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PRAISE FOR LOVER 

"Violent, funny , beautiful , intelligent. " 
—Jane Rul e 

"Lover i s that rar e thing, a n authenti c classic , wit h passage s s o lyrica l 
they be g t o b e rea d ou t loud . I  have tw o copie s o f th e 197 6 edition , 
one I  have rerea d unti l i t is frayed an d sof t wit h use , the other pristin e 
and locke d away , jus t i n cas e som e desperat e love r wer e t o stea l th e 
first—which the y have . Quit e a  fe w copie s hav e gon e missin g sinc e 
1976. Than k go d someon e ha s finally  had th e wisdo m t o reprin t Ber -
tha Harris' s opus. Now I  can give women copie s instead of threatenin g 
them i f the y touc h mine. " 

—Dorothy Alliso n 
Author o f Bastard  Out  of  Carolina 

"The re-issuin g o f Lover  mark s the retur n o f on e o f ou r most brillian t 
novelistic talents . Bertha Harris' s melancholy comi c genius can now b e 
appreciated b y a new generation . And the lengthy introductio n sh e has 
provided, tellin g th e lugubriou s stor y o f Daughter s Inc . i n hilarious , 
poignant detail , i s itself a  stunning achievemen t wit h al l th e condense d 
complexity o f a  first-rate novella." 

—Martin Duberma n 
Director o f th e Center fo r Lesbia n 
and Gay Studie s (CLAGS ) a t the CUN Y 
Graduate Schoo l an d th e autho r o f 
Cures an d Stonewall 

"Harris, an American equivalent o f Moniqu e Wittig , . . . i s ingenious, 
sardonic, parodic. [She ] explores the various roles women hav e played: 
grandmother, mother , daughter , sister , wife an d second wife , business-
woman i n man's clothing, prostitute , factor y worker , movi e star , mus e 
and tutelar y spirit , warrior , artist , fak e saint , martyr. " 

—Catharine R . Stimpso n 

"Lover seduce s th e reade r wit h it s playfu l masquerading , it s lyrica l 
language, it s entwine d storie s o f wome n lover s wh o appea r a s debo -
nair actors , precariou s beam-walkers , languishin g beauties—sexua l 
outlaws all , pursuing , teasing , embracing , birthin g eac h other . Th e in -
troduction, b y turns funny , sad , moving, and outrageous, i s alone wort h 
the pric e o f th e book . Lover  i s everythin g a  seduction  shoul d be — 
smart, unpredictable , witty , provocative—an d sexy. " 

—Carolyn Alle n 
University o f Washingto n 
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Foreword 

Despite the efforts o f lesbia n and feminist publishing houses 
and a  few universit y presses , th e bul k o f th e mos t impor -
tant lesbia n work s ha s traditionall y bee n availabl e onl y 
from rare-boo k dealers , in a  few universit y libraries , or in 
gay an d lesbia n archives . Thi s serie s intends , i n th e first 
place, t o mak e representativ e example s o f thi s neglecte d 
and insufficientl y know n literatur e availabl e t o a  broade r 
audience b y reissuing selecte d classic s an d b y putting int o 
print fo r th e first time lesbia n novels , diaries , letters , an d 
memoirs tha t ar e o f specia l interes t an d significance , bu t 
which hav e moldere d i n librarie s an d privat e collection s 
for decade s o r eve n fo r centuries , know n onl y t o th e fe w 
scholars wh o ha d th e courag e an d financial  wherewitha l 
to track them down. 

Their name s hav e bee n know n fo r a  lon g time—Sap -
pho, th e Amazon s o f Nort h Africa , th e Beguines , Aphr a 
Behn, Quee n Christina , Emil y Dickinson , th e Ladie s o f 
Llangollen, Radclyff e Hall , Natali e Cliffor d Barney , 
H. D. , an d s o man y other s fro m ever y nation , race , an d 
era. Bu t governmen t an d religiou s official s burne d thei r 
writings, historians an d literary scholar s denied they wer e 
lesbians, powerful me n kep t thei r books ou t o f print , an d 
influential archivist s locke d u p thei r idea s fa r fro m sym -
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pathetic eyes. Yet some dedicated scholars and readers still 
knew wh o the y were , mad e pilgrimage s t o th e citie s an d 
villages where they ha d lived an d to the graveyards wher e 
they rested . The y passe d aroun d tattere d volume s o f let -
ters, diaries , an d biographies , i n whic h the y ha d under -
lined what seeme d t o b e telltale hint s of a  secret or differ -
ent kind of life . Where no hard facts existed, legends were 
invented. The fe w preciou s an d often availabl e pre-Stone -
wall lesbia n classics , suc h a s The  Well  of  Loneliness  b y 
Radclyffe Hall , The  Price of Salt  by Claire Morgan [Patri -
cia Highsmith] , an d Desert  of  the  Heart  b y Jan e Rule , 
were cherished . Lesbia n pul p wa s devoured . On e o f th e 
primary goal s o f thi s serie s i s t o giv e th e mor e neglecte d 
works, which constitut e th e vas t majority o f lesbia n writ -
ing, the attention they deserve . 

A secon d bu t n o les s importan t ai m o f thi s serie s i s t o 
present the "cutting edge" of contemporar y lesbia n schol -
arship and theory acros s a  wide range of disciplines . Prac-
titioners o f lesbia n studie s hav e no t adopte d a  unifor m 
approach t o literar y theory , history , sociology , o r an y 
other discipline , no r shoul d they . Thi s serie s intend s t o 
present an array of voices that truly reflect the diversity o f 
the lesbian community. To help me in this task, I am lucky 
enough t o b e assiste d b y a  distinguishe d editoria l boar d 
that reflect s variou s professional , class , racial , ethnic , an d 
religious background s a s wel l a s a  spectru m o f interest s 
and sexual preferences . 

At present th e field  of lesbia n studie s occupie s a  small , 
precarious, an d somewha t conteste d pied-a-terr e betwee n 
gay studie s an d women' s studies . The forme r i s stil l i n it s 
infancy, especiall y i f on e compare s i t t o othe r discipline s 
that hav e bee n par t o f th e cor e curriculu m o f ever y chil d 
and adolescen t fo r severa l decade s o r eve n centuries . 
However, althoug h i t i s one of th e newest disciplines , gay 
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studies ma y als o b e th e fastest-growin g one—a t leas t i n 
North America . Lesbian , gay, and bisexual studie s confer -
ences are doubling and tripling their attendance. Althoug h 
only a  handful o f degree-grantin g program s currentl y ex -
ist, that number i s also ap t to multiply quickl y durin g the 
next decade. 

In comparison , women' s studie s i s a  well-establishe d 
and burgeonin g disciplin e wit h hundred s o f minors , ma -
jors, and graduate programs throughout the United States. 
Lesbian Studie s occupie s a  periphera l plac e i n th e dis -
course i n suc h programs , characteristicall y restricte d t o 
one lesbian-centere d course , usuall y literar y o r historica l 
in nature. In the many women's studies series that are now 
offered b y universit y presses , generall y onl y on e o r tw o 
books o n a  lesbia n subjec t o r issu e ar e included , an d 
lesbian voice s ar e restricte d t o writin g o n thos e topic s 
considered o f specia l interes t t o ga y people . W e ar e no t 
called upo n t o offe r opinion s o n motherhood , war , edu -
cation, or on the lives of wome n no t publicly identifie d a s 
lesbians. A s a  result , lesbia n experienc e i s too ofte n mar -
ginalized and restricted. 

In contrast , thi s serie s wil l prioritize , centralize , an d 
celebrate lesbia n vision s o f literature , art , philosophy , love , 
religion, ethics , history , an d a  myria d o f othe r topics . I n 
"The Cuttin g Edge, " reader s ca n find  authoritativ e ver -
sions o f importan t lesbia n text s tha t hav e bee n carefull y 
prepared an d introduce d b y scholars . Reader s ca n als o 
find the work o f academics and independent scholars wh o 
write abou t othe r aspect s o f lif e fro m a  distinctly lesbia n 
viewpoint. Thes e vision s ar e no t onl y variou s bu t inten -
tionally contradictory , fo r lesbian s spea k fro m differin g 
class, racial , ethnic , an d religiou s perspectives . Eac h au -
thor also speaks from and about a certain moment of time, 
and fe w woul d argu e tha t bein g a  lesbia n toda y i s th e 
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same as it was for Sappho or Anne Lister . Thus no attemp t 
has been mad e to homogenize tha t diversity , and n o agend a 
exists t o attemp t t o carv e ou t a  "politicall y correct " les -
bian studie s perspectiv e a t thi s junctur e i n histor y o r t o 
pinpoint th e "real " lesbian s i n history . I t seem s mor e im -
portant fo r al l the voices to be heard befor e thos e with th e 
blessings o f aftersigh t la y th e mantl e o f authenticit y o n 
any on e visio n o f th e world , o r o n an y particula r se t o f 
women. 

What eac h wor k i n thi s serie s does share , however , i s a 
common realizatio n tha t ga y wome n ar e the "Other " an d 
that one' s perception o f cultur e and literatur e i s filtered  by 
sexual behavior s an d preferences . Thos e perception s ar e 
not th e sam e a s thos e o f ga y me n o r o f nonga y women , 
whether th e writer s spea k o f ga y o r feminis t issue s o r 
whether th e writers choose to look a t nongay figures  fro m 
a lesbia n perspective . Th e rol e o f thi s serie s i s t o creat e 
space an d giv e a  voic e t o thos e intereste d i n lesbia n stud -
ies. Thi s serie s speak s t o an y perso n wh o i s intereste d i n 
gender studies , literar y criticism , biography , o r importan t 
literary works , whethe r sh e o r h e i s a  student , professor , 
or seriou s reader , fo r th e series i s neither fo r lesbian s onl y 
nor eve n b y lesbian s only . Instead , "Th e Cuttin g Edge " 
attempts to share some of the best of lesbian literature an d 
lesbian studie s wit h anyon e willin g t o loo k a t th e worl d 
through lesbians ' eyes . Th e serie s i s proactiv e i n tha t i t 
will hel p t o formulat e an d foregroun d th e ver y disciplin e 
on whic h i t focuses . Finally , thi s serie s ha s answere d th e 
call t o mak e lesbia n theory , lesbia n experience , lesbia n 
lives, lesbia n literature , an d lesbia n vision s th e hear t an d 
nucleus, th e weight y plane t aroun d whic h fo r onc e othe r 
viewpoints wil l swir l a s moon s t o ou r earth . W e invit e 
readers o f al l persuasions t o joi n u s by venturing int o thi s 
and othe r book s i n the series . 
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When I  queried th e boar d o f "Th e Cuttin g Edge " serie s 
about whic h book s the y though t worth y o f reprinting , 
Bertha Harris ' Lover  wa s th e titl e mos t ofte n named . Th e 
novel's experimenta l for m an d panopl y o f fictional  an d 
historical character s wh o ru n th e gamu t fro m sain t t o 
poor whit e tras h an d wh o ar e b y turn s vulnerabl e an d 
strong mak e Lover  on e o f th e finest  example s o f earl y 
post-Stonewall lesbia n fiction  whe n som e writers , suc h a s 
Bertha Harris , brok e wit h patriarcha l narrativ e structure s 
as well  a s wit h traditiona l content . Th e ric h language , 
which reflect s tha t o f Djun a Barnes , make s Lover  th e 
perfect seque l to Ladies Almanack  i n our reprin t of lesbia n 
classics. 

Karla Jay 
Pace University 
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Introduction 

How Love r Happened in  the First  Place: 1 

I grew u p in an excessively hic k tow n i n the South wher e 
there was neve r anythin g t o do , so when a  big-time poli o 
epidemic hi t one summe r ther e was suddenl y eve n les s t o 
do tha n nothing . I  wa s kep t confine d t o th e hous e an d 
yard. 

This happened befor e television . M y famil y didn' t ow n 
any books . I  spent a  couple of days outside trying to dig a 
swimming poo l o f m y ow n wit h a  teaspoon. The n I  went 
inside an d switche d o n th e radio . The radi o wa s encase d 
in green Bakelite , it s dial was hot orange with blac k num-
bers. I t wa s perche d o n a  cast-iro n plan t stan d besid e a 
red begonia. I t had to warm u p for a  minute o r so befor e 
it starte d broadcasting . Wha t I  wanted wa s th e basebal l 
game; that's what I  believed I  wanted. 

It was Saturday . Vi c Damon e wa s singin g ove r th e ra -
dio. I  gagged. I  was a  child aesthete . A t nine, I  had joine d 
the Girl Scouts because th e leader was an antiques dealer ; 
instead o f lettin g m e touc h he r eighteenth-centur y chair s 
of "chewe d paper" (some know i t as papier-mache), she' d 
led m e an d th e res t o f th e troo p dee p int o som e pin y 
woods t o hea t u p bee f ste w ove r dam p sticks : I  turned i n 
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my uniform . Withi n th e year , I  would fai l t o construc t a 
chandelier out of th e only availabl e materials—thre e wir e 
coat hangers , a  thoroughly smashe d mil k bottle , glue an d 
thread. Th e poli o epidemi c ha d aborte d m y pla n fo r th e 
summer, whic h wa s t o b e kidnappe d b y a  famil y wit h 
exquisite taste . I  was a  lonely, anxious , skinny child ; on a 
daily basi s m y mothe r compellingl y describe d t o m e ho w 
worthless I  was . I  ha d earl y o n electe d t o lov e beaut y 
rather than love or hate my mother. 

I spun the radio dial . A man with a  honey of a  voice came 
in loud and clear, dispassionately recitin g the events of the 
final scene o f Salome  b y Richar d Strauss : Herod , wh o i s 
enflamed b y a n unnatura l lus t fo r hi s daughter , Salome , 
promises he r anythin g sh e desire s i f sh e wil l onl y danc e 
for him. Salome, who i s enflamed b y an unnatural lus t for 
the prophet Jokanaan—who ha s repulsed her advances— 
performs th e dance of th e seven veils , then tell s her fathe r 
that wha t sh e wants i s the hea d o f th e prophe t Jokanaa n 
on a  platter. Herod i s horrified b y his daughter's wish; his 
unnatural lus t fo r hi s daughte r turn s t o abhorrence . Bu t 
he keep s hi s promise . Whe n th e executione r hand s th e 
head o n a  platter t o Salome , sh e sate s he r unnatura l lus t 
for Jokanaan b y kissing i t passionately o n it s mouth. He r 
father orders his soldiers to crush Salome with their shields. 
They do so. 

The honey o f a  voice belonged t o the late, great Milto n 
Cross whos e caree r wa s spen t tellin g th e folk s a t hom e 
what wa s happenin g o n th e stag e o f Ne w Yor k City' s 
Metropolitan Oper a House during the Saturday afternoo n 
performances. 

Unnatural lus t couche d i n sumptuou s harmonic s wa s 
my first  experienc e o f art . I  lay o n th e floor  nex t t o th e 
plant stand' s bowe d leg s an d le t i t conver t me . I  neve r 
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missed a  single broadcast . Th e ki d acros s the stree t sneake d 
off t o th e movie s on e Saturda y afternoo n an d woun d u p 
in an iron lung . Not me . 

Lover shoul d b e absorbe d a s thoug h i t wer e a  theatrica l 
performance. Watc h it . I t i s rife wit h th e movi e star s an d 
movies o f m y childhoo d an d adolescence . A  perverted , 
effeminate Hamlet,  an d Strauss' s Der  Rosenkavalier  hav e 
supporting roles . There' s tap-dancin g an d singing , dis -
guise, sleights of hand , mirro r illusions , quick-change acts , 
and drag . In opera, when a  soprano perform s th e role of a 
young man wh o i s in love with th e soprano wh o i s the gir l 
in love with th e young man , the soprano wh o i s the youn g 
man i s singing a  "trouse r role. " 

Lover ha s a  vaudevill e atmosphere . M y fathe r di d tap -
and soft-sho e dancin g i n th e wanin g day s o f vaudeville , 
and whe n vaudevill e died , h e consoled himsel f b y recreat -
ing (or , twinning ) th e goo d ol d day s wit h th e mean s h e 
had a t hand . I  was th e mean s a t hand . M y fathe r taugh t 
me hi s routine s an d w e performe d regularl y fo r th e lifer s 
at th e stat e asylu m fo r th e insane , and fo r th e resident s o f 
the stat e hom e fo r th e dea f an d th e blind : whic h wa s 
better tha n nothing ; i t was , i n fact , muc h bette r tha n 
nothing. T o tap-danc e fo r peopl e wh o canno t hear , an d 
do sof t sho e fo r peopl e wh o canno t see , an d t o d o bot h 
for peopl e wh o ar e certai n tha t th e dancer s ar e no t a t al l 
who the y sa y they are , but instea d ar e Satan an d th e Hol y 
Ghost, o r a  plat e o f frie d chicken , o r Presiden t Harr y S 
Truman an d Princes s Margaret Rose—thi s gave my fathe r 
a few essentia l hors e laughs out ther e on the "death trail, " 
which i s wha t very  small-tim e vaudevill e wa s called , an d 
engendered i n m e a  tast e fo r surrealis m whos e expressio n 
would eventuall y wor m it s way int o Lover. 

In m y father' s day , an d before , vaudevill e dancin g wa s 
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done exclusively by men. In Lover, replication s are perver-
sions an d effeminitization s o f originals . Franci s Bacon' s 
example o f perversion,  i n on e usage , wa s governanc e o f 
men by women. A lapsed definition o f effeminate  i s addic-
tion t o women . On e o f th e twin s i n Lover,  Rose-lima , 
suggests tha t Metro-Goldwyn-Maye r plan s t o film an ex -
travaganza base d o n Lover,  I t wil l be,  say s Rose-lima , a 
pastiche o f ever y Hollywoo d film  eve r mad e befor e th e 
end o f it s author' s adolescence , wit h specia l appearance s 
by gallons of menstrual blood and the Blessed Virgin Mary. 

The characte r o f Flyn n think s this : 'Tha t a  thing , i f 
performed, i s its own duplicate. " 

Lover Falls  in Love with  the  Women's  Movement:  2 

Women's liberatio n i n New Yor k was , a t its onset , abou t 
sexual liberation ; to o man y me n wer e no t intereste d i n 
finding ou t what makes a  woman come . Too man y wome n 
had sedulously anaesthetize d libidos . The women's libera -
tion movemen t wa s abou t th e American woman' s Ameri -
can orgasm. I t was that simple. 

Every othe r thin g tha t th e women' s liberatio n move -
ment wa s abou t durin g th e sixtie s an d seventie s i n Ne w 
York followe d fro m that , includin g th e fac t tha t I  looked 
out m y windo w on e mornin g an d sa w lesbian s every -
where. It' s easy t o recogniz e lesbians ; they loo k lik e you , 
only better. 

The earl y day s o f th e women' s liberatio n movemen t i n 
New Yor k wa s a s intimat e a s th e boudoi r scen e whic h 
opens Der  Rosenkavalier.  Th e mor e intimate th e women , 
the highe r thei r consciousness , th e greate r thei r liberate d 
displeasure i n men , th e greate r thei r pleasur e i n on e an -
other. That's how liberation initially worked. But pleasure 
frightened man y women ; s o di d th e displeasur e o f men . 
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Betty Friedan , a  socia l reforme r fro m Peori a an d th e au -
thor o f The  Feminine  Mystique —a primitiv e analysi s o f 
sexism whic h immortalize s Ms . Frieda n a s th e liberate d 
housewife's liberate d housewife—put th e fear of pleasur e 
into words ; sh e accuse d lesbian s o f tryin g t o subver t th e 
women's liberation movement with orgasms. A sexual panic 
broke out. 

When th e dus t cleared , th e movemen t wa s roughl y di -
vided betwee n th e sexua l subversive s an d th e res t o f th e 
women's movement—wome n wh o feare d bot h th e dis -
pleasure o f me n an d th e pleasur e the y fel t wit h on e an -
other. 

Lover i s th e pleasur e dome—whic h include s fetes 
champetres an d excursions t o bars , the movies, and Niag-
ara Falls— I imagine d fo r thos e sexua l subversives . Th e 
twins, Ros e an d Rose-lima , tel l thei r siste r Flyn n tha t a t 
the end of the movie everyone ascends into Heaven. Lover 
"ends with Justice bein g done .  . . true lovers united." It's 
a Renaissance heaven I  had in mind, where there's sex. 

Just as my father had invented a n "alternate" existence 
for vaudeville dancing, with me, so I assumed the women's 
movement's sexua l subversive s (a s if they were , en masse , 
a duplicate o f th e Blessed Virgin Mary) int o the "heaven" 
of Lover.  I  wanted them to have a  good time , unmoleste d 
by women who were afraid o f pleasure . 

Although Lover  i s presume d t o b e a  "lesbian " novel , 
and i t is , the sexua l subversive s 1  pu t in it are not always , 
nor necessarily, lesbian. I am no longer as certain as I used 
to b e abou t th e constituent s o f attractio n an d desire ; th e 
less certai n I  become, th e mor e interesting , th e mor e lik e 
art-making, th e practic e o f lov e an d lus t seem s t o me : i t 
becomes more like something I  first grasped as a child. 

Shortly afte r I  was born , m y mothe r move d i n acros s 
the stree t wit h a  beaut y parlo r operator . Thei r ordinar y 
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routines centere d o n har d wor k an d th e doubl e be d the y 
bought o n layaway . Thei r "hobby " (bu t i t was a n obses -
sion) wa s attendin g beaut y pageants . They mad e notes — 
hair styles , approximat e bus t an d hi p sizes , legs , posture , 
gait. They thought that the talent category in the pageants 
was a  waste of time , stuck in , they said , to distract peopl e 
from the real issue at hand, which was the girls' bodies; to 
make i t seem , the y sai d (whe n i t certainl y wasn't!) , tha t 
baton twirlin g o r a  ham-fiste d performanc e o f th e first 
movement o f "Th e Moonligh t Sonata " was mor e impor -
tant than a n eighteen-inch waist . They almos t alway s dis-
agreed with the decision of the judges. My mother told me 
why she' d move d i n wit h th e beaut y parlo r operator : 
"Because I  worship beauty. " 

Rather tha n lov e o r hat e me , m y mothe r electe d t o 
become a  confirme d aesthete ; I  becam e acquainte d a t 
Mother's knee , s o t o speak , wit h a  wa y t o overwhel m 
reality that has come to be called the gay sensibility . 

Lover's centra l characters , m y sexuall y subversiv e elit e 
—Maryann, Grandview, Honor, Metro, Daisy, Flynn, Mary 
Theresa, an d "th e beloved " (wh o appear s unde r othe r 
aliases too ) ar e highl y aestheticized , lik e contestant s i n a 
beauty pageant ; the y ar e no t intende d t o remin d reader s 
of actua l fles h an d blood. As well, my characters are from 
time t o tim e distorte d o r magnifie d o r reduced , lik e th e 
stars (Rita Hayworth, Lana Turner, Loretta Young) in the 
Hollywood movie s o f th e fortie s an d fifties.  O r the y ar e 
painstakingly romanticize d int o melodrama , lik e th e art -
ists (highl y temperamenta l composers , balle t dancers , e t 
al.) i n th e cam p classi c o f m y generation , th e Britis h film 
The Red Shoes. 

Or the y ar e ver y ofte n lik e thos e saint s o f m y Roma n 
Catholic girlhood , ever y on e o f the m a  femme fatale  lik e 
Salome, wh o single-mindedl y pursue d an y extreme , th e 
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more implausibl e th e better , t o escap e th e destin y o f thei r 
gender. A t St . Patrick' s Academy , hol y card s were distrib -
uted a s reward s fo r excellenc e i n Englis h gramma r an d 
composition, Lati n an d penmanship , an d fo r keepin g a 
straight spine up your back, especially during the elevatio n 
of th e Hol y Sacramen t a t Mass : girl-sain t hol y card s fo r 
the girls , bo y saint s fo r th e boys . Th e saint s I  earne d 
appeared t o m e agains t a  robin' s eg g blue backgroun d i n 
a stat e o f ecstacy : a  rapturou s transpor t ofte n accompa -
nied b y physica l phenomen a (swoons , trances , stigmata , 
speaking i n tongues , agitatio n o f th e limbs) , i n whic h th e 
soul i s liberated fro m th e body s o that i t may contemplat e 
the natur e o f th e divin e mor e readily . Th e exempl a o f 
some saint s prefac e Lover's  episode s t o hono r thei r acu -
men a t ecstacy . 

I deliberately mistoo k hol y cards , which wer e intende d 
as aid s i n meditatio n an d prayer , a s object s o f art . De -
picted i n glowing colors, with blazin g eyes and parted lips , 
the saint s wer e al l ravin g beauties . I  mistook , I  mean , 
raving beautie s fo r object s o f art : I  wa s youn g an d un -
worldly. I  am n o longe r young . 

Life affect s Lover's  character s a s i f i t were , instead , Tra-
viata o r Norma —just a s i t di d th e quee n o f art , Mari a 
Callas. I n m y mid-thirtie s I  thre w a  yar d sal e i n fron t o f 
my Greenwich Villag e building which I  advertised a s "Th e 
Maria Calla s Memoria l Yar d Sale. " Swarm s o f stranger s 
approached, droppe d som e smal l chang e int o m y ciga r 
box, and reverentl y bor e awa y m y mismatched kneesocks . 
No on e charge d m e wit h falsifyin g m y ol d clothes ; every -
one alread y kne w tha t Mari a Calla s ha d neve r se t foo t i n 
my socks . Together , th e patron s o f m y "Mari a Calla s 
Memorial Yar d Sale " and I  were collaborating i n a  sort o f 
workshop productio n o f th e ga y sensibility , whos e prac -
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tice hinges, like the arts, very much on decisively choosin g 
as if  over is.  I  recall sayin g thi s t o on e devotee : "Sh e wa s 
wearing those argyles the morning of th e day she so tragi -
cally die d i n Paris . That' s twent y cents , please. " An d h e 
replied, "Too true . I'm going to kee p them in a silver bo x 
on my coffee table. " 

But rea l fles h an d bloo d doe s hove r a t a  saf e distanc e 
behind Lover's  unrea l characters . A s I  wrote , I  ha d i n 
mind som e o f th e mos t intellectuall y gifted , visionary , 
creative, and sexually subversive women of our time. I  got 
to kno w nearl y al l o f the m within th e women's liberatio n 
movement, an d I  wa s draw n t o the m i n th e first  plac e 
because the y wer e hot . Som e appea r i n Lover  a s sexua l 
subversives. Other s ar e i n place t o sabotag e ho w th e vul -
gar think about love, lust , sex, intellectual activit y and art. 
Ask the m this : Ar e yo u a  practicin g homosexual ? The y 
will answer , I  don't hav e t o practice . I  got perfec t a t tha t 
years ago. 

The rea l wome n joi n wit h th e fictional  character s t o 
commit Lover's  "style. " Al l o f them , lik e al l goo d per -
formers, ar e protea n i n thei r capacit y t o exchang e on e 
identity fo r another ; the y ar e s o intrepi d an d ingeniou s 
they ar e able , whe n circumstance s cal l fo r it , t o shape -
change to male . Othe r women I  came across in the move-
ment are responsible fo r the personal anecdote s and jokes 
in Lover,  whic h ar e a s muc h a  par t o f it s textur e a s 
anything I  invented myself . 

In no particular order, the real life lurking behind Lover 
was: Jil l Johnston , Ev e Leoff , Jenn y Snider , Esthe r New -
ton, Jane O'Wyatt , Philli s Birkby, Caro l Calhoun , Joanna 
Russ, Yvonne Rainer, Valerie Solanas, Smokey Eule, Mary 
Korechoff, Kat e Millett, Louise Fishman, and myself. Books 
by Virgini a Woolf , Gertrud e Stein , Jan e Elle n Harrison , 
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and Valeri e Solana s sho w u p o n a  bookshel f i n Lover  a s 
my own objets  de  virtu. 

It doe s no t flatter  the m t o sa y so , bu t th e wor k o f Jil l 
Johnston, Yvonn e Raine r an d Louis e Fishma n mad e th e 
ultimate differenc e i n ho w I  imagined Lover,  an d deter -
mined, however obliquely, Lover's  expression . 

Lover Enjoys  Postmodernism:  3 

In the 1960s , I  saw Yvonn e Rainer' s dance,'77?£ Mind Is  a 
Muscle. A  virtuos o dancer , Yvonn e Rainer , lik e man y 
postmodernist dancers-choreographer s o f tha t era , wa s 
moving agains t technique , especiall y he r ow n technique , 
to abolish choreographic meaning and narrative. She freed 
her work fro m social , political , an d cultura l associations , 
and fro m th e familia r argument s o f caus e an d effect . Sh e 
turned th e body' s movemen t ove r t o th e play o f random -
ness, coincidence, and chance. Her mentors were, of course , 
John Cage and Merce Cunningham whose music and cho-
reography ha d als o gon e som e distanc e i n liberatin g m e 
from th e ordeal s o f purposefulness . M y min d wa s a  Ze n 
blank a s I  absorbe d The  Mind  Is  a  Muscle.  Afte r th e 
performance, I  thought o f th e noncontinuou s writin g o f 
Gertrude Stei n an d o f th e ethereall y discret e fiction  o f 
Ronald Firbank . The  Mind Is  a Muscle  wa s a  world unt o 
itself. I  wanted to make one of my own like it. 

All allusions to the brain throughout Lover  ar e emblem-
atic o f Rainer' s The  Mind  Is  a  Muscle,  whic h wa s m y 
donnee. Reference s t o cance r o f th e brai n ar e mement o 
mori, the imagination a s death's head when contaminate d 
by exegeses. The blank spaces, the silences in Lover, wher e 
useful narrativ e i s expected , indicat e tha t Lover  i s mean t 
to b e a n aestheti c rathe r tha n a  useful entity . M y subver -
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sive elit e ar e recluse s fro m usefulnes s an d meaning : the y 
are objets d'art. 

When Lover's  characte r Veronic a isn' t writin g th e fic-
tion I' m supplyin g he r with , she' s forgin g masterpiece s 
and saltin g archaeologica l dig s wit h fakes . Forgeries , I' m 
suggesting, are aesthetically a t a further remov e fro m use -
fulness an d meanin g tha n thei r originals . A s mirror-im -
ages, duplicates, twins, of the originals, they are better art. 
Within th e secludin g perimeter s o f Lover,  wome n ar e the 
originals, lesbians are the forgeries . 

I would rathe r m y character Flyn n t o have sprung full -
grown fro m m y brai n (mine , no t Zeus' ) tha n descen d 
from a  womb: bu t I  don't writ e fantasy . Th e mother s i n 
Lover mus t mak e themselve s reproductivel y usefu l befor e 
they ma y enjo y ecstacy . Motherhoo d i n Lover  i s th e rea l 
worm i n th e bow l o f wa x fruit : whic h i s Lover.  Ever y 
biological realit y i n Lover,  bu t especiall y motherhood , 
contaminates the aesthetic surround. 

I abstracted the character of Maryann from the brilliant 
and comple x personalit y o f Jil l Johnston who , durin g th e 
sixties, ha d becom e m y literar y hero . He r writin g ha d 
nerve. Muc h o f Lover's  deliberat e plotlessness , whic h I 
hoped woul d affec t th e reade r a s a  deliriou s spin , spin s 
around Maryann, my idea of the lesbian's lesbian. 

Jill Johnston had already established herself as the most 
knowledgeble an d sensitiv e criti c o f Ne w York' s avant -
garde when , i n th e mid-sixties , sh e bega n t o tur n he r 
Village Voice  danc e column—whic h wa s alway s abou t 
much mor e tha n dance—int o a  gorgeous performanc e o f 
radical self-psychoanalysis , introspection , self-revelation . 
She bega n t o appl y th e wit , erudition , comi c turns , intel -
lectual acuity , and artistic discernment, fo r which she was 
already famous , t o a n in-public exposur e o f he r own life . 
Jill Johnston becam e he r own subject : th e "dance" of he r 
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column becam e Jill' s illuminatin g danc e throug h th e de -
tails of he r ow n lif e an d mind . 

Shortly afte r th e Stonewall revolutio n i n 1969 , Jill cam e 
out in print like gangbusters an d becam e my sex hero. He r 
Voice column s wer e collecte d unde r th e title s Marmalade 
Me (1970) , an d Lesbian  Nation:  The  Feminist  Solution 
(1973). 

Lover's Stab  at  Manhating:  4 

I've rea d somewher e latel y tha t wha t th e real-lif e (th e 
biblical) Salom e wanted cu t of f fro m th e body o f John th e 
Baptist ("J°kanaan " i n the opera) wa s no t hi s head. 

In the late sixties, the women's liberatio n movemen t fel t 
a rus h o f manhating . S o di d I . I t wa s a  heady , Dionysia n 
sensation. W e wen t u p o n th e mountai n an d stomped . 
Sensation le d t o darin g suggestion , whic h Valeri e Solana s 
elegantly deal t wit h i n he r publicatio n th e S.C.U.M  Man-
ifesto; th e acrony m stand s fo r Societ y fo r Cuttin g U p 
Men. I  chose t o dea l wit h th e darin g suggestio n wit h les s 
than daring . I n Lover,  fro m tim e to time , I  recount, some -
times word fo r word , storie s women wer e telling me abou t 
what men , sometimes their  men, had don e to them. Towar d 
the novel' s conclusion , I  wheel i n th e bod y o f a  murdere d 
man. Thin k o f th e corps e a s Lover's  reveng e motif . Th e 
character o f Veronic a hide s th e corps e b y hastil y turnin g 
it into fiction.  Lover's  autho r love s murder mysteries . 

Life Before  Lover : 5 

My pre-Lover  fiction  wa s stil l entrenched i n the themes o f 
Southern Gothi c an d Lesbia n Gothick ; the y ar e no t dis -
similar, nor ar e they unlike Italian opera . Both genres ten d 
to b e soake d i n booze , blood , an d tears ; bot h ar e thic k 
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with madness , violence, suicide , and love's tragic finales. I 
was perversely laborin g to apply , perfected, m y version o f 
a literary technique that had died, already perfected, alon g 
with th e Bloomsbur y group , to booze , blood , tears , mad-
ness, violence, suicide, love's tragic finales. 

When I asked Parke Bowman (who would publish Lover) 
why sh e wa s s o eage r t o tak e m y nove l on , on e o f th e 
things sh e tol d m e wa s tha t sh e wante d he r company , 
Daughters, t o represen t th e work o f a  female avant-gard e 
and tha t a s fa r a s sh e wa s concerned , I  was it . Sh e wen t 
on to say that she was disinterested in feminist and lesbian 
content o r sensibility . Park e free d m e fro m an y sens e o f 
responsibility t o forc e a  direc t figuring  o f th e politics , 
ideals, or goals o f feminis m o r lesbianism o r lesbian-femi -
nism in my writing. Nonetheless , m y politics (suc h as they 
are) exist side by side with my DNA i n Lover. 

But I've never been much of a  political animal , nor even 
a socia l one : it' s th e rules,  th e ordaine d procedure s an d 
ideologies. I  like to be either alone or having a  good time . 
A goo d tim e i s a n interva l o f passionat e an d intimat e 
exchange followe d almos t immediately b y seclusion; a night 
in a  grea t ga y ba r followe d immediatel y b y seclusion ; a 
big, lavish part y musike d b y wall-to-wal l Motown , washe d 
in gin, and dense with ne w breakups , new couplings , ne w 
networking, ne w gossip , an d goo d dope—an d whe n it' s 
over, two days later, a month of seclusion . 

At on e o f thos e parties , circ a 1973 , th e funnies t an d 
smartest an d straightes t woma n i n Ne w York , Ev e Leof f 
(Keats schola r an d Professo r o f Englis h a t Hunte r Col -
lege), told som e boz o tha t she'd rathe r si t on m y lap than 
dance with him. The bozo threw a sexist, heterosexist, and 
homophobic tantrum , afte r whic h Ev e dance d wit h me . 
Politics are where you find them. 

I became, sor t of , t o th e bes t o f m y ability , a  political 

xxvm 



animal i n th e earl y seventie s because , mos t particularly , I 
didn't wan t t o disappoin t Kat e Millett , whos e first  book , 
Sexual Politics,  turne d m e instantly into a  radical feminist . 
But mostl y I  became a  politica l anima l i n orde r t o hav e a 
good time . Feminism struc k m e as a good time, and i t was. 
Back then , i t stil l frightene d th e horses ; i t made mos t me n 
foam a t th e mouth , an d i t go t th e bes t wome n horny . A s 
such, feminis m forcibl y yanke d m y writing u p fro m unde r 
the Bloomsbur y tom b wher e i t ha d bee n tryin g t o pas s a s 
good bu t dead . 

Some o f th e bes t time s I  had bein g politica l wer e wit h 
the artists , Jenny Snide r an d Louis e Fishman ; wit h Phylli s 
Birkby, th e Yale-traine d renegad e architect ; wit h Smoke y 
Eule an d Mar y Korechoff , maste r carpenter s wh o als o 
kindly hammere d som e sens e int o me ; wit h m y highl y 
significant attorney , Caro l Calhoun ; wit h th e anthropolo -
gist Esthe r Newton , whos e first  boo k wa s Mother  Camp, 
a stud y o f heterosexua l mal e transvestism ; an d wit h Jan e 
O'Wyatt, mysti c an d graphic s designer . Ver y often , th e 
most political thin g these friends an d I  did togethe r was t o 
tell one another th e truth . Which mad e us fearless . 

Lover Regards  Print:  6 

By the early seventies , the new politica l consciousnes s cre -
ated b y feminis m an d lesbian-feminism , an d b y th e 196 9 
gay Stonewal l revolt , wa s bein g me t b y a  correspondin g 
cultural consciousnes s ou t o f whic h a  ne w kin d o f highl y 
politicized writin g wa s born . Mainstrea m publishers , b y 
and large , foun d thi s wor k eithe r to o inexpert , o r to o 
strange (an d to o politica l an d to o sexual ) t o ris k it , an d 
they ha d already—o r wer e i n th e proces s o f doin g so — 
satisfying an y nee d the y sa w fo r "politicized " women' s 
writing b y publishin g th e wor k o f whit e feminist s dealin g 
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with th e politic s o f heterosexua l lov e an d romanc e (Eric a 
Jong, Marilyn French , et al.) and the work o f middle-clas s 
(at least ) African-America n wome n suc h a s Ton i Morri -
son, Ntozak e Shange , an d Alic e Walker . Th e politic s o f 
the constant book buye r tend to be liberal. 

The ne w gay , feminist , an d lesbian-feminis t writers , a s 
a consequence—or becaus e the y preferre d t o b e indepen -
dent o f a  mainstrea m whic h the y foun d classist , sexist , 
heterosexist, homophobic , racist—founde d thei r ow n 
presses. Som e presse s actuall y ha d a  press ; other s use d 
Xerox equipmen t o r hand-cranke d mimeograp h ma -
chines. Suddenly , i n verse , fiction,  an d broadsides , th e 
"love tha t dare d no t spea k it s name " becam e a  motor -
mouth. Muc h o f wha t i t ha d t o sa y wa s memor -
able. 

The presse s eke d ou t a  hand-to-mout h existence . Th e 
costs o f th e publications ofte n barel y covered th e produc-
tion expenses . Nobod y go t paid ; skills , includin g fund -
raising, wer e learne d o n th e job . Decision s wer e usuall y 
made collectively. Hardshi p was the rule, burnout was the 
norm; but the staying power was in some cases enormous, 
and i t wa s almos t exclusivel y fuele d b y th e adamantin e 
convictions whic h ha d go t th e presse s goin g i n th e first 
place: that well-wrought words on a page could, by speak-
ing th e unspeakable , creat e an d organiz e radica l political 
activism. 

How wel l wrough t th e word s wer e wa s no t usuall y o f 
primary importance ; "good " writin g wa s usefu l writing , 
the kind that made gays and lesbians fee l strong , comfort -
able i n thei r ow n skins , angry , tough , an d highl y moti -
vated to enforce change , perhaps revolutionary change , in 
the surroundin g heterosexua l world . Tha t i t worked , t o 
some extent, i s history. 

But ther e wa s considerabl e talen t givin g goo d literar y 
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and journalisti c valu e attache d t o som e o f th e presses . I n 
Washington, D.C. , Dian a Pres s publishe d Women  Re-
membered (importan t wome n "lost " b y th e patriarchy) , 
edited b y Charlott e Bunc h an d Nanc y Myro n (1975) , an d 
Rita Ma e Brown' s A  Plain  Brown  Rapper  (toug h politica l 
analyses), an d reprinte d Jeannett e H . Foster' s invaluabl e 
scholarship, Sex  Variant  Women  in  Literature:  A  Histori-
cal and  Quantitative  Survey  (1975) . O n th e Wes t Coast , 
Amazon Pres s brought ou t The  Lesbian  Reader:  An  Ama-
zon Quarterly  Anthology,  edite d b y Laure l Galan a an d 
Gina Covin a (1975) ; i n Oakland , Th e Women' s Pres s 
Collective, whic h devote d itsel f exclusivel y t o wor k b y 
lesbians disfranchise d b y rac e o r class , publishe d Jud y 
Grahn's Edward  the  Dyke  (n.d. ) and A  Woman  Is  Talking 
to Death  (1974) , bot h o f whic h foun d immediat e move -
ment acclaim . I n Ne w York , Karl a Ja y edited , wit h Alle n 
Young, After  You're  Out:  Personal  Experiences  of  Gay 
Men and  Lesbian  Women  fo r Quic k Fo x i n 1975 ; an d 
Times Change Press published Amazon  Expedition:  A  Les-
bian-Feminist Anthology,  edite d b y Phylli s Birkby , Jil l 
Johnston, Esthe r Newton , Jane O'Wyatt , an d mysel f (con -
sciousness-raising, personal narratives , a noteworthy essa y 
on manhatin g b y science-fictionist, Joann a Russ) . The bes t 
presses toda y ar e Barbar a Smith' s Kitche n Table : Wome n 
of Colo r Press , Fait h Conlon' s Sea l Press , an d Joa n Pink -
voss's Aunt Lute . 

Arno Pres s wa s locate d o n Madiso n Avenu e instea d o f 
in a  damp basemen t o r a n illega l loft . Arn o belong s in thi s 
context, however , becaus e i t ha d th e visio n t o recogniz e 
the writing on the wall a s early as 1975 , when i t began th e 
Arno Specia l Collection , fifty-four  reissue s o f lesbia n an d 
gay classics dating from 181 1 to 1975 . Jonathan Ne d Kat z 
was the editor . 
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Lover Gets  Published:  7 

Parke Bowma n wante d nothin g t o d o wit h th e presses . 
The radica l politics , th e nonprofi t statu s o f mos t o f them , 
their collective organization—it al l smelled strongly of the 
left wing to Parke. Parke got involved i n publishing women 
writers because she was in love with June Arnold. 

Daughters Publishin g Company , Inc. , wa s no t a  press . 
Both partners, June Davis Arnold and Parke Patricia Bow-
man, were rather touchy about the distinction. "Publisher s 
of Fictio n b y Women" (eventually , they would reluctantl y 
include som e nonfiction) , thei r writer s go t contracts , ad -
vances, royalties, royalty reports , etc., identical, accordin g 
to Parke , t o thos e issue d t o writer s b y th e mainstrea m 
houses. Parke and June referred to all mainstream publish-
ers as "Random House. " 

Parke's state d goa l wa s t o ru n Daughter s a s i f i t wer e 
Random House and thereby compete with Random Hous e 
in th e marketplace . T o Parke , Daughter s wa s strictl y a 
business whose business was profit-making. Sh e wanted to 
publish novel s wit h bot h literar y meri t an d commercia l 
appeal, an d i f th e work s wer e perceive d a s feminist , s o 
much th e better . Bu t fro m th e star t sh e mad e i t clear tha t 
she woul d neve r agre e t o publis h a  nove l fo r political 
content alone . 

June idealize d th e back-breakin g labo r a t th e presses , 
and sh e wa s i n complet e agreemen t wit h thei r political 
sentiments. June claimed tha t Daughters' reason fo r bein g 
was t o publis h th e novel-lengt h fiction  whic h th e presse s 
could no t affor d t o publish . A s soo n a s Daughter s wa s 
founded, Jun e bega n lookin g fo r manuscript s i n keepin g 
with th e spiri t o f th e poems , shor t storie s an d nonfictio n 
of th e presses : deep-thinkin g persona l revelation s abou t 
the nature of oppression . 
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In 1972 , June believe d wholeheartedl y tha t a  full-scal e 
feminist revolutio n wa s a t hand . Wit h th e patriarchy (an d 
mainstream publishing ) i n ruins , Daughters woul d replac e 
Random House , an d th e work s publishe d b y Daughter s 
would sel l lik e hotcake s i n th e ne w worl d o f empowere d 
women. 

Parke enjoyed th e idea o f Daughters ' replacin g Rando m 
House, bu t th e las t thin g o n eart h sh e wante d wa s a 
feminist revolution , o r an y connectio n whatsoeve r wit h 
"prerevolutionary" women' s presses , whic h sh e mor e o r 
less privately referred t o as "a bunc h o f damn dumb dykes. " 
The wa y t o bea t Rando m Hous e wa s throug h th e tried -
and-true method s o f cutthroa t capitalism . 

Throughout th e lif e o f Daughters , Parke longed t o hav e 
a quiet , deepl y closete d lif e wit h June . Wha t Park e ha d i n 
mind wa s somethin g closel y resemblin g a  standard upper -
class heterosexua l monogamou s marriage . Sh e woul d 
eventually ge t jus t that , bu t no t unti l June' s hope s fo r a 
women's world , an d he r ow n persona l ambitions , ha d 
been severel y disappointed . 

From th e start , therefore , th e partner s wer e a t odd s 
about th e aim s o f th e company . Throughou t Daughters ' 
brief lif e (les s than a  decade) , June an d Park e wen t throug h 
an ongoin g struggl e t o dominat e th e compan y an d realiz e 
their opposin g views . Compromise s wer e grudgingl y made , 
or els e one o r th e othe r o f th e partners woul d bac k dow n 
and wai t fo r th e nex t time . It' s a  miracle o f a  sort tha t th e 
company laste d a s lon g a s i t did . Th e miracle , o f a  sort , 
was money , lot s of it . 

At first, I  was onl y anothe r o f th e Daughters ' novelists . 
Then I  becam e thei r "senior " (thei r only ) editor . Offi -
cially, m y relationshi p wit h th e compan y ende d there . 
Unofficially, I  was th e thir d sid e o f a  triangl e tha t rivale d 
the ol d Lesbia n Gothick s i n term s o f booze , blood , tears , 
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madness, violence, and operatic grand passions—so muc h 
so, I  often wonde r i f Daughter s wasn' t somethin g I  wrote 
instead of lived . 

For a while, I loved Daughters and Daughters loved me. 
I applied—I misapplied—thre e tenet s of feminist doctrin e 
to th e wa y I  loved Daughters : tha t trust , solidarity , an d 
strength aris e fro m makin g onesel f totall y vulnerabl e t o 
women; that one may trust women totally , but never men; 
that male oppression i s the sole cause of menta l an d emo-
tional ill-healt h i n women, and feminism th e sole cure. It's 
difficult fo r me to confess t o something so banal, but here 
goes: I  needed a  good mother . 

Founded i n 1972 , Daughter s publishe d it s first  lis t i n 
1973. B y 1979 , Park e an d June ha d dissolve d Daughter s 
in th e manne r o f an y publishin g compan y goin g ou t o f 
business. Al l title s abruptl y wen t ou t o f print ; right s re -
verted t o th e authors ; leftove r copie s o f th e book s wer e 
distributed amon g th e author s an d t o remainde r houses . 
Parke sol d th e townhous e i n Greenwic h Villag e tha t ha d 
been company headquarters . June and Parke severed their 
connections wit h feminis m an d thei r author s (includin g 
me), an d retire d t o a n insulate d haute-bourgeois e lif e i n 
Houston, June' s hom e town . A t th e time , June wa s fifty-
three an d Park e was forty-fiv e o r forty-six . I  hoped neve r 
to see either of them again. 

Late i n 1975 , I  ha d rented , alon g wit h th e feminis t 
theoretician Charlott e Bunch, space in the Manhattan lof t 
building Jun e owne d an d wher e sh e an d Park e live d o n 
the to p floor . Afte r midnight , i n lat e Decembe r o f 1977 , 
my phon e rang . I t wa s June , i n on e o f he r classi c rages . 
She shouted int o m y ear that I  had t o b e off he r premises 
no later than the next day, my lease notwithstanding. Th e 
person I  wa s i n be d with , sh e announced , wa s a n FB I 
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agent wh o wa s sleepin g wit h m e fo r th e sol e purpos e o f 
gaining acces s t o Daughter s i n orde r t o destro y th e com -
pany. 

The perso n I  was i n be d wit h ha d abou t a s much t o d o 
with th e Federa l Burea u o f Investigatio n a s I  di d wit h 
professional ic e hockey. June's accusatio n wa s s o very fa r 
off th e wal l tha t I  wondered fo r a n instan t i f the tim e ha d 
come, finally,  t o phon e fo r th e guy s with th e straitjackets . 
I go t m y breat h back ; I  told Jun e tha t i t wa s m y distinc t 
impression tha t whoeve r wen t t o be d wit h me—includin g 
that tim e bac k i n 191 0 (o r wa s i t 1902? ) whe n i t wa s 
J.Edgar Hoove r himself , in ful l fronta l nudity , lusting afte r 
me—did s o t o gai n acces s no t t o Daughter s bu t t o m y 
body, okay ? 

June tol d m e t o star t packing . I  was gon e th e nex t day , 
as ordered . 

After June' s death , Park e would confes s tha t i t was she , 
not June , who' d wante d m e ou t o f th e building , n o hold s 
barred. Tha t mad e plenty o f sens e to me , for tw o reasons : 
The FB I had ha d a  stron g gri p o n Parke' s imaginatio n fo r 
some tim e befor e th e nigh t I  wa s caugh t i n be d wit h J . 
Edgar Hoover . An d Park e ha d bee n i n lov e with m e sinc e 
the da y w e met . I f sh e couldn' t hav e me , nobod y could . 
Rita Ma e Brown , wit h admirabl e succintness , onc e de -
scribed Park e a s a femme i n butch clothing , and June, vice 
versa. Sh e wa s right . Jun e ha d t o evic t m e o n Parke' s 
behalf becaus e Park e didn' t hav e the necessary machismo . 

After th e fiasco  o f m y evictio n fro m June' s building , I 
never expecte d t o hea r fro m eithe r Park e o r Jun e again . 
But i n 1979 , Jun e telephone d fro m Housto n an d rathe r 
warmly tol d m e tha t sh e an d Park e woul d lov e to se e me , 
would I  come and visit ? I  said yes . My neares t an d deares t 
suggested tha t I  was ou t o f m y mind t o go near Park e an d 
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June again. I  replied that I was certain that Parke and June 
must wan t t o apologize , hea l ol d wounds , effec t a  recon-
ciliation: did that sound like I was out of my mind? 

I was out of my mind. June met my plane; Parke waited 
in the car. June drove and pointed out the sights. Parke sat 
in stony silence . June told me that they lived in Houston' s 
most fashionabl e suburb . I t seeme d lik e an y fashionabl e 
suburb t o me—spookil y silent , absolutel y white-skinned , 
so rif e with self-protectio n th e entir e neighborhood seeme d 
to be wedged inside an invisible condom. Their house wa s 
hidden behind a locked fence . I t was long, low, enormous, 
and replete with many faux Tijuana-hacienda touche s which 
I recognize d becaus e I' m chie f o f th e aesthetic s police . 
Outside, surrounde d b y a  rose garden, there was a  swim-
ming pool tha t passed my inspection. 

Parke disappeared in the house. June showed me a guest 
room approximatel y on e cit y block' s lengt h fro m thei r 
bedroom, the n sh e disappeared . I  hung ou t i n th e gues t 
room fo r a  few hours . Then Parke showed u p and told me 
to give her five dollars; she was going out for burgers, five 
bucks should cover my share. I  gave her five dollars. 

We sat a t a table i n a  dining room suitabl e fo r Kiwani s 
Club banquets and unwrapped dinner in silence. For some 
reason I wasn't hungry, so I decided to make conversation. 
I introduced the subject of comba t women i n the military, 
a controversia l topi c i n th e new s a t th e time , an d aske d 
whether the y though t i t wa s a  feminis t thin g fo r wome n 
to turn themselves int o cannon fodder—o r di d they think 
that turnin g wome n int o canno n fodde r wa s jus t anothe r 
male plot to get rid of uppity women? 

That brok e th e ice . Instantly , Park e an d Jun e flippe d 
from restraine d hostilit y int o th e activ e kind : unlik e me , 
they weren' t lily-livere d pacifists . The y believe d i n thei r 
country. The y wer e on e hundre d percen t behin d an y wa r 
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their presiden t care d t o wage . Youn g wome n a s wel l a s 
young me n shoul d b e prepare d t o di e fo r thei r country , 
and an y othe r poin t o f vie w o n th e matte r stan k o f com -
munism. 

Okay, I  said . I  figure d the y stil l though t the y wer e 
dealing wit h J . Edga r Hoover' s girlfriend , complet e wit h 
wires. I  considere d congratulatin g the m o n being , a s o f 
that moment, completel y i n the clear with my superiors at 
the agency. I  kept my mouth shut . 

The nex t da y Jun e tol d m e she' d aske d m e t o visi t 
because she needed help on her new novel, Baby Houston, 
hadn't I  understoo d that ? No , but . Jun e hande d m e th e 
manuscript. I  sa t dow n i n th e extraordinaril y decorate d 
living room , whic h wa s abou t one-thir d th e siz e o f th e 
New Yor k Public Library's main reading room, and got to 
work. Park e droppe d i n a t regula r interval s t o collec t fo r 
the next meal. 

I stayed i n Housto n wit h Park e an d June lon g enoug h 
to urg e Jun e repeatedl y t o replac e th e prett y writin g i n 
Baby Houston  ("Baby " was her mother) with the rage she 
was s o fa r keepin g betwee n th e line s ("You'r e wrong, " 
she tol d me) , an d t o experienc e a  representativ e slic e o f 
how the y wer e livin g thei r ne w lives . June spent he r day s 
working on Baby Houston, swimmin g and gardening; Parke 
watched movies on TV, swam, gardened, worked the Times 
crossword, an d rea d Englis h novels . The y visite d wit h 
June's girlhoo d chum s an d playe d a  regula r bridg e gam e 
with som e o f the m i n the evenings . They shoppe d a  lot a t 
Houston's glitzies t mall ; the y wer e compilin g ne w ward -
robes o f Frenc h designe r clothing . Fro m th e nec k down , 
June looked sleek and chic, but her face looked haggard— 
stressed an d grim, as if , inside , sh e was grieving . He r fac e 
would hav e mor e appropriatel y accessorize d sackclot h an d 
ashes. Parke' s thread s were a s upscale a s June's, but were 
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still i n Parke' s favorit e understate d color , merde.  I  wa s 
still in my basics—basically m y only basics , except for the 
vintage evenin g dresse s I  reserved fo r date s with J . Edga r 
—which were , the n a s now, whit e shirt s an d black jeans . 
One night , whe n w e wer e abou t t o g o ou t t o dinner wit h 
one o f Park e an d June' s ne w friends , Jun e said , "I' m s o 
glad to be here, where I can dress in nice clothes again. It's 
hard fo r m e t o eve n loo k a t tha t Ne w Yor k movemen t 
drag any more." I quickly changed into my basic variation 
on my basics, white jeans and black shirt . 

Houston had grown some lesbians since June's early life 
there (when , sh e onc e asserted , ther e weren' t any) , bu t 
except for one or two, all of June and Parke's close women 
friends wer e heterosexual ; th e on e o r tw o lesbian s the y 
hung out with were wealthy. They no longer fel t comfort -
able amon g peopl e to o differen t fro m themselves . To o 
much difference , I  surmised, wa s to o littl e money . The y 
had neve r fel t comfortabl e amon g peopl e differen t fro m 
themselves. 

The last time Parke asked m e to fork over , I  made bol d 
to as k i f b y an y chanc e the y neede d a  loa n t o tid e the m 
over. Park e fearlessl y steppe d o n th e irony . Sh e tol d m e 
that fro m no w o n the y wer e keepin g ever y penn y strictl y 
for themselves; they'd had enough o f getting ripped off b y 
the women's movement . 

I wasn't th e women' s movement . Fa r fro m rippin g of f 
Daughters, o r Park e o r June personally , I  had, minut e b y 
minute, inch by inch, paid my own way during my friend-
ship with them and my time with the company. Parke had 
insisted o n it , dow n t o th e las t dime , eve n whe n I  wa s 
traveling wit h th e partner s o n Daughters ' busines s exclu -
sively. Sh e justifie d thi s un-Rando m House-lik e exploita -
tion o f a n employee b y impressin g o n hand-to-mout h m e 
that she had to save up for her old age. 
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I gave he r money fo r the nex t meal . I  don't kee p score ; 
I'd rathe r b e rippe d off . An d I  was , a s ever , afrai d o f 
Parke's barely suppressed anger . Evidently, Parke had either 
demoted m e int o th e "dam n dum b dykes " category , o r 
was possessed b y the idea tha t I  was so deeply in her debt 
(though fo r what? ) tha t I  had t o mak e som e recompens e 
by payin g fo r m y ow n foo d whil e I  was a  gues t i n he r 
house working on June's novel . 

Parke wa s a s uncommonl y sting y wit h mone y a s I  am 
cavalier. Whic h ma y g o som e distanc e i n explaining ho w 
she, wit h June' s knowledge , coul d brea k th e mos t funda -
mental rul e o f hospitality : bu t i t doesn' t begi n t o explai n 
the rag e tha t accompanie d he r demand s fo r money . I'v e 
finally remembere d ho w I  actuall y fel t eac h tim e I  wa s 
faced wit h bot h he r anger and he r open palm : I  had bee n 
invited to Houston t o experience humiliation . 

I di d wha t I  could wit h Baby  Houston.  Jun e thanke d 
me an d drov e m e t o th e airport . I  chalked th e monetar y 
and emotiona l cost s o f th e tri p u p t o bein g ou t o f m y 
mind. 

Within tw o year s afte r Park e an d Jun e returne d t o 
Houston, Jun e wa s diagnose d a s havin g cance r o f th e 
brain, the incurable kind. I  thought, when I  heard the bad 
news, o f th e trope—the huma n brain ; cancer of th e brain 
—I'd use d i n Lover.  I  ha d a  nightmar e abou t fiction's 
being able to assum e a n extraliterary lif e o f it s own t o d o 
things its author never intended. 

Not lon g afte r June died , I  acted lik e a  Manhattanite an d 
went t o a  psychiatrist . I  fel t disabled ; I  fel t tha t I  wa s 
disappearing, and neither love nor work no r sex was help-
ing me . Th e psychiatris t wa s tall , fat , an d mid-fortyis h 
with a  little-girl hairdo . Sh e was s o whit e sh e looke d lik e 
an Easter bunny. Her clothing led me to believe that in her 
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professional opinio n daint y pinks-on-pink s wa s a  goo d 
cure for what ailed her patients. She wore a lot of showgir l 
makeup—glitter o n he r eyelids , lashing s o f pancake , an d 
fifties-red lipstick, an d she had fla t feet . Sh e wanted m e to 
hold rock s which sh e described as "crystals" while I  talked; 
she encourage d m e t o atten d event s a t whic h a  woma n 
entered a  tranc e an d then , i n a  voic e belongin g t o a n 
Egyptian fro m th e Old Kingdo m dynasty , answere d ques -
tions from the audience: "Should I  buy General Motors?" 
and Cheops  woul d answer , "G o wit h th e flow. " I  spen t 
most o f m y energy durin g session s wit h he r tryin g no t t o 
show ho w thoroughl y he r mind an d body revolte d me . In 
no time , sh e had m e driving he r around Ne w York , feed -
ing he r cats , an d movin g he r fro m on e apartmen t t o an -
other. I  wa s payin g he r to p dollar ; w e di d no t hav e a 
bartering arrangement . Afte r a  year of this , she urge d m e 
to giv e th e littl e gir l insid e o f m e a  great bi g hug . I  sug-
gested that she go fuck hersel f and , at last, departed. 

I might hav e file d a  complaint wit h th e psychiatri c po -
lice, bu t I  couldn' t imagin e wha t natur e o f complain t I 
could file  agains t m y mother , o r Park e an d June . I  spent 
the rest of th e eighties virtually a  recluse, one who canno t 
be had because she is not available to give herself. I  avoided 
old, genuine friends; I felt contaminated, therefore unwor -
thy o f thei r friendship . I t doesn't surpris e m e i n th e leas t 
that I'v e bee n unabl e t o complet e th e fou r novel s I'v e 
written since life with Daughters . 

By 1975 , th e year before Lover  wa s published, Park e had 
given u p eve n th e pretens e o f bein g a  feminist , bu t Jun e 
was stil l avidly talking lesbian-feminist politics . Neither of 
them ha d ye t gon e mad—or , i f the y had , I  wa s s o en -
chanted b y bein g i n servic e t o Daughters , I  ignore d th e 
symptoms. Whe n other s suggeste d t o m e tha t somethin g 
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might b e seriously wron g wit h Park e an d June, and there -
fore wit h th e company , I  becam e thei r apologis t an d de -
fender. Bu t afte r a  whil e eve n I  becam e awar e o f som e 
serious contradiction s betwee n wha t Jun e wa s publicl y 
saying—the politic s du  jour  (th e personal i s political, etc. ) 
—and wha t sh e was privately doing : to me , in particular . 

June an d Park e wer e th e firs t wealth y peopl e I' d eve r 
been clos e to . I  though t i t exotic , a t th e ver y least , tha t 
June swor e b y politics which , i f they were successfully pu t 
into practice , woul d b e th e rui n o f th e source s o f he r 
money. Bu t I  didn't sa y so . I  didn't wan t t o spoi l th e lou d 
party, I  didn' t wan t the m t o b e disappointe d i n me . M y 
mother go t a  lo t o f mileag e ou t o f tellin g m e ho w disap -
pointed i n m e sh e was . Nonetheless , I  did wonde r i f Jun e 
had foun d a  solution t o that tiresome riddle, the one abou t 
how muc h easie r i t i s fo r a  came l t o pas s throug h th e ey e 
of a  needl e tha n i t i s fo r a  ric h ma n [sic ] t o ente r th e 
kingdom o f heaven . 

Our closeness , whic h woul d en d i n m y near-imprison -
ment, starte d whe n Park e wen t afte r Lover,  insistin g tha t 
I sell i t t o Daughter s eve n thoug h sh e hadn' t rea d a  wor d 
of th e manuscript . Park e tol d m e tha t sh e ha d rea d m y 
first tw o novel s and tha t she' d bee n impressed (Park e late r 
brought Confessions  of  Cherubino,  m y second novel , back 
into print). This is how Rando m Hous e operates, she said ; 
they bu y sigh t unsee n to o i f a  writer' s earlie r wor k suit s 
them. 

The partner s too k m e t o dinner . The y wer e charming , 
amusing, an d warm ; ever y fe w minutes , Park e woul d sa y 
something hilarious . I n th e middl e o f thi s lov e feast , Jun e 
explained tha t publishin g wit h th e "male " house s woul d 
brand m e a s "male-identified; " I  woul d b e jus t anothe r 
one of those feminists , so-called,  wh o did exactly tha t wit h 
their books . Park e sai d tha t Daughter s wa s not  a  feminis t 
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house, tha t i t ha d n o politica l definitio n whatsoeve r be -
yond "Publisher s o f Fictio n b y Women. " Jun e sai d 
Daughters was  feminist . Then Parke threw her glass at the 
restaurant wall, and we were asked to leave. 

I was delighted . I  was finally  i n th e cas t o f a n opera ; 
somebody definitel y throw s a  glass agains t a  wal l durin g 
La Traviata.  I n th e street , Park e tol d m e t o swea r tha t 
when people aske d m e why I  published wit h Daughters , I 
would no t tel l the m i t was becaus e Daughter s was femin -
ist; I  was t o say , instead , tha t I  published wit h Daughter s 
because, lik e Rando m House , Daughter s gav e bi g ad -
vances. I  understood he r point . Park e was equatin g femi -
nism with impoverishment ; I  was ashame d of bein g poor . 
I swore to defend bi g advances to the death. 

About te n day s later , the y too k m e t o dinne r again . 
They explaine d tha t wha t I  would ge t b y publishing wit h 
Daughters was a guarantee that Lover woul d never go out 
of print; none of their titles, they promised, would ever go 
out of print . No publishin g compan y o n earth could offe r 
that guarantee but Daughters. 

I more o r les s fel l o n m y knee s an d cried , J  am thine! 
Most writers will understand how I  felt, though few are as 
naive as I was. I  knew, of course , that Lover  wasn' t goin g 
to be a bestseller, or even come near bestsellerdom: effem -
inate aesthetes like me don't write bestsellers . But I hoped 
that give n time , plent y o f time—mayb e twent y o r thirt y 
years—a first  editio n migh t b e bough t out . Daughters , 
according to the partners, guaranteed that time. When the 
euphoria wor e off , question s occurre d t o me . Ho w coul d 
Daughters mak e tha t promise ? If , jus t fo r example , th e 
partners died , the n wha t guarantee d th e futur e o f th e 
company promisin g in-print eternity? 

Parke an d Jun e laughe d m y question s off . I  wa s to o 
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unworldly, the y tol d me ; I  didn' t understan d ho w busi -
nesses operated . The y wer e right . I  was unworldly , possi -
bly even other-worldly. Fa r fro m understandin g ho w busi -
nesses worked, I  did arithmeti c by counting on m y fingers. 
I was ordered t o stop worrying. I  decided t o stop worryin g 
and becom e a  true believer . I  felt safe with June and Parke , 
as i f my time fo r bein g a  beloved chil d ha d a t las t arrived . 
I was happ y t o le t the m hav e Lover;  I  feared tha t neithe r 
Lover no r I  was good enoug h fo r them . 

The onl y regre t I  had i n publishin g Lover  wit h Daugh -
ters—and I  suppressed it , i t seeme d audacious—wa s tha t 
Lover woul d no t b e reviewe d b y th e New  York  Times, 
whose polic y then , an d fo r som e time to come , was no t t o 
review origina l trad e paperbacks . Bu t th e physica l beaut y 
of th e Daughters ' edition s wa s wel l wort h th e los s o f th e 
Times. Th e elegantl y designe d cover s an d th e dimension s 
(eight an d a  hal f b y five  and a  half ) o f Daughters ' paper -
backs hav e no w bee n adopte d b y nearl y ever y goo d pub -
lisher—Virago, fo r example—bot h her e an d i n Europe , 
but i t wa s Daughters ' designer , Lorett a Li , wh o create d 
the look . 

When I  finished  Lover,  Park e an d I  had dinne r again . I 
handed ove r th e A& P brow n pape r ba g containin g th e 
manuscript an d Park e gav e m e a  compan y chec k fo r te n 
thousand dollars , th e sam e advance , Park e assure d me , 
that Rando m Hous e gav e it s authors o f thir d novels . Har -
court, Brace' s Hira m Haydn , i n 1969 , ha d give n m e on e 
thousand, si x hundre d dollar s fo r m y first  nove l Catching 
Saradove, an d tw o thousan d thre e year s late r fo r m y sec -
ond. I  was giddy wit h th e thril l o f bi g bucks a t last . Park e 
suggested w e d o som e drinkin g an d dancin g ove r a t Bon -
nie &c  Clyde's , a  movemen t ba r o n Wes t Thir d Street , t o 
recover an d celebrate . Afte r a  fe w hours , w e realize d tha t 
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we didn't have Lover;  on e of us had left the only complet e 
copy o f th e manuscrip t unde r th e restauran t table . W e 
found our waiter reading it . "Hot stuff/ ' h e said. 

I though t Daughter s wa s ho t stuff . Park e an d Jun e 
thought Daughter s wa s ho t stuff , an d wit h goo d reason . 
As fa r a s I  know, the y wer e th e onl y wome n aroun d a t 
that tim e wh o wer e puttin g s o muc h mone y wher e femi -
nism's mouth was. 

I'm extravagan t i n m y affection s whil e the y last . Com -
pare me, if you will, to Tosca or to the family dog: I'm the 
very mode l o f th e chea p date . Park e an d June le d m e t o 
believe (tha t is , they lie d t o me ) tha t the y wer e gamblin g 
every cent they had on Daughters. Parke, for instance, had 
given u p he r law caree r t o wor k full-tim e fo r th e compa -
ny's success . I  imagined wha t Jun e ha d give n up ; what I 
imagined he r givin g u p wa s wha t I  would hav e spen t a 
fortune o n i f I' d ha d one : Europe , wit h specia l attentio n 
to Ital y an d France . M y eye s glaze d ove r wit h her o wor -
ship. Whe n peopl e starte d complainin g t o m e tha t Jun e 
tried t o ra m he r politic s dow n thei r throat s an d slappe d 
them upsid e th e head , i n a  manner o f down-sout h speak -
ing, whe n the y faile d t o swallo w he r ver y har d line , I 
would tr y t o explai n awa y thei r indignatio n b y urgin g 
them t o look,  Jun e could b e whiling awa y pleasan t hour s 
in Pari s righ t now , o r soakin g he r tootsie s i n th e Ba y o f 
Naples, or lounging in a gondola—but instead.  .  . s o th e 
least we ca n do i s be tolerant. Nobod y swallowe d m y line 
either. 

After I  gave June an d Park e Lover,  I  gradually hande d 
over mos t o f m y lif e t o the m an d to Daughters . I  justified 
my self-abando n b y maintainin g tha t I  was mergin g m y 
personal with my political i n an area (writing and publish-
ing) fo r whic h I  was mos t suited . I  thought ho w luck y I 
was that they wanted me. 
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Since 1972 , I' d ha d full-tim e employmen t a t Richmon d 
College of th e Cit y Universit y o f Ne w York , wher e I  taught 
in th e Women' s Studie s program . I  ha d othe r serious , 
time-consuming responsibilites , both professiona l an d per -
sonal, a s well . I  ha d been , excep t emotionally , a  self -
sustaining adul t sinc e I  was sixteen . Bu t i n 1976 , shortl y 
after Lover  wa s published , Jun e aske d m e t o tak e o n al l 
her editoria l wor k s o tha t sh e could writ e full-time . With -
out pausing to consider when, with bot h a  full- and a  part -
time job—and a  life—I woul d find  tim e to write myself , I 
accepted. M y mother' s chie f contributio n t o m y upbring -
ing ha d bee n t o bea t m y leg s an d bac k wit h a  walkin g 
cane ever y tim e sh e though t tha t I  was , i n he r words , 
"showing off " o r giving the appearance o f believin g tha t I 
was "bette r tha n othe r people. " B y th e tim e I  me t Jun e 
and Parke , I  had becom e s o adept a t self-effacemen t tha t I 
could mak e mysel f disappea r a t will . M y mothe r tol d m e 
that becaus e o f me , she' d bee n cheate d o f everythin g sh e 
ever wanted . I  am, t o thi s day , ver y carefu l neve r t o com -
pete with othe r women; I  will go to any amount o f troubl e 
to hel p a  woma n ge t wha t sh e say s sh e wants ; i f I  mus t 
sacrifice somethin g I  wan t i n th e process , s o muc h th e 
better. Sometime s thi s behavio r i s mistaken fo r feminism ; 
it is penance. 

I understoo d immediatel y tha t i t wa s mor e importan t 
for Jun e t o writ e tha n fo r m e t o write . June , I  woul d 
eventually realize , also thought tha t i t was more importan t 
for he r t o write , so much mor e so , in fact , sh e would hav e 
preferred tha t I  stop writing altogether . 

After a  while , Park e an d Jun e bega n pressurin g m e t o 
resign fro m m y assistan t professorshi p a t Richmon d Col -
lege an d wor k exclusivel y fo r Daughters . Neithe r offere d 
me a n ordinar y reaso n t o d o so , such a s a  salar y equa l t o 
what th e Cit y Universit y pai d me , healt h insurance , a 
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pension—nor eve n a n extraordinar y reason . I  was sup -
posed to do it simply because they wanted me to do it. N o 
mundane consideration  prevente d m e fro m givin g the m 
what they wanted, i t was rather a fear of being eaten alive 
combined wit h th e twitching s o f som e half-paralyze d adul t 
instinct fo r surviva l tha t kep t m e full-tim e a t Richmon d 
until 1976 . Bu t I  wondered wh y the y wante d m e aroun d 
full-time, an d fo r what ? Daughter s simpl y didn' t hav e 
enough wor k t o justif y m y full-tim e employmen t unles s I 
added mos t o f Parke' s work—bookkeeping , mailings , 
dealing with the printers, etc.—to m y editorial duties, and 
this wa s clearl y impossible . A s w e al l knew , I  was inep t 
with mone y an d th e arithmeti c tha t handlin g mone y de -
mands; Parke , furthermore , woul d neve r hav e pu t th e 
secrets of the company's accoun t books into my hands. 

But in 1974 , whe n the y wer e leanin g heavil y o n m e t o 
say i t out loud— J am  thine! —I was , in any event, nearl y 
always on duty a t Daughters i n one way o r another whe n 
I wasn't teaching . Park e was running the ordinary day-to-
day business of publishing with intelligence and keen com-
petence; distribution , however , wa s a n on-going proble m 
for her , fraugh t wit h stres s an d anxiety . Excep t fo r ga y 
and women' s bookshop s (an d ther e wer e the n relativel y 
few), other , general-subjec t boo k dealer s an d thei r cus -
tomers were still wary of taking a chance on such unfamil -
iar, sometime s openl y lesbian , writing . Th e gran d desig n 
for Daughter s tha t June an d Park e had conceived—beat -
ing Rando m Hous e a t it s ow n game—wa s bein g contin -
ually frustrated i n the marketplace. 

Nor wer e women , movemen t women , livin g u p t o th e 
partners' expectation s a s boo k buyers . I  think no w tha t 
it's possible tha t neithe r Park e nor June, sheltered a s they 
were fro m th e exigencie s o f ordinar y women' s lives , eve r 
fully understoo d that , fo r most , buyin g book s wa s a n 
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unconsidered luxury ; althoug h bot h June an d Park e kne w 
the fact s o f life—tha t wome n wer e (an d stil l are ) pai d 
considerably les s for wor k tha n men , and tha t mos t wome n 
who wer e singl e mother s led—an d stil l d o lead—live s 
devoted t o acquirin g th e bar e necessities—neithe r ha d 
directly experience d thos e disquietin g conditions : s o the y 
resisted an d ignore d them . A s well , i t bewildered , an d 
often downrigh t aggravate d them , t o se e women wh o ha d 
some discretioner y mone y spendin g i t o n a  nigh t out , i n 
company, instea d o f o n Daughters ' books . The y als o 
avoided lookin g a t the bottom line : that mos t people, men 
as wel l a s women , woul d rathe r d o nearl y anythin g tha n 
read unles s th e boo k i s "useful " nonfictio n o r escapis t 
fiction; an d it' s cookbook s an d children' s book s tha t ar e 
the entirel y dependabl e sellers . Th e wa r agains t Rando m 
House was being constantly lost . 

Given their temperaments—Parke an d June were highly 
competitive, ambitious , an d proud ; the y wer e quic k t o 
take offense , the y ofte n perceive d offens e wher e non e wa s 
intended; an d the y di d no t easil y tolerat e frustratio n o r 
disappointment—it isn' t surprisin g tha t th e partners wer e 
frequently i n a  state o f emotiona l turmoi l whic h to o ofte n 
was directed a t outsider s i n the for m o f insult s an d hostil e 
confrontations. Man y o f thos e outsider s wer e people wh o 
could hav e don e Daughter s an d it s author s considerabl e 
good. 

Part-time editoria l work , fo r whic h I  wa s fairl y paid , 
soon bega n t o includ e unpai d labor : witnessin g th e ofte n 
violent persona l fights  betwee n Jun e an d Parke ; monitor -
ing thei r ofte n combativ e meeting s wit h writers ; tryin g t o 
con peopl e who m th e partner s ha d insulte d int o believin g 
that the y hadn' t reall y bee n insulted ; an d consultin g wit h 
the partner s ove r thei r growin g enemie s list . Th e "ene -
mies" I  kne w o f wer e thos e wh o ha d disappointe d o r 
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frustrated th e partner s b y no t buyin g June's lesbian-fem -
inist part y line—an d then , havin g bee n offende d b y th e 
partners, offended the m in return. 

By th e tim e th e partner s dissolve d Daughters , th e ene -
mies list included al l of mainstrea m an d women's publish -
ing, the entire membership of the women's movement , and 
last but not least, the only good Indian , me. 

Almost fro m th e beginnin g o f ou r association , ever y 
move I  made awa y fro m Jun e an d Parke , n o matte r ho w 
slight o r temporary, me t with thei r displeasure , the n wit h 
suspicion (consortin g wit h th e enemies), and with charge s 
of "disloyalty. " M y heros , friends , publishers , an d em -
ployers were underneat h i t all a  creature known a s folie a 
deux, which consciously, and conscientiously, never stopped 
trying t o tur n itsel f int o a n a  trois.  It' s hard t o fin d goo d 
help: bu t Batman , perforce , need s hi s Robin , th e Lon e 
Ranger hi s Tonto , an d eve n seethin g paranoid s crav e 
someone to lean on. 

Soon I  was seeing my friends on the sly; after a  while, I 
woke u p on e mornin g an d realize d tha t I  never sa w m y 
old friend s an y longer—an d tha t I  didn' t kno w ho w t o 
see the m withou t Park e an d Jun e finding  out . I  couldn' t 
understand why I  was afraid o f their finding out, nor did I 
yet understan d wh y i t wa s s o crucia l t o the m fo r m e t o 
know onl y th e tw o o f them . The y onc e berate d m e fo r 
inviting the eminent scholar and critic Catharine R. Stimp-
son ove r fo r a  drin k withou t first  askin g fo r thei r ap -
proval, and for not asking them over as well. I  waffled. By 
"berated," I mean the sort of loud, infuriated name-callin g 
and sin-listing inquisitoria l attac k know n a s verbal abuse . 
I was afrai d tha t Park e wa s goin g t o hi t me ; mor e ofte n 
than not, when words failed to score the point she wanted 
to make, Parke used her fists. 
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The trut h wa s tha t I  didn' t wan t the m t o becom e ac -
quainted wit h m y friend s an y mor e tha n the y wante d m e 
to hav e an y friend s othe r tha n th e tw o o f them . I  wa s 
afraid tha t one , o r both , woul d las h ou t a t peopl e I  cher -
ished. I  had learned m y lesson early on when I  invited June 
to mee t m y deares t friend , th e painte r Louis e Fishman . I 
don't recal l th e preliminarie s bu t i n shor t orde r afte r th e 
introductions, Jun e was , unprovoked , ragin g a t Louise , 
insulting her life , her work , he r background , whil e reserv -
ing specia l (an d mysterious ) contemp t fo r th e fac t tha t 
Louise ha d playe d basketbal l i n hig h school . Louise' s re -
sponse wa s sensible . She put o n he r coa t an d quietl y wen t 
out th e doo r a s i f sh e were backin g awa y fro m a  barking , 
potentially dangerous , dog . 

I put th e scene out of m y mind. Unless I  wanted t o wal k 
out behin d Louise—an d t o m y eternal shame , I  did not — 
I would hav e to , a t al l costs , avoi d thinkin g abou t June' s 
assault. I  pu t i t ou t o f m y mind—an d kep t i t i n tha t 
overcrowded "ou t there"—unti l now : tha t i s to say , thei r 
tyranny ove r me , and m y cooperation i n being tyrannized , 
survived thei r deaths . June ha s bee n dead , a t thi s writing , 
for te n years ; Park e die d i n Februar y 1992 , les s tha n a 
year ago . 

Beneath th e fragil e gift-wra p o f he r professe d politics , 
June Arnol d regarde d herself , b y virtu e o f he r socialit e 
Houston upbringing , a s a  singula r aristocrat ; a s such , sh e 
tended eithe r t o patronize o r lavish disdain on any woma n 
(or man ) withou t clas s characteristic s sh e coul d honor . I t 
was a s simpl e a s this : Louis e ha d playe d basketball ; Jun e 
had grow n u p ridin g he r family' s horses . Poverty irritate d 
June; sh e understoo d tha t on e migh t b e bor n poo r bu t t o 
go o n bein g poo r int o adulthood , sh e felt , demonstrate d 
either a n annoyin g weaknes s o f intellect , o r som e pre -
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embryonic poo r judgmen t i n no t gettin g onesel f bor n a n 
heiress, o r som e pervers e refusa l t o gra b hol d o f th e leg -
endary bootstraps and give them a good yank. 

It was, however, the "common" woman who was being 
canonized b y radica l an d lesbia n feminis m i n thos e days : 
the mor e victimize d b y sexis m o r b y patriarcha l institu -
tions, th e more , s o t o speak , sainted . Ther e wa s a n un -
spoken tabo o agains t persona l ambition . "Using " th e 
movement t o achiev e individua l goal s wa s tantamoun t t o 
committing th e morta l si n o f "betrayin g th e revolution, " 
or betraying the women's movement , or all women. I t was 
also a  time in feminism , coincidentally , whe n mothers , a s 
opposed to fathers, could do no wrong—a respons e to the 
Freud-inspired years of blaming mothers for everything. 

Daughters, t o som e extent , practice d th e politic s Jun e 
preached, b y publishin g literatur e b y women overwhelm -
ingly trappe d in circumstances beyon d thei r control— Born 
to Struggle  by May Hobbs, for example, and A True  Story 
of a Drunken Mother  b y Nancy Le e Hall, and / Must  Not 
Rock b y Linda Marie. 

But i n rea l life , Jun e wa s dealin g wit h he r feminis t 
embarrassment (no t guilt : goo d feminist s ha d nothin g t o 
feel guilty about) over hiring a maid and having the money 
to pay her well, by tying a big pink ribbon around the new 
mop she'd bought her, as if it were a gift. 

Without money , class , o r horses , I  could onl y assum e 
that what separated me , in June's view, from the commo n 
feminist her d wa s m y smal l literar y distinction . Bu t i t 
wasn't enough. June wanted m e cut out of th e herd abso-
lutely. June decided, an d Park e went alon g with it , that i t 
would b e better al l aroun d i f I  came from a  more sociall y 
acceptable background, one rather more like hers or Parke's. 

June's politic s wer e b y an d larg e fo r publi c consump -
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tion only . Sh e swore , fo r example , b y on e o f th e mos t 
fundamental tenet s o f th e women' s movement , th e on e o n 
which consciousness-raising , th e firs t ste p toward s libera -
tion, wa s based : tha t on e woma n wil l unquestionabl y be -
lieve wha t anothe r woma n disclose s abou t he r life an d th e 
nature o f he r background . Privately , however , Jun e per -
sisted i n revertin g t o type . I n on e o f m y mos t memorabl e 
encounters wit h th e partners, I  learned tha t after clos e an d 
careful consideration , Jun e ha d decide d tha t I  mus t b e 
lying abou t th e circumstance s o f m y birt h an d upbringin g 
in order t o gain movemen t credentials . Nobody,  sai d June, 
could b e a s bright , a s educated , a s goo d a  writer , a s wel l 
spoken an d wel l mannere d (an d s o forth ) a s I  was—ye t 
come fro m th e deprive d circumstance s an d crue l mothe r I 
had onl y ver y slightly , an d ver y casually , filled  he r an d 
Parke i n on . It' s impossible , sai d June , we  do  not  believe 
you. 

While I  was profoundl y move d an d impresse d b y wome n 
such a s Lind a Marie , wh o coul d tel l th e stor y o f he r 
horrific childhoo d i n clean , spare , glowin g languag e (i n / 
Must Not  Rock,  whic h I  had th e hono r o f editing) , I  wa s 
myself s o ashame d o f bein g m y mother' s victim , an d o f 
my helplessnes s i n he r power , I  mad e ever y attemp t t o 
conceal th e fact s o f m y earl y lif e eve n fro m intimates , eve n 
from myself : I  had , fo r example , spen t mos t o f th e first 
four year s o f m y lif e i n a  crib whic h was , i n effect , a  cage ; 
my mothe r ha d ordere d a  sixt h sid e carpentere d fo r it , a 
hinged "lid " tha t locked m e insid e fo r mos t o f th e da y an d 
all th e nights . On e da y m y fathe r wa s move d t o tak e m e 
out o f th e cag e an d destro y it . Withi n th e hour , h e bega n 
teaching m e hi s danc e routines . I  di d no t thin k o f mysel f 
as a  victim ; I  though t o f mysel f a s incredibl y lucky . I'd 
escaped, I' d survived ; I  was therefor e undamaged : wasn' t 
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I? I f anything , I  had embellishe d m y childhoo d fo r Jun e 
and Park e t o mak e i t seem reasonabl y "normal " t o the m 
—more eccentric than awful . 

I began very gradually re-enterin g the world three years 
ago i n m y ow n circuitous , aberran t fashion , throug h ex -
tremes o f physica l exercise . Afte r a  while , I  remembere d 
that th e on e thin g durin g m y childhoo d tha t I' d love d 
(beside beauty ) wa s dancin g with m y father . S o I  added a 
dance class to the extremes of physica l exercise . My teacher 
is the dancer an d choreographer , Bet h Easterly . There are 
more ways than one to exit a cage. In my case, it has taken 
more tha n on e dance r t o unloc k th e li d an d hel p m e out . 
I'm out ; I  am , fo r instance , writin g thi s introductio n t o 
Lover an d on e o f m y novels-in-progress , You,  i s nearl y 
complete. 

When Jun e declare d tha t the y did  not  believe  m e sh e 
was within her rights, but for the wrong reasons. I did not 
fight back, althoug h I  might hav e used the opportunity t o 
tell Park e an d June th e unvarnishe d truth ; but within th e 
topsy-turvy contex t o f June' s disbelie f (tha t th e earth' s 
disinherited canno t acquir e manner s and education , or be 
gifted), th e trut h woul d hav e worsene d m y positio n be -
cause the truth was much worse than the "eccentric" half-
truths I'd told her. And when June was convinced that she 
was right nothing could persuad e her that she was wrong . 
And unde r certai n kind s o f attack , i f th e attack s com e 
from women , I  become paralyzed . I  was paralyzed . I  fel t 
that June , an d Park e wit h her , ha d unscrewe d m y hea d 
and filled  m y bod y wit h bucket s o f melancholy . I  fel t a s 
helpless a s a  beaten child . I  had n o words . I  don't recal l 
how I  replied to the charges. Apologetically, n o doubt . 

On the other hand , I  couldn't brin g myself t o commit a 
version of suicide on June's behalf. I  clung to the identity I 
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had disclosed ; i t wasn' t much , bu t i t wa s al l mine . Jun e 
never stopped disbelieving it. 

Aside fro m th e stunningl y classis t (an d positivel y un -
American) attitud e buil t int o June' s disbelief , ther e wa s 
the partners' ongoing conviction tha t if they battered lon g 
enough an d har d enoug h a t wha t I  ha d indee d com e 
from, an d stil l wa s (despit e th e renovation s I' d don e o n 
myself) the y migh t eventuall y eras e m y differenc e fro m 
them—my origins , m y memories , m y history , an d m y 
people. 

Doing awa y wit h m y difference , th e stuff o f m y huma n 
individuality an d of my art, would also serve another vital 
purpose. Separat e a  writer fro m he r typewriter an d she'l l 
find a pencil; separate her from her autobiography, throug h 
disbelief, an d sh e wil l becom e silent : an d Jun e kne w it . 
The patriarch y ha d bee n successfull y employin g th e tech -
nique for a long time. 

June an d Park e ha d filled  m y day s an d night s wit h 
personal an d professiona l crises ; nonetheless , I  wa s stil l 
writing. Furthermore, Lover  wa s receiving the sort of crit -
ical attentio n Jun e ha d crave d fo r he r secon d novel , The 
Cook and  the  Carpenter  an d fo r he r third , Sister  Gin. 
Worse, I  was th e secon d novelis t publishe d b y Daughter s 
who, Jun e fel t strongly , ha d gotte n mor e attentio n tha n 
she deserved. 

June and Park e becam e lover s i n the lat e sixties . The first 
half o f Daughters ' life wa s locate d i n Plainfield , Vermont , 
where June owne d a  farm . Later , June an d Park e move d 
into th e to p floo r o f June' s Manhatta n lof t building , bu t 
kept th e farm . Park e bough t th e townhous e o n Charle s 
Street i n Greenwic h Villag e t o serv e a s compan y head -
quarters; the Charle s Stree t house als o gave Parke a place 
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absolutely her s t o escap e t o whe n th e fights  wit h June , 
which wer e usuall y ove r June's involvemen t wit h lesbian -
feminist politics an d presses, began t o escalate . Park e called 
sleeping a t Charle s Stree t "runnin g awa y fro m home. " 
June had her own escape hatches. She would retreat to the 
farm o r ren t smal l apartment s i n th e Village , wher e sh e 
wrote an d saw movemen t friend s privately . June's politic s 
had alway s mad e Park e nervous : that' s ho w Park e put it , 
"They make me nervous." 

Ironically, June' s politic s ar e wha t brough t the m to -
gether. June was one of a  group of women who, in the late 
sixties, too k ove r a  long-abandone d city-owne d buildin g 
on Eas t Thir d Stree t an d mad e it , rathe r comfortably , a 
shelter fo r wome n an d a  day-car e center . Whe n th e cit y 
ordered the m out , the y resisted ; th e cop s dragge d the m 
out. Parke was one of the lawyers who went downtown t o 
get th e wome n ou t o f jail . Park e tol d m e ho w June' s 
firebrand temperament initiall y thrille d her ; how glamor -
ous she seemed. Bu t Parke's romanc e with June's temper-
ament, an d th e politic s whic h inspire d it , wa s soo n re -
placed b y "nervousness, " which i n fac t was a  fear (whic h 
would graduat e int o paranoia ) o f June' s drawin g fire  a t 
the tw o o f the m fro m bot h th e societ y a t larg e an d fro m 
parts of th e movement June was a t war with, which even-
tually include d mos t o f th e women June had been with i n 
the Third Street action. 

June has been written about frequently, sometimes within 
the context of warm feminis t prais e for her fiction and her 
politics. Onc e i n a  while , a  fe w detail s o f June' s lif e ar e 
woven in with discussions of June's books. It always inter-
ests me to find that the writers generally assume that June, 
with sterling altruism, deliberately turne d her back on her 
Houstonian socia l ran k and discontinued an y immoderate 
personal us e of her wealth once she became a feminist and 
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a lesbian-feminis t an d a  publishe r o f book s b y women: a s 
if she had pulle d hersel f down  b y the bootstraps . 

In fact , June riske d nothing , an d los t nothing , when sh e 
left Housto n fo r Ne w Yor k an d th e women' s movement . 
She had absolut e contro l ove r he r fortune , an d ver y sensi -
bly sh e neve r neglecte d t o foste r it . Sh e never fel t th e cos t 
of Daughters , no r di d he r generou s handout s t o feminis t 
enterprises eve r mak e a  noticeable den t i n her wealth . Sh e 
enjoyed th e enviabl e positio n o f bein g abl e t o indulg e i n 
charity (an d bu y alliances ) withou t feelin g th e pinc h o f 
self-sacrifice. Sh e onc e tol d m e tha t sh e wa s alway s ver y 
careful no t t o give to feminis t cause s any o f the money sh e 
meant he r childre n t o have . He r mother , sh e said , woul d 
want he r grandchildre n raise d a s muc h a s possible a s sh e 
had been , and wel l taken car e of afte r he r death . 

When th e partners decide d t o terminate Daughters , an d 
retreat fro m Ne w Yor k int o Houston , the y migh t hav e 
sold th e compan y t o othe r women . Tha t the y di d no t 
allow Daughter s t o continue , i n ne w hands , publishin g 
women's writing which migh t otherwise never see the light 
of day , wa s thei r revenge , thei r particula r Te t offensive , 
against wome n i n genera l an d th e women' s movemen t i n 
particular. 

As wel l a s money , Jun e brough t t o a  movemen t deter -
mined t o creat e equalit y no t onl y wit h men , bu t amon g 
women, a  profoundl y inbre d sens e o f superiorit y an d a 
bottomless need to be recognized a s an exceptional woman . 

Born i n Sout h Carolina , Octobe r 27 , 1926 , Jun e wa s 
raised i n Houston , wher e sh e wa s a  debutante ; sh e wen t 
to Vassa r bu t afte r a  yea r transferre d t o Ric e Universit y 
back hom e i n Houston . Accordin g t o June , th e Vassa r 
girls wer e "snobs; " the y didn' t regar d Texan s a s thei r 
social peers . Attendin g Vassa r wa s June' s first  attemp t t o 
gain statu s i n th e Northeast : wher e statu s counted . Leav -
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ing Vassa r wa s he r first flight  bac k t o established , albei t 
provincial, status . Jun e ha d al l th e well-know n vanities , 
and thin-skinne d pride , of th e Texas millionaires . Sh e ofte n 
spoke o f ho w ''cultured " (despit e th e fac t tha t the y wer e 
Texan?) he r mother , an d he r mother' s family , th e Wor -
thams, were . Th e famil y mone y wa s mad e i n cotto n an d 
insurance. I n Texas, cotton an d insuranc e counte d a s "old " 
money. The parvenus wer e int o oil . 

After colleg e an d a  tou r o f Europe , Jun e marrie d an d 
bore five  children , on e o f who m die d i n earl y childhood . 
She eventually divorce d Mr . Arnol d because , she told me , 
he was using up so much o f her money in business failures . 
But no t lon g afterward , accordin g t o wha t sh e tol d me , 
she went to New Yor k and married a  "Jewish psychiatrist " 
whose rol e a s he r Ne w Yor k husband , sh e said , wa s t o 
give he r a n excus e t o liv e i n Ne w York , awa y fro m he r 
mother. June too k he r secon d husban d dow n t o Housto n 
to mee t th e family . A t the bi g barbecue throw n t o fet e th e 
newlyweds, June's ne w husban d fel l i n love with al l thing s 
Texan an d refuse d t o return t o New York . So she divorced 
him too . Otherwise , June tol d me , she' d ha d lot s o f mal e 
lovers befor e sh e me t Parke : whic h i s the wa y i t was , sh e 
explained, fo r prett y an d popula r Housto n socialite s i n 
her day ; sh e woul d rathe r hav e bee n a  lesbian , o f course , 
but she couldn't find  an y lesbian s to be a lesbian with . 

One o f th e bigges t an d loudes t fights  th e partner s wen t 
through i n my presence was about sex . It was bad enough , 
according t o Parke , tha t Jun e ha d ha d se x wit h me n bu t 
she als o suspecte d tha t a  woma n love r wa s lurkin g i n 
June's past . Park e hate d th e fac t tha t Jun e ha d ha d an y 
lovers, male or female , before her . Sometimes Parke could , 
in a  self-satirizin g way , jok e abou t he r jealousy . I  remem -
ber some madcap murderou s scheme s she came up with t o 
punish June's first  husband fo r eve r laying a hand o n her . 
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I ofte n fel t tha t June , afte r th e honeymoo n wor e off , 
was no t a t al l happ y wit h Park e sexually . Park e wa s a 
romantic an d sh e had a  romantic's nee d fo r June to be th e 
romantic's idea l o f womanhood , th e chaste-and-mallea -
ble-maiden par t o f the ideal especially . 

Ruinously a t work i n Parke an d June's relationshi p wa s 
Parke's enormou s nee d fo r th e kin d o f securit y whic h 
demands an all-encompassing monogamy, historical as well 
as current . The y joine d force s t o deman d o f m e "monog -
amy" wit h them . Lon g befor e the y caugh t m e in be d wit h 
J. Edga r Hoover , the y ha d mor e tha n onc e heavil y hinte d 
that I  might b e bette r of f withou t lovers . As I  write this , I 
realize that i t wasn't Louis e Fishman's hig h school basket -
ball playin g tha t mad e June attac k her , i t was becaus e I' d 
had a n affai r wit h Louise , an d ha d bee n i n lov e with her , 
and continue d t o lov e her . 

Parke Bowma n wa s intrinsicall y shy , passive , an d fear -
ful o f ever y kin d o f rejection . Sh e showe d ever y sig n o f 
being deepl y inhibite d sexually ; he r personalit y wa s th e 
opposite o f June's . Both , however , go t a  kic k ou t bein g 
verbally abusiv e (the y calle d i t "honesty; " wha t I  hear d 
was sadism) , an d Park e als o enjoye d becomin g physicall y 
violent. I  find i t probable tha t Park e fel t tha t beatin g u p a 
woman wa s someho w mor e "decent " tha n havin g se x 
with a  woman . Sh e smile d whil e sh e wa s doin g it ; sh e 
seemed orgasmicall y blisse d afterward . 

In on e blisterin g scen e I  was priv y to , June argue d tha t 
any woman—Parke, fo r instance—o f he r generation wh o 
had no t gone to bed with me n back in the days when ther e 
weren't enoug h lesbian s to go around wasn' t sexua l enoug h 
to b e a real lesbian . There was a  lot o f more-lesbian-than -
thou one-upmanshi p goin g o n i n th e movemen t then : th e 
fewer th e me n you' d gon e t o be d with , th e mor e lesbia n 
you were . Bu t Jun e wa s no t s o muc h regrettin g Parke' s 
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lack o f heterosexua l experienc e a s sh e wa s marshalin g a 
defense against possible movement charges that she wasn't 
lesbian enough to understand and write well about lesbian 
experience. A s fa r a s I  know , thos e charge s wer e neve r 
made against June or her writing. But New York feminis m 
was electri c wit h charge s an d countercharge s durin g th e 
seventies. June couldn't exactly pretend to be a poor woman, 
not wit h he r rea l estat e an d he r publishing company , bu t 
she wasn' t abou t t o hav e he r extensive heterosexua l past , 
which included fou r children, used against her. 

With a  few well-chose n word s (including , "Th e reaso n 
you screwed guys so much is because you're a slut") Parke 
responded t o June's charges tha t she wasn't lesbia n enoug h 
by redefining insanity and sanity: Insanity, Parke said, was 
a woma n wit h th e moral s o f a  slu t wh o think s tha t th e 
way t o become a  lesbian i s to go t o bed with a  lot a  men; 
sanity, however , wa s a  lesbia n wh o control s he r anima l 
urges until she finds "true love": as she had. 

I always ha d a  hankering to get int o some serious lega l 
trouble so that Parke could win my case in court. 

Parke ha d enjoye d consummate d "tru e love " i n onl y 
one relationshi p wit h a  woman befor e sh e me t June. Sh e 
was b y natur e deepl y conservativ e an d conventional ; sh e 
voted a  straigh t Democrati c ticke t mainl y becaus e sh e 
hated Richar d Nixon' s guts . "Tru e love " meant marriag e 
for life. 

But "anima l urges " sometime s overwhelme d Parke' s 
high moral tone . On many occasions, Parke decided that I 
was he r true love . I  am reasonabl y certai n tha t eac h wa s 
preceded by a quarrel with June. Compared to June, I was 
easy t o contro l an d manipulate ; an d Park e was a  contro l 
freak of the first water. But I was not so much controllable 
during m y lif e wit h Daughters , Inc. , a s ver y agreeable , 
evasive, an d diplomatic . I  was th e unreconstructe d femi -
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nine (o r th e unreconstructe d daughte r o f m y mother) ; I 
was vulnerabl e t o bullying , I  would d o nearl y anythin g t o 
please. On e night , I  wa s a t hom e alon e writin g Lover. 
Parke ran g m y bell , marche d upstairs , smashe d a  ver -
mouth bottl e agains t m y kitche n stove , an d go t dow n o n 
her knee s an d declare d tha t sh e wa s i n lov e wit h me , 
would I  run awa y wit h her ? I  replied, evasively , diplomat -
ically, tha t se x an d runnin g awa y togethe r woul d destro y 
our friendship . Thi s answe r seeme d t o mollif y her . An -
other tim e (w e wer e closete d i n th e Vermon t farmhous e 
pantry whos e shelve s displaye d a  survivalist' s suppl y o f 
canned peti t pois) , sh e insiste d tha t I  promis e he r tha t 
when I  turne d fifty—no t before , no t after— I woul d 
"marry" her . Sh e wa s serious . Sh e sai d tha t Jun e woul d 
probably b e dea d b y th e tim e I  wa s fifty—a  miserabl e 
prediction tha t miserabl y cam e true . I  wa s i n m y mid -
thirties at the time; June was eleven years older than I  was. 
I don' t recal l wha t I  answered ; possibl y I  lied , an d sai d 
Why not?  I  love d Parke' s char m an d humor ; i t wa s he r 
body I  was rejecting , bu t I  couldn't brin g mysel f t o insul t 
her body . Parke feared rejection , I  feared rejecting . 

I was no t a s diplomatic a s I  thought I  was; Parke kne w 
why, i n th e first  instance , I' d sai d no , an d i n th e second , 
the reaso n fo r m y evasiveness . Sh e neve r forgav e me , ye t 
she neve r stopped , behin d June' s back , tryin g t o seduc e 
me. With ever y rejection , he r hostility gre w and expresse d 
itself i n ways tha t range d fro m th e mea n (such  a s refusin g 
to le t m e ge t som e laundr y don e i n th e washe r an d drye r 
at compan y headquarters) , t o attack s o n m y friends , the n 
straight on t o eviction . 

One o f Parke' s favorit e form s o f reveng e wa s turnin g 
me, whe n sh e could , int o th e company' s scapegoat . Mid -
way durin g th e company' s lifetime , Jun e commissione d a 
novel fro m a  woman i n San Franciso , and, I  suppose, gave 
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her a n advance . Whe n th e complete d nove l arrived , nei -
ther partne r though t i t was an y good . I  wasn't allowe d t o 
read it . Th e write r ha d publishe d som e fine  shor t stories , 
so I  suggested tha t the y sen d th e manuscrip t bac k an d le t 
the write r tur n i t into a  collection o f storie s o r replac e th e 
novel wit h origina l stories ; I  reminded Jun e tha t master y 
of shor t fiction  di d no t necessaril y mea n eas e with novel -
length fiction. 

But Jun e wa s embarrasse d b y th e impuls e tha t ha d 
made he r commissio n th e work ; sh e ha d committed , i n 
her min d only , a  shamin g laps e o f judgment . Sh e wante d 
the whole matter t o disappear, a s if i t had neve r happened . 
Parke tol d m e that i n orde r t o protec t June' s reputation , I 
had t o retur n th e manuscrip t an d writ e a  rejectio n lette r 
to the author whic h sh e herself woul d dictat e to me. Parke 
stood ove r me , I  typed. The lette r was scathing and insult -
ing; i t wa s designe d t o demolis h th e author' s eg o an d 
make he r resis t an y ras h inspiratio n t o sho w i t aroun d t o 
her friend s an d associates . Then Park e tol d m e to sig n th e 
letter I' d typed ; m y name alone would b e at the bottom o f 
Daughters' stationery : whereupo n th e wor m turne d an d 
suggested tha t w e writ e anothe r kin d o f letter , th e sor t 
that points out t o a  writer tha t man y novel s commissione d 
by man y publisher s sometimes—ver y often , i n fact—don' t 
pan out . I f we send you r letter , said th e turned worm , thi s 
woman i s goin g t o hat e u s fo r th e res t o f he r life . Park e 
replied tha t I , not "us, " was going t o tak e the rap ; I  owed 
it t o th e company—fo r example , Lover  ha d no t earne d 
back o n sale s th e ten-thousand-dolla r advanc e she' d pai d 
me and probabl y neve r would . June adde d tha t th e write r 
deserved th e lette r fo r pretending , durin g June' s visi t t o 
her home , t o b e to o poo r t o affor d a  televisio n se t whe n 
everybody (an d everybody kne w it ) could affor d TV . 

The lette r Park e ha d dictate d wa s sent , wit h m y signa -
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ture only . Amnesi a ha s mercifull y erase d al l memorie s o f 
the responses I  got for that letter. 

Another book June commissioned tha t Daughters never 
published wa s Not  by  Degrees,  essay s i n feminis t educa -
tion collecte d an d edite d b y Charlott e Bunch . Not  by 
Degrees woul d hav e appeare d o n Daughters ' las t list . 
Charlotte di d he r work, th e boo k wa s ready ; bu t i t tran-
spired tha t June an d Park e had expected eac h essa y t o b e 
a diatrib e agains t Sagaris , a  feminis t educationa l institut e 
created by Joan Peters and Blanche Boyd, who was one of 
Daughters' authors . Sagari s ha d enjoye d a  groundbreak -
ing lif e spa n o f on e summe r durin g th e earl y seventie s i n 
Vermont. I  taught writing a t Sagaris. One of m y students, 
Dorothy Allison , woul d late r publis h he r award-winnin g 
novel Bastard  from  Carolina  a s a consequence o f her own 
courage an d talent . Charlott e Bunc h ha d taugh t feminis t 
theory a t Sagaris . Charlott e refuse d t o negat e th e Sagari s 
experience b y complyin g wit h Jun e an d Parke' s wishes . 
Not by  Degrees  wa s later published b y Crossing Press. 

In th e earl y seventies , Susa n Sonta g wa s diagnose d a s 
having drasticall y advance d cancer . Th e literar y commu -
nity, worldwide, was frightene d fo r her. One of he r friends, 
and mine , spok e o f he r fears i n front o f Parke . I t was no t 
long afte r Park e ha d decide d tha t I  would "marry " he r 
once Jun e wa s dead ; Park e suspecte d (a s i f I  were June ) 
that m y frien d an d I  were sleepin g together . O n th e basi s 
of that suspicion, she hated my friend . 

When m y frien d sai d tha t sh e wa s afrai d tha t Susa n 
Sontag migh t die , Park e promptl y replie d tha t sh e hope d 
that Susan Sontag would  die . June agreed with Parke. 

No matte r wha t I  sai d t o Jun e an d Park e abou t thi s 
assault o n m y friend' s feelings , thei r answe r wa s alway s 
the same , endlessl y repeated : Susa n Sonta g wasn' t a  fem-
inist, s o sh e didn' t deserv e an y pity ; i f Susan Sontag wer e 
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the literar y geniu s sh e though t sh e was , sh e woul d hav e 
long ag o sai d a  fe w goo d word s abou t Daughters ; Susa n 
Sontag, bein g "male-identified, " occupie d th e place in the 
literary firmament  which rightfull y belonge d t o June an d 
if th e women' s movemen t ha d don e it s work , instea d o f 
screwing aroun d s o much , the mal e literary establishmen t 
would b y no w hav e bee n replace d b y Daughters , starrin g 
June instead of Susan Sontag. 

Parke wa s secretiv e an d close-mouthe d abou t he r per -
sonal life , he r background , an d he r politica l beliefs . Sh e 
behaved a s i f a  sort o f Hous e o n Un-America n Activities , 
manned by a sort of Joseph McCarthy and Roy Cohn, had 
its ear s t o he r groun d waitin g t o us e anythin g sh e migh t 
reveal abou t hersel f agains t her . It' s possible tha t he r ex -
treme reserv e happene d i n reactio n t o th e politica l de -
mands radica l an d lesbia n feminist s wer e makin g a t th e 
time: that class , racial , ethnic , and sexua l bounderie s sep-
arating women coul d be abolished only by a detailed pub-
lic disclosur e alon g thes e line s abou t one' s ow n life . 
Knowledge, in effect, would invariably bring about under-
standing of the "other," and understanding would accom -
plish a  unite d front . I t wa s acknowledge d tha t lesbians , 
especially poor and/or black and/or disabled (and so forth) 
lesbians, were the most "other." 

But Parke loathed bein g identified a s a lesbian, an d she 
was deepl y suspiciou s o f th e "mos t other, " who, sh e wa s 
certain, woul d b e breakin g dow n th e door s t o garne r fo r 
themselves he r money an d he r privileges o f ski n an d clas s 
if they were given half a  chance. 

Meanwhile, Jun e wa s ou t ther e competin g fo r move -
ment prestige b y proclaiming hersel f a  lesbian an d enthu-
siastically lettin g i t be known tha t Daughters was offerin g 
the great unwashed hal f a  chance. June made it impossible 
for Park e t o sta y absolutel y naile d i n th e closet . Whe n 
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June wa s addressin g women' s groups , o r givin g readings , 
Parke kep t hersel f i n th e dee p background : sh e didn' t 
want t o see m t o agre e wit h June' s lesbian-feminis t stanc e 
but a t th e sam e tim e sh e wante d t o b e aroun d t o defen d 
June i n case the "mos t other " wen t fo r June's highl y priv -
ileged throat . N o wonde r Park e was a  nervous wreck . 

Parke wa s bor n o n Februar y 7  i n eithe r 193 3 o r 1934 . 
She tol d m e tha t sh e ha d bee n raised , fo r a  while , b y he r 
parents i n Ne w Jersey , wher e sh e woul d eventuall y g o t o 
college and la w school . But while she and he r brother , sh e 
said, wer e stil l children , he r grandparent s decide d tha t 
they didn' t wan t Park e an d he r brothe r t o b e raise d b y 
"flappers," s o the y wen t t o cour t an d go t custod y o f th e 
two children . Park e gav e m e th e impressio n tha t he r par -
ents were a  sort o f jeunesse doree,  Ne w Jersey style . Park e 
also once told me that her father wa s someone very impor -
tant wit h th e Atomi c Energ y Commission . Whic h i s how , 
Parke told me , she'd learne d ho w t o keep her mout h shut ; 
loose lip s sin k ships , th e governmen t ha d warne d th e na -
tion durin g World Wa r II . 

Parke tol d m e tha t th e grandmothe r who' d raise d he r 
finally lived i n reclusive splendor i n a  big isolated hous e in 
upstate Ne w Yor k an d ordere d al l he r foo d (mostl y can s 
of peti t pois ) fro m S . S . Pierce . The conclusio n o f Parke' s 
life was no t unlik e her grandmother's . 

According t o Parke , sh e ha d severe d ever y connectio n 
with al l member s o f he r famil y ver y earl y on . Sh e neve r 
told m e why . Sh e wa s neutra l an d cautiou s whe n sh e 
talked abou t he r beginnings ; i f sh e ha d an y feeling s fo r 
her family , sh e did no t betra y the m t o me . Given th e mor e 
difficult aspect s o f he r personality—intolerant , hostile , 
judgmental, unforgiving— I imagin e tha t sh e wa s raise d 
harshly. When June spoke o f he r own upbringing , an d sh e 
did, frequentl y an d nostalgically , i t sounde d t o m e a s i f 
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she enjoyed endles s lov e an d spoiling , especiall y fro m he r 
mother. 

The first  write r Daughter s publishe d wh o go t mor e atten -
tion tha n Jun e fel t sh e deserve d was , o f course , Rit a Ma e 
Brown. 

Daughters Publishin g Company , Inc. , "Publisher s o f 
Fiction b y Women," wa s create d i n 197 2 t o disguise , an d 
legitimize, the fac t tha t June was force d t o resor t t o vanit y 
publishing. He r first  novel , Applesauce,  writte n whil e sh e 
was stil l livin g i n Houston , wa s publishe d i n 196 6 b y 
McGraw-Hill an d wa s reprinte d b y Daughter s te n year s 
later. 

She wrote he r second novel , The  Cook  and  the  Carpen-
ter, durin g he r first  tw o o r thre e year s wit h Park e i n 
Vermont. He r first  version o f the work wa s an explici t tal e 
of lesbian grand passion , a  roman a  clef of her relationshi p 
with th e "cook. " Tha t version , ha d Park e no t interfere d 
with it , migh t hav e gotte n th e mainstrea m publicatio n 
June wante d fo r it , althoug h probabl y no t unti l Jun e ha d 
excised th e gender-neutra l "na " sh e use d an d replace d i t 
with th e usua l pronouns . Bu t Parke , a s sh e would tel l m e 
in detail , wa s appalle d t o find  hersel f destine d t o b e i n 
print s o openl y a  lesbian . Sh e demande d fro m June , an d 
got, cuts , rewrites , equivocation , an d dens e disguise s i n 
the novel' s final  version . The  Cook  and  the  Carpenter  wa s 
rejected b y all the mainstream publishers . 

Hence, Daughters , a t a  tim e whe n Jun e stil l love d th e 
women's movement , whic h would , Jun e wa s certain , rec -
ognize he r feminis t literar y masterpiec e i n return . An d s o 
it did—th e educated , habitua l book-readin g par t o f th e 
women's movement , i n time , did sho w a  proper apprecia -
tion fo r The  Cook  and  the  Carpenter —but no t fas t enoug h 
and never , i n June's view , sufficiently. No r di d th e "right " 
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women (th e poe t Adrienn e Rich , fo r example , an d Susa n 
Sontag) eve r respon d appropriately , or , perhaps , a t all . 
What th e movemen t di d respon d to , immediately , an d 
with love , wa s anothe r nove l o n Daughters ' first  list , Ru-
by fruit Jungle  b y Rit a Ma e Brown . 

Rita Mae Brown' s first  nove l i s as far remove d fro m th e 
woeful traditio n o f th e Lesbia n Gothic k a s i t i s from The 
Cook and  the  Carpenter's  stylisti c mannerisms an d equiv -
ocation. Rubyfruit  i s a  funny , straightforwar d tal e o f th e 
picaresque adventure s o f Moll y Bolt , an d Moll y Bol t i s 
lesbian mens  sana  in  corpore  sano  entire . I n n o time , 
Molly Bol t becam e a  conquerin g heroine . T o a  greate r o r 
lesser extent , ever y woman , ga y o r straight , wh o rea d 
Rubyfruit wishe d sh e could b e more like Molly Bolt . 

Parke rejoice d i n Rubyfruifs  financial  success . Sh e ha d 
joined i n creating Daughter s t o becom e a  businesswoman . 
But Rit a Ma e Brown' s succes s humiliate d June . The pop -
ular acclai m Jun e ha d counte d o n fro m th e women' s 
movement ha d gon e t o someon e else ; no r wa s ther e an y 
praise forthcomin g fro m Ne w York' s literar y community . 
June's cover t purpose i n founding Daughter s was annulle d 
in littl e mor e tha n a  year . Nearl y a s demeaning , th e sam e 
mainstream house s tha t ha d rejecte d The  Cook  and  the 
Carpenter soo n bega n tryin g to buy the rights to Rubyfruit 
Jungle fro m Daughters . Park e wisel y hel d o n t o th e right s 
until sh e got what sh e considered to p dolla r i n the deal . 

Even worse , Rit a Ma e ha d unwittingl y score d anothe r 
sort o f triump h ove r June . Lik e Moll y Bolt , Rit a Ma e 
Brown wa s stil l i n he r twenties ; sh e wa s attractive , sex -
ually desirable, and sexuall y active . Rita Mae' s outrageou s 
mots, an d singula r fearlessness , couple d a s they were wit h 
warmth an d charm , endeare d he r t o mos t women . Jun e 
was ol d enoug h t o b e Rit a Mae' s mother . Jun e had , i n 
middle age , the bod y o f a  teenag e athlet e (bu t s o di d Rit a 
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Mae) bu t onl y Park e go t t o se e it . A t las t a  lesbian, June 
was confine d (i t was a s bad as being a wife) i n a relation-
ship wit h a  woma n wh o wasn' t al l tha t craz y abou t se x 
but wa s certainl y craz y whe n i t cam e t o sexua l jealousy . 
When June tried t o be charming, lik e Rit a Mae , sh e ofte n 
came of f lik e a  deep-frie d versio n o f Scarlett . Whe n sh e 
tried t o b e outrageous , sh e sounde d eithe r pompou s o r 
scary. Jun e ha d a  scant y sens e o f humor ; Rit a Ma e wa s 
able t o mak e peopl e laugh . U p fro m poverty , Rit a Ma e 
was a  self-mad e woman . I f anything , June' s wealt h miti -
tated agains t her in the women's movement , whic h tended , 
in that era, to equate poverty with politica l virtue . 

Officially, th e women's movement didn't have stars, but 
it was composed o f huma n being s so of course i t did; and 
Rita Mae, who ha d great native charisma a s well a s polit-
ical wit , wa s on e o f th e movement' s first  stars . Rit a Ma e 
had, in fact , alon g with Charlott e Bunch , and other mem-
bers of what was to become the Furies collective in Wash-
ington, D.C. , bee n amon g th e first  (during th e sixties ) t o 
posit, an d se e int o print , th e politic s o f lesbian-feminis m 
which Jun e espoused . Jun e ha d hoped , sinc e th e tim e o f 
the Third Street Building takeover, to be that too: a move-
ment star. 

Daughters' degeneration bega n with it s first list, a  year 
after it s foundin g i n 1973 , with—a s Jun e sa w it—th e 
unjust victor y o f a n inferio r woma n ove r a  superior one . 
The res t of tha t first list was , t o June, simply high-qualit y 
filler. 

Parke wa s prou d o f Rit a Mae' s success . Bu t a  unite d 
front wa s crucia l t o bot h o f th e partners . Park e finally, 
reluctantly, agreed with June that it  wasn't fair. 

June an d Park e ha d approve d o f al l m y manuscrip t 
choices unti l I  presente d the m wit h M . F . Beal' s Angel 
Dance. I t was lat e in the life o f Daughters , which was , by 
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1977, becomin g mor e o f a  armed camp than a  publishing 
company. Th e screw s wer e tightenin g o n Parke' s para -
noia, which sh e had latel y begu n t o expres s a s a  fear tha t 
"something migh t happen " t o Jun e i f Jun e didn' t with -
draw from public view. 

By then, however, June was up to littl e more than talk -
ing old-fashione d lesbian-feminis t can t a t nothin g mor e 
dangerous t o he r healt h tha n Moder n Languag e Associa -
tion Conventions . I  once listene d t o June sa y a t a n ML A 
seminar—which wa s perhaps entitled Whither  Clit  Lit? — 
"We've [Daughter s an d th e feminis t presses ] gotten ri d of 
harsh expressions lik e screw and spread your legs .  . . and 
reclaimed fa t and wrinkled as adjectives of beauty." Parke 
was fat, June was wrinkled, and leg-spreading in their bed 
was o n th e wane . Park e sa t besid e m e durin g June's pre -
sentation checking out the audience, some of whom, she'd 
warned me , woul d b e FB I agent s masqueradin g a s aca -
demics an d writers . Anyon e wh o couldn' t loo k he r in th e 
eye was an FBI agent. 

I hadn't take n Parke' s fixatio n o n FB I infiltratio n seri -
ously becaus e mor e ofte n tha n no t sh e mad e a  joke o r a 
game out of it. I was therefore surprised when the partners 
initially resiste d m y desir e t o publis h M . F . Beal' s Angel 
Dance: i n whic h a  strong-minde d feminis t revolutionary , 
who's survive d th e mal e lef t o f th e sixties , fights  her wa y 
through siniste r attack s fro m bot h th e lef t an d th e right , 
and ultimatel y enjoy s se x wit h a  women's movemen t sta r 
in a snowbound cabin . There was nothing wrong with the 
politics o f Angel  Dance  tha t I  could see , and i t was als o a 
heady novel of suspense written with confidence, ease , and 
sophistication. 

When I  (wrongly) persuade d Parke and June that Angel 
Dance wa s goin g to b e a bestseller jus t because I  loved it , 
they le t m e g o ahea d an d writ e M . F . Bea l a  lette r o f 
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acceptance. Workin g wit h M . F . Bea l wa s a n interestin g 
change fro m th e usual . As soon a s M. F . Beal returned he r 
signed contract , Park e tol d m e tha t she' d ha d wor d fro m 
Beal tha t whil e I  wa s workin g wit h he r o n th e book , I 
must unde r n o circumstance s sen d anythin g i n writin g t o 
her through th e mails; all editorial work ha d t o go on ove r 
the phone, bu t i t had t o b e over a  public pay phone , neve r 
a private one . 

What? 
Parke hinted darkl y tha t th e plo t o f Angel  Dance  migh t 

be base d o n th e author' s real-lif e experiences , which (Park e 
suspected) wer e replet e wit h dangerou s emissarie s fro m 
the right , an d desperadoe s fro m th e left , an d roughneck s 
from th e Federal Burea u o f Investigation . 

True t o form , I  di d a s I  wa s tol d b y th e boss . Park e 
liked m e t o cal l he r th e boss . I  enjoyed gettin g ou t o f th e 
office, eve n whe n th e loca l stree t nut s trie d t o hor n i n o n 
my pay-phon e conferences , bu t nothin g i n m y conversa -
tions wit h M . F . Bea l gav e m e reaso n t o believ e tha t sh e 
was anything bu t a  good novelis t wh o wante d th e bes t fo r 
her book . 

It too k m e a  while , bu t eventuall y I  understoo d wh y 
Parke wa s buyin g surveillance equipment , addin g lock s t o 
the company doors , and regularl y inspecting its telephone s 
for taps : governmen t taps . I  go t it ; Park e wasn' t playin g 
cloak-and-dagger games , she was dead serious . 

With considerabl e braggadoci o an d swagger , Park e ha d 
gone u p agains t "Rando m House " whe n she' d entere d 
into th e Daughters ' partnership . Sh e had , fo r years , pre -
cisely followe d th e rule s o f capitalis m t o achiev e succes s 
for Daughters , an d ha d openl y showe d he r contemp t fo r 
the feminis t presse s fo r no t bein g intelligen t enoug h (o r 
rich enough ) t o d o th e same . But , i n he r view , sh e ha d 
failed; "Rando m House " ha d won . Daughters , Park e felt , 
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had earned littl e mor e tha n a  small succes  d'estime —and 
that, onl y whe n sh e wa s talkin g t o th e righ t people: wh o 
were neve r th e "right " people , wh o wer e th e Ne w Yor k 
literary establishment . 

Inspired b y Angel  Dance,  Park e looke d i n anothe r 
direction fo r grandeu r o f anothe r kind . I f th e FB I wa s 
seeking t o find  incriminating evidenc e agains t Daughters , 
or t o plan t some , the n Daughter s wa s important . There -
ore th e FB I wa s afte r Daughter s becaus e Daughter s 
had t o b e important . I t was true , o f course , tha t th e FB I 
had routinel y monitore d feminis t meeting s an d individ -
uals since the sixties; and certain of the sisterhood who en-
tered th e women' s movemen t afte r workin g fo r left-win g 
causes wer e loath e t o giv e u p thei r dangerous-characte r 
identities. 

But we were, as I pointed out to Parke, entering the late 
seventies; I  suggeste d t o Park e tha t i t mus t b e commo n 
knowledge, even to the feds, that feminism a s a fomenting 
revolutionary forc e was no w a  back number i f i t had ever 
been a  numbe r a t all . Guil t b y association , Park e an -
swered, no w tha t we'r e publishin g Angel  Dance.  They'r e 
going to try to nail us. 

Angel Dance  wa s publishe d i n 1977 . Tha t sam e year , 
the Wome n i n Prin t Conferenc e tha t June ha d organize d 
among women' s presses , larg e an d small , nationwide , too k 
place during a  heat wave an d a  plague o f grasshopper s i n 
a deepl y rusti c Gir l Scou t cam p surrounde d b y cornfield s 
outside o f Omaha , Nebraska . Jun e wa s responsibl e fo r 
that choic e o f location . I t wa s centra l t o al l th e presses ; 
fairness wa s th e issue , no t comfort . Neithe r Park e no r I 
wanted t o summe r i n a  hot cornfield ; I  had waste d thre e 
days o f m y extrem e yout h wit h th e Gir l Scout s tryin g t o 
get a  clos e loo k a t som e eighteenth-centur y "chewe d pa -
per" chairs, s o I  hated th e though t o f a  Gir l Scou t camp . 
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But the Women i n Prin t Conferenc e wa s June's mos t am -
bitious sta b a t achievin g movemen t esteem . A  Nebrask a 
cornfield, a  Gir l Scou t camp—Nebrask a itself—woul d 
serve to demonstrate tha t she could b e a common woma n 
with the best of them. 

I told June that speaking as a common woman, I  myself 
preferred hote l rooms in San Francisco or New Orlean s to 
cornfields i n Nebraska. Park e told me to shut up, we'd get 
a kic k ou t o f slumming—besides , i f w e didn' t g o alon g 
with Jun e "somethin g migh t happe n t o her " out ther e i n 
the alien corn all by herself. 

At leas t a  hundred wome n i n prin t showe d up . We al l 
had to take turns going into Omaha to shop for food, then 
cook i t in the unrelieved heat.  Some of th e hundreds were 
vegetarians; some , macrobiotic ; som e spa t ou t anythin g 
with suga r i n it . Th e politic s o f foo d wa s unde r constan t 
discussion. I  don't cook . I  was finally  coerced int o repre -
senting three-personed Daughter s a t the stove , so one nigh t 
I fried fish and wrote o n th e chalkboard men u that i t was 
fried grasshoppers—free food , therefore the most feminis t 
food. 

There wa s a  majo r cornfiel d abuttin g th e cabi n wher e 
Parke, June, and I  slept. The first night of th e conference , 
while June wa s ou t workin g th e camp , Park e ha d a  loo k 
at th e cornfield , the n tiptoe d ove r t o m e an d whispere d 
this: The cornfiel d i s ful l o f FB I agents. I  laughed. Then I 
looked a t her . Sh e was tremblin g wit h fear , tear s were i n 
her eyes. I t got worse: The FBI , she was certain , had been 
monitoring feminis t presses , an d th e singl e feminis t pub -
lisher, fo r a  long time . Now tha t everybody wa s corralle d 
in on e place , they' d hav e a n eas y bust ; an y minute , th e 
feds woul d b e slappin g th e handcuff s o n ever y "pinko " 
woman i n th e Gir l Scou t camp , bu t they' d tak e June an d 
her first because the y wer e th e mos t important—an d be -
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cause June wa s a  well-known "ringleader. " She an d June 
were goin g t o th e slammer , they' d b e locke d i n separat e 
cells, sh e wa s neve r goin g t o se e June again . Park e bega n 
weeping. 

I was afrai d o f al l tha t high-as-an-elephant's-eye  cor n 
myself, bu t the n I' d alway s bee n a n indoo r type . I  made 
light o f th e corn y agents ; I  tried t o ree l Park e bac k i n b y 
reminding he r tha t wha t Daughter s did— all Daughter s 
did—was publis h fiction  b y women : therefor e nobody , 
but especiall y th e FBI , too k u s seriously . Fictio n wasn' t 
taken seriously , I  said, wome n wer e take n les s tha n seri -
ously; fiction by women? Just a big joke. 

Wrong. Wome n wer e dangerous,  lesbian s wer e eve n 
more dangerous , book s abou t dangerou s wome n .  . .  and 
so forth . 

If June, and Daughters , could ge t famous n o other way 
they wer e goin g t o ge t i t a s Mos t Wanted . Park e refuse d 
to slee p o r eat . Sh e crouched unde r a  window an d aime d 
her binoculars a t th e corn . I  went t o find June. I  told he r 
that Park e though t tha t th e FB I wa s hidin g i n th e corn -
fields an d tha t I  though t Park e wa s havin g a  nervou s 
breakdown. Jun e seeme d indifferent ; he r expressio n wa s 
blank. Sh e said tha t i f I  thought Park e was havin g a  ner-
vous breakdown, the n I  must fee l fre e to take her back t o 
New York ; then she returned to the business of Women in 
Print. I  returned t o Parke . O n m y way , i t struc k m e tha t 
June's response t o m y announcement wa s eeril y calm; my 
news, I  saw, wa s ol d new s t o her . B y the tim e I  regained 
Parke, I was convinced that June had traveled to Nebraska 
hoping fo r agent s in the cornfield . Mor e than one woma n 
whose ideal s an d persona l ambitio n ha d bee n disap -
pointed b y th e women's movemen t half-hope d t o achiev e 
immortality i n thos e day s b y becomin g a  marty r t o th e 
cause—and June wasn't the first. 
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I wen t an d score d som e spee d ( I didn' t inhale ) fro m a 
San Francisc o sister , the n tol d Park e tha t i f sh e woul d li e 
down an d gra b som e sleep , I' d kee p watch . I  kep t watc h 
until i t was time to go home . 

Once we were bac k i n Ne w York , June aske d m e neve r 
to bring up the matte r o f th e FB I in the cornfield again . 

Not al l o f th e FB I hysteria bounce d of f Angel  Dance  o r 
snaked it s way ou t o f th e partners ' delusion s o f grandeur . 
Shortly, i n the fal l o f 1977 , one o f June's favorit e "sister " 
presses, Diana , i n Baltimore , woul d suffe r a  devastatin g 
break-in an d subsequentl y ge t th e ferven t attentio n o f ever y 
woman i n th e feminis t pres s movement . Th e grapevin e 
was ho t wit h rumors : di d Case y Czarni k an d Colett a 
Reid, th e founder s o f Diana , d o i t t o themselves ? Wa s i t 
men? A  rival press? The  FBI? 

Parke and June certainly favore d th e FBI as the villains . 
Along with Angel  Dance  i t made for a n airtight conspirac y 
theory. June' s frustratio n an d ange r gre w mor e intense . 
She envied th e attentio n Dian a Pres s wa s getting . Eventu -
ally, Park e woul d arrang e fo r Daughter s t o b e threatene d 
by m y lover , J . Edga r Hoover . Throwin g m e ou t o f th e 
building wa s als o a  goo d wa y t o ge t eve n wit h m e fo r 
sleeping with somebod y beside s her . 

With Women i n Print unde r control , June, who though t 
of herself , an d Texas , a s southern , announce d tha t i t wa s 
time t o tak e th e South . Sh e ha d b y the n publishe d he r 
third novel , Sister  Gin,  whos e stor y wa s designe d t o per -
suade younge r wome n tha t i n spit e o f th e author' s privi -
leged upbringin g an d wealth , sh e wa s no t onl y a s politi -
cally correc t a s they were , she was mor e so : now sh e wa s 
menopausal, sh e wa s old . Th e olde r th e woma n (accord -
ing t o Sister  Gin),  th e les s th e olde r woma n ha d t o lose ; 
therefore th e older th e woman, the more the older woma n 
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was incline d t o embrac e lesbianism , whic h i s wha t th e 
older woma n ha d wante d t o d o al l alon g bu t whe n sh e 
was young, men ha d stoppe d her . 

The nove l i s set i n th e South . June arrange d reading s i n 
Atlanta an d i n Nort h Carolin a fo r he r an d me . A s usual , 
when o n compan y business , I  paid al l m y ow n expenses . 
There was an unacknowledged understandin g betwee n m e 
and th e partner s tha t becaus e o f June' s ver y generou s 
handouts t o feminis t presse s an d othe r enterprises , I  wa s 
responsible fo r pickin g u p th e slack . I t wa s onl y right : 
they ha d pai d m e te n gran d fo r Lover  an d Lover  wasn' t 
earning back th e advance . 

The souther n sisterhoo d (th e fe w o f the m wh o showe d 
up fo r th e readings ) fel l har d fo r June . On e extremel y 
attractive siste r fel l har d fo r m e an d th e fal l wa s mutual . 
Parke efficientl y blocke d ever y mov e w e mad e t o ge t a n 
hour i n bed together . 

In Atlanta , whil e sh e wa s readin g t o a n audienc e o f 
twelve i n somebody' s fron t parlor , June (rathe r lik e Luci -
ano Pavarotti ) becam e suddenl y overwhelme d b y the soun d 
of he r ow n word s i n he r ow n voic e an d bega n crying . 
Pavarotti weeps , bu t goe s o n singing . June wasn' t s o pro -
fessional. B y then , I  to o crave d succes s fo r June ; m y 
motives wer e base : anythin g t o shu t he r up . Withou t a 
break i n th e reading , I  put on e ar m aroun d he r shoulder , 
swept u p Sister  Gin,  an d replace d he r voic e wit h m y 
own. 

Our smal l audienc e wa s deepl y move d b y wha t the y 
saw. Wha t the y though t the y sa w wa s sisterhoo d i n ac -
tion, a  feminis t bondin g an d twinning , on e woman takin g 
up wher e anothe r woma n mus t leav e off , a n emotiona l 
correlative o f th e political . Wha t the y sa w i n fact—o n 
my part—wa s a  purel y theatrica l gesture , a  professiona l 
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move deepl y instille d i n m e b y m y interestin g childhood . 
One Christma s a t th e stat e asylu m fo r th e insane , m y 

father an d I  were onl y tw o beat s awa y fro m enterin g th e 
stage tappin g hi s flamboyan t grapevin e ste p fo r a  captiv e 
audience o f tw o hundre d o r s o medicate d schizophrenics : 
but suddenl y m y fathe r folded . Hi s knee s were trembling , 
his ski n wa s dea d white , an d damp ; h e ha d t o si t down . 
His bad col d was in fac t pneumonia . But : Go!  h e croaked , 
and I  did, instantly , holdin g th e righ t han d o f a n invisibl e 
ten-year-old gir l an d tappin g a s my fathe r woul d have . So 
I tap-danced fo r June tha t nigh t i n Atlanta jus t a s I'd bee n 
tap-dancing fo r June , Parke , an d Daughter s al l along — 
and mos t o f th e time , i n spit e o f everything , I  enjoyed it . 
The emotiona l ton e wa s familiar , a s i n o f o r relatin g t o a 
family, min e in particular . An d I  loved tap-dancing fo r th e 
sheer hel l of it . 

June tol d ou r littl e audienc e late r tha t she' d starte d 
crying during th e reading becaus e sh e was s o moved t o b e 
back "home " i n th e Sout h again , wher e wome n trul y 
understood her . Bu t I  kne w tha t he r tear s cam e instea d 
from th e depth s o f he r disappointmen t i n thes e sam e 
women. The y love d her , an d the y showe d it ; bu t onc e 
again ther e wer e to o fe w o f the m t o lov e he r th e wa y sh e 
needed t o be loved . 

The souther n tou r wa s i n an y cas e designed t o disguis e 
a persona l agend a o f June's , jus t a s Daughter s ha d dis -
guised June's vanity publishing . June's son, although intel -
ligent, sweet-tempered , an d athletic , was not academicall y 
inclined. June , however , wante d hi m t o hav e a  degre e 
from a  distinguishe d university ; th e famil y hono r wa s a t 
stake. The readings , and Daughters ' promotion tour , wen t 
first t o Chape l Hill , Nort h Carolina , s o tha t Jun e coul d 
remind th e universit y tha t on e o f he r ancestor s ha d 
been th e state' s attorne y general , an d the n t o Atlanta , 
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where, Jun e tol d me , sh e wa s goin g t o offe r Emor y 
University som e sor t o f deal . After Atlanta , we came bac k 
home. 

June's troubl e wit h Ruby  fruit Jungle  returne d i n anothe r 
form whe n Lover  wa s published . Whe n Dian e Johnso n 
wrote a  friendly revie w of Lover  fo r th e New York  Review 
of Books,  wher e n o Daughters ' boo k ha d bee n mentione d 
before, June' s respons e wa s tha t she' d know n al l alon g 
that Lover  wa s "reactionary establishment " writing . 

When som e feminis t salonistes  phone d th e compan y t o 
ask fo r m y numbe r s o tha t the y coul d invit e m e t o giv e a 
reading fro m Lover,  Jun e replie d tha t I  did no t giv e read -
ings unless she too wa s invited t o give a reading. A mont h 
later sh e tol d m e abou t th e invitation , addin g onl y tha t 
she hadn' t bothere d t o tel l m e abou t i t til l the n becaus e 
she'd know n tha t I  would agre e with her . 

Sometimes I  believe i n a  spook y kin d o f destiny . I  hap-
pened t o b e i n Houston , fo r onc e mindin g onl y m y ow n 
business, whe n Jun e wa s diagnose d a s havin g incurabl e 
brain cancer . Furthermore , I' d randoml y lande d i n a  smal l 
hotel les s tha n a  bloc k awa y fro m wher e Park e an d Jun e 
lived. The y ha d trade d u p ou t o f th e subur b int o Hous -
ton's museu m district . 

Predictably, I  dropped everythin g an d ran . Predictably , 
what Jun e wante d m e fo r wa s t o hel p he r hurr y u p an d 
complete Baby  Houston.  Park e an d June , thi s time , wer e 
under th e gun . The y pu t u p a  sho w o f genialit y an d gra -
ciousness. Non e o f u s referre d t o th e pas t o r t o th e dis -
course i n Lover  o n brai n cancer . I  se t t o work . Baby 
Houston wa s long , wildl y disorganized , an d packe d wit h 
extraneous material . June was evidently trying to get every 
novel int o i t tha t sh e half-suspecte d sh e migh t no t liv e t o 
write; Baby  Houston  ha d t o b e he r unqualifie d master -
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piece. I did m y best ; June argue d agains t every change an d 
cut I  urged. 

After June' s death , Baby  Houston  wen t throug h seriou s 
editing i n othe r hand s tha n min e an d wa s severel y cut . 
The Texa s Monthl y Pres s publishe d i t i n 1987 , five  year s 
after Jun e died . 

June di d no t believ e tha t he r cance r wa s incurable . Sh e 
went throug h tw o o r thre e fruitles s operation s an d en -
dured length y radiatio n treatments . Park e spen t he r day s 
and night s tendin g t o her , ofte n wit h th e hel p o f loca l 
friends an d June' s daughters . I t too k Jun e a  lon g tim e t o 
die. Neithe r sh e no r Park e ha d medica l insurance . Jun e 
had onc e tol d m e tha t insuranc e wa s a  scam , goo d fo r 
nothing excep t makin g insuranc e companie s rich : sh e kne w 
because muc h o f he r famil y mone y ha d com e fro m insur -
ance. Th e wise , she' d explained , mak e goo d investments , 
then cas h i n whe n a n emergenc y arises . June' s syste m 
worked. Th e expense s fo r he r car e an d entirel y futil e op -
erations an d radiatio n treatment s ra n int o the hundreds o f 
thousands. 

When June wa s dead , Park e sold thei r hous e an d bough t 
a summe r cottag e t o liv e i n year-roun d o n a  straigh t Fir e 
Island beach . He r neighbo r wa s he r oldes t friend , Lorett a 
Li, an d a t leas t onc e Park e travele d wit h he r t o Hawaii , 
Loretta's birthplace . Park e spen t mos t o f he r las t years , 
however, a s a  virtua l recluse : althoug h ther e wa s on e 
bright perio d whe n sh e fel l wildl y i n lov e (albei t onl y 
electronically) wit h Dian a Ross , an d the n late r wit h a n 
amusing an d attractiv e youn g woma n wit h who m sh e 
wintered fo r a  while i n Ke y West. I  advised her , regardin g 
this youn g woman , t o try,  t o g o fo r th e ela n vita l fo r a 
change. Park e couldn't ; sh e tol d m e tha t sh e wa s to o 
afraid tha t he r frien d migh t sa y no , an d the n despis e he r 
for bein g a  lesbian . Abou t a  yea r befor e Park e died , sh e 
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returned t o Ke y Wes t alone , an d I  visite d he r there . Sh e 
seemed lifeles s an d physicall y frail . Sh e spen t mos t o f th e 
time tha t I  was with he r silentl y watchin g rerun s o f Oper-
ation Desert  Storm  i n he r darkene d livin g room , bu t on e 
day decide d tha t w e shoul d invit e a  mutua l frien d t o din -
ner. A t th e grocery store , she told m e I  had t o pa y fo r th e 
food. I  paid fo r th e food . 

A few month s befor e Park e died, riddled with untreate d 
cancer, she bought he r own plac e in Key West. She died i n 
her ne w home , care d fo r b y Lorett a Li . June's heir s wer e 
her children ; Parke' s were Lorett a L i and Loretta' s son . 

Parke tol d m e tha t abou t a  yea r befor e Jun e died , sh e 
finally accepte d wha t sh e ha d bee n tol d al l alon g b y he r 
physicians, that he r cas e was hopeless—and s o took charg e 
of th e matte r o f he r death . Sh e tol d Park e t o g o ge t th e 
gun, kil l her , an d the n kil l herself . Park e tol d m e tha t sh e 
got th e gu n an d trie d t o pul l th e trigger , bu t couldn't : 
which infuriate d June . I  asked : Wa s i t lik e this ? I f Jun e 
couldn't live , neithe r coul d you ? Park e answered , Yes , of 
course. And i f you, Bertha , ha d stuc k wit h u s the way yo u 
should have , sh e would'v e trie d t o ge t m e t o shoo t yo u 
first. 

It n o longe r matter s wh o the y were ; it' s wha t the y did , 
in spit e o f it , tha t continue s t o matter . The y publishe d 
twenty-two good book s by eighteen women, many of who m 
would no t hav e bee n publishe d ha d i t no t bee n fo r Jun e 
and Parke . 

What matters , i n n o particula r order , is : Kittatinny:  A 
Tale of  Magic,  a  children' s stor y b y Joann a Russ ; Shed-
ding b y Veren a Stefan ; Nerves  b y Blanch e Boyd ; X : A 
Fabulous Child  s  Story  b y Loi s Gould ; Applesauce,  Sister 
Gin, an d The  Cook  and  the  Carpenter  b y Jun e Arnold ; 
Angel Dance  b y M . F . Beal ; Ruby  fruit Jungle  an d In  Her 
Day b y Rit a Ma e Brown ; Early  Losses  b y Pa t Burch ; A 
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True Story of  a Drunken Mother  b y Nancy Le e Hall; Born 
to Struggle  b y May Hobbs ; The  Treasure  b y Selma Lager -
lof; You  Can  Have  It  When  Ym  Through  with  It  b y Bett y 
Webb Mace ; J  Must  Not  Rock  b y Lind a Marie ; The 
Pumpkin Eater  b y Penelop e Mortimer ; Riverfinger  Women 
by Elan a Nachman ; Daughters  in  High  School,  Fried a 
Singer, ed. ; The  Opoponax  b y Moniqu e Wittig ; an d m y 
two, Confessions  of  Cherubino  an d Lover. 

Parke an d June, as fa r a s I' m concerned , hav e therefor e 
been assumed , alon g with Lover's  sexua l subversives , int o 
the "heaven" o f Lover,  wher e I  want the m t o have a  goo d 
time, at last . 

Lover's Beloved:  8 

I wrote Lover  fo r Louis e Fishman . The bowerbir d (famil y 
Paradisaeidae) fall s i n love . Immediately , h e set s abou t 
building a  bower o f love , a chamber o r a  passage mad e of 
choice twig s an d grasse s s o elegantl y mad e i t appear s 
architected. Th e bowerbir d adorn s th e bowe r wit h objets 
trouve, brigh t an d shin y bit s of pape r an d glass . When hi s 
bower i s completed, th e bowerbir d dance s i n fron t o f it . I 
am tol d tha t hi s dance i s complicated, tha t it' s so sophisti -
cated i t seems consciously choreographed . I t works . 

I becam e a  bowerbird . I  wrote Lover  t o seduc e Louis e 
Fishman. I t worked . 
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The lights go down,  the  curtain opens:  the first thing  we 
see is the Marschallin von Werdenberg (played by a middle-
aged woman) in bed with Octavian (played by a very young 
woman). Their  passionate declarations  of love  are  dis-
turbed by  sounds  of footsteps which  the lovers  fear be-
long to  the  Marschallin 9s husband.  Octavian hides and 
dresses up  like a girl, a  lady's maid. But  it wasn't  the hus-
band. It was  a dirty  old  man, Baron Ochs,  who, without 
bothering to knock,  enters the bedroom  to demand help 
in his courtship of lovely young  Sophia Faninal  (a  young 
woman played by  a  young woman).  But  the  Baron  no 
sooner sees  Octavian,  disguised as  a girl, than he lunges 
for her.  Some  clumsy acrobatics—in sharp  contrast  to the 
opening scene of love—ensue. Meanwhile, the  Marschallin— 
as was  the  practice of  aristocratic  ladies  in those  days-
has her morning interview  with her  attorney, head cook, 
milliner, hairdresser,  literary  adviser, animal  dealer, Italian 
tenor. The Baron leaves.  The Princess asks Octavian if  she 
will, according  to  the  custom, be the bearer of a silver rose 
to Sophia,  act as  the Baron's representative.  The  first act 
ends with  the  Princess wondering  rather sadly when  she 
will cease attracting her young lover. 

Octavian, in  a suit of silver, the silver rose in her hand, ar-
rives at the  Faninal  house.  Upon the presentation of the 
rose, Sophia and Octavian fall  in  love. The Baron enters, 
with the  marriage  contract.  Sophia is disgusted by him; 
Octavian draws  her sword and  wounds  him in the hand. 
Sophia declares she will never marry the Baron. Her  fath-



er, of course, rages:  Sophia  will either marry the Baron or 
become a  nun.  Sophia's father  wants  to link  his  wealth 
with an aristocratic name. 

In the third act, Octavian—again disguised as the Princess's 
maid—makes and  keeps an appointment with  the  lecher-
ous Baron at  an inn. There, Octavian  has arranged a magic 
show so full of  trickery,  disappearing acts, and sleights-of 
hand that the Baron thinks he has gone mad. To  clinch the 
Baron's downfall,  Octavian has  a woman  arrive to claim 
the Baron  as  her husband; and surrounds the  Baron with 
many little  children  who hail  him as "Papa."  Octavian 9s 
timing is perfect—Sophia and her father come to the inn at 
the height of the brawl and see the Baron disgraced. 

Octavian, again  in  her suit of lights, sings with Sophia and 
the Marschallin  a  final  trio:  love,  and  the  loss  of  love. 
Octavian and Sophia are alone together. 

—a synopsi s of the plot of th e opera, 
Der Rosenkavalier> a  comedy in three acts. 
Music by Richard Strauss, 
words by Hugo von Hofmannsthal 



To save herself from marriage,  Lucy  gouged out her  own 
eyes; but Agatha appeared to  her  and declared, "Thou  art 
light." 

This on e wa s lying strappe d to a  table. Covered in her 
juices, Samari a was being pulle d throug h th e lip s o f he r 
vulva. That is how Samaria met her. 

She wa s being pulled , yellin g already , through the lips 
of Daisy's vulva. That is how Flynn met Daisy. 

Veronica, however , cam e ou t o f nowhere , an d s o sh e 
used t o g o exclusivel y wit h Veronica . The y wer e child -
hood sweethearts . O n Februar y 14 , 1947 , Veronica gave 
Veronica a  red heart-shaped bo x of cand y and then they 
sat togethe r i n th e porc h swin g tha t warmis h Februar y 
afternoon. Arm s entwined. Suckin g on candy hearts with 
messages for the tongues: Be Mine Valentine. I  Love You. 
Thine Alone. Like eating the camellia blooms that bounced 
against their hair when they swung backwards. 

Next, a  serie s o f snapshots , brownis h wit h unnatura l 
lights, o f Veronic a fro m th e early forties, beginning with 
her head : he r dar k hai r seem s stuffe d int o package s o f 
curls, one big parcel above her brow, two more above the 
ears, a hint of snar l at the back, tickling the neck. On the 
face, smear s for th e eye s an d mouth ; and the nose, even 
beneath a microscope, invisible. 

Even then , Veronic a give s th e impressio n o f bein g al l 
heart; and, like candy, hard on the teeth. This is not true. 
Really, sh e i s pretending t o b e St . Sebastia n offering his 
body to the arrows of the assasins. 
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In December , nea r the dat e of her thirty-sixth birthday , 
she buys hersel f a  little whit e chin a monke y wit h painte d 
features an d re d fingernails . Th e monke y i s hollow, an d a 
cigarette lighte r fit s insid e th e hol e i n th e to p o f it s head. 
Veronica use s cigarette s lik e a  murder weapon against her-
self. Sh e onc e hear d Jenn y mak e tha t remar k abou t he r 
own mother . The n a t Christma s time , Veronica' s love r 
gives he r a n ol d silve r cigarett e case , wit h th e initial s BH 
engraved i n on e corne r o f the lid. Her lover gives her a sec-
ond present , and this is an ivory and tortoise-shell cigarett e 
holder. Bot h gift s ar e mad e to hold only non-filters . Thes e 
presents ar e trul y ancien t o f days , Veronica declares ; and 
lights up . Sh e stuff s th e cas e wit h Balka n Sobranies , the n 
flips i t ope n agai n an d hold s i t open in her left hand like a 
little book . Sh e stretche s he r ar m towar d Jenny, offerin g 
the ope n case . See-garette f my  dair?  sh e leers . Th e waite r 
passes th e ho t ho r d'oeuvres . Thoug h sh e i s hungry , i t 
would b e inappropriat e t o ea t i n suc h circumstances . I n 
the lobb y o f th e Algonqui n Hotel , Veronic a i s a  man i n a 
1939 Twentiet h Centur y Fo x movie . She is David Niven in 
a pin-stripe d sui t an d a  pencil-lin e moustache . Sh e lean s 
across th e tabl e an d leers , "See-garette,  my  dair?  Don't be 
nervous. Trust me. Soon I  shall reveal all!" 

In the photographs, Veronica seems about three or four. 
Beneath th e head , th e tors o i s long an d flat. The arms and 
legs seem unnaturall y shor t an d the fingers and toes, when 
visible, oddl y attenuated . Th e sam e a s now , bu t prett y 
women stil l le t he r kis s them i n dark corners at the ragged 
edges of parties. 

Picture numbe r one : wearin g whit e shoe s tha t lac e u p 
above th e ankles . He r pinafor e i s to o lon g i n front . He r 
back i s to us . We can se e nothin g o f her face but a blur of 
cheek. Sh e i s facing a bush, an empty street , and an empty 
sidewalk. To her left, there is a toy piano the photographer 
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has borrowed to add interest to the scene. It is unbearably 
hot, and everything in the picture i s as tight and sealed as 
a drum. Veronica looks as tight and sealed, as soundless, as 
a drum. 

Pictures numbe r tw o an d thre e ar e all bright light and 
sepia. I n these , Veronic a i s a  water bab y standing in the 
shallows o n th e cluttere d shore s o f a  place named White 
Lake. Sh e i s wearing a  scratchy woo l bathin g sui t appli -
qued abov e th e hear t with a  single duck. Her fingers curl 
inward, brushing her thighs. Her thighs are without edges; 
they flo w int o th e water . She could be alone in space or 
only an extension of the space in which she stands. If there 
is ground beneat h he r feet , i t i s th e same color and sub-
stance a s her skin , o f th e wate r behin d her , o f th e light 
around her . Veronica is partial to snowstorms , but at the 
time of th e photograph sh e has never seen any snow at all. 

When someon e touche s Veronica , o r whispers t o her , 
while sh e i s sleeping , sh e screams . Lik e th e autho r o f a 
novel, she has the ability to appear and disappear—like the 
ghost on the ramparts, like the rabbit out of the hat. Like 
the author of a  novel, her hair and eyes will change color; 
she will wear thick spectacles one moment and have 20/20 
vision the next; she will grow down, then up. But there is 
no mystery, an d she no body a t the bottom o f th e swim-
ming pool . Ther e i s simply always a moment in your life 
when she is either there or not there. 

Veronica began life as a religious poet composing ecstat-
ic meters about drowned nuns. She began life as a bigamist, 
as a twin, as a married woman, as a lover. And still, at any 
moment, she can render herself agai n into an exact replica 
of al l the creatures she started as. At the drop of a hat, she 
could become , fo r instance , Veronic a th e wif e o f Theo -
philus—which, indeed , sh e ha s alread y been . Th e wife o f 
Theophilus was the wife of a railroad engineer. Theophilus 

7 



engineered th e train s o f th e Souther n Railroa d back and 
forth ove r short distances. Although Theophilus and short 
distances can never return, Veronica, the wife of the engi-
neer, can. 

There wa s onc e a  Theophilu s wh o ha d a  son named 
Johnny wh o ha d a  daughter. Occasionally , th e daughte r 
will try to remember which man knew all the sinister, toss-
pot verse s t o "Th e Risin g o f th e Moon. " But an y Mick 
prick (she recalls, as envoi) is bel canto in his cups. Flynn, 
the granddaughter, did not sing. On those occasions, Flynn 
danced. Sh e danced i n starched ruffles, don e up for Sun-
day by the lady dripping tears into her frying pan. She tap-
danced with bamboo cane and top hat holding Johnny by 
the finger a la Shirley T. Like Bojangles, like Fred. 

That wa s stole n chicke n i n th e fryin g pan , therefor e 
sweeter. Neithe r th e busines s i n pistachi o nu t machine s 
("Give Me Five Salted Peanuts with Your Heart in Beside 
'Em") no r illega l (bu t stil l mismanaged ) juke bo x enter -
prises was lucrative enoug h fo r store-bought . What drives 
a wild Irish rose to transplant , to suck up whiskey like the 
morning dew , t o fal l i n lov e i n horrible detail (like from 
the roo f o f a  ten-storied building) , to join circuses , com-
mit murder , ac t Hamlet , balanc e hersel f hig h abov e th e 
ground? What urges her secre t contemplatio n o f ol d age 
spent a s the State n Islan d Ferry' s numbe r one shopping-
bag lady speaking in strange tongues around her mouthful 
of jelly doughnut? Women, Flynn will answer—all of them, 
aged unborn to very old. What she really wants (she will in-
sist) i s not wome n a t all ; what sh e really wants is Harris 
tweeds and sensible shoes and a room of her own and a life 
of thoughtful solitude. 

And then she points to what she's got: exertions of the 
flesh, on e clitori s i n the hand worth one in the mouth; a 
pistol t o poin t a t th e horizo n o f the Atlantic Ocean one 
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autumn afternoon; a lover as fantastic as a loony bin; a cat, 
two turtles , ol d bab y picture s o f Veronica . A  daughte r 
named Nelly , enoug h egg s fo r breakfast , an d hersel f a s 
lover. 

But none o f thes e things are Flynn. They are a lie about 
Flynn, o r the y ar e picture s o f hersel f he r fantasie s hav e 
contrived, o r they ar e her overworked imagination forcin g 
memories o f thing s that have never really happened to her. 
They coul d be an elaborate drag or a system of disguise de-
vised b y a n outside  agent , a  masterfu l forger y o f th e au -
thentic Flynn , whos e onl y accomplishmen t i n life , s o far , 
has bee n a n inventio n o f a  brai n machin e whic h ca n (a t 
last) irrevocabl y separat e spiri t fro m matter , thought fro m 
action, min d fro m flesh.  Tha t th e rea l Flyn n ha s becom e 
interchangeable with her fake is not her fault. Still , no one, 
not even Flynn, can tell them apart. 

She ha s a  grandmothe r name d Samaria , wh o wa s also, 
like Veronica , marrie d t o Theophilus ; bu t Samari a coul d 
be an y grandmother—fo r instance , tha t on e who , i n he r 
nineties, kep t a  bottl e o f whiske y i n ever y roo m o f he r 
house in order to avoid unnecessary travel . Or, perhaps Old 
Mother Hubbard in black net stockings and whipcord trou-
sers—avoiding lightning-quic k backstag e changes . Flyn n 
imagines her as a kind o f boring, but necessary, adjunct to 
three meal s a  day, lik e mom' s deep-dis h appl e pie . Really, 
Samaria i s the kin d o f woma n it is impossible to love until 
she i s gone; and the n love d an d remembere d with a yawn. 
A yaw n (w e hav e bee n taught ) i s as inescapable as orgasm 
once i t begins . Fo r Veronica t o mee t Samaria , Theophilus 
could no t di e befor e Dais y lived : Theophilus ' daughter , 
Daisy, living to be every daughter's dream of mother . 

And ever y daughter' s dream o f a  mother i s our dancing 
daughter. She was born to do it til dawn—rhumba superbly , 
fox-trot unflinchingly ; ever y possibilit y o f lov e i t i s pos-
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sible t o arriv e a t (on public transportation) stretche d ou t 
in whit e late x besid e th e divin g board . When Flynn con-
siders settlin g down , it i s Daisy who sits on her lap while 
she repents . Bu t Flyn n i s hal f princess , hal f gorilla—he r 
mother's very own, especially when the mornings are cold. 

It is as if her other girls, Rose and Rose-lima—her little 
girls—don't exist . Hardl y anyone , includin g thes e twins , 
recognizes that they must  have had a mother, and that the 
mother must be Daisy. Everyone believes (Rose and Rose-
lima believe) their origin was in the lusts of late Victorian 
literature—pink-bottomed sexua l chimera s wit h highly -
developed kille r instincts. The twins fancy themselve s the 
children of the garden. They tilt their hips and dance—Wild 
Thing, I  think I love yeeew! Fo r good reasons, their names 
are Rose and Rose-lima. But it doesn't yet matter, for they 
are still little girls and still don't need a mother as , for in-
stance, Flvnn does, who is older and has been very ill. 
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St. Dorothea is often depicted in art with roses in her hand 
or on her head. Before  her martyrdom, two apostate wom-
en were  sent  to  pervert  her,  but  Dorothea  reconverted 
them. Dorothea, therefore,  was  beheaded. 

Flynn, coming up from fever: I  know it's a dream, but 
knowing doesn' t sav e m e fro m it . I t suck s o n m e lik e a 
baby o n he r orange . Whe n al l th e juice is gone, I'm split 
open an d m y fles h chewe d out ; that' s rea l t o me . My 
mother Daisy in her wedding dress again—elbows out, chin 
up, uppe r li p gnawing lower lip. Icy fingers up and down 
her spine to snap the little hooks and eyes together. 



The fir e behin d Daisy , my mother, snaps and clicks, eat-
ing throug h anothe r coal . I t want s t o get outside the grate 
and ea t he r up. It isn't the season for a fire, but tell that to 
the Marines . I  am tal l off th e floor i n her tall bed, sick and 
hot i n he r bed. The y thin k I  am my mother in her bed, so 
they ar e comin g t o bur n me to death or smother my head. 
I am her case of mistaken identity . The fire sheds like mica 
from th e mirror . On e reflect s th e other; both fire and mir-
ror collaps e an d la y hidde n i n th e tuft s o f th e re d ru g t o 
catch bare feet i f they should pass. 

Two fires , then , ar e climbin g m y mother' s skirt . The y 
make he r twirl , the y mak e he r swirl , an d coa l thunder s 
down th e grat e an d th e sif t o f as h i s even louder than fire 
burning. 

I am sick an d to o hot . Th e fir e i s what i s comin g apart 
in her hands . Th e fire i s the breeze down the chimney tha t 
lifts her skirt as though it were a hurricane wind and makes 
the skir t spi n of f it s fla t embroider y int o a  dimensiona l 
juicy harvest . Th e grapes , apples , pomegranate s onc e of f 
satin an d int o spac e an d ai r turn t o rea l fruit; and they all 
hit m e an d I  feel smothere d onc e more . M y mothe r spin s 
until th e skir t rise s into a  cone abov e he r head . Al l of her 
above th e wais t i s hidden. Below the waist, she is all naked 
hips an d green stockings . Sh e i s whirled unti l she' s blow n 
through th e roof . The n th e fir e goe s out , an d I' m lef t i n 
the dark. 

My grandmother Samari a keeps eight cats, one for every 
room i n th e house ; a  gra y Manx , Foster ; tw o blac k Per -
sians, Molly and Heloise; a black-and-white shor t hair, Deir-
dre; a n orang e calico , Re d Trash ; a Burmese , Cocoa ; tw o 
tortoise-shells, Kitt y an d Sister . The y eat, then go outside. 
They ar e hardl y eve r aroun d t o see . Occasionally , on e o r 
all or some of them hunt and bring home a dead squirrel t o 
lay acros s someone' s pillow . Someon e will see the squirrel , 
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but not the cat who caught it. Nobody loves them; there is 
no question of loving them. But a sense of their presence is 
available. The y stin k o f th e wood s an d thei r encounter s 
there. The y vomi t an d shi t i n secre t corner s where i t i s 
hard to find.  Turning a  corner , openin g a  door, running 
down stairs, there is often a sudden splash into smell; then 
one step more, and it is gone. Then it is the jolt of walking 
dry land after riding a boat on water. Some day, Veronica 
tells Samaria , she intends to skin them all alive and make 
herself a  fu r shirt . He r intentio n i s t o teas e m y grand-
mother. 

Somewhere a dog is barking now. Daisy my mother mar-
ried a  man again. An insect with a  green body and multi-
colored wing s i s flying, lik e the story of the Holy Ghost, 
through my window. I am rubbing my heel, good back and 
forth, against the bottom sheet; and way off, fro m outside, 
I hear the sound of Samaria releasing the bow; and then of 
her arrow hitting the target. 
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Because she resisted the attentions of one Quintian, a man 
of consular  rank,  Agatha  was persecuted and tortured in 
various fashions. For  instance, they  cut  her breasts off In 
art, she is often depicted  carrying  her breasts on  a plate. 
After her  death, the  volcano  of Mt. Aetna erupted  over 
Catania. 

Unborn, t o ver y old , Veronic a broods . Sh e prop s her-
self u p agains t cushions , o n Gran d Street , rememberin g 
women: 

I me t thi s on e a s middle age came creeping up behind 



her fo r a  last embrace , fo r a  final struggle : u p al l day , al l 
night fo r long-legge d advancin g an d retreating , fo r myste -
rious scuffle s i n dim corners. I await the news of her heart-
attacked o n Wes t Third Street , tw o a.m. ; rushed sans Blue 
Cross t o Bellevue . Whic h would , nevertheless , resolv e th e 
dilemma o f ho w har d she means to fight for the best room 
with th e bes t vie w (o f Katz' s Delicatessen ? Th e Whit e 
Cliffs o f Dover ? Th e parven u tree s of Eas t 61st Street?) at 
the Old Lesbians' Home. 

The obituar y (mimeographed an d handed out at subway 
entrances) wil l compoun d ever y cliche : las t words ; wit h 
her boots on. But all else a record of shift s and quakes. The 
plot shifts , th e geograph y earthquakes . Whe n th e quee n 
dies, the idylls are blue-pencilled an d rewritten with greater 
economy. Wh o know s wha t tomorro w wil l bring ? i s th e 
burden o f thei r song—th e princes s snorting forward on her 
noble steed , a n hou r to o lat e fo r a  death-be d reconcilia -
tion; a  thousand-acre inheritanc e o f Australia n kangaroos ; 
the crow n o f th e Romanovs : proo f sh e wa s Anastasia en -
tire. Becaus e sh e canno t sta y still , nothing will arrive at its 
proper tim e an d place . Inconstant—unlike , fo r instance , 
Harry S  Truman , who coul d b e counte d on to stop, look, 
and listen , wit h th e faithfu l regularit y o f a  Big Be n alarm 
clock—and giv e th e conditio n o f near-deat h classica l sym -
metry. N o surprises , n o sudde n dip s and curves in the rou-
tine. No abrupt deviation in the morning walk from El m to 
Oak. 

Wasting you r tim e o n enchantmen t wit h death' s sur -
prises—I a m surprise d a t you , Veronica , a t ho w you'v e 
turned out—i f yo u kno w wha t I  mean. It' s a  little terrify -
ing—if yo u kno w wha t I  mean . An d remember , onc e w e 
were al l eac h othe r had . Where's your pilot's license? I  got 
mine. Bu t you' d rathe r b e a  sky-diver , i f you weren' t s o 
scared o f heights . Lon g tumble s throug h space ; the para-
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chute gone (unopened) with the wind is what the dream is 
really saying. Waking, believes that what she really wants is 
the wraparoun d hu g o f castellate d Gothic . Blood , an d 
hoot-owls an d midnigh t bells . Wer e I  i n fac t th e knife -
edged stree t dyk e o f m y fantasies , I  would say , "fucka -
you" an d pass it all right on by. Bu t am only how I  find 
myself; but could, if necessary, live without baroque, could 
become a s tightly seale d and plain as that stone Assyrian 
tomb at the Brooklyn Museum. Sealed and soundless as a 
drum. 

But there she is; and despite the creaks and halts of one 
more year ove r th e hill, stil l ful l o f health and vigor, still 
cashing i n o n thos e earl y year s o f physica l educatio n i n 
summer camp s and Episcopa l boardin g schools ; an d that 
industrious er a o f swea t whe n sh e labore d a s hard a s a 
draught horse to become a dancer. 

The Red Shoes, final reel : Moira Shearer bloody on the 
train tracks, in the white light of the Riviera: "Adrian . . . 
take off th e red shoesl" Cut to Grisha sobbing in front of 
the impatient audience, his tears drenching the ballet slip-
pers (red) he clutches to his breast. I s it blood or just the 
same ol d Capezi o sho e dye ? "Miz z Pag e wil l not daunce 
Zee Red  Shoes  tonight . . . or , indeed , AN Y OTHE R 
NIGHT!" 

But it served her right. She could now be chewing choc-
olate bon-bons with her feet up , on Grand Street, like me, 
and visiting her work that hangs under other names at the 
Metropolitan Museum (like me) had she not been so stub-
bornly faithful t o what she thought of as her calling. She's 
trying now to keep on a slimming vegetarian diet (she saw 
a film documenting the horrors of the abbatoir) and wor-
rying about decaying teeth and, in secret, is tracing her an-
cestry vi a Willia m th e Conquero r bac k t o Nefertiti . He r 
facts are only what she deserves; and they serve her right. 
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Her firs t love r wa s big , fat, gloomy, hairy; is presently 
married (to her male first cousin) and raising goats in West 
Virginia. N o rumor s o f eithe r happines s o r discord. Th e 
plaintive smel l of goat on a green hill faraway. Her second, 
on th e verg e o f earl y retiremen t (whe n the y met ) fro m 
water sport s an d fiel d hockey , torture d Maryan n int o a 
platonic (bu t urgent ) contemplatio n o n th e natur e o f 
things; then departed for Provincetown with one who was 
more her own kind. She could be, by this time, dead, rich, 
or transfigured . He r thir d wa s a n Englis h real-aristocra t 
with th e sexua l move s o f a  monkey. 

Goats, water, green fields, monkeys ; then she was born. 
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Ursula promised  to marry  Prince Conan of England  but 
only if  she  could bring her eleven thousand handmaidens 
with her. She  and the eleven thousand were slaughtered by 
the Huns while  passing through Cologne.  She  died a virgin 
and a great beauty. 

I am standing hunched up against the glass door of our 
golden-floored livin g roo m wher e Maryan n i s working a t 
her des k an d wher e Maryan n als o sleep s a t nigh t wit h 
Honor; and wher e th e res t o f us , daily, gather to smoke, 
drink, quarrel . I  a m lookin g a t th e outsid e wher e m y 
daughter Nell y an d he r frien d g o fo r a  wal k u p th e 
road. It is April, but stil l wintry cold (Honor's only words 
to me all weekend: "Th e robins are back."). The children 
are barefoot. Nell y holds a green shawl around her should-
ers. The other wears a denim jacket with "Lesbians Unite" 
embroidered, like a merit badge, in a red circle on the left 



arm. I  know they are doing sex together and that presently 
they wil l tur n of f int o th e trees , ou t o f m y sight , an d 
spread th e shaw l o n th e rive r bank . 

In thei r twenty-fou r hours together here, they have con-
nived t o tak e tw o nap s and tw o bath s together . I  am furi-
ous with jealousy, and Maryann knows it and laughs at me. 
Nelly's friend is black and her mother is a street-whore who 
lives apar t from her several children. The child disgusts me. 
Her salaciou s titterin g abou t underwear , he r song s abou t 
sailors and bow-legged women, her sly whispers about what 
is don e i n bathroom s disgus t me . I  am furious wit h clas s 
hatred. I  want m y daughte r to be nothing but a brain kept 
living i n a  tan k ful l o f marvelou s liquids . I  want t o cal l a 
halt t o he r happening breast s an d pubi c hair . A  brai n i n a 
pure white skull , all safe. Nelly i s nine, the other ten. 
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Thecla, the perfect  disciple,  cut  her  hair  short and  put  on 
male attire. In  the  process  of  her martyrdom, she  was sub-
jected to  such  tortures  as  fire and  wild beasts.  Late  in  life, 
she became  a  famous healer,  but  had  to  flee  the  jealousy 
of the  doctors  and  conceal  herself  inside a rock which  had 
miraculously split open  to  receive  her. 

It ha d bee n Dais y i n her wedding-dress again , involve d 
oner mor e i n he r ow n norma l cours e o f events . Flynn , 
however, eventuall y wake s fro m drea m an d fever . He r up-
per lids break fre e ot the crust on her lashes. It seemed the 
nightmare ha d take n a  hundre d years . Th e ligh t washe s 
over her , an d sh e let s hersel f floa t i n i t unti l he r eye s re-
member vision; like a n empty boat , a stick, a  bleached-out 



piece of bone. 
She feel s hersel f wit h he r hands . Al l th e fles h burne d 

away, a bag of bones. She is either eighteen or one hundred 
and eighteen . Sh e i s onl y eighteen . I t i s only the second 
great sicknes s o f he r life , no t th e sicknes s tha t last s for-
ever: forever, a  hundred years: the sickness whose cure is a 
kiss. Daisy gets married, and then she is gone. This is now 
the third time. 

But Flynn's mouth i s parched and she doesn't any long-
er giv e a  damn wha t he r mothe r does . Dais y ca n marry 
anything she wants. Daisy can marry the stud cat, she can 
marry th e farmer' s mul e o r a goddamn movie star. Daisy 
could marry the mother of god, and Flynn wouldn't give a 
damn. Daisy can marry and bear litters of kittens or three-
eyed beast s o r Siamese-twinne d starlet s o r bab y Jesuses: 
but Flyn n wil l neve r le t i t mak e he r sic k again . Al l sh e 
wants i s fo r someon e t o stuf f scoop s of cracke d ice into 
her mouth and lead her to a  Panama Canal that runs with 
gallons o f coca-cola . O r hel p he r t o th e lak e wher e her 
giant mouth can suck it all up—scum, minnows, frogs, mal-
lards, all. Or someone could hold an orange to her lips. 

She opened her eyes wide. She saw the room recovered 
from it s nause a o f distortions : bedpost s steady , upright ; 
the ceilin g tha t ha d buckle d an d bulged , flat onc e again. 
She spok e ou t loud : " I hav e bee n ver y sick . Nobod y i s 
here takin g car e o f me. " Bu t sh e sai d thi s becaus e sh e 
sensed someon e ha d recently bee n there and standing be-
side the bed and looking down on her. But if i t had been 
Daisy, rambunctiousness would still be filling the space she 
had stood in. It had not been Daisy. 

On the wal l opposit e th e bed , the windows shone and 
dust filtere d throug h th e sunlight . Thirt y frame d photo -
graphs on the wall to her right now hung dead quiet from 
their nails. They were pictures of children Daisy would tell 
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lies about when she was at home, unmarried; while she was 
undressing fo r bed . Sh e woul d tel l th e storie s t o Flynn , 
who would be in her own bed, around the room's corner, 
who woul d li e ther e listenin g until she could sleep. They 
are all my own children, Daisy would say , I  am their nat-
ural mother. When I go away, it is to visit them—wot to do 
what you thin k I  do. I  have a mother's natural affections. 
You mus t no t b e bitte r an d jealous and deny a  mother's 
natural affections fo r her other children . But the children 
behind th e glas s al l looke d a s i f the y ha d bee n clippe d 
from magazines, from "Save the Children" advertising cam-
paigns. They were black, brown, yellow, white; and ragged 
and huge-eyed. Some had distended bellies . All were bare-
foot. Al l wer e female . Neithe r Flynn' s fac e no r those of 
Rose an d Rose-lim a wer e amon g the photographs. I t had 
crossed Flynn' s min d tha t he r ow n photograph migh t be 
hanging on a stuccoed wall in Mexico or tilted against peel-
ing wall paper in Appalachia. 

Nothing ache d an y more but her bladder. The fire was 
dead. She was well. Bu t time was gone, and it was impos-
sible t o tel l ho w muc h o f i t remained . Mayb e s o muc h 
time the number of children on the wall had increased; but 
Flynn hadn' t tim e t o coun t them . Sh e fel t to o wea k t o 
walk. Bu t how to piss without firs t walking? 

It was simpler than she thought: sh e began wetting the 
bed. The big bedroom was L-shaped, two rooms knocked 
together to make something big enough for big Daisy when 
she wa s a t home, an d bi g enoug h to share , at Daisy's re-
quest, wit h skinn y Flynn . I n betwee n Daisy' s absences , 
Flynn share d wit h Daisy : hooks , chests , bathroom , th e 
rug, th e fire , th e sigh t o f th e photographs . But  not this. 
The sound Flyn n heard, she had heard before onl y i n her 
imagination: the sound of Dais y being married to her hus-
band. It was a vast and freezing sound: and if it had words 
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to it , the y wer e foreign , an d were always shouted, never 
spoken. Flynn heard a huge rubber hammer beating up and 
down on the other bed. I t was Daisy's body up and down 
astride anothe r husband . Di d sic k mak e he r invisibl e s o 
that they didn' t care if Flynn were there? Flynn screamed, 
No. Then the noise stopped. 

Then quiet. Then footsteps lumbering around the corner 
coming to get  me.  Bu t Flyn n coul d no t scream again. It 
was to o lat e fo r help . Th e bi g mouth s would ope n and 
swallow her up, and there would be no trace left . 

It wa s tw o gol d faces , tal l a s people . Rattlin g gold -
skinned faces , five fee t high , with big red mouths painted 
open an d grinning , an d eac h nos e twi n caves . Then they 
were upon her, but Flyn n did not faint . 

Rose an d Rose-lim a thre w th e mask s beneath th e bed 
and then talked to Flynn. 

"Look a t her. Look at our big sister. Her hair stinks of 
vomit. She's puked in her hair." 

"She smell s lik e shi t t o me . That' s wors e tha n vomit . 
The cats could have been here." 

"Her bones stic k out . I  don't believ e she' s got breasts 
anymore." 

"She doesn't deserve breasts because she's a big baby." 
"Babies ge t sic k whe n thei r mama s leav e the m fo r a 

man. You' d neve r believ e she's a big girl and not a  baby. 
Not us. We are darling girls. We will grow up to be darling 
big fat ladies like our mama and not get cancer of the brain 
because w e don' t hav e husbands . Flyn n wil l neve r ge t a 
husband. She might get cancer of th e brain." 

"We ar e goin g t o hav e bi g fa t breasts . Flyn n we t th e 
bed, Rose-lima!" 

"We will get her big breasts away from her because she 
doesn't deserv e the m anyway . Yo u mus t take your hand 
off her , Rose. You might catch the disease that makes you 
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bleed an d the n yo u ge t sic k whe n you r mothe r get s mar-
ried, and you vomit in your own hair." 

"We're gettin g awa y fro m you , Flynn , becaus e yo u 
yelled a t u s for pretendin g t o b e mam a and th e ne w hus-
band i n bed. That makes us mad. The husband might come 
here an d fin d ou t yo u we t th e bed , the n h e wil l b e mad. 
He will beat you up with his wangwong." 

Their ow n face s wer e tiny , pointed , pink . An d thei r 
bodies, nake d excep t fo r ragge d underpants with holes the 
size o f silve r dollar s bac k an d front , wer e tiny , pointed , 
pink. The y ha d long-legged , lean , freckled , identica l bod -
ies. The y ha d bee n bor n together , face-to-face , joine d a t 
the abdomen ; then separate d by surgery two months later. 
Their scar s were white an d crinkle d an d vaguely th e shape 
of Manhattan . Dais y ha d looke d a t them, afte r the y wer e 
separated an d said , "The y shoul d hav e bee n lef t Siamese . 
They coul d hav e gon e t o th e circus . The y coul d hav e 
grown u p t o b e successfu l gospe l singer s in Carnegi e Hall . 
The mone y fo r th e surger y coul d hav e bough t Carnegi e 
Hall for them." 

Their hair was wiry, red-gol d encirclin g thei r skull s like 
brush fires , the n dyin g ou t i n darkening snarl s and knot s 
below thei r waists . I n ful l sunlight , thei r hai r seeme d t o 
disappear, an d the n thei r heads seeme d haloed . Unti l hus-
band numbe r two , Daisy' s hair had been exactly th e same. 
Then tha t husband , a  hairdresser , ha d taugh t he r ho w 
wrong i t wa s an d ha d bough t he r lotion s an d taugh t he r 
how t o slee k an d rol l th e hair int o exactl y twenty-one fa t 
curls which wer e the n arranged , by him, into a nosegay on 
top o f he r head. When someon e admire d th e new arrange-
ment, sh e woul d tel l ho w sh e kep t i t that way: " I fuck o n 
top," she would say . "That's how I keep my hair so neat." 
The twins' eyes seemed brown, were really yellowish. Their 
chests move d mor e quickl y tha n seeme d normal , eve n 
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when they were still. 
Now, they linked arms and strolled in a procession step 

to th e door , arousin g fro m nowher e Deirdr e an d Foster, 
who flashed  pas t them , snarlin g an d tanglin g t o lea p 
through th e windo w t o g o rollin g an d fighting dow n the 
sloping roof. 

Then Flynn was able to speak. "Please don't go. Please 
stay with me and help me." Flynn was crying, with piss all 
up and down her body, just like a big baby. She turned her 
head into her pillow. "I want my mother," she said, but no 
one could hear her. 

The twins were humming a tune, a sound like insects in 
grass. The y wer e hummin g u The Merr y Wido w Waltz. " 
"One-two-three," Rose-lim a whispered , an d the y waltzed 
together bac k t o th e bed . The y got into the bed and lay 
down i n th e col d we t besid e thei r sister . The y hel d her 
tight and kissed her, and helped her cry for their mother. 
But then Ros e stopped crying and said, "Big sister, don't 
cry. We won't let the cancer of the brain get you." Then 
they moved their sweet little hands down her body. 
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Goats, water, monkeys: then she was born. 

Irene, with her sisters Agape and Chiona, was  martyred at 
Salonika. After  her sisters had been burned alive, Irene fled 
to the  mountains, but  was recaptured by the  governor who 
then sent her naked into a brothel. She  was, however,  un-
molested. After she was executed, her  books were publicly 
burned. 



Third, fourth , an d fift h lover s attained i n rapid succes -
sion, explode d int o tin y piece s just a s quickly. Th e situa -
tions wer e withou t romanti c detail,  s o no w th e lover s are 
nameless, but they were lovers nonetheless. 

Maryann, ag e forty ; Honor , ag e twenty-seven ; an d 
Grandview, ag e thirty-nine , o n thi s da y almos t exactl y a 
year ago , ar e climbin g int o th e For d Microbus . I t i s just 
past St . Valentine' s Day—mor e winte r t o come , bu t th e 
house cat s ar e restless . Th e ic e is cracking in the rivers. All 
of the m are in a state of cold-fingere d nervousness . Getting 
ready t o go , early i n th e morning , the y begi n t o gel l their 
various fear s int o th e singl e issu e o f wha t shoe s t o wear . 
How closel y doe s a  bank , whic h mus t giv e yo u a  mort -
gage o n a  house, loo k a t your feet ? D o the y hav e traine d 
cloven-hoof detector s tha t ca n se e throug h eve n th e mos t 
respectable leather? 

They ge t ther e to o late . Th e ban k guar d i s locking th e 
door an d adjustin g hi s holster . Th e Holida y In n i s both a 
reprieve an d a  reward . The y ca n g o barefoo t an d stuf f 
themselves ful l o f hot showers, bloody marys , clean sheets, 
color television . Al l thi s make s the m fee l s o prosperou s 
that b y morning , greatl y relaxed , the y lac e themselve s u p 
into their accustomed stompers . 

This house , nea r a  lake an d with a  golden-floored livin g 
room, ha s bee n o n th e marke t fo r ove r thre e years . O n 
Grandview's credit , o n Maryann' s cas h (earne d modelin g 
with a  foam-rubbe r dol l o n televisio n commercials ) the y 
take the bank. 

The hous e i s big an d whit e and clapboard and cold; and 
surrounded b y te n plai n an d wooded acres . The bank's in-
formation abou t a  river i s inaccurate . The rive r is in fact a 
small lake , an d it is on their property. I n the town records, 
it i s named Whit e Lake . The y conside r changin g the name 
to somethin g symbolic , bu t neve r get aroun d t o doin g it . 
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Maryann is terrified ou t there alone at night when the rest 
of us , beginning Mondays, go back to the city to work. No 
one who has a share in the house is on welfare this year. 

Maryann i s terrifie d of : th e dark. Crazed Vietnam war 
veterans looking for something to shoot at. Black insurrec-
tionists wh o believ e whit e wome n ar e afte r thei r black 
women. The supernatural. When she hasn't enough money 
to speed , aroun d midnight , t o a  hotel, sh e leave s al l the 
lights on, all her clothes on, and sticks a bread knife in her 
belt. Nea r sunrise , abou t th e tim e o f the false dawn, she 
collapses wide-eye d o n th e bed , the n sleeps . Ba d thing s 
happen ever y day . Wh y shouldn' t the y happen , at night, 
to her? 

Flynn goe s t o teac h schoo l an d quickl y become s en-
tranced by such stories as the one about the Puerto Rican 
teacher wh o ha s been educate d int o an adoration of eth-
nicity an d traine d t o spea k wit h th e sam e sharp-edge d 
speed hi s Marxis t professor s ha d formerl y kep t t o them-
selves. Whe n h e wa s twelve , h e wa s sellin g himsel f o n 
Times Square along with al l the other little chickens. Now 
he teaches a course entitled "Urba n Third World" and dis-
plays hi s knife-woun d scar s to hi s favorit e students . Hi s 
textbooks al l hav e th e wor d "man " i n thei r titles , and 
their cover designs are stark black and white, to seem dan-
gerous. He likes to fuck young Jewish girls up the ass. He 
commits sodomy on young Jewish girls, so that they may 
repent of the sins of thei r slumlord daddies. Their fathers, 
he tells them, owned th e rat-filled tenements of his youth. 
Parting thei r buttocks , th e young girls remind themselves 
that this is going to hurt him more than it hurts them. It is 
only to revenge himself. On Times Square, it was only for 
money. 

One day, a big, blonde Iris h dyke falls in love with one 
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of hi s littl e women—th e on e h e refer s t o a s "my Grand 
Concourse Jew." And sh e with her , apparently. The two 
women disappea r int o th e sunset s o f Brooklyn . He finds 
another. He discovers that this one, during the long after-
noons of his seminars, makes love with her roommate. It is 
not a coincidence, he realizes: i t is a conspiracy. He beats 
hell out of the roommate. "Dirty cuntsucker!" he screams. 
Above West 83rd Street , his cries ring out and synchronize 
with the bells of noon. 

Once, a much longer time ago, she tried to go straight. 
She married a man and then had a little baby named Nelly. 
After a  year of this , visions of women were jumping in her 
head like balls of bubble gum in penny machines. She had 
learned all the rules, however, and intended to follow them 
to th e letter. She served oxtail stew exactly a t the dinner 
hour. Sh e coul d swee p a  floor. Sh e becam e engrossed in 
the surgery , th e widowhoods , th e soundin g bras s o f pu -
berty o n daytim e television . Wome n stil l swarme d (al -
though she clenched her teeth) like roses past her nostrils. 
But on e afternoon , withi n a  littl e dream , sh e too k he r 
hands ou t o f th e soap y dishwater , drie d the m off , an d 
handed th e littl e bab y gir l t o Ros a Consuela in the base-
ment, an d walked throug h anothe r doo r an d the n mad e 
love to the woman who lived there, beyond the door. Her 
husband had told her that this woman belonged to his best 
friend. Ho-hu m ho-hum . Sh e an d th e red-haired woman 
make love all the afternoon. 

Years later, she is in bed with Grandview, and they are 
talking about the best friend. Grandview laughs and laughs. 
She pokes Grandview: "Watcha laughin' for, huh?" Grand-
view explains that she's laughing because she herself used 
to make love to the best friend's first wife; and then, later, 
her lover started making love with the best friend's second 
wife—and then you too k your hands out of the dishwater 
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and mad e lov e t o the best friend's girl friend. "I hear," she 
whispers to Grandview, "that he's married for a third time! 
There's a new one!" She and Grandview laugh and laugh. 

They decide d t o rais e mone y fo r th e Ol d Lesbians ' 
Home b y havin g weekly dance s t o b e called "The Alice B. 
Toklas Memoria l Cotillion. " These would be an alternative 
to th e expensiv e bars . The y woul d b e hel d i n neighbor -
hoods saf e a s churches s o that those with imperfect karat e 
techniques would fee l secur e on the way home. They sat in 
church parlor s t o mak e arrangements . Th e lad y reverend s 
opposite the m i n th e churc h parlor s agreed tha t everyon e 
has the righ t t o dance , cha-cha-cha . On e lad y ministe r de -
scribes a  phenomenon calle d huma n liberation which boil s 
down t o dancin g i n he r churc h o n weeknight s a s long a s 
there i s no smoking , n o drinking , n o kissing, no dope, and 
no rubbin g up togethe r a s i t is done in the expensive alter-
natives. 

On th e livin g roo m floor , the y dance . When th e musi c 
stops, the y wai t a  moment an d the n begin again. She likes 
heroic nois e tha t i s bloodie d bu t unbowed : Scottis h bag -
pipes, St . Patrick' s Da y parades . Th e swor d o f Nefertit i 
hung up t o rest . I t i s late autumn . Th e man who lives two 
fields away—whos e fathe r originall y owne d thi s house -
daily deliver s anothe r loa d o f firewood . H e stop s a t th e 
door; he stay s and stays , tellin g Dais y th e awfu l detail s of 
how hi s wife lies dying of cance r of the brain. Daisy shakes 
her hea d i n inexpressibl e sorrow . He r head move s i n per -
fect cadenc e wit h th e ris e an d fal l o f th e story . Th e nex t 
day, however , hi s wife feel s better , an d Dais y smiles . 
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"I don' t kno w wha t nam e I  was bor n with . I  was bap-
tized Samari a i n th e orphanage . Th e Woma n o f Samari a 
was a  person of Hellenistic background whom a  prominent 
young Hebre w o f he r day used as an example to show that 
it i s th e spiri t o f worshi p tha t count s rathe r tha n inheri -
tance o r culture . A  puzzler , tha t one . A  paradox , som e 
would say . 

"My life , a s plai n an d tasteles s a s whit e brea d i n it s 
beginning, ha s become riche r tha n fruitcake . Already , I'v e 
had everything—love , passion , loss , grief , mutilation o f th e 
spirit, an d sex . Thes e thing s tast e lik e th e candie d frui t 
inside dar k cake . I  live i n th e boathous e now , writin g m y 
memoirs an d gettin g strange . Everyon e wh o happene d t o 
me wa s extraordinary—but I  didn't realiz e the y were until 
I ha d lef t the m an d wa s gone . Je ne  regrette  rien t a s the 
song goes . Actually , I' m afrai d o f bein g arreste d fo r mur -
der i f I  show m y face . 

"At th e beginning , I  opened m y eye s i n th e orphanage. 
I wa s ten year s old . Befor e that , o f course , m y eye s wer e 
also open; but then nothing stayed stil l so that I  could take 
a look a t it. At the orphanage, nothing ever moved an inch. 
My mothe r wa s a  whore, an d m y father , many sailors . My 
mother an d he r siste r di d twent y a  da y betwee n them , 
working th e dock s i n Wilmington , Nort h Carolina . The y 
told m e the y di d the m throug h thei r mouths . They said it 
was easie r t o clea n you r mouth  tha n you r insides . The y 
said that' s what th e sailor s really wante d anyway—thoug h 
they pretende d otherwise . A  woman's mouth  seem s safe r 
to me n tha n a  woman's inside . 
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"I opene d m y eye s th e firs t tim e between my mother 
and my aunt, and it was warm and bright. I know a woman 
doesn't ge t babie s throug h he r mouth , but nevertheless I 
was conceived an d grew to birth on the back of my moth-
er's tongue . Ou r hous e wa s beautiful . Yo u thin k Gran d 
Street i s beautiful , wher e you'r e dedicate d t o frettin g 
about a  hundred objets  wort h nearl y nothing. The Tarot 
deck in its gilt box, the china monkey that's really a cigar-
ette lighter , th e eighteent h centur y inkwel l you r firs t 
beloved presse d into your hands—she took i t off he r own 
table and put i t in your hands. The bunches of books and 
pictures an d papers , an d th e bras s candlestick s an d th e 
orange cat. You should have seen our house. 

"The hous e w e liv e i n now—lon g an d low, white clap-
board an d cold . Ou r house the n was long and tall, white 
clapboard an d hot . It s porc h wrappe d nearly al l the way 
around. Ou t i n th e yar d wer e hollyhock , larkspur , and 
azalea, and anything that could grow wild without tending. 
And seedling s i n coffe e can s everywher e yo u pu t you r 
foot. 

"My mother' s nam e wa s Mary Bridge t an d he r sister's 
name wa s Mar y Theresa; and thei r hous e cam e t o the m 
from their mother, whose breast was amputated an d then 
she died. There was biscuits and fried chicken and mashed 
potatoes and gravy. The ocean was not far away. 

"We would wak e u p afternoons i n a bed full o f quilts. 
But I woke up first an d spent the time seeing the pictures 
on the quilts. There were stars and flowers and velvet and 
moons and threads and knots. I would go to sleep wrapped 
around my mother's back, and my arm grew longer every 
year unti l i t coul d g o almos t th e entir e wa y aroun d he r 
waist. But three in a bed is not the right number. I  was a 
little girl; my mother and Mary Theresa were grown wom-
en. Bu t w e woul d wak e u p togethe r i n th e bed anyway, 
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and ther e woul d b e brigh t ligh t throug h al l the windows— 
I'm recallin g i t lik e it' s just a  play I'v e see n u p o n a  stage 
with th e curtai n risin g an d falling . I  was i n th e play,  bu t 
when I  remembe r it , I' m sittin g i n th e dark , i n th e audi -
ence, watching. " (Samari a begin s t o tel l th e plo t o f th e 
opera Der  Rosenkavalier,  a s thoug h i t wer e th e stor y o f 
her childhood:) 

"First, ther e i s music lik e soli d silver ; then tw o wome n 
in bed togethe r begi n t o sing . Then on e o f the m gets u p-
the younge r one , Mar y Theresa—wh o is still young enough 
to jump and leap with fright: the y think there is somebody 
coming. Bu t i t isn' t the man—they shouldn't be afraid. I' m 
the on e wh o know s fo r sur e tha t vo n Werdenberg' s gon e 
forever. H e neve r onc e come s back . He' s gon e fo r good . 
But chey don't know. 

"The younger woma n i n th e be d i s a girl pretending t o 
be a  boy who has to pretend to be a girl. She bangs around 
in leathe r boots . Sh e hide s behin d a  painte d screen . Sh e 
sees a  fa t ol d ma n com e t o as k m y mother , wh o i s th e 
older woman , t o ge t hi m a  pretty girl . Mar y Theresa , th e 
younger woman , change s t o ribbon s an d skirts , an d the n 
the fa t ol d man wants her. I see that the fat old man wants 
a boy dresse d u p lik e a  girl. The last I see of Mary Theresa 
she's wearin g a  silve r sui t o f light s an d she' s carryin g a 
silver rose in her hand, leaving my mother behind; and that 
is how I lost my mother for good. 

"But a t th e orphanag e I  met Luc y Riddle . Lucy Riddl e 
taught m e i n secret , a t nigh t i n th e bathroom , ho w to tap 
dance. Sh e ha d blac k frizz y curl s an d bi g gra y eye s an d 
could ta p danc e i n silver shoe s like a  little star. Before the 
orphanage go t her , Luc y Riddl e ha d take n year s o f ta p 
dance an d toe . The n w e wer e seventeen , an d coul d leav e 
and get a job. 

"We serve d behin d th e caf e counte r a t the bu s station . 
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When Mary Theresa got off th e bus one night, it had been 
nine years since I'd seen her. She still had her good suit— 
the blue and gray tweed, and a dark red necktie—not silver 
the wa y I  sometimes remembe r it . I t fel t lik e my brains 
had move d t o m y stomach . I t fel t lik e sh e ha d come to 
take m e bac k hom e t o m y mother , an d the n th e whol e 
show would begin again. It would be early afternoon, and 
all th e ligh t woul d b e pourin g throug h th e window s t o 
show the secret. It would be a second chance for me. 

"But she didn't know me. My hair was dyed red and all 
swollen into curls Lucy had fixed wit h rags . I had the yel-
low unifor m on , wit h th e gree n triangle apron. I  smelled 
like grease and sugar doughnuts. I  don't blame her. It was 
the middle of the night , and she was tired and she smelled 
like the long distance bus. 

"She put her left hand flat down on the counter. I put a 
cup of coffe e an d a doughnut in front of her. Lucy Riddle 
came u p then , an d Mary Theresa lifted he r left han d and 
held i t ou t t o her . Mar y Theres a touche d Luc y a t her 
waist. I  told th e bos s I  was sick . I  went hom e to where 
Lucy and I roomed and boarded, the Ivy Inn; and I stayed 
there, losing my job until Luc y Riddle finally cam e home 
two weeks later. 

" 'I never intended to marry an old man and a widower, 
Lucy says to me. 'But he's in love with me, and I've already 
done wron g with him , an d he' s got a good steady job at 
the shipyards in Wilmington. Will you stand up for me?' 

"I behave d like a crazy woman. I  yelled and screamed. 
Then the florist's boy comes with a dozen white roses with 
a not e fro m Mar y Theres a tha t reads , 'With  my heart  in 
beside them, I send them to the  one I love.' Poor Lucy is 
torn i n hal f wit h th e excitemen t o f th e roses on the one 
hand and scared to death on the other, of ho w I' m carry-
ing on . I  couldn' t explai n t o her . I  know no w tha t m y 
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heart was broken—but I  didn't know that then to tell it to 
her. She held her face i n the roses and kept asking, 'Why, 
Samaria, why? ' wit h smile s sh e couldn' t hel p acros s her 
face. 

"The only words I  managed were, But what about your 
big tap-dancing career in New York City? What about the 
Rockettes at Radio City? Which made absolutely no sense 
to her. I  might as well have said nothing at all. The subject 
of ta p dancin g ha d bee n droppe d the minute we left th e 
orphanage. Sh e ha d grow n ou t o f th e silve r shoes . I  was 
the onl y on e o f u s who eve n kne w wha t th e Rockette s 
were, an d I  was the only one of us who remembered her 
tap dancing like a little star. 

uShe sa t there flabbergasted. She twisted her hair in her 
fingers an d didn' t kno w wha t t o say . Sh e finall y go t up 
and put her roses in our water jug, then got a cold rag for 
my face. Sh e went off t o tel l the landlady i t was all right. 

"When she came back, I  pretended I  would be maid of 
honor, an d the n we both went to sleep . In the middle of 
the night, I  took my suitcase and left." 

Samaria waited at the bus stop for the rest of the night, 
and i n th e mornin g too k th e firs t bu s tha t wen t ou t 
through th e countr y an d pas t th e orphanage . Th e driver 
let her off a t the gates. She told herself that she would get 
the facts, and then she would know what to do next. She 
was wearing her good blue dress with the red sash, and she 
had hidden her dyed red hair beneath a green Hawaii scarf. 
Her suitcase was cardboard. 

"You found me in the house by myself," she said. "You 
were afraid I' d burn the place down. Or you took m e be-
cause of chil d neglect, that kind of thing . That's why you 
took me here, wasn't it?" 

"No, that' s no t why . People have the right to leave an 
eight-year-old i n charge of th e house. A big girl eight years 
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old can be all right. No complaints." 
"Then tell me why." 
"Just because." 
"Because, just because." 
The hea d o f th e orphanag e had breath that smelled o f 

the orphanage—col d potatoe s an d yesterday' s breakfas t 
grits fried into today's lunch. But a strong smell of beer in 
the middle of th e other smells . "You really don't remem-
ber, do you?" the big man grinned. 

The room becam e quiete r tha n it sliould have been. It 
grew too hot . Samaria had the feeling that flies were about 
to buzz. A year behind the counter at the bus station had 
taught he r th e smel l o f beer . Sh e ha d neve r taste d it . It 
crossed her mind that she would like to taste beer. 

"I'm goin g t o tel l you. " The ma n lurche d a  little for-
ward i n hi s swive l chair . He picked up a fly-swatter fro m 
the des k an d bega n t o sla p i t agains t th e windo w sill , 
though ther e were no flies in the room. It was like a dream 
in the room. The room did not make good sense. 

"Your father," the man said, "might be an English sail-
or, but then again he might not be. I myself believe you've 
got Cheroke e i n you. Bu t the father in this case is irrele-
vant. I t was your mother. She'd been working the docks— 
as far as we knew—for as long as she could get up on her 
feet and walk. She said that she was just a decent 'working-
man' going to work down there . She said that she put on 
her overall s ever y morning and went to work at the ship-
yards lik e a  decen t 'workingman. ' Hav e you eve r heard 
such shit in your life? What we knew was a woman, a bad 
woman i n a  re d dress . Th e Bibl e say s .  .  .  th e wor d i s 
whore. You tel l me—wha t woma n ca n be a decent work-
ingman and at the same time be a scarlet woman? Answer 
me that . Bu t a s long a s we le t he r go o n talking , that' s 
what she said." 
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"That wa s no t m y mother . Tha t wa s her siste r i n the 
overalls. You didn't listen closely. There were two of them 
and the n ther e wa s me. " Samaria fel t a  fly craw l up her 
wrist, and she felt quite cold. When she looked, the fly was 
gone. 

"What sister? No sister we knew of. No other family we 
could fin d anywhere . N o orphanag e wants extra children 
for no good reason." 

"There wa s ou r home . Ther e wa s a  bi g whit e hous e 
where yo u coul d hav e gon e an d foun d th e truth. " 

"It was just her, I said. No home. No big white house. In 
this town , ther e i s n o house  of an y kind for women like 
that. They go to rooming houses that should be burned to 
the ground. They hide out in the colored section. She must 
have hid out in the colored section and had you there with 
her. But she was slippery as an eel, and she could disappear 
in daylight. I t took us two years finally to track her down. 
We had other problems on our mind. You weren't our sole 
concern. We wiped her out and we got you. You could say 
thank you. You could thank your maker." 

"Thank you," Samaria said. 
"It was in a cornfield, fiv e mile s outside of town in the 

middle of the night. She was with a man, but he got away. 
They were both drunken and naked. She was trying to put 
the man' s private membe r insid e you r mouth . Yo u were 
eight year s old . The y wer e laughin g their heads off. Yo u 
were lying on the ground, still as stone. Don't you remem-
ber anything?" 

Samaria remembered a  song she had forgotten. It went: 
Eff U  Cee Kay, Tell Her I Love Her. There had been a man 
who sol d newspaper s a t th e bu s station . H e had no legs, 
but he wore pants anyway. The pants legs were folded up 
behind him and pinned at the waist. The man was strapped 
to a  little wooden platform, an d he pushed himself along 
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with littl e paddles . Why would her mother want to put a 
man's leg into her mouth? 

Samaria get s a  new job a t th e Railwa y Luncheonette , 
which serve d excellen t breakfasts . Fo r forty-nin e cents , 
you coul d hav e a glass of juice, two ham biscuits, and all 
the coffe e yo u coul d drink. For a dollar, you coul d have 
eggs an d baco n (o r ha m o r sausage ) wit h grits and gravy 
and toas t an d jelly, an d al l th e coffe e yo u coul d drink . 
Samaria wait s on , an d keep s th e plac e clean . 

Almost simultaneously , Veronic a i s employe d b y th e 
British Roya l Family . She is to be nursemaid for Prinesss 
Elizabeth an d Princess Margaret Rose. 
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In order to save Bethulia, her  city, Judith beheads Holofer-
ries, who  is a general sent to invade Palestine. 

The little princesses dance along on either side of Veron-
ica's heavy-footed stride. They are dressed in their precious 
cream-colored coats , and both have new permanent waves. 
Veronica is taking the little princesses to view the seals at 
the zoo. The seals have been brushed and combed fo r the 
occasion. 

To entertai n the m on the way, Veronica tells the prin-
cesses what is going to happen, just as if the future were a 
story: 

"Shortly befor e th e winte r o f 192 0 close d down hard 
and fast on the little farming town of Lepetty, North Caro-
lina, U.S.A. , an d th e simpl e countr y fol k bega n to settl e 
down indoors for a season of fornicatio n an d conning the 
Farmer's Almanac, Flynn Burns's grandfather was killed in 



a railroa d accident—crushe d insid e th e engin e h e ha d s o 
expertly fire d hi s whole career . Becaus e deat h wa s instan-
taneous, Theophilu s Burn s hadn' t a n instant—befor e th e 
angels bor e hi m t o a  heave n pave d wit h shamrocks—t o 
reflect o n th e agent s o f hi s deat h which  were  .  .  .  ? " 

"Sex, booze , jealousy, lust , violence," chime d th e littl e 
princesses. This story was one of thei r favorites. 

"And eve n ha d Theophilu s lived, " Veronica continued , 
"it woul d hav e take n literall y herd s o f grea t professor s t o 
make hi m perceiv e th e appropriatenes s o f suc h a  death t o 
the lif e h e had lived. And the professors would have failed, 
even usin g words o f on e syllable , eve n usin g suc h familia r 
plain talk as . . . ?" 

"Eff U Cee Kay," Margare t Rose piped up. 
"Exactly! Yo u ar e a  ver y brigh t littl e girl . Theophilu s 

was a  ma n almos t entirel y devoi d o f brain . A  great swee t 
space fille d hi s skull , where , amon g th e normal , evi l 
thoughts an d ric h design s o n natur e lurk . Brai n cance r i s 
the las t thing he would ever have caught. He had almost no 
place t o stor e them ; an d h e ha d forgotte n th e reaso n fo r 
March 15t h . . . " 

"Margaret Ros e an d I  ar e blood y Britis h imperialis t 
swine," Elizabet h said . 

" . . . an d h e neve r onc e concerne d himsel f wit h any -
thing no t directl y a t hand . H e though t h e kne w wha t h e 
liked t o eat , fo r example , bu t h e would ea t anythin g se t 
before him . H e neve r complaine d fo r wha t h e di d no t 
have. When desir e bese t him,  he di d no t rav e (like spoiled 
little girl s sometimes do ) bu t waite d patientl y fo r desire' s 
object t o appea r and be taken . H e could read only a little, 
but ther e wa s nothing  h e neede d t o read . H e coul d writ e 
his ow n nam e an d th e name s o f hi s tw o wive s which 
were .  .  .  ? " 

"Samaria an d Veronica! " 

34 



" .  .  .  an d h e ha d memorize d th e name s o f th e te n 
station stops it took to get from one to the other of them. 

"There also lived in Lepetty a  gorgeous creature named 
Gloria Lee . Sh e was the grocer's wife who—unti l her sex-
ually ravenou s thirtie s invade d her—live d t o enjo y tw o 
things in life: he r reputation as the county's best barbeque 
cook and her gift for glossolalia. And what is glossolalia?" 

"The gif t o f speakin g wit h tongues! " crie d th e brigh t 
little girls . 

"Especially o n hot Sunday afternoons, when Gloria Lee 
could combine her talents into one helluva double-header: 
leaving the pigs basting on the spits, she would lure the sin-
fully expectan t crow d into the tent. And there, while toss-
ing he r lon g yello w hai r an d shreddin g he r lace-covere d 
bosom . . . " 

" . . . an d massaging her pure white bosom, white as the 
driven snow . . ." choruse d the princesses. 

"She woul d giv e tongu e t o th e forgotte n language s of 
the Holy Ghost . . . " 

"Yenkettenkettunketblahblahjesus," Elizabeth intoned. 
" "Almost , but not quite. There are many imitations, but 
there are no substitutes for the real thing. Gloria Lee was 
the real thing. And, as it is to be expected with reality, one 
thing led inevitably t o another . The proof o f the pudding 
occurred earl y on e spring . Glori a Le e cas t fame , reputa -
tion, her mystical and her marital duties aside—and washed 
and untangle d tha t length y yellow hair—and began an af-
faire of such heated proportions the whole town seemed to 
liquefy i n it s presence . Pig and prayer were gone forever . 
They wer e no t regretted : Glori a Lee, newly transformed , 
was better than ever. 

"The lover was unknown. She did i t behind the school-
house privy, hardly waiting for th e last child to run home. 
She did it in the fields , th e woods, beneath parked pickup 
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trucks. Sh e di d i t i n th e choirloft . Once , wit h he r skirt s 
hiked up , sh e did it against the wall of her husband's store. 
By August , sh e had stopped putting up her hair at all. As a 
matter o f fact , b y thi s time , sh e had hardly any hair left -
she ha d ha d th e barbe r cu t i t shor t becaus e i t go t i n th e 
way of what she enjoyed doing most. She scarcely kept her 
front buttoned . B y October , sh e wasn' t goin g hom e a t 
all . . . " 

"And o n Novembe r 22nd , sh e wa s gettin g he r throa t 
strangled i n th e middl e o f th e railroa d track s . . . " sai d 
Margaret Rose . 

" . . . wher e he r husband had finally caugh t up with her 
after a circus chase down Main Street." 

"Frightening the horses," said Elizabeth . 
" . . . an d righ t o n schedule , her e come s Theophilus . 

And promptly , ou t o f nowhere , als o come s th e unknow n 
lover. Bot h o f them , jus t i n tim e t o b e i n fo r th e kill . 
Lover, wife, and husband—triple-locked int o . . . " 

". .  .  thei r death-struggle .  . . " 
". .  .  thei r struggl e unt o th e death. No one of the three 

would b e th e firs t t o rol l away , althoug h eac h mus t hav e 
heard the train coming, and felt it s heat." 

"Crash!" screamed Margare t Rose . 
"Their head s wer e cu t off , thei r bodie s dismembered, " 

Elizabeth uttered . Sh e nodde d graciousl y t o on e o f th e 
seals; and graciously th e sea l (whos e ta g named i t Veroni -
ca) returned the salute. 
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Because she refused  marriage,  Agnes  was  placed naked  in  a 
brothel by  the  father of  her  suitor. But  hair  grew until  it 



covered her entire body. Next, she was tied to a stake. But 
the fire went  out. She died by a sword through her throat, 
at the age of thirteen, and is the patron of chastity. 

In the dream, she is sitting yoga-legged i n a pale room: 
peaceful, dim , Oriental. The room is the shape of an oval, 
and a few feet within its perimeter has a low fence made of 
white wooden slats . Her back is leaning slightly against the 
fence. 

Although she feels no fear, she experiences a certain ner-
vous sens e o f bein g i n public , o f being watched. Bu t she 
knows sh e i s alone . Bu t then she knows she is not alone. 
There is a person she knows is a surgeon crouching behind 
her on the other side of th e fence. H e is opening the base 
of her skull, slicing with his scalpel ear to ear. He is a jolly 
doctor, he expects nothing but cooperation from her. She 
realizes h e i s removin g he r brain . H e accomplishe s thi s 
quickly, silently , without giving her pain. She sees his hand 
slide her brain into an enamel pan waiting beside her knee. 
She believes he is going to leave it at that and go away. She 
is certai n o f this , an d immediatel y become s ingratiating , 
charming, cute . Sh e wil l perfor m an y tric k t o brin g her 
brain bac k home ; sh e woul d eve n suc k hi s cock . I t lie s 
there beside her, silver, silent, quivering. 

The docto r the n does something else—also painless—in-
side her skull. She will never be sure if he has put her brain 
back. 

Then sh e i s in the foyer of a n Oriental palace made of 
dark wood—not too distant, she understands, from the site 
of th e brai n removal . Th e atmospher e i s hectic and pan-
icky. There she glimpses, just before the y disappear , little 
brown men in yellow loincloths . They are slipping around 
corners hunting for children to execute. The order to kill 
comes fro m a  war lord wh o reside s o n high . Bu t i f an y 
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children ar e killed , i t wil l b e he r fault . 
There i s a  faint rapping on the door behind her. She sur-

reptitiously crack s i t ope n an d see s a  ragged y littl e bo y 
waiting there . Sh e snatche s hi m u p an d hide s him agains t 
her body . 

The woma n i n be d wit h Maryan n trie s t o wak e her . 
Maryann curse s an d roll s over . Th e woma n presse s he r 
hand betwee n Maryann' s legs , but Maryann' s drea m i s re-
lentless an d keep s he r asleep . 

Then sh e i s outsid e th e woode n palace , standin g i n a 
dark garde n nea r the plac e of the surgery. She feels herself 
exposed insid e a  deep eroti c flow , an d th e wome n ar e al l 
her ow n size, the same height, the same weight. Everythin g 
else disappears. 

Maryann is making love to Honor. At the same moment , 
just acros s th e street , te n wome n (whos e husband s ar e 
baby-sitting) are opening up their own cervixes with plastic 
speculums an d starin g up int o themselve s throug h pocke t 
mirrors. 

The Marshallin—th e Princes s vo n Werdenberg—a t th e 
end o f th e firs t ac t i s alone again . Sh e i s looking int o he r 
mirror, watchin g char m fade . Sh e ha s dismissed he r hair-
dresser, he r attorney , he r literary advisor , milliner , anima l 
dealer, chef , flautist , Italia n tenor . An d th e Rosenkavalie r 
is gone, too, bearing the silver rose to Sophie—sixteen, slim, 
pretty. This will be their first meeting . 

"For seve n years , she let me sleep in bed beside her. But 
then on e mornin g th e footstep s i n th e corrido r were  his. 
He was back from World War II, and I had to run and hide. 
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Teresa of Avila,  of  a  noble  family, underwent,  in 1555, 
a "second  conversion. " After  that,  she experienced inner 
visions to  which,  with great brilliance and charm, she gave 
practical and delightful  application. She left behind  her 
writing of  sound  literary value and frequently prays  for 
souls still  in purgatory. 

Samaria said, "He courted me out of th e Railway Lun-
cheonette. H e would ea t first,  then cour t me . H e would 
eat hotcake s and syrup, ham and eggs, and drink a whole 
pot o f coffe e wit h cream . Firs t h e woul d eat , the n he 
would cour t me . H e had a  head lik e a  turnip and hands 
like hamhocks . I  married hi m afte r a  while an d gav e up 
working at the Railway Luncheonette . Then I  had a little 
girl, Daisy. 

"Then I  found ou t about his other wife. He carried pic-
tures in his wallet of littl e boys I  knew must be his—they 
had head s lik e turnips and hands like hamhocks, just like 
his. S o o f cours e I  knew h e mus t have another wife and 
these boys must be hers. The other wife turne d out to be 
Veronica, but I' m never certain those boys are hers. Only 
they think they are. 

"Between findin g ou t abou t Veronica , an d Theophilus 
getting killed , wa s a  year's time . Al l tha t year I  thought 
about almost nothing but Veronica. I  would feel my heart 
get so big there would be no room in my chest for breath. 
When Dais y wa s fiv e year s old , I  bega n tellin g he r my 
thoughts abou t Veronica . Sometimes we would do things 
like shel l pea s o r par e apple s whil e I  told her , but other 
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times we woul d just si t while I talked, with our hands use-
lessly i n ou r laps . Sh e dran k th e words in . Sh e ha s never 
forgotten a  word. I  could neve r se e Veronica' s fac e i n my 
mind, bu t I imagined her exactly my size—the same height, 
the sam e weight . Ther e woul d b e ligh t aroun d m y picture 
of her . I  tol d Dais y tha t someda y w e woul d ge t o n th e 
train an d si t on red velvet seats going to visit Veronica that 
each o f u s would carr y a  big bouquet of roses in honor of . 
Daisy wante d he r bouquet tie d wit h silve r ribbon. I  went 
to th e five-and-dim e an d bough t thre e yard s o f silve r rib-
bon, t o b e ready . Whe n w e go t off th e train, she would be 
waiting. Sometime s sh e woul d loo k lik e Daisy—th e wa y 
Daisy wa s then; with wil d re d hair . Sometime s sh e woul d 
look lik e me—lik e a  Cherokee. Sh e woul d b e short , or she 
would be tall. She would look like either of us. 

"When Daisy was fifteen, sh e began telling the stories in-
stead o f me . On e o f her s was o f Veronic a a s a  ship's cap-
tain. Th e ship' s captai n would be wearing a silver silk dress 
and diamon d earring s an d buckle d shoes . Sh e would tak e 
the shi p t o France , and return with a  princess costume and 
toe shoes for Daisy. 

"Then Theophilu s died , an d w e burie d him . The n th e 
truth, becaus e o f th e death , cam e out , includin g he r ad-
dress. Th e addres s of Veronica. I  said to Daisy, I  am scared 
to death . Dais y answered , You are going, nevertheless. But 
she was , by thi s time , reall y disinterested . Sh e wa s spend-
ing al l her tim e i n fron t o f the mirror or sewing new dress-
es. Sh e sang, all day long, like a movie star, "Some Day My 
Prince Will Come." How did she know I  would hate that? 

"She sewe d a new dress for me to wear and bought me a 
hat. Sh e dresse d me up and sent me off. Dais y had become 
a Roman Catholic , and the hat she gave me to wear looked 
like th e wreath of flowers the smartest girl put on the head 
of thei r Virgin statu e ever y firs t o f May . And whe n I  was 
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gone—and I  was gone fo r a  long time—Dais y too k a  lover. 
She carrie d o n i n broad dayligh t i t was so bad with her . It 
was th e kin d o f thin g tha t coul d en d i n death. Bu t wit h 
Daisy i t ende d i n Flynn . Flynn , now , wishe s sh e coul d 
chop of f al l ou r heads fro m ou r bodies and keep us just as 
brains, but I  could be wrong, and if I  am I'd admit it . 

"I ha d neve r worn a  hat. Fo r clothes , I  wore th e colo r 
blue. I  ha d neve r wor n tha t sam e colo r o f blu e before . I 
got of f th e trai n i n th e tow n wher e she lived and began to 
walk. I t wa s a  tow n tha t wa s on e prett y neighborhoo d 
after another , a s i f peopl e neve r cooke d o r worked , bu t 
had nothin g mor e t o d o tha n ten d thei r gardens . I t wa s 
nearly dark , bu t ther e wa s stil l ligh t enoug h to see that. I t 
was the sort of light that's the color of milk being poured— 
it doesn' t see m t o shine , bu t does—yo u kno w it's light be-
cause you ca n see . I  began t o thin k I  smelled th e sam e a s 
that ho t plante d eart h tha t began just beyond the people's 
fences. Sometime s the y woul d hav e a  grap e arbor , stil l 
vine, no t ye t grapes . I f th e flower s fro m thei r bushe s 
leaned ove r their fences , I  would break one or two off and 
take the m wit h me . Prett y soon , I  had a  large bouquet. I f 
Flynn ha d bee n m y littl e gir l instea d o f Daisy's , i t woul d 
have bee n tha t nigh t I conceived her . Counting back, later, 
I knew it was that night Flynn was conceived. 

"Shortly, the y bega n turnin g th e light s on insid e thei r 
houses. I t was supper time , an d I  could se e inside . I  recall 
white hallways , golden lamps, dark wood staircases leading 
up to thei r bedrooms . I n one upstairs , ther e was a woman 
fastening a  necklace aroun d he r neck an d wearing nothing 
more tha n tha t necklac e o n he r body ; but I  kept movin g 
on. Whe n i t becam e entirel y dark , dogs  starte d barkin g at 
me, so I threw the flowers away. 

"It was that time of night, I  think, Flyn n was conceived, 
but i n Daisy , no t in me. Daisy put me on the train wearing 
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her navy-blu e schoo l unifor m an d he r Gir l Scou t shoes . 
When I  go t bac k t o her , he r bell y wa s swolle n beneat h a 
red smoc k an d sh e wor e dangerou s high-heele d slipper s 
with pointe d toes . So we have Flynn . Befor e long , the side-
walks ended , the houses grew farther apart , and th e tende d 
grass began t o go . A t th e las t house , 1  turne d a  corner an d 
had nothin g lef t t o walk o n but th e dir t road , and n o flow -
ers lef t t o see—eve n i f i t had bee n light—bu t tha t flowerin g 
mimosa tre e whic h wil l tak e roo t anywhere . Ther e wa s 
dust u p m y nos e an d a  band o f swea t beneath m y hat , an d 
I wa s afrai d I  would soo n hav e to be beholden t o a  colored 
lady fo r a  glass of water . Bu t the n I  saw where I  was going. 

"A plai n house , a  dirt-farmer' s house , it s pain t flakin g 
and leanin g t o on e side. I t was all by itself , alone i n a great 
field o f nothin g bu t closing-u p lilie s an d Quee n Anne' s 
lace. Ther e wa s n o pat h t o th e door . Ther e wa s n o wa y 
either i n o r ou t o f th e plac e I  coul d see . S o I  just stoo d 
there fo r awhile , beside the ditch runnin g past th e flowere d 
field, an d thought , doe s sh e expec t m e t o fly}  N o othe r 
answer t o m y proble m cam e t o me , n o matte r ho w fa r 
down I  though t o n it . S o a t las t I  just wen t on . I  went o n 
past th e house , straigh t u p th e road , gettin g scare d o f th e 
dark unti l finall y I  happened o n th e way tha t was there al l 
the time . I t wa s lik e tryin g t o fin d somethin g you wan t t o 
see i n a  dark room . I f you loo k directl y a t it , you can' t se e 
it. Yo u hav e t o loo k t o on e side  o f it , preten d no t t o b e 
looking fo r it , the n i t wil l lea p u p agains t you r eye s an d 
you'll hav e i t to pu t your hand o n i f that's what yo u want . 
That's ho w I  found th e way . I t wa s a  path tha t wa s a tun-
nel. Bi g water oak s gre w o n bot h sides , met overhead , an d 
made a  tunnel . A s soo n a s I  wa s inside , I  fel t saf e an d 
hidden fro m danger . I  coul d hav e bee n a  ca t ou t huntin g 
for th e nigh t an d gettin g read y t o teas e a  mouse t o death . 
The tunnel curved , then I  caught sigh t of th e house again . 
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I stood in the dark, the house stood i n light. I t was like the 
time I  went to a theatre. 

"I imagined , then , Theophilu s comin g t o i t fro m hi s 
work a t nigh t an d catchin g sigh t o f i t lik e this . Bu t h e 
might have had his kerosene lantern to get him through th e 
dark. Th e whippoorwill s starte d up , the n i t was dar k fo r 
good. I  imagine d Theophilu s goin g past th e light , puttin g 
himself insid e th e house , an d findin g he r home and trying 
to put his tongue inside her mouth like he did me. 

"At th e las t minute , I  lost m y nerv e an d coul d g o nei -
ther forwar d no r backward . I  spen t th e nigh t sleepin g i n 
the weed s underneat h th e trees . I  slep t dee p an d thor -
oughly. 

Margaret of  Antioch,  having  refused the  attentions  of  the 
governor, found  herself  cast  down  deep  in  a dungeon with 
a dragon.  The  dragon  swallowed  her  alive,  but  Margaret 
swelled inside  him  to  such  proportions  that  the  dragon 
split open  and  she  emerged  from its  belly  unharmed.  Frus-
trated by  the  miracle,  the  governor  had  her  executed. Her 
help is  summoned by  women  in  the pangs of  childbirth. 

It i s July 13 , 1973 . I n Ne w York , L . massages th e pain 
in he r right eyeball , continue s to paint with her left. I  can-
not fin d S . becaus e sh e i s gone fro m State n Islan d int o a 
disappearing ac t o n th e uppe r Wes t side . I f I  go ther e t o 
track he r down, Ti l b e wadin g up to my ass through mem-
ory soli d a s sewage: Nell y an d m e livin g o n egg s an d pas-
teurized chees e a t th e to p o f th e 82n d Stree t walkup , 
gnawing m y wa y throug h fiv e mysterie s a  night, abandon-
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ing m y ca t because it' s eithe r hi m o r me . U p there , I  will 
stumble ove r a  dog squattin g t o shit ; and th e do g will no t 
have bee n ther e a  single instan t before , an d some cat—not 
that one—wil l b e watchin g m e throug h a  window . Side -
walks too wide , tree s too young . I  will hav e t o cros s Am-
sterdam Avenu e an d wil l therefor e b e thrown in the air by 
a bus . L . ha s ne w paint , mor e kind s o f yello w tha n she' s 
ever had before . J . i s marrying, in church, T. She describes 
her weddin g sui t a s Frenc h satin , white-on-white , cuff s i n 
the trousers , with a  blue ruffled shirt . TVs dress is a secret, 
but th e clu e is "Jean Harlow" and naked as the law allows. 
I have exactl y te n minute s lef t t o bu y a  wedding present . 
If I' m late , Ti l mis s "O h Promise Me." When I was a child, 
my mothe r too k m e t o a  grea t assortmen t o f weddings , 
where wome n marrie d men. At each of them, I  prayed ear-
nestly tha t th e prett y brid e woul d answer : NO , I will not , 
and trampl e th e lilie s beneat h he r feet . A . goe s t o dinne r 
with me , an d I  wan t t o lea n ove r th e tabl e an d slid e he r 
hair throug h m y mouth . I n ten minutes , for three hours, I 
am i n lov e wit h her- , but instea d I  eat vea l parmesan . To-
night, t o kee p m y strengt h up , I  wil l ea t boloney , eggs , 
milk, carrots . Instea d o f on e pac k o f cigarettes , I  wil l 
smoke two . Wit h th e cigarette s I  wil l drin k a n unpro -
nounceable vodka , becaus e there is a long night ahead. She 
won't tal k t o me on the telephone because I  have interrup-
ted something— a lot , I  hope: a  woman's anatomy can cool 
in the twinkling of an eye. They will have to drink a cup of 
tea an d feed th e dog instead. M. has burnt me, like another 
bridge, behin d her : I  am a liar, without consciousness , and 
a dirt y fighter.  Sh e ha s burn t me—no t lik e a  bridge, bu t 
like a  witch. Her mind is a star chamber; condemned there , 
I burn i n th e proces s o f missionary' s faith , bu t like a light 
bulb, Genera l Electric , hundred-watt , muc h illuminatio n 
and littl e heat . Ther e ar e no troublesom e ashe s t o dispose 
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of. I n Nort h Carolina , mothe r stil l work s a s a  telephon e 
operator an d lives , fo r th e mos t part , o n pimient o chees e 
sandwiches; and , a  hundre d mile s away , M . ha s appren -
ticed hersel f t o a  plumbe r wh o get s he r wrapped aroun d 
the pipe s an d the n asks , jus t on e mor e time : Wha t i s it , 
exactly, yo u d o wit h you r gir l friend ? I  don't remembe r 
from on e da y t o th e next , M . replies ; an d make s goo d 
money. O n on e o f m y rar e days off , I  lean bac k int o th e 
pool player s an d justify th e wasted time by contemplatin g 
the universe : I n al l o f us , I  conclude , lurk s essentia l ba r 
dyke an d he r release . Shoulder s mov e befor e th e leg s do . 
Large D . spread s like cumulu s abov e tha t brow n earth . I t 
would hav e bee n th e easies t thin g I'd ever done in my life , 
last wee k (lik e rollin g of f a  log) t o pick up the steak knif e 
and pu t i t throug h tha t ol d bastard' s gullet whil e h e firs t 
picked a t hi s salad , the n picke d a t hi s nose : tha t wa s las t 
week i n th e restaurant , whe n I  wante d A.' s hai r i n m y 
mouth. I  drink with G. , because she's a real cook-book o f a 
mother bu t I  must suddenl y hurr y hom e ( I a m easil y em -
harassed) whe n sh e tell s m e tha t th e logica l solutio n t o 
her persona l despai r woul d b e t o stic k he r tongu e u p a 
friendly cunt ; only , sh e adds , a s I  stuff m y mitte n i n m y 
mouth, I'm not attracted to women. 

Sometimes, o n Cana l Street , I  becom e a  serpent . Re -
flected b y industria l plastic s storefronts , I  slithe r inside , 
then outside , m y Appalachia n pool , al l poison drained; de-
fanged—as nea r death,  a s vulnerable , a s the Godzill a tha t 
science wil l conque r o n late-nigh t tv . I  spok e t o I : I  am 
without substance , a  liar, a  dirty fighter : i t takes only one 
of you r however , t o kil l me. The nice doctor gives her lith-
ium t o eat . Havin g no alternative s t o offer—non e bu t th e 
same ol d helpin g hand—I give her th e han d t o hold . I  un-
derstand mor e tha n I  thin k I  do . Bu t thi s whol e plac e 
seems full o f women shivering with anxiety as they tick of f 
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the number of years they have remained together in pairs— 
the nex t Ar k wil l have to multiply int o a fleet—and they 
concern themselve s wit h wh y I  drink (instea d of , fo r in-
stance, jog ) bu t neve r thin k wh y I  stay , uncured , Irish , 
out of tha t grandmother of f tha t boat. That grandmother 
called (short for me) Bert , who, upon hearing the news of 
her husband's deat h i n a train engine, simply slappe d her 
hands togethe r an d announced : That  s that.  The genuine 
class differenc e amon g wome n exist s between those who 
had paradise and lost i t and those who never did but think 
they do . Stree t game s wit h a  stic k an d anythin g har d 
enough t o hit : swea t fannin g pas t fro m th e bod y jus t 
ahead; street lights coming on ahead sudden and disastrous 
as thunderstorms. I beat the shit out of the boy next door: 
although bigger and stronger, his arm snapped like raw spa-
ghetti in my fists. And , like a  good boy, he died, grieving 
those wh o love d him , although, now, I  cannot remember 
why I  neede d hi m t o die . I f sh e cam e t o m y doo r thi s 
minute, I  swear I would turn her away. And she would die, 
grieving those who love her; and then the alphabet would 
end. I want my mother, she told the woman who had made 
her scream and cry for hours. You may want, but not have, 
the woman answered. Your mother is a married woman. 
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Winifred, a  seventh-century Welsh maiden,  refused to mar-
ry the  chieftain  Caradoc; whereupon he beheaded her. But 
on the  ground where her head fell, a new spring opened up 
and its waters were healing. 



The arrangemen t wit h th e ban k seem s t o work ; th e 
mortgage gets paid. We took possessio n i n the spring , and 
now i t is winter. We have been here, we are still here. The 
lake i s no w froze n ove r with a  thin layer of ice . We have 
had time to fan through th e house and find natural hiding 
places. The man's wife came over last week for her first vis-
it, arms folded beneath her breasts, head bent to watch her 
feet crossing the field: in the manner of all country women 
who cros s field s t o visi t th e neighbors . Onc e inside , her 
visit ha d onl y on e purpose: Where  are  mother's curtains? 
she said . Honor' s firs t ac t ha d bee n t o pull down al l the 
starched dimit y a t th e windows and hide them i n a card-
board box. "Woul d you like to have them?" Honor asked 
her. The wife looked bewildered. She shook her head, no. 
Before sh e left, sh e made one more effort t o make Honor 
understand: See, I meant mother's curtains, she said. 

After a  hard, lugubrious talk about the future, they are 
drinking, variously , martinis , blood y marys , black coffee . 
Then, a  sudden charg e o f energy throug h Maryann mani-
fests itsel f i n a blast of heroic noise from the machine, in 
the appearanc e o f a  derby ha t o n he r head and a plastic 
machine gun in her hand. She disappears; then as suddenly 
reappears i n the doorway t o drop two brown eggs on the 
floor; which i s hilarious. She promptly wipes up the mess, 
after everyon e ha s put dow n her drink to clap her hands 
and laugh . The n sh e begin s t o dance , lik e this : arm s 
stretched stif f som e littl e distanc e fro m he r trunk , the n 
one foot, the n the other, inching across the floor; her head 
bent, watchin g th e floo r she' s crossing . L. and I  wait for 
half th e musi c to be finished befor e we do what we have 
been counting on doing. 

Our dance, i t appears, turns out to be what we imagine 
Swan Lak e coul d be : Zeus , disguise d t o catch Led a una-
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wares. Bu t som e sa y i t was Nemesis—a thoughtful maiden , 
occasionally represente d wit h measurin g rod , bridl e an d 
yoke—he caugh t unawares . To th e soun d o f Scottis h bag -
pipes. Firs t I  am the Prince , bu t the n sh e wants t o b e the 
Prince. Becaus e o f greate r agility , sh e gets he r way. I  am 
more interested i n the comic: the notion that Helen pecked 
her way ou t o f an egg that rolled from a maiden's body! I t 
is awkward fo r m e t o danc e wit h a  woman I  want. At any 
moment, sh e migh t notic e I  wan t her—an d s o migh t thi s 
lover o r tha t love r alread y establishe d i n th e natur e o f 
things—and th e establishmen t i s always th e firs t to get the 
message an d conve y i t broadsid e bac k t o th e revolution -
aries. Som e lik e i t scrambled , som e lik e i t fried , bu t i f 
you're all out of butter, I'l l have it crucified . 

Samaria di d no t starv e o r g o thirst y al l tha t nigh t sh e 
spent i n th e open . A  littl e whil e afte r sh e slept , Veronic a 
crept ou t an d droppe d a n orange , a  cake, an d a  bottle o f 
water into her lap; then was gone before the sudden weight 
of the food coul d wake Samaria. 

48 

Olympias, widowed  at  twenty,  determined  to  remain  single 
thereafter and  devote  herself  and her  considerable  wealth 
to good deeds.  She  was  charged,  however,  with  conspiring 
to burn  down  a  cathedral,  and  from  that  time  until  her 
death suffered  constant  harrassment  from the  authorities. 

Waking u p again , thi s tim e absolutel y cured , Flyn n 
recalls al l tha t ha s happene d t o he r bu t no t th e prope r 
chronology. I t migh t hav e bee n thre e hour s ago—o f te n 
minutes ago—tha t th e twin s lef t he r a t last , revolvin g ou t 



of th e roorfi , snappin g ou t thei r las t bit s o f dialogue: "We 
will go—get help—for Flynn—fro m a  grownup—Flynn is—so 
sweet—but mea n an d ugly—swee t bu t mean—bu t w e ar e 
the littl e princesses! " The twin s could translate everything 
into three-quarter time and then do it. They waltzed. 

Flynn thinks , thos e childre n shoul d b e i n th e hand s o f 
the stat e asylu m fo r th e insane . I t coul d hav e bee n hour s 
ago, o r ten minute s ago . I  don't know . No w i t is summer, 
and i n summertime , a s in any other season, light changes— 
but doesn' t sho w th e chang e i n summer until al l at once i t 
is dark, an d the n yo u kno w i t i s a summer night. Summe r 
light, summertime— sneaks. I t i s no t lik e winter . I t i s no t 
matter-of-fact. 

She i s no t to o wea k an y longe r t o ge t t o th e window . 
Out there , i t i s like a  lighted tent , wit h th e ski n stretche d 
tight a s i t wil l g o t o hol d insid e th e luminosity , an d th e 
flavors, an d th e colors . I n summer , tha t whic h i s mos t 
dependable abou t Flynn—he r harshness , he r furies , he r 
grimness—slacks ou t o f he r control . I t is always a shock t o 
her t o fin d hersel f al l o f a  sudden lik e som e pulp y fruit , 
like peac h o r plum . Sh e remember s hersel f a s stone , bu t 
the ston e get s fattened, by heat, into something edible and 
she hate s that . Sh e coul d b e compare d t o a  ric h orang e 
dropped ou t o f th e nigh t int o th e la p o f a n unconsciou s 
woman. A toothsome delight . 

She hate s that . Sh e despise s hersel f whe n sh e get s thi s 
way: leanin g o n th e sill , twitchin g he r nose , simperin g a t 
the gree n an d th e gold . I t doesn' t tak e just weddings , sh e 
understands, t o dra g her down. Sh e ca n b e a s healthy as a 
horse, her mind as poised as a fresh mousetrap , her mother, 
husbandless an d reunite d wit h he r maidenhood—bu t th e 
first o f summe r wil l shoo t Flyn n down ; and sh e i s never 
prepared whe n i t happens . Forewarned-is-forearme d i s not 
for people like Flynn. 
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For instance , now , stretche d ou t beneat h he r ar e tw o 
green acre s o f oak , elm , water oak, judas, dogwood, cedar; 
and all stitched up by sun and shade and shot through with 
flying bird s t o kee p i t al l i n motion ; moving, s o tha t sh e 
will understan d i t lives , tha t i t i s no t a  painte d marvel . 
Even th e fable d Bluebir d live s i n thi s plac e an d o n sched -
ule, merril y reproduce s itself . An d jus t beyon d th e land , 
there i s th e lake , a  littl e o f whic h Flyn n ca n se e now , 
through th e trees . Sh e interpret s wha t sh e see s a s shine . 
Dragonflies ski m th e water , turtle s colonize it s shores, fish 
and snake s troubl e th e surface. It s other side is swamp and 
wild woo d an d a  boathous e wher e n o on e bother s t o go . 
To he r left , th e bambo o grov e rattles , withou t benefi t o f 
wind; to he r right , th e swis h an d slam of Bogar t and Boat-
wright choosin g eithe r t o ente r o r leave thei r hom e i n the 
old garage . Bogart and Boatwright live alone together; they 
gave thei r goat s awa y som e time ago, but Flyn n was deliri-
ous at the time. 

Flynn understand s tha t me n an d women d o i t lik e Na -
ture: monke y see , monke y do . Mothe r an d me n d o it like 
nature becaus e natur e i s s o pretty . I f natur e wer e funny -
looking, lik e me , draw n lik e a  comic book , lik e me , the y 
would sto p doin g i t becaus e they would no longer imagine 
themselves Ar t imitatin g Nature . The y woul d b e mothe r 
and a  man aping something funny-looking, an d they woul d 
stop ou t o f embarrassment . B e like me, in winter, mother , 
Flynn want s t o tel l he r mother: black-and-white ; no birds' 
nests, n o leaves . Somethin g ugl y woul d brin g th e whol e 
thing t o a  standstil l an d b e the n lik e Flyn n i n winter . 
(Flynn doe s no t ye t realiz e tha t amon g wome n wit h me n 
Daisy doe s i t only  whe n sh e wants anothe r child , anothe r 
daughter. I t i s in thi s way tha t he r mothe r i s like nature , 
and that is why her husbands leave her.) 

Question: Ho w di d Greensleeve s ge t green ? Answer: 
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From rollin g o n th e grass . Flyn n wa s sic k t o death , bu t 
even th e twin s wer e doin g it , an d i t mad e a noise. But she 
leaned o n the sill, getting better; but bemused, as caught as 
anyone. Sh e pu t he r hand betwee n he r legs , touche d her -
self. The n sh e knew  ther e wa s n o hope . Fuc k it , sh e said . 
Why should I  care, if no one else does? The world had once 
promised he r everything—ha d presente d he r with nothin g 
but it s round , shin y behind . The  anals  of human  history, 
Flynn adds . Ol d picture s stuc k ineradicabl y int o th e fis-
sures o f he r brai n no w slope d forward t o be looked at . All 
nature rejoiceth  to  show  us  the Way,  to Innocent  Pleasure, 
to Innocent  Pleasure.  We t colt s nuzzling : tha t kin d o f 
thing, too . Ol d ladie s witherin g int o porc h swings , thei r 
feet danglin g unsee n behin d bucket s o f we t ferns ; safe i n 
their daughters' houses, passing the time waving at the traf-
fic. An d hollyhocks , purpl e an d blue , plante d besid e th e 
corn; an d a  littl e ros e garde n insid e a  circle o f staked-u p 
tomato plants: all these kinds of things . 

Flynn i s the onl y person she knows who never once for-
gets that the mind is a big gray muscle called a brain. When 
she wa s twelve—jus t whe n he r bod y wa s heartily poppin g 
forth thos e tit s th e twin s s o coveted—Flyn n (instea d o f 
eating he r supper ) listene d t o a  radio stor y abou t tw o sci-
entists an d a  brain. Neithe r th e stor y nor its meaning have 
ever abandone d her . On e scientis t i s good; one scientis t i s 
evil an d crazy . Th e goo d scientis t doe s no t recogniz e th e 
symptoms o f evi l and madness in his colleague—a blindness 
common amon g th e good ; an d hi s ignorance , o f course , 
leads him int o a situation which, in his opinion, is personal 
disaster. Th e evi l scientist , afte r druggin g him , sever s hi s 
head fro m hi s body i n orde r t o tes t thei r theor y tha t no t 
only ca n th e brai n surviv e withou t th e body , i t ca n als o 
continue t o drea m an d intellectualize . Althoug h th e bodi -
less scientis t woul d no t agre e with her , Flyn n regard s hi s 
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fate a s wonderful an d begins, from that time on, to want it 
for herself . Th e evi l scientist , accordin g t o plan , arrange s 
his colleague' s hea d i n a container of a  miraculous pickling 
solution an d attache s th e necessar y wires , tubes , micro -
phones. H e toasts himsel f wit h a  glass of Amontillado and 
sits bac k t o wai t fo r th e voic e o f truth : a  head withou t a 
body, accordin g t o thei r theory , wil l speak only the truth. 
At last the truth! 

Flynn canno t remembe r th e natur e o f trut h (althoug h 
midway i n the program , th e hea d spoke. ) Sh e recall s only 
a mess o f grieving utterances concerning the vileness of the 
separation, th e damag e t o one' s immorta l soul , unethica l 
medical practices . O n and on . Lookin g a  Gift Hors e in the 
Mouth, spittin g i n th e Fac e o f Fortune . At last, the head's 
daughter bungle s he r wa y int o th e basemen t laborator y 
(for a  mason jar of pickled pears?), recognizes her vanished 
father (she had been told he had gone suddenly to Chicago, 
or Vienna ) an d the y hav e a  conversatio n abou t rejoinin g 
each othe r someday i n Heaven—if she will only now  d o her 
part. She pours her father down the sink—she pours his flu-
ids dow n th e drain , an d unplug s th e apparatus . Instantly , 
she i s attacke d fro m behin d b y th e evi l scientis t (whom , 
since infancy , sh e ha s calle d "Uncl e Al" ) an d he r head i s 
about to be substituted for her daddy's in a fresh tank . But 
she i s rescue d a t th e las t minut e b y he r boyfrien d Jack , 
who break s th e doo r down , shoot s Uncl e Al and takes the 
sobbing Lillian in his arms ("My darling!"). Jack's name, in 
real life, i s Albert. 

Flynn figure s i t mus t b e noon . Th e bee-lou d glad e i s 
louder tha n ever . Sh e i s sweating . I t i s hotte r tha n hell . 
But sh e ca n stil l concentrat e o n ho w t o d o it : first , som e 
complicated—possibly troublesome—arrangement s wit h a 
surgeon. Then , a  haircut—al l blac k curl s tha t hav e posed 
for Veronica's cherubs-made-blond shorn , shaved away, un-
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til the skull is as clean of hair as the shiny behind. Then off 
with he r head . Read y th e tubes—input, output , drainage; 
ready th e microphon e t o broadcas t th e truth. Herself in-
side a  room y plexiglas s box , hunky-dory ; th e li d close d 
forever. I  will b e horrible . I  will b e placed on the round 
table in the front parlor, where I will be horrible. Horrible 
will control. Horrible absolute controls absolutely, so I will 
control. Wonderfu l fo r me , horribl e fo r them : fo r them, 
without the body, without all the little entrances and exits 
of the flesh, it is horrible. 

Flynn depicts , o n th e glaz e of natur e before her , little 
scenes o f religiou s ritual : Veronica , Samaria , Rose-lima , 
Rose truckin g i n basket s o f th e first fruit s and sacrificia l 
lambs. Jugs o f wine , glas s balloons o f olive oil . They are 
wearing stripe d loi n cloths . Wer e the y no t humble d b y 
awe, the y would be dangerous. They wear false (bu t long 
and thick) beards . They ar e attended by dancing girls who 
look like Yvonne de Carlo, who click castanets and wrench 
their nake d bosom s t o and fro. Bu t how can she imagine 
now, unfreed, what her brain will imagine appropriate once 
her brain is let loose of herself? 

But, afte r all , sh e can' t stop . He r knees ar e knocking. 
She has been hungry for a long time, and must still add and 
subtract lik e everybody else . Fo r instance, once deployed 
through th e mout h of th e brain, what will happen to the 
platter o f Chinese fried chicken , the bowl o f lobster Can-
tonese, the hot fudge sundae? Will the brain know to shit? 

It is clear that she must shuffle of f th e mortal coil, but 
first sh e must piss. She must get off the window sill and on 
to th e toilet . Th e drea m o f foo d i s a  diversionary tacti c 
sent fort h b y the enemy agent . The enemy agent , seated, 
pisses; and is relieved not to find menstrual blood coloring 
the wate r below . Somebod y said , Writer s write for three 
reasons: fame, fortune , and the love of beautiful women— 
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which, Flyn n agrees , i s indee d th e case . Bu t if th e glove 
wears, figh t it . Sh e wipe s herself, she tells herself t o ship 
out o r shape up; but on the other hand, she is not bleed-
ing. " Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May . .. " 
she recites. She recites. Then she free-associates: liplicking, 
leering, kneepatting, lap-dogs: eighteenth century lap-dogs, 
a temporary genre of Veronica's quickly abandoned. Little 
Pekingese smothered beneath billowing pink silk (crinoline 
too) going lap-lap, a busy, snorting little Pekingese. Alber-
ta-of-the-second-grade wh o could touch her nose with the 
tip of her tongue. And those who fuck in the back seats of 
fish-tailed convertibl e automobiles . And the minnow-sized 
monstrosities of Hieronymous Bosch up the ass. 

Defeated absolutely , Flyn n comes. Then Flynn washes, 
dresses, brushes ; enter s th e san e continuit y o f grown-u p 
days. Faintly , fro m below , th e voic e o f Galli-Curc i war-
bling "Lo , Th e Gentl e Lark. " Therefore , i t is lunchtime. 
Therefore, th e lunc h wil l b e Samaria' s versio n o f tha t 
which is Olde English: rare roast beef an d Yorkshire pud-
ding; or else, shepherd's pie. "Lo , the Gentle Lark" means 
that he r grandmother i s onc e agai n Jane Austen and will 
describe hersel f b y th e foo d sh e serves . At this very mo-
ment, u p Samaria' s lane , th e vica r come s wanderin g t o 
be fed . H e slashe s wit h hi s stic k a t th e hedgerow s o f 
blooming clytemnestras , bot h pin k an d orange , becaus e 
he i s bothered b y sin . S o ther e i s n o questio n o f show -
ing u p barefoot , wit h he r sham e covere d i n gir l scou t 
shorts. Sicknes s i s caus e fo r alarm , bu t n o excuse . Sh e 
is th e so n (th e Etonia n neckti e i s found , finally , be -
neath th e bed ) hom e fo r th e Lon g Vac . (o r som e suc h 
slaphappy shit. ) An d th e so n wears , also , white flannels , 
straw boater , hig h collar . H e is , perhaps , a n Edwardian 
son; but this will not trouble Miss Jane Austen. The twins 
will b e wearin g posy-sprigged Empir e gowns, chintz , with 
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(stuffed) lo w fronts . The vicar will create an opportunity 
to take a peek. 

So Flynn goes downstairs, the legs atremble like a god-
mother's wand, so she must take a rest on the landing and 
also an absent-minded look through the white-purple-green 
stained-glass Lam b o f God . An d therefore , sh e get s her 
first (an d only ) loo k a t the stranger on the other (north-
ern) sid e o f th e lake , wh o sh e see s wandering tin y a s a 
pinpoint throug h th e trees . Th e wa y he * walks, h e look s 
like he owns the place-, but then he disappears behind the 
leaded lin e separating purple and green. Flynn straightens 
her ti e (sh e wil l d o anythin g fo r love) and goes down to 
eat. 
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"On Easter morning, 1951 , my father for the first time 
had the florist delive r boxes of orchids for my mother, my 
sister, an d me . W e found th e boxes on the kitchen table. 
My father wa s i n th e bac k yard cutting a bush back. My 
mother sai d t o m y brother , 'G o ou t ther e an d tel l you r 
father to stop cutting back my bush. He will kill it. It's the 
wrong tim e o f year. ' My brothe r wen t outsid e an d the n 
came back: 'Dadd y says he's only trimming it a little.' 'It 
will die,' my mother said. 'Go tell him to stop.' My brother 
came bac k again . 'H e won' t stop, ' my brothe r said . 'H e 
says he' s onl y trimmin g i t a  little.' I  looked outside . The 
back door was open, and I could see it all. My mother's big 
hydrangea bus h wa s alread y just a  stump, and my father 
was gathering u p th e leave s and blue flowers int o a  sack, 
leaving th e plac e neat . I  said to my mother, Why do you 
let him get away with that? Why don't you d o something 



to mak e him stop ? M y mother sa t down , with her back to 
the ope n door . 'Wha t ca n I  do? H e cuts my bush and then 
I go cu t al l th e button s of f hi s shirt? The n h e cut s al l my 
dresses an d the n I  cut al l th e leg s of f hi s pants? An d then 
he wil l cu t throug h al l th e page s o f th e boo k I' m readin g 
and the n I  will cu t throug h the tires of hi s car and then he 
will bid e his time until I'm sleeping and then cut off al l the 
hair o n m y head , s o wher e wil l i t end ? My bush i s dead 
now and there's nothing I  can do.' " 
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Barbara, a maiden of  great beauty,  was  born in  Heliopolis, 
Egypt Her  father shut  her  up  in  a  tower  to  prevent  her 
associating with  men  other  than  himself Later,  he  tried  to 
cut off  her  head, but straightaway  a  bolt  of  lightning  laid 
him dead at her  feet 

I am olde r tha n you think. I  am also older than I  look. I 
am old enoug h t o kno w what' s what—that is , the truth of 
the matter . An d I  will testif y t o it . I  will sit up all night, if 
necessary, t o persuad e an y wh o say me nay (quibbler, law-
yer, moralist , psychiatri c bil l collectors) . I  act within th e 
full circumferenc e o f wha t I  know to be true: that the real 
action i s the actio n o f th e lover ; and al l els e i s that action 
disguised. Al l else , suc h a s sleeping, eating , forgin g work s 
of art. 

I have know n Flyn n sinc e birth . I  have raise d he r to be 
what she is. I know, therefore, her fantasy o f the independ-
ent brai n fo r wha t i t is . An d I  know wha t i t feel s like— I 
was once abandone d myself and spent the darkening hours 
stiffening int o ston e o n th e step s o f th e Britis h Museum . 



When sh e finall y cam e to get me and take me home, i t was 
too late . I  did, however , achiev e a  poem fro m th e experi -
ence. It begins, "Rough winds do shake the darling buds of 
May . . ." An y schoolgir l knows it. 

But Samari a is the poet of this menage. I  myself work as 
a forger o f bot h grea t an d mino r work s of art . Several dis-
sertations hav e o f lat e bee n publishe d o n som e Tanagr a I 
both made and buried—off th e coast of Yugoslavia , causing 
the scholar s t o mak e radica l an d disturbin g revision s o f 
their theorie s o f Boetia n migration s o f th e sixt h century . 
The Yugoslavia n government , thei r cultura l ambassador , 
paid me more money than I ever made before for that little 
performance m  terracotta. 

But Samari a i s th e poet , thoug h sh e neithe r read s no r 
writes poetry . Sh e reads nothing but fiction, a  taste she ac-
quired afte r th e ag e o f twenty-one ; and sh e hate s poetry . 
Like me , sh e woul d rathe r act  wha t i s there t o b e done ; 
and d o i t three-dimensionall y whe n possible—bu t I  als o 
paint. Samaria will not have her name writ in water. 

The nex t morning , Veronic a got u p befor e th e sun—be-
fore th e su n could reach through the trees and wake Sama-
ria befor e sh e coul d hersel f wak e Samaria . Sh e slippe d 
through th e fals e dawn , lookin g for Samaria sleeping—but, 
at th e las t minute , change d he r min d an d returne d t o he r 
house withou t allowin g hersel f eve n a  glimpse o f Samari a 
sleeping. She would let Samaria do it . 

Three hour s later , sh e sa w Bogar t an d Boatwrigh t rol l 
away o n th e count y schoo l bus , of f t o mak e straigh t A' s 
for one more day. She took he r coffee t o the front steps of 
her house , sat , an d dran k it . Sh e ha d waited a  long time ; 
she waite d a  longe r time . Th e coffe e wa s long gone . Bu t 
she di d no t stiffe n int o stone . Sh e foun d th e bod y o f a 
horse-fly and occupied herself poking at its jewel-blue shell . 
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Samaria seeme d s o smal l fro m a  distance , an d wa s s o 
fast-moving, tha t ha d Veronica not looked up from the fl y 
to rest her eyes Samaria would have been upon her without 
notice. A s i t was , ther e wa s just tim e enoug h t o discove r 
that Samari a wore blue , tha t th e garmen t wa s more som e 
cunningly devise d mol d t o cause reproduction of her torso 
than i t wa s dress ; that a  heavy gol d locke t hun g betwee n 
her breasts an d caused Veronica to blink her eyes. She also 
saw tha t Samari a wor e adornmen t a s thoug h sh e wer e 
ashamed o f it . Sh e di d no t hav e tim e t o se e th e ha t tha t 
dangled from Samaria' s fingers like a wreath of flowers . 
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"My name is Samaria, Ma'am. 

"The Woman  of  Samaria  was  asked  to  draw  water  from 
the well  And  she  said,  'How  is  that,  being  a Jew, you  ask 
me, a  woman  of  Samaria,  to  draw  you  water?'  And  was 
answered, 'If  you had  asked  it  of  me,  I  would have  given 
you living  water and you would  never  thirst again. 

"I don't understand." 
"I don' t either . Bu t I  was named Samari a an d tol d th e 

story." 
"My name is Veronica." 
"Like the veil. Veronica's veil took the face on itself and 

afterwards n o on e coul d tel l whic h wa s the rea l fac e an d 
which was the face on the veil." 

"Certainly not. " 
"Will you mind if I  sit down?" 
"I never mind." 



"It's been a long walk from th e station." (Sitting, fold-
ing herself against me). 

"And a longer night sleeping?" 
"It is you I have to thank for my refreshment?" 
"Yes, me." 
"And do you mind i f I  slip my feet ou t of my shoes? I 

am hot and tired, like I didn't sleep a wink." 
"But you did sleep. I don't mind." (Little black slippers, 

buckled above the instep. Like a child's.) 
"You know, I feel better." (Her feet, without her hands' 

help, shed the shoes. One fell into a patch of clover by the 
step. I t was , I  imagined , happ y a s a  shiny blac k pi g in 
clover now.) 

"Now, thos e tight hot stockings," I told her. (She peels 
her legs bare, revealing about five fresh-clotte d razo r cuts. 
Mistakenly, she shaved for me.) 

"Your dres s unbutton s dow n th e back . I'l l d o i t fo r 
you." 

"Daisy sewed it." 
"Who is Daisy?" 
"She is mine. My little girl, fifteen years old." 
"Like you?" 
"Not like me. Nor Theophilus either." 
"That's wonderful." 
"You wan t m e t o lif t up a little? Then you ca n slip it 

over my head." 
"That's what I  want you to do. I'll take the petticoat at 

the sam e time. " (Drapin g bot h acros s th e boxwood , a s 
though she were going swimming.) 

"To sav e th e awkwardness , I'l l lif t yo u an d carry you 
into m y house . Le t m e as k you , i f you were stil l a  little 
girl, lik e Daisy , wha t woul d yo u wan t t o b e whe n yo u 
grew up?" 

"You, I guess. Like you." 
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Reparata, a  twelve-year old  Palestinian, was  first tortured, 
then executed with  a  sword.  As  she expired, a  dove flew 
out of her open mouth. 

But one is very much like the other, anyway. And if you 
can't discern difference between the original and the repro-
duction, then difference doe s not exist: they are the same, 
although the y tak e u p separat e block s of time and space 
and ma y chang e one' s idea s abou t th e course of history . 
"She remind s m e o f a  character i n th e early fiction o f a 
minor America n novelist . Indeed , a s far a s I' m concerned, 
there is no difference between the two—between the living 
and th e written—betwee n th e idea , th e fantasy , an d she 
who walk s up an d down on the wooden floor, shakin g it 
with her heavy step, above me. No matter where I  turn, I 
find a total disregard for the truth. 

"Glamor. I  mean, magic, whateve r . . . . Unreasonable— 
that's th e word I'm looking for! Some Princess Uncharm-
ing who doe s no t troubl e t o slas h throug h th e hedg e o f 
thorns an d awake n he r with a  kiss. Sh e prefer s th e easy 
way out—seductio n an d abandonment ; an d hom e fo r 
breakfast. O n the othe r hand , sh e will do anything at all 
for an y woma n a t all . Especiall y if , i n the doing, she be-
comes th e woman' s lover . Sh e i s a lover—that's what she 
adds up to. 

"Her movements , fo r example . A  chronolog y o f he r 
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"Why is that, when the right answer is Samaria?'' 
"It seems to me, then, that there're no right answers." 
"Wrong!" said Veronica and lifted her up. 



movements fro m th e beginnin g to the end of a n evening. 
The sequenc e o f event s sh e execute s t o just get her own 
body next to another's. 

"Her fingers bump across the other's knuckles until her 
fingers ar e caugh t i n th e other's palm. It is an irresistible 
takeover; and then she has three loose fingers and a thumb 
with which to cup the other's fist. That is the way she fre-
quently begins—an d i t coul d end with only that . But not 
this time—because , almos t immediately , he r fre e han d 
starts. I t take s th e other' s waist , i t slide s aroun d t o th e 
other's back, the small of her back; then enters the cloth-
ing, insinuatin g beneat h th e waistban d an d shirt . A t this 
point, th e tips of her fingers are resting against the initial 
curve of the buttock. In this manner, she draws her toward 
her: until the shoulders, the breasts, bellies, pubi, the knees 
indent, one against the other. 

"Then she moves, but only from the hips, and a little to 
the left. Th e lover's right thigh is then between the legs of 
the beloved . I t i s a  tight fit, an d the entire length o f the 
thigh. The lover's first kis s is on that curve where the neck 
becomes shoulder. She kisses; then she licks there, then she 
sucks there. Sometimes she tastes perfume; sometimes she 
tastes sweat, or soap." 

The beloved , too , become s necessary . Som e poin t i s 
eventually reache d a t whic h on e ca n no t tel l love r fro m 
beloved. A  conglomerat e o f picture , sound , smell , nois e 
charges pas t he r o n th e re d carpe t pavement . Ther e are 
cloudbursts, dingdong bells, shoo-fly pie, yumyum and the 
lover's indraw n breat h (taken , now , fro m withi n th e be -
loved's ear). But if she is smart she will neither grab, gestic-
ulate, no r roar . She will take deep breaths. She will close 
her eyes, and hold on; but not too tightly. 

The wizard tongue collects the eyelid, then the mouth's 
first corner , the n it s second , the n al l it s insides—teeth , 
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tongue, gums, palate; while the hands go up and hold tight 
underneath th e arm s an d th e tw o thumb s press , once , 
against the nipples. Once more, then, they touch the hips 
then leave the body entirely. The lover and the beloved are 
separate now, so the lover says, "I love you." 

Later, i t wil l al l begi n again ; and g o on . Th e belove d 
draws breath: "Wha t ca n w e eat ? Wha t d o yo u have for 
supper?" She holds her breath until she gets an answer. 

"I have a quart of gin, an ounce of vermouth. I have five 
pounds o f koshe r salt, a head of ol d lettuce, half a  jar of 
harvard beet s .  .  .  " She shuts the icebo x doo r and looks 
on th e shelf . " . . . an d a  can o f tun a fish an d a can of 
Hawaiian punch. There i s a loaf of bread, mayonnaise, and 
ice cubes. Can I make love to you now? Do I have to wait 
til later?" 

"I a m so fucking hungry! I  am a big empty spac e with 
no food in it!" 

The beloved's personal city map is of a  great wasteland 
greened i n secre t place s wit h restaurants , al l mile s apart. 
There i s th e Nathan' s concessio n i n th e basemen t o f the 
Brooklyn Museum , fo r example . Ther e use d t o b e th e 
French Roumanian , bu t i t vanishe d overnigh t fou r year s 
ago. If i t stil l existed, they could reach it on the E train. If 
they tak e th e Sixt h Avenu e bus , they ca n ride for thirty 
blocks and then eat raw fish. They can go, by foot, to the 
St. Anthon y Feas t an d hav e sausage-onion-peppe r heroes 
and ra w clam s i n lemo n juice. Ther e coul d b e steak and 
baked potatoes if pnly they had ten dollars a piece. There 
is no longer any good guacamole to be had in Manhattan. 

The love r puts her foot down . Under no circumstances 
will she go to Chinatown. She knows, for a fact, that they 
are substituting roast rib of alley cat for chicken on Bayard 
Street. Nor will she go all the way uptown for Cuban. She 
straggles back and forth throug h her three rooms, dressing 
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with on e hand , drinkin g he r martin i with the other. I t is 
hard to dress because she doesn't know who she will be to-
night. She could be Queen Elizabeth the Second if she had 
time t o d o he r hair i n pi n curls, if she owned somethin g 
simple and fuschia-colored, with a bolero jacket, if she had 
a pear l necklace . Sh e think s o f T . S . Eliot ; but her jock 
strap is at the laundry and her lips are too full. She wants 
to wear a stained trench coat and be a detective. She wants 
to squir e thi s broa d t o a  blue-plate special , then back to 
her place or her place. 

But th e belove d i s poundin g th e mattres s an d yelling , 
"Empty! Empty! " so the lover makes the simplest choice. 
She becomes a drag queen named Roman. She laces white 
shoe skate s with red pompoms to her feet an d circles her 
recumbent beauty , flashin g he r brawny black-haired legs. 
She spins like a top. 

"Oh, you are terrific." 
The love r lift s he r tin y pin k tut u an d curtsey s t o th e 

princess. Sh e put s o n he r yello w t-shir t imprinte d wit h 
the fade d legend, Get Your  Shit Together.  She hooks her 
pepper-and-salt bear d behin d he r ears . Sh e i s ready . Sh e 
takes th e lady' s arm . Then they go out. Bu t they wil l re-
turn. Sinc e he r acquaintanc e wit h th e belove d becam e a 
matter o f intimacy , th e lover has gained ten pounds. But 
skating is good exercise; and, because the lady overate, Ro-
man the drag queen had to carry her home: weight-lifting 
is also good exercise. 

Cecilia, a wealthy  Roman,  was married to Valerian;  but 
persuaded him to join her  in a vow of  chastity. It was not 
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long before the governor tried  to force her  to perform an 
act of  idolatry.  Because she  refused, attempts  were  made 
to stifle  her  in her bath. That  failing, an  executioner was 
sent to  behead  her.  Her  neck was struck three ineffective 
blows, and she lingered for three  days. During that  time, 
she distributed her wealth among the poor. At one  point in 
her career, an  angel fell in  love with her because she made 
such beautiful music. 

When 1  wake, I  am starve d t o death . Samari a i s like a 
white snake coiled over my breasts and belly. She is sleep-
ing still , i n th e plac e wher e sh e a t las t collapsed . Sh e i s 
my long white snake for my religion—its ecstacy i s snake-
handling. 

I am starved to death, although my mouth is still full of 
her. Ther e i s a  distan t nois e o f Bogar t an d Boatwrigh t 
quarreling an d nailing something together out in the shed 
where the y als o slee p an d eat. They are building a hutch 
for thei r rabbits ; and th e rabbit s were a  gift fro m Theo-
philus. I  dream o f enrollin g them instantly—miraculousl y 
grown-up overnight—in the Communist party so that I can 
see them eventually electrocuted by the United States gov-
ernment. The y ar e Theophilus ' twi n sons . I  have no idea 
who the mother is. 

Samaria's hips , lik e a  moon, ris e before my face. I  see 
through th e window that it' s already night-purple outside 
and th e hedge s ar e alread y withou t leave s an d branches, 
have melte d int o hunk s o f green . I  imagine , starve d t o 
death, that I  am making love to her in my first memory. I 
am in some summer house, in some country with a season 
of heat no other place in the world can match. It could be 
Alabama; it could be the Isle of Capri and I a wealthy, pre-
war lesbian. Th e plac e is very small. I  think i t belongs to 
my grandmother . I t has a dirt floor. It s walls are nothing 
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but vine and leaf grown up invisible stilts . To do i t there to 
her. Ther e i s nothing insid e th e summerhous e but the two 
of u s an d tha t broke n shar d o f teacu p wher e a  sleepin g 
garter snak e lie s curled . Th e summerhous e eventuall y col -
lapsed, broken by the weight of the green. 

I tak e m y finge r u p an d dow n th e canal s o f stretc h 
marks lef t o n he r hips by Daisy . I  rub the craters my teet h 
have made . I  will star t agai n i f she doesn't move and I will 
faint midstrea m an d drow n fro m starvation . Lus t i s thi s 
moment goin g t o unfurl . S o I  move he r beside me and get 
up, away. I  return with steak , eggs, toast, jam, orange juice, 
and a  bottle o f gin . We eat i n bed . Samari a eats like a boa 
constrictor swallowing a horse who eats like a horse. 

Bogart an d Boatwrigh t goin g away . Th e telephon e no t 
ringing. N o musi c playing ; the ear s of th e ange l bore d b y 
silence. W e eat, the n slee p som e more. Off i n the distance, 
there i s th e conceptio n o f Flynn ; here, no t a  sound. Th e 
rugs are fla t o n th e floor ; nothing walks. I ate like a horse. 
I sleep like a lamb. 

But no t me . I  am al l achin g back an d nerve s lik e pizzi -
cato violins. My mouth i s a cigarette machine. My mouth i s 
like tha t giant Caucasian face of metal above Times Square 
which ever y fiv e seconds , blow s a  ring of smoke . A  thou -
sand Japanes e infant s pluc k th e "Pizzicat o Polka " from a 
thousand made-to-measur e Japanes e violins . Th e tun e i s 
sacred t o th e memor y o f Lad y Plu m Blossom , o f Ko-k o 
San, Lieutenant Pinkerton, and Hirohito. Another summer, 
another tri p t o th e country , wher e cigarette s ar e cheaper . 
This one, als o northeast . W e stay wit h friend s insid e thei r 
authentic Earl y America n clapboard , an d everythin g is an-
tique an d lemon-waxed . I  fall backwards in a little rocking 
chair an d brea k the rocking chair and apologize. I t was not 
my fault . The rocking chair was one hundred years old and 
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had neve r once been outside New Hampshire. Outside, I  lie 
flat o n m y bac k stokin g u p enoug h oxyge n t o carr y m e 
through th e lon g Canal Street summertime ahead and keep 
an ey e o n her . Sh e i s sitting beneat h th e gumyu m tre e si -
lently weeping , a s i f he r hear t wer e broken . Samari a and 
Veronica slee p soundl y throug h mos t o f th e night . I n th e 
middle of the night, they wake up refreshed. 

She said , "W e wante d eac h othe r lik e a  hatchet i n th e 
stomach." She wa s a  psychiatrist married to a  man psychi-
atrist. He r work was—and she told me about it, seriously, a 
thousand times— touching therapy , where they scream. She 
made a  grea t dea l o f money . Sh e neede d a  babysitter t o 
live i n he r hous e al l th e tim e an d leav e he r fre e fo r th e 
work. Sh e move d m e in ; I was the babysitter . She wanted 
me t o atten d he r therap y sessions . The y wer e in her living 
room, s o I  went , fo r th e las t tw o year s I  lived there . Bu t 
sometimes I  wouldn't go . Thos e times she would make an 
excuse t o ru n out an d leav e th e crazy people and find me. 
When sh e did , she would hold her head and pull at her ears 
and whispe r ho w muc h sh e wante d me . Sh e woul d sa y 
she'd g o craz y i f sh e didn' t hav e me . I  never touched any-
body i n tha t livin g room , an d I  didn't le t anybod y touc h 
me. W e wer e neve r lovers . I  could hav e die d fro m it . Sh e 
conducts grou p se x thes e days, I understand. I  imagine her 
in a n orchestr a pi t wavin g a n illuminate d baton , makin g 
them g o fast , the n g o slow . Th e kid , th e littl e bo y I 
minded, use d t o si t i n hi s roo m an d mak e phon e call s t o 
the kitchen . "Brin g m e a  hamburger, now, rare! " he'd yell 
over th e phone . Th e coo k woul d coo k i t an d I' d serv e it . 
That was eight years ago and now I am thirty-one. 
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Faith's sisters were  named  Hope and Charity,  and their 
mother's name was Sophia. All  three  girls, however, were 
executed in  A. D.  second century during the  reign of the 
Emperor Hadrian. 

Just lik e nearl y everybod y els e (eve n Siames e twins ) 
Flynn grew for nine months inside the body of her mother, 
whose name was Daisy, a red-headed teenager. It occurred 
to Flyn n sometime s that she, too, could have been a  Sia-
mese twin but that her sister had somehow been carelessly 
lost. Th e on e thin g sh e wa s sur e o f wa s he r birthdate : 
February 14 . He r middle name was Valentine. Those two 
items constituted all facts of the matter. 

But th e fact s o f th e matter—soli d a s Gibraltar , sh e 
thought (althoug h th e momen t sh e picture d Gibraltar , it 
exploded abov e a ton of dynamite , and dismembered apes 
clinging to bits of famou s rock were whirled out to sea)— 
the "facts" were so encrusted with what she had learned to 
recognize as fictional topsoi l tha t she increasingly fel t th e 
truth o f hersel f t o be some rotting Sutton Hoo or buried 
flint arrowhea d o r rui n o f Troy—bu t a  treasure—whic h 
every decad e san k deepe r down . Thi s neithe r frightene d 
nor depresse d her . He r brain wa s th e answer. Unleashed, 
her brain woul d b e th e whole truth . Flynn would dig up 
Flynn. 

By th e end of th e lunch, Flynn was full an d refreshed. 
She fel t reborn—th e wor d flashe d pas t befor e sh e coul d 
stop it: reborn, washed in the blood of the lambchop pres-
ently turning the trick in her stomach, effortlessly bestin g 
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the brain' s resistance t o turning turgid as a sleepy old cow. 
Roast leg of lamb rare; new potatoes, pickle-and-onion pre-
serve, sno w peas , trifle , chees e an d biscuits . Bu t th e event 
was not a success. 

Samaria, dresse d afte r a n engravin g o f Jonathan Swift , 
had spoke n perfec t sens e t o th e subjec t o f Flynn' s illness: 
she had been near death; she must be careful. Other s might 
die, bu t no t Flynn . An d Flyn n ha d responde d wit h sensi -
bility: " I believ e 1  did die . I s i t possibl e tha t I , too , wa s 
Siamese and am the survivor?" 

"If that is the case, I  wasn't told." 
In spit e o f th e heat , Flyn n di d no t loose n he r necktie . 

"But," she added , "there i s something wrong somewhere." 
Entering th e dinin g room , Veronic a had said, "I can tell 

that somethin g is going wrong" and had refused to join the 
table an d eat . An d ha d refuse d t o chang e ou t o f he r red 
Japanese rob e an d int o suitable riding attire. She sat in the 
corner, behin d th e potte d palm , an d watched out the win-
dow. 

Samaria wa s angry ; Samaria , a t th e hea d o f th e table , 
could no t kee p her little hips still in their chair. "What is it 
that's wrong?" she aske d thre e times , and never got an an-
swer. An d th e twin s had refused dessert; had, instead, torn 
off thei r unbearable dresse s an d rushed , inevitabl y naked , 
outside. Ros e ha d not wanted to be the charming daughter 
of th e house . Sh e ha d wante d t o b e a  child murdere r at -
tempting t o poiso n (arseni c i n th e suga r bowl) he r famil y 
of twelve. And Rose-lima had wished to appear as an infant 
prostitute wh o ha d turned up at the Bath assemblies in red 
satin an d feathers , wh o ha d seduce d al l th e ladies , on e by 
one, in the cloakroom between waltzes. 

Shortly, Samari a was left alone with the dirty dishes. As 
she washe d th e plates , sh e began to assign motives of envy 
to Veronica . Veronic a i n her sleazy Jap rob e wa s enviou s 

68 



of Samaria' s grip on literature. Veronica, she understood, 
wanted art all to herself. She wanted each of them only as 
she imagine d them , a s though behind glass, or on canvas, 
or wood . Ther e i s one Samari a i n Veronica' s mind , and 
there is another Samaria washing the plates—Veronica will 
bode n o trespass of one upon the other. Samaria grabbed 
the spray hose and shot ice cold needles through the open 
window abov e th e sink , an d th e bumbl e be e attemptin g 
entry instea d fell out of sight. But nothing could be settled 
until Daisy came home. No one, not even Veronica, could 
tell one thing from another, then act, until Daisy returned. 
Her absenc e mad e everythin g inconclusive , formless . Al -
ways, Samari a concluded , som e mother , som e daughte r 
kept disappearing and making things stop before they were 
meant t o stop . Her tongue tunneling a vagina: everything 
felt, everythin g for sure. She wished she could apprehend 
Daisy a s exactly . Sh e wishe d everythin g could happen as 
exactly as that did: her tongue tunneling a vagina. 

Flynn joined Veronica behind the palm. "If I  were the 
Chevalier D'Eon," she said, "then I would play the part of 
Ophelia and would not care . But it is otherwise. I  am not 
the bes t swordsma n i n Europe . I  am not French . I  could 
continue—I coul d tel l yo u th e reason s why ther e ar e no 
other roles available to me." 

"Have a  drink, " Veronic a replied . "Hol d you r glas s 
steady. This same martini shaker has been by me most of 
my life. I t is interesting to see you tak e an interest in our 
livelihood. Tha t i s interestin g t o me . I  do have plans for 
you. I  do hav e your interests at heart. But you ar e right. 
As the famous Baron Grimm once remarked, 'It is difficult 
to imagin e anythin g mor e extraordinary , and , it must be 
admitted, mor e indecent , tha n Mademoisell e D'Eo n i n 
skirts.' " 

"I understand . Th e .  .  .  chevaliere.  Force d t o become 
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royalty's frea k i n skirts . Bot h Royalis t and revolutionary 
and a  career eventuall y injure d beyon d repair when, fen-
cing, he tripped on his petticoat and got the immobilizing 
wound; thereby force d int o retiremen t fro m th e double-
edged sword. Dead, in poverty, at the age of eighty-three. 

When I mention D'Eon I  should say s£e—obviously she 
was a  woman disguised as a man forced by circumstance s 
to dress as a woman . . . " 

"It i s too bad , Flynn , yo u wer e never forced t o go to 
school. You r knowledg e o f th e univers e i s a  jumble o f 
Raree Shows . I f yo u could , yo u woul d mak e u s al l into 
dwarfs, giantesses, living skeletons, pig-faced women fit for 
nothing but the entertainment of gentry." 

"Strange Eeka!  The woman who tears living flesh lim b 
from limb and devours it raw before your very eyes! I have 
sufficient learning to know that anyone can make anything 
she wants ou t o f Hamlet  Al l I  ask i s not t o be Ophelia 
again—nor an y o f th e others . I  want you t o chang e m y 
part. I  want yo u t o hav e m e stage-cente r curle d inside a 
large glass spher e throughout the entire play. I  will speak 
whatever line s ar e appropriat e throug h a  microphone. I 
could even, at the interval , reennact the death of Theophi-
lus and the lovers. Listen to my choo-choo imitation. The 
audience wil l sta y t o watc h m e instea d o f goin g ou t t o 
trample cigarette butts in the flower gardens." 

"You forc e me to rethink the design of th e entire pro-
duction—Hamlet as a hump-backed dwarf; Ophelia, an Irish 
giantess who can trace her ancestry back to defeated kings; 
Polonius, a  conniver bor n withou t legs— I a m raising the 
price of admission to five dollars a head. We will perform it 
al fresco, with only the stars and kerosene lanterns for illu-
mination. W e ar e goin g t o enjo y a  well-heeled winter . I 
may even be able to avoid laboring over Vermeer forgeries 
for th e home s o f Texans . I  could spend the cold months 
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with my feet up. There is enough left fo r us both to have 
another drink. The marvel of the martini, Flynn is less ver-
mouth, even in such hot, hot weather as this/' 

"And mysel f curle d stage-cente r insid e a  grea t glas s 
sphere, like a brain without a  body. My mother once told 
me she was raped because her mother left her alone to take 
a long trip away from home." 

"Not true. Hold your glass steady." 
"Another time she said I was born on the Lusitania dur-

ing a stormy crossing. The boat was pointed towards Amer-
ica. She had been presented at the Court of St. James and 
the Prince of Wales had promised marriage, the lying young 
scamp!" 

"Or perhaps sh e found you floating i n a basket among 
the bulrushe s ou t o n th e lak e an d became enchanted by 
the sweetnes s of your smile. You will be Gertrude at this 
evening's performance. There are no glassblowers available. 
All glassblowers were killed in the last war." 

"I hate being fucking Gertrude." 
"Remember, I  said beneat h th e stars and illumined by 

lanterns. An d excep t for your crown and bunches of dia-
monds, you will play Gertrude naked." 

"Certainly, then , I  will . An d I  will wea r a  long fals e 
beard." 

"To cover your shame. I agree." 
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grace to die; and was buried before his eyes. 



On Nelly's tenth birthday, it is so hot I  am being fried; 
in dee p fa t turne d t o crackling . I t is , however , a  little 
cooler tha n tha t original birth day. I  measure the heat of 
every June agains t tha t day's weather report when it was 
not a question of living or dying but a matter of how death 
would come—from suffocation o r from pain. The delivery 
room was air conditioned, for the babies' sakes. 

The enem a hur t m e a s muc h i n th e brai n a s i n th e 
bowels. Once, I read some pornography i n which enemas, 
being given and received, were the climax of sexua l pleas-
ure between the man and the woman. All her little friends 
are her e wit h her . Bu t onl y Nell y ha s grow n th e firs t 
strands of pubic hair and has nipples so round and pointed 
1 grow sick with fear. 

I deliver Macdonald's hamburgers, french fries; and lem-
onade and chocolate cake . The new bicycle is the color of 
egg yolk. Soo n sh e wil l leav e m e (a s my mother used to 
sing) "ston e cold dead in the market." My mother would 
sing that song on her way to bed with her husband. Nelly's 
new body is as frightening as the loss of love. 

When it' s al l over , w e spraw l o n th e floo r wher e it' s 
cooler an d watc h th e evenin g news . A  man has raped a 
nine-year-old gir l an d throw n her off th e roof o f a  build-
ing. She was lifted ove r the parapet, and dropped. A wom-
an's face (sh e i s a  neighbor) i s on the screen. Her face is 
lined, plucked , avid . The invisible reporter thrusts his mi-
crophone to her mouth. "Did you see , see the little girl as 
she hit the street? I'm asking you, did you get a look?" 

"No," the woman answers, "not that. I missed that part. 
Crowds were in my way." 

In the middle of the night, we wake up again, rested and 
ready for talk, that second round of love-nesting. She is on 
one elbow. Sh e says, "You are so beautiful." But they all 
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say that. What else can they say? 
Am I ? What do I  look like ? I  expect eyes like stars, lips 

like cherries, skin like milk. 
"An actress. A star of stage , screen, and radio." 
Then wha t a m I  doin g burie d i n the countr y seducin g 

dream girls ? Wh y a m I  no t fort y fee t tal l abov e Time s 
Square and my story a scandal? How did she know? 

"Your fac e i s a  thousand time s bigge r tha n a  real face . 
You are made of gold, like real gold." 

Samaria, I  say, tha t i s only m y disguise . Sometime s my 
disguise is love, sometimes this pleasure—here. 

But sh e too k m y han d awa y an d knel t astrid e me . Sh e 
pinned me down at the shoulders. 

"I kno w al l that . I  kno w abou t costumes . Dais y ha s a 
princess costume . An d king s an d queen s an d spie s and an-
gels, an d Go d mor e tha n anyone , g o i n disguise . Yo u al l 
wear costume s s o tha t w e won' t kno w you . Ther e ar e 
many old stories about you, and you can' t fool m e because 
I know all the stories." 

Her hair is so long it brushes my mouth with every word 
she speaks. Samaria talks, and every part of her moves with 
her mouth . I  am what sh e say s I  am. No w sh e see s m e a s 
round, a s i f pink : It' s as though, through her eyes, my hair 
were gol d an d m y eye s wid e an d blue , th e color s o f a 
savage. When she look s agai n I  will b e flat as a blade, dark 
as night , dam p fro m Elsinor e fog . An d th e murdere d 
corpse a t th e botto m o f th e swimmin g pool . An d th e 
Slavic Anastasia ; an d Bab y Snooks . I t i s wonderfu l tha t 
she is a woman and, unaided, creates the world. 

She doesn' t tak e m y han d away . I  collect her with bot h 
hands, pul l he r center t o m y mouth , reenac t chaos . Theo-
philus though t I  was a man, and that is what he loved—and 
that's wher e h e wen t wrong . I t i s possible tha t sh e coul d 
learn al l m y secrets , especiall y i n thi s fashion ; and whe n 
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she does , every word out of her mouth wil l be the truth: 
angels, kings , queens , spies , gods , a  woman a t th e stak e 
earning sainthood. I am a pageant, like reality. Not very far 
away, inside her daughter, Flynn begins. 

And eighteen years later, is Queen Gertrude in our rose 
garden theatre . Th e kerosen e ligh t sheds through her saf-
fron veil through which our genteel audienc e can perceive 
the face of a virgin. Naked—but for the black beard so long 
it hang s beyond that deep place between her breasts. She 
also wear s a  crown o f gold and ivy. She has grown to be 
nearly si x fee t tall . I  approach her, as Hamlet, in a white 
wedding dress. The audience, understanding, applauds. It is 
a lovely nigh t for my very lucrative production of "Scenes 
from Hamlet." The sky is sharp with stars. 
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Claudia Procla  besought  her husband, "Have  nothing to do 
with that  righteous man,  for I  have suffered many things 
this day in a dream because of him." 

She owned houses and a dog named Sport . On hot pale 
evenings sh e woul d tak e Spor t an d m e fo r lon g walk s 
across cracke d pavements . Her purpose was to steal flow -
ers. Sh e woul d pause , loo k righ t an d left , the n reac h 
through the fence and snip them off, wit h long stems, with 
the scissor s sh e wor e o n a  blac k ribbo n a t he r waist . I 
carried th e baske t fo r th e flowers . Sh e smelled , no t lik e 
flowers, but like bouquets of candy; but I was a child with 
a sweet tooth . Th e ros e woul d fal l int o the basket I  car-
ried, then we would walk on. 

We would stop , too , to look a t what happened behind 



unshaded windows . Once , w e watche d a  woman pul l a 
dress ove r he r head , the n stan d there , abov e ou r heads, 
quite still. We sighed, speechless, then went home. 

In my mother's house, there is a photographer's portrait 
of her , taken when she was young. The picture is propped 
up o n to p o f th e ol d waist-hig h radio . Her shoulders are 
naked, he r arm s are drape d i n som e white stuf f whic h is 
pinned betwee n he r breast s wit h a  worthless cameo. Her 
face i s i n partia l profile . He r eyelids are lowered, to con-
ceal herself . He r hair i s a  dark coi l fro m crow n to nape. 
The photographe r lef t hi s spik y golde n signatur e i n th e 
right-hand corner. 

She held me on her lap, rooting me to her ground, kiss-
ing the to p o f m y hea d a s i f i t wer e a priceless work of 
art—one tanagra , for example, washed up on the seashore 
of he r shoulder—an d screame d contemp t a t th e res t o f 
them: Johnnie! You were the boy who traded his bicycle 
for a  billy-goat! Jimmy ! Yo u marrie d a  Britis h bottle of 
vinegar who'l l murder us in our beds one night! Stephen! 
You drink on St. Patrick's Day but not another day of the 
year! What kind of ma n are you? She kisses the top of my 
head and rocks me. 

I get drunk more days of the year than not. I turn vine-
gary wome n int o wine . I  neve r trade ; I  give everythin g 
away. 

Now, thi s woma n an d I  are walking, thirty years later, 
deep at night on the dead streets of Thomaston, Maine. We 
are out to look a t the dimmed architecture an d to le t the 
dog, who is another woman's, shit. I  tell her some of this 
about my grandmother. 
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Eugenia spent  much  of  her  life  in  male  attire  serving  as 
abbot of  a  monastery  in  Egypt. Upon  her return to  Rome, 
however, she  was  beheaded.  While  in  Egypt,  she  was  ac-
cused of  highly inventive  misconduct. 

Bogart an d Boatwrigh t liv e in the garage, and when they 
dress up the y pu t on matching zoot suits . Their jackets are 
pink an d ta n plaid , wit h pad s doubling th e norma l widt h 
and lengt h o f thei r shoulders ; and nippe d i n a t th e waist . 
Their trouser s ar e baby blue , an d pegged . The y hav e blu e 
string ties , an d blu e sued e shoes , an d keyles s ke y chain s 
half a yard long. 

They have a fast red car with lengthy tailfins , with white 
sidewall tires , wit h a  coon tai l o n th e radi o aerial , wit h a 
special installmen t o n th e steerin g whee l whic h emits loud 
wolf whistle s whe n punched . O n Saturda y nights , Bogar t 
and Boatwright , omittin g underwear , dres s with elaborat e 
excitement i n their zoo t suits , afte r firs t havin g examine d 
them inc h b y inc h fo r wrinkles , fo r stain s an d rips . The 
suits ar e always i n perfect condition . N o har m ever comes 
to th e suits . The y brus h th e week' s worth o f tarta r fro m 
their teeth , the y greas e thei r hai r int o pompadours . The y 
layer their cheeks with Burma-shave , and shave. 

They driv e thei r unmuffle d ca r t o a  town. The y whir l 
their ca r aroun d an d aroun d th e parkin g lo t o f a  plac e 
named EA T an d imagin e thei r wolf-whistlin g i s annoyin g 
bored youn g women . The y preten d tha t the y ar e crazy , 
hopped-up kids ; the y preten d the y ar e going t o ru n over 
the pink-nylone d ca r hops , wh o screa m a t them . The y 
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eventually park and eat. No girls will get into the car with 
them. But they are only pretending to ask the girls to get 
into th e ca r anyway. The y dar e eac h othe r to as k a girl; 
neither does . The n the y driv e thei r car up and down the 
streets and through the shady neighborhoods, driving slow-
ly, o n th e lookou t fo r women to whom they ca n say (as 
they glid e past) : Ho w would yo u lik e my great big cock 
up you r cunt? On some Saturday nights , they are able to 
ask thi s questio n a s man y a s fifteen times ; the tow n i s 
rather large . A s the y g o along , the y drin k a  six-pack o f 
beer apiec e an d liste n to  th e all-nigh t dis c jockey. The y 
talk back to the disc jockey, suggesting what he should do 
to th e hig h schoo l girl s who phon e hi m for song dedica-
tions. The y never speak to each other. They have already 
said, lon g ago , everythin g the y eve r ha d t o sa y t o on e 
another. 

After midnight , the y begi n t o spee d throug h th e dark 
country roads and throw their empty beer cans at roadside 
signs. O n the average , the y hi t on e ou t o f ever y ten. At 
least once, they stop to piss against trees. They also stop to 
reshape th e 3 5 m.p.h . sign s int o 85' s wit h thei r ca n o f 
black paint. They have taken turns driving. 

Back home inside their garage, they put on a record—the 
Ink Spots , or Elvis, and dance the dirty shag until they are 
too tire d t o dance any more. Then they take a long time 
folding and hanging up their clothes. Before sleep, they sit 
together, sid e b y side , an d masturbat e i n fron t o f Bett y 
Grable pin-up s glue d t o th e wall . The y ar e both virgin . 
Neither, except in important fantasies, has ever touched a 
woman. Women, through the cloud of their identical imag-
inings, seem to them to be either bearded or bald headed— 
the potent hair in some terrifyingly wron g place; and pos-
sessed wit h hidde n wove n noose s t o snatch them up like 
rabbits and dangle them in thin air. 
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They more or less spend their lives waiting for a solution 
to this problem; and avoid the company livin g next door as 
much as possible. 

Early o n a  Sunda y morning , however , Veronic a pay s 
them a  call . Sh e know s ho w the y feel—nevertheless , the y 
must bit e o n th e bullet . Bogar t an d Boatwrigh t ar e still in 
bed, huddle d togethe r o n th e roun d queen-sized waterbe d 
they hav e acquire d throug h shar p trading. The single sheet 
is gray wit h summe r sweat ; and, i n severa l places , th e bed 
is quietly dampening the cement floor . 

Veronica, slammin g th e doo r behin d her , imagine s th e 
pair hurtling Niagar a togethe r in twin barrels. Bogart sucks 
his thumb; Boatwright, dozing, picks his nose. 

"Gentlemen, good morning!" 
They leap upright, horrified. Their bed sloshes, threaten-

ing t o spill . Th e ligh t insid e thei r hom e i s dim an d dank . 
There i s a n immens e unrecognizabl e shap e spreadin g it s 
arms against the light blazing through the doorway behind. 
It i s black ; o r els e they'v e gon e blind . I t i s goin g t o ge t 
them. 

"It's only her! It's only her!" 
"No, no, yes, it's only her!" 
"Buggering your nose s an d sleepin g your lives away like 

little babies." 
Even wit h a  name , sh e i s n o les s horrible . Th e wate r 

rocks. The y can' t kee p still—the y mus t b e read y t o run at 
any moment . A  ne w pinpric k hol e opens , squirts: Huckle-
berry Fin n an d Nigge r Ji m poling  dow n th e Mississippi , 
Veronica decides. 

They slos h of f th e bed ; they fumble their legs into their 
jeans. But it's too late—the bitch has seen. 

Veronica sits , o n a  pile o f foa m rubbe r pieces cu t int o 
crude bu t familia r shapes , bu t mos t o f the m inaccuratel y 
formed. Th e foa m make s itself into a chair, with ar m rests, 
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around her . Sh e light s u p a  Lucky . He r form and colors 
settle: she is still too tall , but her shirt is blue; her shorts, 
brown. Her long, long legs are covered with scrolls of black 
hair. 

"I am taking some time off this morning to talk to you. 
I want you to leave. I want you to go away from here. It is 
time you made your way in the world—I believe that's the 
expression." 

They see m to understand. They si t together on a stack 
of thre e rubber tires. There is little room for both of them; 
they wobble, they are fat. Bogart must wrap an arm around 
Boatwright to steady himself. 

"Do we understand you want us to go away from here? 
Leave home?" 

"Doyou understan d that?" 
"Fuck you , yo u craz y bitch, " Bogar t replies . Bu t his 

voice shakes: she had given her head a shake—and her hair, 
sometimes dark , sometime s light , had cast a shadow over 
her eyes so that he could no longer see to guess what might 
happen next . Bogar t was twent y minute s olde r tha n hi s 
brother an d more reckless in his speech; but less accurate 
when he folded hi s arm back to take aim at a target. Boat-
wright sucked in a deep breath: Bogart! 

Bogart whispere d t o him , "You'r e chickenshit. " Then 
he shouted , a t Veronica , "Yo u can' t make us go. You're 
our mother." 

Veronica stoo d up . Th e foa m re-expresse d itsel f int o 
breasts, thighs , hips . Sh e kille d he r cigarett e beneath her 
bare heel. 

She said , " I wish you would rid yourselves of tha t irk-
some fantasy—i n you r bes t interests . I t onl y hold s yo u 
back. I am not your mother. You are obsessed—your minds 
are bloated with sex . No, I am not your mother." Outside, 
Flynn runs , crossin g th e path of Veronica' s peripheral vi-
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sion, running to go swimming. 
"We hav e t o hav e a  mother , an d yo u hav e t o b e it. " 

Boatwright wa s shiverin g a  little . Th e su n neve r entere d 
their garage. 

"I can' t b e you r mother , becaus e I  am not . On e mor e 
time, I' m goin g to explain . The n I  won't eve r again . No w 
listen: afte r th e revolutionarie s sho t m y parent s an d sib -
lings, I  wandere d fo r a  while , incognito . Bu t th e revolu -
tionaries gre w suspiciou s o f m y height , o f m y Florentin e 
profile; an d the y quarrelle d ove r th e roya l bod y count . 
Somebody, accordin g t o som e o f them , wa s missing . I 
found tw o bab y boy s besid e thei r mother , wh o wa s dying 
behind a  haystack. The mother was an Irish dwarf, grateful 
for a  chance t o di e i n privacy . I  strapped yo u t o m y back 
and continued m y tortuous way. I  escaped. You had grown 
fond o f me—fon d o f m y backbone , I  suppose . I  le t yo u 
stay, even into my safety. " 

"That isn' t wha t yo u said , last time," said Bogart."Las t 
time yo u said we were the sons of a  blimp pilot whose ship 
exploded i n flames above the state of New Jersey—and that 
you had us as a widow, by caesarean, like Caesar." 

"No, that isn't what she said last time. Last time she said 
we wer e th e son s o f a  great Canadia n revolutionary , fro m 
Canada, th e ma n who le d th e Canadia n revolutio n t o vic -
tory. 'Don' t organize , mourn, ' sh e sai d wa s ou r father' s 
dying words." 

"You pay s your money , yo u take s your choice." Soon, 
she thought , I'l l ge t i n th e wate r wit h Flynn . Ther e wa s 
something extr a thes e day s o n th e other side of the water. 
Flynn ha d see n somethin g movin g where ther e shoul d b e 
no movement . Sh e woul d pa y attentio n t o it—i t migh t 
carry som e smel l o f Dais y o n it . She would exchange roles 
tonight wit h Flynn . Sh e woul d be Gertrude and the ghost. 
Flynn woul d danc e Hamlet . An d Samari a woul d di e to -
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night, of Flynn's dagger. Samaria, Polonious? 
"But," sh e continued , " I don' t com e withou t sugges -

tions. Are you ready? Have a cigarette?" 
"Oh, than k you! " Bogar t too k tw o and lighted up for 

both of them . "We're ready to listen. But get it straight— 
we can' t leave . We'r e waitin g for something, and when it 
comes i t wil l onl y kno w t o com e here , t o thi s place for 
us." The y smoked , relaxe d deepe r int o th e rubbe r tires. 

Veronica pace d i n fron t o f th e lighte d doorway . Firs t 
she was dark, then she was bright. She kept moving. 

"I think what you're waiting for i s about to come. And 
if that's what you're waiting for, then you can stay a little 
longer and let i t come. It' s not far to the other side of my 
lake. Can you swim?" 

They understood only the question, can you swim}  And, 
no, they couldn' t swim. But all else she said seemed wov-
en too strange, too full of craft, like a spell. 

"No, we can't swim." 
Her pacing became elliptical. She swung closer. 
"So the n there' s m y suggestion . A n attractiv e sugges -

tion. I'd do it myself if I were a man—great strong men like 
you. I t mean s money, fame and fortune—your birthright , 
so to speak; your manhood." 

"You mean women," said Boatwright. 
Veronica stoo d stil l an d spok e slowly, making it up as 

she went along. "They want you to go over Niagara Falls in 
twin barrels . I t woul d b e a t night , beneath thousands of 
spotlights becaus e nigh t i s mor e important . Thing s tha t 
happen a t nigh t ar e neve r forgotten . Ther e wil l b e fire -
works and bombs bursting in air as you go over. There will 
be a  beauty pageant , t o elec t Mis s Gir l o f Niagara . Hun-
dreds of Miss Girl candidates will parade past your eyes in 
tiny bathin g suits , crossin g bac k an d fort h ove r a  bridge 
that i s presently bein g buil t directly abov e the Falls—jus t 
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for you . The y wil l sho w themselves to you, sing and danc e 
for you , the n yo u wil l judge them. You wil l judge the m o n 
the basi s o f Beauty , Poise , Talent . I' m afrai d tha t means , 
however, tha t yo u wil l hav e t o fuc k them , al l o f them . 
There i s no other tru e t e s t . . . " 

"But w e might die . We could drow n an d die. " 
"Famous people neve r die," said Veronica . 
"That's right! " Boatwrigh t urged . "Loo k a t Elvis ! Look 

at Genera l MacArthur ! Oh , bi g picture s o f u s everywhere , 
lighted up! " 

"Elvis wil l sing and pla y fo r yo u da y and night . Yo u wil l 
sleep i n bed s mad e fo r giants , i n air-conditione d motels . 
Cocktails, colo r television , ic e machines , swimmin g pools , 
clean sheets , hot showers , and .  . . ? " 

"Girls! She means pussy, Boatwright! " 
"As yo u g o ove r th e water , th e Gir l winne r an d he r 

court o f thirtee n runnerup s wil l follo w yo u directl y over -
head. The y wil l dangl e i n satin , rose-tufte d swing s fro m 
fourteen helicopters . The y wil l al l b e wire d fo r soun d s o 
that th e million s who'l l b e watching—an d eve n you, insid e 
your barrels—ca n hea r the m singin g abov e th e roa r o f th e 
falls. They wil l sing, 'Dancing i n the Dark. ' " 

"Yes, i t i s wonderful. N o one will ever forget. " 
Veronica smile s a t them , an d leave s them. Sh e has heard 

thunder an d smelle d lightnin g an d rain ; and Samaria , slam -
ming windows. 

Besides thei r billygoat , Bogar t an d Boatwrigh t ha d als o 
owned a n irritabl e Germa n Shepher d do g an d a  smal l api -
ary. Earl y on e summer , a  bea r ha d com e a t nigh t an d rav -
ished thei r hives . Th e nex t night , the y tie d Spor t nea r th e 
hives t o bar k a t th e bear when i t returned. The nex t morn -
ing, the y foun d thei r do g dea d o f be e sting s an d al l th e 
hives destroyed . I t puzzle d the m fo r a  long time : n o on e 
had eve r heard o f bear s before i n tha t par t o f th e country . 
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Marina, who lived  disguised as  a monk  in  Bithynia,  was 
accused of fathering the child of an innkeeper's daughter. 
Marina did not dispute the charges. 

Veronica runs through the rain, to meet Samaria in the 
kitchen rathe r tha n swi m wit h Flyn n i n th e lake . Sh e is 
crazy about the rain, but hurries into the house. She does 
not wan t t o b e observe d enjoyin g th e rain: she i s not so 
crazy as that. Flynn , in the middle of the lake, wonders if 
the lightnin g wil l strik e he r dead , knowin g tha t wate r 
draws fire . Sh e dives deep and swims underwater to keep 
from drownin g from the rain. Rose and Rose-lima are rum-
maging throug h th e drawer s o f Flynn' s desk and bureau, 
hoping t o fin d he r secrets . Ther e i s nothin g t o find , but 
they persist . For instance, Flynn has never received a letter 
in her life an d has, therefore, nothin g to hide. Bogar t and 
Boatwright ar e to o excite d t o tak e thei r afternoo n nap . 
They tal k abou t ho w wonderfu l i t wil l be . I  am making 
love to her in Rockland, Maine. 

It has taken us twelve hours to get here in the car. Four 
hours wer e los t i n wron g turnoffs . Instea d o f watchin g 
the road , I  watche d th e storie s sh e tol d (  " I ha d a  fis t 
fight o n the sidewalk outsid e the bar, but I  was so scared 
of getting eighty-sixed I  didn't fight good and lost. I loved 
the bar. Nothing happened anyplace else. My lover was the 
daughter of a Philadelphia Main Line family. She wore jod-
phurs an d boot s an d dran k he r whiskey nea t bu t neve r 
amounted t o anything.") I  am like a cheap off-season holi-
day for her, but I  don't turn out the way I should. It isn't 
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cold an d rainy ; the museums , th e dar k abbeys , th e heav y 
dinners have all been canceled. She had intended to commi t 
adultery wit h th e nerve of a  hippopotamus. But all at once 
it i s hot instea d o f cold ; and sh e i s in th e mids t o f break -
down. Sh e land s o n her feet i n soft green grass. Her cheeks 
rub roses bi g a s babies' heads. Even Greenland's icy moun-
tains have thawed , an d there is no place cold left t o go. All 
the globe i s the temperate zone, and she sweats worry. 

The hote l i n Rockland , Maine, is a mammoth o f shabbi-
ness an d smells , an d coate d wit h greas e and damp air. It is 
the middl e o f th e night, but the street outside bustles with 
stoned teenager s wh o can' t g o hom e unti l Saturda y i s fin-
ished. A  woma n i s calle d fro m behin d th e bar to work fo r 
me a t th e fron t desk . He r mouth move s whe n I  tell he r a 
double bed ; but whe n I  demand the bucket of ice , I get it . 
I say t o her , Tak e a  hot bath . Sh e take s a  hot bath. I  say, 
Drink your gin. Then she lies naked on the sinking mattress 
and drinks th e gin . Sh e wants t o fal l asleep . I  lie down be-
side he r and us e my fingers and mouth, beginning with the 
top of her head, against her wishes. Her body i s silken rope. 
I didn't wan t t o come , she says. I  never expected t o come. 
She goes to sleep. 

On the other side of the lake is a small peninsula, curling 
out ove r the water like a sleeping dwarf's body. There is no 
money t o be made from it . Its land is always soaking; noth-
ing can b e buil t o n it . I t is full o f willows, green in season, 
and swamp lilies, in season. I n rain storms, it seems to sink; 
then, i t appear s i t wil l neve r rise and dry again. Except fo r 
Rose and Rose-lima, it serves no one. When they fee l like it , 
the twin s swi m ther e o r ro w a  boat there. They rol l in the 
mud; the y drin k a  bottl e o f beer ; they enact , withi n th e 
closely packe d willows , a n elaborat e gam e i n whic h onl y 
they ar e the survivor s o f th e holocaus t an d mus t perfor m 
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heroically a t se x s o tha t th e rac e ma y b e renewed . A t 
night, viewe d fro m tha t place , th e hous e seem s no more 
than a  crow d o f quiverin g light s movin g i n an d ou t o f 
attendant bushe s an d vines. From his crouching place be-
side th e water , wha t the man sees of "Scene s from Ham-
let" make s hi m thin k h e i s either hallucinatin g o r gone 
mad. I n th e afternoo n h e ha d watche d Flyn n swim ; and 
that had been bad enough. Throughout the drying evening, 
the sound of invisible hands applauding over the still water 
has bothered him like the rub of molestation; and what he 
glimpses baffles him . Whatever is over there—if it can swim 
or walk on water—could catc h him. He must watch out all 
the time , an d that i s like gall and wormwood. Somethin g 
nasty rise s i n hi s throa t an d h e spit s it out. He can't see 
anymore. It makes him sick. 

Two year s before , h e rape d a  nine-year-ol d gir l an d 
threw he r over th e roo f o f a  building. When they caught 
him, the y couldn' t prove it . They cleaned his fingerprints 
off th e pieces left o f the child and buried her. In his com-
pany are two young women. Since he collected them, they 
have eac h had a baby in the back of his Volkswagen bus. 
The youn g wome n ar e stoop-shouldere d an d religious . 
They ten d th e babies ; they fast ; the y compet e wit h one 
another over the number and the length and breadth of vi-
sions the y hav e bee n granted ; they brus h an d brai d th e 
man's long yellow hair , and spread their legs or open their 
mouths a t the first sig n of panic in him. In tolerant com-
munities, they have panhandled on the streets. Sometimes, 
so tha t the man can think o f what to do next, they stuf f 
their skirt s int o th e babies ' mouths and hope that every-
thing will turn out all right. Sometimes the man, in a fit of 
boredom, will yank a baby from a breast so that he himself 
can suc k i t dry . Fo r nearl y tw o years , h e ha s blundered 
through th e country i n a series of spasmodi c crisscrossing 
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Rhipseme of  Rome attracted the  passions of  the Emperor 
Diocletian, a circumstance  which forced her,  with  her 
friend Gaiana f to  transplant  their  rather large community 
of women to Armenia. There,  unfortunately,  they  encoun-
tered the same trouble with King Tiridates: first Rhipseme 
repulsed him,  then Gaiana. King  Tiridates then had the en-
tire community put to  death. 

Even th e mos t paralyze d o f imaginations , Veronic a 
knows, must eventually lin k th e separate colors of the two 
separate image s an d mak e o f the m a  dimensione d one : 
the lak e o f wate r i s als o th e lak e o f blood . Warned , she 
increases th e eroti c volum e betwee n hersel f an d Samari a 
until th e entire household begin s involuntarily t o twin her 
every move ; t o ac t identically . I t feel s safe r t o d o so . 
Samaria choose s t o spen d mor e time than usual snapping 
arrows into her targets, splitting one arrow with th e next. 
Veronica experience s hersel f a s ocean, ful l o f storm s and 
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false starts . Th e wome n hav e kep t hi m fe d an d satisfie d 
while he prepared for glory. He will hold up banks. He will 
steal cars . H e wil l kidna p a n heiress . H e wil l hijack a  jet 
plane. He will lay pillage to some city's gold coast and also 
murder the oppressor. He feasts on what will happen—dia-
mond necklaces, bundles of banknotes , ransom payments, 
numbered Swiss bank accounts; himself furious and cruel. 

But nothing, so far, has happened. They have landed in 
this terribl e plac e becaus e ther e wa s a  turn-off fro m the 
main road . Th e bu s i s stuck i n the liquid earth and daily 
sinks further down. 



monsters bu t stil l th e containin g element , an d on e tha t 
cannot be drunk or eaten away. Gradually, the paths across 
water t o thei r immens e continen t becom e non-navigable . 
Veronica i s a woman concentrating and therefore sh e and 
all about her become inviolable : surrounde d by mountain 
ranges thic k wit h glaciers , moate d fortresses ; dynamite -
charged tunnels beneath. Flynn, Rose, Rose-lima, Samaria-
energy unwind s fro m al l o f the m the n reunite s wit h the 
source. Thei r atmospher e i s untouchable , deadly , bright : 
live wire s loosene d b y ic e fro m telephon e poles . Ther e 
seems to be more women than usual in the house. 

One late night , nea r September , Flyn n doze s with her 
head i n Samaria' s lap . Samaria is counting the box offic e 
take, her hand full of green dollars. Flynn listens to Samar-
ia whispering numbe r afte r number ; to pape r whispering 
against paper. There is a chill rising up outside, rattling the 
French doors . Th e Mexica n ru g stirs . Th e Englis h bras s 
goes dull. Samaria touches the lamp, and the room widens. 
Somewhere upstairs, Veronica and the twins are as still as 
mice. Samari a begin s t o tel l a n aimless story, meaning to 
illustrate th e mechanic s o f memory . "M y mother," she 
says, "i n th e final  analysis , i s everything I'v e woun d u p 
knowing. Sh e i s all  I  know fo r sure . Bu t I  have bee n a 
woman withou t the advantages. Nevertheless . . . " Then , 
Mary-this an d Mary-that , an d Lucy . Flyn n hersel f i s half 
asleep; her brain, however, listens and learns. The brain de-
cides, just befor e it s final lea p to unconsciousness, tha t it 
will not be the scalpel; it will be art that will make all the 
difference—but possibl y wil l no t remembe r th e decisio n 
when Flyn n hersel f wakes . Sh e rub s her fee t agains t th e 
curved damas k o f th e sof a arm . He r fee t ar e cold . He r 
birthday i s in December. Samari a is coughing. Somebody , 
someday, is going to die; and that will come true. 
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Pelagia of Tarsus  was a beautiful  girl  unwillingly  affianced 
to the  son  of  the  Emperor  Diocletian.  The  young man, 
spurred on  by  Pelagia,  committed  suicide.  Instead of  choos-
ing to  punish  Pelagia,  Diocletian decided  to  have  her  for 
himself Denied  her  favors, he  roasted  Pelagia  to death  in-
side a red-hot brazen  bull 

Like al l th e painter s i n thi s women' s grou p o f wome n 
painters, sh e i s engrossed i n th e preparatio n an d eatin g o f 
food. Mushe s o f lentil s an d Spanis h onion . Haute Chinese . 
Arcane Hungarian . Elaborate ; cheap. I t alway s taste s won-
derful; an d Flynn , when they invit e her to their long week-
ly dinne r parties , eats the most. In her thirties, she is filling 
out. She has buttocks. Her breasts are wonderful. 

It's beginnin g t o tur n cold , th e weathe r jus t pas t th e 
middle o f October . I t i s sunny , sharp , dry . Veronic a ha s 
just settled—th e thir d tim e i n one year—int o a  new apart -
ment. Mor e o f it , an d fresher , ever y time : whic h i s pro-
gress. Bu t wit h ever y move , mor e o f th e thing s sh e owns , 
has passionatel y acquired—stole n fro m stranger' s houses , 
begged fro m friends , bough t fro m junk shops—hav e bee n 
lost. Lost , or else they have refused t o be budged one more 
time. They are big pieces of what was money, now gone for 
good. Ther e i s a  book suddenl y needed and suddenly miss-
ing. Nelly' s bicycl e stole n i n transition . Piece s o f Daisy' s 
jewelry disintegratin g o n anothe r woman' s arm . Sh e con -
soles her sorrow; she buys new things. 

She persuade s Flynn , t o a  certain extent , t o liv e lik e a 
woman, i n th e servic e o f love . Sh e introduce s he r (sh e 
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imagines) t o cartwheelin g orgasm . Sh e performs , fo r 
Flynn's edification , th e prett y rites of courtship . She has 
nearly persuaded Flynn that to live as a lover is to be brain. 

Veronica lean s back i n he r chair. They have just eaten 
fourteen escargo t apiece. Veronica waves a fist at the wait-
er while Flyn n packs up the empty shell s to take home to 
her turtl e tank . Veronic a wil l pay . At Flynn' s house, be-
sides the three mud turtles in their tank, there is a stack of 
unread English murders. It is warm at home. In each novel, 
there is a young woman about to get herself murdered, but 
who i s finally saved . Sh e bough t her books for ten cents 
apiece fro m th e Salvatio n Army . Sh e als o own s a  jar o f 
Aunt Clara' s Orange Ros e Essenc e Marmalade, which she 
will shar e wit h n o one . I t cos t one dollar and five cents . 
There is hot water for her bathtub, and WQXR. 

Flynn parke d th e Valian t a  block fro m th e Wes t Side 
Highway and the Hudson River . Soon i t would be nothing 
but cold . Sh e was already cold , and anxious about when 
she coul d ea t her dinner . Sh e would not get anything to 
eat unti l th e ordea l o f pleasur e i n Augusta' s wor k wa s 
done. Nelly's black rubber spider swings from the Valiant's 
rear-view mirror . Nell y pu t i t ther e s o tha t th e Valian t 
would no t b e mistake n fo r a  tourist' s car . Peopl e wh o 
suction plasti c virgins t o th e dashboard s o f car s do not , 
according t o Nelly , deserv e t o liv e i n Manhattan . Sh e i s 
contemptuous o f th e ethni c devout . Sh e pretends not to 
understand Spanish . Sh e ha s a  novel-in-progress entitle d 
True Facts. 

"Let's go, " mutter s Nelly , wh o neve r expect s a  place 
away fro m hom e t o b e pleasing . Flyn n twirl s th e Blac k 
Widow just once, for good luck. 

The neighborhood i s in dead time. Business packed up, 
trucks parked and locked. The rats are rattling the sewers. 
It i s a  gangster's hideout . Peopl e who live for art in such 
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neighborhoods ar e stealth y peopl e an d wil l someda y b e 
apprehended an d committed to the electric chair. They are 
stealthy and nervous people, no matter what rapport they 
pretend with the meat packers and spice dealers, no matter 
how lo w thei r ren t o r quie t thei r night s o r lastin g thei r 
love. 

The sk y ove r th e Hudso n i s languid an d slender , lik e 
Rita Hay worth in orange and lavender chiffon. By the time 
she climb s th e sixty step s to Augusta's studio, Flyn n will 
see throug h th e wid e window s thos e color s gon e and re-
placed b y th e "France " o n he r wa y t o th e ocea n an d 
Europe. The n sh e wil l loo k lon g a t th e work , whil e her 
stomach gnashes its teeth. 

Like al l th e painter s i n thi s women' s grou p of women 
painters, August a spend s par t o f he r spac e o n perfectin g 
the domestic order. There is a couch, and a rug almost Ori-
ental, and an old oak cabinet full of food. There is a coffee 
grinder, a  waring blender, a  round dinin g table , a  pot of 
shasta daisies , a  giant gree n refrigerato r besid e th e com -
bination washer-dryer. 

But Flynn looks first int o the sectioned-off bedroom. A 
curtained cabine t fo r clothes . Inside , a  thin blous e pat -
terned wit h bluebird s i n flight . Frame d photograph s o f 
friends; framed drawings presented by friends, and a white 
double bed. 

The wide double bed, and Veronica has at last stunned 
Flynn into falling in love, stunned her, perhaps, with an ex-
cess of escargots . Flynn has fallen i n love with some beau-
tiful young woman. I t is a feeling like falling from a great 
height and never hitting the ground to die of it . Flynn , in 
rational moments , believe s her brain has a parachute, and 
that even if the silk cords snap the brain will survive in free 
fall. Bein g in love is not the same as being an artist? Or be-
ing a  mother? Bu t Flyn n i s both . August a sleep s i n bed 
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with a  man, lik e Daisy . Bu t Augusta has dreams she tells 
that ar e i n th e servic e of Fre d Astaire. She dreams she is 
Fred, an d goe s o n Wednesda y morning s t o ta p dancin g 
classes. And who would know, watching him tap dance, if 
Fred fuck s to p o r bottom; or a t all? So perhaps not like 
Daisy befor e her—certainl y ther e are no photos of daugh-
ters in evidence to explain why she does it at all. 

Flynn make s hersel f have to pee, to have a look a t the 
bathroom. O n her way, sh e crosse s Nelly' s path. Nelly is 
lying on the rug, alternately raising and lowering her arms 
above he r head and turning her head from side to side to 
flash a  smile acros s he r armpits . She is a bathing beauty. 
"That i s Esthe r William s ther e you'r e lookin g a t o n th e 
color tv, " Flyn n tells her. "That is Esther Williams swim-
ming in the moonlight." In earnest now, Flynn is unzipping 
her fly , t o b e ready . Nelly and Esther Williams switch t o 
the Australia n crawl . I f Esthe r doe s a  swan div e next -
lengths and lengths of fre e fal l int o a lily pond—will Nelly 
suicide si x flight s t o concrete , only inche s from th e Hud-
son? 

The shel f besid e th e toile t hold s economy-siz e talcu m 
powder, the small-size tube of jelly, the white plastic case 
containing Augusta's protection, a  gold rose on it s lid. All 
of i t is on view, but all of i t is still a secret. What happens 
to a secret if just anyone taking a piss can take a look at it? 
The secret goes up inside the body of Augusta, hides there. 
They've stoppe d manufacturin g rubbe r baby dolls . Every 
girl wh o eve r stoppe d afte r school to see Esther Williams 
swim underwater—while insid e the girl her insides began to 
widen an d mov e (an d whil e sh e bi t th e ski n aroun d he r 
thumbnail)—once had a rubber baby doll with a  tiny hole 
between it s legs. The baby came with its own nippled feed-
ing bottle. Fee d the baby its ounce of water. Squeeze the 
baby's stomach , bell y t o spine . The n th e bab y wets , al l 
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over th e pal m o f th e hand ; wet s rubber-scente d water . 
When th e bab y i s ba d an d wet s th e pal m o f th e hand 
instead o f it s diaper , stea l a  suga r ratio n coupo n fro m 
mother's handbag and lick i t and seal the baby's tiny hole 
shut. There's more than one way to skin a cat, Flynn's first 
lover told her, that first event of bed. 

Augusta, an d Flynn' s beloved , ar e bes t friends . Flyn n 
surprised them together, giggling on the couch. When Flynn 
is in love, she doesn't fee l lik e any person she can remem-
ber. She becomes like someone sick from long illness—skin 
and bones to which only her beloved can give memory and 
intelligence and make round, like a  brain. Sometimes, lef t 
alone (seduced and abandoned) she cries all night, or drinks 
all night , becaus e sh e canno t remembe r wh o sh e wa s or 
when she was. Augusta is so kind and sweet to the besotted 
lover—a honey dro p t o suc k on while the doctor stitches 
the wound. But the lover's teeth rot, but the operation was 
not a  success, bu t th e beloved's hair still rises away from 
her face int o a hundred differences betwee n that which is 
light and that which is voltage; and is lethal, like an electric 
chair. When Augusta's work is in clay or plaster, it is all lit-
tle people and motion. When it is painted on paper, it is all 
little people and motion. Fred , when he is in love, dances 
on the ceiling. 

They al l go down to the Greek place to eat. Flynn eats 
the mos t an d Nell y the least. Flyn n dreams that night of 
how sh e use d t o be , bu t i n daylight forgets . Bu t the ur-
gency t o remembe r sometime s i s s o grea t sh e make s up 
what she cannot remember . . . . For  example: th e theatre 
season wa s almos t over . Th e weathe r wa s stretching out, 
widening, reshaping , loosening , like a  young girl's insides; 
but hot enough in daylight. 

Samaria sa t o n th e fron t steps , fannin g hersel f i n th e 
noonday sun and reading her book. To anyone who crossed 
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her path she spoke of Charlotte Bronte as "autumnal." She 
read aloud, whether listened to or not, " 'When I first saw 
Ellen I  did not care for her . .. sh e is without romance .. . 
but she is good; she is true; she is faithful, and I love her.' " 
And sai d o f Charlotte , "Sh e doe s not  lov e Ellen . Ho w 
could she ? Sh e i s lying . Charlott e make s mistake s in her 
letters she does not make in her fiction." 

But n o on e care d eithe r way . Rose and Rose-lima, for 
instance, had got a  brief letter from Dais y which they had 
let no one else read. "Her only word for you, sister , is do 
your duty''  the y tol d Flynn . The y let Flynn see the en-
velope, bu t th e postmar k wa s blurred . I n any case , there 
was no goo d reaso n fo r Flyn n t o believ e the y wer e mis-
quoting thei r mother . Ther e wa s nothin g characteristi c 
about Dais y bu t he r compulsion to mate and breed more 
photographs of daughters to hang on the bedroom wall. 

"You che w o n th e ide a o f your mother as if sh e were 
a bone," Veronica told her. "You could instead grow up— 
meet som e nic e gu y and settle down. Experience unanes-
thetized childbirth . Forge t al l yo u hav e eve r learned. " 
Veronica laughed at the joke. "Will you have a Lucky?" 

Veronica was not even looking at Flynn. She spoke and 
laughed into thin air and meanwhile never lowered the bin-
oculars she had trained a t some point on the opposite side 
of the lake. But it did not matter: Veronica had never spo-
ken a serious word to Flyn n in all her life. When Veronica 
gave advice it meant calamity to take it. There had been no 
return address, no word—according to the twins—of when 
Daisy would be finished with the husband and come home. 
The weather was dying. Veronica scheduled an end to the 
theatre season , too k a  new notebook, figured , wrote , and 
announced that everyone could hang their hopes on a time 
"when it gets really cold"—if anyone is left, she added. 

When that was settled, she dug around in the hall closet 
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and emerged wit h a  typewriter an d showe d i t t o Flynn . 
"We have a lot of paper. Here is the typewriter. Why don't 
you become a novelist? I urge you to become a novelist." 

They wer e havin g India n summer . Flyn n neve r rea d 
books. Samari a rea d books . Flyn n wante d onl y t o sta y 
in th e bedroo m an d perfec t he r brai n machine . u Let my 
grandmother do it," she told Veronica. 

"Samaria is busy i n her head. She hasn't time to write a 
novel. I'll show you how. First I'll do it, then you do it." 

Veronica fixe d hersel f a  desk i n th e upstair s hallway. 
She ha d a  stack o f blu e pape r fo r her first draft , a  stack 
of whit e fo r th e second . Sh e had no t stoppe d talkin g to 
Flynn, so Flynn sat in the window seat to wait for her to 
finish. Veronica buckled a  green visor around her forehead 
and leaned backwards in her swivel chair . The top half of 
her face should have resembled the green of bilious vomit 
or theatrica l death . Instea d i t wa s th e gree n o f summe r 
trees—a green in nature that is both a memory and a prepa-
ration fo r th e future . He r fac e wa s lik e everythin g els e 
about her—it said one thing but meant another. 

"There i s n o point, " sai d Veronica , "i n trying to be a 
good novelist , so don't expect that from me or, eventually, 
from yourself . Remembe r that . What I want to do is win 
prizes and go on television. I  want to be taken to lunch at 
the Algonqui n Hotel . M y nove l wil l b e wha t th e Britis h 
royal family is—exactly what  it is expected to be. As a mat-
ter of fact , in order to provide my reader with the essential 
clue, I  shall dedicate the book 'To Elizabeth Regina II and 
Her Sister Margaret Rose, Princess, in Memory of the Fog-
gy Tea Time.' This is my outline. Read it aloud to me." 

Veronica rippe d a  pag e fro m he r ne w noteboo k an d 
passed i t over . "Clea r you r throa t first, " sh e added , as 
Flynn opened her mouth. "I don't want to have to wait on 
you once you're in the midst of it." 
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"Chapter One" Flyn n read . "Rejectio n b y Father , no 
good a t baseball , seductio n b y horn y rusti c grandfather , 
gangbanged by California motorcyclists , likes it (?) . Chap-
ter Two.  identity crisis, memory of Mother deliberately (?) 
parading past i n blac k lac e nightie , th e marc h on Selma, 
the meetin g wit h muscle d nigger beauty who is in reality 
the Virgin Mary. Chapter Three, psychoanalysis, seduction 
by psychoanalyst , relationshi p with psychoanalyst , neces-
sity to recover lost youth in arms of analyst's sixteen-year-
old child , rejectio n b y analys t wh o confesse s preferenc e 
for cucumbers . Chapter  Four, alcoholism , cancer , trans-
cendental meditation , primal scream. Chapter Five, grace, 
retreat into the wilderness, solitude (insert lines from 'The 
Pulley* b y Georg e Herbert) , conversio n t o Catholicism , 
love, death." 

"That's that, " said Veronica ; but all the while she had 
been lookin g throug h th e binoculars , her elbows steadied 
on the back of her chair. 

"Only five chapters?" 
"People have better things to do than to sit up all night 

reading." 
"It's easier than I thought." 
"I told you so. It's easier than a brain machine." 
"We're going to be rich." 
"Yes. There's a stranger pulling up outside in a red car. 

There's a beautiful young woman in a red car. You'd better 
go see." 

"I see. After you're rich, will you give me the money for 
the brain machine?" 

"I'm losing interest in this conversation. My mind is on 
no good at baseball. G o away." 

"What's the name of this book?" 
"Lover, I told you already, Lover." 
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Nicknamed Margarito because of the splendor of her pearls, 
she was famous in Antioch for the lewd finesse she gave to 
her dancing which the  Bishop  Nonnus at  last  observed. 
"This girl," he said, "is a lesson  to us  bishops. She takes 
more trouble over her beauty and her dancing than we do 
about our  souls and our flocks." Margarito therefore  dis-
guised herself as a man and went to live alone in a cave on 
the Mount of Olives.  People  found this  second half of her 
life, into which she  so abruptly departed, quite as interest-
ing as the first; and she thereby retained notoriety until her 
death, and afterwards. 

On that thin edge dividing afternoon an d evening, Rose 
and Rose-lim a simultaneousl y bega n t o menstruate ; and 
they tol d th e other s tha t th e strang e young woman who 
had com e t o thei r hous e wa s a  secon d cousi n o n thei r 
father's side. 

They said that Daisy's letter had prepared them for her 
coming bu t tha t the y ha d forgotte n t o mentio n it . They 
did not introduce her. They put another chair at the table 
for her. 

The stranger was of mediu m height, thin, strong-boned. 
She had tiny breasts , large hands, fluid shoulders. Her face 
was both aristocrati c an d Jewish. Ha d ther e eve r bee n a 
Romanov Jew? Frequently her face blazed with teeth and 
light. "Sh e ha s wha t the y cal l Russia n hair, " Rose-lim a 
said. Her hair was pale, and lethal, like an electric chair. It 
spread u p an d awa y fro m he r face int o a hundred differ -
ences between that which is light and that which is voltage. 
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Samaria, deep inside Charlotte Bronte' s grief ove r Ellen 
Nussey, assumed nothing. Bu t she set another plate on the 
table an d cooke d extr a food . Veronica was taking all her 
meals a t he r typewriter . Veronic a said , "I'v e neve r see n 
anything so beautiful i n my life. That new woman reminds 
me o f m y earliest attempts at Veronese which were naive 
in execution, but sold well—'Allegory o f Virtu e and Vice.' 
She remind s m e o f tha t particular one. Now at the Frick 
Museum. But this beautiful young woman is not." 

"Time i s runnin g out, " Flyn n replied . "Deat h i s just 
around th e corner . Loo k a t wha t ha s happened t o Ros e 
and Rose-lima. It feels like death, just around the corner." 

"An interesting conceit. Not original, unfortunately, but 
who a m I  to talk?—Veronese , Botticelli , Vermeer , Fran z 
Kline, an d som e anonymous Mediterranean sculpture , fig-
urines actually . The y ar e calle d Tanagra.  Whe n wa s Ver-
onica eve r a n original? " Veronica patheticall y asked . She 
pulled hersel f together . Sh e stare d agai n int o he r Smith-
Corona. "An interesting conceit , but already over-used by 
the sixteent h century . A n ancestress of mine was Shakes-
peare's mistress . Sh e spok e o f nothing , i n th e firs t flus h 
of love , bu t death—bu t late r devote d hersel f t o nothin g 
but work . Disguise d a s a boy, sh e wa s the firs t acto r t o 
play Queen Gertrude." Veronica began to type. She wrote, 
" 'Time is running out,' Flynn replied. 'Death is just around 
the corner.' " She was halfway through page five. 

"The next thing any of you shit s hear from me," Flynn 
yelled, "will be my fucking brain not my fucking mouth!" 

"Bogart and Boatwright are bothering her car . .. " 
"Fuck you, fuck car." Flynn pulled out her shirttail and 

wiped he r eyes . Veronic a notice d tha t Flynn' s eyes , s o 
seldom i n tears , wer e lik e rain y mornings . Outside , th e 
clouds shifte d int o stor m formations . Inside , th e staine d 
glass Lam b o f Go d darkened ; an d i t wa s going t o rain . 
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Flynn a t onc e remember s th e snare s se t i n th e wood s fo r 
rabbits fo r th e firs t simpl e experiments . A s i f the y knew , 
three o f th e cat s at once gathered before her , arriving from 
three different places . Their tails were rigid and angled over 
their spines. They followed Flyn n outside. 

" *  . . . m y fuckin g brai n an d not my fucking mouth, ' " 
Veronica wrote , the n turne d o n he r lamp . I t wa s gettin g 
dark. It was going to rain. 

But th e rai n wa s taking a long time to come. The weath-
er heaved wit h thunde r on e moment , shone  th e next . The 
woods wer e dr y an d crackling . Flyn n imagine d droppin g 
her cigarett e an d makin g a  barbeque—roas t Rose , grille d 
Rose-lima, broile d Samaria , frie d Veronica ; Bogar t an d 
Boatwright rotatin g o n spits . Sh e ha d caugh t tw o rabbits , 
both big-headed . I f the y coul d hav e screame d the y woul d 
have bee n screaming—eve n loude r a t th e sigh t o f Flynn . 
The cat s wer e screaming , dyin g t o kil l th e rabbits . Flyn n 
untrapped the m and dropped them head first in her gunny-
sack; an d starte d home . Sh e woul d hav e tim e t o clea r th e 
trees before she had to drop her Lucky. 

The hous e wa s ful l o f fictio n an d poetry . Flyn n coul d 
not turn around without stumbling over stacks of th e stuff . 
The bookcase s overflowed . Ther e wa s n o plac e t o sit— a 
broken-backed Tess  of the  D'Urbervilles  would suddenly be 
taking u p th e sea t i n what Flyn n ha d though t was the last 
free armchair . A  boo k o n th e place she wanted to sit in—it 
sickened Flynn , a s much a s in insec t i n her soup , a  snake 
beneath he r pillow . I n al l o f th e thousand s o f books—sh e 
had spent a week raging through them—there was not a line 
written abou t th e preciou s lif e o f th e brain . Th e book s 
were abou t ever y par t o f th e body—som e part s ove r and 
over agai n i n disgustin g detail—bu t neve r abou t th e par t 
that wa s th e brain . Sometime s a n autho r woul d write , 
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"he thought" or "she thought/' but the thought would be 
nothing more than the substance of a  tongue within a for-
eign mout h o r o f a  foot liftin g itsel f t o dance. Unde r the 
whip o f Samaria' s authors the brain was in a bondage un-
dreamt of by Old Black Joe. Flynn reached into the middle 
of Tess  an d ripped out a handful of chapter ten. Was it the 
brain's faul t Ann a Karenin a ha d throw n hersel f beneat h 
the engine ? No!  I t wa s the . . . " I am coming to the res-
cue," Ros e ha d calle d an d gallope d dow n th e stairs . But 
Rose ha d bee n empty-handed . Rose-lima , coming behind, 
had had the goods. The book wa s stuffed half beneath the 
elastic band of her underpants, half beneath her polo shirt. 

"Unless you go to a  medical school— ha, ^—there's not 
another thing to be had on the goddamned subject," Rose 
told her; and Rose-lima gave her the book. It was a volume 
of th e Illustrated World  Encyclopedia,  IV,  Bol-Can. Liter -
ary Treasures Edition, Bobley Publishing Corp., 4959. 

"That's it? " I t wa s no fit plac e for information o n the 
life an d romanc e o f th e brain. I t was bound in nasty ma-
roon cardboard, slimy with dust and mildew. 

"It's abou t al l you'd b e u p to , sweetheart . What' s the 
last thin g you eve r rea d i n your lif e sinc e Dick and Jane 
and Sally and Mother and Father and Spot and Puff? Huh? 
Except for memorizing your lines? That's it . Don' t try us. 
We feel lik e th e devil , we'r e gettin g read y t o fal l of f th e 
roof an d we hate it and somebody's going to have to pay 
for it . We're going to kil l firs t an d ask questions later , the 
goddamned-cocksucking-asshole-sonuvabitch—us, cursed! 
Whoever it is is going to pay through the nose for this." 

"I made myself stop," said Flynn. 
"If you're so smart why ain't you rich?" 
The baby-talk insid e the book was as easy to memorize 

as Shakespeare . Sh e walke d ou t o f th e woods reciting it. 
The cats yowled, the bag jumped. "  'The brain i s the part 
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of th e bod y tha t w e thin k with, ' "  Flyn n said . "  'No on e 
knows why  i t works a s i t does , bu t scientist s know how i t 
works. I t consist s o f a  mass o f nerv e fibers , in the form o f 
thin, whit e strands , a t th e to p o f th e head . These nerve fi-
bers connect wit h othe r nerv e fiber s tha t stretc h fro m the 
brain t o all parts of our bodies. They carry messages to and 
from th e brai n i n les s time tha n i t take s to bat an eyelash. 

" 'Le t u s loo k a t th e huma n brain . I t i s shaped some -
what lik e cauliflower, wit h ripples called convolutions.  Th e 
brain ha s a  coating o f grain y gra y stuff . Thi s i s calle d th e 
cerebral cortex, o r . . . '  " 

The sk y opened . Th e rai n cam e like rocks hurled by th e 
mob a t som e scarle t impenitent. Bu t Flynn and the rabbits 
were ou t of the trees. From there, on the path between th e 
rhododendrons, i t wa s uphill . Th e cat s had used spee d t o 
disappear—wet wa s wors e tha n greed-hunger . Bu t Flyn n 
and th e rabbit s go t soake d an d beaten ; bu t Flyn n neve r 
stopped reciting . He r mouth  wa s ful l o f water ; she coul d 
have drowned . Sh e saw , nea r th e house , Samaria' s ar m 
stretched out an open window waving horizontally throug h 
the water as though i t were swimming Flynn to shore. 

" '  .  .  .  or simply gray matter,' "  Flynn shouted into the 
noise. "  'Th e gra y matte r i s gathered int o man y dip s an d 
folds calle d convolutions,  whic h giv e th e surfac e o f th e 
brain a  furrowe d look , somethin g lik e a  walnu t shell ' " 
{that goes  crack  between  the  thighs  of  the  nutcracker, 
Flynn add s silently , and  sheds  its  halved  sphere  into  the 
ashtray\ and  then  you eat  the  meat ...)." 'Sinc e each dip 
and fol d i s line d wit h gra y matter , th e huma n brai n con -
tains mor e gray matte r tha n the ape's.' " {More than a gor-
illa's? More than  a royal  princess's?) "  'When you use your 
gray matter , you ar e thinking.  A t thi s very instant , as you 
read .  . .  you ar e using your gray matter. With the cerebral 
cortex o r gra y matte r o f th e brai n w e d o th e comple x 
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things tha t ar e calle d perceiving , thinking , learning , an d 
forming judgment s whic h ad d u p t o wha t we cal l ou r hu-
man intelligence . . . ' " 

"Yay! Sh e mad e it! " Flynn' s wetnes s worke d lik e glue ; 
Samaria, hugging her , coul d hardl y tea r hersel f apar t from 
Flynn. The terrified bundl e had rolled across the rug. 

"Bloody, bloody , bloody! " th e twin s screamed . The y 
lay o n th e floo r drummin g their heels, the beat as heavy as 
the frea k hai l hitting , the n instantl y meltin g against , th e 
warm roof. 

"I've made i t stop," said Flynn. She stood still , her head 
bent, allowin g Samari a t o ru b he r hai r dry . Bu t the n he r 
head wa s yanke d back , he r jaw slun g open ; Samari a wa s 
pulling her hair out by the roots. 

"Are yo u dead ? Hav e yo u n o heart? " Samari a wa s 
shouting Flynn' s eardru m t o smithereens . Samari a was the 
savage scalpin g th e bewildere d homesteader . Samari a wa s 
Judith decapitatin g Holofernes—bu t withou t the excellent , 
bloated loo k o f lus t satisfied . Samari a wa s onl y i n pain , 
and clumsy ; sh e wa s no t lik e a  guillotine . "Yo u uppit y 
little shit! " an d sh e le t go . Flyn n rolle d he r body t o th e 
wooly re d roses below an d hel d tigh t t o th e throa t o f he r 
bag. Samari a said , "Now, good God, I've had the change of 
life, than k Go d . . . " Sh e shoo k he r head t o an d fro ; she 
spoke t o th e floor . " . . . bu t the n i t was seventh grade al-
gebra, an d I  got u p fro m m y sea t t o tur n i n m y problem s 
and i t was al l ove r th e bac k o f my skirt and running down 
my leg s and al l th e boy s punched eac h othe r an d grinne d 
and th e girl s hissed lik e a  nest o f snakes ; and, next, under 
my arm s began t o stin k an d breast s seemed t o be growing 
all ove r me , bu t nothin g wa s wors e tha n tha t day , tha t 
flood. I t mean s tha t you'l l neve r b e yoursel f agai n an y 
more, not ever." 

"And then what happened?" 
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Samaria was los t t o th e world . "Th e teacher said, Leave 
the room . Sh e wa s ma d a t me . I  walked, it squished insid e 
my shoes , I  had t o cros s the front o f the room, there were 
long red stripe s down m y legs and my inside thighs were al-
ready chappe d and sore from where the blood rubbed back 
and forth. Out in the hall i t dripped on the linoleum, a  trail 
to fin d m e by , I  couldn't move fast enough. In the toilet, I 
used all the paper there was on the roll, but still it wouldn't 
stop, stil l al l I  got wa s a handful o f bloodsoaked paper . I'd 
read book s abou t th e horror s o f war , th e battlefield , th e 
bull ring , an d how i t pumps up and out of their punctured 
stomachs, ho w i t flood s from th e mouth and the nose; and 
it i s not th e same , an d i t i s not s o terrible . The y ca n only 
die. Bu t we ar e never th e sam e again , and that  is  worse.  I 
started t o cry , becaus e I  would rather have been dead than 
gone forever , lik e I  was. They cam e in with rags and a belt. 
They said , No w yo u ar e a  woman. /  ha d bee n exchange d 
for a  woman.' 1 

The twin s la y quiet , watchin g an d agreeing : "I t make s 
me wan t t o vomit , an d i t wil l be years and years and years 
of it , I' d rathe r grow a  beard, I' d rathe r be stupid and big, 
I'd rather have junk between my legs, rather than that!" 

But Samari a did no t appea r t o b e wha t she said she had 
become. Samari a wa s mad e o f fin e clea r line s an d vas t 
open spaces . He r pigtai l wa s slee k an d well-wrought . Sh e 
wore hand-stitche d cowbo y boots . Sh e too k he r han d of f 
Flynn's head . Sh e pu t he r arm s around the twins, but care 
fully; sh e di d no t le t he r hand s touc h the m belo w thei r 
waists. 

"I know wha t you're thinking," she said. "You're think-
ing I  a m lying , tha t I  wa s neve r that . Th e trut h i s I  got 
myself bac k i n spit e o f it . I n spite o f it , I  could become a 
lover an d coul d sto p bein g a  woman . Wha t the y said , a 
woman. That' s why I  am here , i n spit e o f it , an d no t i n a 
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cage, lik e th e res t o f them , i n a  freak show . I  am a  lover, 
not a woman." Samaria hurried upstairs to shut windows. 

Flynn aske d th e twin s t o hol d he r ba g whil e sh e se t 
house plant s outsid e i n th e rain . I t was October; i t woul d 
be thei r last warm bath of the year. Rose and Rose-lima sat 
up an d hel d th e ba g between them. They rubbed the harsh 
sacking unti l eac h ha d a  han d o n a  rabbi t the y coul d 
squeeze, but not enough to hurt or kill. They sat with thei r 
legs wid e apart . Ther e wer e terribl e bulge s o f cotto n be -
tween their legs, and they held their legs wide apart. 

"What we'v e don e wit h eac h other, " Rose-lim a sai d a t 
last, "i s not what I think our grandmother means. What we 
do, I  think , i s no t wha t a  lover means , s o w e fel l of f th e 
roof." Flyn n passe d bac k an d forth abov e them. She was a 
guerrilla, usin g gree n fo r camouflage , outwittin g th e ene -
my, sneaking up. 

" *A green thought in a green shade,' " said Rose. 
"No," said Rose-lima . "Tha t Flyn n i s a killer, not a line 

of poetry . Thoug h poetr y i s a  disguis e a  rea l kille r use s 
sometimes. Sh e come s an d goe s carryin g green plants , fo r 
the rai n sh e says , but look , yo u can' t se e an y par t o f he r 
above her waist—she's sneaking around, a real killer." 

"That's wha t I  meant . That' s wha t i t means : ' A green 
thought in a green shade,' " said Rose. 

"Now I  see." 
"Yes, an d that' s that . W e are not what a lover is. We are 

not wha t a  killer is . I  hear Veronic a an d ou r grandmothe r 
in thei r be d a t night . Their room, through the wall, sounds 
like a  roomfu l o f birds . Lik e a n aviary . I n a n aviary , th e 
sound o f bird s al l togethe r i s lik e on e singl e soun d o f a 
scream. But there's never the sound of breath inhaled—so it 
can't be like a scream. Is that what a lover is?" 

"Eagles, parrots, myna birds, rooks, ravens . . . " 
"Thank you , girls, " said Flynn. "You talk mighty big to 
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At the  age of nine,  Susanna was lured from her  bed by her 
brothers Cythwyn  and  Methwyn  "to  see  a falling star. " 
Helpless away from her  mother's side, the child was forced 
to submit  to  ravishment  Miraculously,  she remained  in -
tacta and  was  subsequently staked  outstretched  over  an 
ant hill. She  suffered a lingering uncomplaining death. 

The summon s t o Niagar a coul d arriv e a t an y momen t 
(Veronica had told them) so they stopped modeling beach 
wear fo r eac h othe r an d stoppe d bothering the stranger's 
red ca r an d settle d dow n t o seriou s wor k s o tha t the y 
would finish i t in time. 

Bogart and Boatwright were going to make a million dol-
lars. The y couldn' t remembe r a  time whe n the y di d not 
have th e idea : they ha d been born with it , they believed . 
The ide a ha d arrive d genetically , like their tan hair, their 
sex, thei r colorles s eyes , thei r inabilit y t o lear n a  useful 
skill. The y ha d no t rushe d it . Lif e wa s slow ; they ha d a 
time t o discus s i t an d wonde r a t it s impressivenes s an d 
dream limitedly of what they would do with all the money. 

But fro m th e first , they' d neve r fel t comfortabl e with 
the thin g i n thei r minds . I t felt weird ; it did not fit—bu t 
this aspect of the idea they never discussed—there seemed 
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be onl y twelv e year s old . A s ou r mothe r migh t remark, 
What are you saving  for marriage?" 

"We are now thirteen. We had a birthday. Mother mar-
ries. She's the only one for sure." 

But Flyn n ha d alread y gone . But , ha d sh e heard , she 
would have wished them belated birthday greetings. 



no way to arrange the alphabet around the feeling and say 
words about it . This problem led them to refer to the ulti-
mate materializatio n o f thei r idea as a Commercial prod-
uct." They could never call i t what i t would, in truth, be: 
a woman, an artificial woman. 

They calle d i t a "commercial product"—but only when 
they talke d about it at all. Life was slow. There was plenty 
of tim e to talk , then plenty o f tim e to do it. Even a single 
season, especially th e long hot one and the long cold one, 
took forever to pass. No one they knew had ever died. 

But sometime s the y di d talk about it—when they were 
fishing i n th e lake , when they were dressing for Saturday 
night. They would advertise , they agreed , with little draw-
ings and words inside tiny boxes on the back pages of Stag, 
True Detective,  the Christian Science  Monitor (their prod-
uct wa s healthful) ; an d i n certai n selecte d comi c books . 
They woul d demonstrat e th e produc t i n th e window s of 
furniture stores ; the y woul d tal k abou t i t o n th e radio . 
They woul d ge t prominent individuals—such a s the Satur-
day night disc jockey—to try i t out. They would give free 
samples to famous individuals like Frank Sinatra and Elvis, 
who woul d the n give endorsement. They thought o f Nor-
man Vincent Peale: their item was fraught with theological 
overtones, an d was not real and would therefore no t be a 
sin. 

They talke d abou t i t fo r a  long time , fo r years . The n 
they bough t th e firs t hunk s o f foa m rubber—th e urge to 
buy, t o proceed , comin g a t th e beginnin g o f on e spring . 
The firs t experiment s wer e heartbreaking , an d hur t thei r 
enthusiasm an d sen t the m int o lon g depresse d sleeps . I n 
late autumn, they got a  correct length. But the shapes and 
sizes o f al l th e things that went between top and bottom 
(head an d toe ) wen t wrong . The y trie d fir e o n it . The y 
tried knives on it . They used a power saw. Nothing about 

105 



it woul d becom e round , a s i t shoul d be , n o matte r ho w 
hard they labored. 

They had a temper tantrum, wept, kicked the stubborn 
stuff aroun d their floor, finall y int o a corner, where it be-
came one day Veronica's chair. Then there was nothing left 
to d o bu t tr y to talk again about what the money would 
buy; but the old dream of richness would not return: what 
they wanted to buy seemed too inseparably confused with 
what the y ha d t o make . Th e tw o coul d easily have been 
the same, and would not come true. 

When they worked again , it was drudgery; it was hateful 
work, an d th e result was not what they had meant at all. 
Her lef t shoulde r had a hump. Her right tit projected to o 
far north . They' d mad e th e hol e too big—but they could 
fix that . They fixed i t by lining it with layers of thin rub-
ber (tw o boxe s o f Trojan s from the congratulatory drug-
gist) affixe d t o th e tunnel' s wall s wit h (safe ) non-toxi c 
glue. The attachment o f th e electrical wires and their con-
cealment i n th e body , locatin g th e batterie s dee p i n th e 
head—the precisio n stuff—cause d the m th e greates t grief: 
they though t they would never be finished. Th e switch to 
turn it on and off ha d to be hidden between the buttocks. 
They quarrelle d abou t hair . Bogar t wante d i t t o hav e a 
curly blond e *wig. Boatwrigh t wante d simply a  suggestion 
of hair incised qn the foam skul l with a carving knife: real 
looking hair , h e felt , woul d mak e i t see m wrong , maybe 
crazy; and further (h e argued) people like Japs or Negroes, 
might bu y it . Th e imaginative specific s o f each individual 
purchaser woul d hav e t o b e deal t wit h b y th e purchase r 
himself. The same went for the hair down there. 

So i t was not really right , but nothing went wrong for-
ever; and i t wa s comfortable , having a purpose. Bu t then 
Veronica cam e wit h Niagar a Falls . The y wer e force d t o 
hurry. I f the y hurried , the y coul d hav e both; they could 
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have everything . Ther e wa s onl y winte r lef t befor e thei r 
spring time plunge, before fame on two fronts. Two fronts, 
they saw, and separate; but somehow twinned identically. 

They coul d hardl y sleep or eat anymore; and only tw o 
activities gave them rest from panic . The second was elab-
orating o n thei r advertisin g campaign , that had become a 
vision of full-color slippery pages in famous magazines. The 
vision of Niagar a had made the difference: now they could 
think big; the little black and white Christian Science blurs 
had been overwhelmed. There would be a full-length pho-
tograph of th e two of the m in the lower left-hand corners. 
They would be wearing their Niagara bathing suits. Niagara, 
in a  blue glow , woul d be behind them. They would have 
their arms around each other's shoulders. Bogart would be 
gesturing with his right arm toward the center of the page 
where the viewer's eye would enter a partially opened bed-
room door whose rosy interior would stream out int o the 
blue of Niagara below. The doll would be within, spread on 
something lovely , soft , king-size . A  singl e cocktai l glass , 
half full , woul d be on the bedside table. At the bottom of 
the page: TWO GUYS FROM NIAGARA BRING YOU . . . 
A DOL L YO U CA N CAL L YOUR OWN ! !  !  And, just 
above th e orde r coupon , a  brief paragraph : " . . . a  doll 
that othe r fella s canno t steal , just like the song says, just 
what you'v e alway s wanted , sh e won' t say no, she won't 
say go, she won't stray, she won't say nay, she only will ... 
everything! Turn her on, she crawls all over you! Dol l has 
gotta happen to you!" 

Rose and Rose-lima, for reasons of their own, had spent 
an entire afternoo n compellin g Bogar t and Boatwright to 
memorize al l the words to "Pape r Doll." Bogart and Boat-
wright, despit e th e trouble , were grateful: afterwards , th e 
work wen t muc h faster; the old confusions o f shape s and 
fears vanished ; the y fel t better . The y fel t businesslike . 
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Venerated for ordinariness,  plainness,  and  simplicity, Zar-
aina at  last wrote a very long chronicle detailing her attain-
ment, and ongoing preservation, of  virtue; and, in  so doing, 
roused the ire  of those  about her.  Their anger and resent-
ment increased  when Zaraina began serving roses instead of 
bread from the  pockets  of  her  apron. She suffered death 
by the  garott e one  dark  night while on a spurious errand 
of mercy. She was twenty-three. 

Last night , I  got th e message that her husband, in des-
peration, has allowed them to confine her to the loony-bin. 
She is not depressed enough, so they are giving her drugs. 
At her last public appearance, she talked too long, loosen-
ing a galore of terro r onto the audience: she did not stick 
to th e subject . Som e crep t up behind her; they mean t to 
drag her out of sight , out of mind. She said, "It only takes 
one of you to kill me" and she did not resist the group ef-
fort. The last time I danced with her, she did not know me; 
but it was not a case of mistake n identity. Her disappear-
ing lover said to me, "Please write her a letter." Her lover 
promised to pray for me. 

I am hoping for a quick nonfeminist death , such as mu-
tilation, decapitatio n b y Caribbea n sharks . As soo n a s I 
have saved enough time, energy, and money, I  will take a 
vacation i n th e Caribbean—providin g I  ca n fin d a  travel 
agent wh o tell s th e trut h (he r inde x finge r landin g o n a 
single azur e spo t o n th e map : Yes , here  the shark s are 
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to them. 



hungry). Afterwards , my leftovers will wash ashore and the 
government o f th e countr y wil l packag e the m i n a  pyra-
mid. They will wall all my lovers, sisters, confidants in alive 
beside me . Cupboard s line d wit h fres h shel f pape r wil l 
be buil t agains t th e wall s t o display the detritus of my his-
tory: gi n evaporatin g i n a  water glass , mouldering myster y 
paperbacks, a  pai r o f horn-rimme d spectacles , a  red card-
board valentin e rippe d asunde r t o represen t m y broke n 
heart. 

Women fro m the year two thousand sixty-nine wil l shat-
ter open th e doo r wit h laser beams; and then they will put 
me an d wha t belonge d t o m e i n th e Nationa l Museum . I 
am thei r singl e recover y fro m th e er a o f Baroque . White -
robed, golden-sandaled , I  wil l watc h wha t happen s fro m 
Heaven. Sh e tol d m e tha t baroque  mean s grotesque, odd , 
twisted. Barroco: rough pearl. 

Flynn coul d tel l i t wa s Samari a who ha d walke d i n o n 
her. Bu t sh e did no t sto p stuffing lettuc e through the slats 
of th e rabbits ' cage; and sh e ha d neve r trouble d hersel f t o 
turn an d gree t someon e wh o seemed to be sneaking up be-
hind her. 

Samaria was not aware that she was a sneak. She wanted 
only t o satisf y he r nee d t o spea k wha t sh e ha d t o say . 
"Forgery," she said, "is not an act of art . It is like an act of 
God because , i n the hands of the great masters, the forgery 
is no differen t fro m th e real thing. Veronica is a great mas-
ter, perhap s th e onl y on e lef t aliv e and she is no specialist , 
she ha s don e i t all . Forger y mean s tha t th e ar t i s not rea l 
but tha t n o one , no t eve n th e forge r (lik e i n Veronica' s 
case) ca n tel l th e differenc e betwee n th e firs t an d the sec-
ond 

"Like twins/ ' Flyn n interrupted ; "lik e mother , lik e 
daughter. I  know that . I  am busy. Veronica has done it all, 
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from Tanagra to Snider; from Piero to Fishman . Now she is 
a belles-lettrist,  sh e is writing a novel that is not a  novel—to 
please you , I  guess, because yo u lik e t o read . Sh e please d 
herself wit h art . No w sh e wil l pleas e yo u wit h literature. I 
am making a brain machine. The brain machine, c'est moi" 

"No," said Samaria . "Damn , how thos e rabbits stink! I t 
was the money  i n art ; it i s the money i n literature. I  mean 
to tal k abou t money . W e hav e lived , sinc e Veronica , of f 
forgery an d w e hav e bee n comfortable . Hamlet  pay s fo r 
hardly anything . Althoug h you'v e bee n cleve r enoug h t o 
stop yoursel f menstruating , you must still grow up to mon-
ey; we canno t affor d brai n machines . Ros e an d Rose-lim a 
have tol d m e you want fifteen thousan d dollars in order to 
keep your head inside a bucket of lysol . No." 

"You wil l b e glad, " Flyn n answered . "I t wil l chang e 
your lives . An d i f you ar e disguising sentimen t with finan -
cial consideratio n I  reassure you that none of you wil l miss 
me. Ther e i s no differenc e betwee n m e an d m y brain, and 
my brai n wil l alway s b e wit h you , i n you r keeping , an d 
therefore I  can neve r leave. I  can not, like my mother, van-
ish wit h husbands . O n th e bi g roun d tabl e i n th e parlor . 
You wil l hav e m e mornin g an d night . Ther e i s no differ -
ence between me and my brain. / ca n not tell the difference. 
Soon yo u wil l not . I  want fiftee n thousan d dollars. " She 
padlocked th e rabbi t cage ; she wa s satisfie d wit h what she 
had said. 

"No! I t i s about money , not sentiment. Have I  ever said 
I loved you?" 

Samaria sa t o n th e bed and looked int o the palms of her 
hands, int o line s like th e canal s o f Mars . Flyn n sighed and 
turned he r bac k o n th e rabbit s t o le t the m ea t fearlessly . 
The tas k o f persuasio n wa s a hopeless task, so she changed 
the subject. 

"I saw a  man leave her e a  little whil e ago, " Flynn said . 
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He wore a harris tweed jacket with leather patches on the 
elbows. H e wore scuffe d moccasins , and a beard. He car-
ried a heavy leather briefcase. Was that Veronica, the nov-
elist?" 

"Yes, o n he r way. Dais y i s going t o hat e the looks of 
this room . I t smell s lik e a  hospital. Flask s and tubes and 
wires all over her dainty bed. And spills on her pink carpet. 
Those rabbits are so frightened b y the cage they are copu-
lating." 

"Such an atmosphere wil l make my mother feel right at 
home." 

"My daughter will come back. You know that." Samar-
ia's fingers knotted into a fist. 

"You're a mother; that's what you're supposed to think. 
I'm a daughter. I  want to get on with those rabbits, then a 
cat, the n a  dog, the n a  cow and a horse and an ape; and 
then me." Flynn looked at the door, wishing she could see 
Samaria going throug h it ; but Samaria had shut i t behind 
her. 

"You ma y be a daughter, but you're no different fro m 
other grow n women—yo u sto p blood , but you can' t stop 
feelings. Feelings in yourself, I  mean; although I love you." 

"You kno w I' m different . An d fro m th e outsid e ho w 
can you tel l which i s the real thing; I can't help it that you 
love me . Ther e wa s th e tim e m y mothe r cam e home, so 
you and Veronica went away on a trip by yourselves . . . " 

"We went to Puerto Rico. We swam in the Caribbean." 
"I was five, an d my mother was miserable. It' s stopped 

raining, an d everythin g smell s lik e mildew . I t i s no t th e 
rabbits. Al l th e tim e sh e wa s here with me, my mother's 
face looke d lik e sh e wa s chewin g o n th e insid e o f he r 
mouth. She put on her black patent leather highheel shoes 
and too k m e downtow n t o a  picture sho w sh e sai d was 
about love. She used the last of the money in the house to 
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take u s to a  picture abou t love. She spent the money on 
the pictur e sho w instea d o f o n Kotex, which she needed; 
she wa s bleeding . Sh e use d a n ol d gree n dishtowel . We 
walked down the street to the picture show and there was 
a hot wind blowing my mother's dress against her. I stood 
no higher than her pelvis and walked a little behind her. So 
I could watch al l the people looking at the dish towel be-
tween m y mother' s legs . I  don't know if you understand 
what I  mean. You should. You read books, and books are 
about nothing but love; and though you've stopped bleed-
ing you use d to bleed, like my mother and all the rest of 
the women. I am ashamed of all of you." 

Flynn was trembling; her teeth were chattering. Samaria 
could hardly understand her. 

"There's a  photograp h o n th e wal l ove r there, " sai d 
Samaria, "o f yo u an d Daisy . Yo u wer e abou t fiv e year s 
old. Whe n you wer e five , Veronica and I went to Puerto 
Rico an d at e a  lot of fres h se a food. Afte r dark we gam-
bled in the casinos and danced together in bars and drank 
whiskey. In the daytime, we sat beside the water and drank 
pina coladas and skipped lunch." 

"That is a picture of Daisy taking me to ride the hobby-
horses at the fair. I'm already astride, clutching the golden 
pole driven through the horse's brain; but nothing yet is in 
motion. She' s bendin g ove r me , but looking out int o the 
camera an d grinnin g an d holdin g o n t o he r pocketbook . 
When the music started, she had to get off. " 

"Veronica wor e dark glasses day and night and a white 
sharkskin suit. She sold three Vermeers to a  Puerto Rican 
countess. Mayb e sh e wa s a  princess, a Puerto Rican prin-
cess. The princess wore a red flower i n her black hair. Her 
name was the Princess Dolores Del Rio." 

Flynn relaxe d suddenly; and laughed. "I'm glad Veron-
ica insiste d o n cash . Th e pictur e w e sa w abou t lov e wa s 
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called The  Red  Shoes.  O n ou r wa y bac k home , he r hai r 
came loos e i n th e win d an d go t tangled . Sh e tol d m e tha t 
when sh e wa s little—befor e anythin g eve r happened—yo u 
sometimes too k he r t o churc h an d tha t whe n the y talke d 
about th e Burnin g Bush , sh e though t the y wer e talkin g 
about he r hair . She still believe s that . We crossed som e rail-
road tracks ; an d that' s whe n sh e notice d he r wris t watc h 
was missing . W e stood i n th e middl e o f th e railroad track s 
while sh e yelle d a t me; but the n I  heard a  train comin g an d 
we ra n an d sh e crie d al l th e wa y home . I  had bee n pullin g 
at he r arm  t o mak e he r hol d m y han d an d i t wa s m e wh o 
made th e watc h loose n an d ge t lost . I t wa s a present fro m 
the bo y wh o wa s m y father , sh e said ; sh e sai d she' d neve r 
get over losing it. " 

"We ar e bot h to o soft-hearte d t o convinc e th e othe r o f 
anything o n earth . Neithe r o f u s wil l eve r amoun t t o any -
thing. Com e ove r her e an d loo k ou t th e window ; the n I 
have t o g o fi x supper . Gyps y violins and flaming crepe s to-
night." Samari a close d th e blinds , the n lifte d on e sla t an d 
peered out . "Look, " sh e said , an d gav e he r plac e u p t o 
Flynn. "Is that Veronic a ou t there? " 

A long , smoot h blu e car , a convertible with a  white top , 
was parke d beneat h th e tree s below . Thick , fina l drop s o f 
rain wer e loosenin g from th e leaves and heavin g themselve s 
against th e whit e meta l like worn-out rubbe r balls . The ca r 
had Ne w Yor k licens e plates . Wha t appeare d lik e a  man, a 
man wit h a  tin y moustache , lik e David Niven's , was climb-
ing from th e car , stretchin g hi s arms. His hair, from above , 
looked lik e a n expertl y wove n toupee . H e wor e a  rose -
colored flanne l sui t a s i f i t wer e a  pai r o f pajamas , an d 
black-and-white Florsheims . He swung a heavy leathe r brie f 
case of f th e sea t o f th e car . The huge sticker o n th e side of 
the brief cas e said NIAGARA OR BUST . 

"I believ e that's Veronica ou t there, " Flyn n said . She le t 

113 



the blin d drop. "That's Veronica and she's on her way to 
Bogart and Boatwright." 

"Then I'll go and make sure there's more than enough to 
eat. Think about what I said. I am right." 

"No, you'r e not, " sai d Flynn , an d turne d bac k to her 
rabbits. 

After having  accidentally learnt reading  and  writing  at a 
young age,  Hester  doggedly persevered throughout the mis-
fortunes that  then  beset  her;  but  eventually  escaped  to 
commit herself  to  a  waste  place  near  the Lake  of  Con 
stance in  what  is  now  Bulgaria.  There, she was  miracu-
lously fed on  honey cake  and cream by a large, white  bird 
who enjoyed her endearing modesty. It  was not long, how-
ever, before a band of savages painted blue  discovered her 
and, enraged, left  no  part of her body unburned. "Even her 
eyeballs/9 a contemporary wrote, "were like cinders/' 

When sh e wa s fifteen , he r father , usin g bot h hands , 
broke her left arm. When she was eighteen, he threw her to 
the floor an d used his foot t o break her right shoulder. In 
everything sh e doe s now—lyin g down , sitting , walking , 
making love—sh e favor s tha t shoulde r an d doe s no t cor -
rect wome n when , laughin g affectionately , the y cal l her 
way of movement a "tough dyke act." That shoulder, since 
it wa s broken , ha s a mind of it s own. She carries it high, 
hunched, rigid, under perfect control. 

It took he r mother three days to get the shoulder to the 
hospital. He r mothe r wa s afrai d tha t th e hospita l woul d 
discover how it all had happened; and she herself, the one 
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time she tried to go alone, fainted before sh e was past the 
front gate . Anyway , he r mothe r said , he' s gone with the 
car, working for a living. We don't have the car, so we can't 
go. Yo u don' t appreciat e ho w har d he works, but I  wish 
you would . Yo u coul d tel l the m I  fel l ou t of a  tree, she 
told he r mother . Yo u coul d cal l a  taxi on the telephone. 
How would I  know how to do that? her mother answered, 
and what would I give the taxi-man in exchange? And what 
would a  big old girl like you be doing up a tree to fall out 
of? Th e nex t morning , sh e hear d the neighbor next door 
getting his car out, and she shouted through the open win-
dow, Woul d yo u pleas e wai t a  minute , Mr . Malone, and 
drop my mother and me by the hospital? Bu t her mother 
had firs t t o tak e a  damp clot h an d wash under her arms 
and then put on her rouge and lipstick and then wipe down 
her patent leather high heels with a  piece of white bread; 
and Mr. Malone wouldn't wait that long. So it was not un-
til th e nex t day—th e thir d day—tha t sh e coul d ge t he r 
mother ready in time and catch a ride with Mr. Malone. 

Her mother was afraid o f th e doctors, and she was right 
to be afraid. They shouted at her and made her cry; and no 
matter how much she explained to them, they never under-
stood that her poor mother had done only what she had to 
do. 

Macrina the  Younger,  a  dedicated maiden, was assailed by 
her foes for  unswerving  ambition,  exertion  of  influence, 
opportunism and  silver-tongued  wit. Suspicious  rumors 
were also cast  abroad  regarding  the  successive  untimely 
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deaths of  five  wealthy  husbands.  She  endured  her  ene-
mies' spite,  however,  with  cheerful  forebearance  and  un-
flagging piety;  and,  in  her  middle  age,  established  by  the 
River Iris  a small  but luxurious  school-cum-community  for 
the daughters  of  aristocrats.  Her  fame as  a successful  edu-
catrix spread  far  and  wide,  and  she  died,  surrounded  by 
her devoted students,  at  the  age  of ninty-nine. 

A wee k afte r Veronic a an d Samari a ha d move d them -
selves an d thei r dependent s int o th e sam e house , Veron -
ica brok e throug h tha t silenc e wit h whic h se x ha d over -
whelmed speec h an d bega n t o tal k al l the time to Samaria . 
From earl y i n th e mornin g unti l bedtime , sh e talked ; th e 
subject wa s alway s herself . Somehow , however , he r word s 
sounded lik e documentation s o f th e pas t o r prophecie s 
of th e future . Eternal  passion,  eternal  pain,  Samari a ha d 
learned t o quot e i n response , a s i f i t wer e a  nightingal e 
she was learning to hear . 

Listening, Samari a coul d hea r th e spel l break—o r a  ne w 
spell eac h da y begi n t o weave : sh e ha d alway s wante d 
someone t o tal k t o her , she realized, as that thin g began t o 
happen. Whateve r sh e ha d wante d before , sh e coul d no t 
now remember . Now , sh e fel t sh e had alway s wanted onl y 
what sh e a t las t had . Always within rang e of th e voice, she 
spent thos e day s fixing , painting , shapin g he r ne w home . 
And memorizin g al l Veronic a tol d her ; an d bein g glad a t 
what was new. 

Veronica woul d begi n t o spea k afte r oatmea l an d he r 
first swallo w o f coffee . He r firs t word s woul d swar m ou t 
with th e firs t burs t o f smok e fro m th e firs t Luck y o f th e 
day. Sh e woul d begi n wit h whateve r drea m sh e ha d ha d 
just before waking . 

"The dream s I  hav e just befor e I  wake u p alway s star t 
inside som e extraordinar y piec e o f scenery—som e place s 

116 



I've visited, som e I  have not. The Grand Canyon, the coast 
of Cornwall , th e canal s o f Venice , th e Gobi Desert, the in-
terior o f a  pyramid. I  am alway s happy , bu t hungry ; and, 
in an utterly unalarmin g manner , I  am always exactly th e 
work I  am presentl y engage d i n painting— I mean , ther e i s 
no differenc e betwee n m e an d m y paintin g durin g m y 
dream, an d I  am not afrai d o f that . Thi s morning I  was a 
medium-sized, late Soutine, a painting of a  red side of beef. 
Why, I  don't know . I  have never made much money paint -
ing Soutines, although i t is a pleasure. Such flesh . . . bette r 
than a Rubens nude." 

"Maybe there is no difference," Samaria walked past her 
with a  tomat o i n eac h hand . Sh e was thinking o f findin g 
the sunnies t sil l fo r ripening . Bu t Veronica mad e he r sto p 
and let her run her hands across her breasts. Samaria leaned 
into th e cares s but wa s carefu l t o kee p th e tomatoe s a t a 
distance. Sh e hel d her arms wide and apart above her head. 
Her hand s hel d th e tomatoes . Sh e coul d hav e been divin g 
from a  grea t heigh t i f ther e ha d bee n wate r beneat h her . 
But i t was only tha t he r breasts lay i n the cup s o f Veron -
ica's palms ; an d Samaria' s breast s in Veronica' s hand s fa r 
below wer e th e sam e a s th e tomatoe s i n Samaria' s hand s 
high above . Ther e wa s no difference . On e pleasure seemed 
to b e causin g th e other ; and there was no difference. The n 
it was over, and all was separate. 

"But thinkin g abou t money was not part of the dream," 
Veronica continued . " I a m addin g tha t part. " Samaria , 
released, di d no t mov e away . Sh e stoo d an d watched Ver-
onica's mouth  mov e a s i t talked . "An d hungry. Always, at 
the beginning of these dreams, I am convinced that the end 
of m y journe y throug h th e landscape—o r th e artifact s o r 
the furniture , whateve r i t is—wil l tak e m e t o a  deliciou s 
meal. Thi s mornin g I  smelle d por k roas t an d applesauc e 
sprinkled with fresh cinammon. " 
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Samaria found a  window sil l good for tomatoes. She be-
gan to unwind a bolt of blue velvet. She was going to meas-
ure the kitchen windows and hang blue velvet for curtains. 

"And endiv e salad , vinaigrett e dressing ; an d brusse l 
sprouts with chees e sauce. But as I am coming to this place 
where Ti l be given somethin g t o eat, the dream is over—all 
but fo r th e smel l o f th e food . I  never ge t anythin g t o eat , 
and I wake up." 

"You are my darling, my darling.'* 
"There was nothing to eat this morning but oatmeal.'* 
Samaria close d he r eye s an d sai d i t onl y onc e again : 

"You are my darling." 
"And s o thi s morning—throw m e thos e matches— I wa s 

walking throug h 2 7 Ru e d e Fleurus , trudgin g i n bac k o f 
Gertrude Stein' s coat-tails . Sh e wa s bein g a  goddamne d 
bore—all tal k an d n o food . Bu t I  was behaving mysel f be -
cause sh e wa s a  client. I  had, I  understood, painte d ever y 
picture o n he r walls , bu t al l th e Matisse s had already been 
carried of f b y th e brother . Bu t everything els e wa s there , 
and sh e wa s showin g i t al l t o m e a s though I  were som e 
tourist clod—roo m afte r roo m o f it—showin g m e m y ow n 
stuff an d not a bite to eat. Miss Moneybags herself pointin g 
out th e endles s virtues o f he r Picassos—my Picassos , if you 
know wha t I  mean . An d a  Soutine , a n uncooked sla b o f 
beef, coming up behind her: me. 

"But the n sh e stopped talking and started doing another 
thing. Sh e starte d rubbin g he r hand s an d arm s across th e 
paintings an d sh e gestured fo r me to follow suit ; and I did. 
We rubbed awa y al l th e Picasso s in the whole house. When 
we'd finished , sh e wa s covered wit h th e Blue and Rose pe-
riods and I with al l the angles of cubisme. 

"Then sh e said , 'Afte r dinne r (which I  hope you'll share 
with us ) Mis s Toklas an d I  will immediately mov e into the 
new hous e you'v e buil t fo r us. " I  panicked. I  was covered 
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with we t paint—bu t I  was not a  forger o f houses . I  had 
no hous e fo r her . Bu t sh e stoo d ther e an d endlessl y de -
scribed all the stairways and landings and porches and din-
ing rooms sh e said  I had built! But suddenly I  realized i t 
was al l a  trick, the sly bastard. She knew I could not eat 
her food i f I  had no t buil t he r house . She knew that. It 
was all a ruse to keep me starving to death." 

"Will you hold this end of the tape measure for me, dar-
ling?" Samaria' s hug e lengt h o f hai r was held u p b y an 
ivory comb and tortoise shel l pins; and she was dressed all 
in dark green. But Veronica was still in her flannel robe— 
the mornings were sharpening—and the odors of warm bed 
rose u p ou t o f i t whe n sh e move d t o th e window ; and 
other smells so poignant they made Samaria close her eyes 
as though she were being visited by some bright memory of 
a never-never girlhood. Veronica scattered her cigarette ash 
behind her, and she held her end of the measure; but this 
did no t sto p he r from spreading her mouth, lightly, for a 
moment against Samaria's neck. Vampires, thought Sama-
ria; but still she measured space and unfolded cloth. 

Veronica sat down again, with more coffee. "Then," she 
said, " I go t proo f tha t I  wa s right: suddenl y ther e was 
Alice appearin g al l di m i n a  doorway holdin g a  tray se t 
with two dinners, one for each of them . Fo r just a second 
it crossed my mind that maybe Alice wasn't eating with us, 
but I  was fooling myself . Alice was eating, and I  was not. 
Alice was already chewing." 

"Then you woke up." The dark blue velvet was spread-
ing across the red tiles. 

"You know that? Yes I did. How did you know?" 
"Because just the n yo u fel t m y tongu e an d wok e up . 

Because I  was going down on you. Sleep is never so won-
derful." She chose long-bladed scissors and slashed the air 
above the cloth. The earth turned; sun flashed al l at once 
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through the window glass and blinded both of them. "And 
then you went back to sleep. And then what?" 

"When I  went bac k t o slee p I  was sitting o n a n onyx 
throne at the head of a  banquet table so long I could not 
see t o th e en d o f it . I t wa s covere d wit h pots , pans , tu-
reens, bowls, platters, dishes, saucers—and all of these were 
full of food. And a naked woman midway down the table's 
length wafting the smells to my nose with a peacock fan— 
naked but fo r solid gold pantaloons, a red satin turban, a 
pearl necklace ; an d he r nipple s an d mout h painte d wit h 
red rouge: Then naked women were all around me; I could 
hardly breathe , the y wer e feedin g m e fro m al l the food, 
taking turn s ladling i t int o my mouth, caressing my head 
while they waited for me to chew and swallow. In each of 
my hands was a golden goblet—from on e hand I drank red 
wine, from the other I  drank white. I  ate everything. I ate 
lobster thei r tin y finger s plucke d fro m th e shell ; bits o f 
creamy beef, partridge, one hot soup—and a cherry tart! 

"Then, at the bottom of my banqueting table, there was 
suddenly a  door, and the door opened, and a woman elev-
en fee t tal l came through it ; and she was naked, too. She 
carried a great silver platter, and on the platter was a roast 
baby; i t wa s a n infan t huma n bein g with a n appl e in its 
mouth, an d ringe d wit h parsle y an d don e t o a  turn. The 
room wa s ful l o f a  thousand burning candles, but I  woke 
up befor e I  coul d ea t th e baby . I t wa s broa d daylight . 
That's all." 

"Veronica, you are a thin person who never seems to eat 
enough. Th e seed s from everything we eat, from no w on, 
I'm going t o plan t i n cla y pots , the n transplan t int o the 
ground all around this house. I  am going to make a garden 
for you to eat—that is what they meant when they thought 
of Eden—an d then the seeds from that food an d then the 
seeds from those foods . I  will plant all there is to eat, and 
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you wil l ea t it. And I'll keep pigs, I'll cut their throats with 
a lon g knife , an d yo u wil l hav e ham s al l winte r long . I'l l 
wring m y chickens ' necks ; I  wil l hav e layin g hens—an d 
when on e doesn' t la y I'l l tak e he r ou t an d shoo t he r i n 
front o f al l th e others : I  will terrify everythin g I  grow into 
becoming food fo r you." 

"None o f tha t wil l eve r happen, " Veronic a answered . 
She stoo d u p an d reache d t o tak e th e bright , dangerou s 
blades from Samaria' s hand ; and sh e bega n t o unwin d th e 
blue cloth , thumpin g th e bol t agains t th e floor ; and , onc e 
it wa s al l unwound , sh e rewoun d it , thi s tim e aroun d an d 
around Samari a unti l Samari a had become a  tall blue wand 
Veronica coul d ben d an d lift: onl y the face was free of th e 
blue. 

"Do yo u believe, " Veronic a sai d finally , "tha t you r 
daughter i s goin g t o hav e a  baby ? An d i f w e aske d her , 
would she know if that is true?" 

Veronica coul d no t mak e hersel f car e a t all . "I f it' s 
true," sh e answered , "i t won' t matte r whethe r sh e know s 
or not tha t it's true . . .. I t grows inside you. I t happens to 
you . . . i t happens on  you . Yo u can' t sa y no to it . Touch 
me. 

Veronica droppe d he r rob e t o th e floo r an d bega n t o 
stroke he r naked self against velvet Samaria. She pulled the 
wrapping fro m Samaria' s head ; sh e unfastene d th e com b 
and hairpins from Samaria' s hair. 

"If I  calle d yo u b y othe r name s sometimes—an d th e 
names sounde d rea l enough, " sh e whispered , "woul d yo u 
answer to them?" 

"I am willing to listen," said Samaria. 
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Called the  "Wonderworker"  for  her  ability  to  cause  the 
death of  new-born  boys  by  casting  a glance at  their  abdo-
mens, Arabella  was  venerated  by  some  and  despised  by 
others. Among  the  latter,  her  brother  was  prominent; and 
vociferous in  his accusations: according to  the  peculiar but 
time-honored rule  of  his  kingdom,  he  would  be  disinher-
ited and  deposed  if  he  did  not  produce  twin  heirs  to  the 
throne within  the  first six  years of  his reign. No matter  the 
extent of  his  measures  against  Arabella—even  exile—son 
after son  of  his  died. Arabella  was  said to  have  the  power 
to fly  invisibly  through  the  dark and to  tunnel  beneath the 
earth like  a  mole.  At  the  end  of  the  sixth  year,  Arabella 
succeeded to  the  throne  and  lived  to  a  ripe  and  lively  old 
age, beloved by  all 

"Your sisters have shaved their heads," said the stranger. 
'They ar e both entirel y bal d now , an d I  think the y don' t 
relish my company an y longer." 

There wa s n o wa y fo r Flyn n t o escape . Sh e ha d al -
ready slamme d shut the door behind her, and her back was 
against it . An d th e strange r stoo d a t th e to p o f th e stairs , 
blocking escape that way. 

The strange r wore loos e yello w trousers the color of egg 
yolk, an d a  thi n purpl e blous e weighte d t o he r shoulder s 
by sprinkle s o f sequins . He r hair was blonde; i t shone like 
electricity; s o Flyn n trie d t o loo k a t n o mor e o f he r than 
her feet . Bu t her fee t wer e nake d an d re d with cold : they 
were devastating, like the hair. 

"Well—I a m famous , bu t I  don't bite, " said the stranger 
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bitterly. " I happe n t o kno w yo u don' t eve n g o t o th e 
movies, no t sinc e The  Red Shoes—so what do you care?" 

Flynn did not go to the movies, but she knew what hap-
pened i n them: What happened i n the movies was no dif-
ferent fro m wha t happened in books or in any other like 
places. IT BEGINS (her brain is a story book with colored 
pictures; i s reading itself an d cannot help itself ) whil e the 
stranger waits . Th e scen e i s a  garden, maze d wit h paths, 
bursting with fountains; it is rife with gilded pergolas, shot 
through with silken streams and waterfalls, populated with 
dainty-hoofed beasts—th e zebra, the pony; the paw prints 
of tiger s ar e stampe d i n th e flowe r beds . An d no w th e 
swimming pool, warm aquamarine surrounded with striped 
cabanas that are hot and secret on the inside, places where 
greased and streaming flesh labor s into hillocks in the cup 
of the hand; fattens in the heat, like the tomato. Gondolas 
beneath th e concealin g willows . A  bare-breaste d woma n 
behind every bush. 

And Flyn n is the king of it . She struts in bulging trou-
sers; she gallops on dangerous white stallions. She lives in a 
castle whic h sometime s i s a  Bibl e lithograph o f Babylon ; 
which sometimes is all the coziness of Buckingham; which 
sometimes is a maniac Versailles. Her subjects are delighted 
and her land fruitful becaus e Flyn n fucks women. All she 
must d o t o maintai n paradis e i s to fuck women ; and she 
does; she fucks them behind the arras, the tuppenny stand-
ups; and in the rowboats on her river; and in the swimming 
pool an d in the grass and in the great four-posters and on 
fur rugs before fires huge enough to roast a cow. Face-to-
face with them on horseback, sh e fucks them. The lustful 
women bounce through the air around Flynn bright as sun-
lit soa p bubble s whic h ar e nevertheles s a s tough as steel. 
Flynn give s the m al l the y need ; and the y d o no t burs t 
but multipl y an d Flynn increases . Eventually Flyn n must 
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Gemma ofCamigliano  desired, from the age of sixteen, no-
thing more than to spend  her life as a Passionist, but  was 
prevented from fully  realizing  her  vocation because of a 
withered hand. Nevertheless,  her  fervency was  continually 
remarked upon and many extraordinary ecstacies  are at-
tributed to  her.  At her  death, it  was  discovered that her 
body bore several visible traces of her passion. 

Back hom e alon e fro m th e Gree k restaurant , Flyn n 
makes coffee an d receives a visitor. The visitor says to her: 

"Marvelous thick ankles . Hair like gold electricity, a col-
or not  gold , bu t a  color tha t make s th e dar k see m eve n 
darker, I  mean, and curls inside my fingers like a nipple. I 
know tha t you'r e just lik e me—bu t you don' t le t people 
know it; I know you remember what the past was by what 
they wer e playin g o n th e radi o whil e yo u wer e driving 
around in a car with a  buddy, throwing beer cans at road 
signs, listening to the d.j.—'to Susie, I'm sending this one 
out t o Susie , fro m on e who'll always love her, her secret 
love'—you remembe r b y recalling what they were playing 
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choose a  queen, but there is plenty o f time . A vagina is a 
long, deep swoon. 

The stranger has put an arm behind Flynn and lifted the 
latch on the bedroom door. Flyn n has no other way to go 
but back inside, walking backwards. The stranger holds on 
to Flyn n with one hand; with the other she yanks the quilt 
from th e be d an d all th e diagram s o f generators , al l th e 
tubes an d flask s an d th e boo k abou t th e brai n go flyin g 
through the air. Then she locks the door behind her. 



on the radio that summertime or that winter. 
"It wa s 'Heartbrea k Hotel'—remember?—tha t tim e a t 

Gino's Plac e whe n Gin o hersel f cracke d you r gir l acros s 
the ear and then you invited Gino outside to get her cunt 
kicked up through her teeth. If you think back far enough, 
it wa s probably yo u tha t droppe d th e nicke l i n th e box 
and made that particular selection. Elvis , now—he's an old 
man, like somebody's out-of-date invention, like trading in 
your ol d blac k telephon e fo r a  little pin k princes s tha t 
lights up in the dark. But screw all that. You pretend to be 
too high-class to remember Elvis . You act high-class, but I 
know better. I know all your stories. 

"As fo r me—I knew i t was a girl, not a boy. Sh e was a 
girl in beautiful drag— a lamb in wolfs clothing, isn't it? A 
wolf i n curly sheepskin to wrap the baby bunting in—but 
that was a bunny rabbit , wasn't it? However it sounds, I'm 
not confused—I wasn' t confused then , and I'm not now. I 
know a girl from a boy. A boy can wear the same thing she 
did, but a boy i s just a boy still—it's not the same—they're 
like they're in a uniform an d there's nothing past the uni-
form, nothin g underneat h it—bu t th e sam e clothe s o n a 
girl turn me on. Or is it the wolf in grandmother's nightie? 
You get my meaning?" 

"You kno w I  ge t it . D o yo u wan t anythin g i n your 
coffee?" 

"Hot as hell, sweet as sin, black as the black hole of Cal-
cutta. Tha t wa s he r name—Calcutta—tha t on e I  alread y 
told you about. You get it?" 

"I get it , you know I  do. Veronica once wrote an opera 
by Richard Strauss—Der Rosenkavalier; and she made a lot 
of money off it . They played that on the radio, too." 

"Rosen/?ullshit. I' m talking about turning on to a wom-
an i n men' s clothes . I  will hav e a  little whiske y i n thi s 
coffee." 
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The visitor put her feet up and waited for the whiskey. 
"She was th e one— not you ; I' d forgotten , i t wa s her 

that pu t th e nicke l i n th e jukebox tha t night and played 
'Heartbreak Hotel. ' Bu t you're stil l th e on e who wanted 
to beat the shit outa Gino for hitting your girlfriend who 
deserved it." 

"Ten years ago!" 
"Like it was yesterday! Your type, one drink and you're 

drunk. Yo u jus t ha d on e drink—you'r e a t m y mercy ! I 
could d o anythin g I  feel lik e t o yo u righ t now . I  could 
strap a  cucumber around me and stick i t up you—though 
God onl y know s wh y I' d wan t t o d o a thing like that. I 
only read that in some book or other. I t was a pin-striper 
she was wearing. Soft cream flannel that looked like a dark 
pencil'd bee n drawn down it—your eyes could take off and 
follow any line they wanted and always end up at the same 
place; and a yellow silk necktie with little red horses' heads 
stamped al l over it. Nice shoes , brown and white, like my 
father used to wear when there was a war. And cufflinks , 
gold horses' heads. She was the one who put the nickel in 
the jukebox—and befor e a  sound wa s ou t o f it , whe n i t 
only was whirring, clicking like things in the grass, she was 
over beside me and running a finger down my arm, light as 
a shiver , an d saying , 'Woul d yo u car e t o dance? ' Polite, 
sweet—a grip of iron—I can't describe i t . .. " 

"It is the rosenkavalier... " 
"Yes, a  musketeer—that sound s right. A musketeer be-

cause befor e we' d dance d a  minut e togethe r tha t same 
finger tha t ha d tickle d m e had turned into a whole hand 
that wa s sprea d entirel y acros s m y ass—and when my ass 
moved, as it had to do, that hand moved with i t . .. " 

"There i s a  waltz—bu t th e walt z i s onl y insid e th e 
Baron's head. I t isn' t a  real waltz , except inside the Bar-
on's head—but we hear it!" 

126 



"No, it was not a waltz. It was the Fish—her leg between 
mine, an d grind. I  smelled starch in her shirt; there was a 
red welt across the back of her neck from where the collar 
rubbed. I t was a woman in man's clothes. She whispered in 
my ear, Oh, my heart!  my  dear  heart! sh e whispered. She 
talked lik e a  valentin e t o me . An d nex t w e dance d th e 
Samba, an d a t th e end of tha t dance she took somethin g 
tiny an d silve r ou t o f he r pocket and hung it around my 
neck without letting me see what it was. She took me into 
the John, and I looked i n the mirror, and there against my 
throat I  saw the silver heart—but now it's lost, don't look 
for it . I t had foreign words written on one side of it . She 
held me around the waist—I saw her in the mirror behind 
me, and then her hands moved up to hold my breasts, and 
I was afraid my underarms might be smelling. She told me 
what the words on the heart were, she said the words said, 
Amor vincit  omnia,  and they meant , she said, in Italian— 
the language of love, she said, Will you marry  me, lover? 

"I cooke d he r dinner , an d sh e aske d for broccoli . The 
first time she made love to me—and it was the next night, 
not th e firs t date—she left al l her clothes on. Her necktie 
slid up and down between my breasts, wonderful. An d all 
the time she was with me, she never did come except the 
kind she did herself, against my thigh. 

"On our first date , she took me to the movies. She took 
me t o Goldfinger  just t o make me blush, but I saw most 
of it—ther e was a girl painted gold all over to make her die, 
and th e ma n nearl y go t hi s prick burned off wit h a  laser 
beam. I  loved i t t o death ; I  nearly die d from embarrass-
ment. Then I  bought myself some gold nailpolish—and she 
nearly dropped dead . . . " 

"Gold an d silver, " Flyn n crooned , dea d drun k now , 
"Gold and silver..." 

"You're dead drunk, Miss Whiskey. Sweet Miss Whiskey, 
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you're drunk and where's that cucumber of mine!" 
"Ha, ha." 
"It's funny,  ho w thing s happen—sh e wa s the kin d o f 

woman my mama always wanted to settle down with—and 
my mam a should'v e take n he r awa y fro m m e whil e th e 
taking wa s good . Bu t m y mam a of cours e couldn't—sh e 
was stil l i n Georgia , wher e I' m from . Alway s from— but 
I'm still the kind of Georgia cracker lots of people want to 
take a bite of! Ther e is sugar in this here cracker! But not 
you—you don't want no bites. 

"I can't stand the way these young kids talk about their 
mothers, like their mothers was some kind of asshole, not 
the soft war m place they came out of. My mama and I had 
a good time together. She would stand ironing in the kitch-
en and I'd sit there with a coca cola after school to talk to 
her. It was always so hot that when her perspiration hit the 
iron i t woul d sizzle—the n we' d laugh ! Around that time, 
my daddy got sent to prison, much to our relief. My daddy 
was the first narcotic s peddler in the whole state of Geor-
gia. An d then , th e da y afte r h e wa s arrested , hi s sister 
showed up at our door. 

"Mary Theresa. She lived all the way up in North Caro-
lina and worked there in the shipyards. She'd had to drive 
all night, take the day off from work, to get to us; but she 
was a t ou r fron t doo r th e very next day to see what she 
could do for us. 

"Every hai r o n he r hea d shone , fro m a  we t com b 
through it , and every hair was in place; and her neck was 
raw it had been shaved so close. She carried her hat in her 
hand. I'l l neve r forget th e first words out of her mouth— 
and don't you ever forget the m either: she said, 'I went to 
mass before I left and lit a candle for every last one of us.' 

"But m y mama said, 'It was good riddance. ' My mama 
is outspoken a t all times-but Mar y Theresa was a relative 
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we'd no t see n muc h of , an d suc h bluntness, I  could tell , 
struck her hard; she didn't know what to say next. So then 
my mam a took he r overcoa t an d sai d t o me , 'Kis s your 
Aunt Mary Theresa hello.' But I didn't have the chance to 
get close to her, mama was admiring her so much, she was 
so outrageou s shining . Sh e was the cleanest person either 
of us had ever seen in all our lives. It was like she'd shown 
up for a  wedding, or a funeral, instea d of just daddy gone 
to jail. I can't remember now what made her so clean, only 
how she was so clean. I do remember her black necktie ; I 
do remembe r th e clea n whit e handkerchie f embroidere d 
with a blue monogram in her breast pocket. 

"Mary Theresa had a little girl too, just like my mama— 
but onl y one. I  had a sister. But she'd left her home that 
trip with tha t woman she lived with named Lucy Riddle. 
The kid's name was Veronica. She told us, 'Next time, I'll 
bring Veronica , an d you'l l hav e somebod y t o pla y wit h 
while I  visit.' She held me on her lap and gave me sips of 
her coffee , an d late r took us all out to eat at a barbeque 
place. My mama gradually got to be a changed woman—or 
else not  gradually . Mayb e i t all happened overnight . And 
she stopped ironing . But just about then nylon came in, so 
who cared ; only , m y mam a was a  changed woman , and 
who ca n sa y how ? I t wa s the way people are changed at 
the end of th e movies—when the music comes rushing up, 
and first it gets very bright, then it gets very dark . . . " 

"The fina l curtain, " Flyn n groaned . Sh e wa s slumpe d 
deep int o he r orang e chair ; the whiske y wa s deep in her 
throat. "Bu t before th e final curtain , the trio . . . but it all 
began in morning light, the morning light all over the bed-
room . . .. That' s what the first curtain went up on . .. " 

"But every time I try to tell it, it's different. I  remember 
it differently every time . . . " 

" . . . s o mayb e i t coul d b e lik e yo u say . I f i t had 
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kept o n forever , wha t wa s between them, then I could tel l 
what woul d b e rea l fro m wha t might  b e rea l . . . i f i t had 
kept on . Bu t whe n somethin g stops , the n i t begin s t o 
change. 

"In th e brain . I t start s i n th e brai n whe n i t stop s ever y 
other place. I  should know." 

"Why i t stopped—afte r wha t I  thin k wer e year s an d 
years—that's wha t I' m tryin g t o remembe r now . I  find a 
different reaso n fo r it s stoppin g ever y tim e I  remembe r 
it. Thi s time I  think i t wa s because Mary Theresa was very 
devout bu t couldn' t eve r fin d a  pries t wh o woul d marr y 
her t o m y mother . The y woul d al l sa y no  an d mak e he r 
promise never to sin again and say fifteen Hai l Marys. Mary 
Theresa begge d th e Blesse d Virgi n t o pleas e do something , 
but sh e neve r did . Ever y Frida y she' d g o t o confession ; 
then ever y Saturda y mornin g she' d be on our doorstep, al-
ways wit h a  present fo r mama—roses, a nylon nightie, can-
dy—and alway s somethin g fo r me—once , a  bicycle ; onc e 
an oboe I  thought I  could play,  onc e th e firs t book I  ever 
owned i n m y lif e tha t wasn' t stampe d Propert y o f Lan -
gour Schoo l System . I  can' t remembe r th e nam e o f th e 
book, but it was good. 

"Then ever y Sunda y nigh t I' d star t cryin g an d yel -
ling lik e a  bab y whe n she' d ge t i n he r ca r fo r th e lon g 
drive back , an d mam a would lea n ove r he r i n th e driver' s 
seat t o ge t th e las t kis s an d ge t mone y fo r th e wee k 
tucked i n he r hand—al l t o th e tun e o f m e yellin g m y 
head off ! I  exasperated mama. 'If Mary Theresa doesn't go 
and mak e a  living, ' she' d say , 'the n wha t ar e yo u goin g 
to d o abou t oboe s an d bicycles , girl ? Answe r m e that! ' 
But t o kee p m e fro m crying , Mar y Theres a starte d get -
ting u p a t fou r o n Sunda y mornings—whil e I  wa s stil l 
asleep—to go bac k home . Drivin g of f t o wor k befor e ligh t 
so as not to break my heart. 
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"But there's another reason why it stopped—I'm remem-
bering that reason now. Mary Theresa had a mother—Mary 
Agnes—who lived with her; it was Mary Theresa and Mary 
Agnes an d alway s Veronic a an d fo r awhil e i t wa s Luc y 
Riddle and then circling way of f i n the distance like those 
billion-dollar satellite s ther e wa s m y mama . Mar y Agne s 
thought m y mam a wa s to o ol d fo r Mar y Theresa . Mary 
Agnes believe d Mar y Theres a shoul d hav e on e o f thos e 
little things in 'beehives' hairdos who typed at the shipyard 
office—but no t Luc y Riddl e either , who was nothing but 
an orpha n an d a  bu s statio n waitress ; who Mar y Agne s 
drove away. She wanted, I  said, for Mary Theresa to have 
one of thos e girls who make you think of nothing else but 
lemon meringu e pie when they go past you on the street; 
who wriggl e lik e jelly o n a plate if you so much as touch 
them. 

"Mary Theres a tol d m y mam a an d m e everything: sh e 
told how she'd bring home one of those girls from the of-
fice once in a while to a big fried chicken dinner cooked by 
you-know-who; an d the n tak e he r i n th e bac k yar d and 
show he r th e flower s growin g (Mar y Theres a coul d grow 
anything) an d pic k he r a  bunc h an d wra p the m i n we t 
newspaper an d kee p the m i n th e ice-bo x fo r he r unti l 
morning; the n spen d th e nigh t wit h he r up i n he r bed-
room—and meanwhile , al l throug h th e night, Mary Agnes 
would si t and rock in the parlor hoping against hope that 
this would be the one. 

"But no t on e o f the m wa s seriou s enoug h fo r Mar y 
Theresa. That was the trouble—no matter how much Mary 
Agnes pushed and poked an d tried to make it happen—not 
one was serious enough. What my mother was—that was all 
Mary Theres a eve r wante d i n th e world : a n outspoke n 
woman, a woman serious to the touch. 

"The minute my mother knew Mary Theresa wasn't ever 
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coming back again she fell fainting to the floor, then stayed 
sick i n be d thre e days—an d I  kno w tha t fo r a  fact ; tha t 
doesn't hav e anything to do with what I remember or what 
I don't remember . Bu t (a t last ) sh e had  t o restore her nat-
ural goo d humor : sh e wa s a  mothe r an d couldn' t sta y i n 
bed forever . I  was sixteen b y that time and had got a good 
job, bu t ther e wa s m y siste r Augusta , who neve r had th e 
sense I  have—all she ever thought about was being an artist; 
and I  believ e wha t happene d betwee n mam a an d Mar y 
Theresa an d m e passe d he r righ t o n by . Al l th e tim e sh e 
was little , August a though t abou t art—yo u migh t no t be -
lieve that , bu t I  remembe r seeing  he r thin k abou t noth -
ing else ; an d I' m he r bloo d kin . Then , whe n sh e got ol d 
enough, sh e did  nothing  els e bu t art—an d th e sam e wa s 
true, a s i t turne d out , abou t Mary Theresa's little girl, Ver-
onica. August a wa s three year s olde r tha n me , an d Veron-
ica was two years older than me. 

"About th e tim e Mar y Theres a lef t m y mama , Jenn y 
packed he r bag and left us , too, to come here to New York 
and b e a n artist , t o b e 'serious ' she sai d about being an ar-
tist—though eve r sinc e I'v e live d her e I'v e neve r bee n abl e 
to understan d ho w Ne w Yor k Cit y help s yo u b e seriou s 
about anythin g a t all . Jenn y neve r trouble d t o explai n i t 
to me. 

"Please liste n t o thi s I' m going to read you." The visitor 
unfolded a n old piece of paper from her wallet, unfolded i t 
but o f countles s littl e squares . "Listen, " she said. "  'Dear 
Mama, It is colder up north than anybody ca n imagine, and 
the winte r coa t tha t stoo d m e i n good stea d at home can' t 
keep th e win d ou t u p here , bu t I  don' t kno w wha t t o 
do. Coul d yo u as k Mar y Theresa? Money i s without conse-
quence, becaus e o f bein g a n artist , bu t I  am cold . I  could 
say I'v e go t m y lov e to keep me warm, but can't say that— 
my lov e i s a n unrequited lov e an d m y inside s hur t m e al l 
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day long . Slee p doesn' t com e anymore . Bu t when I  woke 
up thi s morning , i t was two whole minutes of peace befor e 
I remembere d he r again . Tha t wa s good . I  mis s yo u an d 
send my love, Augusta.' 

"Now I  want you t o just gues s who that  was—jus t wh o 
old unrequited love  was!" 

But Flynn was asleep; and snoring. 
"Veronica, that' s who . Ol d unrequite d love , Veronic a 

herself. Wha t sh e was in Ne w Yor k for ? Who knows . He r 
mother though t she' d gon e t o England ; he r grandmothe r 
thought she' d steppe d outsid e fo r a pack of cigarettes . But 
Augusta—my siste r August a though t sh e wa s rappin g o n 
her room door at the Y.W.C.A., the Holy Ghost itself com e 
to cal l i n a  tuxed o wit h sati n lapels ! T o cal l o n 'kin ' was 
her firs t excuse , welcomin g he r to the big city with a fresh 
white carnatio n i n her buttonhole. Broke my sister's heart, 
and drov e he r crazy. Augusta didn't inherit—like I  did—our 
mama's natural sense of good humor. Augusta went to men 
after that; I guess she's still an artist. 

"These days , I' m jus t a  lonel y ol d woman . An d m y 
mama die d las t year ; an d it' s seldo m I  get t o mee t some -
body fro m home . Fo r instance , I  never know wha t t o d o 
with mysel f a t Christmas ; and these days it's hard to find a 
decent woma n who'l l as k m e t o he r house—only nast y lit-
tle younguns aroun d no w puffin g o n drug s and who don' t 
know wha t t o d o wit h a  gir l onc e they'v e go t he r where 
they sai d the y wante d her. They al l look the same and talk 
the same, and I go in the bars less and less. They're a bunch 
of criminal s i n dirty blue  jeans an d makin g fun o f m e be -
cause I  know ho w t o orde r a  drink and because I  still look 
lovely i n a  nice dres s and still wear the silver heart my firs t 
love gave to me, the bastards! 

"I mean t t o sa y before—bu t forgot—tha t Mar y Theres a 
didn't hav e Veronic a becaus e sh e was straight o r anythin g 
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Bartholomea Capitanio and Vincentia  Gerosa met when 
they were,  respectively, twenty-six and  forty. Unabashed 
by the  great age difference, they  agreed to form a partner-
ship whose chief aim was  ministering to  the  spiritual and 
physical needs  of  a  small  community  of  women  whom 
they drew around them; women who had lived formerly in 
a state  of  neglect  and ignorance. Weeping  crowds at their 
funeral (they died, in mysterious circumstances, together) 
testified to  their  great popularity and reputation for mer-
riment. 

For the first tim e in ten years, I can live, if I wish, abso-
lutely alone : Nelly i s going away, and I will have the entire 
summer to myself . I  can be, if I wish, a crazy girl again, ca-
pable o f outwittin g an y frustration—which , I  have latel y 
learned, is the point of the lesbian urge. 

Tonight is the great backdrop to Nelly's leavetaking: we 
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before sh e go t t o b e a dyke. She was always a dyke. She 
got pregnan t an d ha d th e bab y becaus e th e me n a t th e 
shipyards foun d ou t afte r she' d bee n ther e for five years 
that she wasn't a  man but a woman in a man's clothes and 
working like a man. So they raped her for that. They gang-
banged he r on e nigh t afte r th e secon d shift . Bu t Mar y 
Theresa go t up the next morning and went back to work; 
and two of those men met an accidental death shortly after 
that. Bu t she was a good mother to Veronica. It wasn't her 
fault Veronica was a piece of shit to my sister." 

Flynn wok e up smiling. "How about a little somethin g 
to eat?" she asked the visitor. "I'm starving." 



have al l gathere d o n Mulberr y Street—Nell y (i n a  state o f 
rational calm) , th e woma n I  love, an d Metro , th e woma n 
she love s an d live s with . Metro' s body i s tal l an d dark , i s 
rigid o r muscular—or both . He r eyes see m black ; her hair , 
short, thick , black . Sh e analyse s th e geometr y o f ever y 
step sh e take s a n instan t befor e sh e take s it : sh e woul d 
stop dea d i n her tracks if suddenly the logic of moving for-
ward wer e suspended . O r woul d she , instead , fly ? I  a m 
helter-skelter. I  am surprise d sh e get s anywhere a t all ; but 
she ha s been nearl y everywhere , and successfully returned . 
Whether thi s i s tru e o r no t i s inconsequential : th e matte r 
of th e trut h i s indistinguishabl e fro m th e firs t fleetin g im -
pression it gives. 

Metro live s wit h he r dog , he r cat , he r woman. Sh e ha s 
plants, a n electri c fan , a n air-conditioner , an d fou r place s 
to sleep . He r floor i s painted blue . Everythin g sh e own s is 
encased i n th e nois e o f truck s shiftin g and braking, hissing 
their wa y t o th e Hollan d Tunnel . Th e tumul t wrap s itsel f 
around he r hom e lik e a  stee l securit y net ; inside i s like a 
bank vault . Metr o want s a n arrangemen t whereb y sh e ca n 
participate wit h m e i n motherhood ; an d Nell y i s tailor -
made t o such an arrangement—rambunctious, bright , tough 
stuff, an d th e fina l grac e not e t o Metro' s birthright. She is 
helping me , b y th e way , sen d Nell y o n thi s tri p fro m th e 
summer cit y t o a  country camp— a place my mind express-
es i n fabulous images of horses and tennis balls; blue water, 
white-toothed blondes . Suc h excellenc e (and Metro's invis-
ible, soundles s engineerin g o f it ) wil l serve to reduce what-
ever genetics of my past Nelly trundle s about with; and the 
brilliant swar m o f Metro—forme d b y fres h food , fres h air ; 
by money , b y skill—wil l rus h i n t o clos e th e gaps . I  a m 
breathless with good luck . 

I kee p i t t o myself . W e pac k th e trun k whil e Nell y 
watches he r las t televisio n sho w o f th e summer . Hour s 
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pass. Errand s are accomplished i n jabbering, jittering trip s 
in an d ou t o f traffic . Nell y practice s wit h he r ne w jack -
knife: th e cut goes bone-deep. Her arm and hand are flood-
ed i n blood ; the spur t i s an infan t fountain . I  wasn't there 
to se e it— I wa s away , findin g th e las t o f th e undershirts . 
They g o t o th e emergenc y roo m withou t me ; ther e isn' t 
time to wait for me. 

That night, we three sit around the table and, speechless, 
watch th e thicknes s an d whitenes s o f th e child' s ne w fin -
ger. W e drin k gin , gulping it . When we ru n ou t o f ice , w e 
drink i t warm . We watch eac h other . M y God , i s al l I  say, 
over an d over : otherwise , I  must burs t with m y unspoke n 
declarations o f love ; I  would ran t lik e Tristan—an d Metr o 
would know , then , tha t mother-guil t i s no roadblock a t all 
to the lover's progress; and she would be shocked. 

Nelly i s doped , an d sleeps . Sh e sleep s i n Metro's work -
room. I  shoul d g o away , becaus e I  don' t liv e here . Bu t I 
can't (althoug h 1  a m the lover) because I  am the real moth-
er; and als o becaus e I  will not; when Nelly was six month s 
old an d I twenty-six, we survived the East 4th Stree t freez e 
together; w e live d beneat h a n arm y blanke t ten t I  mad e 
around th e ga s oven, together , crazy in the two heads with 
fever fro m germa n measles . W e ar e lik e ol d wa r buddie s 
who've survive d on e jungle o r another . The rest of the pla-
toon wa s captured and eaten alive. In twenty years, we will 
meet i n a  hote l room , ge t drunk , reminisce , an d tal k in -
dulgently of old so-and-so. 

"I wan t t o stay, " I  tel l Metro . She' s th e on e who'l l 
decide ye s o r no . Becaus e sh e i s beloved , th e beloved' s 
opinion would be suspect. 

"You wan t to stay." She shifts her legs, and the circle of 
mutual shoc k i s broken ; th e adoratio n o f th e chil d dis -
pelled. "Yo u wan t t o sta y becaus e o f Nelly? " (No! I  shall 
scream, I  want  to  stay  so  I  can  sneak under  the  covers  in 
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the night and eat her  thighs apart while  you soundly  sleep!) 
"Of course, my God!" 
(And whic h o f us is the sort of woman who—once in her 

life—can und o he r apro n an d roses , no t bread , fal l out ? 
Only on e o f u s ca n be the one. I  pretend I  am the one; but 
am really unconvinced of my power. ) 

"Then yes, " sh e answers . "Then , al l right. " I  shoul d 
kneel an d clas p her feet , wee p wit h gratitude . Tha t would 
not b e inappropriate . An d sh e woul d misunderstan d th e 
obeisance an d believ e i t mean t w e coul d lov e on e anothe r 
again. 

I sleep on the floor beside Nelly, who tosses and mutters 
with dream s o n th e littl e be d abov e me . Th e truck s don' t 
stop fo r late-night , althoug h th e silence s betwee n the m 
grow longer . I n such a  silence, I  imagine I  hear them mak-
ing love i n th e nex t room . I  tell myself i t is only th e rustle 
of turnin g i n sleep ; the inadvertent, the unconscious touch 
under th e movin g sheet . Or it could have been the animals, 
carousing throug h th e dark , o r drinking water i n the dark; 
or leave s o n hous e plant s knockin g agains t stem s a s the y 
fold o r grow. Whe n the beloved i s not with us, Metro and I 
watch eac h othe r with a difference. Ou r eyes change focus . 
Our pupils widen and blacken. Bu t at the same time, in the 
back o f m y brain—whe n Metr o can' t see— I a m flippin g 
through a stack of obscene words. 

In the morning , I  roll t o m y feet , th e las t on e t o wake. 
In the othe r room , Nell y i s up i n th e lof t bed with Metro, 
cuddling i n he r arms . Metr o i s teachin g he r cam p songs . 
Every vertebra i n my bac k aches with floor-ache, with mu-
sic. I am too damned old to rough it. 

Some cal l th e woma n I  lov e silver , an d som e cal l he r 
gold. Befor e I  go t t o b e he r lover , sh e painte d a  painting 
and presente d i t t o me . I t i s entitled "On e Hundre d an d 
Forty-Seven Cunts. " Muc h o f i t sh e painte d wit h he r fin -
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gers. I t is still rolled up, the three panels of it , and wrapped 
in plasti c a t th e botto m o f a  cardboard box . I  stil l don' t 
have a  wal l o f m y own . Th e painter' s frequen t headache s 
intimidate me— I believ e the m a  superior manifestatio n o f 
cognizance o f al l tha t i s horrible ; the y ar e a  function o f 
mighty brai n power. Her wondrous hair sprouts from thos e 
headaches. I t i s like thos e flower s whose petals grow back-
wards, yearning toward s the stem. Lik e chrysanthemums, I 
remember now . Excep t whe n sh e take s up the scissors and 
cuts i t al l off ; an d the n non e o f i t i s an y longe r tha n a 
clipped fingernai l al l ove r her skull; and then there is noth-
ing that wil l hid e the machinery of the headache: i t shows. 
I use th e wor d 'love ' when I  speak to her, and she uses my 
name. I  hate dancing, because someone might see me; but I 
will watc h he r dance and my watching is as much a partner 
in he r danc e a s he r partner ; i s a s essentia l a s "the pro -
grammed cod e o f th e juk e bo x whic h make s th e danc e 
start an d stop . Bu t I  permitte d mysel f t o danc e th e Fis h 
with her . Th e son g wa s "Cisc o Kid. " A t least , fo r tha t 
time, we knew what we wanted. 

Meanwhile, I  try t o persuad e he r t o loo k mor e closely : 
to see,  b e amazed : Berth a i s dazzling : i s irreplaceable . 
She shoul d striv e fo r vision . Sh e shoul d achiev e bliss . Sh e 
should levitate , weightless , throug h m y intergalacti c gra y 
matter. Meanwhile , liste n t o this : Berth a i s a  still , yello w 
moon reflecte d b y trouble d lak e water . Berth a i s the on e 
with th e duellin g sca r acros s he r cheekbone , wh o lift s ab -
sinthe wit h tw o fingers , wh o sit s still , a s unmoved as God, 
while the lustful riff-raf f blunder s by. She is that stark dark 
outline hig h abov e th e Cliff s o f Whateve r poise d t o leap -
but to o pleasure d b y th e claptra p o f he r swirlin g cap e yet 
to mak e a  move. You remember her—she's the one who as-
sassinated th e Princes s Roya l o f Transylvani a an d cause d 
World War Four. Meanwhile , sh e dresse s i n white trouser s 
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Cyrica and  Julitta were  daughter and  mother.  When,  for 
some unknown reason,  the  Governor Alexander took Cyr-
ica at  the age of five from her mother, Cyrica  would not be 
comforted but howled, struggled,  and  kicked; and,  at last, 
scratched the Governor's  face. Alexander, understandably 
enraged, threw  the  child down the  stone steps of the  Tri-
bune, killing her outright. Far  from being downcast, Julitta 
rejoiced in her daughter's escape  and went cheerfully  to 
torture and death. 

"Well, fellas! " Veronic a gav e the m eac h a  firm hand -
shake. "Well, fellas!" 

Bogart and Boatwright stood radiantl y a t attention. He 
had come. All was well. It was real. 

"Well, fellas , d o w e talk here or do I  take you ou t for 
thick juicy steaks and a coupla martinis, whaddya say?" 

"Anything you say, sir, Mr. Horoscope!" 
"Then let's just say we did, and don't. And you can call 

me Harold, like in Harold in  Italy, like when I was a poet. 
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and gallop s he r stallio n throug h th e Boi s ever y mornin g 
and doe s no t answe r letters . A t nineteen , sh e wor e dra g 
down to her underwear, and her neckties were raw silk and 
her gold monogramme d rin g cam e dow n to her from her 
godmother. She comes by everything naturally. 

The questio n is : whe n i s a  romantic fantasy , al l of it , 
not shape d t o persuad e a  lover? The answer is: when she 
strikes out in some motion pertaining to walking, to mov-
ing on; while, simultaneously , he r righ t shoulde r reserves 
itself in stillness. 



I said, call me Harold." 
"That's wonderful, Harold . You're  wonderful,  Harold! " 
"None a that, you hear me? I  don't go for that." 
"Yes sir, Harold." 
"You fella s swim ? Di d you hea r what I  said, I  said, Do 

you fellas swim?" 
"Not necessarily, sir , Harold." 
"Yes or no." 
"No, Harold." 
"Anyway, yo u don' t necessaril y need it , swimming. But 

the crowd s ar e stil l gonna want to see you bust open those 
barrels ther e a t th e en d o f th e lin e (yo u d o i t b y flexin g 
your muscles ) an d swi m th e las t coupl a yards—ge t wet , 
show some muscle, you get my meaning? Girls scream." 

"We could learn how, Harold , real quick." 
"Youdignooky?" 
"We dig nooky, Harold!" 
"Or cock— like I  suspected a  minute ago back there." 
"We dig nooky, Harold , we mean it!" 
"But ca n yo u do  nooky—lik e th e movi e stars ; I mean, 

really do it!" 
"Yes sir, just like the movie stars, sir!" 
"What's tha t I  se e unde r th e cover s ove r there ? Tha t 

looks jus t lik e nook y t o me. " 
"No sir , that' s a  secret , that' s no t nooky. " 
"Looks lik e nook y t o me , curle d u p there . Yo u don' t 

keep secrets from your producer. Show me." 
"It i s a secret, sir, that doesn't have anything to do with 

Niagara Falls or Bust." 
"That's for me to know and you to find out . Show me." 
Bogart pulled aside the damp covers. 
"Jesus H . Christ! " Veronic a di d a  fas t littl e buck-and -

wing. Ther e wer e tap s o n th e heel s an d toe s o f he r Flor -
sheims. The n sh e held her arms above her head in a victory 
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salute. "Idea!"  sh e shouted . "This' s gonna be the hottest 
thing since Betty Grable!" 

Boatwright move d close r t o Bogart . Mr . Horoscope' s 
intentions wer e dishonorable ; h e coul d tell . " I rea d our 
Capricorn i n Jeanne Dixon today, Bogart, " he whispered. 
"She said, Separate friendship from commercial considera-
tions. Remember,  you'll  never  get out  of  a  commitment 
made today. Let' s watch out!" 

"You boy s want a mak e a  million o r not?" 
"Yes sir , Harold." 
"You boys would sel l your own grandmother to make a 

million, wouldn't you?" 
The twins looked a t each other: how could they know? 

What grandmother? But, yes. 
"Yes!" 
"Or your ow n mother ? Or your own baby sister? You 

boys would sel l Marilyn Monroe to make a million, would-
n't ya?" 

"We like Betty Grable the best, Harold." 
"Betty Grable , then! You boys would sel l Betty Grable 

for a million dollars?" 
"Yes sir!" 
The twins saluted, in the manner of bloodhounds finally 

on the right track. 
"You boysd  sell  Betty  Grable?  YO U MUS T B E 

CRAZY!" 
They didn' t know what to say . After all , they were on 

the wrong track. Going around in circles, lost in the woods. 
"Gimme that!" 
They didn't know what to say, so they lifted her up and 

handed her to Veronica. 
Veronica was whistling Tales  From The Vienna Woods. 

She too k Dol l i n he r arm s and bega n t o walt z (he r lef t 
hand easily guiding Doll from the waist; smiling down into 
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Doll's eyes) . The boys were not sure they were seeing what 
they wer e seeing : the y couldn' t believ e thei r ow n eyes . 
They ha d give n Dol l t o Harold ; but Veronic a looke d lik e 
she wa s waltzin g wit h a  living , happ y woman . Veronic a 
and Dol l wer e circlin g th e floor—circles  so dizzyin g th e 
boys ha d t o lea n agains t th e wall . Th e musi c was terribl y 
loud, bu t throug h i t th e boy s coul d hea r th e rustl e of silk 
against concrete . 

Then dea d silence , a s though the whole planet had been 
switched off . Th e foam rubber flopped backwar d over Ver-
onica's arm. 

"This sweetheart comin* with us or not, fellas?" 
The perso n seeme d t o b e Harol d Horoscope ; but mor e 

silence. N o answer . The n echoe s fro m a  rifl e sho t lavin g 
through the room. 

"That comes from across the water," said Bogart. 
"Then i t don' t hav e nothin g t o d o wit h you," said Ver-

onica. "It' s on th e other side of the water. That  water's no 
concern of yours, fellas." 

She bega n t o fol d th e foa m rubbe r up tight . She pulled 
a roll o f twin e fro m he r pocket an d boun d Dol l u p into a 
small sof t package , with a  handle. It could be carried like a 
suitcase; i t coul d b e fastene d acros s th e shoulder s lik e a 
knapsack. Veronic a tucke d i t under her arm. "Guess who's 
coming alon g wit h us, " sh e said . Boatwrigh t an d Bogar t 
shut thei r mouth s an d locke d thei r teeth . The y stare d 
down at the floor . 

Veronica shoo k he r parce l a t them . "I s thi s it  fo r yo u 
guys o r not?" she yelled. "Ar e you wit h Mr . Horoscope-
Mr. Harold Horoscope—an d fam e an d fortune and Niagara 
and Elvi s an d nooky—o r ar e you wit h som e leak y jerk-off 
waterbed? What ? It' s getting late r an d later , an d it's up to 
you! 

"What're you gonn a d o wit h ou r doll , Harold? " One of 
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them finall y spoke . Th e othe r shuffle d fearfull y away . 
There was the sound of a second shot. 

As she answered them, Veronica inched closer to them. 
When sh e ha d finishe d speaking , the y wer e al l ou t th e 
door. I n moments, she was roaring them away in the back 
seat o f he r car . Th e Dol l wa s up front beside the driver; 
and Veronic a wa s stil l talking : "You'r e askin g question s 
to Harol d Horoscope , th e ma n who promote d th e Firs t 
World War. You're asking questions to Harold Horoscope, 
the ma n wh o promote d hi s ow n siste r Lorett a int o th e 
only Livin g Candelabra act the world has ever known and 
that illuminated th e last dinner parties of Edward the Sev-
enth, you're asking questions to!" 

"You're talkin g to the man who invented the Iris h Re-
publican Army and was directly responsibl e for Roc k and 
Roll, and you better have all the shit and stuff on you that 
wires this sweetheart together and makes her move—and be 
ready to follow me anywhere, you hear?" 

Home was already a distant dream, being forgotten. 
" . .. th e guy who stage-managed Waterloo, the guy who 

picked Rasputi n out a th e gutte r and made him a big hit, 
do you want to be in show business or not! Harold Horo-
scope invente d SENTIMENT ! And that's  what  makes  it 
happen! And don' t yo u guy s know there's a war on? We 
gotta hurry . .. ! " 
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After a melodramatic scene with her son in which he pro-
tested her  "vehement  willfulness  and  extraordinary con-
duct/' Jane  Patricia Rabutin  took charge  of  an unusually 
large number  of her son's petite amies and organized them 



into a community which she  called the Order of the  Visi-
tation. Although delightfully understated and thoroughly 
charming, Jane  Patricia's group  frequently evoked  much 
tiresome criticism;  and occasional raids were made on it by 
men from the  surrounding countryside—raids which  were 
repelled by gunfire  from the  windows of the  House. The 
"gunfire" has  been  documented as a miracle, since  to the 
sure knowledge of contemporaries, none  of the young la-
dies had any skill in combat and Jane Patricia  herself  pro-
fessed adamant pacifism.  Before her death (during a visit 
to Ann of Austria) Jane Patricia Rabutin had founded and 
administered eighty such Orders. 

For thre e days, Flynn i s in bed with the stranger (who 
is a famous movie star). She could have stayed there for at 
least thre e more ; bu t th e telephon e kep t ringing—i n an 
empty house . Ther e seeme d t o b e n o on e a t hom e an y 
more but Flynn. 

Flynn an d th e movi e sta r had been living off lov e and 
Flynn's bedroo m hoar d o f cheese , jam, and crackers: the 
slip and slide of flesh through crumbs and raspberry. When 
Flynn a t las t get s up , reel s across the room and out into 
the hal l t o mak e th e telephon e shu t up, she notices that 
one rabbi t is dead and the other is eating the corpse . She 
throws a blanket over the sight and immediately forgets it. 

"Hello!" But the line has gone dead. She collapses into 
Veronica's swivel chair , catches her breath; then returns to 
bed. 

She has two fingers inside the movie star's vagina, strok-
ing the roun d o f the cervix; and the stranger is crooning, 
"Oh, my dear little vagina!" when the ringing starts again. 

"Cocksucking telephon e bastard! " Flynn lifts her head 
and yells; but is out of th e movie star's body i n a second, 
rolling over the floor; is back in the hall. 
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"Speaking!" Flynn shouts. 
"Misspeaking?" 
"Nobody's home!" 
"Is this Flynn? This is mama!" Flynn drops the receiver. 

Her hand, after all , is slippery with wet. She wipes her fin-
gers on her thigh, retrieves the voice. 

"I'd neve r have guessed it, " Flyn n replies , attemptin g 
basso profundo. "Long time no see." 

"And you're th e on e I  had to talk to anyway. I  won't 
even as k how anybody else is , I know everybody mus t be 
just fine, but I had a dream and this is long distance." 

"Don't worry about a thing, mama, I can get it for you 
wholesale, but I'm busy right now." 

"I ha d a  dream, " Dais y continued , "abou t you . Las t 
night, I  ha d i t again . An d nobody' s bee n answerin g th e 
phone. Let me tell you this dream." 

"How's married life been treating you, mama? Did you 
get the sterling silver Poop Scoop I  sent you, the one with 
the quotation from Dwight David Eisenhower on one side 
and the profile of Martin Luther King on the other . .. ? " 

"You keep on talking, Flynn, and I'll forget everything 
I called up to say. Thank you, I use it every minute of the 
day; but I  had thi s drea m and let me finish. I dreamed I 
was makin g love t o you . I  want yo u t o kno w tha t hus-
bands make love to ladies, and that's the way i t i s in real 
life; but in this dream I  want you to know it was me mak-
ing love t o yo u bu t not like a husband does, i t was with 
my tongue . An d suddenly, in this dream, that little thing 
that grow s a t th e top of a  woman down there, that little 
bud, turne d int o tw o separat e littl e piece s o f electrica l 
wire—two littl e gol d electri c things . An d i n thi s drea m I 
was supposed t o someho w connect the two wires togeth-
er. Th e littl e bu d wa s gone, yo u ge t it ? An d thes e tw o 
wires . .. I  was supposed to connect them and fit you back 
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together. Then the dream was over." 
"That's on e hel l o f a  wa y t o tal k t o you r ow n daugh -

ter," Flynn said, after a  silence. 
"You hav e t o understan d i t is  long distance , an d I have 

been drinking whiskey." 
"Well, all right. Goodbye, Daisy. " 
Then Flyn n disconnecte d th e phon e an d lef t i t behin d 

her. Whe n sh e wa s bac k i n th e bedroom , sh e locke d th e 
door behin d her . Sh e an d th e movi e sta r wer e locke d i n 
together. 

And whe n the y staggere d naked , hour s later , dow n t o 
the kitchen , stil l th e hous e wa s empty . Tess  la y broken -
backed an d half-finishe d an d dust y o n th e table . Throug h 
the window , th e movi e sta r could se e a  spider's we b glis-
tening fro m doo r handl e t o steerin g whee l o n he r littl e 
red car. 

"Rose! Rose-lima ! Grandmother ! Veronica! " Flyn n 
leaned agains t th e doo r jamb an d croake d th e names duti-
fully. Bu t no answers. 

Flynn an d th e movie star, dressed in bathrobes, each ate 
a steak, each drank a bottle of wine. 

"My nam e i s Lydia Somerleyton, " th e movi e sta r said , 
when they had finished, "an d I got my start tap-dancing." 

"Just lik e i n th e movies, " Flyn n said . "An d just lik e in 
the movie s ther e i s no othe r wa y t o sa y this : I  am in love 
with you." 
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Attracta, an  Irishwoman  of  the  sixth century,  after  fleeing 
home for  sound  reasons,  began  to  excite,  shortly  after-



wards, considerable attention;  and several very surprising 
miracles are attributed to  her,  some of them having to  do 
with a precious oil which exuded  from her lips and finger-
tips. 

I a m spendin g thi s summe r alon e i n a  two-room air -
conditioned apartmen t o n Gran d Street , beneat h whic h 
powerful water s flow and flood basements and sidewalks. 
Some mornings I look out and see that I am a body of land 
entirely surrounded by water. 

Before thi s time, (counting backwards) I  lived in China-
town; on Sta r Rout e 1 ; on Spring Street; on Timberwolf 
Drive; in Caesar's Forge Complex; beside the Tar River on 
Willow Street; behind the University library; on West 82nd 
Street; on East 4th Street ; on West 15t h Street ; in Brook-
lyn Heights above my mistress Hudson; on Jane Street. 

The cente r o f m y hom e i s wherever I  most frequentl y 
choose to flatten my behind. Here, it i s a wicker chair set 
before a  plywood table . O n the tabl e i s carve d th e tele -
phone numbe r of th e first precinct ; and the table holds a 
Lettera 32 , a red and gold Martinson coffee can containing 
a steak knife, three pencils, spare car keys, a stack o f yel-
low paper, a blue pen, a page of dread-inspiring telephone 
numbers, a n orang e accordia n envelop e enfoldin g on e 
thousand student papers on either "The Tragedy of Sylvia 
Plath" o r "Wh y I  Canno t Relat e t o Virgini a Woolf;" a 
Marlboro box, half full ; a glass ash tray supporting the one 
I'm always smoking. 

There ar e shelve s abov e th e desk , thre e o f them , o n 
which: a roll of scotch tape, some curling blue Boston Tea 
Party commemoratives , whit e envelopes , unpai d bills , art 
postcards, a n ex-lover' s expire d pas s t o th e Museu m o f 
Modern Art , thre e Manhatta n telephon e directories ; and 
some books: Orlando, Slang Today and Yesterday, Earthly 
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Paradise, S.C.U.M. Manifesto, Mystery  and  Manners, Epilo-
gomena to  the  Greek  Religion;  bu t i t i s the avid Miss Jane 
Marple an d th e fastidiou s Monsieu r Hercul e Poiro t wh o 
caretake m y sanity . A t m y feet , a  basket ful l o f ashes and 
butts. Behin d me—an d t o m y right— a round oa k table , a 
homemade couc h covere d wit h a n Indi a print, striped cur-
tains a t tw o windows , a n orange armchai r where my land-
lady whe n sh e i s in residenc e (bu t no t I ) takes her ease , a 
radio insid e a  metal box . Ther e is a fireplace which will be 
lighted long after I  am gone. 

In th e kitchen , beneat h th e sink , ther e i s a box wher e 
three cat s shit an d piss . There ar e black waterbugs bred in 
the torren t below , brow n cockroaches, three cats.  A show-
er, a  toilet , th e bedroo m wit h a  double be d an d a  mirror 
which shift s agains t th e wal l ever y tim e a  certain kin d o f 
footstep jar s th e floor ; an d a  televisio n se t painte d silve r 
because once it was caught in a fire. 

Last night , I  sai d t o on e o f them—i t wa s a t th e Fire -
house—"You're lookin g lik e a  little piec e o f sugar pie; but 
then I'm a little drunk." 

And sh e sai d t o me , "I t surprise s m e I  stil l loo k lik e 
sugar pie, because I got raped last night." 

A dog , whos e nam e i s Evan s (Evans , Mar y Ann ) run s 
her nose u p an d down m y pant s leg , the n shunt s of f side -
ways taking my cat smells with her. 

There i s n o wa y o n eart h an y o f the m coul d eve r rape 
me—but tha t is my secret , the secret of how a sudden land-
slide ca n block th e entrance to the tunnel that leads to the 
treasure; or the myster y o f ho w m y femal e bod y can , un-
der threa t o f ravishment , miraculousl y sprou t thic k coat s 
of hai r or turn int o a  beast whos e hea d is coiled in hissing 
snakes. 

"I wa s comin g hom e fro m work . I t wasn' t eve n dar k 
y e t . . . " 
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Who asked her? The next time I piss I will piss a spray 
of sulphuric acid. I  will shi t hand grenades; but who asked 
her, anyway? 

uHe stepped out of a  doorway. He grabbed my arm. He 
held a  gun to my head. He said, Keep walking, I'm going 
to rape you, but if you make a sound I'll kill you first then 
rape you . . . . Nothin g was more horrible to me than the 
thought o f m y dea d bod y bein g raped . H e pushe d m e 
down some steps into an alley. He made me lie down. He 
made m e pul l dow n my underpants. He pushed my dress 
up. H e took i t out . H e stuffe d i t inside me. It took  him 
twenty minutes  to come.  Th e whole tim e I  watched the 
luminous dial on my wristwatch . .. " 

Who said I  gave a  good goddamn ? Sometimes, when I 
am drunk, i t can take me thirty minutes to come; but the 
woman between my legs adores her own fantastic energy. 

" . . . the n he went away and then I got up and went to 
the hospital . Th e hospita l said , What were you wearing ? 
Do you wea r littl e dresse s like thi s on e all the time? Do 
you kno w thi s man , we mea n personally , whe n wa s the 
last tim e you had sexual intercourse before thi s man, did 
this man have an orgasm, did you have an orgasm, junkies 
don't, yo u know , di d yo u hav e a n orgasm, undress , pu t 
your feet i n the stirrups, we don't see no evidence of noth-
ing. I think I might have to get an abortion." 

What ca n I  say: I' m sorry ? Shal l I  make lov e t o her , 
make it all go away? But now, all the time, I am too tired. 
I invite her to go to the Frick Museum with me next Satur-
day. She thinks the Frick is a funny name, and says so: but 
that's only her way of flirting with me a little bit. "A little 
funny, tha t Frick," she says, "also a little sexy." "To see 
the William Blake watercolors," I add. "They're hilarious. 
They're crazy." "You're so sweet," she answers. "You ever 
been to California?" she asks. 
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Back on Grand Street, I  dial WNCN. Dennis Brain plays 
the Mozart Horn Concerti, but not entirely for the purpose 
of makin g pretty music ; but t o cove r th e screams of an-
guish, th e gasp s of termina l speech, which will shortl y be 
emanating from my rooms. I  don't want the neighbors to 
come rushin g up to see i f I' m in any trouble. Since Kitty 
Genovese bit the dust, neighbors occasionally fee l obliged 
to interfere ; an d thi s nove l undertakin g I  am structuring 
would mak e the m feel strange , and I  like them—they put 
dimes in the parking meter for me. 

I have invite d eigh t men , chose n a t random, to Grand 
Street. The y tur n ou t t o b e fathers , brothers , sons , and 
grandfathers t o each other; a surprising coincidence. With 
some difficulty, I  have got my hands on a Sten gun. I am a 
little concerne d about the trouble o f fittin g suc h a crowd 
into such a little space. I have locked the cats in the closet, 
with a  bowl of fres h water ; and, for a  wonder, they don't 
howl but sleep. I want as little as possible to clean up and 
renew afterwards : I  don't wan t t o hav e t o giv e th e cat s 
baths. 

The me n arrive , al l i n on e bunch , an d therefor e ex -
perience problem s o f protocol : wh o shal l preced e whom 
through m y narro w doorway . Som e o f the m stu b thei r 
toes an d cr y out . I  loc k th e doo r behin d them . I  take 
the gu n fro m it s hidin g plac e behin d th e hippopotamus -
patterned shower curtain, demand that they line up against 
the wal l wit h thei r hand s up , an d clea r m y throat. I  tell 
them what they are going to do: I say, "Listen, fellas, I got 
this thing. I'm a little kinky. I want you to fuck each other 
up the ass, while I  watch—and then we'll all have a party." 
(I smile encouragingly.) "The n I'l l le t you go. Just do that 
for me, and I promise I  won't hurt you. Just do that, and 
you're home free, fellas. This gun is real, but it's really just 
a joke . Yo u fella s kno w I  wouldn' t hur t you , no t fo r 
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nothin'!" 
One o f the m turn s to another. "Thi s is just like in the 

movies—or it' s gonn a b e jus t lik e i n th e movies , i f sh e 
makes us do it." 

"Pm making you do it. Hurry up and do it." 
"Whatcha mean, the movies? What movie?" 
"You know .  . .  Marlon!" (The exasperated grandson is 

a Harvard graduate.) 
"Oh, yeah, Marlon . Marlon liked  i t eve n whe n he was 

the girl!" 
"Fags like i t too, and of course , Pop, your ideas on sex 

are utterly ou t of date—one can do anything at all, if there 
is feeling, warmth, tenderness, passion—but  I  am absolute-
ly not going to be the girl!" 

All o f the m sa y tha t they are not going to be the girl. 
One of the m i s a  little apar t from the others, so I  shoot 
him. I  pull th e trigger , hi s bod y leaps , there is a flash o f 
blood and brain. They realize I  am serious. They begin to 
beg, variously, for butter and/or vaseline. 

"No vaseline. No butter." 
"Please!" 
"No vaseline . An d al l o f yo u hav e to take turns being 

the girl. Hurry up. Fuck each other up the ass and then Pll 
let you go." 

They do it , sobbing, wailing, gnashing their teeth. They 
drop their trousers and do it . Bu t I  can't wait for each of 
them to take turns being the girl: a s the first o f the m ap-
pear t o b e reaching orgasm, I  pull the trigger many times 
and kill them all. 

My beloved sit s on the floor in front of a hundred wom-
en, al l of whom want to be painters and workers. My be-
loved says that sometimes i t makes her vomit, even think-
ing of approaching her work. Her large hands, full of silver 
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After her  husband's  untimely  death,  Cornelia  rebuked all 
suitors, refusing  remarriage on the  grounds that  she  found 
herself far too  irritable  for domesticity.  She  then  devoted 
her life to  instilling  in her daughters  a  desire for fame and 
glory. 

Veronica says , "Mio figlio vende  quadri con fondo d'oro 
a ricchi Inglesi ed Americanif" a s she unpacks from her col-
lection al l tha t ha s (so far ) gone unsold. "Wha t fools these 
mortals be and all that—loosely translated, sweetheart." 

They hav e been in the house for six months, and Veron-
ica i s at las t bore d wit h he r own dreams . There i s a squal-
ling infan t upstairs , an d a  ne w mothe r alread y s o sic k a t 
the sigh t o f i t sh e does nothing bu t li e i n bed an d hersel f 
cry lik e a  little child. "But I am only fifteen!" are her only 
words. "It isn't fair!" 

Downstairs, Veronic a an d Samari a ca n hardl y hea r a 
sound. Oa k timber , thic k plaster , floorboards , tigh t a s a 
tick, insulat e them ; and anybody—n o matte r how young— 
who ca n screa m tha t loudl y will surely live. But one or an-
other o f the m regularl y rock s Flynn . I t was Veronica who 
bought th e rocker . An d on e o r another als o rock s Daisy , 
every night, so that she too can sleep at last. 

Samaria looked a t the paintings, amazed: shine and gold 
and woodwor m holes , th e oldes t thing s she' d eve r seen . 
But Veronica , whos e ski n looke d ne w a s morning , sai d 
she'd mad e the m al l herself , an d al l withi n th e las t five 
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years. Portrait s o f sharp-nosed , high-bosome d ladies ; ma -
donnas; merchant s i n purple . Diptychs , triptychs ; woo d 
and muslin. 

"I have the Southwest territory," said Veronica. "Texas. 
Texas i s crazy fo r Italian , an d th e mor e crack s the better. 
These ar e al l Siennese , fifteent h century , an d eas y a s rol-
ling of f a  log . They'r e starvin g fo r what' s rea l i n Texas , 
and bab y o r n o bab y thi s shipmen t ha s got t o ge t ou t o f 
here. An d then immediately I  must move on to languishing 
youths—there, 1  can use Daisy . I t wil l becom e her interest 
in life . I  prophesy tha t th e Texa n interes t i n sacred moth-
erhood wil l soo n b e o n th e wane . Th e hea t wil l b e o n for 
melancholia. M y name s ar e presentl y Piero , Oriolo , Bar -
tolo d i Fredi. " Veronic a sa t back , smoke d he r cigarette , 
watched th e lat e afternoo n ligh t ski m th e profil e o f a  rav-
ishing beauty. 

Samaria tilted her head to one side and crossed her long-
fingered hands on her breast. 

"A pieta. D o you wan t t o be ap*>ta, my love, and little 
Daisy a Christ?" 

"I can' t stan d eve r to los e sigh t o f thes e pictures, " said 
Samaria. "Veronica, I  couldn't stand that!" 

"There will be more." 
"How can there be more?" 
"Just wait and see." 
"And all of us  will become al l of them}" 
"Even th e baby , especiall y bab y Flynn . Gess o an d gild-

ing, the n al l scratche d off . A  patin a tha t wil l spread like a 
century o f dust . Fly-spot s achieve d wit h a  pointed stick . 
Baking, refrigeration , an d th e ne w crack s filled wit h soo t 
from las t night' s fire . Icili o Federic o Joni—bu t I  a m a s 
good as Joni. All hail to Joni!" 

The painting s wer e beginnin g t o darken . Th e su n wa s 
quitting the room. 
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"They ar e onl y fakes , Samaria . The y ar e no t th e rea l 
thing, Samaria. Do you understand?" 

"They ar e real . I  se e them . I  wil l b e gla d t o becom e 
them, do you understand?" 

"The forger y sans  original . Th e faker y o f th e unhear d 
of . . . "  Veronica laughed , delighted . " I a m to invent ori-
gins. An d the n fak e them . Wit h you , m y dear , I will plun-
der my own virtue. Now i t is time for a  drink." 

She said , " I dreame d I  was tryin g t o pas s my fina l la w 
exams. I  am ful l o f despair . Ther e i s only on e correc t an -
swer for ever y question , an d I  don't hav e the answers. Be-
cause o f this , th e res t o f m y lif e wil l b e onl y wha t i s 
wrong. I  am seated with the other candidates inside a huge 
oblong classroom—ful l o f chal k dust,  alon g wit h al l th e 
other ordinar y detail s o f hell . They pass the questions out . 
The question s consis t o f woode n boxe s th e siz e o f foo t 
lockers. On e bo x t o eac h candidate . Th e outsid e o f m y 
box i s smooth , sandpapere d an d plane d down , empt y o f 
clues. W e al l ope n ou r boxe s whe n th e procto r clap s hi s 
hands. Insid e m y bo x ther e i s a  se t o f men' s clothing— a 
dark, three-piec e sui t an d a  twee d jacket , thre e neckties , 
some white shirts, and a pair of good leather shoes. 

"From al l this , I  must construc t bot h th e rea l questio n 
and the n th e rea l answe r t o it . I  am terrified, and stumble 
from th e classroom . I  cannot even begin. Nothing I  can re-
member ha s prepare d m e fo r this . Outside , I  se e a  lon g 
fishing pie r extendin g int o th e ocean . Th e wate r i s calm 
and green , an d I  hear th e sof t nois e i t make s a s it brushes 
against th e timbe r pilings . I  run to the end of the pier , and 
there I  see a  famous blonde movie star waiting for me. She 
seems a  little distraught, withdrawn; but she is waiting nev-
ertheless, wit h he r back t o th e sea . Fo r a  moment I  stand 
still an d watc h he r breast s ris e an d fall , the n I  say t o her , 
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Help me or I'll fail. 
"She doesn' t speak—sh e make s som e gestur e whic h I 

must accep t a s the onl y respons e she'l l give . I  don't un-
derstand; I' m stil l baffled . Bu t I  turn, an d ru n bac k t o 
the classroom . My box i s still waiting on the desk. I  look 
inside again , bu t nothin g ha s changed ; an d I  stil l can' t 
arrange th e clothe s int o th e rea l questio n an d th e rea l 
answer. Fo r hour s an d hours , I  run back an d forth—ex -
hausted an d panicked—betwee n th e bo x o f clothe s and 
the movie star. But nothing changes. There is no enlighten-
ment. Then the day grows dark, very suddenly, like a cur-
tain dropped . Th e warm becomes cold, the ocean stormy 
and harsh. 

"The movi e sta r doe s th e same—sh e turns , lik e th e 
weather, fro m fai r and undulous to shivering and ravaged 
and gray. At last, I  put both m y hands on her, just as the 
ocean is leaping and drenching us. When I have my hands 
on her, she speaks to me for the first time. She says, 'You 
touched me. ' Then I lead her inside, and begin to write the 
examination. I  fee l exhausted , an d disappointed . The n I 
woke up." 

"I starte d ou t a s the bab y Jesus," Flynn replies, "and 
in m y adolescence , wa s changed into a languishing youth 
dangling a  singl e ros e fro m nerveles s fingers ; eye s swim-
ming with frustrated lust . This face of mine—this face you 
see befor e you—i s synonymous , i n th e museum s and pri-
vate collections of th e Southwest , with romantic love. But 
when I  did  becom e a  lover— Veronica stoppe d paintin g 
me—because m y fac e di d no t see m rea l anymore : the y 
stopped buying me. How do you like that?" 

"All I know is what I like," Flynn's friend answered. 
"Exactly," said Flynn; and pulled the shades and locked 

the door. 
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A young  woman  named  Mary  was  sitting  alone  one  day 
stitching herself  a  new  blue  dress  when  a  white  bird  flew 
through the  window  and  attempted to  commit  an  abomin-
ation on  her  body.  Mary,  however,  thinking  fast, pierced 
its beady  eye  with  her  embroidery  needle  and  that  night 
ate the  bird for dinner.  Although Mary  was  brought to  trial 
under the  Commission  of  Unnatural  Acts with  Animals 
and Fowls Law, she was acquitted and  spent the  rest  of  her 
long life in  self satisfied spinsterhood. 

"This is Lydia Somerleyton," Flynn told Veronica, Sam-
aria, Rose , Rose-lim a whe n finall y the y al l cam e home. "I 
am going t o marr y her . Sh e i s the daughter of one of Eng-
land's richest an d nobles t lord s and reside s a t Blac k Swa n 
Hall, in England." 

"For God' s sake," said Rose-lima , "giv e u s a  chance t o 
catch our breaths and get our shoes off. " 

Lydia Somerleyton , i n yello w silk , la y stretche d upo n 
the gra y velve t chaise , on e bar e muscula r foot , stil l re d 
with cold , danglin g i n midair . Sh e was sucking on her blue 
glass beads. He r extraordinary hai r nestled against a bunch 
of creweled cushions. 

"I though t I  would ge t use d to that hair," said Samaria, 
"but I  thin k it' s th e sor t o f thin g on e neve r grows accus-
tomed to . It' s still  a  knock-out. I t coul d stan d i n fo r th e 
electric chair , an d I  believe i n capital punishment for capi-
tal crime." 

"She's a movie star," said Flynn. 
"She tol d m e sh e wa s a  Jew fro m Philadelphia, " sai d 
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Samaria. "And all of us saw her first." 
"That's true, " sai d Rose , "an d w e d o no t hav e ou r pe-

riods anymore . W e stoppe d foreve r u p a t Niagar a Falls . 
Don't you want to find out what happened?" 

"You sai d Niagar a Falls, " said Flynn and smiled goofil y 
at Lydia Somerleyton. 

"It's so charmin g t o hav e you here, " said Lydia Somer-
leyton. He r beads—lik e th e Pearl s o f Wisdom—fel l on e b y 
one fro m he r lips . "Bu t I  hope yo u wil l no t tr y t o com e 
between Flyn n an d I—excep t wit h grea t tac t an d delicac y 
of maneuver, of course." 

"She i s naked unde r tha t bathrobe . I t remind s m e tha t 
I am starving and exhausted, " said Rose-lima . "Yo u mean 
Flynn and me" 

"I wa s unde r th e expressio n tha t /  wa s th e firs t fo r 
Flynn," sai d Lydi a Somerleyton ; "an d anyway , you  an d 
Flynn would be against the law, what they cal l insight." 

"That's wha t I  woul d cal l it , too, " said Samaria . "I' m 
going now t o scrambl e eggs . I  cannot recall a single scram-
bled egg in all of Virginia Woolf." 

Although everyon e bu t Flyn n was starving, it was Lydia 
Somerleyton wh o grabbe d mos t o f th e eggs—becaus e sh e 
ate th e fastes t an d was not under the constraint of stream-
of-consciousness. Sh e at e si x eggs . Sh e cam e t o th e tabl e 
quick-changed int o fade d denim—jean s an d a  workshirt , 
with "Harold " embroidered i n re d ove r a  pocket; and still 
with cold , bar e feet . Samari a ha d t o make more eggs; and, 
immediately afte r eatin g al l sh e coul d hold , Lydi a Somer -
leyton retire d t o th e parlor , stretche d ou t ful l lengt h o n 
the carpe t an d instantl y slept . Flynn , afte r eatin g tw o 
bites, followe d her , t o watc h he r sleep . They were both in 
the dark and it was cold in there. 

Rose sprea d a  large spoonfu l o f aprico t jam on toast, at 
last gettin g enoug h t o eat . "It' s m y impression, " she said , 
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with a  great grin o f stick y self-appeasement , "she' s on the 
lam from the feds." 

"You ar e blessed with a  romantic imagination," said her 
twin. " I am pleased i t chos e yo u t o bese t instea d o f me." 
Rose-lima wa s irritable . Sh e wante d thic k steak , no t eggs . 

"There i s nothing criminal about the young woman that 
immediately strike s on e betwee n th e eyes—lik e a  lion cur-
tailed b y Mr . Hemingway, " sai d Samaria . "I t wa s my  im -
pression, however , tha t sh e wa s th e daughte r of a  rich and 
noble Englis h lor d an d a  movie sta r an d a  Jew from Phila-
delphia." 

"And on the lam from the feds," said Rose. 
"You ca n believ e anythin g yo u please, " said Rose-lima , 

"and no t b e fa r wrong. Fo r instance, Veronica always said 
that she  wa s th e las t o f th e Romanovs—an d Flynn , t o my 
knowledge, ha s neve r acte d lik e a  love-besotte d jackas s 
over Veronica." 

"Don't ki d yourself," sai d Rose, mysteriously. "Sh e has 
yet t o as k u s why we disappeared to Niagara Falls for fou r 
days. It's a shame, but she doesn't seem to give a damn." 

"We coul d wak e he r u p an d as k questions, " sai d Sam -
aria, "if neither of you i s too exhausted. " 

"We are never too exhausted fo r that—for one thing. " 
On the wa y t o th e parlor , Samari a asked , "B y the way, 

how did you mee t her?" 
"She cam e t o bu y on e o f Veronica' s Gozzoli's—'Sain t 

Ursula with Angels and Donor.' " 
"Then she knows it was one of Veronica's  Gozzoli's." 
"Yes, an d sh e prefer s i t tha t way . Sh e i s also rich . Sh e 

prefers to be rich also." 
"She's already awake . She's already talking." 
A sof t voice , risin g up an d fallin g down between sips of 

brandy; a  breathles s voice , ver y sof t an d ver y clea r bu t 
speaking (althoug h spectacularly ) th e usual : th e stor y o f 
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my life. Flynn waited nearby with the brandy, like a butler 
on call for more , intent upon the cal l for more. The scene 
was revealed to those entering it . Samaria, moving swiftly, 
seeing i n th e dark , switchin g on three lamps, then sitting 
back, unlace d he r boots and let Rose and Rose-lima each 
have a knee to lean back on. 

"Sometimes a  sponge , sometime s a  blotter—that's th e 
way I  was thinking about myself. But I didn't always think 
about mysel f tha t way—only after I  got rich and famous. 
Then I  di d wha t everybod y els e doe s thes e day s when 
they've go t somethin g extr a afte r the y pa y th e ren t and 
buy th e groceries— I decide d ther e mus t b e somethin g 
wrong with me. That's what happens to you when you have 
a little free time and start recollecting about your mother 
and thing s lik e that—yo u decid e something' s gone wrong 
with you. And what the hell were you going to do with all 
that money anyway , besides a Cadillac and a ride in a gon-
dola? You give it to a psychiatrist, just like everybody else. 

"So i t wa s th e shrinke r wh o go t m e starte d thinkin g 
about mysel f a s a  sponge lad y an d a  blotter lady. Three 
grand dropped on Frea k Alley (that's anywhere, my dears, 
below Harle m an d abov e 72n d Street ) fo r tha t informa -
tion—it makes you weep, my dears. I could've bought my-
self a  Vermeer to go with the Gozzoli. But that was before 
I knew any better." 

Lydia Somerleyto n rolle d ove r o n he r stomac h an d 
clenched he r fists . Flyn n poure d Lydi a Somerleyto n an -
other drink. Sh e took one herself, straight from the bottle; 
and passed the bottle on. The room was getting colder, the 
night later . A  bi g wind was rushing up against the house. 
She coul d buil d a  fire. Sh e imagined the cherry-pink and 
siennese gold of Lydi a Somerleyton all naked before a fire 
and nearly fainted. She quickly crossed her thighs. 

"I'll have you know," said Rose-lima, "that we went to 
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Niagara Falls and saw the two B' s go over it in twin barrels. 
The barrels were painted blue, for boys." 

"Hush," sai d Samaria . "I t i s neither wis e no r prope r t o 
speak il l o f th e dead—the y migh t snea k out of their graves 
some nigh t an d com e bac k an d ea t yo u up. " Rose-lim a 
burped. 

"They di d no t survive? " Flyn n aske d irritably : Lydi a 
Somerleyton, al l pin k an d gold, spreadin g her legs , lettin g 
the fire inside . 

"Oh, they survived that part all right," Rose said. 
"Understand," sai d Lydia , happy again, "a sponge soaks 

up anything . Tha t i s the chie f characteristi c o f a  sponge. I 
was we t al l th e time , soakin g up an y an d ever y woma n I 
came near—an y woma n I  fell i n lov e with , o r was enviou s 
of, o r admired , o r hated, o r went t o be d with—an d then I 
talked lik e tha t woman , walke d lik e her , dressed lik e her . 
If she switched from gin to vodka, well, so did I." 

"If yo u as k me, " Ros e muttered , "spong e i s jus t old -
fashioned foam rubber." 

"It wa s no t necessar y t o remar k o n tha t aspec t o f th e 
lady's character," said Samaria sternly. 

"Although i t is true," said Flynn. 
"That's probably wha t make s her such a dynamite mov-

ie star . I'v e see n he r on th e silve r screen—sh e ca n d o any -
body." 

"And sh e ca n sin g an d danc e jus t beautifully! " Rose -
lima added. 

"I'm gla d yo u lik e m e a  lot," said Lydi a Somerleyton . 
"My psychiatris t tol d m e I  was crazy—but o f course I  was 
paying him to tell me that." 

(I will eat her from the toes up, thought Flynn ; all up.) 
"Won't you tel l u s some more?" Samaria asked politely. 

"It i s al l very interestin g an d reminds me of that opera by 
Richard Strauss Veronica composed." 
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"So w e lik e yo u a  lot," sai d Flynn . (First , sh e would 
suck every toe, from cold to hot.) 

"The usua l humbl e beginnings, " Lydi a Somerleyto n 
sighed. "Moderne Screene told the absolute truth. We lived 
on Amsterda m Avenu e i n a  five-room railroad . Th e ol d 
man lived i n th e fron t o f th e apartment and me and my 
mama—Loretta Horoscop e i s her stage name—in the back 
of it . I  had just dropped off t o sleep . And the last thing I 
remembered fro m th e rea l worl d was that beautiful littl e 
yellow radi o ligh t tha t show s th e station s i n th e dark . 
Then, bang, I  was wide awake again and colder than you've 
ever dreamed of—like you don't own your hands and feet 
anymore—they've been frozen t o death and cut off with a 
knife. You can't get any colder than that, can you?" 

"I gues s not, " said Samaria, uncomfortably swallowin g 
a yawn. 

"Well, that' s a  lie. Yo u can  get colde r tha n that , yes , 
you can! That apartment we lived in, let me tell you, most 
of th e tim e was like living in the belly of a  glacier—never 
any heat except the free kind they send up in June, July, 
August, September..." 

"Ah sweab Ah'll nevah go  cowold  agayun! sayed  Mizz 
Scahlett," said Rose-lima. 

"You ca n laug h al l yo u wan t to, " said Lydi a Somer -
leyton, an d hel d ou t he r glass t o Flynn , "bu t I  haven't 
even got to the good part yet." 

The twin s agree d wit h her ; the y nodde d thei r heads. 
Some fur was returning to their shaven scalps. Their heads 
looked like something pale and prickly dredged by mistake 
from the floor of the sea. The windows began to rattle. 

"I wa s cold— I wok e u p col d wit h a  bang . . ." (an d 
clapped her hands!) " . . . becaus e my mama was looking 
before sh e leapt! She'd thrown back the covers and in that 
couple of second s before sh e got in bed with me and cov-
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ered us both up , I' d ha d a  dream abou t bein g a  mastadon 
frozen dee p insid e a  glacier fo r a  million years . I  was thir-
teen and we were doing mastadons in school." 

"I thought we were getting to the good part," Rose said. 
"I'm exhausted." 

"And Bogar t an d Boatwrigh t dea d i n Niagar a Falls , th e 
American side," Rose-lima added. uAnd who knows what's 
happened to Veronica?" 

"My mother , Lorett a Horoscope , wa s daring an d dash -
ing and beautiful i n her youth. I  come by i t all quite natur-
ally. Sh e coul d si t o n he r hair ; and the y like d the m fatte r 
in thos e days . There'r e studi o portrait s o f her—th e kin d 
you pro p u p o n to p o f ol d radios , th e kin d that'r e signe d 
in gold by the photographer—wearing skintight black boot s 
and skintigh t pin k tights . An d a  tight corset . You've never 
seen suc h as s an d tit s you r whol e lif e long ! An d rose s i n 
her hair ! It' s funny yo u mentio n Niagara Falls. One of th e 
first thing s sh e di d t o mak e hersel f famou s wa s t o wal k 
across Niagar a Falls , smiling, on a tight rope and exactly as 
Pve describe d he r excep t fo r th e boots . There' s eve n a 
jerky little movie of her doing it , from Canada to America . 

"But whe n P d grown u p enoug h t o kno w her , sh e wa s 
nothing lik e tha t anymore . Sh e reminde d m e o f tw o vege-
tables I  hated— a carro t i n the summer , toug h an d skinn y 
and crunchy . An d i n winter a  cauliflower—dead whit e and 
bloated." 

But al l a t onc e Flyn n i s struck nearl y unconsciou s by a 
hammer-blow o f memory ; and al l els e wa s slamme d aside; 
and i t wa s pas t midnigh t an d th e cloc k wa s chimin g th e 
quarter hour . I t was her los t brai n machin e com e back in-
side he r head , an d ther e i t was , al l resplenden t plexiglas s 
and fres h an d prett y a s a n ic e cub e an d her ow n darlin g 
brain insid e mutterin g an d pumpin g and—shoul d i t care to 
do so—revealin g al l knowledge . I t was showing itself to her 
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one last time before i t disappeared forever . YOU COULD 
HAVE BEEN A BRAIN MACHINE! said the words writ in 
fire acros s he r vision . I  could hav e been anything, Flyn n 
grieved. He r mout h move d uncontrollably. Th e tears fell. 
It fel t s o horrible i t could have been the loss of lov e that 
hurt her. 

She thought of Hera , born from a brain. Then Hera was 
gone an d replace d b y The  Dance of Salome  by Benozz o 
Gozzolli. Daisy , Flyn n remembers , looks like Salome; and 
Daisy looks like the angel in Lippi's Tobias and the Angel 
And i t wa s Tobias wh o exorcise d th e demo n fro m Sara. 
And i t wa s Sara' s demon who had murdered Sara's seven 
husbands on their seven wedding nights. Hera gleamed, re-
turning as a wet gray muscle. Salome twisted and shivered, 
waiting fo r he r mothe r t o tel l he r what t o do . Sara pre-
tended t o ran t an d rav e with possession. Seven had died. 
Flynn's eyes were dry—memory was gone. 

And she seemed to have missed nothing of Lydia Somer-
leyton's girlhood. She heard the final chime of the quarter 
hour. She heard Lydia talking. 

" . . . an d in winter, all day long, she sat by the little oil 
stove with her skirts up, feet up, reading the ladies' maga-
zines, eating , listenin g t o th e radio . I'l l never forget 'Our 
Gal Sunday—Ca n a  girl from a  Little Mining Town in the 
West Find Happiness with One of England's Richest, Most 
Noble Lords? ' Who knows! Who cares! The next morning I 
got u p an d went to school . The n I  came home and there 
she was , just a s usual—but she shot me a glance. I t was a 
glance entirel y devoi d o f significance . I  had ratted, how-
ever, to the school guidance counselor . . . " 

"They waste a lot o f taxpayers ' money on things like a 
school guidance counselor," said Samaria. "I know that." 

" . . . s o I  said, Listen, Loretta Somerleyton—if that' s 
who you really are—child molestation i s a serious offence. 
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People ge t sen t t o jail . An d sh e said , * I should hop e so! ' 
And that was the end of that! " 

"She skippe d th e goo d part, " sai d Rose . " I kne w sh e 
would." Bu t he r twin was asleep, snoring; her head thrown 
back. Ther e was nothing left t o drink but gin, so Flynn be-
gan to drink it . 

"But m y mothe r ha d a  reputatio n .  .  . " Lydia Somer -
leyton coul d g o o n forever . "M y mother had a reputation. 
The neighborhoo d w e live d i n was Iris h and Puerto Rican. 
She ha d a  reputatio n i n tha t neighborhoo d fo r havin g n o 
memory o f anythin g a t all . Le t m e giv e you a n example : 
she woul d g o dow n t o th e bodega  fo r bread , pay fo r th e 
bread, an d the n forge t tha t she' d adde d a  can of tuna fish 
to her bag on her way out the door. And she would use the 
toilet a t th e corne r ba r an d the n forge t t o flus h i t be -
cause—and Go d know s why!—sh e wante d th e barmai d t o 
see wha t she' d lef t i n th e bowl . Bu t th e gu y behind th e 
counter a t th e bodega  reall y believed  m y mothe r ha d n o 
memory. Bu t I  kne w bette r tha n that , an d th e barmai d 
knew bette r tha n that . An d I  kne w sh e remembere d the 
night before*  But , anyway , sh e too k m e t o th e movie s 
nearly ever y afternoon , an d that' s ho w I  learned ho w t o 
tap danc e an d sing—whe n w e go t bac k home , I' d d o th e 
whole movi e ove r again , an d she' d fee d m e th e cue s and 
hum the music. 

"And sh e ha d th e nerv e t o jus t si t ther e an d say , / 
should hope  so!  An d the n as k m e t o war m u p th e coffe e 
for her . Which I  did; and sh e pu t a  little whiske y i n hers, 
and I  put a  lot of milk in mine so it'd be warm as mother's 
milk, lik e the y say . No t hot , jus t warm . When I  brought 
the coffe e out , sh e slappe d shu t th e Ladies'  Home Com-
panion an d sa t o n it . W e dran k an d ate , an d sh e said , 
'Listen, m y dear , I'v e been readin g "Ca n This Marriage Be 
Saved?" and thi s tim e it' s abou t som e lady' s hubby who's 
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committed th e wors t crim e a  man ca n d o an d ge t awa y 
with—this particular hubby had molested (that's the word) 
a close female relativ e of his , not his wife. There's a lot of 
that goin g around . That' s wh y the y di d a n articl e o n it. 
The marriage counselor thinks that i f the lady would give 
up he r job a t th e telephon e compan y (whic h th e lad y 
thinks of as her career. / had a career!) and stays home and 
takes car e o f he r persona l appearance , the n th e hubb y 
would stop molesting this close female relation. Now what 
I want t o sa y t o yo u i s do you remember that time you 
were four years old and that gorilla I'm married to sat you 
on his lap and went bouncy! bouncy! ride-a-cock-horse? I 
want you to know that that's what child molesting is! All I 
want you to do is know what it is , what the real thing is,' 
she said . . . " 

"Obb-vious!" Flyn n sighed . Sh e sighed; and then swal-
lowed the last of the gin. "Obvious, you poor little thing. 
My darling!" Everybody else in the room was asleep. 

Lydia Somerleyto n go t u p from the floor an d went to 
Flynn's lap. Then both were warm. 

"My mother, " she sai d a t last , "was crazy, you got to 
understand." Sh e twisted Flynn' s curls around her finger. 
"Listen, killer, my mother was crrraazy." She kissed Flynn. 
"My gin-Flynn, bu t no gin for poor me!" Flynn held her 
tighter; she did not want Lydia up and looking for drink. 
"But sh e wa s like me , sh e ha d tw o kind s of idea s about 
herself. With me it's sponge lady and blotter lady. For her 
it was Wonder Woman and Billie Holiday. She was the only 
grownup i n th e whol e world , I  know it , wh o had a sub-
scription—a subscription-to Wonder  Woman—and  ha d ev-
ery record Billie ever cut, I mean it!" 

"It's understandable, understandable . . ." (Flyn n curry-
ing favor), "I mean, you got to do something with yourself 
when you can' t be Loretta Horoscope walking across Niag-
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ara any more!" 
"You understand!"  An d sh e curled like a yellow butter-

ball (despit e the blue denim) all the more closely to Flynn . 
Flynn coul d hav e sprea d he r o n war m toas t an d drenched 
her with honey ; Flyn n coul d hav e tucke d he r insid e a hot 
biscuit and swallowed her whole. 

Flynn licke d th e inne r coil s o f Lydia' s (shell-pink ) ear ; 
but Lydi a talke d abou t Loretta , an d now al l the cats were 
coming home : th e flip-flo p o f thei r ca t doo r i n th e kit -
chen, thei r processiona l entranc e int o th e parlor . The y 
took th e velve t chais e an d began to clean each other vigor-
ously, an d th e whol e roo m shook ; an d it was the cats , not 
the win d outside , causin g th e roo m t o shake . Samaria , i n 
her sleep , shoo k th e twin s of f he r knees , bu t th e twin s 
slept on , collapsed one on top of the other against the rosy 
wool; and they snored and gasped further into the dark. 

" . . . wor e her Wonder Woman suit in broad daylight, in 
public. She made it herself—but no t really so extraordinary 
when yo u conside r i t wasn' t tha t different , excep t for the 
colors, fro m th e se x outfit s sh e ha d whe n she was Loretta 
Horoscope.. ." 

"That gold band around the forehead, too?" 
"Certainly, yes, indeed!" 
"Like bein g marrie d t o you r ow n brain! " An d Flyn n 

laughed, delighte d a t the brillianc e tha t ha d flashe d u p s o 
unexpectedly fro m her mouth. What a wonderful idea ! 

"Blue-black hair , an d a  circle o f gold , just lik e th e pic -
tures i n th e comics , an d i n public . Yo u wouldn' t kno w 
about th e uppe r Wes t side—bu t i f yo u knew  th e uppe r 
West side , yo u woul d kno w yo u ca n b e a s upfront weir d 
there a s you wan t t o b e and no butterfly nets . I  mean sex-
change operations , fo r instance , managin g sixty-nine-cent -
discounts an d ol d ladie s identifying themselve s as the Lion 
of Judah . . . anythin g anybody wants . . . " 
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"Bearded Jewis h neurotic s carryin g bag s from Zabar' s 
and The New York  Review of Books'' Flyn n added. "And 
the communis t part y an d librar y card s fro m Columbi a 
University..." 

"Flynn? You have been around. I hate it." 
"Finish abou t you r mother. " (He r righ t han d swee t 

against the sweet right buttock). 
"Her favorite ac t wa s to g o t o th e matine e a t Loew's 

with . .. " 
"Low-eeease!" 
" . . . wit h he r tru e Wonder identit y conceale d by an 

old black velvet cape from her Loretta Somerleyton days. 
She'd watc h al l of th e movie, then hang out in the lobby 
beside th e gilde d nymph s an d wai t fo r th e hig h schoo l 
drop-outs and the Golden Age clubbers to show up. Then 
they'd ge t there . Then she'd just ease up to one or two-
like sh e wa s goin g t o as k th e tim e o r something—AN D 
FLASH! She' d revea l he r tru e colors ! 

"The person would stand there scared shitless. And then 
while she had him in shock, mama would grab him by the 
arm and say, right in the face, Well,  tell  me—who do I  re-
mind you of,  schmuck? Who  do  you think  I am, sonny?— 
or, old  man?— whatever—and sh e woul d neve r give him a 
chance to think. Right off, she' d yell, WONDER WOMAN! 
at th e to p o f he r lungs-WCWD£/ ? WOMAN,  you  stupid 
bastard! or WONDER  WOMAN!  You  criminal  little jerk-
off! And sometimes—if the y didn' t try to run or hit her or 
scream o r anything—she' d sho w the m th e muscl e i n her 
arm, fle x he r biceps , yo u know , an d tel l the m wha t she 
was going to do to them if they didn't clear right away off 
her turf.. ." 

The cat s al l purred , revvin g lik e expensiv e sport s car 
motors. It was a noisy middle-of-the-night . 

"Charles Atlas graduates kicking sand . . ." sai d Flynn. 
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"That stuf f wa s o n th e back  pag e o f th e comi c book , 
but I  kno w wha t you mean . I  asked he r one time , I  said, 
Mama, how'd yo u ge t tha t muscle—slingin g th e ol d gorilla 
from th e floo r t o th e bed , i s tha t how ? An d she' d say , 
Hell, no! From crossing Niagara! 

"Our favorit e movi e wa s 'Singin g i n th e Rain. ' I  could 
do Nin a Foch , Gen e Kell y and , also—bu t wit h difficulty -
Leslie Caron . W e sa w i t abou t sixtee n times . Afte r tha t 
movie—I wis h yo u couldV e see n he r flexin g he r biceps ! 
Arms like gian t clenche d L's—bu t people starte d throwing 
popcorn a t her . The y ha d al l go t use d t o her , s o the y 
treated he r wit h contempt , yo u know . Th e Golde n Ag e 
Club started throwing the popcorn. Desiccated old  assholes, 
she'd yell at them. I'd be hiding in the ladies' room." 

Outside, rai n fallin g down , rattlin g like silve r i n a  dish-
pan. Th e murdere r acros s th e wate r woul d b e gettin g 
drenched an d angry . Ho w woul d anyon e kno w wha t hi s 
women were feeling? Nothing, perhaps; or just a little cold. 
Tomorrow, becaus e o f th e weather , Samari a woul d pre -
dictably serv e u p a  Pickwick  Papers  meal ; an d n o on e 
would feel hungry for days afterwards. 

" . . . an d my ol d man , when h e worked a t all, did day 
wages a t the fis h market , corne r o f 89t h an d Amsterdam . 
He pried ope n clams , shoveled ice, cleaned shrimp . .. tha t 
kind o f thing . Sometimes , whe n sh e wa s Billi e Holiday , 
she'd wal k u p tha t far , bu t onl y whe n h e wa s workin g 
t h e r e . . . " 

"Humming under her breath o r singing ou t loud ? Billi e 
Holiday—I though t sh e was a  black woman . Your mother, 
Loretta Horoscope—fro m th e look s o f you—ha d t o b e 
white." 

"In blackface , o f course ! Sh e had  to—wha t woul d a 
white gardeni a loo k lik e agains t a  white  face , I  ask you ? 
Death! i s th e answer . An d wor e a  purple sequinne d dres s 
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and carrie d a n oversize silver mesh handbag with a  bottle 
of tabasc o i n it—t o go with the butterfly shrim p she was 
going t o tak e fro m th e fish store . And forget t o pay for. 
She'd sin g th e song s ou t lou d sometimes, and sometimes 
she'd hum . I t woul d depen d o n th e weathe r conditions , 
like for everybody." 

"I understand. Nobody feel s like singing in the rain, for 
instance." 

"Right. Yo u sin g out lou d whe n th e sun' s shinin g o n 
you. Hav e you eve r know n a  soul wh o really did sing in 
the shower?" 

"We just hav e bathtubs . I  wa s bor n here , a s fa r a s I 
know." 

"She didn't really walk that far just for the shrimp. The 
shrimp was a bonus. She went because the fish store had a 
big sign she loved out front . I t was painted white with lit-
tle blu e wave s a t th e to p an d bottom ; and i t said , WE 
SELL EVERYTHING THAT SWIMS. 

The sleepers , th e cat s an d th e people , shifte d an d 
creaked an d sighed : Lydi a Somerleyto n ha d shoute d the 
sign. 

"She'd ge t ther e alway s a t on e of the busiest times of 
the day—when all the faggots and the so-called career girls 
were picking up stuff fo r their tacky little dinner parties— 
the liquor store was right next to the fish store—and she'd 
stand aroun d unti l everybod y notice d tha t she was Billie 
Holiday i n blackfac e (th e gardenia , by the way, was arti-
ficial, bu t real silk); and then she'd grab the old man (who 
was pretending h e didn't see her) and yell, Hey, buster,  I 
see you got  everything  that swims here! Is that right? And 
the ol d man—helples s i n he r iro n grip , an d I  mean it -
would mutter, Yeah, go home. 

"But she'd just yell again, Hey, fatso! I didn't hear you! 
You say you sell  everything that swims? and Yes, Ma'am, 
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my ol d ma n woul d finall y answer . THEN  GIVE  ME A 
COUPLA SLICES OF ESTHER WILLIAMS! An d the n 
start laughing her ass off an d slap him on the back so hard 
that onc e h e puke d hi s gut s ou t i n the clam basket; and 
then she'd strut on off down the street." 

"Did she get the shrimp? You were poor then, I guess." 
Flynn thought o f Veronica' s thousands; of Lydia' s movie-
millions; the littl e re d car, the paintings in the Fric k Mu-
seum, the solid gold hair. 

"First thing, of course , she got the shrimp." And Lydia 
fell asleep. All in the twinkling of an eye. Flynn saw it hap-
pen; and after i t had happened, i t was as if Lydi a Somer-
leyton had never been there at all. 

The wind, too. I t had raked the weather and left, in the 
twinkling of an eye. But the rain had left behind it a flood; 
the lake would swell and put all it could underwater. Flynn 
knew what was on the other side of the lake; she could al-
ways tell safet y fro m danger , as easily as though one were 
a woman an d th e other , a  man. It was that easy for her. 
She ha d know n fro m th e beginnin g o f it . Sh e thought , 
drunkenly, o f th e babies; she thought of herself swimming 
with a  rifle i n her jaws. But she would drown in the rain; 
but nothin g sh e did would brin g back th e brain machine, 
nor the immemorial feel of it. 

In love wit h Lydi a Somerleyton , sh e ha d found ou t a 
new thing about herself: that she had no sense of direction. 
She could not , especially, tel l nort h from south. And then 
she though t o f anothe r ne w thing : sh e kne w tha t Lizzie 
Borden ha d don e it . Fort y whacks . Sh e gave her mother 
forty whacks . An d when she saw what she had done, she 
gave her father forty-one. I t was as if Lizzi e herself la y in 
her arms and told her the truth; as if Lizzi e had rolled up 
her sleeves, clenched her arms into giant L' s to sho w how 
strong she had had to be to do it. 
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But the n th e electricit y firs t wavered , nex t struggled ; 
next gav e u p t o th e dark , al l powe r gone . A  new wind be-
gan, liftin g noise s neve r ther e befor e ou t o f th e house . 
Flynn realize d that , wit h darkness , sh e ha d shu t he r eyes ; 
but wh y ha d Lorett a Somerleyto n lef t th e tightrope , th e 
high wire , th e tumble s i n thi n air—her career!—for the fis h 
market, fo r Lydia , fo r blackfac e an d th e red , white , an d 
blue? 

She lifte d Lydi a an d shoo k her . "Why? " she asked , ur-
gently. 

"Because sh e wa s nearly burned to death in her last pro-
fessional appearance, " Lydi a answere d promptly . "Ho w i t 
all happened—well , i t wa s thi s way . Fro m on e thin g an d 
another, she' d los t a  lo t o f weigh t an d Harol d bega n t o 
think sh e wa s to o skinn y fo r publi c appeal , fo r th e musi c 
halls; and tha t onl y peopl e wit h privat e mean s coul d no w 
afford wha t Lorett a Somerleyton had become. He thought 
and thought ; an d on e da y just looke d a t he r an d realized 
the Livin g Candelabr a Girl—fo r the m wh o coul d affor d 
it. Sor t o f lik e th e girl-out-of-the-cak e numbe r bu t hig h 
class . . . " Lydi a wa s aslee p again , he r heav y hea d eve r 
weightier on Flynn's shoulder. 

It didn' t matter ; th e pictur e wa s clear . Skinn y Lorett a 
with jus t enoug h fles h lef t i n th e prope r places , hustle d 
through th e bac k hall , pas t th e lesse r Gobeli n woodwor k 
("There's some  mone y t o b e got ou t o f Gobelin, " Veron-
ica ha d onc e yawned ) an d the n tucke d int o a  smal l bu t 
well-appointed (red ? pin k an d white? ) boudoir. (Gil t swan 
bed; wit h chambe r pot ; with flickerin g ga s light . I t wa s a 
royal huntin g lodge. ) Harol d give s her a  supportive pat on 
the behind , a  tweak o f th e cheek , an d disappears with the 
props, which are: 

A human-sized , woode n X , decorated—every inc h of it— 
by a n expensiv e Germa n pornographi c wood-carve r ( a 
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Catherine wheel) ; a  Loretta wheel , custom-carpentere d t o 
Loretta's ne w siz e an d engineere d wit h silve r hook s an d 
chains t o twir l he r slowl y (he r weigh t th e trigger ) abov e 
the banque t table ; an d twent y whit e candle s (an d five 
spares); an d twent y holder s al l especiall y carve d t o fi t a 
specific curv e o f her : th e forehead , th e breasts , th e belly , 
the outstretche d arm s an d knee s an d fee t (knees , thighs , 
biceps, clenche d fists) . Bu t on e candl e singularl y differ -
ent—thicker, longer , an d elaborate d int o rose s a t it s base. 
Now where would that candle go? 

She would be naked, but modesty achieved with shadow 
is n o laughin g matter . Th e gent s woul d hav e t o stan d o n 
their chairs to get a really good look. Maybe over the port. 

Before dinner, the anonymous Mr. X (terrifying to imag-
ine who h e reall y was ; but Harold knew) woul d bring Lor-
etta, wit h hi s own hands , a  glass of something to quiet her 
tremulous nerves : a  soft ra p at th e door , a view of handle-
bar moustaches , th e charmin g smil e impossibl e to disrupt: 
"My dea r .  .  . ' " Lorett a ha d bee n doin g he r hair , an d 
smudging a  littl e roug e her e an d ther e t o deceiv e th e ey e 
into believing that flat was round—from a  distance. Did she 
stand t o dro p a  curtse y (stil l i n he r dressin g gown) ? Or , 
forecasting Wonde r Woman, glare, clench , deman d that he 
tell her who she reminded him o f . .. ? 

A twelve-cours e banque t fo r fathers , sons, grandfathers. 
It was cognac the y poure d ont o Loretta' s pubi c bush , the 
burning bush—only what they had at hand. " . .. An d only 
your kis s ca n put ou t th e fire! " I s that an y wa y t o ru n a 
railroad? 

"You should a see n her down there—all scarred and dead 
white, an d coul d neve r fee l a  thin g n o matte r wha t I 
did . . ." Lydi a muttered. 

Pale scars I loved beside the Shal-i-mar! To look a t some-
thing i n th e dark , d o no t loo k directl y a t it . Loo k t o th e 
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right of Samaria , or a little to the left; then you'll see her. 
Flynn did that, but still could not see. They had all crept 
up to bed, the cats with them. 

The stor m wa s rumbling acros s th e count y line , awa y 
from there . Bu t the rain had returned and would not stop 
all th e night long, and there would be mould and mildew 
in the bookcases—as if she cared. She turned her palm and 
slid i t beneat h Lydia' s shirt , bumpin g i t dow n the verte-
brae to the tailbone, feeling for something round to hold. 
But th e han d wa s too cold , and Lydia shivered and com-
plained. And Lydia's skin, too, was like ice. They gave up 
and stumble d t o bed , to sleep. Nothing else was going to 
happen. 

It too k unti l nearly noon for the sun to reach through 
the curtain s o f th e Gran d Stree t windows . When i t did , 
Flynn wok e up . Th e visito r fro m th e nigh t befor e wa s 
crashing the part s o f the percolator together and running 
water. The Martinson can thudded to its side, rolled across 
the tiled formica; there came the grainy spill of coffee onto 
the floor . Flyn n rolled over for an extra doze. Waste not, 
want not . A bird in the mouth is worth two across town. 
There i s no intimac y betwee n woma n and woman which 
is no t precede d b y a  long narrativ e o f th e mother ; and 
"Motherfuck!" shoute d he r visito r t o th e wate r boilin g 
over, scalding her hand. 
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tempting to  tame  a  lion,  was  nearly  eaten; attempting 
flight, shattered her arms and legs; attempting love, broke 



her heart. But  she survived all vicissitudes until,  at the age 
of thirty-six,  she  was captured, ordered  to be burnt: "And 
the flames made a sort of  arch, like a ship's sail filled with 
the wind, and  they were  like a wall round Placidia's body; 
and she looked, not like  burning  flesh, but  like bread in 
the oven or gold and silver being refined in a furnace." 

He sat all by himself i n the van, colder (his mind chat-
tered) tha n a  nun's cunt . H e was reasonably certai n that 
exposure would finish off the babies. 

With hi s rifle , h e ha d kille d on e o f th e wome n out -
right; but had only wounded the other—seriously, from the 
sound of her cries—but there were no more bullets left to 
make her finally die . He sat behind the driver's seat, look-
ing only to his left. I f he looked in any other direction, he 
would see them, or the pieces of them ; and a piece was as 
bad as the whole to see. He could slog on foot out of here, 
going back the way he had driven in, but maybe there was 
quicksand, mayb e snakes . H e would not , either, abandon 
the van. It had been hard work getting hold of this van. If 
he ever got out of here, he promised, he would become a 
gospel singe r an d mak e a  lot o f mone y an d the y woul d 
love him again. But the back of his guitar had cracked, un-
glued, in the damp and water; but somehow he would find 
another. H e could fin d a  chick an d take her guitar away 
from her. I am God Fuck, he said out loud. 

He should b e hungry , bu t h e didn't fee l hungr y at all. 
They were beginning to smell bad. Something smelled bad. 
If the y caugh t him, they would put him in prison, which 
would b e wron g an d wicke d o f them . H e thought , I f I 
could swim , then I  would abando n the van; then I  would 
swim to that house over there and kill al l the people in it 
and liv e ther e forever . Th e tw o littl e girl s who use d t o 
come there , suc k cunt , clim b willows , ea t raw tomatoes, 
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could swim like fish. H e closed his eyes; he experienced a 
few seconds of dream : two little girls were pulling him by 
ropes through the water, as though he were a boat. 

He opene d hi s eyes . Th e wate r wa s s o terribl e i t had 
waves, and the van's running board was sunk down in the 
mud. The wheels had disappeared yesterday. If they didn't 
help hi m soon , h e woul d di e here ; he kne w that . Ange r 
made him so hot; he was suddenly sweating he was so hot; 
when were they going to come and help him? Why  didn't 
they com e an d help ? H e would kil l them for this . I t was 
raining again , th e kin d tha t laste d forever ; an d th e lef t 
front o f the van sank suddenly a  foot further; and now he 
had to sit on a slant, lean, and it hurt his stomach. To calm 
himself (h e had begun to weep) he planned what it would 
be lik e when it was all new for him again. He would have 
five ne w girls , an d tw o o f them would be the little cunt-
suckers from across the water. He gave them names: Sweet, 
Sour, Mother , Daddy , Baby . An d h e promise d h e would 
.not use guns any more, but piano wire to kil l people, but 
he woul d hav e t o practic e firs t wit h pian o wire . The y 
would al l live in the great outdoors, in real man's country, 
how about Arizona? When each girl got to be sixteen, she 
would bea r hi m a  son. When tha t gir l wa s seventeen , he 
would make the others kill her and roast her and eat her. 
That would be the religion part. He would get some boys, 
too, to be his right hands; but he would always be the best 
and first.  H e woul d giv e himsel f a  ne w name . Hi s new 
name migh t b e Lots a Luck , an d nothin g woul d eve r go 
wrong again. Bayonets, guns, wire-cutters, movies, broads, 
everything I want. 

Bogart and Boatwright had argued for a little while, but 
that wa s because they were shy and a little excited . Ros e 
and Rose-lima , afte r all , coul d not—probably—b e wrong ; 
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they had, after all, taught them the words to "Paper Doll." 
Who knew? Th e girl s migh t hav e mad e all the differenc e 
between poo r an d rich , betwee n knowing and not know-
ing. It was the little things that counted; but they wanted 
to wait until morning. The middle of the night, especially 
after Niagara, was a terrible time for anything. 

"We can wait until morning." 
"Somebody migh t se e yo u then . D o you wan t some -

body to see you in women's clothes?" 
"We don't want that." "I don't think we want that." 
"Look at the dresses, aren't they pretty?" 
"They're very pretty, they're very soft." 
"And th e prett y underpants are pink." "No, you can't 

touch them until you're putting them on." 
"It doesn' t matter anyway. We could never wear wom-

en's clothes. We won't do it." 
"So you don't want to know? So you don't want to be 

rich?" "We promise yo u tha t Dol l wil l b e nothin g but a 
sham; Doll will be nothing but a piece of shit—she will not 
sell—until you know all about women that you don't know 
now." 

"Do yo u believ e them , Boatwright ? D o yo u believ e 
women ge t togethe r i n th e dar k an d d o thing s that men 
never kno w about? " "It could be. There is nothing else I 
can thin k o f t o explain what they are—do you remember 
Harold dancing with Doll, but then Harold was Veronica?" 

"We hav e lon g flowin g golde n hai r fo r you . W e have 
soft, long dresses of the finest linen for you." 

"We would be ashamed. They would know and laugh at 
us." "But, Bogart , they say the women will kill  us if they 
know w e ar e men." "And men have disappeared mysteri-
ously before and never been heard of since—you never hear 
of that happening to women." 

"It all adds up, doesn't it, fellas?" 
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"How coul d thos e wome n b e ther e acros s th e lake— 
doing that— night afte r nigh t al l ou r live s an d w e neve r 
knew?" "Bogart , you idiot , because they ar e a secret! We 
would be the first to know, and then we will have Doll per-
fect—she will be no different fro m the real thing." "Boat-
wright, she would be the real thing!" 

"We will row you across. We will steer a little to the left, 
to the willows nearest the water. When you get out of the 
boat, hold your skirts up carefully an d climb the trees. If 
you are detected, what you are doing will only seem right 
and natural." 

"I'm sorr y we haven't been nicer to them. They are so 
sweet and generous." "It's their nature, don't worry." 

"Of course, fellas. And—what is  noble every heart loves 
best": Veronica had, one summer, produced The  Bacchae 
instead o f Hamlet.  Rose an d Rose-lim a stil l knew all the 
lines. 

So that when they come back in the dark, making noise 
to wak e him , the y were bloodthirsty ghosts , all in white, 
come for revenge and sailing through the air; and at first he 
sat tigh t an d tremble d and moaned; but then with al l his 
strength h e ra n to them , furiou s tha t the y should try to 
spoil everything , an d pulle d the m on e by one out o f the 
air by their ankles and when he had them on the ground he 
took hi s knife and killed them again at the throat and then 
knew more than anyone else ever had, that ghosts shed real 
blood. O r the y coul d hav e bee n lions , wit h lon g golden 
manes, who had no right to be there. 
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Euphrosyne of  Polotsk,  a  twelfth  century  recluse,  from 
early age  refused  to  leave  her  room.  Much  later,  after 
many adventures,  she  was  accused of  immodesty  and  sev-
eral fruitless attempts  were  made  to  force  her  to  perform 
useful work. With  sweet patience,  she  rode out  the  storm. 

Flynn sa t dow n i n th e ho t dus t o f Veronica' s work -
shop an d waited fo r th e twin s t o com e an d ge t her . The y 
had promise d he r " a finale , befor e winte r reall y comes. " 
She twiste d Lydi a Somerleyton' s letters  i n her fingers and 
hoped tha t Lydi a Somerleyto n wa s therefor e chokin g t o 
death. 

She ha d wake d tha t mornin g int o India n summer ; and 
it wa s tw o day s befor e Hallowe'en.  Sh e ha d wake d t o 
cats pressin g agains t he r thigh s an d ha d rolle d ove r t o 
press her front agains t Lydi a Somerleyton's back (already , 
the habi t forme d an d pronounced) ; bu t Lydi a Somerley -
ton ha d bee n replace d b y col d line n space . An d there had 
been n o noises  fro m th e bathroom ; and there had been no 
breathless voic e risin g i n conversatio n u p throug h th e 
weakening floorboards . 

Instead, ther e wer e fiftee n gloss y stil l photograph s an d 
three envelope s ful l o f letters  o n the pillow—which shoul d 
have bee n collapse d beneat h tha t hair . The pictures curled 
at the edges; the envelopes were numbered one, two, three. 
But Flyn n go t u p t o pis s first , an d t o kno w fo r sure what 
she suspected—tha t he r knee s woul d knock , whe n sh e 
walked, like the jaw of the Hamlet skull . 

As soo n a s sh e sat , someon e bange d o n th e door . Th e 
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wide-awake voic e o f Ros e calling , "Don't take i t so hard, 
Flynn, there' s always more where that came from." "Get 
away fro m here! " Flyn n croaked ; and wiped , waited , a t 
last heard the bare feet, heel-first, pound away. 

The typewrite r ou t in the hall began to clatter . Veron-
ica had come home. 

All th e photographs were signed with the same inscrip-
tion: "Bes t o f luc k t o a  sweet kid . With fon d memory , 
Lydia Somerleyton." 

She must have been up by dawn; she must have worked 
through the middle of the night to accomplish so much. In 
dark blue ink, with a real fountain pen. She opened the en-
velopes; the pictures were stil l no more than shining blurs. 
Number one: "My darling, try to think of it this way—as if 
you wer e Georg e Gordon , Lor d Byron , an d I  were th e 
beloved Annabella . Fou r day s only ! An d world-famous ! 
Them, then us. Love forever, Lydia." Number two: " I will 
think o f yo u always . Never forget. Lov e Always, Lydia." 
Number three: "I want to be alone. L." 

Three piece s o f paper , eac h folde d int o thre e parts . 
Flynn le t the m go . They ruffled acros s the sheet and the 
cats rearranged themselves to lie on top of them. 

Three sheets of paper , each folded into three parts. And 
now i t wa s hot again , a s i f th e cold days had never hap-
pened, o r would neve r return . The typewriter ran ahead. 
Outside, Samari a striking th e targe t a t perfectly coordin -
ated intervals . Life as usual. Flyn n had buried the rabbits, 
splintered their cage; had destroyed the fifty pages of notes 
and dumpe d al l th e expensive plastic , glass, wire into the 
garbage—all a t to p spee d t o hurr y bac k t o Lydi a Somer-
leyton. There was now a silver-framed photograp h of Ver-
onica wit h th e tw o Littl e Princesse s proppe d u p o n th e 
parlor table—th e sam e tabl e wher e he r brai n ha d onc e 
meant to live. She began to go through the Lydia pictures, 
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her num b finger s lookin g fo r som e secre t messag e whic h 
would cancel the mistaken letters. 

They wer e i n chronologica l order , bu t Flyn n coul d no t 
help bu t mi x the m u p a s she thre w the m on e by one over 
the sid e o f th e be d where , o n th e floor , a  third ca t me t 
each an d bega n t o lic k whateve r delicious coating held the 
image t o th e paper . Sh e wa s about fiv e year s old an d i n a 
starched white pinafore an d sausage curls. One dainty hand 
lifted th e he m o f he r skirt ; th e othe r hel d t o th e white -
gloved pa w o f som e Bojangle s brute . The y wer e ta p danc-
ing. An d ther e wa s a  line o f choru s girls, al l kickin g thei r 
left legs up, at the edge of the painted steamship backdrop. 
Then sh e wa s abou t fourteen , i n a  Sears-Roebuc k plai d 
dress wit h pete r pa n collar ; girl scou t shoes ; hair torture d 
into plaits , tie d wit h re d bows ; and staring premenstrually 
moody throug h a  tenement window , smilin g wistfully a t a 
big-city tree . An d the n sh e was hugging a  horse around its 
neck. An d the n sh e wa s jitterbugging i n bobby-sox , he r 
skirt twirle d s o hig h he r underpants showed . An d sh e was 
in antebellu m ruffle s racin g acros s a n antebellu m porch ; 
and somethin g larg e an d antebellu m seeme d to be burning 
on th e distan t horizon . An d sh e wa s o n a  beach , i n th e 
tiniest o f bikinis , holdin g a  stripe d bal l agains t he r hip . 
(Much large r i n th e bosom , Flyn n observed, on paper than 
she ha d bee n i n flesh . Eithe r th e camer a o r Flyn n wa s ly -
ing.) I n a  Carmelit e habit , pal e hands flickering (lik e tw o 
white doves ) abov e som e brow n an d ragge d kiddies . I n a 
slit skirt , ankle-strap high heels, much dark lipstick. I n lacy 
satin, th e colo r o f her pink Caucasian flesh, being lifted in-
to bed . I n existentialist Paris : black leotard, ballet slippers. 
"Love forever, Lydia. " 

On on e o f th e fou r famou s days , Lydi a ha d trie d t o 
make Flynn get inside the little red car and be driven to the 
ocean. "Th e ocea n i s nearl y thre e hundre d mile s away, " 
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Flynn ha d said ; and Flynn could think o f better ways to 
spend thei r time. Bu t in the next hour Lydia had refused 
to do anything but talk about all the oceans of th e world 
and hersel f buoye d i n them , hersel f besid e them , herself 
swimming an d sailin g them , Pacific , Atlantic , Caribbean , 
the Red Sea of Israel. 

Lydia had said, "On Cape Cod one night I  sat out on a 
deck abov e th e bay . Ther e wa s a  quarter-moon shinin g 
down on the black water, and the water was chopping the 
moon up into pieces of gold . I t was the Stairway to Para-
dise, an d there was me tap dancing up and down it , from 
moon to water and back again." 

When Lydi a had finishe d talking , they had gone on to 
do othe r thing s together . No w Flyn n wa s remembering 
that she had never refused the invitation to the ocean. She 
had not said yes or no. She had only pointed out that the 
ocean was three hundred miles away. 
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Highest motives were attributed to BathiWs and Anne's at-
titude of resignation—their unwillingness to  repel  injustice 
to themselves  by  force and violence. They  were, therefore, 
reverenced as "passion-bearers," or voluntary sufferers. 

If sh e cam e t o my door this moment, I  swear I would 
turn her away. I  would say , "Oh my goodness, I wish you 
had called first—I'm busy: working, taking a bath, playing 
poker, shoein g m y horse , perfectin g th e detonator which 
will blow Eastern Standard Time to smithereens." 

Besides, I  am i n n o moo d t o b e a  lover. Tw o terrible 
things have happened to me today. So I feed the cat, I feed 



Nelly. I  pull the bedspread over me and lie down. I get up 
and take the phone off the hook, then I crawl in bed again. 
But m y myster y i s on the bathroom floor, an d if I  don't 
get u p again , I'l l neve r kno w wh o th e murdere r is . And 
while I' m up I have to find Nelly' s galoshes, then find her 
door keys, then recite all the things she'd better not do: do 
not sta y ou t past dark, do not speak to strangers , do not 
shoot smack but bring it home to mama. An ice-blue river 
is running through that space between my eyeballs and my 
brain, an d that' s where I  daily shoot the rapids as I leave 
home t o g o b e a  schoolteacher with my shopping bag of 
paperbacks. Two terrible things happened today. 

I have sixteen students in my class. I used to have seven-
teen; but numbe r seventeen—Minnie—was las t week forci -
bly removed . Minni e coul d ge t to o excitable—everythin g 
that happened excited her; and then she would pick up her 
aluminum and plastic desk and bang it rhythmically against 
the floor; and she would talk, louder and louder every day, 
to some unseen Mr. Interlocutor, stopping only to inquire 
when she could expect the test. 

Today, six days later, she returned; but did not come in-
side. Sh e stoo d outsid e an d kicke d th e doo r to the class 
hard and loud. Bu t that wasn't so bad—it gave me and the 
sixteen time to scratch, stretch, light cigarettes. It was one 
more thing we could get used to. But then she stopped the 
kicking an d bega n t o bea t wit h her fists, using them like 
sledge hammers: the long swing back, then bang. It was as 
though she'd been locked insid e some place that wouldn't 
let he r out. Bu t our door was not locked—she could have 
turned th e handl e and come in. The sixteen stared at the 
door, then at me: I  could tell they were expecting to hear, 
"Let me  out  of  here!"  coming fro m on e throa t o r an-
other. Minnie did shout, but not that. Betwee n beats , she 
shouted, "Filthy woman, sexy woman, filthy woman, sexy 
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woman!" I t cam e throug h th e woo d soundin g lik e some 
highly specialized Caribbean calypso. Indeed, I caught one 
of th e sixteen beginning to tap her toe. Bu t what I  heard 
was grief-filled , raving , lik e the last of the Late Quartets: 
Sunday afternoon at the Frick. Our soloist will follow with 
three Mozart arias from The Abduction from the Seraglio. 

"Keep your seats and shut your mouths!" I order. Then 
I open the door myself, braced for Minnie to fling herself 
into m y arms . Surprisingly , sh e keep s he r balance ; and 
keeps o n beatin g with he r fists , no w a t nothin g bu t th e 
thin air between us. 

So I  shut th e doo r and return to my chair. But I have 
got a  good look ; and now the door is shut again and she 
can begin to kill again when she's ready. One of the sixteen 
makes bold: Well,  what did she look like?  I answer, Well 
she's skinnier than ever. Her legs and arms are like knotted 
cord. She' s dyed her hair red. Her lipstick i s thick, nearly 
black. Her blouse i s nylon and pink, and has ruffles at the 
neck an d wrists . She' s wearing a  plastic miniskir t wit h a 
belt made of what looks like Canadian pennies. Her stock-
ings ar e twisted ; an d jus t belo w he r lef t kne e there' s a 
scrap o f toile t pape r stuc k t o congealin g blood . O n her 
feet, white , sling-back sandals with high heels. As a matter 
of fact, there are straps everywhere. Her hair is strapped in-
to curls . Her mouth is strapped int o a smile—yes, indeed! 
She was smiling all the time, and her teeth were white and 
clean. Ther e are long purple nails strapped to the ends of 
her fingers , an d he r ea r lobe s ar e strappe d t o rhinestone 
clips." 

The sixtee n no d thei r head s up and down, concentrat-
ing, memorizing, i n case they ar e examined on the subject 
of Minnie; but, as a matter of fact , none of them matters 
anymore: any minute now I  am going crazy; but i t won't 
be my fault. Sinc e i t is spring, floods will happen I cannot 
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stop. Th e reservo n da m i s crackin g wid e apart , th e blu e 
water risin g an d bursting into falls. Forty janitors with for -
ty mop s ar e hurrying , a s fas t a s they can , slursh , bang. I 
could ope n th e doo r agai n an d figh t her , her e an d now , 
challenge he r t o th e death . Choos e th e weapon , pistol , 
shiv, sword . I  could brea k he r i n hal f with my bare hands; 
could gra b her when her back's turned, in the ladies' room, 
in the elevator. 

In this school , al l th e secretarie s ar e women an d al l the 
teachers ar e queers . Minni e wants one of those secretaries: 
she's bee n grabbin g a t a  blonde priz e wh o sit s behind th e 
office Royal . This morning, Minnie, making haste, knocked 
the Roya l on the floor. And sh e spilled the vase of jonquils 
the secretary's mama had put there. 

The residen t shrin k has whispered to me. The shrink has 
whispered t o th e secretary . Th e shrink * talks ou t lou d t o 
Minnie, an d says , Trust  me.  Minni e replies, I'll trust you i f 
you'll drink  me— but I don't mea n anythin g dirt y by that , 
it's what I read in a book. You grow up or down. 

Again, th e shrink catches up with me (padding up on lit-
tle buffal o feet) . H e says , Sh e doesn' t comprehen d ho w 
you can have a daughter out of your own body an d also do 
the thing s you d o t o th e bodie s o f women ? You , h e says, 
are driving her nuts . Winks. He comprehends . He says, Ev-
erytime I  tak e m y wif e t o a  party , there' s som e lesbia n 
there wh o put s th e mak e o n her . Hi s blue movi e unreel s 
and cast s itsel f flicker-glitte r agains t m y face ; whereupo n 
the dyke springs a leak. 

Sitting o n th e toile t i n th e Algonqui n Hotel , I  am read-
ing a n articl e entitled , "Organi c Farmin g i n Nebraska : 
'Wonderful t o Far m Tha t Wa y Again. ' "  Organic Garden-
ing, August, 1974. 1 stole it from a  table on my way out o f 
the fullsome lobby . 
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Daisy is twenty minutes late; and it was her idea to meet 
me here, not mine. I can't afford it ; but she will expect me 
to pay . I' d rathe r be home, safe in bed, figuring out new 
ways to persuade that woman to love me back. A blizzard 
is predicted; and I'd rather be home in bed. Crop rotation, 
chemicals, an d $10- $ 12 a n acre . Outsid e m y stall , some-
one is shuffling fro m foot t o foot befor e th e mirror; she's 
whipping a  brush dow n lon g straigh t hair . I t sounds like 
brown hair. 

I take my time. I  memorize the part I like best. I t will 
be something to discuss with Daisy, in case she has nothing 
to say. I f I  get back to the lobby and she's still not there, I 
will hav e t o orde r martin i numbe r two ; and she'l l neve r 
have time to catch up with me. I  clear my throat and first 
speak th e title : "Garbage  Worms  in  the  Planting Row?" 
then forge right ahead: "A word of warning should be in-
serted here"—(m y voic e i s onl y moderatel y loud)—"th e 
worms that you raise in your garbage pit—the Red Wiggler 
or Eisenia  foetida—will d o a splendid job of turnin g your 
garbage into castings whose nitrogen content is almost fab-
ulous—five time s that of good soil. But he almost certainly 
will not live in your plant row unless you keep feeding him 
compost there—a s you di d i n th e bo x o r pit. The fellow 
who is good for your garden—the geophilous or soil-loving 
worm—is bluish instead of reddish and he prefers literally 
to ea t hi s way throug h the soil rather chan through your 
garbage pai l o r compos t pile . Th e Re d Wigglers you pu t 
out in the garden row will, when they die, fertilize the soil 
with thei r bodies . Bu t there are better and less expensive 
ways of enriching the earth. Of course this does not apply 
to the castings which are an excellent fertilizer and highly 
recommended for all plants as a side—or top—dressing." 

I leav e ou t th e las t sentence . Th e write r ha s overex-
tended himself; and when I  had raised my voice to declare 
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"feeding th e compost " ha d drive n awa y th e hairbrusher . 
Her departure had been a swish, a moan, a clatter. 

I flushed, I  droppe d Organic  Gardening to th e floor, I 
did not wash my hands. 

As brigh t an d shin y a s a  mint-condition buffal o nickel , 
Daisy wa s seated uprigh t in the Elizabethan-tapestry chair , 
her knee s crossed , he r hand bangin g th e bel l fo r a  secon d 
martini. I  woul d hav e t o hurr y t o catc h u p with her . He r 
feet wer e hidde n b y bunche s o f snapp y shoppin g bag s 
from Lor d &  Taylor's; sh e appeare d amputate d fro m th e 
calves down. He r hair, now, was long, straight—and brown; 
but it had been red and frizzy i n her youth. 

"It's s o gooood t o se e you!" I  shout; and ben d to dash 
a kis s agains t he r cheek , bu t a m ensnarle d b y shoppin g 
bags and, instea d of kissing, knock her momentarily uncon-
scious (m y hea d i s ful l o f rocks) . When she recovers , th e 
waiter i s ther e wit h tw o mor e drinks . The waite r trie s t o 
pretend tha t h e has seen it all before, but I  know for a fact 
he has never befor e see n m e o n th e la p o f an unconscious 
woman. 

I arise , trailin g cloud s o f tinte d tissu e paper , an d si t 
properly on that which i s genuine leather. 

"So," Dais y say s (as i f nothin g ha d happened) , "le t me 
tell you this joke 1  just heard while we have these drinks." 

"Okay." I  resign mysel f t o speechlessnes s an d po p pea -
nuts, like spitballs, to the back of my throat. 

"This farmer ou t i n Iowa one day decides to get himself 
a zebra for hi s farm , s o he get s th e zebr a an d th e zebr a is 
from Afric a an d ha s never see n a  single farm animal in her 
whole life, and on her first day at the farm she goes around 
to mee t al l thes e far m animals she's never seen before, and 
first sh e goes to see the pig. She says to the pig, 'What kind 
of anima l ar e you , dea r madam , an d wha t d o yo u d o 
around here? ' And th e pi g says , 'Oh , I' m a  pig. And when 
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I get big and fat and the weather turns cold, they will kill 
me an d tur n m e int o por k chop s and sausage.' 'Uh-huh,' 
says the zebra and moves on. Then she goes up to the cow 
and says to the cow, 'Excuse me, my dear, but what kind 
of anima l are you and what do you do around here?' And 
the cow says, 'Oh, I'm a cow. And every day at the crack 
of dawn , I  give mil k t o th e farmer, and someday he will 
kill me and turn me into steak and hamburger.' 'Uh-huh,' 
says the zebra and moves on. Then she goes up to a chick-
en and says to the chicken, 'Listen, sweetie, what kind of 
animal are you and what do you do around here?' And the 
chicken says, 'Oh, I'm a chicken, and I lay eggs for the far-
mer, an d someda y he'l l kil l m e an d tur n m e int o frie d 
chicken.' 'Good God! ' says the zebra and moves on. Then 
she comes to the horse. She says, 'I must be crazy to ask, 
but would yo u min d telling me what kind of animal you 
are and what yo u d o aroun d here? ' And th e stallion an-
swers, 'Honey , I' m a  stallion! AN D I F YO U JUST SLIP 
OUT O F THOS E SEX Y LITTL E STRIPE D PAJAMA S 
YOU'RE WEARING , I'L L SHOW  YOU WHA T I  D O 
AROUND HERE!'" 

A hus h fall s o n th e lobb y o f th e Algonquin . A prom-
inent Souther n novelis t fall s gaspin g t o th e floor . Dais y 
and I have three more drinks each, then I  go home. I  was 
drunk, I  was scared o f gettin g mugge d o n th e subway, I 
was scared of breaking my legs in the snow. But I made it. 
Those two terrible things happened to me today, and if she 
came t o m y doo r thi s minute , I  swear I  would tur n her 
away. 

Minnie i s stil l loose , the y can' t catc h her. Minnie is at 
large; and I never found ou t what Daisy wanted from me. 
She had been tan as toast, a  little burnt around the edges. 
She had been wearing white linen beneath Emba mink; and 
gold ha d bee n hangin g fro m part s o f he r body . I  don't 
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know what she was wearing on her feet. Once I was sitting 
in the lobby of th e Plaza Hotel, giving myself two minutes 
to be late for an appointment with a  widow on the ninth 
floor. I n a great commotion, suddenly several High School 
of Music and Art types came bounding through the revolv-
ing doors, turning and twisting to snap cameras at the ap-
proach of Lana Turner. It was Lana Turner, the movie star. 
A gol d ankle t twinkle d abov e he r righ t foot . He r dark 
mink brushed the anklet. She strode purposefully forward 
as the hote l staf f bea t th e boy s aside . I  reached the ele-
vator before Lan a Turne r did , an d waited inside for her. 
Alone together, we ascended. We got off on the same floor. 

When there is nothing left t o eat and the tea is all gone, 
the fire goes out: tha t is how Grandmother Bert described 
Kilkenny weather. 
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Romaine, who gives her name to that  which  is fragrant, 
green and edible, was entrusted to one  Serena whose duty 
it was  to teach  Romaine a  foreign tongue. Serena,  in  ad-
dition, converted  Romaine and in consequence was  killed 
by Romaine's  father. Romaine fled from home and settled 
with a companion named Gilda on the Isle of Jersey. After 
fifteen years, they were murdered by a band of sea-rovers. 

Maryann, Honor, Grandview, and Daisy leave the coun-
try hous e abou t once a  month and go to the city so that 
Maryann ca n b e recognize d a s a  famous dyke . On e day 
they wil l leav e an d neve r return—or , i f they return , they 
won't b e abl e to get back inside their house. New people 
will be living inside the house; and, even from the outside, 



they will hardly be able to recognize the place. A little red 
car wil l b e parke d outside . Th e garde n wil l b e hugel y 
planted. Th e neighborin g wif e wil l hav e recovere d fro m 
brain cancer and gone off to live with her mother-in-law. 

They will stand on the other side of the lake, unable to 
get acros s t o wher e hom e once was. The day will be wet 
and gray . Th e willows wil l sag . "Somebod y cal l a  taxi," 
Maryann wil l mutter . Bu t th e other s wil l alread y hav e 
turned, t o slo g through the mud, back to the road where 
they left the van. 

They go to the city so that Maryann can be recognized 
as a famous dyke. That's not hard. Maryann is taller than 
most women , an d when sh e move s hurricane condition s 
follow i n her wake. And her face is as stamped on the pub-
lic consciousnes s a s eagles , a s Abraha m Lincoln . I t i s a 
face b y Norma n Rockwell ; about fiftee n year s old , both 
innocent an d knowing , cut e an d freckle d wit h a  snazzy 
grin: i t pout s i n the Kansas barber's chair getting its first 
professional haircut ; i t snoozes by the old fishing hole; it 
sails above th e re d Schwinn bike, a  paperboy arm aiming 
the Morning Star directly a t the briar patch. Maryann Ev-
ans after Georg e Eliot , who admired this woman's grand-
mother. 

They go to the city, then they go to a  bar. It has a box 
loud wit h pelvic rumble-bumble; it has a sneering, incom-
petent bartende r (martini s so wet Florenc e Chadwick has 
mistaken them for the English Channel) who tries through 
pedantry to achieve glory; and through eccentric pederasty 
(they mus t b e club-footed) . H e keeps a  stained, broken -
backed Bartlett' s Quotations  beneath th e bar . H e shoves 
the dripping glasses at the waiting waiter and snarls, " 'Who 
ran to help me when I  fell,/ An d would some pretty story 
tell,/ O r kiss the place to make it well?/My mother.' Ann 
Taylor, Original Poems for Infant Minds, stanza six." 
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" ' I lik e littl e pussy, her coat is so warm;/ And i f I don't 
hurt her she'l l d o m e n o harm. ' Jane Taylor , /  Like  Little 
Pussy, stanz a one. " Th e waiter' s respons e wa s contemp -
tuous; i t wa s aristocratic . Hi s tray balance d o n th e tip s of 
his fingers . Al l smiles , h e presente d th e tray to Bogart and 
Boatwright; but Bogar t an d Boatwrigh t wer e concludin g a 
business arrangemen t wit h tw o type s fro m Cana l Stree t 
and i t was one o f thes e wh o snarled , "Jus t siddu m down , 
just bu g off! " Th e waite r arrange d th e glasse s i n a  semi-
circle aroun d th e jar of vaseline on the table. The business-
man's hands, feelin g fo r quality , passe d aroun d a  hunk o f 
foam rubber. 

There ar e desperate , character s racin g u p th e stair s t o 
pant int o th e telephones . Ther e ar e girl s makin g warlik e 
noises with their platform shoes . 

Honor return s fro m th e toilet waving her graceful wrist s 
to an d fro. "Somebody i n the Ladies'," she calls, "is spray-
ing herself with vaginal deodorant." 

"Did you tel l her to stop it?" 
"I told her to stop it . She wanted to know why." 
"Did you tel l her why?" 
"Mr. Bones? Mr. Interlocutor?" Daisy adds. 
"I tol d he r why . I  tol d he r abou t th e on e wh o taste d 

like th e ros e o f Sharon . Mayb e i t wa s lilies of the valley. I 
told he r what I  don't like." Honor is wearing the most dis-
tinguished item s fro m he r collection of denim. Her smiling 
Irish eye s ar e lik e a  morning spring . Sh e shoot s he r cuff s 
and tickle s Maryann' s lef t breast . Dais y an d Grandvie w 
agree t o ge t u p an d insult the bartender, to demand a Tan-
queray. 

Maryann slip s a  hand slick with salad oil down the fron t 
of Honor's shirt. Someone recognizes her. 

"We just recognize d you. " Bogart and Boatwright's bus-
iness associates tak e th e empty chair s and smile approving-
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ly at the hand down the shirt. 
"We have a  business propositio n fo r thi s famou s lad y 

Maryann Evans," the stouter, richer individual says. 
"Speak up! " Maryan n inadvertentl y spit s som e sala d 

green ont o his brow, but stil l she glows. She is harvesting 
what she has sown. 

"You, Mis s Maryan n Evans , i n a  suggestive pos e wit h 
our ail-American , girl-next-door , hundre d pe r cen t Bab y 
Doll foa m rubbe r an d late x vaseline d interior s wire d fo r 
sound (oooh, ahhb, o  honey) when you pull the string, and 
wired t o mov e th e wa y you, big boy, want her to move. 
Personally yours . Read y whe n you are . Available in your 
choice of thre e skin colors, black, brown, flesh-pink. Later 
model than that with a  French accent. The perfect gift for 
a loved one . $99.98 , n o extra s t o buy. Accessories avail-
able." 

Honor can't help herself: "What are the accessories?" 
"They don't concern this famous lady here. They don't 

appear i n th e nation-wid e campaign . Bu t i f yo u wan t to 
know fo r curiosit y it' s ne t stockings , blac k simulated -
leather bra , blac k spik e heels—accessor y grou p numbe r 
one. Accessor y grou p numbe r tw o i s mink-tri m bikin i 
briefs, a  black lace nightie trimmed in cherries. Doll comes 
with a  cherry, too. I n all the big magazines, on tv—the fa-
mous lady in a suggestive but not dirty pose with the pro-
duct. We got the message*, what the boys dig, the ladies dig 
too. Especially since the vote—whatever—happened. I mean 
it. W e wan t thi s famou s lad y her e t o tel l th e ladie s o f 
America how they will sincerely dig this product." 

"How much?" Maryann unfolds her sunglasses and puts 
them on. 

"Let's shak e o n that . A  lot . Yo u kno w something ? 
You're one a' the most wholesome-looking ladies I ever set 
eyes on. You're wholesome, that means Doll's wholesome. 
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Lobk over there—ou r inventor s ar e waving a t you. The y 
knowl" 

Maryann graciousl y return s th e bows . Th e inventor s 
have fres h drink s delivered—thi s time , Beefeater's , an d 
done t o a  perfect turn . Th e great stillness of perfect am-
ity dissolve s th e nois e aroun d an d abou t them . Maryann 
strokes the sample of foam rubber. She takes a taste of the 
vaseline. Sh e says—althoug h sh e i s speaking onl y t o her -
self— "I used t o stea l vaselin e t o ea t whe n I  was a kid. I 
used to love the taste of it." 

Maryann decide s that no one will go dancing after din-
ner: sh e mus t b e fresh-face d fo r th e earl y mornin g ses-
sion with the photographer. 

Three week s late r the y al l tr y t o g o hom e again , but 
can't ge t inside . The y stan d unde r th e drippin g willows, 
their toe s a t th e edg e o f th e wate r betwee n the m an d 
home. I f they squint , they can just barely see, through the 
tiny distant windows, Veronica telling dreams at the kitch-
en table, Samaria measuring. 

In ful l livin g color : Dol l o n th e bottom , Maryan n o n 
top; black sati n sheet s by Gentile of Hollywood . Dol l on 
top, Maryan n o n bottom, on a billiards table in the base-
ment-turned-rumpus room. Dol l and Maryann side by side, 
dreamy before a  roaring fire. I n a field o f clover . In outer 
space. On the kitchen floor. 
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At their  trial, Tibia  Perpetua and Felicity were condemned 
to death  by wild  beasts.  Returned to their  cell, Perpetua 
had two dreams which  present problems of interpretation 



(Felicity, being a slave-girl, did  not  dream); and, upon wa-
king, had a vision of herself wrestling with and overthrow-
ing "something evil" disguised as an Egyptian. On  the day 
of their  death, they  entered the arena "with gay and gal-
lant looks" and proclaimed themselves, in  loud tones, "the 
darlings of God." After encountering a leopard, a bear, and 
a cow, they were each killed by a sword through the throat 
but only  after  they  had  kissed each other so that  their 
death "might be  perfected." Upon  their arrival in Heaven, 
they were told to "Go  and play." 

Rose and Rose-lima enter Veronica's workshop, but are 
in no hurry to get started. 

"Flynn," they say , "you have a face on you like Heath-
cliff yelling Cathy Cathy. My stomach turns." 

"I'm not anything you sa y I  am, but you won't have to 
worry abou t m e muc h longer , poo r ol d Flyn n i s leaving, 
then you can be glad. I'm moving into the garage. I'm go-
ing to spend the rest of my life alone in the garage." 

"Probably not. Bogart and Boatwright might come back. 
Besides, the bed leaks." 

"They can't come back. They're dead and drowned and 
gone forever." 

"But mayb e not . Fo r instance , there' s a  Bogart an d a 
Boatwright making a million dollars this very moment with 
something called Doll. And Maryann Evans is helping them 
and an ice hockey champion is helping them." 

"So I guess they did good at Niagara. They are rich, fa-
mous; they have friends and helpers. What do I  care? The 
summer turns to winter, my heart to stone." 

"And th e brai n t o mush . Tak e Niagar a Falls , fo r ex -
ample. Ho w d o yo u kno w i t happened ? I  mean, i t hap-
pened, but if nobody knows i t happened the n i t might as 
well no t hav e happened . The  New York  Times  was not 
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there. Th e Village  Voice  wa s no t there—yo u nam e it , i t 
wasn't there . Eve n The  Furies,  fro m D . C , Majority  Re-
port, fro m Ne w Yor k weren' t there . You  weren' t there . 
Honeymooners wer e ther e wit h Instamatics . An d us , wit h 
a fucking Brownie. " 

"And," Rose-lima continued , "the barrels went over the 
falls, the y floate d t o shore , Harol d Horoscop e unpacke d 
them, an d ou t poppe d th e dea r familia r faces, dead white, 
and draggin g a  waterlogge d hun k o f foa m rubbe r behin d 
them. Th e boy s wor e tigerski n trunks , th e foa m rubbe r 
wore tigerski n br a and panties. Then the twelve-piece Hol y 
Agony hig h schoo l ban d struc k u p th e onl y tun e the y ap-
peared t o know : Ave  Maria  by Humperdinck. They played 
it twelv e time s withou t cease . The n i t wa s ove r an d ev -
erybody wen t bac k t o be d o r whatever . I t wa s col d an d 
rainy." 

"I don't believe a word of it," Flynn said. 
"How coul d you? " Ros e asked . "It hardly seems real to 

us and we were there. But it will seem real . . . when? " 
"About thi s tim e nex t year, " sai d Rose-lima . "Metro -

Goldwyn-Mayer i s makin g a  movie o f it . Gues s who's th e 
female lead!" 

Flynn put her head between her knees and began to sob. 
"I thin k you'r e wrong, " said Rose . " I thin k it' s Twen-

tieth Centur y Fox . I t i s th e on e wit h th e lio n roarin g 
through a bright circle." 

"That's right. Twentieth Century Fox. " 
Flynn wipe d he r nose bac k an d fort h agains t he r knee . 

"This stor y i s takin g s o lon g t o tell . I t mus t b e th e heat . 
This heat i s al l wrong . I t should be cold by now. This heat 
is wrong." 

"The mysterie s o f th e Gul f Strea m ar e revealing them -
selves," sai d Rose-lima . "Th e stor y o f th e even t alway s 
takes longer tha n th e trut h o f th e matter . Loo k a t Lover. 
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Look at how long Veronica's novel takes. The story makes 
the trut h see m lik e a  dream—something tha t happen s in 
the middle of the night, fast and forgettable." 

"You ar e wrong , Flynn , abou t th e femal e lead . Don't 
cry. The movie will star the great Loretta Horoscope in the 
greatest come-bac k o f al l time . You've heard of resurrec-
tion? W e had breakfas t wit h her . W e met Lorett a Horo-
scope." 

"She i s charming, " said Rose-lima . "Sh e ha s up-dated 
herself. She has changed her name from Loretta to Daisy." 

"That sound s charming, " Flyn n sniffled . 
"But he r nam e i n the movie will be the Blessed Virgin 

Mary." 
"But I feel sick on my stomach," Flynn added. 
"A broken hear t get s drunk and stays drunk unti l i t is 

cured. And when it wakes up it is like it never happened." 
Rose-lima wa s mean; she said , " J saw those old movie 

stills, an d the y were not pictures of Lydi a Somerleyton— 
whoever she is. They were pictures of The Good Ship Lol-
lipop, of National Velvet,  A Tree Grows in Brooklyn, Casa-
blanca, Gone  With the Wind, Camille— stuff like that." 

"Shirley Temple , Elizabet h Taylor , Peggy Ann Garner, 
Vivien Leigh , Gret a Garbo , Marlen e Dietrich—stuf f lik e 
that," Rose said. 

"You sur e hav e bee n around , Flynn, " said Rose-lima . 
"Now that's what I call experience!" 

Flynn dre w a  deep breat h an d sneezed . Goldenro d i n 
full bloo m surrounde d th e workshop . I n the glare of th e 
sneeze came a vision of Greta draped over her arms; of her 
hand against the thigh of Dietrich. 

"Let's have a drink," said Flynn, smiling bravely. "Let's 
have a drink to celebrate: anybod y who would buy a fake 
Saint Ursula with  Angels and Donor must have been a fig-
ment of my imagination." 
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"Your fevered , sex-starved imagination!" Rose-lima pro-
duced the workshop vodka. "We don't need ice; just pass it 
around." But the twins only pretended to take drinks. 

"Just i n time, " sai d Flynn . "I' m gettin g cold . It' s get -
ting cold all around. The sun has moved." 

When it s bi g doubl e door s wer e wid e open , th e work ' 
shop ha d onl y thre e sides . With th e su n out of it , its floor 
instantly cooled . Flynn' s bare fee t rubbe d th e dust , shun -
ting th e vodk a dow n t o he r gratefu l toes . Insid e now , i t 
was a  time lik e waiting in a darkening theatre for the play, 
brilliant fro m above and below, to begin: a Marshallin with 
a girl who i s Rosenkavalie r singin g togethe r o n a  bed, like 
the first wonder of the world. 

"We have a  letter from the Pope of Rom e expressing his 
delight i n thi s script' s encouragin g view o f th e Virgin . En-
tire convents will be taken in buses to see the matinees." 

Rose explained: "I t goes like this. Two young girls living 
in a  lonely countrysid e wake one morning and find gallons 
of bloo d pourin g fro m thei r bodies—ou t o f you-know -
where. Thei r families , everybody , tur n awa y from them in 
horror. They  tur n fro m themselve s i n horror ; fro m eac h 
other, too . The y ar e condemned as witches: cows and hor-
ses and crop s are dying; waters ar e rising and flooding th e 
land. The nigh t befor e the y ar e to b e burned , they escape 
and trave l a  hard , dangerou s rout e throug h wilderness . 
They ar e beset by wild animals and besotted cowboys; and 
a posse fro m bac k hom e i s hot o n th e trail of their blood-
stains. They live on wildcats they have caught and strangled 
with thei r bare hands. No w the y becom e evi l an d grow to 
enormous siz e an d strength . Th e people cower, whispering 
tales o f twenty-foo t wome n fro m oute r space . The y stea l 
baby girls, and the babies are never seen again." 

"We see their big bunioned feet stomping down on town 
and village , demolishin g littl e re d car s with thei r bi g toes , 
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inciting tidal waves when they squat to rest. Behin d them 
now flows a  river o f blood : th e whol e worl d i s going to 
drown i n it . Soldier s and presidents of republics begin to 
commit suicide; a great religious leader builds an ark. Then 
people begi n t o notic e tha t ther e ar e more  than two of 
these dreadful women . .. ! " 

"The little baby girls they stole have grown up!" 
"And have become just like the dreadful women!" 
"Four, five , six , fiftee n o f thes e twenty-foo t wome n 

bleeding all over the world, glory hallelujah!" 
"Bloody rampage," Flynn murmurs, smiling, deeply sat-

isfied. "Murder, murder, murder!" 
"So far you like it?" 
"So far. When is Daisy's part?" 
"Not yet . First , small-tow n Americ a happens— a won-

derful stampedin g o f Ne w Englan d Congregationalists . 
Then, big-cit y highlights—fo r instance , whe n on e o f th e 
original bleeding women snatches Loretta Young from the 
path o f a  crazed construction cre w and lifts her to safet y 
at the top of the Empire State Building." 

"Loretta Young, not Loretta Horoscope." 
"Correct. All the big stars are getting cameo roles." 
"Oh, Flynn! The excitement! I t is going to change your 

life." 
"I said already that I  liked it . Don't entice me or I will 

hate it . Bu t I don't understand what i t has to do with Bo-
gart and Boatwright going over Niagara. I don't understand 
about Daisy being the star. She is not twenty-feet tall. Ex-
plain that. See if you can find me another bottle." 

"Here i s anothe r bottle , m y sister . Yo u don' t under -
stand becaus e you'v e bee n drinking . Here , drin k som e 
more." 

"Answer this question, then you will understand," said 
Rose-lima. Sh e crouche d agains t Flyn n an d stroke d he r 
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hair. "Th e questio n is , would anybody in their right minds 
make a  movi e abou t Bogar t an d Boatwrigh t an d Niagar a 
Falls? Answer me, would they?" 

Flynn rubbe d he r hea d bac k agains t th e sweet pressure. 
"No, I  guess not . Bu t I  don't ever get to the picture show. 
And, afte r all , the y di d slee p o n a  wate r bed . The y di d 
drive a fast car." 

The rubbin g stopped ; i n stopping , i t lef t hurt . "Answer 
me: no.  That's the correct answer." 

"NO," said Flynn ; and slumped al l the way to the floor . 
She la y fla t agains t th e floor , an d i t fel t lik e a  hard furr y 
beast o f burde n pressin g up agains t her ; powdery sand , or 
something Veronica used for faking. 

"Good girl . First of all , the movie is about me and Rose-
lima. No t abou t Bogar t an d Boatwright . Abou t us , you r 
sisters. We are the original twenty-foot women. " 

Flynn shoo k he r head . Th e farawa y ceiling , it s criss -
crosses o f rafter s an d beam s spu n lik e a  wheel . "You'r e 
here, though . Her e i n thi s place . No t i n Hollywood , Cali -
fornia, wher e the y mak e movies . You'r e shorte r tha n I 
am. 

"Forget abou t shor t an d tall . I f you understoo d life , i f 
you ha d experience , you' d kno w it' s al l don e wit h mir -
rors—just lik e everythin g else . Th e tida l wav e happen s i n 
something th e siz e o f a  swimming pool . Al l wit h mirrors . 
Open your eye s an d loo k a t your sisters: now, answer me: 
wouldn't anybod y i n thei r righ t mind s wan t t o mak e a 
movie about us? Look at us." 

Flynn looked . Sh e sa w th e memor y o f the m creepin g 
naked an d gold-face d acros s the floor  t o frighte n he r ou t 
of fever . Sh e saw how the y coul d g o bald the instant they 
left her sight. She saw how they knew all the words to "Pa-
per Doll" and coul d tur n men into women, then into mur-
der victims, an d hersel f int o a  wild beast . Sh e understoo d 
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that everythin g wa s don e wit h mirrors , tha t a  thing—if 
performed—is its own duplicate. 

"I see, " said Flynn . The things, in space above her, lay 
still in space. "Will you go falling over Niagara?" 

"Not us . With us , safet y first . Ou r doppelgangers wil l 
perform a t the Falls. Also born Siamese. They will pretend 
to be Rose and Rose-lima falling over Niagara. Maybe they 
are us—I can't tell." 

"They will be us, and they will go over Niagara Falls and 
it will be the Blesse d Virgin Mary who makes them do it," 
said Rose. "Stick to the script." 

"How will Daisy look? How will she seem?" 
"Typical Blessed Virgin Mary. No confusing experiments 

with style—like the time you insisted on playing Hamlet in 
a pin-striped sui t and made the audience miserable. People 
want the real thing." 

"You mea n all blue and white? You mean thin rays of 
gold blazing from the palms of her outstretched hands?" 

"Yes. The real thing." 
"And here' s ho w i t al l happens . On e night , Ros e and 

Rose-lima and their gang are sleeping in the forests of Can-
ada. An d Dais y appear s t o the m i n a  dream an d says to 
them, 'Thou art  light/ Jus t like that. In a trance, they rise 
and follow th e vision—through trees , through a haze of sil-
ver moonlight, through swirling fogs . . . " 

"And a  sound o f singin g comin g fro m nowher e . . . " 
The twins stood and moved like zombies up and down the 
workshop, demonstrating . Th e workshop was becoming a 
freezing place to be. 

" . . . unti l the y com e t o th e roarin g falls. " Flyn n 
opened he r eye s again . Th e tw o abov e he r appeare d a 
swarm. The y wer e a  swarm o f wormhole d gargoyle s un-
fixed, free-floating . 

"On location?" Flynn asked. "In a swimming pool?" 
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The gargoyl e stuc k ou t it s lon g point y tongue . "Le t 
me remind you , Flynn, " said Rose-lima. "Le t me remind 
you tha t th e huma n nervou s syste m ca n hardly tel l th e 
difference betwee n it s act s o f imaginatio n and its acts of 
reality." 

"Remind me? I never knew that before." 
"I could persuade you that I was holding a burning can-

dle agains t th e sol e o f you r foot , bu t in fact I  would be 
pressing an ice cube against you there. But you would feel 
your flesh begi n to burn. You would smell your own flesh 
burning. There might even be a blister left as proof." 

"I shoul d hav e gone t o school, like you did , like Rose 
did . .. " 

"It wouldn' t hav e mad e a  bi t o f difference , th e way 
things are working out. Would it, Rose-lima? English poets, 
then chemistry, then dissection o f the frog—would any of 
that b e makin g any difference her e and now? One rabbit 
would stil l have eaten the other. Lydia Somerleyton would 
still hav e com e her e t o bu y St . Ursula . Isn' t tha t true , 
Rose-lima?" 

"The Blesse d Virgi n guide s the m t o th e falls, " sai d 
Rose-lima, "on location. And our doppelgangers are multi-
skilled—they ride bareback, they drive motorcycles through 
flaming hoops , the y lea p on e hundre d fee t int o a  tub of 
water. The y tam e lions . They belong to a  Russian circus. 
Our doppelgangers will do it-m actual  Niagara." 

"So ther e i s Daisy against a background of sunris e and 
sparkling spray . A  pause , a  silence. Then she unfolds her 
cloak and out rol l two huge transparent bubbles. Without 
a word, Ros e an d Rose-lim a ente r th e bubble s an d the n 
the Virgin lifts both up with her fingertips and holds them 
high abov e her head. We reflect blindin g light. All is radi-
ance." 

"And a sound of singing coming from nowhere." 
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"But wha t abou t th e blood? " The ceilin g ha s begu n t o 
spin again . Flyn n take s anothe r drink . "Al l tha t bloo d in -
side the precious glass balls .. . " 

"The glas s ball s are fillin g wit h blood . Wil l the y drow n 
in thei r own blood ? Wha t will happe n next ? th e audienc e 
will wonder . I  wil l tel l you—  but jus t kee p rememberin g 
that i t take s longer t o tel l a  thing than to do it. Look firs t 
at th e gang of grown baby girls who by this time have wak-
ened, followe d th e trail , an d watch mesmerize d a t what is 
happening t o th e onl y mother s the y ca n remember . And , 
remember, the y to o stil l bleed—th e great river is becoming 
a blood-bath . . .  " 

"But th e momen t of sanctity i s short-lived—hot on their 
trail com e thei r pursuers , th e entir e Panze r division , th e 
French Foreig n Legion—and , a s they arrive , se e th e mira -
cle and fall to their knees .  .. " 

"Then abov e them , ou t o f th e su n i t seems , come s th e 
82nd Airborn e prepare d t o bomb—bu t the y se e th e mira -
cle: the y crash-lan d ove r Ontario. Bursts of smoke and fire 
are now added to the melee .  . . " 

"Whereupon th e Virgin , Daisy , begin s t o twir l th e ball s 
on he r fingertips, faste r an d faster. And the sun is now her 
nimbus, an d no w al l w e se e ar e three furiou s ball s o f red , 
their cente r a  con e o f blue . The n th e ball s fl y fro m he r 
hands. Ove r the falls , dow n into water, weightless, buoyed 
up by the spume." 

"Rose an d Rose-lima , b y now , hav e drowne d i n thei r 
own blood. I  didn't expect that," said Flynn. 

"No! Liste n t o me , Flynn—yo u ar e lookin g fo r mor e 
than you're given to see. All you see is light, water, blood." 

"They cras h agains t th e rocks . Glas s flie s lik e glitte r i n 
all directions . Ther e i s n o differenc e no w betwee n glas s 
and water ; an d wate r has become a  river o f blood . Thos e 
on shor e leap—the y div e lik e th e famou s Esthe r Williams— 
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and swi m to Rose and Rose-lima. Using all their arms, they 
lift us up." 

"Everyone ascends into Heaven then." 
"There are a few details to be ironed out." 
"But th e ending? " Flyn n asked . Sinc e Lydi a Somer -

leyton ther e wa s nothin g mor e interestin g t o he r tha n 
endings. Bu t th e brain , sh e recalled , wa s sometime s th e 
heaviest par t o f th e body. I f you lay unconscious—perhap s 
dead drunk—perhap s hi t o n th e bac k o f th e skul l wit h a 
hammer—and someon e cam e alon g t o pic k yo u up , tha t 
person woul d hav e t o lit t th e hea d first . Tak e car e o f th e 
brain, an d th e res t take s car e o f itself—flesh , th e ball-and -
chain comes tumbling after. Isn' t that what she had done? 

"It ends with Justice being done," said Rose. 
"Isn't that nice?" said Rose-lima. 
But Flyn n wa s silent, half-asleep i n the cold. As her eye-

lids closed , th e stag e beyon d th e ope n door s narrowed , 
darkened; lights burned out , th e farc e complete ; mistaken 
identity unmasked ; tru e lover s united . Pur e an d simpl e 
Justice accomplished , a s i f sh e ha d ever y righ t t o expec t 
such a thing. 

It wa s only , then , th e middl e o f th e afternoon—still , i t 
was tha t dea d spac e o f day , tha t post-meridia n threeish , 
fourish—too lat e t o begi n somethin g new ; and wha t i s be-
ing done wil l neve r be finished i n time. Besides , Flynn was 
asleep, struc k unconsciou s b y combat with movie stars, by 
a glimpse of the future; and Flynn was drunk. 

Veronica, th e twin s heard , coul d wor k lik e th e devil . 
The ring s an d rattling s o f th e typewrite r faintl y fallin g 
from th e to p o f the house never seemed to stop except fo r 
those pauses in which they knew a match was being struck, 
the firs t dra g from th e Luck y being taken. When Veronica 
painted, she was silent. The twins shuffled throug h th e 
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He ha d take n thos e ghost s b y surprise , an d h e ha d 
slaughtered them . They were dead again. But still he didn't 
know what to do . He couldn't think of anything to do. He 
would have to think of something or something else would 
have to happen to make things change. 

Little to y wome n sometime s moved across the yellow-
ing grass over there. He could lift his hand above them and 
smash them, a fly swatte r against flies . Then he would go 
inside their house and break it, he would break it. Then he 
would drink water , now the last of his water was gone. He 
would drink the good water that comes out of a faucet. In 
a minute, he would have to get out of the van and kneel by 
the wate r tha t wa s th e lak e becaus e h e woul d di e fro m 
thirst i f h e di d not . Bu t h e had already done that in the 
night, and with th e water some terrible thing had come in-
to his mouth where it had fluttered and beat its wings until 
he swallowed ; and the n h e ha d choke d an d vomited , s o 
again he was thirsty. 

And i t was hell-hot in the van now, baking him like fruit 
in a  crust, an d no w tha t i t wa s hot—although the y were 
half-covered wit h clay—the y al l stan k an d stank; and the 
stink poure d pas t hi s close d window s lik e water , forcing 
him to remember water. He should move back in the direc-
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cooling grass, worn out to the bone, never noticing the ab-
sence of th e noise that should have been there. That time 
of da y th e nois e belonged to , always—the snap of arrows 
into the target: the sound indistinguishable from th e time 
it too k Samari a t o make it. But Samaria was gone, to do 
something else. 



tion h e had come from, i f he could remember that direc-
tion. Then he would be on the highway and then he would 
hitch a  ride and rob and kill the driver and then he would 
have a car again, and money, and things would be all right 
again. But there would be that dreadful, dreadful time be-
tween leaving this place and getting into the car that would 
stop fo r him ; and it was that dreadful tim e to come that 
stopped hi m dea d wher e he was. He would, in that time, 
be on foot an d so he would be ugly. He imagined himself 
ugly an d o n foot, trudging , waiting for a  stranger's grace; 
the beggin g thumb . H e nearly , onc e more , vomited . H e 
would pu t i t of f unti l night . When it was dark, he would 
feel ho w terrible i t was to be on foot but he would not see 
it; the n h e woul d no t b e ugly . Bu t i f h e smashe d the m 
down, a  swatter agains t flies , the n they would stin k too. 
Would tha t b e worse or better than watching them move 
like littl e colore d spotlight s ther e acros s th e water ? He 
would jerk off , t o kill time. Thinking of how it used to be, 
there, that was good; but then i t stank. Bu t then it would 
not stan d u p i n hi s fist ; h e trie d an d tried, but i t would 
not. S o he shut it up again all in the dark, and he hit it and 
hit it because it was bad. 

Samaria stoo d uprigh t i n th e boa t an d pole d i t across 
the lake . Ful l o f gi n an d canne d foo d an d hardboun d 
works of fiction, it was too heavy to row. 

She would live in the boathouse and not come out, and 
nothing an d n o on e coul d forc e he r out unti l i t wa s all 
over. It was hard and hot work; and the water lilies were a 
snarl o f bloom , leaf , roo t chewin g a t her progress to the 
upper wester n bank. She had to circl e around; she had to 
zig-zag. I f she got stuck, she would have to stand there and 
yell fo r help; or get out and walk home across the water. 
But she was doing reasonably well ; but the urgency to get 
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there an d t o ge t ther e fas t wa s unreasonable; and reaso n 
could no t assuag e it . Someday , whe n i t wa s al l over , sh e 
would dynamite the fucking lilies to death. But once in the 
boathouse sh e woul d b e al l right . T o distrac t herself , sh e 
tried t o preten d sh e wa s th e boatma n o f th e Charo n an d 
her books dead souls; but then it was not the work of mov-
ing the boa t tha t wa s killing her : killin g her was the work 
of drawin g yet anothe r breath : i f Flyn n ha d no t falle n i n 
love wit h th e stranger , the n sh e would never have fallen in 
love wit h Flynn , woul d neve r have noticed , walking in the 
door tha t night , ho w Flynn' s ankl e s o certainl y arrive d a t 
Flynn's heel ; an d ho w tha t hee l becam e instep ; how sh e 
had suddenl y know n tha t wha t sh e saw , (an d what seein g 
it mad e o f her ) wa s th e meanin g o f everythin g Veronic a 
had said , ever , o f art . S o he r eye ha d stoppe d there . Th e 
rest o f th e foot , th e res t o f th e flesh, was a darkness, then 
a spilling of after images (as though after bright light) fro m 
beneath he r eyelids . Ther e wa s nothing , befor e blindness , 
but tha t on e thin g t o see ; and i t ramme d against the chair 
rung supportin g world-without-en d above : an d al l above , 
the illuminating rest. 

It had bee n sensibl e t o pack the boat with food, despit e 
the sweatin g labor . It is always sensible, when withdrawing 
from th e world , t o hav e a  lot to eat: lima beans, pie, cake, 
cans o f corne d bee f hash , sack s o f coffee , cand y bars. The 
orphanage ha d bee n a  withdrawa l fro m th e worl d whic h 
meant endles s oatmeal , the cold grits fried for lunch. With-
drawal fro m love—an d experienc e ha d taugh t he r love was 
the world—meant , oddly , the same (but different) persecu -
ting concentratio n o n wha t ther e woul d be to eat; and the 
same inabilit y t o imagin e swallowin g any of it . There were 
three bottle s of gin in the boat: ther e had been none at the 
orphanage. Thi s time , i f sh e chose , sh e could drink hersel f 
to death. 
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She ha d clenche d he r teet h (preventin g trembling ) 
choosing the books to take: although they meant nothing 
now, sh e kne w tha t quit e soo n the y woul d mea n every-
thing: ther e woul d b e nothin g else to have. She was sure 
she ha d Wuthering  Heights  ("Ellen, I  am Heathcliffe!" ) 
but the rest had been snatched at desperate random—those 
footsteps, sh e had thought, were approaching to catch her 
out, bu t i t ha d no t bee n those  footsteps. Sh e was laugh-
able: Flyn n was old; she was young. There were things-as-
they-are t o consider : wha t woul d Veronic a think ? What 
would Veronica believe to be true, or false? Such questions 
were like signals from a distant planet—certainly to be con-
sidered; mostly impertinen t to things at hand, making not 
the slightes t impressio n o n th e tortur e o f th e real which 
was herself in love with her granddaughter, Flynn. 

Before dissolving , her brain had performed its last bit of 
cleverness, realizin g th e caus e behind Flynn' s transforma-
tion from grandchild t o beloved: it had been Flynn's lapse 
from custom: "Eccentric , with Brai n Machine" into "Lov-
er;" and Flyn n was no longer recognizable except as lover. 
She ha d falle n i n lov e wit h th e lover . Fro m som e plac e 
other than in her body she perceived she was starving, ex-
hausted an d to o ol d wit h year s o f comfor t t o confoun d 
exertion; but it didn't matter because she had landed and 
was there. She had rammed into land. 

She waded to the shore and tied up the boat. She would 
rest, dra w th e nex t breath ; the n dra w th e nex t breath , 
then proceed . Bu t pullin g in the boat, wrapping the rope 
around the nearest stump, her toes tangled in the hair of a 
human head. When she looked and saw what she saw, she 
praised the distraction as though i t were miracle and she a 
saint discovering not roses but bread in her apron pocket. 
Gazing on a severed head was ease; it was rest. I t took on 
the ligh t o f he r workin g concentration : watching , sh e 

206 



The story of  Veronica  goes:  inspired  by  a  suffering face, 
she held a cloth to it; and on the cloth was left an image of 
the face she had wiped. No one knows for sure,  however. 
Some imagine her  to be  that  woman who had "an issue of 
blood" Others  point out  that  the English word "vernicle" 
means true image. 

"So it is left u p to me," Veronica wrote, "to be the one 
to tel l the truth—and the truth being that this fiction, like 
all befor e it , end s with th e lover s being pulle d i n horse-
drawn carriages down springtime roads, with the moon at 
full, wit h th e ai r sweet , wit h a  sound o f singin g comin g 
from nowhere . Not even the aging Marschallin is left alone, 
to be in peace: the curtains dip, blot out the light, rejoin at 
center; and sh e i s met by roses in her dressing room—red 
roses from the florist shop: the silver one is gone for good, 
back to the box in the properties room. 

"One thin g lead s to another : when the novelist fall s in 
love with the painter, then her novel becomes a forgery of 
paintings—she i s hopin g t o scree n he r quick-chang e act s 
behind a confusion o f forms , and ever deny them change. 
This i s tru e love ; an d it s cours e run s true , thoug h no t 
smooth. All that really happened i s that the lover won the 
beloved, an d becam e th e beloved ; and th e natur e o f al l 
kinds of rapture , including this, is that it must clothe itself 
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had begu n t o happe n t o the first thing . Without noticing 
the chang e i n herself , sh e ha d begu n to breathe in peace 
again. 



in disguise—th e go d i n swan' s feathers , th e mothe r i n 
sheaves o f wheat ; th e ac t o f lov e a  magic-lantern show , a 
proliferation o f forgeries : which , taken al l in all, seem real 
enough. There i s no ending that is , eventually, not happy: 
it is a comedy for music in three acts . . . " 

Veronica stop s typing , deepl y breathe s th e sudde n si -
lence, lights a Lucky. She stands to stretch and look out at 
the ros e garde n i n it s fina l ac t o f flowering . Bot h smok e 
and breat h clou d th e window pane . She wipes i t with he r 
hand, looks again, clouds it again. 

The garde n i s rich , curved , secluded ; ful l o f hour s o f 
care. I t i s approached by paths made through the pine tree 
grove. I t has been mathematically terraced to seat the sum-
mer audiences , wh o brin g thei r ow n cushions ; and t o le t 
the audience s i n an d ou t withou t lettin g the m nea r th e 
flowers. Th e stag e i s a  circle of bar e ground, dead cente r 
among th e roses . Th e audience sit s above an d behind th e 
roses; the audienc e must look ove r the roses to see what is 
happening in the little arena. It occurs to Veronica that the 
performances ar e over for good ; then, tha t sh e and all the 
rest ar e goin g awa y soon , al l i n separat e directions . Sh e 
sings, absentmindedly, tonelessly , "Ye t i n my flesh shal l I 
see Go d .  .  .  ; " bu t stop s mid-song . Sh e see s somethin g 
through th e glass that i s neither rose nor thorn. She thinks 
she ha s see n something , bu t onc e mor e th e glas s clouds. 
She does not wip e i t clean; she does not make certain. She 
snaps th e curtain s together , the n make s a  peephole ; 
through it , sh e inhale s and exhale s and th e scene appears 
and disappears. 

First sh e sees Daisy—or some woman like Daisy, who re-
minds her o f Daisy . I t i s probably Daisy , Veronica thinks. 
Daisy's hair i s as meticulously stacke d int o curl s as it ever 
was. Dais y i s a s fat a s before, eve n fatte r (bu t when Ver -
onica inhales , clearin g th e glas s a  little , Dais y i s thinner; 
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in fac t bone-thin) . Exhaling , Veronic a see s Daisy wearin g 
something tha t coul d b e a  bal l gow n voluminou s wit h 
skirts and shimmer y wit h dam p o r light . Inhaling, she sees 
the exac t opposite : Dais y i n flannel  trouser s an d jacket, a 
necktie with a glint of stickpin . 

Veronica hold s he r breath . Dais y ha s appeare d a t th e 
edge o f th e pin e tre e grove , an d sh e i s dragging something 
behind her . Abou t t o descen d th e terraces , sh e stop s an d 
looks behin d her , movin g her mouth , speaking . I t i s Ros e 
and Rose-lim a behin d her ; the y hav e entere d fro m th e 
trees, carryin g th e othe r en d o f th e bundle between them. 
Veronica exhales ; th e twin s disappear . Th e twin s ar e stil l 
too fa r away . Bu t the n (Veronic a inhales ) th e twin s ar e 
much closer , close r t o he r than Daisy : the y hav e droppe d 
the bundle . The y ar e running dow n th e terraces . They are 
naked, ar e holding themselves,  keeping the cold off . Drop s 
of wate r fl y fro m thei r hair . Dais y come s behin d now , 
bumping th e bundl e downhill ; an d quickl y al l ar e gone , 
fragmented amon g the roses. 

Veronica i s breathin g to o fast ; sh e discern s nothin g 
but quakin g blot s o f color—yellow , pink , red , orange , 
lavender: th e Nelli e Melba , th e Mrs . Andre w Elton-King , 
the Abraha m Lincoln , th e Mis s Muffet : the n hold s he r 
breath: the y ar e stage-center , unwrappin g th e bundle . 
They ar e unwrappin g a  human body , wha t seem s t o b e a 
tall mal e Caucasian , blond-headed , black-bearded . Wha t 
seems t o b e a  man—but Flyn n ha s worn beards , ha s bee n 
Gertrude wearing a  beard. Then , Veronic a can' t b e sur e if 
it i s a  feather-tippe d arro w juttin g u p fro m th e body' s 
chest. He r eye s coul d b e deceivin g her , o r he r breath—i t 
could b e a  thorne d branch . Neithe r i s sh e sur e i f wha t 
Daisy hold s i n he r hand is a gun. When the bearded person 
is entirel y revealed , Daisy , Rose , an d Rose-lim a stan d u p 
still an d straigh t and look down at what they have brought 
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home. After a  while, when nothing else happens, Veronica 
drops th e curtain and returns to her desk. "By the way," 
she wrote , "th e person was wet with water and drenched 
in blood." 

Although Veronica had not looked yet at her, Veronica 
could tel l that Daisy was smiling. Then Daisy touched her 
on th e arm, then Veronica looked up, but stil l frightene d 
by what she might see—the real Daisy or the one who was 
not Daisy . Flyn n ha d onc e said , i n a  fever, "M y mother 
copulates o n top . Sh e ride s men lik e horses, to keep her 
hair neat." Veronica took her hands off the typewriter and 
smiled back at Daisy. 

"I didn't want to say anything until I was sure you were 
finished. I  didn't wan t t o startl e you— I am a sudden ap-
pearance." 

"I'm almos t finished , bu t no t quite . Hav e yo u com e 
back to live here again?" 

"If you're almost finished, that may be impossible." 
"That's true. For a start, I'l l go to New York. There's a 

little apartment on Grand Street I can have." 
"But o n th e othe r hand , I  just go t back . I'v e alread y 

seen m y mothe r an d tw o o f m y daughters . Eithe r m y 
mother o r 1  have recentl y kille d someone . I  thought the 
man was attacking my mother, so I  shot him. My mother 
says, ' I though t the man was attacking my daughter, so I 
sent a n arrow into him.' We both happened to him at ex-
actly th e sam e time . N o on e ca n eve r know which o f us 
got there first . H e was between the two of us. He couldn't 
decide whic h o f u s t o take. In the first place , I  was only 
there t o commi t suicide . I  had com e hom e to do that. I 
was going to shoot myself throug h the mouth. I was going 
to lean over the water, then shoot. I had hoped you'd find 
my bod y floatin g i n th e wate r lilies. I  heard a noise—the 
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way a cat hisses before i t bites. He was stumbling between 
me and my mother, confused with a knife in his hand. One 
of us, or both of us, then killed him. 

"My mothe r i s i n love and is going to live in the boat-
house now unless somebody stops her. I have been married 
again—of cours e yo u kno w that . Bu t thi s tim e i t didn' t 
work—no daughte r fo r al l m y trouble . S o lat e yesterda y 
the thought of suicid e caught my fancy—and what a lucky 
thing! I saved my mother from certain death." 

Veronica bega n t o typ e again . "Wil l yo u spea k mor e 
slowly," she said. "I want to make sure I write it the way 
you say it . It' s terribly hard working from the real thing." 
But she stopped writing and only looked at Daisy. 

"Such a beauty you are , Veronica! I always thought so. 
I assure you I'l l spea k mor e slowly . G o ahea d and write 
some more." 

"I stopped because i t struck me you just said you saved 
your mother's life." 

"I said—no . No, I  said I  saved my mother from certain 
death." 

"That isn't my point. Certainly I  know that one person 
is dead. I  saw that. I see that one person is alive—you. And 
you say that Samaria is alive, and in love, and suffering, at 
the boathouse . Bu t I say Samaria, an d you sa y my moth-
er—so 1  am confused—perhaps the way the killer you killed 
was confused . Ho w d o I  know whic h i s th e mothe r and 
which i s the daughter? How can I know that for sure? Two 
grown women—which is which?" 

"Now ho w can I  answer that!" Daisy laughed. "Search 
your memory! Use your brain! Find something to remind 
you of somethin g else—perhaps a snapshot of me in a little 
woolen bathing suit, a  bathing suit with a  duck on it, and 
I'm standing at the edge of a  lake with my feet in the wa-
ter. O r you ca n remember how I  was—/ remember how I 

211 



was! A  young gir l in a porch swing on Valentine's Day eat-
ing candy hearts from a  paper sack—Be Mine, Thine  Alone, 
I Love You.  And so forth." 

Daisy leane d forwar d a  little, he r smil e comin g an d go-
ing. Veronic a believe d tha t Dais y mean t t o teas e her. Ver-
onica said , "I t coul d b e Samaria in that picture, not you. I 
might b e rememberin g anothe r gir l i n a  porch swing , no t 
you. I  wonde r wh o th e rea l on e is . I t migh t b e me . Lik e 
everything else, one is real, the other a forgery." 

"Which i s the mother , whic h the forgery? My goodness, 
Veronica." Dais y shoo k he r head. A  curl loosened and fel l 
against th e middle of her forehead. "Forge t it . I  helped my 
mother int o the boathouse with al l her things. Then I  went 
back t o wher e w e ha d lef t th e kille d ma n an d sa w th e 
twins swimmin g th e lake , comin g t o ge t me . We used m y 
mother's blanke t t o wra p i t in—she'l l nee d a  new one . We 
used the boat; we rowed i t home." 

"I kno w al l that . Don't sit so close by me, Daisy. I  want 
you t o tel l m e abou t ho w yo u and Samaria discovered th e 
half-buried torsos , th e severed heads, the remnants of arms 
and legs. Eyeballs gouged from skulls." 

"I don' t remembe r anythin g lik e that . You'r e makin g 
that up." 

"Rose and Rose-lima will say that what I've said is so." 
"It sound s lik e th e petrifie d thing s i n Pompeii , thos e 

things you fake d an d pu t there . Wil l we fin d necklace s o f 
hammered gold , too , acros s th e lake ? An d cla y shard s 
painted wit h wav y blu e line s t o sugges t tha t th e piece s 
were water jugs, once upon a time?" 

"It's not a bad idea, Daisy." Veronica wrote it all down. 
"I sa w m y mother . The n I  saw m y daughter s Ros e an d 

Rose-lima. The y tol d m e they menstruate now, and I cried 
a little . The y ar e ol d enoug h no w t o g o alon e t o Holly -
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wood, and that's where they say they're going. Then I saw 
my daughter Flynn. Flyn n was in your workshop. She was 
crouched hig h u p o n th e rafter s waitin g for the nerve to 
walk across to the other side. She is learning how to be a 
rope-dancer, sh e tol d me . Sh e tol d m e that she will be a 
rope-dancer thousands of fee t u p in the air for the rest of 
her life." 

Veronica wrot e i t al l down . "Wa s sh e excite d t o se e 
you? Did she fall?" 

"She wa s excite d abou t learnin g rope-dancing . Sh e 
would not look down , not even to look at me. Thousands 
of feet up, in thin air, my daughter." 

"So one more time, which i s the mother and which the 
daughter?" 

"If I say it, it is true. Believe me, Veronica." 
"You are patronizing me, like a child or an old woman-

while your daughter walks through thin air." 
"My mothe r grow s mor e an d mor e t o loo k lik e m y 

daughter Flynn." 
"There's frost predicted for tonight. You're just in time 

for a last look at the roses. Flynn will freeze to death rope-
dancing tonight." 

"She will think of something." 

Suddenly i t i s dark, so Flynn inches back down to the 
ground an d switche s o n al l lights . Sh e aim s the lamps at 
the ceiling, but the ceiling is too far away; the light reveals 
nothing bu t maze s o f criss-crossin g shadows . Bu t tha t i s 
enough for Flynn . She goes back up, ready, nerveless, her 
arms he r onl y balancin g pole . Sh e put s on e foo t out , 
readies th e second . Beneat h her , i s lamplight an d space; 
and smell s o f ol d wood , turpentine , colors . Befor e sh e 
moves, sh e breathes . I t i s a s i f sh e breathe s th e colors— 
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yellow to blue, brown to green to purple. Then she is into 
the ligh t an d gone , nearl y acros s befor e she has even be-
gun, Veronica wrote, the end. 
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