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July 1939, Paris, France. Gay Paris? A city paralysed by anxiety, almost empty,
breathing painfully before the imminence of war. There is a permanent lump in my throat as
I wander the beautiful streets. I have letters for artists, Tanguy, Max Ernst, Soutine, van
Dongen. . ..But nobody’s home. And soon the war is there like a train on time. And I go
back to New York.

(Pan-zoom through a hole in the memory.) Ah! Saved! By the portfolio. We want to
gain money honestly while waiting for our day. We know the insides of ad agencies,
magazines, big store art departments. Soon they use our first names. (Steamy soft-focus on
restaurant window, where brown lobsters are waving their little claws without hope.)
Perspective-traveling down a blue street empty of people and dogs. But they can't be far: on
the sound track a crowd roars and dogs bark. The noise grows as a near voice—man,
woman, child?—chants and sobs by turns. A milky disc crosses the black screen, slow as the
moon. The near voice waxes stronger, singing in Lorelei witchery:

Who, oh who could have dreamed that this spongy, tortuous-minded, other-
worldly-obsessed woman would be so attentive to the planet? Is it possible that a mind so
laden with forbidden fruit, so intoxicated with decadence, so haunted by fantasms, would
turn before sleep came at night on feverish thoughts of warheads, ethnic strife, mass media,
megalomaniac avant-gardistes with their shipwreck philosophies, chemical conflicts, the
population explosion and the progressive desecration of the earth? The thoughts are
womanly, therefore candid, turbulent. (Show close-up of turbulent thought.) Only the
other night, just imagine, she lost a good hour of sleep trying to find a way to drop a big
bomb on the Atrium. It has to be a suicide pilot. He swoops down and drops his load. Not
content with the explosion (assuming he aims right) the intrepid pilot swings around and
zooms in to spray the whole scene with a good dose of napalm and, looking down as he dips
away, he sees tiny generals and aides of all kinds fleeing convulsively, their bodies fused
together like paste. (Cut.)






(Close-up.) A dressing table littered with trinkets that the busy shopper has bought
for presents but can't bring herself to give away. She can be seen in the mirror, her head
sumptuously furnished with vain thoughts. Her lips move: “I cultivated fear for fun. I
feigned timidity and modesty when in truth I felt bold and proud. I could cry at will, 1
developed crying muscles that are still there. Now I cry when I don’t want to. I am per-
manently afraid, I am timid and sincerely modest. What was once a huge joke on those
around me has become my scar, my bafflement.”

(Traveling to medium-sized dog, smoking before the fire.) Dog: “Cruel disadvantage
of the feminine biology, maybe.” (Fireworks appear in the distance, growing until they fill
the fireplace.)

Lady: “Possibly. If I had been a man, oh what I wouldn't have done! Just a few more
whips of sheer physical energy, just a slight tilt away from the dreamy wish toward the
bulldozer crunch that flattens everything and everyone in its path. | would have thrown off a
thousand constraints, done things, said things, painted a thousand more pictures, made
sculptures as high as the Empire State with inbuilt fountains to spit on its roof.”

Dog: “Liar!” (He knocks out his pipe on her head, raising ugly welts.) “ Besides, why
paint a thousand pictures when two are enough? Or none at all, providing you've made
some other amazing gesture, a gesture that only a little woman can make.”

Lady: (Says nothing. She is so fond of dogs.)

4. The peril of joining the immortals

(Telephone rings. A voice answers but telephone still rings. Pan in on two babies in
their crib. They are about 21 months old.)

Baby: “In my case it brings on the feeling of having an alarm clock in my loins.
Although it has gone off it has failed to wake anybody up. What a rip-off! Everybody strain-
ing, hoping, plotting endlessly.”

Baby no. 2: (fingering its tiny penis) “Yes, and multiplying. Why should humans
continue, can you give me one plausible reason?”

Baby no. 1: (lisping) “To settle their differences.”

The babies grow rapidly before the camera, like opening Disney flowers. They are
soon adults. (Show them growing too fast for their nighties, which stretch and tear.) Scene






(Noise). A squeaking sound in the dark. It's the child-architect. They found him
there in his little nightshirt, his little bare feet, sitting in the attic at an old drafting table.
He was drawing feverishly. Piles of drawings—monumental, grandiose projects—lay on the
floor around him. He looked so adorable, so frail, perched on his high stool. Only, you must
know, the results weren't all that great. The work lacked cohesion. As architecture it was
eccentric, pretentious, and sinned above all by its many gratuitous details (I'm sorry to have
to say this) and to cap it all, contained neither doors nor windows. His daddy had exposed
the little architect to ‘the things of beauty’. As you expose litmus paper to the light. And the
architecture buffs flocked and fought to put his fine hair in a curl.

Listen. Look behind the curtain of every great man and always, oh, almost always,
there is this daddy or mom or maybe an uncle who started the whole thing early on. Yet it
does happen sometimes that there is nobody, really nobody, and the entire adventure is
undertaken without help. It is dreamed alone, an objective honed in total solitude.

Ah, in our countryside back there we had our man: Abraham Lincoln. And superb
illustrations in the history books to prove everything. You saw him, the future president, a
poor boy in rough garments. He was reading. You saw how he sat up whole nights in the
chimney corner, the log burning fitfully to light the printed page. How sweetly he leans into
the hearth, holding the book at an angle before his carved face—face stamped in copper,
face on a penny!

No one else in that house could read. And he, a poor boy in tatters, became the presi-
dent of the United States. He sat down at the right hand of the All-Powerful. Even though no
one in the house could read as he could. (Dog is heard scratching on the cabin door.)

Dog: (being let in) “In my family everybody could read. We didn't need any bow-
wow powerful. Everybody could read.”

Abraham Lincoln: “So?”
Dog: “So that's all. Everybody knew how but nobody read.”

(Camera dollies over to window.) A Baby Star from Hollywood climbs out of a sepia
photo in a cloud of dust. Her milky flesh (overexposed?) bubbles out from the top of a
strapless bra. She stares lasciviously at the Dog: “Nobody needs to read. Two together,
moving slowly through space, can put the whole world out of countenance.”

Dog ruminates his black thoughts. This time he is smoking hash. Did he hear the
Baby Star? He says: “Me, I like to read. What I can't do is talk, so people say. But I have
charisma and ambition. I have a sharp eye and a nose for fakes. I know a few things. For in-
stance, I know that if you try to climb the sky you live as long as if you'd only tried to climb
the stairs. Why are humans always searching for the truth? Personally, I am always looking
for beautiful lies and all too often find stodgy truths.”

He tosses away his joint, or what's left of it, and begins to bay: “Oh, let the evening
explode! Oh, let the night give us her paw—to you first!”












The barman tears two buttons off his vest and drops them in a glass of water where
they fizz. “Drink that”, he orders. “You think too much. Me, I'm no thinker. I'm a looker.
Thinking makes my head ache but looking wakes me up.”

(Rumble of an approaching storm, becoming stronger, ending with a thunderclap.)
The sea heaves in the glass. The dog carries it to his lips and drinks the storm, thus restoring
silence. Then he says very softly:

“You can laugh at the past. You cannot laugh at the future. We must, at any cost,
save the lives of our younger plants and planets. But they resist us because the verb always
follows the hand, and there is no one around to help.” (Fadeout in madness.)

7. The peril of white

The heavens fulfill our exigencies. The fidelity of the sun and the moon, for example,
ah, they don't betray us. The extraordinary way the trees and mountains have of not chang-
ing their places, of not changing their minds. Good. We won’t change ours either. Because,
like the dog, we know a few things. We know that man is not up to his revolutions; he can
win his revolution but he can't get anything out of it. It’s his evolution that goes on. Will it
advance faster in the millenium to come than in this one? We know a lot of other things (for
example, about the myth of frequent ejaculation) too shattering to be revealed here.

A voice (off) hums during this tasteless discourse while a clever montage (what a
director!) shows us that there are some happy people in this world and all of them are accor-
dion players. Intoxicated by the din, they show their black and white fangs, gleaming with
the determination inherent in happiness.


















April 1975. Something has gone wrong. There is no light in the studio, nothing
moves and the colored jokes are stale. The disorder is grievous. 1976. (Is the heart
condemned to break each day?) Still in the studio. Everything is there at the bottom of my
crazy brain. Everything. But it's stone-heavy and will not rise. Most of the time it's all dark
down there. You can stumble around for hours without joy. My mind is a cave and its
treasures are hidden in boxes and trunks with lost or rusty keys. If you find the keys they
don't fit the locks. Or if they fit they don’t turn. Or if they open the lock the lid does not rise,
the hinges are stiff. Even if, finally, the trunk is opened most of its contents are rotted or
moldy from their long wait and aren’t worth the trouble of dragging into the light.

We have to be so careful, even the salt isn't salty any more, and love is not lovelorn.
Soon it will be vain to travel. Soon they’ll have another bridge for everything that happened,
with valises and dapper theives to steal them; with first aid and a warning, like a sign on
my eight-foot dog.

Tomorrow we win, and next year and next summer. Late reflexions ripen better than
the first. Step up, everybody! No, closer. Read my list of names done away with by their
naming. See my pictures over which princes (paupers) have no control. Look at the disciples
sharpening their pink wits on the wrong people.

Having watched this a number of times I know that no name, no place, no car-
tographers, no deep sea singing, no orb in orbit, no single rose (although three dozen might
win a two-hour lover, never a pal), no arctic floes or vulva fire can make me forget my
knife—my palette knife, to be sure.

And while I have the chance, here or somewhere, O my Max, I kiss you on your
beautiful eyes. There, it's said. Seven words. Maybe they’ll get by unnoticed. Or if I can slip
in another one: blue. Your beautiful blue eyes.

The trucks go by in the street outside without my help. The universe waits, listening

for serenity as in listening for doom—with kindly patience. At last report the gates of hell
have just closed.

D.T.
Translated from XX¢ Siecle
Paris, September 1976
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