not a wooden circus animal he’s Tezca the tiger god. He can go on as baggage.
 

Baggage?
 

We’ll wrap him in a gun bag lots of people take guns to Peru.
 

Ancash sat down on the edge of the carousel
 

resting his arms on his knees. Ancash watched Herakles.
 

Geryon watched Ancash.
 

He was in an inward fury—So they’re off to Peru leaving me here without
 

a backward glance—when a dull clank
 

came down on a shuddering sound. Harrods went dark. Geryon heard
 

a low voice say, He always knows where to find the fusebox.
 

Alarms went off all over the store and Herakles ran up and then the three of them
 

were hoisting the tiger onto his shoulders
 

and heading for the escalator. Vamos hombres! yelled Herakles. And so
 

they went to Peru.
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Not only was he very hungry but much more humiliating—
 



 

————
 


12,000 meters above the mountains that divide Argentina from Chile
 

with their long white gouges tracing
 

the red sandstone like a meringue pie—Geryon felt himself becoming aroused.
 

He was sitting in between Herakles and Ancash.
 

The plane was cold and they had an Aeroperu blanket thrown over
 

the three of them. Geryon was trying to read.
 

He had not realized until he found himself stranded in it high above the Andes
 

halfway to Lima that the novel he’d bought
 

in the Buenos Aires airport was pornographic. It made him furious with himself
 

to be stirred by dull sentences like,
 

Gladys slid a hand under her nightgown and began to caress her own thighs. Gladys!
 

He loathed the name. But his thighs
 

under the Aeroperu blanket were very warm. He snapped off the light
 

and shoved the book deep out of sight
 

in the seat pocket ahead of him. Sat back in the dark. On his left side Herakles
 

stirred in sleep. Ancash was motionless
 

on the right. Geryon tried to cross his knees but could not, then shifted sideways
 

to the left. He would pretend to be asleep
 

so he could lean against Herakles’ shoulder. The smell of the leather jacket near
 

his face and the hard pressure of Herakles’
 

arm under the leather sent a wave of longing as strong as a color through Geryon.
 

It exploded at the bottom of his belly.
 

Then the blanket shifted. He felt Herakles’ hand move on his thigh and Geryon’s
 

head went back like a poppy in a breeze
 

as Herakles’ mouth came down on his and blackness sank through him. Herakles’
 

hand was on his zipper. Geryon gave himself up
 

to pleasure as the aeroplane moved at 978 kilometers per hour through clouds
 

registering −57 degrees centigrade.
 

Two women with toothbrushes stumbled up the aisle in the reddish dawn dark.
 

These are all very fine passengers,
 

thought Geryon dreamily as he and the plane began descent to Lima. It filled him
 

with tenderness to see many of the people
 

had little red flush marks on their cheeks where they had slept with faces
 

pressed to the seat cushion. Gladys!
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A soiled white Saturday morning in Lima.
 



 

————
 


The sky heavy and dark as if before rain but it hasn’t rained in Lima since 1940.
 

On the roof of the house Geryon stood
 

looking out to sea. Chimneys and lines of laundry surrounded him on all sides.
 

Everything curiously quiet.
 

On the roof next door a man in black silk kimono emerged at the top of a ladder.
 

Clutching his kimono around him
 

he stepped onto the roof and stood motionless in front of a big rusted water tank.
 

Stared hard at the tank then lifted
 

the brick holding down the lid and peered inside. Replaced the brick. Went back
 

down the ladder. Geryon turned
 

to see Ancash climbing up onto the roof. Buenos días, said Ancash. Hi, said Geryon.
 

Their eyes failed to meet.
 

You slept well? asked Ancash. Yes thank you. They had all three slept on the roof
 

in sleeping bags borrowed
 

from the American downstairs. Ancash’s mother had the roof divided into living,
 

sleeping and horticultural areas.
 

Beside the water tank was where guests slept. Next to that was “Ancash’s room,”
 

an area bordered on one side by the clothesline,
 

where Ancash had neatly arranged his T-shirts on hangers, and on the other side
 

by a scarred highboy inlaid with mother-of-pearl.
 

Beside the highboy was the library. Here were two sofas and a bookcase packed
 

with books. On the writing desk stood
 

piles of paper weighted down with tins of tobacco and a gooseneck reading lamp
 

that plugged into a cracked extension cord
 

running across the desk and over the roof and down the ladder to the kitchen.
 

Ancash had made a ceiling of palm fronds
 

above the library. They moved and clicked in the wind like wooden tongues.
 

Next to the library was a squat structure
 

built of clear heavy plastic and some pieces of dismantled telephone booth.
 

Here Ancash’s mother grew a cash crop
 

of marijuana and herbs for cooking. She called it Festinito (“Little Feast”)
 

and said it was her favorite place
 

in the world. Plaster figures of St. Francis and St. Rose of Lima were placed
 

encouragingly among the plants.
 

She herself slept next to the Little Feast on a cot piled high with bright blankets.
 

You were not cold? Ancash continued.
 

Oh no just fine, said Geryon. In fact he had never been so cold in his life as last night
 

under the dull red winter stars of Lima.
 

Ancash came over to the edge of the roof and stood beside Geryon staring down
 

towards the streets and the sea.
 

Geryon stared too. Sounds came to them across the white air. There was the slow
 

thock of a hammer. An uncertain music
 

like a water pipe starting and stopping. Many layers of traffic. A crackle of garbage
 

burning. Dry howls of dogs. Sounds
 

entered Geryon small at first but gradually filling his mind. The streets below
 

were after all not empty. Two men crouched
 

beside a half-built wall pulling bricks out of a little stone oven on a shovel.
 

A boy was sweeping the steps of the church
 

with a palm frond as big as himself. A man and woman stood eating breakfast
 

out of plastic containers and staring
 

in opposite directions up and down the street. They had a thermos and two cups
 

perched on the hood of their car.
 

Five policemen strolled past with carbines. Down on the beach a soccer team was
 

practicing and beyond them
 

the filthy Pacific came crashing in. It is different from Argentina, said Geryon.
 

How do you mean?
 

No one here is in a hurry. Ancash smiled but said nothing. They move so softly,
 

Geryon added. He was watching the soccer team
 

whose movements had the rounded languor of a dream. Smells of burning blew across
 

the air. Dogs went nosing without urgency
 

through the garbage and marigolds that lined the seawall. You’re right Argentinians
 

are much faster. Always going somewhere.
 

Geryon could see many small Peruvian people wandering along the seawall. Often they
 

would stop to stare at nothing in particular.
 

Everyone seems to be waiting, said Geryon. Waiting for what? said Ancash.
 

Yes waiting for what, said Geryon.
 

There was a sudden loud hiss. The electrical cord that ran across the roof
 

at their feet exploded in light sparks.
 

Damn, said Ancash. I wish she’d rewire this. Every time someone plugs in the kettle
 

in the kitchen we have a meltdown.
 

Herakles’ head appeared on the ladder. Hombres! He clambered up onto the roof.
 

Big chunk of papaya in his hand which he waved at Geryon.
 

You should try this stuff Geryon! It’s like eating the sun! Herakles sank his mouth
 

into the fruit and grinned at them.
 

Juice ran down his face and onto his bare chest. Geryon watched a drop of sun
 

slide past Herakles’ nipple and over his belly
 

and vanish into the top of his jeans. He moved his eyes away. Did you see the parrots?
 

Herakles demanded.
 

Parrots? said Geryon. Yes she has a room full of parrots at the front of the house.
 

Must be fifty birds in there.
 

Purple green orange blue yellow it’s like an explosion and there’s one big
 

motherfucker who’s totally gold. Says
 

she’s going to have to get rid of it. Why? asked Geryon. Kills everything smaller
 

than itself. Last week it killed the cat.
 

That’s conjecture, Ancash interrupted. No one saw it kill the cat. Whose cat?
 

asked Geryon rather lost.
 

Marguerite’s, said Ancash. Marguerite is the wife of the American downstairs
 

you remember she lent us the sleeping bags
 

last night? Oh, said Geryon, the woman with the cold hands. He barely recalled
 

introductions in a foggy kitchen at four a.m.
 

Thing is, who else would have killed the cat? Herakles persisted. Guerrillas maybe,
 

said Ancash. Last winter they killed
 

all the cats in Huaraz one weekend. Why? said Geryon. A gesture, said Ancash.
 

Gesture of what? said Geryon.
 

Well it was after a TV broadcast where the president spoke from his living room.
 

He sat in an armchair with a cat
 

on his lap explaining how the police had the terrorists completely under control.
 

Next day no cats.
 

Good thing he didn’t have his wife on his lap, said Herakles licking his chin.
 

The electrical cord was sparking again.
 

A little black puff rose from it. Want me to fix that? said Herakles as he
 

wiped his hands on his jeans.
 

Okay, said Ancash, my mother would appreciate it. Got any duct tape? said Herakles.
 

I don’t know let’s go look in the kitchen.
 

They disappeared down the ladder. Geryon closed his eyes a moment, pulling
 

his overcoat tight around him.
 

The wind had changed, now blowing in from the sea and carrying a raw smell.
 

Geryon was cold. Hungry. His body
 

felt like a locked box. Lima is terrible, he thought, why am I here? Overhead
 

the sky waited too.
 



 
  

XXXVII. EYEWITNESSES
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Saturday went whitely on.
 



 

————
 


Geryon walked along the seawall. He passed groups of people waiting
 

and individuals waiting.
 

There was neither excitement nor the absence of excitement. Dogs waited.
 

Police waited resting their guns
 

against a parked car. The soccer team had withdrawn from the beach to wait
 

on a verandah overlooking the seawall.
 

While waiting most people gazed steadily out to sea or down the street. A few
 

kicked stones. Geryon started back
 

to the house. From a block away he could hear the parrots. No one was home.
 

He went up to the roof and sat
 

on his cot trying to think how to photograph Lima. But his brain was as blank
 

as the featureless sky.
 

He went out walking again. Along the seawall. Past many small shut houses.
 

Down alleyways where stinging sea fog
 

hung in clots over the cobblestones. Across a ragged park where two llamas
 

were tethered beside a gigantic bronze head,
 

its mouth open in an O as when someone dies laughing. Geryon sat in the mouth
 

dangling his feet and eating a banana
 

while the llamas pulled at the sparse grass. Mental states like anxiety or grief
 

have degrees, he thought, but boredom
 

has no degrees. I shall never amount to much, he remarked to the llamas.
 

They did not look up.
 

Geryon tossed his half-eaten banana onto the ground near them. They nosed it
 

out of the way and kept on pulling grass.
 

Geryon saw night was coming on. He climbed out of the mouth and went his way.
 

Back along the seawall towards the house
 

with the chicken-wired front window where fifty red parrots dove and roared
 

like a conscious waterfall. That would be
 

a good title for the photograph, Geryon thought as he strode along. Night always
 

perked him up.
 

Many hours later Geryon was sitting on his cot on the roof thinking about sleep but
 

too cold to move. Ancash appeared
 

on the ladder with his blankets in his arms. Piled them on the floor by Geryon.
 

I will show you how to keep warm
 

on a winter night in Lima, said Ancash. It’s very simple the important thing is
 

do you need to take a piss?
 

Because once I wrap you up you’ll have to stay that way till morning.
 

No I’m okay but—
 

Good then come over here and take off your overcoat.
 

Take off what?—said Herakles jumping
 

off the ladder. You
 

having a party up here without me?
 

Ancash was unfolding a blanket.
 

I’m showing Geryon a way to stay warm for the night, he said. Herakles came
 

towards them grinning.
 

I could show him some ways to stay warm for the night. Geryon paused like a hare
 

in headlights.
 

Ancash took a step. Why don’t you let things be, he said to Herakles.
 

There was a moment of thick silence.
 

Then Herakles shrugged and turned away. Okay, he said. I’ll go down and smoke dope
 

with your mother.
 

My mother doesn’t smoke dope she only sells it, said Ancash to Herakles’ back.
 

And she’ll make you pay.
 

We’ll see, said Herakles and vanished down the ladder. Ancash looked at Geryon.
 

Difficult man, he said.
 

He held up the blanket. Geryon looked on numbly.
 

Okay now off with your coat
 

and then take hold of this end while I wrap the rest of it around you, said Ancash
 

holding out the blanket.
 

It’s pure wool it will trap all your body heat if we wind it right come on Geryon
 

you’ll have to lift your—
 

Listen Ancash, Geryon broke in, this is great I really appreciate it but I think
 

it’d be better if you just
 

leave the blankets here and let me do it myself—
 

Don’t be stupid Geryon
 

how can you do it yourself? It has to go all the way around you two or three times
 

then you lie down and I pile the others on top—
 

No really Ancash I don’t—
 

Geryon sometimes you try my patience just do it okay? Just give me the benefit
 

of the doubt here I’ve had a very long day.
 

Ancash stepped forward and pulled Geryon’s overcoat down past his shoulders
 

and off his arms. It fell to the floor.
 

Then he thrust the blanket into Geryon’s hands and spun him around so he could
 

start wrapping from the back.
 

All of a sudden the night was a bowl of silence. Jesus Mary and Joseph,
 

said Ancash quietly.
 

He gave a low whistle. Ancash had not seen Geryon’s wings before.
 

They rustled through the two slits
 

cut in the back of Geryon’s T-shirt and sank a bit on the night wind.
 

Ancash ran his fingers slowly
 

down the red struts that articulated each wing base. Geryon shivered.
 

He wondered if he was going to faint.
 

Yazcamac, whispered Ancash. He took Geryon by the arms and rotated him
 

to face front. I beg your pardon? said Geryon
 

in a faraway voice. Here sit down we have to talk. Ancash pushed Geryon down
 

on the cot. He picked a blanket
 

off the floor and threw it around Geryon’s shoulders then sat beside him.
 

Thanks, mumbled Geryon
 

pulling the blanket over his head. Now listen to me Geryon,
 

Ancash was saying,
 

there’s a village in the mountains north of Huaraz called Jucu and in Jucu
 

they believe some strange things.
 

It’s a volcanic region. Not active now. In ancient times they worshipped
 

the volcano as a god and even
 

threw people into it. For sacrifice? asked Geryon whose head had come out
 

of the blanket.
 

No not exactly. More like a testing procedure. They were looking for people
 

from the inside. Wise ones.
 

Holy men I guess you would say. The word in Quechua is Yazcol Yazcamac it means
 

the Ones Who Went and Saw and Came Back—
 

I think the anthropologists say eyewitnesses. These people did exist.
 

Stories are told of them still.
 

Eyewitnesses, said Geryon.
 

Yes. People who saw the inside of the volcano.
 

And came back.
 

Yes.
 

How do they come back?
 

Wings.
 

Wings? Yes that’s what they say the Yazcamac return as red people with wings,
 

all their weaknesses burned away—
 

and their mortality. What’s wrong Geryon? Geryon was scratching furiously.
 

Something biting me, he said.
 

Oh shit I wonder where that blanket’s been. Here—Ancash pulled it off—
 

give it to me. Probably
 

parrot ticks those birds are—Hombres! said Herakles bounding up the ladder.
 

Guess what? We’re going to Huaraz!
 

Your mother wants to show me the town! Ancash stared dumbly at Herakles
 

who didn’t notice but
 

fell onto the cot beside Geryon. We’re going to see the high Andes Geryon!
 

first thing tomorrow
 

I’ll get a rental car and we’ll start. Be there by dark she says. Marguerite
 

is giving your mom the day off
 

he said turning to Ancash, so we can stay all weekend come back Sunday night—
 

what do you think?
 

He grinned at Ancash. Think you’re quite an operator is what I think.
 

Yeah! Herakles laughed
 

and flicked Geryon’s blanket. I’m a master of monsters aren’t I?
 

He grabbed Geryon
 

and tumbled him back onto the cot. Fuck off Herakles, Geryon’s voice came out
 

muffled from under Herakles’ arm.
 

But Herakles jumped up—Have to call the rental place—and rushed down the ladder.
 

Ancash watched Geryon in silence
 

as he gathered himself to the edge of the cot and sat slowly upright.
 

Geryon you’ll have to be careful in Huaraz.
 

There are people around there still looking for eyewitnesses. If you see someone
 

checking your shadow
 

you come get me, okay? He smiled. Okay. Geryon almost smiled.
 

Ancash paused.
 

And listen if you’re cold tonight you can sleep with me. With a look he added,
 

Just sleep. He left.
 

Geryon sat staring out over the roofs into the darkness. The Pacific at night is red
 

and gives off a soot of desire.
 

Every ten meters or so along the seawall Geryon could see small twined couples.
 

They looked like dolls.
 

Geryon wished he could envy them but he did not. I have to get out of this place,
 

he thought. Immortal or not.
 

He climbed into his sleeping bag and slept until dawn without moving.
 



 
  

XXXVIII. CAR
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Geryon sat in the back seat watching the edge of Herakles’ face.
 



 

————
 


He had dreamed of thorns. A forest of huge blackish-brown thorn trees
 

where creatures that looked
 

like young dinosaurs (yet they were strangely lovely) went crashing
 

through underbrush and tore
 

their hides which fell behind them in long red strips. He would call
 

the photograph “Human Valentines.”
 

Herakles in the front seat rolled down his window to buy a tamale.
 

They were driving
 

through downtown Lima. At each traffic light the car was surrounded
 

by a swarm of children
 

selling food, cassettes, crucifixes, American dollar bills, and Inca Kola.
 

Vamos! shouted Herakles
 

pushing the arms of several children out of the car as Ancash’s mother
 

shifted gears and shot the car ahead.
 

Bright smells of tamale filled the car. Ancash sank back to sleep
 

with his head against
 

a thick knot of greasy cloth plugging one of the holes in the side of the car.
 

Got an air-conditioned one!
 

Herakles had announced with a grin when he returned from the rental place.
 

Ancash’s mother said nothing,
 

as was her custom, but motioned him out of the driver’s seat. Then she
 

took the wheel and off they went.
 

They drove for hours through the filthy white sludge of Lima suburbs
 

where houses were bags of cement
 

piled up to a cardboard roof or automobile tires in a circle with one tire
 

burning in the middle.
 

Geryon watched children in spotless uniforms with pointy white collars
 

emerge from the cardboard houses
 

and make their way along the edge of the highway laughing jumping holding
 

their bookbags high. Then Lima ended.
 

The car was enclosed in a dense fist of fog. They drove on blindly. No sign
 

of road or sea. The sky got dark.
 

Just as suddenly fog ended and they came out on an empty plateau where
 

sheer green walls of sugarcane
 

rose straight up on both sides of the car. Sugarcane ended. They drove up
 

and up and up and up
 

around switchbacks carved out of bare rock higher and higher all afternoon.
 

Passed one or two other cars
 

then they were entirely alone as the sky lifted them towards itself.
 

Ancash was asleep.
 

His mother did not speak. Herakles was strangely silent. What is he thinking?
 

Geryon wondered.
 

Geryon watched prehistoric rocks move past the car and thought about thoughts.
 

Even when they were lovers
 

he had never known what Herakles was thinking. Once in a while he would say,
 

Penny for your thoughts!
 

and it always turned out to be some odd thing like a bumper sticker or a dish
 

he’d eaten in a Chinese restaurant years ago.
 

What Geryon was thinking Herakles never asked. In the space between them
 

developed a dangerous cloud.
 

Geryon knew he must not go back into the cloud. Desire is no light thing.
 

He could see the thorns gleam
 

with their black stains. Herakles had once told him he had a fantasy
 

of being made love to in a car
 

by a man who tied his hands to the door. Perhaps he is thinking of that now,
 

thought Geryon as he watched
 

the side of Herakles’ face. The car all of a sudden flew up in the air and crashed
 

down again onto the road.
 

Madonna! spat out Ancash’s mother. She shifted gears as they lurched forward.
 

The road had been getting steadily
 

rockier during their ascent and now was little more than a dirt path strewn
 

with boulders. It seemed
 

that darkness had descended but then the car rounded a curve and the sky
 

rushed open before them—
 

bowl of gold where the last moments of sunset were exploding—then another curve
 

and blackness snuffed out all.
 

I really could go for a hamburger right now, Herakles announced.
 

Ancash moaned in his sleep.
 

Ancash’s mother said nothing. The car passed a small cement house with no roof.
 

Then another. Then a huddle
 

of women squatting on the ground smoking cigarettes in the glare of the moon.
 

Huaraz, said Geryon.
 



 
  

XXXIX. HUARAZ
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Water boils in Huaraz at seventy degrees centigrade.
 



 

————
 


It is very high. The altitude will set your heart jumping. The town is held in a ring
 

of bare sandrock mountains
 

but to the north rises one sudden angular fist of total snow. Andes! cried Herakles
 

as he entered the dining room.
 

They had stayed overnight in Huaraz’ Hotel Turístico. The dining room faced north
 

and was so dark against
 

the morning light outside they were all momentarily blinded. They sat.
 

I think we are the only guests
 

in this hotel, said Geryon looking around the empty tables. Ancash nodded.
 

No tourism in Peru anymore.
 

No foreigners? No foreigners, no Peruvians either. Nobody goes north of Lima
 

these days. Why? said Geryon.
 

Fear, said Ancash. This coffee tastes weird, said Herakles. Ancash poured coffee
 

and tasted it then spoke to his mother in Quechua.
 

She says it’s got blood in it. What do you mean blood? Cow blood, it’s a local recipe. Supposed to
 

strengthen your heart.
 

Ancash leaned toward his mother and said something that made her laugh.
 

But Herakles was gazing out the window.
 

This light is amazing! he said Looks like TV! Now he was putting on his jacket.
 

Who wants to go exploring?
 

Soon they were proceeding up the main street of Huaraz. It rises in sharp relations
 

of light towards the fist of snow.
 

Lining both sides of the street are small wooden tables where you can buy Chiclets,
 

pocket calculators, socks,
 

round loaves of hot bread, televisions, lengths of leather, Inca Kola, tombstones,
 

bananas, avocados, aspirin,
 

soap, AAA batteries, scrub brushes, car headlights, coconuts, American novels,
 

American dollars. The tables
 

are manned by women as small and tough as cowboys who wear layers of skirts
 

and a black fedora. Men wearing
 

dusty black suits and the fedora stand about in knots for discussion. Children
 

dressed in blue school uniforms
 

or track suits and the fedora chase around the tables. There are a few smiles,
 

many broken teeth, no anger.
 

Ancash and his mother were speaking Quechua all the time now or else Spanish
 

with Herakles. Geryon kept
 

the camera in his hand and spoke little. I am disappearing, he thought
 

but the photographs were worth it.
 

A volcano is not a mountain like others. Raising a camera to one’s face has effects
 

no one can calculate in advance.
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It is a photograph of four people sitting around a table with hands in front of them.
 



 

————
 


The pipe glows on a small clay bowl
 

in the middle. Beside it a kerosene lamp. Monstrous rectangles flare up the walls.
 

I will call it “Origin of Time,”
 

thought Geryon as a terrible coldness came through the room from somewhere.
 

It was taking him a very long while
 

to set up the camera. Enormous pools of a moment kept opening around his hands
 

each time he tried to move them.
 

Coldness was planing the sides off his vision leaving a narrow canal down which
 

the shock— Geryon sat
 

on the floor suddenly. He had never been so stoned in his life. I am too naked,
 

he thought. This thought seemed profound.
 

And I want to be in love with someone. This too fell on him deeply. It is all wrong.
 

Wrongness came like a lone finger
 

chopping through the room and he ducked. What was that? said one of the others
 

turning towards him centuries later.
 



 
  

XLI. PHOTOGRAPHS: JEATS
 

Click here for original version
 


It is a close-up photograph of Geryon’s left pant leg just below the knee.
 



 

————
 


Resting the camera on the rear window of the car Geryon is watching the road
 

fall away behind them
 

into a light so brilliant it feels cold and hot at once. The car hurtles over gravel
 

and rock traveling
 

almost vertically on the steep mountain track that leads up to Icchantikas.
 

Car travel gives some people hemorrhoids.
 

Each time the car bounces him up and down Geryon utters a little red cry.
 

No one hears him.
 

Herakles and Ancash in the front seat are (in English) discussing Yeats which
 

Ancash pronounces Jeats.
 

Not Jeats. Yeats, says Herakles. What? Yeats not Jeats. Sounds the same to me.
 

It’s like the difference between Jell-O and yellow.
 

Jellow?
 

Herakles sighs.
 

English is a bitch, Ancash’s mother announces unexpectedly from the back seat
 

and that closes it—
 

Ancash hits the brakes and the car jumps to a halt. Geryon’s hot apple icepicks
 

all the way up his anus to his spine
 

as four soldiers appear from nowhere to surround the car. Geryon is focusing
 

the camera on their guns
 

when Ancash’s mother slides her left hand over the shutter and gently forces it
 

out of sight between Geryon’s knees.
 



 
  

XLII. PHOTOGRAPHS: THE MEEK
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It is a photograph of two burros grazing on spiky grass in a stubble field.
 



 

————
 


What is it about burros?
 

Geryon is thinking. Except burros there is not much to see out the car window
 

as he and the mother sit
 

waiting in the back seat. The police have taken Ancash and Herakles down the road
 

and vanished into a little adobe house.
 

The burros seek and munch with their long silk ears angled towards the hot sky.
 

Their necks and knobby knees
 

make Geryon sad. No not sad, he decides, but what? Ancash’s mother says a few
 

fast harsh Spanish words
 

out her side of the car. She seems to be stating her mind boldly today, perhaps
 

he will do the same.
 

What is it about burros? he says aloud. Guess they’re waiting to inherit the earth,
 

she answers him in English
 

with a little rough laugh that he thinks about all the rest of the day.
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It is a photograph of a guinea pig lying on her right side on a plate.
 



 

————
 


She is surrounded by cabbage salad and large round slices of yam.
 

Two perfect tiny white teeth
 

project over her blackened lower lip. Her flesh still sizzling from the oven
 

gives off a hot glow and her left eye
 

is looking straight up at Geryon. He taps the flank twice shyly with his fork
 

then sets the utensil down
 

and waits for the meal to be over. Meanwhile Herakles and Ancash and the mother
 

and the four soldiers
 

(who invited them all for lunch) are chopping and chewing with gusto. Geryon
 

studies the room. Noon shadows
 

shift down from a light hole cut in the roof. A big black iron stove still crackles.
 

The floor is covered with mats
 

of woven palm and a few survivor guinea pigs are gamboling about near the stove.
 

Propped on three Inca Kola crates
 

facing the table is the TV. Jeopardy! is on, volume low. Four guns rest by the door.
 

Icchantikas is active yes
 

(one of the soldiers is telling Herakles) you’ll see when you get to Jucu.
 

The town is built into the slope
 

of the volcano—there are holes in the wall you can look through and see the fire.
 

They use them to bake bread.
 

I don’t believe you, says Herakles. The soldier shrugs. Ancash’s mother looks up.
 

No it’s true, she says. Lava bread.
 

Makes you passionate. A greasy grin passes around the soldiers.
 

What does it mean, Icchantikas? asks Geryon.
 

Ancash looks at his mother. She says something in Quechua. Ancash turns to Geryon
 

but one of the soldiers interrupts
 

speaking in fast Spanish to Ancash’s mother. She watches the soldier a moment
 

then shoves back her chair.
 

Muchas gracias hombres, she says. We go. In the cooling left eye of the guinea pig
 

they all stand reflected
 

pulling out their chairs and shaking hands. The eye empties.
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It is a photograph of a man’s naked back, long and bluish.
 



 

————
 


Herakles standing at the window staring out on the dark before dawn.
 

When they made love
 

Geryon liked to touch in slow succession each of the bones of Herakles’ back
 

as it arched away from him into
 

who knows what dark dream of its own, running both hands all the way down
 

from the base of the neck
 

to the end of the spine which he can cause to shiver like a root in the rain.
 

Herakles makes
 

a low sound and moves his head on the pillow, slowly opens his eyes.
 

He starts.
 

Geryon what’s wrong? Jesus I hate it when you cry. What is it?
 

Geryon thinks hard.
 

I once loved you, now I don’t know you at all. He does not say this.
 

I was thinking about time—he gropes—
 

you know how apart people are in time together and apart at the same time—stops.
 

Herakles wipes tears from Geryon’s face
 

with one hand. Can’t you ever just fuck and not think? Herakles gets out of bed
 

and goes into the bathroom.
 

Then he comes back and stands at the window a long while. By the time he returns
 

to the bed it is getting light.
 

Well Geryon just another Saturday morning me laughing and you crying,
 

he says as he climbs in.
 

Geryon watches him pull the blanket up to his chin. Just like the old days.
 

Just like the old days, Geryon says too.
 



 
  

XLV. PHOTOGRAPHS: LIKE AND NOT LIKE
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It was a photograph just like the old days. Or was it?
 



 

————
 


He slid off the bed quickly. Thorns all around him black and glistening
 

but he passed through unhurt
 

and out the door pulling his overcoat around him as he went. Corridor deserted
 

except for a red EXIT sign at the end.
 

Pressing hard on the spring bar of the door he stepped out into a blood-colored dawn.
 

Not the parking lot. He was in the debris
 

of the hotel garden. Ruined roses of every variety paused stiffly on their stalks.
 

Dry blades of winter fennel clicked
 

in the cold air and swung low over the ground shedding feathery gold stuff.
 

What is that smell?
 

Geryon was thinking and then he saw Ancash. At the bottom of the garden on a bench
 

built into a big pine tree. Sitting
 

motionless with knees under his chin and arms folded on his knees. Eyes stayed
 

on Geryon as he crossed the garden,
 

hesitated then sat down on the ground in front of the bench. ’Día, said Geryon.
 

Ancash regarded him silently.
 

Look as if you didn’t sleep much, said Geryon.
 

. . . . . . . . . . . . 
 

Kind of cold out here aren’t you cold just sitting still?
 

. . . . . . . . . . . . 
 

Maybe we could go get some breakfast.
 

. . . . . . . . . . . . 
 

Or just walk downtown sure would like some coffee.
 

. . . . . . . . . . . . 
 

Geryon studied the ground in front of him for a while. Drew a small diagram
 

in the dirt with his finger.
 

Looked up. His eyes met Ancash’s eyes and they both rose at once and Ancash hit
 

Geryon as hard as he could
 

across the face with the flat of his hand. Geryon stumbled backwards and Ancash hit
 

him again with the other hand
 

knocking Geryon to his knees. He’s ambidextrous! thought Geryon with admiration
 

as he scrambled to his feet swinging
 

wildly. He would have landed a punch on the pine tree and broken his hand
 

had Ancash not caught him.
 

They swayed together and balanced. Then Ancash unlaced his arms and stood back.
 

With the front of his shirt
 

he wiped snot and blood from Geryon’s face. Sit, he said pushing Geryon to the bench.
 

Put your head back.
 

Geryon sat and leaned his head against the trunk of the tree.
 

Don’t swallow, said Ancash.
 

Geryon stared up through pine branches at Venus. All the same, he thought, I’d like
 

to punch someone.
 

So, said Ancash daubing at the bright purple mark on Geryon’s right cheekbone.
 

Geryon waited.
 

You love him? Geryon thought about that. In my dreams I do. Your dreams?
 

Dreams of the old days.
 

When you first knew him? Yes, when I—knew him.
 

What about now?
 

Yes—no—I don’t know. Geryon pressed his hands over his face then let them fall.
 

No it’s not there now.
 

They were quiet awhile then Ancash said, So.
 

Geryon waited.
 

So what’s it like—Ancash stopped. He began again. So what’s it like fucking him now?
 

Degrading, said Geryon
 

without a pause and saw Ancash recoil from the word.
 

I’m sorry I shouldn’t have said that,
 

said Geryon but Ancash was gone across the garden. At the door he turned.
 

Geryon?
 

Yes.
 

There is one thing I want from you.
 

Tell me.
 

Want to see you use those wings.
 

A silence tossed itself across the tall gold heads of the fennel stalks between them.
 

Into this silence burst Herakles.
 

Conchitas! he cried stepping out the exit door. Buen’ día! Then he saw Ancash’s face
 

and looked toward Geryon and paused.
 

Ah, he said. Geryon was groping in the bottom of his huge coat pocket. Ancash pushed
 

past Herakles. Vanished into the hotel.
 

Herakles looked at Geryon. Volcano time? he said. In the photograph the face of
 

Herakles is white. It is the face
 

of an old man. It is a photograph of the future, thought Geryon months later when he
 

was standing in his darkroom
 

looking down at the acid bath and watching likeness come groping out of the bones.
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It is a photograph he never took, no one here took it.
 



 

————
 


Geryon is standing beside the bed in his overcoat watching Ancash struggle awake.
 

He has the tape recorder in hand.
 

When he sees Ancash’s eyes open he says, How long are the batteries good for?
 

About three hours, Ancash answers
 

sleepily from the pillow. Why? What are you up to? What time is it anyway?
 

About four-thirty, says Geryon, go back to sleep.
 

Ancash mumbles a word and slides back under his dream. Want to give you
 

something to remember me by,
 

whispers Geryon closing the door. He has not flown for years but why not
 

be a
 

black speck raking its way toward the crater of Icchantikas on icy possibles,
 

why not rotate
 

the inhuman Andes at a personal angle and retreat when it spins—if it does
 

and if not, win
 

bolts of wind like slaps of wood and the bitter red drumming of wing muscle on air—
 

he flicks Record.
 

This is for Ancash, he calls to the earth diminishing below. This is a memory of our
 

beauty. He peers down
 

at the earth heart of Icchantikas dumping all its photons out her ancient eye and he
 

smiles for
 

the camera: “The Only Secret People Keep.”
 



 
  

XLVII. THE FLASHES IN WHICH A MAN POSSESSES HIMSELF
 

Click here for original version
 


Flour powders the air around them and settles on their arms and eyes and hair.
 



 

————
 


One man shapes the dough,
 

the other two shovel it on long handles into a square hole filled with flames
 

cut into the back wall.
 

Herakles and Ancash and Geryon have stopped outside the bakery to stare
 

at the hole of fire.
 

After quarreling all day they went out to walk the dark streets of Jucu.
 

It is a starless windless midnight.
 

Cold drills up from the ancient rocks below. Geryon walks behind the others.
 

Little spurts of acid
 

keep filling his mouth from two red pepper tamales eaten fast a few hours ago.
 

They are following the palisade.
 

Pass down an alley then turn a corner and there it is. Volcano in a wall.
 

Do you see that, says Ancash.
 

Beautiful, Herakles breathes out. He is looking at the men.
 

I mean the fire, says Ancash.
 

Herakles grins in the dark. Ancash watches the flames.
 

We are amazing beings,
 

Geryon is thinking. We are neighbors of fire.
 

And now time is rushing towards them
 

where they stand side by side with arms touching, immortality on their faces,
 

night at their back.
 



 
  

INTERVIEW
 [image: ]
 


(STESICHOROS)
 

I: One critic speaks of a sort of concealment drama going on in your work some special interest in finding out what or how people act when they know that important information is being withheld this might have to do with an aesthetic of blindness or even a will to blindness if that is not a tautology

S: I will tell about blindness

I: Yes do

S: First I must tell about seeing

I: Fine

S: Up to 1907 I was seriously interested in seeing I studied and practiced it I enjoyed it

I: 1907

S: I will tell about 1907

I: Please

S: First I must tell about what I saw

I: Okay

S: Paintings completely covered the walls right up to the ceiling at the time the atelier was lit by gas fixtures and it glowed like a dogma but this is not what I saw

I: No

S: Naturally I saw what I saw

I: Naturally

S: I saw everything everyone saw

I: Well yes

S: No I mean everything everyone saw everyone saw because I saw it

I: Did they

S: I was (very simply) in charge of seeing for the world after all seeing is just a substance

I: How do you know that

S: I saw it

I: Where

S: Wherever I looked it poured out my eyes I was responsible for everyone’s visibility it was a great pleasure it increased daily

I: A pleasure you say

S: Of course it had its disagreeable side I could not blink or the world went blind

I: So no blinking

S: No blinking from 1907 on

I: Until

S: Until the start of the war then I forgot

I: And the world

S: The world went ahead much as before let’s talk about something else now

I: Description can we talk about description

S: What is the difference between a volcano and a guinea pig is not a description why is it like it is is a description

I: I take it you are speaking formally what about content

S: No difference

I: How about your little hero Geryon

S: Exactly it is red that I like and there is a link between geology and character

I: What is this link

S: I have often wondered

I: Identity memory eternity your constant themes

S: And how can regret be red and might it be

I: Which brings us to Helen

S: There is no Helen

I: I believe our time is up

S: Thank you for this and for everything

I: It is I who thank you

S: So glad you didn’t ask about the little red dog

I: Next time

S: That’s three
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1. EACH

Like honey is the slecp of the just

When Geryon waslle he loved toseep but even more e loved 0 wake up.
He would run outside in bis pejamas.

Hard morming winds were blowing e bolt against the sky cach one blue cnough
wb
The word each blew tovards him and came spareon the
had this troubls  ord lke each

world ofis own.

Geryon had always

when e stared at it would disassemble iself o separate lecters and go.
A space for it meaning remained there but blank.

The letersthemselves could be found hung on branches or furiture i the area.

What doscach mean?
Geryon had asked

twould siay.

sorher: She never led to bim. Once she ssid the meas

She answered, Each means e o and your brothr cach have your e room.
He clothed himself n this strong word k.

He spelld it at schocl on the blackbosrd (perfectly) it a pice ofre stk chalk.
He thought sftly

of oher words he could keep with

like feack and scrach. Then they moved
Geryon into his brother's room.

Ithappened by accident. Geryors's grandmother came o visit and fell off the bus.

The doctors ot her together again

th a big slverpin. Then she and her pin had o le sl in Geryon's rom
for many months. So began Geryor's nightlife.

Before this time Geryon had nocived nights just days and theie red inervals.
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uniil someone inside noticed and came out to show him the way:

He did

i gesticulate.
He did not knock on the glass. He waited. Small, red, and upright he waited,
ripping his new bookbag tight

in one hand and touching a lucky penny inside his coat pocket with the other,

while the first snows of winter
floated down on his eyelashes and covered the branches around him and silenced

all race of the world.
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Fromice
Now Geryon very
Knlton cold knes
on the basement floor to shoot marbles with

ich wanted 3 ca's-eye. He never could win acats-eye whe he

s brother and his brocher's fiends.
Acarseye

ok only by a stecle. And s0 they developed an cconomy of sex

& thestick makes my brother happy. thought Geryon. Don 1l Mom,
said his brother.

Voyaging into the rotten ruby of the night became a contest offreedom

and bad logic
Come on Geron.

o

Yoo e

No

e you. L don'care W cll Mom. Tl Mo ehar?
How by ks ot schoo,
Geryon paused. Fats ar bigger i th dark. Sometimes then he would descend
o the other bunk

and ot his brodherdo what b ke o lse ang i betwen with his face pressed

into the edg of his own mattres,

cold toesbalancing o the bed below Afe it was over hisbrother's voice
ot very Kind.

Yo i Geryon 1tk you wimming omorrs kay?

Geryon would cimb back up o his bunk.

recover his pajama bottoms and le on his back. He lay vry straight

i the fantastic temperatures
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Whar'sthat el inyour room? asked Geryon.

Geryon and his brother were Iy

 the dark i their bk beds Geryon o top.
When Geryon moved his am orlgs

e becsprings made an enjoyable pixG snuNK swoNK Pixe enclosing him from below
ik athick lean bandse
There' o smll in my oo, sid Gy
arthe g didyou

Uring he g in?ssid Geeyon. What el e i o Geryon
Geryon paused.

s brodher. Maybe i your socks,

He had a respect for facts maybe this was one. Then e heard

adifferent sound from below.

Hi brotherwaspulling o hisstick a he did mostnights before scp.
Why do you pullon your sick?

Geryon asked. Noneof your businss et e yours, s his broher:

o

Bt o do e ne. Geryon checked. Yo I do

Youresougly Lbeifill off

Geryon remained sient. He knew th difernce between facts and bosher hatred.
Show meyours

and 1 gie you somehing good, s Ceryon's beoeher:

o

Giveone of my e
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111, RHINESTONES

Geryon straightened and puc his

s quick under the table not quick enogh.

Do’ pick at that Geryon youl et i infectd. st lave it alome and e i eal,
i his mother

hincstoning paston her way (o the door.She had all he breasts on this evening.
Geryon sared in amazemen

She looked s0 brave. He could ook a he forever But v she was t the door
and then she was gone

Geryon el the wals ofthe Kitchen contract s most of the ai in the room
swirled fer hr.

He could nokbresihe. He knew e must ot ry: And e knev the sound

of the door closing

had to b kept ot of him. Geryon e ll tention to bis nside world

st then is brother came o the Kitchen.

Wantt wrestesid Geryon'sbroher.

o sid Geryon.

Wiyt don’. O come . Geryon's brother picked up

it bowl

Geryon'svice came mufled from inside the
Plae

Lookforyourslf don’tcant 0. Yo mean you can'.
The fuit bowl was very sl

‘bowl. Can' ellyou,said bis brother.

Yocveso stupid yo cam ll time can you? How oldare you anyuay? What o
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of the red pulse as it sank away and he thought about the difference

between outside and inside.
Inside is mine, he thought. The next day Geryon and his brother

went 10 the beach.

They swam and practiced belching and ate jam-and-sand sandwiches on a blanket
Geryon's brother found an American dollar bill

and gave it to Geryon. Geryon found a piece of an old war helmet and hid it

That was also the day

he began his autobiography. In this work Geryon set down allinside things
parsicularly his own heroism

and early death much to the despair of the community. He coolly omitted

all outside things.
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1. JUSTICE

Geryon leamed about justice from his brother quite carly.

They used 10 0 to school togeher. Geryon?'s brother was bigger and older,
hewalked in front
Sometmes broke into & rn or dropped on one knce to pick up a stonc.

Stones make my brother happy.

thought Geryon and he st
So

Stonesas he otted along behind.

 diffrent Kinds of stones,

the sober and the uncanny, ying sde by side i the red dir.

T stop and imagine the lf of cach !
Now they weresailing through the i from a happy Human arm.
whata fate. Geryon huried on

Arrived atthe schoolyard. He was focus
Ghidren poured around i

and the inolerable rd assalt of gras ane the sl ofgrass everywhere

ard on his feet and his seps.

was pullng him towards it

Hike  srong sca He could fel is eyes leaning out of his skull

on their e connectors
He had 10 make it 0 the door. He had o not lose track o his brodher.
These two things.

School wasa o brck buiding on  orth-southsxi. South: Main Door
hrough which all boysand g st e

Nord

ndergarsen, s large round windows gazing onto the backwoods
and surrounded by a hedge of highbush cranberry.

Between Main Door and Kindergarten ran a corridor. To Geryon it was
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a hundred thousand miles

of thunder s andindoor neon sky samned open by iants.
Hand in hand on the st day of school

Geryon crossed thisalientersn widh his mother. Then his rodher
performed the task day afer day.

But s Sepember moved into October an unrest was growing in Ceryon's brother.

Geryon had always been stupid
but nowadaysthe ook i hiseyes made 3 person fel strane.

it take e e mare Dl et i time,

Geryon would say. Th eyesterible holes. Stpi, sid Geryon's brodher
and lef i

Geryon had no doub spideas corrct. But when justice i done.

the world drops vy

He stood on bis

e shadow and thought what to do next
Main Door rose before him. Perhaps—

peering hard Geryon made his way through the ires in his mind 0 where

the map should be.
Inplace of a map ofthe school comidoray  decp glowing blank.
Geryon'sanger was toal.

“The blank caught fre and burned t baseline. Geryon an

Aftr hat Geryon went 10 school slone.

He did not approach Main Door atall.Justice i pue. He would mke his way
around the long brick sidewall

past the windows o Seventh Grade, Fourth Grade, Second Grade and Boys

o the norh end o the school

and posiion himselinthe bushes outside Kindergartcn. There he would sand

motionless
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Sometimes a journey makes

s something you know

cively at fourteen and can

ill remennber even with hell i your head

acsisteen. They painted this ruch

o the long wall ofthe high schol the night before departing for Hades

Herakles hometown of Hades
lay atthe other end of the island about four hours by car a own
of moderate size and lile imporance

except for one thing. Hate you ever scen a olcano? said Herakles,

hin Geryon el is soul

move i his side. Then Geryon wrote a note fll of e for bis mther

and sk it on the fridge.

Thevlano? e s she bl 1925, T8 cubic ot
r——

PSSR Su— —————
Mygrondmoter e

el o e o s o o
Cusks

[V S ———

Steaawicernpir

Wt fom e oo Tk phocgraphof i thre o ok e midngh
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Tell me,said Geryon and he intended 10 ask hi

Do people who like sex
have a question about it t0?

but the words came out wrong—s it true you think about sex cvery day?
Herakles' body stiffened.

That ism'ta question i’s an accusation. Something black and heavy dropped
between them like a smell of velvet.

Herakles switched on the ignition and they jumped forward onto the back of th

Not touching

butjoined in astonishment as owo cuts ie parallelin the same flesh,
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XI1. LAVA

He did not know how long he had been asleep.

Black cntalsalld ight. He lay hot and moionles, that s, motion

was a memory he could not recover

(among other) from the bottom o the vas blind Kitchen where he was buried.
He couldfe the house o leepers

around i ik loaes on sheves, There was  scady rushin sound

perhaps an clecric fan down the hall

and a fragment of human voice tor el ot and came pat. it scemed
already long sgo,traling

abad dustof s dream which touched his sin.He thought of women

like geothermal pressure.
Ascent ofthe rapist up the sairs scems as slow s lava. She listens
0 the blank space where

his comsciousness is,moving towards her: Lava can move as slow as

temperature from dark red and hard
(below 1800 degrees contigrade)

o brillant yellos and compltely lid (sbove 1950 degrees centgrade).
She wonders if

e s listening too. The crueldhing s she flls aleep lisenings.
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What happened 1o the toun?

Cooked. There was a survivor-prisoner in the localjail

Wonder what hagpened t him.

Youl have t0 ask my grandmother about that. Isher faorite story—
Lava Man.

Lava Man? Herakles grinned at Geryon as they shot onto the frecway.

You'e going o love my family.
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He's fucking him.
Heraklestsaid his grandmother. He closed his eyes

My heart aches when I am bad.

Then he looked at Geryon and smiled. Can £shou,you our voleano?
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XII1. SOMNAMBULA

Geryon awoke too fast and flt his box contract.

Hotpressure morning Houseful of wmbling humans and their anguages.
Where am 12

Voices from somewhere. He made his way thiekly downstins

and through the house

0 the back porch, huge and shadowy as a stage facing onto bl

Geryon squinted
Gras s towards him and away: Jyous sl companics of
with double-decker wings.

ik fghter planes were diving about inthe hot white wind. The ight

unbalanced him,
e st down quickly on the 0p sep. Saw Herakles stretched on the grass
making slecpy talk.

My twertd s ery oo right s Herakles was sying. His grandmother
st st the picnic table

cating ot and discussing death. She told of her brother who was conscious

o theend bt could ot spesk.
His yes watched the ubesthey were puti
ey explaned cach one.

Now e areiserting ap ofthequee of the ight youill foe pinch
thn a black o, sid Herakles

in s shepy voicethat o one was lsening o, A big red butefly

i pullng out of him o

went past riding on a e black one.

How icesid Geryon, e’ elping im. Herakles opened one eye and looked.
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What if you took a ificen-minute expasure of « man injail e’ say the lava
has just reached his window?

e asked. £ think you are confusing subject and object, she s,

Very likely said Geryon.
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XIV. RED PATIENCE

Geryon did ot knove why he found the phocograph disurbing.
She had tken it herself sanding o the rof ofthe house thataiemoon i 1923

with a box camera. “Red Patience”

A fifteen-minute exposure tha recorded both the general shape of the cone.
with s surroundings (best seen by day)

and the rain ofincandescent bombs tossed into the sir and rollng down is slopes
(visible inthe dark).

Bombs had shot through the vent at velocties of more than three hundred kilometers
an hous;she tld him. The cone tself

rose a thousand meters above the or
of ash,cind
Lava followed for twenty-ine months, Across the bortom of the photograph

comfield and erupted sbout a millon tons

r-and bombs during s carly months.

Geryon could see a row of pine skeletons
Killed by fu

o ash. “Red Paience” A photograph that has compressed

o Jess suface.

iteen diffeent moments of

wine hundred scconds of bombs moving up
and ash moving down

and pines i the kill process. Geryon did not know why

backoit

fou

hekep goi

Itveas ot that b

especially pleasing photograph.

Ttwas notdhat e,
did not understand how such photographs are made.

He kept going back to it
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A pure bold longing to be gone flled him.
So Geryon what do you like about this guy this Herakles can you tell me?

Can I tell you, thought Geryon.

Thousand things he could no tel lowed over his mind. Herakles knows a ot
about art. We have good discussions.

She was looking not at him but past him as she stored the nli cigarette

in her front shirt pocket

“How does distance look?” is a simple direct question. It extends from a spaceless
within t0 the edge

of what can be loved. Tt depends on light. Zight thatfor you? he said pulling
abook of matches

out of his jeans as he came towards her. N thands dear: She was trming away.

Ireally should quit.
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IX. SPACE AND TIME

Up against another human being one’s own procedures ake on defniton.

Geryon was amazed at himself He saw Herakles
Thein

aboutevery day now.

of nature

forming between them drsined every drop from the wallsof s fe
Teaving behind just ghosts

rustling ke a old map. e had noshing 0 syt anyone. He felt oose and siny
He bumed in the presence of his mother

Hanlly o o anymor, she s e gains he dourway ofis oo,
Iehad rined suddenly a suppertime,

now sunset was starding drops t the window: Sale peace of old bedsines
illed the room. Love docs nox

make me genle o Kind, thought Geryon ashe and hismother ey cachother
from oppositeshores of the lght

He was lling his pockets with money, keys, il She apped  cigarete

o the back of her hand.

Lt some ean T inyou o drcr i oo, s sid

Her voice drew acirde

around all the years he had spent o this oo, Geryon glanced down.

Thicone s clean, e sid,

i suppasd o ook i way The Tbirt s ipped bere and there,

con Loves tova n red ltters.

lad she cant s the back,he thought a he shrugged on his jacket and suck
the camera in the pocket.

Whtime will you e home?she s No oot he swered.
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X. SEX QUESTION

Isita question?

Tbeter be geting home.
Okay.
They continued tosit. They were parked way out on the highway.

Coldnight smell
coming in the windoves. New moon flosting white s b a the edge ofthe sk
Tiues I omeone who will nver b i,

aid Herakls. Geryon felt all nervesin him move o the suface of bis body.
Whatdoyou moan sised?

ust-satisfed. 1 do’t kno From ar down the freeway came a sound
offishhooks caping th bottom ofthe workd.

Yok, S, Geryon was thinkin ard. Firs wistd through
He picked bis way careully

toward the sex question. Why i t & question? He understood
that people need

acts ofatention from one another, does it reslly mattr which acts?

He was fourtee
Sex s a ey of geting to know someone,
Herakles had sid. He was sixteen, Hot unsorted parts of the question

were lid

up from every crack in Geryon.

he beatat th

s mervous bugh escaped i, Herakles looked.
Suddenly quict

1 akay, said Herakles, His voice washed

Geryon o
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XLVII. THE FLASHES IN WHICH A MAN

POSSESSES HIMSELF

Flour powders the airaround them and seles on their arms and cyes and har

O man shapes the dough,

he other two shovel it on long hole flled with flames.

cutinto the back wll.
Herakles and An

b and Geryon have stopped outside the bakery to sare

atthe hole of fire.
After quarlingal day they went ot to wlk the dark strets of Juc.

i starkss windles midight

(ol dril up from the ancient rocks below. Ceryon walks behind the others

Litde spurs ofacid
Keep flling his mouth from 1o red pepper tamales caten fast a few hours ago-
They are following the palisade.

Pass down an alley then tum & comer and there it . Volcano in a wall.

Do o e tha, says Ancash.
Beaurful, Herakles breathes out He s looking at the men.
Imean te i says Ancash.

Herskle rinsinthe dark. Ancas watchesthe flames.
e are amasing beins

Geryon i thinking. We are neighbors of f

And iow tmeis rushing towards them

where they stand side by side with arms touching immoralty on their faces,

night at their back.
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XLVI. PHOTOGRAPHS

#1748

Itis a photograph he never ok, o one here took i

Geryon s san
He has the tap reconder in hand.
When e sces Ancasiseyes open he sy, Hou ong arethe bateris good fir?
Aboutthoehour, Ancash amswers

i beside the bed i his overcoat watching Ancash struge awake.

eepily from the pi
About four-hiny says Gesyon, go back o seep.

Ancash mumbles a word and slides back under his dream. Want 10 give you
something 1o remenber me by,

‘whispers Geryon closing the door. He has ot lown for years but why ot

ow. Why? What are you up 0? Wt time s i ampeay?

bea
black speck raking it way toward the craer of echantikas o iy possbles
why not rotte
heinhuman Andes a  personal angleand rtreat when it spins—ift docs
andif o, win

boles of wind ike slaps of wood and the bitee red drumming of wing muscle

he flicks Record
This i for Ancash, e call o the arsh diminishing below. This is a memory of our

beauty. He peers down

acthe carth heart ofechantikas dumping allts photons out her ancienteye and he

siles for

e camera: “The Only Secret People Keep™
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That melodrama-she stubbe her cigarctte hard—why not have a nice bath

Yo dear ko it docon mater o,

Geryon? fine ' right here working on his autbingraphy

ot a seulprue hedocon know how 0 write et

Ohthis and thasuf e fnds ouside Gy s finding things
aren’tyou Geryon?

She winked at i over the telphone. He winked back using both e

and recurned to work.

He had ripped up some piccesofcispy paper he found n her pure 0 use for i
and was hiin thesetothe top of the tomato.

Outside the house a blck January wind came flattening down from the top of the sky
and hi the windows hard.

“The lamp fred. 17 besutfid Grgon, s sid hanging p th telephone

1ok bl sculptur
She put her hand on top ofhis small uminous skl as she studied the oo,
And bending she issd him once on cach eye

e

ke up her bovl of peaches from the tray and handed Geryon his.
Maybe nest time yo could.
e aone-dollr il nsead o a en for the hai she sid as they began to ea
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IDEAS

Eventually Ceryon leamed to write.

His mother's friend Maria gave him  beautful notebook from Japan

with a fluorescent cover.

Onthe cover Geryon wrote Auabiography. Inside he set down the facts.

Tta Fcts Known Abot Geryon
Geryon wat a monter evcrything about ki was e Geron lvd.
on il i the lantccalled he R Plce. Gryon's mothr
wasarierthat runs 0 the s he Red Joy Rier Geryon's fer
s gold, Some say Geryon had sixhands i ot some say wings.
Geryon was e were st e e, Herobles came e
day hilled Geryon gt thecale,

He followed Faces with Questions and Answers.

quesTrons Wy dil Herobles kil Cryon?
1. vl

2 Had 1 twas oneof i Labors (rct).

. Gothedeathar Gryon was Deah aerviveheculd e frever

Geryon had a e red dog Herale illed tat 1.
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V. SCREENDOOR

His mother stood at the ironing board lighting a cigaretie and regarding Geryon.

Outside the dark pink air

was already hot and alive with cries. Zime f0 go o school, she said for the third time.
Her cool voice floated

overa pile of fresh tea towels and across the shadowy kitchen to where Geryon stood
at the sereen door:

He would re

iember when he was past forty the dusty almost medicval smell
of the screen itself as it

pressed ts grid onto his face. She was behind him now. 7his would be hard
Joryou fyou were weak

butyou're not weak, she said and neatened his litle red wings and pushed him

out the door.
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VII. CHANGE

Somehow Geryon made it 10 adolescence.

Then he met Herakles nd the kingdoms of his life sl shified doven a few notches.

They were two superior cls
atthe bottom of the tank a

ey recognined cach other ke alcs
Geryon wasgoing ntothe Bus Depot

one Fridaynight sboutthree 3.1, 0 g change o all home. Herskles stepped off
the bus from New Mexico and Geryon

came fast around the comer of the platform and thre it s one of those moments
hatis he opposit of blndress.

The world poured back and forth between thei eyes once o twice. Orher people
wishing o discrabark the bus from New Mexico

werefamming up behind Herakles who had stoppec on the bottom step

with bis sitcase
10 uck n s shir withthe other. Do gou e change for a dolar?

one hand

i
Geryon heard Geryon say.

No Herskle stared srsight at Geryon. Bt [l gice you s garterfrfe
Wiy would you do thar?

Tl in being gracious Some hours e thy were down
st the railroad racks

i close together by the switch lights. The huge
scatering drops of el

Yo ol sid Herakles suddenly,your hands are cold. Her
He put Geryon'shands inside b

st ht moved overhead
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Where does he get his ideas,sa the teacher. Tt was Parent-Teacher Day at school

They were siting side by side desks.

Geryon watched his mother pick a fragment of tobaceo off her tongue before she said,
Does he cver write anyihing with a happy ending?

Geryon paused.

Then he reached up and carefully disengaged the composition paper

from the teacher’s hand.

Proceeding to the back of the dassroom he sat at his usual desk and took out a pencil

New Ending:
Allver the world the beautifil red breezes went on blowing hand.
inhand.
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in your crib lying on your back
with your eyes wide open. Staring into the dark. You never cried just stared.

You'dle that way for hours

bt f 100k youin the TV room you were asleep in fice minutes—Ceryon's

camera swiveled left

as his brother came into the kitchen. Going dowwntown want o come? Bring

some money~

The words dropped behind him as he went banging out the screen door.
Geryon rose slowly,

closing the shutter release and pushing the camera into the pocket of his jacket.

Gotyour lens cap?she said as he moved past her.
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Vi

CLICK

So o i hie nw kid you spend all your time with nows?

Geryon's mother wmed 10 knock her cigarete ash on the snk then faced Geryon again.
He was seated at the Kitchen table

with his camers in frontof his face adjusting the focus. He did ot answer

He had recently relinquished specch.
His mother coninucd. /ear e doeen'go o oo, i e older?

Geryon wasfocusin the camers on her throst.

Nobody s himaround, i e he e i the e prk-that here you
soarnight

Geryon moved th foca ing from 3 0 3.5 meters
Maybe It herp aling

andif Lsay anhing inelligent o con take apictre o it She
Tdon' st peaple cho

move around onlyat night Eshaled. Yot you. e b at niht hinking
Why didnt 1

ded.

teach the kid something uscful Well-she took a las pull on the cigarette—

you probably ko

bl Laugh escaped her

Geryon began to focus again, o
for some momen

ing down the

youwere an insomniac

do youremember that? i go intoyour room at ight and there you were
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She was sanding before i

e anl rummaginin i ce with her eyes, Raad he oo ook he s
This was cagey:

“The loon book was an instruction manual forcllng loons. At esst

it eould keep her wrongvoice away

from words that beloned to his mother The baby-ster went off happily

o find the oon book.

A while ater the baby-ster and Geryon were siting on the o bunk calling loons.
when Geryonss brother surged n

and landed o the lower bunk, bouncing everyone up o th ccling.

Geryon drew back

againstthe wall with hi knces up ashis brother'shead appeared.

hen the est o i

He cambered into place beside Ceryon. He had  hick rubber band

strtched between his thurnb

and index finger which he snapped o Geryon's e, ¥ars g fcorite weapon?
i’ thecatapul e~

e snapped Geryon' le again~you can wipe ut thewholedoeon

with  catapul curprise aack v

veryone deador e il withincendiaic ke Alsander the Great he
imenied the catspul

Mexanderthe Grea ernally st Sopthat,

i the baby-sier

rabbing for the rbber band. She missed. Pushing her glasses back up.
onto her nose she sid, Garote.
Llike the garoe bes. It s loan and neat. An Nl imvention belice

although the wond i French.
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G o tieyourshocs e
“The i bow paused. Geryon could in fat te Kot but ot bows.

He chose o pas ovr his distncion.

Yo

Suddenly Geryon's broher stpped behind Geryon and sized him by the neck
Thi i theslent dathhod,

Goryon,in e they e hisorAnoching out all sentris Witk one suprise st

Tean bk yournec,
They heard the baby-sier spproaching and Geryon'sbrother sepped quickly avay.
1t Geryon suling again?

i the baby-siter enteing the Kitchen. No sid the it bowl.

Geryon very much waned

0 keep the babyesier'svoice out of him. In fac he would have preferred
ot o know hera all

bt there was one piece of nformation he needed to get.

Whattime s>

e hear bimelf sk, Quarer o ight she amswed. Wia imewill Mom behome?
kot for hour e,

e mayle At this news Geryon el everything i th roomm bl elf
avayfrom i

oveards th s f the world. Meanlilethe baby-sicr continued,

Yo beterstar geting ready fr bed, Geryon,

She wastaking the fuit bowl off Geryon's head s moving tvards he sink.
Do youeant me o read o you?

Your mom says yo e ruble i to e Wh do you ke 10 read?

Bits of words drfed past Gryon' brain ke ssh.

He ks he would have ol the baby-site o through with thi
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IV. TUESDAY

Tuesdays were best

Every second Tuesday in winter Geryon's faher and brother went o hockey practice

even in rooms they weren't using.

Geryon's mother made their fvorite meal, cling peaches from the can nd tosst
cutinto fngers for dipping.

Lots of buter on the toast 0 e o slick loats ut o top o the pesch juic
“They took supper tays into the ling room.

Geryon's mather st on the g with maga
Geryon worked beide her under the lamp.

He was ghing a ciarete o  tomato. Don’ pick your i Geryon il
She blew smoke outher nose

s she diakd. Maria? s me ca o alk? Wha di e sey?

digaretes, and telephone.

St ke tha?

Bastard.

That ot foodom i indiffrence

Some kind ofaddict

[ thyo the bum out
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What's a garotte?asked Geryon's brother. Taking the rubber band from his thumb
she shoved it in her shirt pocket and said,

A short piece of cord usually slk with a slipknot in one end. You put it

around someone’s eck

Jfrom behind and pul tight. Cuts off the windpipe. Quick but painfil death
No noise no blood

0 bulge in your pocket. Murderers on trains use them.

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

What about you Geryon

what's your fvorite weapon? Cage, said Geryon from behind his knees.
Cage?said his brother.

You idiot a cage isn’ a weapon. It has o do something to be @ weapon.
Has 0 destry the enemy.

Just then there was a loud noise downsairs. (0 flame.

ide Geryon something burst

He hit the floor runnings Mom!
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XL. PHOTOGRAPHS: ORIGIN OF TIME

Ttis a photograph of four people sitings around a table with hands in front of them.
“The pipe glows on a small lay bowl

in the middle. Beside it a kerosene lamp. Monstrous rectangles flare up the walls
Tl call it “Origin of Time”

thought Geryon as a terrible coldness came through the room from somewhere.
Towas taking him a very long while

t0 setup the camera. Enormous pools of a moment kept opening around his hands
each time he tried (0 move them.

Coldness was planing the sides off his vision leaving a narrow canal down which
the shock— Geryon sat

on the floor suddenly. He had never been so stoned in hislife. T am (00 naked.

he thought. This thought seemed profound.

And T want t0 be in love with someone. This too fell on him decply. It i all wrong;
Wrongness came like a lone finger

chopping through the room and he ducked. at was that?said one of the others

wurning towards him centuries laer.
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pocket calculator, socks,

round loaves of hot bread, televi

os. Tengghs of leather, Inca Kola, tombstones,
bananas, avocados, aspirin,

soap, AA batteries, scrub brushes, ar headlights, coconuts, American novels,
American dollars. The tables

are manned by women as small and tough as cowboys who wear layers of skirts
and a black fedora. Men wearing

dusty black suits and the fedora stand about in knots for discussion. Children
dressed in blue school uniforms

or track suits and the fedora chase around the tables. There are a few smiles,

‘many broken tecth, no aner

Ancash and his mother were speaking Quechua all the time now or else Spanish
with Herakles. Geryon kept

the camera in his hand and spoke ltle. T am disappearing, he thought

but the photographs were worth it.

Avolcano is not a mountain like others. Raising a camera to one’s face has effects

1o one can calculace in advance.
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XLII. PHOTOGRAPHS: THE MEEK

Tis a photograph of two burros grazing on spiky grass in a stbble field
Whatis it about burros?
Geryon is thinking. Except burros there is not much t0 see out the car window

as he and the mother sit

wai

g i the back seat. The police have taken Ancash and Herakles down the road

and vanished into a liule adobe house.

The burros seek and munch with their long silk ears angled towards the hot sky.
Their necks and knobby knees

‘make Geryon sad. No not sad, he decides, but what? Ancash's mother says a few
fast harsh Spanish words

out her side of the car. She seems t0 be stating her mind boldly today. perhaps
he will do the same.

Whatisit about burros? he says aloud. Guess they e waiting to inherit the earth,
she answers him in English

with a litle rough laugh that he thinks about all the rest of the day.
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XLI. PHOTOGRAPHS: JEATS

Itis a lose-up photograph of Geryon'slefe pant e just below the knee.
Restng the camers on the rear window of the car Geryon is watching the road
all away behind them

intoa light 50 brilliant i fels cold and hot at once. The car hurtles over gravel
rock traveling

almot vertically o the steep mountin track tht leads up to echanikas.
Cartravl gives some people hemorrhoids

Each time the car ounces him up and down Geryon uters ke red cry.
No one hears him,

Herakles and Ancash in the front st ae (i English) discusing Yeats which

Ancash promounces Jeats.
Not et Yot says Werakle. Wi Yeas ot eats. Sounds he sme 1 .

1 ik the diffoence beneeen Jell-0 and el

Jele?

Herskles sighs

Englsh v i Ancas's mother annonces unespectedly from the back seat
and that closes it

Ancash hitsthe brakes and the carjumps to 3 halt. Geryon' hot

e icepicks
all e way up his anus o bisspine.

as four sodiers appear rom nowhere to surround the car,Geryon i ocusing
the camers on their guns

when Ancash's mother sides her et hand o the shuter and genly forces it

out ofsight between Geryor's knces.
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had g b e
and ht s oldand don’cll me he hen i ight her

So

Yo go g b i Hada?No e nhe P my s
s 8 il s

[ N S ————
Grushonk? Wellmever mind e was oy fst

PO ———

0 Li i i ol

Tharcas o handie s i 1336 Db paronising i il e =
Joraphogreph.Herals fther

(e waved herhand owards e ofs b Herales b gone back inthe o)
e me st hlf e for “Red e

o took ok at "R Ptione” it you? L ich he ' humg v the Kichen
much o drkinhre

PSR S S———

o sk plabgph o

e et i O o g o ot e p o e e

ol meanathe bt

o he e o the ko one of he pine e e eddope i bod

Ahges ey god he e red drops

g I dirbing pmngropl. Yo By

Gy ronsfgring all hat dead”

Wi sid ha e

Wler did Yot e  oleano? [ belce he was alking about o No
Idoshinkthat ot mean.

Do o s she i Bt ll phtgrsphs e st Do’ b il o
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XXI. MEMORY BURN

Herakles and Geryon had gone to the video store.

Full moon sends rapid clouds dashing past  cold sky. Whe thy came back
they were arguing

1kt thephotograph that dicurks yo i o dom uderstandhat photoraphy i
Phoogpaphy i disrbing ssid Geryon.

Photography v a ey of playing it perspesal eaionsip,

Wl xacly.

Butyo don't ned a camera 0l you that. What about trs?

e youging o el me

nome o the tars arereally tere? Well e are therebut some burned ot

o honsand yars ago.

Ldon’belcethat

o can o ot bl i, o ft. But e thm. Yo se memric.

Have we had this omersaton eore?

Geryon flloed Herakes tothe back porch. They sa o opposite cndsof the sof.
Do you know hoe far aay some of thoe stars are?

st don' bl . Let e smeone touh st and ot gt burned.Hell

ol up i finger, st a memary burn! el sa;y

then M belice it Okay nver i star st about sound, you e watchod

s hap twod i a ot

No.do et atch men infres:

Iiiveup. That wouldbe very cold, What? That wonldbevry ol vepested

e grandmorher rom the porch swing.

Wtching men i foret? A memory burn. A, She'cright. Yo she i she
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XXII. FRUIT BOWL

His mother was sitingat the kichen table when Ceryon opened the sreen door:

He had taken the local bus from Hades. Seven-hour ip. He wept most of the way.

Wanted to go strsight o his room

and shut the door but when he saw het he sat down.

s

s jacket.
She smoked in slence & moment
then rested her chin against her hand. Eyes on his chest. Nice i she said.

Itwasa red singlet with whiceltters

hat read axorn
Lo, Horabes gae t-and here Geryon had meant

o lide past the name coolly

but such  cloud of sgony pourcd up hi soul he couldtremember

what he wassaying;

He satforward. Sheexhaled. She was watching his hands 0 he unclnchied them

from the cdge

of th table and began spi
Counterlockwise, Clockvise.

Whyis this it el alayeBere? e stopped et e by the ims.

s ahoays here and it never

i i . B hreallmy 1 neer ad it ye. Do’
thatbaher you? How d e cen

o i fuit ot She reganded i through smoke. e do you think it fs
g upina o il

e fruit bow slowly. He spun it clockwis.

of emptyfit bl His voice was igh.His eyes met hers and they began
0 laugh. They laoghed
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o ot there noc.

They were quict awhile then Ancash said, So.

Geryon waited.
Sowhat i Ancash scopped. He began agan. So what it e fcking himnow?
Degrading sid Geryon

without a pause and saw Ancash rcoil from the word
Timsarry Lol hae said tar

aid Geryon but Ancash was gone acrossthe garden. At th door e tumed.
Gryon?

s

Ther s ne thing L want fom you.

Tl me

Wt 100 you e those wings.

Asilence tosed el acros the al gold hads of the femel stalks between the
o this sience burse Herakles

Conchias e cried stepping out the exi door.Buen's
ooked toward Geryon and paused.

! Then e saw Ancash's

Ak he s Geryon was gropingin the botom ofhi huge cost pocket. Ancash pushed
past Herakles anished into the el

Herakle looked at Geryon. Fkana fime? e . In the photographthe face of
Herskles is white It the face

of an old man. I photograph ofthe future,thought Geryon months latr when he
wassandinin bisdarkroorn

Tooking down a the acid bath and watchin keness come gropng out ofthe bores
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might as well say all mothers
are women. Well aren' they? Of course but that tells you nothing: Question is
how they use it-given

the limitsof theform~— Does your mother lie on the isand? 1 don's want

o talk about my mother:

A well. Silence then. Herakles came out the door from the kitchen.

Climbed over the back of the sofa

and subsided into it engthwise. Your grandmother has been teaching me
the value of silence,said Geryon.

Zbetsaid Herales. He wmed to her. s late Gram don't you want 10 go t bed?
Can'tleep anged, she said.

Is your leg paining? I can rub your ankles. Come Il take you up.

Herakles was standing in front of her

and he lified her towards him like snow. Geryon saw her legs were asymmetrical,
one pointed up the other down and back.

Goodnight children,she called in her voice like old coals.

May God favor you with dreams.
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Orjust walk doentono sure would ke some coffe.

Geryon sudicd the ground i fron of it fo  while Drew a smal disgram
in the i with bis finger:

Looked up.Hiseyes met Ancash'seyesand they b rose at once and Ancash hi
Geryon as hand as he could

acros the face with the latofhis hand. Geryon stnsbled backseards and Ancash it
Himagain it the other hand

Knocking Geryon o his knees, He's ambidextrous! though Geryon with adiration

as he scrambled to his et swinging

‘wildly He would have landed a punch on the pne tree and broken b hand
had Ancash ot caugh b
“They swayed ogether and balanced. Then Ancash unlaced his arms and stood back.

With the front of his shirt

e viped snot an blood from Geryon'sfce. St he ssid pushing Geryon tothe bech.
P your s bck.

Geryon sa and leaned his head agi
Don'twalls said Ancash,

tihe trunk of the tree

Geryon s up through pine branches at Vs, Al he same b though, I ke
o punch someone.

S, s Ancash daubing at th bright purple mark on Geryon's ight checkbone.
Geryon waied.

Yo love him? eryon thoughe about shat. I my dreams 1 do. Yo dvas?
Dreamsof the ol days

Whenyou frst knc him? Yo hen -kne .

Whatabout nore?

Yoo dom ko, Geryon pressed bis handsover bis fce then et them il
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XXIII. WATER

Water! Out from betsseen two crouching masses of the world the word leapt.

Ttwasri

the

o his face. He forgot for a moment that he was a brokeheart
remembered. Sick lurch

downward to Geryon tapped in his own bad apple. Each mominga shock
o return o he cut sl

Pulling imself onto the edg ofthe bed he stared a the dull ampliade of
Buckers ofwatersoshed from sky

o roof 10 cave to windowsil. He watched it hit his fect and puddie on the floor:
He could hear bits of human voice:

1 down the dainpipe-— belive i being gracious—
He stammed the window shu.

Below in the living rom cverything was moronless. Drapesclosed. chais aslecp.
Huge wadsofsknce suffed th s

He was saring around for the dogthen realized they had'¢ had a dog for years. Clock

i the Kichen said

He stood looking at it willing himself ot to blink unl e big hand bumped over

o the next minue. Yearspassed
s s eyes an watr and a thousand ideas jomped bis brin—/f i world
ends o Lam e and

e wortd nde s o one will e my ausbigraphy-Sinaly it b,
He hiad a flsh of Herakles'slcping house

and put that away. Got out the coffee can, tumed on the ap and sarted to cry

Outside the nacural world was enjo

a moment of totalsrenggh. Wind rushed over the ground like a sea and battered up
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uniil tears ran down. Then they sat quiet Drifted back
10 opposice walls

They spoke of a number of things, laundry, Geryon's brother doing drugs,
thelight in the bathroom.

Atone point she took out a cigarette, looked at t, put it back. Geryon laid
his head on his arms on the able
He was very sleepy. finally they rose and went their ways. The fruit bowl

stayed there. Yes empiy.
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XXIV. FREEDOM

Geryon's e entered a numb time, caught becween the tongue and the aste

Hegota
agreeable o work.

the locallibrary sheling government documents. It was

abasement

humming with laorescent ubes and cold a1 s of stone. The documents
had a forlom auserey.

ol and hushed i theie ranges s veterans ofa forgoten war Whenever
alibrarian came clumping

down the metal sais with  pink sl for one of the documents,

Geryon would vansh o the sacks.

A

button at the end of each range activated the fluorescent track sbove i
A yellowing 5.7 index card

Scotch-taped below cach button ssid EXTINGULSH LIGHT WHEN NOT 1N USE:

ryon went lickering

hrough the ranges ke a bit of mercury fipping the switches on and off

“The librarians hought him
atalented boy with a shadow side.
asked him

exening at supper when his mother

what they were ke, Geryon could no remember fthe librar

orwomen. He had tsken a number

of careful hotographs butthese shovee only th.
Theylok like oty men's shocs 0 me,

sai s mosher bening over the prins which e had spread o the kitchen able.
p—
1was  photographtaken rom oo level of single naked oot propped on

cs and socks of cach person.

that? she poined

the open drawer of a metal ile cabin
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What docs it mean, Iechantikas?asks Geryon.
Ancash looks at his mother: She says something in Quechua. Ancash turns to Geryon
but one of the soldiers interrupts

speaking in fast Spanish to Ancash's mother. She watches the soldier a moment

then shoves back her char.

Muchas gracias hombres, she says. e go. In the cooling left eye of the guinea pig

they all stand reflected

pulling out their chairs and shaking hands. The eye empes.
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the comers of the buildings,
arbage cans went dashing down the ally afer their souls.

Giant ibs of rain shifted

open on a flash oflight and cracked together again, making the kichen clock
bump crazily: Somewhere a door slammed.
ndow. Weak as  ly Geryon crouched aganst the sink

with hisfis i s mouth

Leaves tore past

and his

g i ver the desinboard. Rain lashing the kitchen window
scntanother phrase

of Herakle'chasing acros his mind. A photograph it  bunchof ight
iting  plte. Geryon wiped his face

s wings and e out 0 thelving room t look forthe camera.

When he sepped ontothe back porch
i was funcling down offth roof i a morning s dark a igh.

He had the camera wrapped

in 8 sweatshi. The photograph it “If He Sleep He Shll Do Well~

Itshows a fy loatingn  pail of w

drowned but with astrange agiadion of ight around the wings. Geryon used
a Bltcen-minute exposure.

When he firs opened the shuter the fly seemed to be sl aive.
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XLIII. PHOTOGRAPHS: I AM A BEAST

Itisa photograph of a guinea pig lying

her rightside on a plate.

She s surmounded by cabbage slad and large round sices ofyom.
T perfec tiny white tecth

project over her lackencd lower . Her e sill szl from the oven
ivesoff hot glow and hr lef eye

s lokin srsight up a Geryon, He taps the lank tice shyly wid i fork

then et the ueensldoven

and waits for the mea 0 be over. Meanwhile Herakles and Ancash and the mother
and thefour soldiers

Cwhovinvited them alfor lanch) ae chopy
s the room. Noon shadows

it down from a light hole cut i th roof A big blackiron stove sill cracles

The flooris covered wit

v and chewing with gusto Geryon

of woven palm and  fo sarvivor ginea pigs are gamboling about near the stove:
Propped on three nca Kol cstes

acing the able s the TV. Jpardy! is on, volume low. Four guns rest b the door
Iechantitas s atve g

(one ofthe sodicr i eling Herakls) you st o ge o .

The o bt it the e

ofthe colcano-ther areholes i the wall you ca ook throughand e the e

They e them t ke bread.

Ldon’ bl o says Herakles. The sodicr shruga. Ancash's mother ooks up.
Noics e she says. Lava bread.

Makesyou pasionat A grcasy gin pases around the soldicrs.
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ngehe in b rounde. P, B thts ot byl Gy
e ason ealled o 6l you

about my dream 1 had a dream of you last night. Did you. Yesyou were this
ald I guy sanding o the backporch

and thee was apalof et there onthe stp with a drnedBnd i =
i yello bind el hge you knows

oating with i engs out and o laned e and i Come on now
et out of there—and you ook it

Aty one wing and s g it ight p nkotheai woos it came e
andhen v gone.

Yll?sid Geryon and he vas
e docsn'c know me atalll ellow!
Whardyousay Geryon?

Nothing

Uik fedom dream Geryon.

"

[ AR ——
rm———

Dot want o befrec want o be with you. Bea

¢ Yellow! Yellow! Even in dreams

o butaler Geryon organized all
i inside force 0 suppress this rennark.

Gues beter g of he lie o Geryon my grandmoer gt md

i up e bill b’ e nice

1 hear your i

Geryon? Allight e the phone noxe? hae o call M. His mosher

sanding n the doorvay.

Ok ges e, Geryon eplace the neceive: Sorry. Yo okay? Yo He e

o is fec. Going ou.
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XLV. PHOTOGRAPHS:
LIKE AND NOT LIKE

Ttwas a photograph just ike the old days. Or vas it?
He slid off the bed quicky. Thormsall around him black and glisening
but he passed through unhure

an out the door puling his overcost around him as he wen. Corrdor deserted

exceptfora red exee sign at the
Bresing hard on the spring bar of the door he steppec out oo a lood-colored davn.
Not the parking lot. He wasin the debris

ofthe hotel garden. Rined roses of every variey paused ifly on thir salks.

Dry blades of wner fennel dicked

e cold air an

Whatisthat smell?

g low over the ground shedding feathery gold stuff.

Geryon was thinking and then he saw Ancash. At the battom of the garden on a bench
built i

a bigpine trc. Sit

morioniess with knees under his e

s fokded on bis knees Eyes sayed
on Geryon as he crosed the garden,

hesiaed dhen st down on the ground in rontofthe bench. i, ssid Geryon.
Ancash egarded i
Lookas fyou did' sl mch, s Geryon.

Kindof cld out here aren' youcold just sing sill?

Maybe e could go et some breahfast
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Onthe floor benecath lay a diny red Converse sneaker on it side.
Thatthe asitant head liarian's sister:
He puled forward a photo of white aerylic socks and dark loafers

crossd at the ankle: ssisant head librasian.
Shecomes ina v cometimes o ge  ide home it i, Geryon's mother
ooked doser: Whatdor she do?

Warksat Dunkin Dot hink: Nce ir? N Yo L dom s

Geryon glared. His mother reached out

 hand totouch his hesd bt he ducked sidvwaysand began gatheing up.
the photographs. The phone rang.

G o et thashe i i 0 the sk, Geryon went nto the
and stood looking; down a he phone

o fourth. Hello?Geryon? Hi i . Yo sound.

asit rng  chind i

Sy wer yow sl
Herakles voice went bouncing through Geryon on ot gold sprngs.

Ok No.No Tuam'.

Sohou are things? Wk are o up 1 Oh—Getyon sa down hard o the rug.
fie was dosing of his ungs—

ot mach. You? O he sl you Anow hisand hatdi some ood painting
lastnigh ith e Hear>
PR S —— -

e mainland e Sturday

aras it iday no aturday Hos v bser sy e might i o be
hisconerman Rl

oo corn s can ke te dfienceHrt g

Doeche

Mukammad A e a corner an amed M Keppe they s 0 hunchdoun
S
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XLIV. PHOTOGRAPHS: THE OLD DAYS

Itis a photograph of a man's naked back. lon and bluish.

Herakles s

atthe window staring out on the dark before dawn.
When they made love
Geryon liked to touch in slow succession each of the bones of Herakles' back

asitarched avay from bi

who knows what dark dream of its own, running both hands all the way down

from the base of the neck

0 theend of thespine which he can cause 1o shiver ke a root n the rain
Herskles makes

alow sound and mves s head on the illow slowly opens his yes.

He sares

Geryon whatc wrang? e ate twhen you ry What >

Geryon thinks hard.

Tonce loved yor

sow 1 don know you atall He does ot say this.
Iwar thinking about time—he gropes—
o know how apart peopleare i time tgether and apartat thesame e

ops
Herakles wipes ears from Geryon'sface

with one hand. G youcver st fuck and ot hink? Herakles getsout o bed
and goes into the bathroom.

Then he comes back and stands at the window a long while. By the time he returms

o the bed it geting light
el Goryon st anathr Saurday morning e lasghing and you rying
e says s e cimbs i

Geryon watcheshim plthe lanket up t hischin. e e the old days
s e he old iy Ceeyorssays 1o
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Herakle had ifed her ot of the back seat,
now she stood lening o bis am. The i domehereis mare tha ity perent
lass—rhyoic ohidian they call i find

iy bausful. Hasa kind o puli as you ok at it She began to move

forward with

o sound
over the black billows. Theysaythe e for il hese bocksand e on
itrains produced when the glas

chille 0 iy, She made vl sound. Reminde me of my marrige, She
sumbled then and Ceryon

caught her other s it was ke  handful of utumn, e flt huge and wron.
When s polit o et go someonc's arm

afcr you grabic?

Justfor a instant alancing o the viteaus surface he went 0 secp and awoke
il iping her arm. Herakls was saying
i rmsond pusse. I the o o bocky lava n Havian.
How doyou pell i
st et sounds s Geryon dozed of awoke agin, hey were i the car
leeady drving away
from the terble rocks. Up front Herakles and bis grandmother had beg
Joy t the World” in harmony.
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XXXVII. EYEWITNESSES

Saturday went whitely on.
Geryon walked slong the seawall He pased grups of people witing

and inividuals witing

“There was ncther excitement nor the absence of exctement. Dogs waited
Polce waited rsing thei guns

againt  parked car. The soccr team had withdravn from the beach t wit
on averandah overooking the seavall.

While witing most people gazed scadily out 0 s or down the stree. A few

Kicked stones. Ceryon sarted back

o the house. From a block away he could hear the parrots. No one was horne
He went up o theroof and sat

on i cot trying 0 think how 0 photograph Lima But his brain was a blank
as the festurcesssky:

He went out walking again. Mlongthe scawall. Pst many smal shut houses.

Down alleyways where singing sea fog
hug in eots over the cobblestones. Acros a aged park where two lamas
were tethered beside a gigantic bronze head.

its mouth apen n an O as when someone dies laug e mouth

& Ceryon satin
dangling his feet nd caring s banana

‘whiethellmas pulleat the sparse gras. Mental states ik ansity o ief
have degrees, he though, but boredom

has o degrees. /all ever amount t mich, e remarked t the lmas.
“They did not ook up.

Geryon tossed his half-aten banana onto the ground near them. They nosed it
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with your mothe
My methe docin ke dope s only el i, ssd Amcash 0 Herakles back

And el make you pay.

Well e said Herakis and vnished down theladder. Ancash looked a Geryon.
Dificult man, be s
He held upthe blanket.Geryon looked on numbly.

Okay now of it your oot
and thn takehod of this end while L wrap the resof it around yorsid Ancash
Holding out the blanket

16k ure ool will rap il your body het i e wind it ight come o Geryan
ot have o your—

Listen Ancash,Geryon broke in thiss great [ ally apprecat it but  hink

i bebeter iyt

lavethe bt hreand e m do i el

Don'tbe i Geryon

s cam g do it yourslf It o goall e way aroend you o ortre imes
then ol dorem and it the ohersn o~

Norwally Ancash 1 dom—

Geryon sometimes yo r my patince st do i okay? st e e the bengit

ofthe doub here Tvehad a vy lomg day.

Ancash stepped forward an puled Geryo's ovcoat down past his sholders
and offhis arms. I fll 10 the floor.
Then e thrust the blanket into Gery

around so he could

*hands and sp
start wrapping from the bk

AWl of a suddenthe night s a bowl of slence. s Mry and Jaseh,
aid Ancash ity

He gave  low whisile. Ancash had ot seen Geryon's wings before,
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out of the way and kept on pullng grass.
Geryon saw
Back slong;the seawall owards he house
with the chicke

s coming on. He cimbed ot of the mouth and went his way.

ire front window where iy ed parrts dove and rsred
ik a conscious waterall. That would be

o ik forthe photograph, Geryon thought as he trode along: Nightshways
perked him up.

Many hourslter Geryon ws siing

his cot on the roof thinking abou

tecp but
00 cold 0 move. Ancash sppeared

on the adder with s blankets i his arms. Pl them on the floar by Geryon.
Tuiltshow you how 0 kg warm

an awinte ight i Lim,sid Ancash. 1 verysimple the imporantthingic

o you e o ke a i

Because once Lurap youup yol e 10 sty that ey il morning

No imokay bu—

Godthn come v hre and ake of your oercr

Take o what?—sid Werakles jumping

offthe ladder. Yo

having a party up e withot me?

Ancash was unfolding  blanket

Timshoing Gryon a way oty warm o he night e s, Herskles came

ovards them i

e
Tcouldshow him some ways t sty warm for the igh Geryon pawsed ke 3 hare

headlights
Ancash took a step. Wy don’t you et things b, he said 10 Herakles.
There was  moment of thick silnce

Then Herakles shrugged and turned away. Okay,be sid. 11 go dton and smoke dope
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XVII. WALLS

Thacnight they went out p

e

an carly ed-winged LovsLAvE on the garage of the priest’s house.
Carholic church.

down Main Sreet they saw fc white leters (recent) on the side
of the post office. cAITALISN SUGKS

Herakles eyed the paint supply dublously. /. He parked in the ally.

Afer crosing out the white lettrs

neatly with a bar of opaque black he encircled it i

y red cloud

of chancery ser

. He was quiet s they got back into the car.

Then down the tunnel

p for thefreeway. Geryon was bored and ssid he couldi't se any
good spaces lef.
ot out his camera and went off towards the sound of rafc. Up on the overpass

the night was wide open

and blowing headlights ke  sea. He staod aginst the windl and e it ped i
dean.

Back at the tannel Herakles had fnished printing his seven personal precepts

i vertcal biack and red over  fding

enciled LEave TiE WALLS AL and s down on e knce sraping

the brush on the dge of the can

He did not ook up bt s, Ther’same paint fi-amothr Lovest.vi?-no
ltsdosometing chefl

M your dsigns are about captciy it depreses e
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XVIIL. SHE

Back atthe house ll was dark except alght from the porch.

Herskles et o sc. Geryon had a thought o call home and ran pstie.
Yo cam s he phanein my mather's room

ap ofthestaine um e Herakle called
e stopped in  night gone suddenly sl

Bt when e reached the room

Who am 7 He had been here before inthe dark o the sairs with his hands out
xoping for  switch-he hit it

and the oo spran towards him like an angey s with s unappeasable debris
of woman liquors,he s a slip

a dropped magazine combs baby powder a stack of phone books a bow of pearls
ateacup it e
in the mirmor crucl a  lash ofipick-he banged thelght off.

He had been hre before, dangling

de the word shelike  rinket at  belt.Spokes of rd rang across hiseyelids
in the blackness.

bimself

A he made his way downstairs again Geryon could har the grandmother’s voic
Shewas e porch s
it e hands i her lap and her small et dangling. A reciangle o
fell acros the porch from the Kitchen door

and jus oucheed he hem. Herakles lay flat on his back on t0p of the picnic table,
both arms across his face.

The grandmother watched Geryon cross the porch and sit down becween them

ina deck chair

without interrupting her sentence —tisideatha your lungs willsplode
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Geryon knew he must

Desine s o light thing.
He could see the thorns gleam

it thei black stains. Herakleshad once tod him b had a antasy

of being made love 0 n  car

by a man who ted his hands o the door. Perhaps e is tinking of that now,
thought Geryon ashe vtched

the side of Herskles face. The caral of  sudden lee up i the i and erashed
down again onto the road.

Madannatspa o Ancasi' mosher: She sifted gearsas they luched forward.

The road had been getting steadily

rockir durin ther sscent and now waslle more thana dirt path srcwn
with boulders
hat darkness had descended but then the ca rounded a curve and the sky
rushed open before them—

med

bow of gokd where the s moments ofsunset e exploding—then another curve
and blackness sffed out L.

Ireally o o o a hamburgerright o Herakles amnounced.

Ancash moaned i his slecp.

Ancashi's mother sid nothing. The ca passd  small cment house it no rof.
“Then another. Then  huddle

of women squating o the ground smoking cigarttes in the g of the moon.

Huaraz,sid Geryon
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Geryon watched the top of Herakles' head

and fel his imics returning. Nothing to say. Nothing. He looked at this fact

in mild surprise. Once in childhood
his ice cream had been eaten by a dog Just an empty cone

in a small dramatic red fist

Herakles stood up. No? Let’s go then. On the way home they tried “Joy to the World™

but were too tired. It scemed a long drive.
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where houses were bags of cement
piled up t0 3 cardboard roof o automobile tires i

burning in the middle

cirle with one ire

Geryon watched children in spoess uniforms eith pointy white collrs
emerge from the cardboard houses
and make their way alon the edge of the highway lau

i ended.

jumping holding

fist of fog: They drove on blindly. No sign

of road or sea. The sky ot dark.

Justassuddenly g ended and they came out on an empry plteau where
Sheer green walls of sugarcane
rose sraght up on borth sides of the car: Sugarcane ended. They drove up

and up and up and up

around switchbacks carved out of bare rock allafiemoon.

Passe one or two other cars
e they wereenirly alone a the sk lied them towards sl

Ancash vas sl

His mother did not spesk. Herakls was strangely silent. What s be dhinking?

Coryon wondered.
Geryon watched prfistoric roks move pastthe car and thought about thoughis
Bves vt ey e s

e bad never known what Herakls was inking, O
Py foryo shorgh

and italways tumed out to be some odd hing like a bumper sticker ora dish

wa while he would say,

he'd eaten i a Chinese restaurant years ago.

‘What Geryon was thinking Herakles never asked. In th space between them

developed a dangerous cloud.
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Mala? Yo Ca sk yo soething? Corainly. et o ks about Lav M,
.

Tantto ko ehat he s ke Hewas badly bumed. B e didn dic?
Notinthejil.

i thewhar? At he o it B yo ko the Barmo Circus
e tured United Staes madea lot

ofmony e the shoe in Mesico Ciywhen s ol Was i good shoe?
Prony good Freud would ave cole it

ncoicious metaphyicbu t e I ot cynical had a good rm.
Sowhatdi he do?He g ot

souveni pmice and s herethe incandesce hadbrsed i
Tamadrp of o e would sy

T melcn mate eurmed fom he core ofcarth o el you iterirtinge—
Lookthe wouldprickhis thumb

and pressout acher-olred drops that e when they i the plate—

Fidano o Claimed.

the temperature of i body wasa cotinuos 150 degresand et pople
tuch is ki o 75 cnts

attheback of the e, So o o him? She pavsed. L say-

Herakles bounded .

1 your mom. Sk’ fnichd ylling at me v e wants ol 0y
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i o't reachthe sufoce—
lungedon’ xplde they collape without asygen ke tfrom Viginia Woolf
whoane spoke 0 me at s party ot of course
about drwaning of whichche hd o do et~ have 1l you hisctory befre?
Irememberthesky b hr s uople e

came towards mesaying Why ave you sone

like s picce of electriciy? Eletricity?
Maybe she said cakes and 1 e we were drinking gin it cas long st

i huge blank garden

tcatime but she s a Highy ariinalwoman
s prying God et it havebeen cake and e 11 cll ey ot

of ucnes s thase drgenines

50 crusyfo ta ey day at e the vk ups bu she i waythe ke
anslcentcupe ke boesyou ko

in Bucnas Aies  had sl do bt e by gour fce L aon wandering:
Geryon jumped. o, e yelled

as e deck chai gouged him. G o Fread b that s anther oy
Yoma'am?

He drouned not Freud the dog and Frad made ajoke t was ot afunyjoke
having o dowithicomplet tranfrenee camnot

rcallthe German wording the Goman weatherhoceer [ remenber esactly.
Whattas the weather matan?

Cold and moonlie. Yot with Fread at miht? Only i summer

“The phone rang and Herakles

el e able then ran 10 amswer i, July moonshadows stod masioness
on the grase. Geryon watched

s presence soaking out of them. Whar wae saying? Oh yes Frad ity

i tob Freudwod 10y
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XXXIX. HUARAZ

Water boils in Huaraz a seventy degrees centigrade.
It very high. The altitude will set your hear jumping The town
of bare sandrock mountins

held in a ing

but 10 the orth rises one sudden angula fis of totalsiow. Andes cried Herakles

as he entered the dining room.

“They had sayed overnight in Huaraz’ Hotel Tursico The dining room fced norh
and was so dark against

he moming light utsde they were all momentarly blnded. They sat

Takink weare heonly s

inthi ot s Geryon lokin roud the cinpy tbles. Ancash nodded.

No i i P aymor

NoforcignersNoforciners,no Perianscithr Nobody goc noreh of Lima

these days Wiy ?ssid Geryon,

Foa s Ancash. Thiscoffe tses weid, ssid Herakles, Ancash poured cofee

tasted it then spoke to
Sthesays i got blod in it What do you moan blood? Cote blod, i locel recipe. Supposed o
stengthen your hear.

Ancash leaned toward his mother and ssid somethin that made her laugh,

i mother in Quechua.

B Herskles was gazing out the window:
Thislight s amasing! he ssid Looks ike TV Now he was putting on his jacke,

Who wants togo exploring?

Soon they were proceeding up the main street of Huaraz. It isc i sharp relations.

of light towards the fstof sow.

Liming both sides ofthe screet are small wooden bles where you can buy Chiclets,
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up againt the walsofthe room. O god, ssid Geryon. Coff
Noickoa s
My grandmater s in Argening again today. He handed Geryon a banana.
Sthe s st teling me about the lecricans.

Herakles

T o e b s i gt s e el i
inBuena s bt il e e ustions:

arabout he oatintion, Wit do you s he honan consintion?

o the coniniion o Arenina

cepthe st e he bt ot Ve e it et o he i
s cha it o e e Gues

o

Comeon. o hte guesing st ane g ome o Geyon st ane
Whattineofday did Krakaton eupe?

Greot guatio but . Ho . Gioep?Geepon ooked a b
Whaticthe oy Gha?

Tha it Tt . Wha i the Holy Ghost—a rly it etin
IS

Hrakle was s n the floor beside the b He drained his eacup

and regarded Geryon.
Sorcha time of day dit Krakatoe rpe Four . Geryon s pullng he quilt
igh up under his cin.

The oie wakened depersin Atralia thre thousand iometers cay.
Nosidding hoe do youknow thar?

Geryon had found the Englopaeia Britamnic (911 editon) in the basemen
and read the Volcano ace

Should he admit this? Yes, Encyelapedia Herakles pecled a b

He seermed to be th
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nd e bk,
e

How do ey come bak?

Wings

Winge? Vs tha'sahtthey s the Yoscama e as ed peoplewit wings,
e p—

andher mortality, What' urong Gryon? Geryon s serci friously:
Someting biing m, he ssid

O i sonder wheetht ke been, e ocash pulled it off—

iveit 1o me, Frobably

parro ks thove bind are-Hombres! i Herskle bounding up theladder
Guss whr? Weregong 0 Huaras!

T mothr want 1 sho e he e Ancash sared dumbly a Herakles

who didut nodce but

fellonto the cot beside Geryon e ging 1 sethehih dndes Gryont
s thing tomerrou

Tlgetaentlcar and o st Be hre by dark e sag. Margurie
isgvingyour mom theday off

Yo s tuming 0 Ancash, 0 e can il wekend come bk Sunday niht-
whatdoyou hink?

Hie rinned at Aocash. Thinkgoe guie anoperatr i what [ hink

Ykt Herales bughed

and licked Geryon'sbanket, i a matr o monsers a2

He grabbed Geryon

and tumbled bim back ontothe cot. Fckof Heroker,Geryon's v came out
nuffed from under Horakles'arm.

Bt Herakle jumped up=Hae 1ol he retal lace-and rshed down the ladder
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XIX. FROM THE ARCHAIC
T0
THE FAST SELF

isa sound. you have to wne n

notjust keep yelling

He woke fast from a &

i wikd dream that vanished st once and lay lisening
o the splendi subileravines of Hades

where hardworking dawn monkeys were wheedling and biting one another
up and down the mahogan trcs.

“The cries took e nicks out ofhim. This was when Geryon iked t0 plan
i auobiography. n that blured state

between awake and asleep when 100 ms

intake valves are open i the soul
Like the terestril crust of the carth

s proporsionatclytentnes thinner than an cggshel th skin ofthe soul
s a mirale of murual pressures.

Milions of Kilograms o force pounding up from ear's core on the
e cold s of the world and stop,

side o meet

as we do justin time. The autobiography,

Geryon worked on from the age of five o the age o forty
had recendy taken the form
of a photographic essay. Now that | am a man in transicion, thought Geryon

wsinga phrase hed leamed fror

door b the wal s Herskle kicked i open and entered carying  tray
with w0 cupsand three bananas.

Room servis, i Herakles looking around fo  plce 0 set the tray down.
Geryon had moved all the fumiture
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They rusled through the two s
cutin the back of Geryon's -

Ancash ran

and sank  bit on the night wind.

ngers slovly
down the red struts that artiulaed each win bas. Geryon sivered.

He wondered i he was gin tofin.

Jazcamat,whispered Ancash. e took Geryon by the arms and roated b
o face front. g your pardon? i Geryon

fraway voice, Here it dou e hav o talk. Ancash pushed Geryon down
on the cot. He picked a blanket

offthe floor and threw it around Geryon's shoulders then sat beside him.
Thanks mumbled Geryor
1 the blanket over his head., Now ltn 1o me Geryon,

2
Ancash was saying,

thereavllge inthe mountain rorthof Har calld Jucand n uc
thy belce some arange tings:

I voleanic region. No acie . Inancient s ey worshiped

the oleano a  god and coen

e people ot Fo sacrific? asked Geryon whese head had come out
ofthe blanket

Nometcactly. More ke a eting procedre. hey were loking fr people

the Ones Who Wt and S and Came Back—
ik theanthropologies say eyewitnesses. These people did e
Stoiesare oldof them il

Eyewitmsses said Geryon.
Yo, Pple who saw the inside of the voleano,
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XX. AA

Geryon fellasleep sever or cight times on the way t the volcano,

“The other two were tlkin sbout femiism then e in Hades then unstable bitumen
or was tha rom Britamica? Al

the sentences mixed around in Geryon's difing drowsing head men

hado berght

1 e women frfot masage puoice and allst onreioad e

thy know o cruption

takesplace his il clomenterycortsic darting ut i ongue but

how can Ltk

1o peaple o don’t ko the European experionc s

jlted ake Geryon

lanced out. The world had gone black and bulbous. Shiny ropes of old ava
rose and fell inevery diretion

around the ca which had come t0: halt Most volcaic rck s asat.
Fitisdark and blocky that means

very e slca i

the composi

oy sl inthe compaiion,
aid Geryon as he limbed out. Then the rock silencd him.
e pitched away on all sides

ey blank except forone crazed blackish
bou

ofintraplte

i from rock t rock
a iflooking for los in. Geryon puthis oot ot 0 take  step.

The lava emied

aglassy squesk and e jumped. Carful ssid Herakles'grandimother:
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XXXVIII. CAR

Geryon satin the back seat watching the edge of Herakls'face

He had dreamed of thorms. A forest of huge blackish-brown thorn trees
where cestures that looked

ik young dinosaurs(yet they were strngely lovel) went crshi
through underbrush and ore
heiehides which el behind th

long red srips. He would call
the photograph “Human Valenines”

Herakdes in the front sea rolled down his window t buy 3 amle.

They were driing

through downtown Lim. At cach trafc igh the ca was surrounded

by s swarm of hidre

sellnfood, cassettes, crucifives, American dllar bills,and Inca Kola
Vamast shouted Herakles

pushing the rms of several children ot of the car 3 Ancash's mother
hificd gearsand shot the car shead

Brightsmlls o tmale filled the car. Ancash sank back 0 sleep

it bis head sgainst

athick knot of gressyclorh plgging one of the holes in the side of the car:
Gotan air-condiiond o

Herakles had anmounced ith  grin when he recurned from the rental place.
Ancasti' mother said nodhing;

ut of the driver’s sat. Then she.

a5 was her custom, but motioned b
took the wheel and off they went.
They drove for hours through the lthy white sladge of Lima suburbs





images/00048.jpg
half his banana. He a the other hal.
Sowhar do youthink? Whatdo o man hat do [ think? Herakles placed
i banan pecl o the tray

and srsghtened the pars of it caefuly. Thinkyou should b geting back?
Geryon was cheving

‘amouthfol of banana and didi' quie hear. This sentence i mportant for you

saida e Tlled voiceins

What 1 aid ther’s b vy moning a ine o 0, Geryon s rying
o bresthe butared vall

had sliced the i i bl A chat abou you? Ok 1 be staying around ere
Liues my granimatir wanis

the e painted s hed pay m L probablyge s oupl g
Sromtoun 0 bl

Geryon was thinking hard. Flames licked along th florbosrds nside him.
Lo guitea good painser myelf. e s

Bt the wond good cracke i hlf Herakls watched bim,. Gergon you kno
well alzaye b riend

Geryon's heart an s were & black cruse. He had a sudel

srong desire
o 80 10 sleep Herakles s o is fect

smooth a5 a monkey: Hirry up and gt drsed Geryon e ging 0o you
avolcans today e

o the porch my grandmther wants o com o

In Geryon's autobiography

hispage has  photograph of some red rabbi igel ied with a white ibbon,
He has ik it “Jeslous of My Livle Sensations”
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Ancash watched Geryon in silence

as he gathered himself o the edge of the cot and sat slowly upright.
Geryon youll have t0 be carcful in Huares.

There are people around there silllooking for yeuitnesse. f you see someone
checking your shadow

you come get me, okay?He smilled. Okay. Geryon almost smiled.

Ancash paused.

Andlisten ifyou've cold omight you can slecp with me. With a look he added,

st slcp. He left.

Geryon sat staring out over the roofs into the darkness. The Pacific at night is red
and gives off a soot of desire.

Every ten meters or so along the seawall Geryon could see small twined couples.
They looked like dolls

Geryon wished he could envy dhem but he did not. Thave to get out of this place,
he thought. Immortal or not.

He dlimbed into his sleeping bag and slept until dawn ithout moving.
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XVI. GROOMING

Asin childhood we live sweey

close o the sky and now, what dawn s

Herakle e like a picce of o silk n the heat of the blue saying,

Goryon plase. The break
made Geryon think for some reason of going into a bar

first i i the moring
when snlight ke a bale ofra hay sill et from the nigh.
P your ot n it Geryon pls

Geryon did. It ased sweet enough. 1 am keami

alotin this year of my lfe,

thought Geryon. It asted very young:

Geryon fet cear and powerfulot some wounded angel afer al

but a magneic erson ke Matisse
or Charlc Parker! Aferwads they lay kising or  long e then
played gorilas Got hungsy.

Soon they weresting i a booth at the Bus Depot waiting for ood.
They had sared to racice

heiesong oy t the Word") when Herakles pulled Geryoni's had

o hislap and began grooming

for it Goril grunes minged with breakfast sounds inthe busy room.

The weaitress arived
holding to plates of eggs. Geryon gazed up at her from under Herakles'arm.
Nawlyeds? she sid
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XV. PAIR

These days Geryon was experiencing a pain notflt since childhood.

His wings were strugglins They tore against cach other on his shoulders
tike the e mindless red animals they were

With a picce of wooden plank he'd found in the basement Geryon made a back brace:
and lashed the wings tight.

Then puchis jacket back on. Yo seem moody today Geryon anyting wrong?

said Herakles when e saw Geryon

coming up the basement stairs. His voice had an edge. He liked to see Geryon happy.
Geryon flthis wings e in, and in,and in.

Nope just fine. Geryon suiled hard with half ofhis face. So omorroes Geryon.

Tt
Tomorons e takethe carand dive ou o the olean ol et

Y

et some photographs.Geryon sat dovwn suddenly. And tnight-Goryon? Yo okay?
Yo i, i liening. Tnight-2

Wy do youhave yourjacket ver your head?

Can'thear you Geryon. The jacked shified. Geryon peered out./said sometimes
Ineed a bl privacy.
Herakles was watching him, his eyes slla a pond. They watched each othe,

this 0dd pair
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lok atthe workmanhip.
Geryon tarne 10 Ancashas i remembering who he was. Con /phatgraph g later?
Geryon sid.
Justthe  tin rfesced Herskles appeared in the saring glassof the eyeball
Standing sboe them Herskle said,
Ancash Lt 10 toke e igrt your mother. Expecialy il b there
o her birthday—
perfct gt Wha' thewandfortiger i Quechua? Yo toldm e bt frgo
Tiscn, i Ancas gering 1o bis fct.
i tht it Tscathe igr o, But he ha avher name docenhe?
Many names—
Herakleswhat ae you doing? Herables was histing th tger rom the floor:
Wit a pocketknifc he began cutin

atthe thick leather i

‘which sl bound th tger o ts cirus habits
Okay Herablesppove we do

et it outof Harrods—Ancash spoke ressonably—whar about the airport?
Doceit ik you

eraperu may ot 10 a fsised wooden cieus animl boarding thei plane?
Don'tbe reverent Herakles
e ot a tooden circus animal he's ez the iger god. Hecan goon as baggege.
P

Wellrap him i a gun bg ot of peoletke guns 0 o

Ancash sat down on the edge ofthe carousel

ces. Ancash watched Herakles.

resting his arms on
Geryon watched Ancash.
He was in an inward fury—So they're offto Peru leaving me here without

a backward ance-sehen a dullclank
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Onevery brightylt case held
ocks and watches ll uriouslyteking,allregiteing quartr passi.
Geryon sawa head moving

up the esclato. Came b said 0 Ancash. e awaye kv here o find
the athrooms. Ancash nodded.

Atthe top of the escaltor they made their way around a pyram
and rubber boots and there was Herakles
wildly Shou,you something! Ocer her!

of jlled ton

on the other side of the sore w.

They would discuss for days after

what they had scen against the back wall of the sccond floor of Harrods.

Except for tongue and boots
the second floor s virwally deserted. But hovering in shadow this presence:
acircus carousel with six fllsized

s itched 10 gold and silver posts on a cippled bize roulett.

o the white pony are sl
uprightand foamin forward. The zebra, lephant,tger and back bear i
oppled from hamess, gasing skyward.

Itk sy sid Herskes, s thecopmolgy of Argenting, ssid Ancash.
Geryon was neling down beside he zebra

Want 1y stealing the ige? Looks ke ' oo, sid Herakles.

Noone answered.

Ancash was watching Geryon. He kncl down 100, Geryon was mermorizing
the zebra s he could make

 photograph . “Tie Lapse” He touched his fngerips t the slk
of the eyelashes cach one set

individually ino it wooden sprocket n the painted eyelid above s bur
Madein Germany bt sid Ancash,

ey
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Geryon went back 10 his postcard.
Sending postards o your gilfiends? o the midse of
was pink mouth small 53 nipple Ao

Yosund American am Lright? Yo from the Stte?
o

yellow beard

The aiterarrived ith bread and jam to which the yellowbeard ber
Yo here for the confirence? No.

Big confrence this weekend at the wniversity. Philosophy. Skepticion.
Ancientor modern? Geryon

could ot resis asking. WEll o, s5id the yellowbeard looking up.
thresome ancen peapl here
and some mder peple hre Flew me i fom e My 1l at thre
What' your npicsid Ceryon

ot 0 stare at the ipple. Emrionlesnes The nipple puckered.

Thatvtosay hat theancints clled
atarasia. Alsence of disurbancs, ssid Geryon. Peicly. Yo know ancien Grek?

Notut e read he hepics. 5o you

tach at vine. That's in Calfornia? Yssuther Calfrnia—actually e gor

agrant st 0 dorscarch at MIT:

Geryon watched a smallre tongue clean jam offthe nipple. /cant o sudy the rotice
ofdoub. Why? Geryon sked.

“The yellowbeard was pusing backhis chai—As o prcondiion-and salting

the water acrossthe room—

ofthe prapersarch o trut.Provided o ca renounce—he sood—that
ratherfudamental hman it

e raised b arms s o ler a ship at sea— e desre o kno: He s

Iibink Ican ssid Geryon.
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XXVIII. SKEPTICISM

A paste of blue cloud untangled el on the red sky over the harbor
Bucnos Aires was luring nto dave. Geryon had been walking for an hour

on the swety black cobblestones

ofthe it witing for night's end. Trafic crashed pas him. He covered his mouth
and nosewidh his hand a five od buses

came iling around the comer ofthe srcet and haled one behind the other

belchin oot Pasengers streamed

on bourd I
Pulling bis body e i
[r

isects nto lighted boses and the experiment roared off down the street

Café Mitwelt was crowded.

e  sogey mattrss Ceryon trudged on uph

He found a comer table

and was writing a postcard t his mother:

Die dngat offbart das Nichs
There are many Germans in
Buenos ires they are all
ciarete il the westher

when e felt  sharp ap on his boot propped agains the chir opposic:
Mind ifoinyou?

“The yllowbeard had sready taken hld ofthe ch
Proy by i hre oday,
said the yellowbeard

eryon moved his boot.

i o signal a waiter— P favor hombre!
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XXIX. SLOPES

Aldhough s monster Geryon could e charming n company:
He made an attcmpt s they hured across Bucnos v n  snall s
“The two ofthem

were crushed ino the back sca it their knces aganst theie chests,
Geryor
ofthe yellowbeand's thigh oling againt his own

He stared sursight shead.

plessandy avare

W of breath from the nipple.

“The driver was out the window i
axthe ca shot acros  ed ight.
He pounded the dashboard i
o cutoffa eyt

(who bounced ontothe sidewalk and dove down a side sreet)

v 2 stream of rage at pasing pedestrians

joy and li anether cgarete wheeling sharp lefe

then veered diagonally i front
of three buses and hahed shuddering behind another tax

Argenine horns sound ke cows.

More blasphemy ot the window. The yellowbeard was chuckling.
How's your Spanich? e sid o Geryon.
Notery good hat about you?

Actualy L il flsnt. L spent  ear in Spai doing rescarch
Ematonlesmes?

No, o code. s ooing o he sociolgy ofancent o coe,

Yo are it i ustie?

Timteret i e peopl decde what sounds ke
Sowhatgousfaorie o eode?
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Pardon? Nothing: A passing waiter slapped the bill down onto a small metal

spike on the table.
Traffic was crashing past outside. Dawn had faded. The gas-white winter sky
came down like a gags on Buenos Aires.

Would you care to come and hear my talk? We could share a cab

May 1 bring my camera?
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Mgy impressive b said 0 8 young

i nearby who merelylooked at i, Geryon wastying o keep his eye
from resing on any one name.

Supposc it was the name of someone aliv.In  oom o in pin or witing o di
Once Geryon had gone

it bis four-grade clas  view a pir of beluga whalesnevly captured

from the upper apidsofthe Churchill River:

Aftercands a night he would i on bis b with his ey open thinkingsof

the whales affoat

in the moonles tank where thei il touched the wall-as alve a5 he was

on heirside

of the terible slopesof ime. Wi tme made of? Geryon ssid suddenly
ming o the yellowbeard who

ooked a him surprisc. Time i made of anything. i a abtrction

Jt ameaning that we

impae upon maion But ce-he looked down a i watch—what you .
ol ant 0 be e

o my o e would 1 Lt go.

Sunsetbegins carly in winte, bluntness a the edge o the light. Geryon
hurrid afertheyellowbeard

through dimming corridors,past students huddl

conversation who stbbed
theiecgaretes underfoor

and did ot ook athim, o bre brick-wlled lassroom with a muddle of
Empry one atthe back

Ttwas a tight fitin is big overcoat. He ol ross his knees Presences hunched
darkly n the other desks.

Clouds of igartte smoke moved above the,buts Ly thick o the concrte flor.

 desks,
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pposite directions up and doen the sreet. They had a thermos and two cups
perched o the hood of ther car

Five policemen strolld pas it cabines. Do on th beach a soccr team vas
practicing and beyond them

the Filhy Pacifc came crasing n. s diffrent from Argentina, i Geryon.

How dogou mean?
Noane here iy, Ancash sl bt ssid nothing. The moce o oy,
Geryon added. He vas waching the soccer team

whose moements had the rounded anguor of & dream. Smells o burning blew across
he i Dogs went nosing widhout urgency

hrough the rbage and marigolds ha i the seavall. Yo e right Argentinians
are much fstr: Ay going omeschere.

Geryon could see many smal Pruvian people wandering slong the seawall O

would st0p t sare st ot in particulr
Everyon e o e waitin; ssid Geryon. Wasting for what? ssid Ancash.

Y waiting ot ssid Ceryon.

There was a sudden loud hiss. The clectrical cord that ran acrossthe roof
attheir fet exploded in lightsparks.

Damn,sid Ancash. uishshe’d esive thic. Every time sameone logs i the ke
inthe kichn e hace a meldon,

Herskles'head appeared on theladder. Hombrs!He clambered up onto the roof
Big chunk of papaya i his hand which he waved at Geryon.
Yool his st Geryon! s ke cting the s Herles sank his ot

i ed atthem.

the fruit and grin

Juice ran down his face and o

( his bare chest. Geryon watched 2 drop of sun
lide past Herakles'nipple and over his belly
and vanish o the top of his jeans. He moved his eyes away: Did you setheparros?
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Hammarab Why? Neaness. For example? For example:
“The man who s canght
taling during e shall be throa o the fire” I’ that good?—f

therewere uc a thing
awjutic that's what i ought t v ke-shar. Cloan. Rhyphmical

Lite  hocboy.

Pondon? Nthing They had arvied at the Univeniy of Bunos Ares.

“The yellowbeard and th tasi driver

denounced one e for a few moments,then a pitance was pid over

and the tai el o

Whai his lace? ssid Geryon s they mounte the stepsof a whiteconcrete
warchouse covered with gaffi o the outside

ide it was coder than the winter s of thestrect. You coud see your breah.
i abandoned cigarete factry, s the yellowbeard.

Wy icitso cold?

They can'taffrd 1 heat . Theunicersty's broke.The cavernous inerior

was hung with banners.

Geryon photographed the yellowbeard beneath one tha read

Then they made their way t0: bare lofe
alled

culty Lounge. No chairs. Along pcce of brown paper ailed t the wall
had a list of names n pencil and pen.
Help Us Keep Track of Profissos Detained r Disappeard,read the yellowbeard.
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that pluged into a racked extension cord

running acrossthe desk and over the roof and down the ladder o the kit

Ancash had made a celing of palm fronds
above the library. They moved and clicked in the wind like wooden ongues.
Next o the library was & squat structure

bl of clear heavy plastic

W some picces of dismantled telephone booth.

Here Ancash's moher grew a cash crop

of marjuana and herbs for cooking She called it Festnito (“Licdle Feast)

and sid it vas her favorie place
in the world. Plste igures of St Francsand . Rose of Lima were placed
encoursginly amon he plants

She herselflept et o the Licle Feast on a cot pied high with bright blankets

Yo were ot cold? Ancash contied,

Ohmojust fne s Gesy
ander the dull ed winter stars of Lima.

i fact e had never been so coldin his ife s las night

Ancash came over 0 the edge ofthe roof and stood beside Geryon string down
oncands th ssces snd the sea

Geryon stare 100, Sounds came to them acrossthe whit air. Thre was the sow
thock of hammer An uncertain music

Hike:a waterpipe starting and stopping Many layers of traffic A crackle o garbage.

buring Dry howls of dogs Sounds
entere Geryon small at fist bt gradually illin his min. The srcts below
were afeell not cmpry:. Too men crouched

heside  halbuil wal polling bricks ot of a e sone oven o a sl
Aboy was swecping the seps o the church

with  palm rond as big as himsclf A

1 and woman stood eating breakfast

ot of plasic containers nd saring.
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turmed nside out and now Fabian and Tomss were challegin cach other's negrtude.
I Fabian i black Tomds i just s black.

Sothis s skepicism, thought Geryon. Wi

black.Black i white. Perhaps soon
Twill get some new information sbout ed.
Bt the examples dried away into  conecuencia which go louder and louder as

e yelowbeard strode up and down
hisKingdom of sriousness bordered by strong words, ms

mant's original greatness—

¢ beliel.

o was he denying it? Geryon may have missed a negative adverb—and ended

with Arstotle who had
compared skeptic philosophers o vegetables and to monsters. So blark and

<0 bizarre would be

the hum

that i to

ourside beliefin belict. Thus Arstole.
The lecture ended

irmar of Muchas gracia from the audience. Then somecone asked  question
and the ellowbeard

began talking again. Everybody li another cgarette and clenched dowen n the desks.

Geryon watched smoke swil.
Outide the sun had set T

dle barred windows was black. Geryon sat wrapped

i himself, Would thi day never end?

Hiseye traveled 0 the clock at the front ofthe room and he el into the pool

of his favorie question.
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They disappeared down the ladder. Geryon closed his eyes a moment, pulling
his overcoat tight around him.

The wind had changed. now blowing in from the sea and carrying a raw smell.
Geryon was cold. Hungry. His body

felt ke a locked box. Lima is terrible, he thought, why am I here? Overhead

the sky waited too.
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Geryon distked a room without rows.
His brain went running back and forth over the disorder of desks t
srsight lines. Each time finding

an odd number it jammed then restarsed. Geryon tried to pay atention

g0 see

Un poco miserias,the yellowbeard

was saying. From the celing glred seventcen neon tubes /e the terrifying

spaces o he universe hemming me ...
the yelowbeard quoted Pascal and then began 1 pile words up all around the tesror

of Pascal unil i could scarcely be seen—

Geryon paused in his listening and saw the slopes of time spin backyards and stop.
He was standing beside his mother
atthe window on a late winter afiernoon. I was the hour when snow goes blue.

ahare may

and sreelights come on 3
paus on the reefine a sl s word in  book. I this hour he and his mother
accompanied cach other They did not

rn on the ight but stood quictand watched the night come washing up
ncandsthem. S

itarive, onch, move pat them and it was gone. Her ash glowed i the dark.

By now theyellowbeard had moved

from Pascalto Leibriz an was chalking a formula on the blackbosrd:

[rvec) = aln

‘which he atculated using the
Why Leibni should be concerned

with the el

white Tomés is just as white™

pallor of Fabian and Ton:
although he villed himself

i did not come dlear to Geryon

o attend to the flatvoice,He noted the word necsariamente recurring four times.

then five times then the examples
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Herakle demanded
Poros? i Geryon. Yo she has aroom fll of arrts athefont of e o,
Mt ey birds i shere

Parplegreen g b yello i ik am eplosion and ther’s one b
mothfuckerwho'stally gold. S
ke going to e 10 et idof it Wiy sked Geryon. Kl ccrying maller
than e Last ek i hilled the ca.

Thats conjcur, ncash intcsrupiec. Noon i ill e cat. Whoe car?
ke Geryon rather st

Marguere’ s Ancash, Masguerit i the wifeof the American ot
o remember helnt u he leeing bags

Lt ight? O, ssid Geryon, she coman it thecldhands e barcly recaled
iotroductions in fogey kitchen a our .1

Thing i who e el hae kill the car? Herskes persisid. Guerrilles maybe
aid Ancash, Las winer theykilled

allthecats i Huar oneeckend. Why? ssid Geryon, A gesturs said Ancash.
Gutareofwhat? ssid Geryon,

Wl wasofer a T broadest her the president spoke fom b fsing rom.
Hesatinan armohairwithacar

o s lap explining how he plice B the trrorists completely nde conto.
Nest day o o

G thing e i’ have hissfe o is o s Herskles ek bis i

The clectricalcord was sparking g
Al black puff rose fromit. Wt me o fie that?sid Herakles s he
wiped bis hands on bis jeans.

Okaysaid Aocash, my mother would appreiate . ot any duc tape? sid Herakles.
Lot ko o' golook i the kichen,
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Oh e the cappuccingis god here
1M e a cappucin plesse ot ofcinnaman and-he poshed up his spectacis—
aplaeof s

He glanced acrossthe table. Your name i Lazarus? said Geryon.

Nomy name i Laser v lser boam—but

o youswich 1 rder somehing? Geryon glanced st the witr. Coffeplse
Turmed back to Lazer. Unusual name.

Not ealy. | am nased formy grandfachr Elczar i  frly common Jih
name Butmy parens

were ket so-be sprea is s dight accommodatin. He siled.
o arean atheit oo? s Geryon.

Tam a sheptic Yo doube God? Well mare o the poine et God

with the god sense 1o dob e

What s moralityafralt butdiine doubeflashing ocer u? For an instant God
supendsacent and roor! we diagpear

Iehappens 0 me frguenty. Yo disappe? Ve and hen come bac.
Momentofdeath Ll them. Have an ol

e added a the waite's am flashed between them with  plae:

Thank ou, ssid Gery

and bitinto

v The pimviento stung his mouth alive like sudden sunset.

He was very hungry and ate sver

st Smiling a bit Lazer watched him. You e ike my dasghier: Wiha cetain
sl ay iy,

How ol gour daugher?asked Geryon. Four-nat guie human. O prhaps

bl beyondhuman. 1

et of e igan t motice moments of deah.Children make you s distancs:
Whatdo you mean “itancs™>

Lazer paused and picked an olivefrom the plate. He spo it slowly on the toothpick.
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XXXV. GLADYS

Not only was he very hungay bu

much more humilating-

12,000 meters above the mountains that divide Argentna from Chile

withther long white gouges rcing
e red sandstone like  meringue pie~Geryon fek himslf becoring aroused
He was siting in between Herakles and Ancash

T

the thre ofthem. Geryon was rying o read

He had ot realized wnil he found himsel sianded in it high above the Andes
it the novel he'd boughe

was cold and they had sn Acroperu blanket thrown over

halfway o
i the Bucnos Aire airport s pornographic It made him furious with himself
0 be sired by doll setences like,

Gladys i handunder hervightgonon and began tcors er o hihs Gy
He losthed the name. But i thighs

under the Acroperu blanket were ery warm. He snappesd of the light

shoved the book deep out of sight
i the seat pocket ahead of him. Sa back inthe dark. On his lft sde Herakles

tired in sleep. Ancash was motionless

o theright. Ceryon tried 0 cross his knes but could ot then sifed sideays
o the lef.He would pretend o be aslecp

50 hecould lean against Herales'shoulder The smell of the leather jacket near
i e and the hard pressure of Herakles'

arn wnder the lesther scnt a wave of onging a strong a color through Geryon
explodend a the bottom of his belly

“Then the blanket shited, He flt Herakles han move on his thigh and Geryor's
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XXX. DISTANCES

“Whatis time made of?" s a queston that had long exercsed Geryon.
Everywhere he went he asked people, Yesterday for cxample at the universiy.
Time it an abtration-just  meaning.

that we impase upon mrion. Geryon i thin
beside the bathuub in bis hotel rom

1 this amswer over as he kneels

tiring photographs back and forth i the developing solution. He picks out
e of the prints and pins it

0 cothesline strung between the elevsi

i the door. I i a photograph
of some people siting at desks

rested

lassroom. The desks look to0 smal for them—but Geryon i not i

i human comfort Much truer
s the time thatstray into photographs and stops. High on the wall hangs a white
clecricclock It says five minutes (o six

A five minates aftr six that cvenin the philosophers had adjourncd the classroon

and made their way 10 bar

down the strect called Guera Ci

il The yellowbeard rode proudly at the front
like a gaucho leading his infernal band

ver the pampas. The gaucho i master of his en

e, hought Geryon
cutching his camers an kepn o the resr:

Bar Guerra Givil wasa whit stuceo room with  monk's table down the middlc
When Geryon arived the others were

aleeady docp i alk. He slid into 3 chairacrossfrom  man

i round spectacles.

Whar willyou have Lazer?said someone on the ma's lef
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came down on a shuddering sound. Harrods went dark. Geryon heard
alow voice say, He always knowes where to find the scbas:

Alarms went off all over the store and Herakles ran up and then the chree of them
were hoisting the tiger onto his shoulders

and heading for the escalator. Famas hombres! yelled Herakles. And so

they went o Peru.
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XXXVI. ROOF

Asoiled w

Saturday moming in Lima.

The sky heavy and dark s if before ran butit has't raned in Lima since 1940.
Onthe roof of the house Geryon stood

Tooking out o sa. Chi

eys and lines of aundry surrounded him on al sides

Everything coriously qui
On the roof ext door  man n black sk kirono cmerged at the top of a adder.

Clutching his imono around bira

e stepped ontothe oof and stood movionles in front of big rused wter tank.
Stared hard at the tank then lfed

the brick holding down the I and peered inside. Replaced the brick. Went bick

down the ladder: Geryon turned

o sec Ancash climbing up oo the roof. Buenasdia said Ancash. 4 ssid Geryon
Thei eyes il to mect.

T lpt el asked Ancash. Ye thank o They hadal three slept on the oot

in lecping bags borowed

from the American downstair. Ancash's mother had the roof divided into living.

Secping and horticaluralaress.
Beside the water tank was where guests slept. Next 1o that was “Ancash's room”
an area bordered on one side by the lothestine,

where Ancash had neatly arranged his T-shirs on hangers, and on the other side

by a scared highboy inaid wit
Beside the highboy was the library. Here were two sofas and a bookcase packed

with books. On the writng desk stood

mother-of pear.

piles of paper weighted down with tinsof tobacco and a gooseneck reading lamp
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head went back like a poppy in a breeze
as Herakles' mouth came down on his and blackness sank through him. Herakles'
hand was on his zipper. Geryon gave himself up.

10 pleasure as the aeroplane moved at 978 kilometers per hour through clouds
registering 57 degrees centigrade,

Two women with toothbrushes stumbled up the aisle in the reddish dawn dark.
These are all very fine passengers,

thought Geryon dreaily as he and the plane began descent to Lima. T illed him
with tenderness (o see many of the people

had litde red flush marks on their cheeks where they had slept with faces

pressed to the seat cushion. Gladys!
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Where?she said a he angld past hes
Beach.

Wan'tyo nd ajackt~The sereen door sammed. I was

wel past midnight

when Geryon go back. The house was dar. He cimbed to his room.

o the doorway.

A undressing he stood
atthe mirror and observed himself empily: Freedom! The chubby knces

the funny red smellthe saddenin ways.

He sank onto the bed and lay ful lngeh. Tears ran back o bis cars awhile:

then o more tean.

He had touched bottom. Feeling bruisd but ure he switched offhe lght.
Fellinsuanly asecp.

Anger lammed the red foolawake st three a.m. b kept tying o brcathe each time
e lifed is head it pounded

again ik apicceof wecd agains  hard blck beach. Geryon sa up suddenly.
“The sheet vas drenched.

He switched on the light.He wassarng a the sweep hand ofth clctric clack
on the dressr. sl dry hum

ramover his erves like  comb, He forced hi eyes away: The bedroom doorway
aped athim black s keyhole

Hi brin was jerking forward
the house the night the world and

o the other side o the world somewhere Herakles laughing drinking e

a bad slde projector. He saw the doorway

o car and Geryon's
whole body formed one arch of a cry-upeast  that custom, the human custom

of wrong love.
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Something about riding boldly into mullity
Not exactly it feels like @ unnel.

Okay Il call as soom as 1 get 1 the hotel~Mom?  have to go now the taxi’s
here liten don’t smoke 100 much

Mewo
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XXV. TUNNEL

Geryon was packing when the phone rang.

Heinew who i was even though, now that he was twenty-two and lived

on the mainla

poke to her

wsually on Saturday mornings. He dimbed across his sutcase and reached

for the phone, knocking
the Fodor’s uide o South America and six boxes of DX 100 color im o the sink.
Small room,

i Mo yes st about

ol gora windouw sear

Scxcnteen but there's athree-hour diffence betacen here and Buenos ires

o st Lphaned—

I phoned the consulate oday thre ae n shos reguied or Argentina

Mo be ressonable iy Dovn 0 Rio twas madein 1953 and 't in Bl
Likewhen we went o Florida and Dad swelled up

Yerokay

Well you ko whatthe gauchor sy
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How people get power over one another
his mystery. He moved his eyes back t the Fodors Guide,“Among.

the indigenous folk of Tirra del Fucgo
werethe Yamana which means 4. noun ‘people o aimalsor 35 a verb
“toive,breathe, be happy recover

from sckness, become sane? Joined as 3 suffi 0 the word for hand.

it denores friendship!
Geryon'sdinner arived. He unrapped and ae evry tem ravenously seeking
the smell he had smelled

e moments go bt it was ot thre. The Yamans too b rad, were extint
by the begi
wiped out by meases contracd fromthe chidren of English missonaric.
A ight darkness glded acrossthe uter world

e mside of the acvoplane got colder and smallr: There were neon tracks
which extinguished themseles.

i of the twe

+th century—

inthe i

Geryon dosed hiseyesand litened t engines vibrsting decp in the moon-splashed
canals of s brain. Each way

e moved brought his kneccaps nto hard contact with punishiment.

He opene his eyes aain.

Atthe very front ofthe cabi hunga video screen. South America glowed

ke an avocado. A live red lne:

marked the progres of the acroplane. He watched the red lineinch forward

from Miami

towands Puerto Rico at g72 kilometers per hour. The passenger in front of him

had propped his video camers
ently against the slecy
which now recorded

head of is wife and was videotaping the video screen,
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XXVI. AEROPLANE

It alvays winter up there.

Asthe seroplane moved over the frozen white laland of the clouds Ceryt

his e behind like a weak season.

Onice he'd seen a dog having a rabies arack. Springing about ike 3 mecha

back

and falling over o

i jerky ways a if worked by wires, When the owner stepped up and put s gun

o the dog's temple Geryon walked avay:

Now leaning forward 1o peer out the e oblong:
driled is eyes

ow where icy cloudligh

e ished he had stayed t s it gofre
Geryon was hunsy

Openinghis Fdar’s Gl began to read “Things 0 Know About Argenti
“The strongest harpoons are made

side the skl ofa whale that beaches on Tiers del Fuego.
Inide the skl s 3 canalita

from the bon

and alongit two bones. Harpoons made from a jawbane are not so srons”
Adelicious odor of roasing seal

was watting through the seropl

He looked up. Rows away a the front

servants were distibu

dinner from  can. Geryon wasvery hungsy. He forcd himself o stare out
e coldlle windone and count

0 one hundred befor lookng up gain. The cathad not moved. He thought
about harpoons. Docs  man with a harpoon

0 hunary? Even a harpoon made of  awbone could it the cart from here.
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he felcits indifference roar over

[

s brain box. An idea glazed along the edge of the box and whipped back
down into the canal behind the wings

and it was gone. A man moves through time. It means nothing excep that,

like a harpoon, once thrown he will arive.

Geryon leane his forchead against the cold hard hum of the double glass and slept
On the floor under his feet

Fodor's Guide lay Open. THE GAUGHO ACQUIRED AN EXAGGERATED NOTION

HIS OWN DESTINY FRON THE SIMPLE ACT OF RIDING ON HORSEBAGK
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Temperatura Exteror (~56 degrees C) and Altura (10670 meters)
as wellas Velocidad,

“The Yamana, whose fih and poverty persuaded Darwin, passing in his Beagle

thatthey were monkey men unworthy

ofsudy: had fitcen names for clouds and more than 6y or differen kinds
ofkin. Amon thei varitions ofthe verb

0 Bite was  word that meant 1o come surprisingly on a hard substance
when ating something soft

e pearl i a mussel Geryon shited himself down and up i the molded

seat tying to unclench

Knotsof i

hisspine. Half umed sidesways bot could not place his left arm.
Heaved himself forwards again

accidentally punching offthe reading light and knocking his book to the floor:

The woman next o him mosned

and shumped over the armrest like a wounded seal. He sat i the numb dark.
Hungry again.

The video scrcen recorded local (Bermuda) time as ten mi
de of?

Whatis
He could feel

‘massed around him, he could se s big deadsweight blocks
padded dght ogecher

ll the eay from Bermuda to Buenos Aires—t00 ight.His lungs contracted.

Fear of time came at

was squeczing Ceryon like the pleats o an accordi
e cold black glare of the windov.

Outside a bitten moon rode fast over a tableland of snow. String at the vast black

He ducked bis head to peer

o the

and silver nonworld moving

an not moning incomprehensibly past this dangling fragment of b
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Zum verorenen Hiren
“here are many Cermans
in Bucnos Airs they are
al psychoanalyses the

weather

lovely wish you

e wrote o his philosophy professor.But now he noticed one of the witers
coming toveards him. & cold spray

offear shot cross his ungs. He rummaged inside himself for Spaish phrases
Plesedo ot call the poie-

what did Spanish sound like? he could o recal asingle word of it
Germaniregular verbs

were marching across his mind a the waiterdrew up a his able and stood,

abrillant
draped on his forearm. leaing sightly towards Geryon. Afiarts abars

ruckuart vorars ausears cinerts

swam crazy cirles around each other while Geryon watched the waiter extract
 coffe cup smaothly

from the debris o posteards covering the table and sursighten his towel

as he asked i perfect English

ol th gonomen ke inothr sprocss? bt Gesyon was seeady blunderiog
o his feet with the poseards

e hand, coins dropping on the tablecloth and he went crashing out
Ttweas ot the fear o ridicule,

0 which everyday life s a winged red person had accommodated Geryon carly in e,
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XXVII MITWELT

Thereis o person without a world.
The red monster sat at a comer table of Café Mitwelt writng bits of Heidegger
onthe postcards he'd bought.

Sicind das eas bt
there ar many Germans in
Bucnos ires they are all
soccerplayersthe weather
isovely wish you were here

he wrote o his brother now a sportscastr at a radio sation on the mainland.
Overat the end of the bar

near the whiskey botles Geryon saw a wai o nother behind his hand.

< pes
He supposed they would

soon throw him out. Could they el from theangle of is oy, from the way

his hand moved thathe was

wiing Germman not Spanish I was kel llgal, Gryon had becn studying
German philosophy at college

for the past thrceyears,the wites doubles knw his o, He shifed his upper
back musces inside

the huge overcoat. tght

i wings and turmed over a
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bt this blank deserton of i own mind

thatthrew

o despai.Perhaps e was mad. T the seventh grade he had doe
science project on this worry.

s theyear he began o weonder sbout the noise that coors make. Roses came
roring acros the garden s i

Helay o hisbed at

the window screen. Most

Histening to the slver light of sarscras

agrins

of those he nterviewed for the seence project had to adit they did no hear
the crics ofthe roses

being burned alive in the noonday sun. Like e, Geryon would say hlpfuly
ke horss i e N they shook their heads.

Why is grasscallo Hdes? e asked shem. o' bcaseof he clicking?

They sared at him. Yo chold b

inervicwing s ot papl, i he science tescher, Geryon ke his dea.
“The las page of bis project

was a photograph of his mother's osebush under the Kichen window.
Fourofthe roses were on fire

They stood up staight and pure on the sk, ipy
and howling colossal
from the back ofthir fused throaes. Did o mother mind—
Signort Somehing solid anded

his back. Geryon had come 0 dead hat i

the dark like prophets

agai e of a sidewlk

i Buenos Aires

with people flaoding sround his big overcost on every side. People, thought Geryon.
for whom life
s 2 marvelous adventure. He moved offnto the tragicomedy of the crowd.
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Out o the street it was Saturday

i Buenos Aire. Shoals of briliant young men paried and losed around bim.

Heaps of romance

ed ther bright vapor
plate glase. He stopped o sare at the window

onto the pavement from bel
ofaCl

restaurant where

fory-four cans ofichee

s were piled in

atoweras bigas himsel. He tripped
overa beggar woman

Tow on the curb

o children pooledin her skins. He
paused at 3 newspaper iosk

and read every headline. Then went round the other side t the magazines
Architeture, geology.surfing.

weight lifing kniting: poliics ex. Baling from Behind aught bis eye

(@ whole magarine devore o this?

s aferssuc? yearaferyear?) but e was too embarrased to buy i
He walked on. Went nto a bookshop.

Browsed through the philosophy section and cae (o ENGLISH BOOKS ALL
Underatowe of Agaha Chrstic

was e Elmore Leonard (Kilkho he'd read i) and Callcted Ve of Wit Whioman
i bilingual edition.

st uponyou lonethe dark patches al,
The dark thrw s ptches dow pon m ali,

The st had done scmed o me bk andsspicios,
Norisityou alone o know what 10 b ...

sl guie sbe o que xsr pervers, Geryon put exil Walt Whitman down
and opened a selfhelp book
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XXXII. KISS

A heslthy volcano i an exercise n the uses of pressure.

Geryon sa o his bedinthe hoel oom pondering the crack and fisures
ofis inner e, may happen

hat the xit of the vlcanic vent i blocked by  plug of rock focing
molien mater sidewaysshong

Iatral fssures calld e lps by volcanologists. Y Geryon did not want

0 become one of those people

whortink of othing but hei stors o pain. He bent ser the book on his knees.
Philasophic Poblms:

.. will ever know hoveyou s red and you will never know how | scc .
B thi separation of consciousness

s recognized only afer  ailure of communication, and our i

0 beleve inan 4

ided being between us.
A e read Geryon could fee somethin ke tons of black magna bailing up

from the decper egions of i,

He moved his eyes back 1o the beginning of the page and started agin.

“To deny the existence of red

s 0 deny the existence of mysery: The soul wich does so will ane day go mad™
Achurch bellrng acros the page

and the hour of s .. flowed through the hotel ke a wave: Lamps sapped on

and white bedspreads sprang forward.

watr rushed i he all,the clevator rashed ike a mastodon within s hllo cage

Tamnottheone who i razy her,

said Geryon dosing the book. He put on his coat. beled it formally, and went out
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XXXIII. FAST-FORWARD

That wasa shoker ey e ov coffce st Café Mitwelt aer the sme day,
Geryon couldat decide which vas more odd—

o be siting acossth table rom a gron-up Herakles or o hsr himselfusing
expressions like * shocker”

And what sbout this young man with black eycbrows who sat on Herakle e
They do have a languags Ancash s sying.

Herskle had explined tha he and Ancash were raveling sround South Anerica

oether recording volcanoes.
1 for  mois Herakes ddec. A naturefim? Nt ety A documentary

an Emily Dickinso.

Ofcourse said Geryon. He was rying o it this Herakles onto the o he knew:

O My Vleano Grows the Gras”

Herakles wen on, isane of e pooms Yes L nous, ssid Geryon, ke tha poem,

Uik heway she

refses 10 rhyme sod with God. Ancash meanwhil was aking a ape recorder

out of his pocker.

He slipped a tape nto it and offredthe carphones to Geryon. Lt o his he said.
16 Mount Pinatubinthe Pitippines.

e werethere s winter: Geryon put th carphiones on. Heard a hoarse animal
spraying i from the back of s throat.

Then heavy imegular| down

g sounds ik tractor ires ol

Herskles was watching
Do you hoar therain? b said. Rain? Geryon adjusted the carphones. The sound

was hot as a olor inside.
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whose ide (Obliion the Price o Sanity?)stirred his exer hopeful heart

“Depression is one of the unknown modes of being

There are no words for a world withouta slf,scen with impersonal larity.
Al language can regiser is the slow retarn

o the ablivion we cll health when

sagination automaticall recolors the landscape.

and habit blurs perception and la

akes up it rou

flourishes He was about to tum the page for more help
when  sound caught him.

Like kissing: He Iooked around. A workman stood halfway up a ladder outside

the front window of the shop.

Some dark-colored bird was swooping a him and each time the bird came near

the man made a issing noise with bis mouth—

he bind somersaulied upwards then dove sgain with a e swagger and a ry.
Kissing makes them happy, thought Geryon
and a sense of ruidessness pierced him. He turmed o go and bumped hard

o the shoulder of a

standing next o him= 04 The stale black st of eather flld his nose and lps.
I sorry

Geryon's heart stopped. The man was Herakles. Afte allthese years—he picks

aday when my face s pufly!
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Lhnow, said Geryon. Herakles' gaze
on him was like a gold tongue. Magma rising. Beg your pardon?said Ancash.
But Geryon was taking the carphones off

self

and reaching for the belt of his coat. Got 0 go. The effort it took to pull hi
away from Herakles' eyes

could have been measured on the scale devised by Richter. Callus

were atthe City Hotel,said Herakles.

The Richier scale has neither a minimum nor a maximum threshold.
Everything depends on

the sensitivity of the seismograph. Sure okay, aid Geryon, and threw himself

out the door.
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s mansoon sson ssid Wershis, vlcanic ash and fire ere mising i midair
with the ain We s villagers

racing doembil and a back il ofhot mudbind them necnty mees i
thars what you hearonthe tape

Iesrtof s it moves becose i full ofbling chunks o sl ock.

Geryon istened t the boilng rocks.

He also heard broken sounds like glasware sapping which he relized were.

human eries
Gunshot? e asked. Thy had 0 end the army i, ssid Herskle. Even with
laa coming doun the il at

inety ilmetessome pesple i’ cant 0 leae therhomes—Oh hre
it Ancash nterruped

then gunshots

He was st forwanding th tape then estad i Listen o his. Geryon listned.
Heard again the ripe animal grovl.

Butthen came some soid thuds ke melons
Uphightheai gt s ottt

the wings o binde—heyjst fll Acash soppes. He and Geryon were looking

srsight into cach other's eyes.

o the ground. He looked at Ancash.

Atthe word wings something passed between them ke a ibration.
Ancash was ast-forwarding agin.

About here-1 think, yesi the prs fom Japan. Lt i’ tunami—

@ hundred ilometersom et 0 et

whn i the beach We s fihing bots carrid il a oras the e villge
Geryon st t0 wter desroying

abeachin Japan. Ancash ws talking of continental pltes. ¥ tworsta he dges
ofccan tenches, whereome

comtinental plate sinks under anothe: frshocks ca goon foryear.
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Ancash sa very siaight,
as beautiflas alve feather. Your name—aatdoes it mean, it Spaish?
Noitisa Quehua word. Quechia?

Oucohuais spoken inthe Andes I e of the oldest indigenous laguages o P
Yocvefrom Pru?

From Huaras. Where i that? Huaras i in the mountains northofLima.

Yoo borm there?

o, Hares i the e of my mother: s born i Lima. My facher was a prist
who wanted 1o become a bishop 1

my mther took me back 1o the mountaini: Ancash siled. As Horakle weould sy,
Suchi e i the ropics

Herakles appeared, rufling Geryon'shairas he came past. Vo me?

e said siting down.
B Ceryon wa lookingat Ancash. s el hre in Huaras your mother?
No. Theterorist ere bl up cars

and TV satons inthat partof the mowntains st winter She gt angry.

Do suapc she i andwen bk 10 Lim.

Do she ke Lima? No e ks Lima. Bt o docs e ls? I she alone?
Notealy. She oo for

coupleof ic peaple fice days a week-some gringo antirapolgi rom te Staes

and ks i
The guy s paying e 10 tach him Qucchua. He lesher lveon the roofof i house
Theroofn Lima they e verything

Quechua? o some Quechua, Herakles pot n brighiy. Ancash gave him a raw look,

Herakles coninued,
1t ong but don't koo the msic st the words maybe 1 make p the mic

He staned to sing. His voice rose:
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XXXIV. HARRODS

Geryon satin his hotel room on the end ofthe bed staingat the b

Itwasseven .. Tota agitaton possessed him. He had held off phoning Herakles
for two days. Even now he was ot

Tookingat the tlephone (which e had placed in the bottom of his sock drawer).

He was not
hinking about the two of the n hei hote room on the o side o Plaza de Mayo.
He was not

remerbering how Herakies iked to make lve carly n the morning Ik a secpy bear
aking the id offa jar of honey - Geryon

ot p suddenly and went oo the bathroom. Removed bis overcoat and e on
the shower.Stood under cold vater

for  minute and a half while 2 raganent of Emily Di

dnson chased around i his head.

Inever have
wakena

peachinmy
Hond o late

inthe Year

Why a peach? he was wondering when from deep in it cave of socks the elephone
rang: Geryon dove for
Geryon? That you? Hungry? sid Herakles voice. So an hour lter he found himself

siting across the table from Ancash

amid the moming camival of Café Mitwelt. Herakles had gone for

newspaper
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't o ol i Ceryon 1 Ancash whohad o coston. N, sid Ancash.
“Then he looked sdevays a Geryon

el acualy s We smiled. Geryon would have iked to wrap his cost around
hisfeather man, They valked on

bent against the v
and people going past
Tooked dazzled. Two women in s came towards them swaying on their hecls

Awinter sun had thrown it bleak wares on the sky

ke big gold foxes. No—
they are men, Geryon s as they passd. Ancash was saring ton The oxes
disappesred nto the crowed

Ancash and Geryon wlked on. Now a hunger was wlking with them. Zhat song
Herabtes sang Geryon sid.
Thcandyour e s he il of it
Yo have  god car said Ancash.
What docs it moan?sid Geryon, Ancash hesitaed. Hard o ransate Ancssh
i something e

B

ncash pur—isthat right?

Herskles while omards them waving his s Here! e cied pointing
ata very large deparument sore

with decp red waings. Harrods of Landon i he bras letrs over the door:
Herskles had

vanished through the revolving door: Geryon and Ancash ollowed. Then stopped.
Inide Harrods |

e was at pause.

ab gray wilght salesgies floted like survivors ofa wreck. There were o

customers. The aises smeled of tea.

Deepin the display cases  few chill abjects lay stranded on dusty sateen
Lumps of English ir exhaled

from biscuit tins and moved aimlessly about the room causing sudden faded spots,
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and fell around the srange syllable ike  chid's. Geryon watched him uncasily.
The voice flowed out ke  fragrance

released n i,

Cupichecs upi checa
carm in yana yacu
cupicheca cupi checa
apacheta runa sapan
aupichecs

in ancash pura
aupichec
insillutombo
aupichecn
aupichece.

When he fnished Herakles
Ancash taughtt o me.
Want t ko what the words mean? Geryon merely nodded. Cupi hece,

ed 3t Geryor

W said, The “cupichoca”song:

Herskles began,
that meansriht fright f- Ancas'schai hich had ted backward
on o logs came crasing forvard.

Letido Quechua essons another e Ixcant 0 gt 0 thepostofcebefore moon
Soon they were out on the s

fast along Avenida Bolivar with  hard wind strun

& their bodics,
Herskles jumping shead ike s dog

smeling everyhing and poining:atobjects i th shops. Ancish and Geryon
came behind.
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Welfo xamplethis morning
s iing at my dek at home looking out o theaccia s that g b
the baleany beaurful e very all

and my daghtr was thre e kst sand beside e and dra picurs while
Turieinmyjourna. It

war ey brightthis morning unespecedly lea i summer day and Llooked up
and s shadoc of i o lashing

s the loave o the acacis a f om a e projted and i comed o me that |
was standing an a il hav labored up

tothe top o i it here L am stk abou hfmy e 10 et here and on
the othersidethehill lpesdaen.

Behind me somewhere it arund 1 cnddse my dsghter beginning o climb
hand verhand ik a il gold

animal i the morming sun. Tha i who e ae. Craturs moving o a hill.

A fernt disances sid Ceryon

dstances aays changing W oot el an anoherorcon ry out—

what would iy 10 hr,

“Dan'climb s st Th witee pass behind Lazer: He was moving at a e
Black cuside s tossed iself

dows, Lz looked down athis watch. /it g he ssid
and be was winding his yellow scart.

hard against the

about i neck a he rose. Oh don' o, chought Geryon who flt himsel staring
o lde offthe surface o the room

Kike an olive offa plte. When
e would vanish oo his own bankness

Bt then bis glnce caught Lazer's 7 have enged o comersaton ssid Lazer.

s s Geryon. Thank you.

They touched hands. Lazer bowed slightly and turned and went out. A gust ofnight

e plte ained an angle of thiry degrees
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the yellowbeard was sayin, ha ucle percntof babis i the ortdare born
with it Doctrs sppres i s

They cutoffhe i itwon’scare the parent. L wonder whatperentage
areborm withwings, sid Geryon

the collr of his overcoat. They went onto discuss the nature of boredom

ending with  long joke about monks

and soup that Geryon could not follow althowgh i
The punch line contined

as explained to him wice:

 Spanish phrase meaning bad ik which caused the philosophers o lean

e heads on the table in helplessjoy.
Jokes make them happy: thought Geryon watching Then a miracle occurred

i the form of a plate o sandwiches,

Geryon took three and buried bis mouth in  delicous block of white bresd
illed with tomatocs a
He thoughtabout hov delciou it s, how he liked slipery foods,how
lipperiness can be of diffrent kinds

Tama pilosopher of sandwiches,he decided. Things good on the inside.

butter and salt

He would like to discuss this with someonc.

And for a moment the frlet eaves of e contained hi

a widening happiness.
When he got back t the hotel room

e st up the camers on the windowsill and ctivated the tiner hen positioned
himselfon the bed

s a black-and-hite photograph sho
He Noit”

“The fntasic ngerwork of bis wings is outspread on the bed lke a black lace

o naked young

fetal posic

entie

map of South America.
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pushed ts way i the door

and everyone inside wavered once like stalks in el then resumed thei tlk

Geryon subsided o his vercost
Heuiogth talk flow o him warm a a bath He fl forthe moment concrete
and inivisble. The philosophers

were joking bout ciaretes nd Spanish banks and Leibaiz then poliic.
One man recounted how

the govemor of Puerto Rico had recently procs

e it a infusice 0 exclude
iizensfrom the democrtic process

merely because they were nsanc. Apparats or voring as transporied

o the sate asylan. Indeed

theinsane proved o be serous and creative voters Many improved the ballot

by i in candidates

they truste ould help th country: Esenhower, Mozart,and St John ofth Cross
were popular suggestons. Now

heyellowbeard spoke up with a soryfrom Span. Fanco to0 had undersood

the uses of madness.

Hewasi

e habit of busing large groups of supportes o hisrlles.
On one occasion the local madhouses.

for this purpose. Next day the newspapers reported cheerflly:
Geryon'scheekbones hrt from sl He drsined his wate gass and chewed
the bits ofce then reached

acros for Lazer's gass. He was avenous. Ty not o think about food. No hope
of dinner il probably ten pan.

Willed his tcnion back t the conversation which had wandered to tik

I novwidely knowon,
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and latines furred the sir
Geryon turned his collar up and walked west. Diry iver slapped along beside him.

Three sol

observed him from a porch.

“There was sound o drpping behind the dark sir-a voice. Geryon looked a
Dowenthe quay he could see

o dim square oflight ke  caé o shop. Bt there were no cafés down here
What kind of shop would be open at four .12

A bigman stepped strsigh out nto Geryon' path and stood adjotin the towel
o bisarm. Tango? he ssid

and stepped back with a sweeping bow: Over the door Geryon read Caminito

e neon as e stumbled down

into the sogey black i
tango bar et in Buenos Aircs.

ror of what (he lterrealized) was the only authentic

“Through the loom he saw very old concrete als e with botles and a circle
oftiny ound red itchen tables.

A gmome in an apron was daring about amonthe tables delvring the same all
orangeish drink o cveryone

i glass ke atest tube. A low stage at the front of the room was lt by spodlight.

Three ancient musicians hunched there—

piano, guitar accordion. None of then looked les than seventy years ol

the accords

player o frail
each time he swayed his shoulders around a comer of the melody Geryon feared
far

the accordion would crush

It gradually became clear that nothing could crush this man. Hardly glancing
atone another the three of hem played
as one person, in a state of pure discovery. They tore lear and cicked and locked

and unlocked. they shot
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XXXI. TANGO

Under the seams runs the p

fumped down on Geryon atthrce . He stood atthe windonw of bis hotel room.
Emprysrcet below gave back nodhing of self

(Cars nested s the cur o thei shadows. Buikings eancd back out of the sieet.
Linle rackey vind went by:

Moon gone.Sky shut. Night had defved decp. Somewhere (he thought) beneath

this stip of skecping pavement

he cnormous solid lobe s spinning on it way~pistons thumpinslava pouring

from shelf 1o shelf,

evidence and tme lign

o their race. At what oint does one say of  man
hat he has become unreal?

He hugged his overcoatcloserand ried to assemble i his mind Heidegger's
argument bout the wse of moods.

We would think ourseves continuous it the world i we did ot have moods.
i sate-of mind that discloses to vs

(Heidegger cams) that we are beings who have been thrown

somerhing else.
Somethin le than what?

Geryon lesned is hot orchead gains the ilhy windowpanc and wept.
Sameting e than his hoel o

e hesrd imself sy and morments bt he was charging sl he hollow guters
of Avenida Blivar Traffic was sparse.

He moved pas shuttered iosks an

blank windows. treets ot narrowes, darkes.
Stoping down,
He could sce the harbor blackly litering Cobblestones grew slick. Smell of sl fish
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i ssid Geryon.
Yo merican? N, Englich? No. Geman? No. Spy? Yo She
He watched herextract

a cgarete nd light . She dida'¢ speak. Geryon had a bad though. Suppose

e was waiting for bim
10 say something about the music. Should hele? Bo? Ty o dstrac her?
Yo singing—be began and stopped.

“The woman ganced up. Tango i nt for coeryone,she ssd. Geryon did not hear

The cold pressure o the concrete wll
against his back had tumbled him into  recollection, He was at a Saurday

high school dance. Basketbal nets cast
thei stretchy shadows high up the walls ofthe gym. Hours of music had crashed

o his cars while he stood

a the all with s back pressed aginst cold coneete Jolsfrom the stage
hrewe it stipsof human limbs

acros the dark. Heat bloomed. Black ight sy weighed sarlesly on the windows.
Geryon stood upright

within the rayon pla
down'is body to ool

e crotch and behine the knces, He had been sandin sgainst the vall

s of his brother's sportsjacket. Sweat and desire ran

for three and a half ours in a casual pose.
Hiseyes ached from the effortoftys

without looking at it

Other boysstood beside i

on the wll The petalsoftheir colognes rose around them i a lght error.
Meanhile music pounded

acros hears pening exvery valve tothe desperste drama o being

aself

ong.





images/00086.jpg
e eyebrows up and dow. They leancd togeier and wove apart they rose.
and cut away and stalked

e another and flew upin s loud
ke his eyes off them

and was rather annoyed when 4 man, o it was a woman, pared  curtain

1 sank back down on waves. Geryon could not

and came onto the sage.
She wore a tsedo with back e Detached  microphone from somewhere inside
the spotight and began 0 sin.

Twasa typical tango song an she ad the throat fll o nedles you need 10

s are terible—

Your hoar ar my deaht-and they sll sound the same. Geryon clapped every time.
the other people lapped then
amew song sarted then they all began to blur nto astream thatran

down over the dirt floor

an then he was asheep, burning. yearing drea
Awoke with his cheekbor

i, streamin, aslecp.

scraping the wll.
Looked around dully. Musicans gone. Tbles mpty.No ights on. Tango woman
leaning over a glass while the gnome

eeptaround herfoct with  broorm He was dosing offagsn when b saw her rise
and tom towards him.

He joled awake. Plled his body upright nside the overcoat and tried o organize
His arms casall on the frontofhis person.

There scemes t be to0 many of them. I factthere e thee since he had,
aswsual woke up with a erection

and today had no pants on (forressons he could n

immediatly recal) but there

wasnttime to worry sbou this,

she was drawing s chair up o the table. Buen’di, she sid.
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for the moment ecll who she was
his woman siing acrossfrom him knoekin her cigartt on th edge of the table
and sayng Tango i ot for cryone

She looked sround the vacant oom, The gnome s seepin o
pile Orginal dayligh rickied

e buts o

‘weakly through gap n the i ke red curtainstha hunatthe windows.
She watched it He

was tying to emember a line of  poc. Nach et ane Ufr

What did you sy’ she ssked,

Noting He was vry ired. The woman smokee in silence. Do o cer
wonder abou beluga hals?

Geryon aked. Her eyebrows were sanling like two ascends
I an endangered spece?

No Imean in tanks i capticiy it flating

No-uhy?

What do theytink bout? Flating i thre. All it

Nothing

That imposible

Wy

Yo canbealive and hink abou mothing. Yoo can'bu you e ot a whale.
Whyshould e diffirencs

Whyshould i bethesame? But ok s thei yes an e tem thinking

insects.

Nonsene I e you see-i’s it
Gt Wiy would e ity about whtes? Not my fsl they e i a k.
Evactly Sowhy areyou iley-whoe

tank are g in? Geryon was cxasperated. W your ke a prychoanaly?
She grinned. No i me who' the pchoanal.
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Wl s bis broher when Ceryon came throngh the Kitchen a ve past midnight
Hoc s t? Whodid o dance wit? Do any dope?

Geryon paused. His brother was layering mayonnaise; ologra, and mustard onto
sixpicces of read
on the counte beside thesink. Overhead the ktchen g shone sulfurous

“The bolognalooked purpe

Geryon's ey were sill bouncing with images from the gym. O shis ime decided.

10 sartofjust watch you o

Geryon's v was lone i the too-bright room. His broher looked a him quiekly
then et on piling up sandviches

o tower, He cutthe tower diagonally in halfwith a downthrustofthe bread knife
and piled it all oo a plte

There eas ome piece of bologna et in the plasic which he shove

o s mouth a he
picked up the plate

and headed fo the sairs eading down o the T room.Jacke loks good an yos.

e said thickly as he passed.

Clint Eatood moie o he e s bring me dove ke when yo come

Geryon st thoughful for  moment:

e back

“Then h eplaced the lidson he mayonnise and the mostard and pac
e fidge. Threw th bologna wrapper

the garbage. Took a sponge and wiped the crumbs carefully across the counter

o the sink and ran water

il they disappeared. From the stsiness steelof the ketle  smal ed person

big jacket regarded him.
Shallwe dance?he.

aAk—Geryon came abrupily awake
o ity daylightn a tano bar.
The gnome as slammin chairs upside dovwn on the red tables. Geryon could ot
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He stared. She was serious. Do ook shocked,she sid. It pay the rent
and i ot immoral-

el no eniely immaral. But ehatabou your singing? H She ficked ash

o the oor Makea g inging tango?

o many pople did you e hre tonight? Geryon thought,fice o i, e ssid.
Thatiriht Those came fce o i

areher every ight. G 0 nine o ten om weekends-maybe, f hres

o ocer on TV Sometimes e gt

party of olicians from Chilo ot fom the Stte Bt i fct.

Tingo i foil

Soie prychoanalyis sid Geryon.

She studicd him a few momentsthen ssd slowly~but the gnome gave the pano
ashove against the wal

and Geryon almost missed it~ Who can a morter blame fr being red?

Whar? said Geryon sarting forward.
Laid loks ke time fr yo 0 get home 10 bed she repeated and sood,
pocketing her cigareites.

Do come again, she said ss Geryon's bigg overcoat swept out the door but he

did ot is head.





