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1 Rather than the obvious indelicate portrayal of the full importunate emergence of the unfortunate Wiggle’s imperiously rash member as the divine Michelangelo with his magnificent Moses just
before exposing the tablets we have with all humble respect chosen to portray our poor Wiggle’s member in eruptus at its most profound dynamic psychological depth of ideational inception.



Heavier. Thicker.

Deep snowy drifted an
blesw arosund all tehe raenc
houses, split levels, cottages
and colonials on Normal Lane
where the more normal patients
were sent to live to prepare them
for return to the outside. There was
snow in front of the garage doors, snow
blew against the picture ~ windows, snow piled

up against the glass storm  doors; Normal Lane, its fipe 2402 Yoy
trees and shrubs’laced with intricate snow icing, looked very muchﬁ‘f' ﬁgﬁaa
like any suburban street in the snow, a little better than most, in fact, except
that this morning Mike and Mary Grandanall had put their two girls out
on the curb in a garbage can to punish them for saying that Jesus was a
liar. The Grandanall daughters stood as solemn soldiers in snowsuits in a

garbage can o wih a sign:
Heavy snow. | aM GaRBqGQ The weeping
cherry tree at the begin
ning of the Great Lawn hung its bare branches like swollen veins
on old hands down into the drifts. The Great Lawn seemed to
spread out endlessly. White. The dormant rose bushes on the
reat Lawn, wearing rings of shiverinﬁl sparrow, poked up
through the snow like blind fingers looking for light. In the
distance, Bill Bizerkowish could be seen raking leaves of snow
across the Great Lawn, and behind his esoteric labor, Brighton
D. Death House, where the newer, the more disturbed patients
and some of the staff lived, looked like a toy palace forgotten in
the snow. Death House was named after the founder of Little
America, Brighton D. Death. It had no connotations of a morbid
nature to most of the residents of Little America, who had
learned from inner turbulence that life-crushing morbidity was
all in their own minds and in reality found Death House, its
warm beds, bracing morning showers, friendly heart-to-heart
chats, amusing card games and the camaraderie of those who
have hit bottom and are slowly rising up to never having to lie
about their human condition for the rest of their life, very cozy
and pleasant. The snow fell and blew between Death House and
the Mental Barn into the Pine Grove. This large stand of pines
sucked in the swirling snow and held it like ancient white maned
and bearded insomniac lions who have forgotten what lying
own is yet hug big white blankets yearning for sleep.



Meanwhile back at the Mental Barn office of Max Granada, Sinfan and Max had been up all
night reasoning with a threatened suicide. They Awere smof(lng and looking out at the snow.
Their feet were up on Max Granada’s desk.“The Msnow is beautiful,” Sinfan said, looking out
the office window at the ancient pines in the Pine Grove. “Ancient pine talks withdraws con

forms. Deep dark mysterious bird manifests as if truth.” Max Granada said. “Everyone does,”
The telephone rang. Max Granada turned and picked up the telephone. “Yeah, this is Granada.
What! They put the kids in garbage cans! Get se kids over to Rose. Tell her to stay with them
until their grandparents come for them. That’s right, Brilliance, call their grandparents. Tell them
to pick them up. No! their parents can’t stay here anymore! This is it for those bastards. Send them
to Rockland State. That’s too good for them! Send them to Creedmore! No! South Boston! Max put

THANK Y0U TOVARICH STSLIN FOR

FREL HIR AND WHTEKR

down the telephone. He turned to Sinfan. T knew it was too quiet around here l:very trme there S

a beautiful snow one of us Wacko Nmn%/v s has to make tracks in it. Ho Ho Ho Hu Hi Hu Hee Hee
Hee.” Sinfan said. “Yes,” Max asked. “What are you Workrng on now, Midge?” Sinfan said. “I’m

\  trying to learn how to put myselfto sleep at night,” Max Granada said in a long sigh. “Yeah that’s
\ ant, very important but you know what’s the matter with you, Midge? You don’t breathe. I didn’t use
\ he cither. In fact, when I was sixteen, I didn’t want to live, even. What the hell, my whole family was
toob reg{ centration camp just for being one quarter Jewish. They "had to put me in an iron lung, Irefused to
wiped out in a con ¢ die. But one day a huge nurse came up to me, clanged the iron lung with a bed pan, slapped my
ac’"’ e%he e‘f’e e&}’ u’ve got to live you little Jew shit! Start breathlng" She took me out of the iron lung, threw me down
n the started kicking me4in the ribs. [ breathe.” Sinfan asked. “Where was this? Where were you living then?”” Max
Sald “It was in MOSCOWs They had toaput me in the hospital there right after I got off the train from Lithuania.” Sinfan asked.
“Whep were yousin Lithuania?” Max said. “From 1936 to 1941, My family was living in Lithuania.
The Gestapo piacked up my brother and I ran into Gestapo headquarters and told them, begged them,
to let my brother go. I really loved my brother, Midge. A Gestapo officer pulled me aside and said
to me, ‘Get out of here or we’ll kill you too.” My family threw me on a train to Moscow and after
awhile that was worse than Lithuania. Women in summer dresses were building fortifications in
the snow twenty-four hours a day. It was an amazing thing. I’ll never forget it. How could women
in summer dresses work in the freezing snow and stay alive when all around them for a hundred
miles soldiers in trenchcoats were freezing to death? I saw a lot of things like that. It puzzled me.

You know what the great Pinel said about Mental Illness when he let all the whacko ninnys
out of the Bastille: The only thing that can cure mental illness is air and liber: ]gy I knew I was nuts.
ee’s Light Station

I began to think about it. Then one day I met a man and he told me about the
down in Upper Velterein.” Sinfan asked. “What Bees?” Max said, “You know the s€cret guys
who learn how to use their humanity to create a sweet substance. I went down there until the goddam war
was over and had a good time, but it was tough, and just when I was told to go out into the world and help
people, I got a permission to
America from an uncle who
had a junk yard on Staten Island.
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sinking in the wate, that lousy b started to sink. It stopped. It creak It started [f you wanted to study depression, that was the place to be.
Everybody on that boat, even the crew had been through something like I’d been through and worse. So there we were, refugees
from hell sinking two weeks away from the land of milk and honey. Ho Ho Ho Hu Hu Hu Hee Hee Hee. I was really depressed,
Midge. I wandered around the boat for days not knowing what to do. There was nothing to do and everyone was sunk lower than
the boat. Everyone just wandered around day and night like prisoners at exercise time. One day I happened to wander into the
galley and in the middle of a mountain of food, was the fattest man I have ever seen in my life. The huge Chinese cook Cho Kohn
Pu’ke was eating everything in sight, the captain’s steaks and all. I hadn’t eaten for days and I didn’t see how anyone could eat.
But he kept munching away on everything. ‘How can you eat at a time like this?’ I asked him. A gigantic smile full of gold teeth
shined behind the steak he was cramming into his mouth. ‘While you alive EAT!” He giggled. So I ate. Two days later the boat
began to move and somehow it got to San Francisco without sinking. Ho Ho Ho Hu Hu Hu Hee Hee Hee. You know what’s
wrong with you, Midge, you don’t breathe enough. You’re starving for air. Why don’t you get a girlfriend?” Sinfan asked. “Who
wants a midget? No one. Anyway I’ve risen above all that. I’ve purified my mind.” Max said, “Yeah, Midge, yeah, you’ve done
it, all right. You and your mental desperado friend Daniels are well beyond. But you’ve got to come down off the mountain
sometime. What goes ulp, must come down and there’s one thing you don’t know.” Max Granada, with as much slow sullen
energy as if he were pulling a sword out of a stone, pulled a telegram out of the mountain of patient reports on his desk, and said,
“The mountain sure comes to Max,” glanced out at the heavy snow and said, “I never even saw snow like this in Russia. Jesus
it’s heavly. The trees and bushes look like thef/’ve got wedding cake icing all over them,” Max looked cluickly at Sinfan, “ or
absolutely clean sour cream. Here, Midge, a telegram came for you.” Sinfan said. “Thank fyou,” Max said. “I love you, you bitter
little devil. No one’s too small to have a big happy life. Someday, some beautiful piece of ass is going to steam iour coogle real
good.” Sinfan said smiling sadly. “You are my friend, Max,” Max said. “Well, even though I’'m impotent I think I’ll go over to
see Rosie and try to get something warm and dirtﬁ/. Ho Ho Ho Hu Hu Hu Hee Hee Hee. We have to keep trying to live! Our life
expects it of us. Someday I'll get it up.” Sinfan sighed deeply, put the telegram in his suit pocket carefully, as if it were a precious
jewel, and walked out ofy Max Granada’s office down the hall of the Menta% Barn to his own. As Sinfan walked slowly down the long
all, he saw the Grandanall daughters escorted by a nurse and still in their snowsuits marching like solemn soldiers each with a
middle finger pointing upward. One held a small sign: She’s not dirty. She’s my sister, Assholes. Sinfan realized wordlessly:The
look sad. Like orphans. Like nobody loves them. Like their own has been taken away from them or crushed. Like soldiers ma
Hitlers have sent into an incomprehensibly hostile Russia of a life to be bitterly frozen to death. Suddenly one of the toddlers
winked at him, gave him the finger and sniiled. Never give up hope, Sinfan realized as he walked on down ‘the long hall. After a
few doctors and patients passed him, Jack Wiggle andg Jack %Vrench approached. “Hello, short stuff, How’s tricks?” Jack Wiggle
asked Sinfan, winked, zipped, and unzipped his fly as Wrench, as usual, continued tg reason Wiggle into rational modesty as they
passed. As he came his office door, Sinfan nodded hello to Wally Warpette who wag walking arm in arm with a blonde actress. “Gettin
ny?” Wally Warpette s?de wg[h a cracgeﬂ Madison Ayenue smilé. I don’t need any, Sinfan realized wordlessly as he reached up. But jus
ge ore he turned his office oor]ﬁno s E ung on 1t for a m(ilmetnt ol;%lspenm n. It was a strange m(il ént, an empty moment, yet
ip of,
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Snow window light a speck of dyst and realized it was becay, ge it was in a beam of light yhich was invisible to him until
he saw the speck of dust. It is [ike a speck of dust in a beam Of[ight, you cannot see the light without the speck, you can
Not see the speck without the light, Sinfan realized wo,  glessly as he took the telegyqm out of his pocket carefull).

Opened it, and part of his eyes to the window on the light begy, part of his eyes on the speck of dust in the beam of light, read it:
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HUMAN IS THE LIGHT
OF THE MIND AN D BODY GLOW
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ABLACK HOLE GLOW  THE SPARK IS WITHIN A
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EVER BURNING G LO W FIND IT

GLOW FOLLO W IT GLOW
LIVE FROM lTik GLOW

LIGHT up ON LIGHT
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. Cag;ain Good .
walked into Sinfan’s office. Captain Good’s .
once form-fittin g white tights were subtly loose, . . . . . _abitbaggy,
The large silver G glued onto his chest was a bit tarnished. He removed his white satin cape a bit slower than‘usual anyq
instead of winging it on the couch in his usual manner, he seemed to drop it asif it were made of lead. His Pinko Creamo plastic
electric milk pistol shaped like a lugar on along missing child milk carton fell out of his belt and dropped onto the floor
like a dead bird. He did not pick it up. “Thith couch ith filthy.” Captain Good lisped in his deep commanding masculine
voice. He lay down on hl_s cape on tl}e couch, crossed his legs, inspected his white boots for a high shine and cleanliness by
reaching down one white-gloved fingert ip_ touching it to his white boot elegantly and then bringing his hand back up
and inspecting for dirt on the white-gloved fingertip. Captain Good saluted Sinfan sharply. “I thertainly passth inthpec
Lon!” What may I help you with today, yoy who thit in darkneth? Pleath return thsalute, Mithter!” Sinfan asked hi™,
'Who are you today, Alan?” as he hopped yp onto his desk chair and waved his hand in a loose sa Jute. Captain Goo
reported, “Captain Good ith my name, anq " cle aning th e world of
filth ith my game!” Sinfan asked. “Tellme  ap  out it,
Alan?” Captain Good asked in a deep pioug ¢ one.
“How could a mitherable little thifty yellow freakithoid
underthand a powegul orcth
for good? You raped old ladies
and men in Thanghai. You raths
burned up little babieth alive in
Nanthing.” Sinfan said, “It is hard
/or me, Alan, but please try to
isten webvosos 15 and toopen this end
help me. We yellow races rek{)lsl}y
are in need of your goodness. We
have been living in darkness for
so many years, you know.”
Captain Good yelled, losing his
lisp, his deep voice thundering.
“Yeth, that’th IT! And I brought
you LIGHT!” Sinfan said. “You
certainly did do that, Alan, among
other things.” Captain Good leap
ed up off the couch and began to
pace in front of it as he said in
guickbursts, moving his hands like
uelin% airplanes: “Yeth that’th
what 1 wath doin%! Shit hot!
Bringinﬁnli ht! Big light! Zoom!
To darkneth!” Captain Good’s
lisp suddenly disappeared. He
screamed as if to get above the
roar of an engine or the blast of a
bomb. “Yes! Yes! That’s it! Shit
hot! Let’s get out of here!” Sinfan
said, “Alan, you must somehow
begin to realize, that you are a
good person. There’s no need for
you to prove you’re good. In fact
you are Narcisco Hotspurm, an
average delusion of grandeur ex
University of Chicago student.
Yes, Captain Alan Sadd received
orders one morning to drop an
atomic bomb. It did kill many
many people. But that doesn’t
mean that you’re bad or dirty.
All this means is that you did
something else you think was
wrong. But it’s all over. It was
y ears, SO many
m Iss I n gears ago. Yes.
alybe 17 years ago. Why do you
still torture yourself with this?
Why do you punish yourself?
Please on’t crush  your
humanity, Alan. Now, as I’ve told
you many times, when you are
manic, ﬂying too high, and sense
ourself spending too much energy,
reathe slower and lyou’ll calm
down. When you feel depressed,
}vhen you are too lov&/, brsilathf(
ast H er and you’ll picl
upa Ch_l Idbistéfl;\low stabi iglel
you r Self, Alan or you
cras m I I h.” Captain Good
stopped pacing. He looked at
Sinfan like a cartoon character
suddenly realizing that he has
walked off a cliff into air and
cannot fly. He began to cry
uncontrollably over and over
again in spastic bursts like an
engine refusing to turn over. He
cried, “I’mmm bad. ’'mmm dirty.
I’mmm_bad. DI’mmm dirty.”
Suddenly, he stopped. He said
nothing and picked up his cape as
if it were a broken wing. He
began to walk slowly out of
Sinfan’s office. “Come back,
Alan. Sit down,” Sinfan called. “I
am your friend.” Captain Good
said nothing. His shoulders
slightly bent, his knees slightly
buckled, he slowly left the office
like a wounded bird that had lost
its ability to lift. Sinfan wrote in
his patient report: Slightly less
elation followed by eeper
depression. Patient loves flying.
Does not wish to give up excessive
ups and downs. May not crash.
Seems to see his Self as nuclear
device. Might implode. Now Sinfan
walked over t owards the couch
and picke d up Cgptam Good’s
white plas 7ic Pinko Creamo electric
milkpis tol. What kind of a poor
miserable person would go out
loo king for the sun at high noon on
a clear day with a flashlight, Sinfan
realized. P}oor fellow! Compared to
the sun, an Atomic Bomb is a mere
flashlight. Poor broken sparrow. [
must try harder to help him. I hope
that my hfeelings about the bomb he
believes he dropped éh éaving murdered
my father are not subtly preventing me
from helping him. If I'were a rea
son and not a dwarfed freak and had
the love of a beautiful woman, if there
were some beauty % n my outer life, 1
might be more compassionate and 1
might be more able to help him. I must
try harder. Sinfan sighed. He put on
his wool greaicoat, his silk scarf and
his boots. He sensed a small shiver.
A warm shiver,Sinfan realized as
he closed his office door and wa
ed down the hall to the portico
of the Mental Barn. Sinfan
realized:This is a diffe
rent kind of shiver:




Like an iced r,ice(g)ager
soaking up spilled black
ink the gray sky darkened.
The snow ‘seemed to fall
heavier. Sinfan walked ac
ross the Great Lawn
through the deep snow
sprinkled with shivering
sparrows toward the weep
ing cherry tree at the be
éinning of Normal Lane.
infan passed close to Bill
Bizerkowish who was rak
1I}g his imaginary leaves
of snow across the Great
Lawn into piles quite
evenly spaced and sized.
Bill was wearing a plaid
shirt, glolf cap, kha Kis,
and golf shoes. His pipe
was upside down. He stop
Eed raking and leaned on

is rake and said pleas
antly enough, “Morning,
little doctor.” Sinfan said.

“Good morning, Bill, Will
this snow ever end?” Bill
Bizerkowish said “Warm
front’s moving in,” pleas
antly enough and resumed
his ‘even and diligent rak
ing of imaginary leaves.
Sinfan said. “You missed
your appointment with
me, Bill.” Bill Bizerkowish
said, “Well, let me see,
}/es sir, sorry about that.

mportant work to do,” as
he attempted to rake a few
darting sparrows toward
his nearest pile of snow.

Sinfan asked. “You like to
rake, or don’t you?” Bill

Bizerkowish slowly said,
“Nothing better,” as he

bore down on the dart

ing sparrows. “But the leaves

are getting trickier, got

to get moving a long now.

Warm front is moving in.”

Rake. Rake. Diligently. Dilig ently, .
Allow no speck of dust on mirror, Slnfan
realized. Why rake dust off mirror if direction
mirror located at attracts no dust? Sinfan sighed
and walked across the Great Lawn through the
shivering sparrows toward the we?mg cherry tree.
From the field of snow falling and spread, Sinfan
focused his vision in toward the weeping cherry
tree before him. It was many years
older than Sinfan, who was
twenty-nine at this time, and
was much like an ancient
weeping cherry tree in his

arden when he was a child.

infan walked in toward the
high branches that hung
down like petrified fingers
into the snow and looked at



a branch with in focused

vision as if it were a paint

ing of one low hanﬁ@nﬁ

branch against one hig

snow sky. He focused his

vision in more until all he

saw was one bud. Bud

swollen. Pink. Waiting. Fat.

Ready to live. Sinfan realiz

ed. Sinfan shivered. A warm

shiver, he realized. He tram

ped in under the long han,

ing branches to the trunk o

the weeping cherry tree and

looked up at the snow fallin;

down and the thousand buds

waiting to burst up. I must

have done this as a child,

Sinfan realized as the snow

fell on his upturned face and

mixed with his tears. I,

Sinfan said in his head. Am

alive, Sinfan sensed in his

entire being. I, Sinfan said in

his head.” Wish to live,

Sinfan sensed in his entire

being. Sinfan shivered. No

beautiful woman will ever

love me. I am a thirty-eight

inch freak. I must accept

this, Sinfan realized as he

slow tramped the snow out

from under the weeping cherNry . .

tree down Normal Lane. “No bea_ut1,fu_1 woman will ever |oVe

me. I am a freak. I must accept this,” Sinfan screamed over and pver
again, out loud almost marching down Normal Lane. Sin fan shivered.
It was a very warm shiver. I cannot be ordinary on the oufside, Sinfan
realized, and I am extraordinary on the inside. But I must try to join the
Human Race. I must try to be as ordinary on the outside as | possibly
can. [ must try to do all the outside things other people do as' much
like them as possible. Even though I'm a little freak, I must

try to be as ordinary as possible.

Sinfan screamed up at the dark

sky snow and beyond: “LET ME

B]%, AN ORDINARY HUMAN

BEING OR LET ME DIE LIKE

A DOG IN A GUTTER!” A silent

voice in him said “TIX harder,

You’re getting there. All hapﬁ)l

ness is earned,” like a subtle
flame licking his mind’s back
flesh. I must quiet my mind, Sin
fan realized wordlessly. Or I will
lose all I have worked for. Sinfan
came upon Bill Bizerkowish’s
house and on the lawn saw Bill’s
old pile of leaves from the Fall
now covered with snow. And in
the pile, the faint depression of
where Captain Good had lain in
the leaf pile that first day in Little
America. It is as if he never rose
up out of those leaves, as if he’s
still lying there, but cold vapor
ized from his own implosion,
Sinfan realized. He turned and
walked back toward Death House.
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snow snow snowened more. Death House w snow snow snow snAnd now snow snow sand Snow snow snow sspread on all its surfaces snow snow snow snow
snow snow snow looked like a giant white snow snow snow snow swith sno snow snow like ermine snow snow and shrubs, it looked like a snow snow snow snow
snow snow snow cat of a frozen to palace now snow snow snow snthicker snow snow sntrim on a snow sno toy palace from one of those snow snow snow snow
snow snow snow glass balls that had justnow snow snow snow been turnedw snow sno upside snow sno down and then returned right ow snow snow snow
snow snow snow sside up. Not piercmgbsnow snow snow snothoughtlessly snow snowup into snow sn the snow sky, but allowing the air snsnow snow snow
snow snow snow sdown courteously in between them,nothe lovely blue turret nos, ram snow parts, and towers of Death House, and snow snow snow
SNOW Snow snuwesgecially their leaded windows with touches of real color, nnot only sno from the l|1)eople inside, but from trees now snow snow
snow snow sninside that were in fruit and bloom, seemed to be glowing with a coun snterwarmth to the afternoon’s snow. Into sno snow snow
snow snow snDeath House, nodding hello to all, Sinfan marched past the main nursi s ng station, the palm tree court of the Palm sno snow snow
snow snow snow Tree Lounge and throu gh a stone arch up a circular stone stair in the south east tower to his room. It was a pleasant snow snow snow
snow snow snow room with a view of hil Is and trees in the SNOW. It was €MPLY Of anything bu ¢ a bureau, a mirror, and.a bed. Sinfan w snow snow snow
snow snow snow Walked to his closet, re moved his snowbgots, and hung his Wwool greatcoat a nd suit on the hangers of his specially w snow snow snow
snow snow snow lowered bar. He put on his bathrobe and s%pp’ers placed a towel around his n eck, locked his door, and walked down ow snow snow snow
snow snow snow the circular stone stairs of the southeast tower to the Salsabil Baths with its fo untain and pool and tile and sun bright w snow snow snow
SNOW SNOW SNOW lights that almost kisse d one on entering. As well as (ﬁVél‘ the entrance to Br ighton D. Death House, and the Genital w snow snow snow
snow snow snowGymnasium, the donor had caused this sign to be inlaid in the tile wall besi de the elegant turquoise swimming pool: snow snow snow
snow snowMAY THIS BE AN EXCELLENT RESTING PLACE AND PLEASANT DRINK TO THEM THAT ENDURE PATIENTLY * IN THEIR RUIN MAY THEY FIND A TREASURE Snow snow snow
snow snowSinfan picked up a bar of soap from the soap table and went to one of the tile showers that surrounded the pool. He hung up now snow snow
snow snowhis bathrobe and towel. He opened the glass door, stepped in, heard the glass door ring shut and turned on thlé‘ chrome shower now snow snow
snow snowarrow past cold and te?id to between warm and hot. He soaped himsel%slowly. This 1s the only mother I have anymore, Sinfan now snow snow
snow snowrealized as he pleasantly touched himself with soap and water. Suddenly, for no reason at all, almost out of the sensations of ow snow snow
snow snowsmooth soap and slippery warmth on his body, Sinfan found himself singing. It was the song that he had heard Captain Good ow snow snow
snow snowsinging on his ascension from Bill’s leaf pile’on his first daY 1n Little America: The trumpets shall sound, the dead shall be risen, sn snow snow
now snowand we shall be changed. He sang louder and louder with/, i sece\d, the exact same deep masculine resonance of Captain Good’s ow snow snow
ow snowvoice.l am breathing, Sinfan realized wordlessly. Singi| ng is brea [thing. Lost now in the deep head and chest resonating breathow snow snow
w snowof his singing, he did not see the glass door O%enin .%—I\ esensed a |cold draft of air and looked up quickly. Captain Good stoodow snow sno
snowin the open door. He looked bewildered, as if he did no| 7 /now wh |ere he was, or who he was, like a lost child. “Do I know youow snow s
nowfrom somewhere? Perhaps in the motion pictures? We| ren't vou ¢ |he catharsis of pity and fear giant who dropped the déclassé w snow
lass ball and said, ‘Woe’s Bud?’” Captain%ood asked like a small child. Have I stoIl)en Captain Good’s light? Igmfan realized. Before
infan could say anything, Captain Good had turned, and with the uncertainty of a one year old, toddled away across the
tiles and out of the Baths. Everything that has been done to him all of his life seems to have washed off, Sinfan realized. Like
the water is floating the soapsuds down me down the drain. Sinfan sensed himself as new. A new life, he realized, like a new
sun every day as he turned off the shower and strolled out across the cool glazed tile to the turquoise pool. Sinfan stepped
down into the pool and sensed the warm water slipping around his body. He floated back into the soft water. He shivered. It ]:’yas a
warm shiver.




rhat evening after dinner, Sinfan sensed himself as different as he adjusted his tie and blazer then hitche,
up his white pants and strolled under the high arches and smooth white vaults of the ele%ant lounge of Death
House called The White Bread Room due to its shallow depth: its seemingly unending supply of soft puffy comfort
able white cotton covered seats: its coarse dull fear of brilliance even when lit up: 1t¥ blithe spatial resemblance to a slice of
white brea 8’ Under the high vaults on sofas and easy chairs, at card tables and off in Death Grotto watching TV, people of all
ages and mental condition were sitting, standing, talking, staring, smiling and crying. They did not look any different but he
saw them differently. Of course, as all Americans, their main pursuit was not happiness but complaining and whining endless ly
about the cost of everything from their cars to their houses to their super abundgnt food. Never realizing in the Strausbaughi an !
sense that most humans who 've ever lived on earth have never known what these things are much less been able to own th em.
He did n ot see them as big. He saw them as alive. Somewhere in myself I am not looking up. I am looking out, Sinfan re al
ized I see people as I see trees and snow. All that life is outside of me, Sinfan realized as he continued }?is stroll. And I am
inside of me. He passed Dr. Moorose, the compulsive dentist, who was deeply involved in a huge endless jigsaw puzzle. If
Dr. Moor ose accidentally touched a puzzle piece, he believed he had to clean it seven times with a tissue, turn it upside
down 3 ti mes, and whistle “Sleepers Awake,” or, he believed, the piece would never fit. Sinfan stopped and observed
Dr. Moor ose. I do not see him as bigger or sick or worse than ]pam, now, Siigan realized. ]seeiim, now, as alive
and stuck in one of many pieces in his field of mind pieces. Dr. Moorose is Dr. Moorose and I am 1. Whatever
he is doi ng it is not in me. He is producing an amazingly complicated spectacle of pieces and movement
from on e of his billions of mind pieces, out there. Vl%th no mind, spontaneously, in a deep resonating
loud voi ce, Sinfan said to Dr. Moorose: “You're not working hard enough, Moorose. Get a bigger
puzzle. Stop being so dirty. Clean your pieces. Youre not stuck enozg on the part of your mind
that you /ove so much.” Dr. Moorose said “At least you understand me, Dr. Tasmaguri,” with a bit of
tear in his nose and eyes, gazing down on his hundreds of unconnected pieces. “You 're the only one who under
stands me. I'm stuck.” And this was the precise moment in Sinfan’s life when he be[%'an to say exactly what he saw.
Iam speaki ng in a loud booming voice. The voice of a giant, Sinfan realized wordlessly as he strolled on under the hzﬁ?
Balms past Wally Warpette, the advertising man and his clique. This grouping of near middle-aged people, called The
rugstore Sufis by Max Granada, was attempting to go back in emotional time and overcome the bitter experiences of
their adol escence with a new, more humane experience and as Wally Warpette's clique did every night, they were
endlessly name-dropping and ridiculing all that they saw and that they were, for the entertainment of the blonde actress
who sati n their midst. Before he passed by them, Sinfan vaguely heard: “Here comes the midget,” another and
indistin guishable remark, and then a smatterinieof chuckles. V§ally Warpette said to Sinfan with a big smile, “That’s a
shal(‘ip su mmer blazer, Doc!” Sinfan turned, looked at Warpette, and said in a voice that seemed to him as thunder, “I’m
suddenly feeling a little smaller tonight. Why is it, Wally, that every time my back is turned to you, I sense a little knife
sharpeni ng?” As Sinfan passed on, he sensed the silence of Wal'/yy Warpette and his clique. He had never heard them
silent bef ore. “Continue to chatter, please,” Sinfan called back over his subtle hunchback, “and the bananas you crave so
muchma y gf?pear in your tree.” Sinfan passed a %rouf of old women who were knitting and chewing their gums. Sin
fan asked “How are you tonight, Lily? " to one of the old women who was a queen odf epression. I don’t mind if I go
tomorro w, ”she said with the powerful reverse drive of depressive inaction. Sinfan said. “Me too. Let’s both go up to the
roof and jump off” Lily laughed. Sinfan approached the habitual TV viewers who sat facing a large television in Death
Grotto. T his imitation stone grotto was originally a chapel for prayer until TV viewing was found to be a far superior
concentr ator of attention away from mental problems than prayer. There were mostly young people but a few older
eople w ere scattered in their midst. They were watching a Japanese monster movie. Sin]%n liked the name Death Grotto
or the m arble statued and complicatedly niched imitation stone TV viewing area; at this time he believed that in the
mome nt of one’s death one’s whole conscious life, everything one has consciously seen or heard or tasted, touched or
smelled or sensed, passed lﬁfore one like an internal eternaf TV show that would seem to last 30 or 40 thousand years.
They are dying before their death in the wrong way, Sinfan realized. Why look at that when you can look at me? I have
died befo re my death. Sinfan was going to ask i%e viewers, but checked his irrjtq/ulse, realizing that it was a morbid thing
to say an d at best would be a jealous maneuver to take their attention off the TV and onto him. It would not be Lfg/‘riendly
and enter taining use of exhibitionism, Sinfan realized. They wouldn't understand it. I would frighten them. Suddenly,
from out of a dark corner of the marble statued and cement stoned Death Grotto, just as Godzilla, the Japanese monster,
was destroying the Bank of Tokyo, like a statue that had come to life, Jack Wi%gle leaped in front of the television,
exposed his penis and said, “Here it is! Live entertainment! The real thing! In the back of your mind, what lg)ou ‘re hoping
to find!”4s Jack Wrench appeared to get control of Jack Wiggle, Sinfan said in a loud growl, “Why look at that, when
You cap Jook at me, a real Japanese monster!” Everyone lau }lgedA Sinfan swiped his hand in a simian way and loped off
for a fe“isteps until he resumed his stroll. I am talking to the world now as the silent word in the buring nerve tree
n my chest somehow talked to me, Sinfan realized as he opened his silver cigarette case and lit a cigarette.

1 See John Strausbaugh, New York Press, Vol. 13 No. 3, 9/19/2000: Weep The People: “It’s official. American’s are the whinniest people on earth...confirmed...by New York Times this Sunday...” (9/17/2000)



T rough a deep delicious exhalation of smok® Sinfan saw Max Granad®
ill Bizerkowish, Captain Good, and a new patient, Lowney Tonk®
Playing cards at a table. Max Granada waved at Sinfan to com®
Over. He was wearing a black velvet smoking jacket and a %;~een

sqk ascot. His wavy white mane shined. Max slapped Lowne
onké on the shoulder of her/his/its fringed cat hide shir’»

and said to her/him /it, “Now we’ll get some hot acttion'
1\9[’5 small but he’s sharp!”Lowney Tonké snarled a
f ax, “Get lwéour goddam hands off the shoulde'>
arm boy! Fuck you in the teeth with a bloW
orch, you greenballed grandmother rap;
goddbam cock sucking son of a bit(]‘h,” g
he/He/It was a unique woma™
Map/it. She/ He/It was the talent
®mpowered daughter of th®
reat cross dresser country
g 3and western star Honk
onké. Like her father
She/he/it had been 2
frustrated house wife
In Indiana and mighy
ave remained tha
but she/he/it had
Sold her up scal€
Tanch house an
haq _Eone to Den
+ ++++L oti
he/he/it had a failed flayed offtMadrid Plaza de Toros bull, Isabello’s penis and sgcl‘
ha

mark where ¢
transplant onto her /his/its crotch. Max said to Sinf-Tan, “We’re trying to get a nice game of bridge goin®’_jr
+Max nodded toward Captain Good who sat in his € .

but we seem to have a permanent dummy.”
+said. “Catatonic trance, He’s gone back to womb land.

mouth open, slumped down, unmoving. Max
Sinfan said “Good evening, Alan,” to Captai+n Good in a loud commanding voice. Captain Good said

nothing and stared before himself as if he coulTd see no one, hear no one. Max said. “He sees you and
hears you. He’s withdrawing from reality. He’s+just pretending he doesn’t see or hear you.” Sinfan
realized wordlessly, Have I stolen Captain Goo+_?_’s light? Max Granada said, “Don’t worry Midge.
Leave him alone, poor bastard, it’s what he need s now. Hand washes hand. You’ll see,” gruntip
and puffina_l%_ke an old ox as he dragged Captai'*_'i_n Good in his chair to a corner of the g
e EL) ab
Lowney Tonké snarled at Sinfan. “Hey you! e/ e
You get a chair and sit right down, litflé mister.” Sh :
He/It turned to Max Granada and said in a very hoarse
South Indiana twang, “My, my, ain’t he the ant toe!” Max
Granada said. “Yeah, he’s small but he’s sharp and even you’d el's”
be surprised: He’s got an enormous cock like a sledge ham™m
She/he/it bellowed, rearing up, her long hair braids swinging, her tight
lion suede pants bul%i;l . “Yeah! O.K.! Let’s see! Take it out and put
it on the table, Tiny! Let’s see who’s got the King Kong Dinl% Dong round
these here parts!” Max said, “You can do that later, Lowney. Dr. Tasmaguri
will be your psychoanalyst,” and leered at Sinfan. “Well, O.K.,” she/he/it
said. “If you say he’s O.K., it’s O.K. with me. As my Daddy, Honké Tonké
used to sing, good things come in litt le packages, but never get caught in
rozen sheep.” Max Granada said  to Sinfan “Sit down, Midge. Don’t
a f*" mind her/hinvit, she/he/it’s O.K.,”  pointing to the vacated place at
the card table. “Let’s play Heq Ho Ho Ho Hu Hu Hu Hee Hee
Hee.” A few hours later, atten 't P.M. precisely, the milk and
cookie sideboard was rolled into the White Bread Room.
Everyone had milk and cookies and went to bed.



Late r
thate v e n

ing,atmidni g h t
afterhehad mas t u
batedhis enor m ous pen i s
carefully,utilizing the Zen Sal i v a
Squeeze in buildingupasmuch ten s i 0o n

ineverymuscleof his body, as carefully as o n e

would build a house of cards, workingtodelay gratificationaslo n g

as he possibly could following &/est’slaw, The Longer It Takes The Better I t I s,

using a vision of Twistina Perdue, the 18 year old daughter of Hubris and Tempo, wh o m
Sinfan believed was the most beautiful and most spiritual woman he had ever met,tode 1 a

. f . y
orgasm as long as possible to be sure of releasing as much unnecessary energy as possible f r 0o m
his organism, as he attempted to put himself to sleep, Sinfan looke

out from his bed throughth
window at the falling snow in the dark night. Must rest, Sinfan realized. Been through enorm o u s
stress last few months. Must sleep. Sinfan remembered Tempo Perdue telling him that being a b 1 e
to put one’s self to sleep  at night was the difference between a child and an adult, and was on
the most important things apersoncouldmaster. And then in his mind, Sinfansaw Tempo
Sinfan had said to Tempo: “I’'m having trouble sleeping.” Tempo Perdue had said: “The whole wo r 1 d
can explode; I get my sleep. You have to get your sleep.” And then in his mind, Sinfansaw the w h o | e
world explode into a billion pieces. Sinfan sensed his skin on the sheets and blanketso f his bed, loo k e d
through the dark room out the window, and saw the snow falling in the moonlight. Then, in his mi n d,
he saw Tempo Perdue i n the distance in the summer vegetable garden on ahilonOuspensky’s est a t
in New Jersey. Tem p o

T

[§

o
Pe

e
was strolling through the rows of vegetables after people had finished the i r
careful and dilige n t work on themselves and the garden and had left the fields. Sinfan walked d o w n
the garden h i 1 1 towardTemPO‘ Tempo seemed to be looking for something with invisibleanten n a e
“I am trying to find something

out about him sensing invisible things. Sinfan now heard Tempo whistling “Sleepers Aw a k e.”
in me that wishes to live. Like David Daniels
Whistling is breathing, Sinfan realized now, in bed, one eye on a billion pieces offallin g
asked, why is it that every time I try to do this work we are
snow out his window. Whistling in the lightt Tempo as k e d:
doing to understand ourselves, to evolve ourselves, 1 feel like a baby?”

“What are you doing, Sinfan?” as he whirled a bitandwa v e d
Tempo said: “If you want to know the truth, turn everything upside down. Turn
his fingers subtly toward Sinfaninthe immaculate 1 y
yourself upside down. Everyone has a wish to live in them. Something in you, like

cultivated garden. Sinfan said: “lam asking y o u
a pearl star in the deep pool of the heart of your mind is calling up to you to live. Try

what youaredoing now.” Tempo s a i d:
to go in and down and sense it,” Who am I? Sinfan asked himself silently. Tempo Perdue,
“I'm pickingup thepieces of t h e
said: “I'm going down now,” turned, waved his fingers subtly, and walked up the hill. Now
day’swork. Did youea r n
Sinfan asked, Who am I? down into the deep pool of the heart of his mind as he sensed the

yoursavor tod a y?’
sheets and blankets of his bed on his warm skin and looked through his dark room out his

Sinfanblur t e d
window at a billion pieces of snow falling in the moonlight. I am alive, Sinfan realized from

outsudde n 1" y:
one tiny mind star with one small glow down in the deep pool of the heart of his mind.

Tears running down his cheeks, Sinfan fell into sleep. Sinfan did not dream, as the
mechanism for dreaming in him had been turned upside down and was awake
in the daytime now and connected to reality. - At night, while he slept, !
when he could sleep, as he was relearning how to sleep,
nothing in him was awake but his life support
TS o 0GaD! W DON'TYOU VAKE

system. And a small glow.
ME A STAR?, subsequently renamed, BLUE MOON.



Althou
it was only a
hundred miles
from Little America,
it had not yet snowed
this winter. Rolling up
New Jersey wooded hills
and across lovely smooth
fields, the estate spread out
snowless around a large
stone mansion called
The Big House like
frost moss round
acold rock. The
trees were shaking and bare. The ground wag
spike white frost. It was very cold but it did
not seem to be winter yet to Twistina Perdue, who
had driven down the night before to visit her mother
and father, Tempo and Hubris Perdue, on her Christmas
vacation from Wellesley College in Massachusetts. Twistina
sat up in bed in her room in the Big House and looked at her
clock. It was six-thirty A.M. Twistina dressed quickly, threw on
her camel-hair car coat and rushed downstairs to the kitchen. Grace
Iron, an opera singer who had taken personal vows of silence to acquire
the energy to attain spiritual truth and who released energy unnecessary
to that sublime purpose by running in the woods howling like an animal, was
making breakfast for the few people who oversaw the farm in the winter in a
very intense and competent way with forceful happiness. Instead of helping
Grace Iron make breakfast, which Twistina thought was the right thing to do,
Twistina ran impulsively down to the basement where she knew that [ was doing
chores and would be stoking the furnaces. The Big House was a very large turn-
of-the-century mansion and had two large coal-burning furnaces in the basement.
I always liked doing chores at The Big House. It was very pleasant to get up early,
go down to the basement and shovel coal, only a few shovelfuls at most, on the
opposite side of the fire box from where it had been banked the night before. It
was very warm. When one shook down the dead coals, the remaining coals in
the fire box gleamed a beautiful tangerine. It was a very pleasant color in the depth
of winter. And perhaps, being in the warm depth of a cold stone mansion filled with
quasi morbid spiritualists helped add to its pleasure. As Iremember it, | was wearing
someone else’s workboots, another person s jacket, another person s gloves, and an old hat,
all of which I had found in the men’s dressing room. The men’s dressing room was a large
room next to the furnace. It was once a large canning room and still contained zinc counters and
many unused mason jars. Now it was full of all kinds of hanging clothes where the very clean,
very successful, and very spiritual men who came to the farm to work on Sundays changed into
work clothes. Over a period of years so many work clothes had been left in the men’s dressing
room by so many ex-spiritual men that I could easily outfit myself to suit any weather. For a
young person in search of inner truth it was a wonderful place to live and a few of us were
allowed to live there. Although, I believe that Sinfan and [ were among the few people who
were really in search of inner truth and were willing to ruin themselves to find it. Even Tempo
Perdue admitted to me once that most of the men and women who attended the farm were ,
as he put it, “Girl and boy scouts who were just trying to be good-er than ordinary people. With
them it’s not: In a ruin you’ll find a treasure; it’s: In a crib you’ll find a mother.” As I remember
that Sunday morning, I had put my last shovelful of coal into the furnace with a great deal of
satisfaction: Unlike many seekers of Truth, I am a believer in allowing satisfaction and pleasure
in the simple things in Life rather than gaining satisfaction from feeling guilty and attacking
one’s self while at the mercy of satisfaction and pleasure: When Twistina ran up to me in the
furnace area in h er fancy college-girl clothes of that era. Twistina asked: “David, have you
heard from Sinfa n?” I said: “Yeah. He likes his job a lot. He’s having a goo d time. I may g°
see um next month,” and for some reason remembered her
mother the divine Hubris telling me with chortles of delight
covered over with heavy feigned sorrow that a Harvard child
poet had leaped off the roof of Eliot House screaming Twistina
1n ecstasy to ﬁls death on Memorial Drive. “How could that poor
boy ever hope to seduce Twistina, Dear?” Hubris had asked me.
“She has been raised from birth to serve spiritual truth.” Twistina
said: “I’'m really happy to hear that. Can I do chores with you?” I
asked her: “In dose clothes? Yer gunna shovel shit from under cows?”
Twistina said: “In these old things?” Laying on heavily what passes
for charm in wasp witch clutches and feels like tiny ice cubes poured
down inside the front of your pants. “I’'m careful. I learned how to keep
my clothes clean a long time ago. I have a wonderful mother.” As we drove
down the hill to the barn on the dirt road through all the vegetable gardens,
Twistina suddenly turned her head toward me and Miss Portered: “David,
have you ever made love to a woman?” I Minsked: “A few. Have you ever
made love to a man, Twisty?”” Twisty Mount Holyoked: “No. I am a virgin. [ am
saving all of my beautiful things for the one I love.” I Crakoffed: “Good, but yuh
know, Twisty, some people practisiz a lot on whoever kin stomuck dem and hopes
dey’ll meet zomeone who truly lovz dem someday and becauze of deir practice be
prepared to zervice dem beautifully. Yuh know, Twisty, yur father sayz, ‘preparation
iz everyting.”” Twisty Benningtoned:“Is it wonderful?” I Riga-ed: “What?” Twisty
Smithed: “Making love.” I Budapested: “Yes.” She
Wellesleyed: “Have you ever had a very short girl
friend?” I Vienna-ed: “Yes.” Twisty Radcliffed:
“Was it hard to make love because they were
much shorter than you?” I Newarked: “Nah,
I don’t think zo, Twisty. If yuh like someone
a lot everytings cazy. Yuh know dey say
love lovez duh lazy.” I glanced at Twistina
and saw her sink back in the seat of the
pickup truck with a look on her face that
I'had never seen there before. Her face
usually looked to me like the face of a
hard porcelain saint in a very dark
church in one of the seedier French
forests. But now I saw a cat-that-
swallowed-the-cream look on her
face. All that morning before break
fast as we went to the henhouse
and picked up the eggs, dumped
off the kitchen garbage for the
pigs, milked the cows, shoveled
out their shit onto the manure pile,
led the cows out to pasture, fed
the horses, cleaned out their stalls,
led the horses out to pasture, fed
the sheep, Twistina had that cat-
that-swallowed-the-cream look
on her face. And, I might add,
there was not one speck of
dirt on her clothes. Twisty
Perdue had a fairly pretty
face, and her body was
what women call slim
and men call scrawny.
And although she
went to Wellesley
she had b1 Radcliffe
Field ey knees.
e o
ian
dzigrkb u}e] e yesl %1gave
ever seen. But the were, at this tim
cold eyes like profoun sapphires without stars-
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we
nt in
tob rea
kfas tat
The Big
H o use. Twisty’s
mother, Hubris
Perdue, was of
course, being
a wom an of t
h e theater, sleeping late.

Her father, T

empo Perdue,
was sittingin

the middle of

one side oftheta
room, all the women
of him, allthe men sit
of him, “to keep the pe
telling oneofthe fouror
told at breakfast. Some of
at the Ouspenslsz)’sestatefory
had been telling those same four
and over againforyears. Tempo wou
fast that were expected of an ordinar

bleinthedining

sitting on one side

ting on the other side

ace,” asheput it, and

ive storieshe always
the people who had l'ived
ears hadtold me that Tempo
or five stories at breakfast over
ld'do things like tell stories at break

i ypersoninanordinary situation, but
seemed outrageous among a group of spiri

tualists who had takenvows o f silence to
keep their attention on their own lives, in very obviousrepetitive ways like this. So
muchso, that aﬁer{ouknewhimawhﬂe w henever he whistled, or d rew a breath and
helditor what everhe did, you wondered w hy he was doingit. And you learned much. !
The people who attendedtheffarmbellevedt at mankind was asleep. That our life could
develop to be as much better than our prese nt life than waking is better than'sleeping.
The aim of the people atthefarm was to wakeup,inthissensebc%/ trying torealize
they were asleep to their ownlives. This morning, Tempo Perdue,"looking around
atthe silent people at the breakfast tabl e, waving his fingers subtly, was telling
thfe Sl‘]g[}fy a§ outthhoSvthn Jolilws hladcoLm euptto.h}zliﬁ ahn d]to ltd htlm “Ifielstohrry
or Miss Smith. She’s really asleep. . ast night when I gotupto go to the
bathroom Isaw her walkin in%er mﬂswperdueslgnhe sleep‘;gn the halll‘%lncli)th 6%1, after
that, MissSmith had walked up to 4 4 then a few m 0}‘2

Mr. h]O ;vze . He’s really asleep. La
e

Tempo and said: “[ feel sorry for
S
bathroom

CCC OIS st night when I got 'u p to go'to
saw him walkACn‘d after this, ever_){onﬂe ing in Bis'sle e[% in dn e

seemed even more Silent

or what seemed likg a lon
(?ILne. Ever(%) 0newa<%;s )
great éiei al of atten ,ti(I))?ly%g
ther Self, doing esoteric non
breathing, sensing them
selves deeply, and eatin
very slowly: Conscious
Eating.Complete
s1 ence.el“vmgty
Perdue said:
midget1s
flying over
head,” A few
. peoplesighed as
if she had in reality said,

“An angel is flying over head.”
Only one person’was crude enou%h_
to lavugh and I am in hope that by this
time you may easily realize it could be
only and none other than your friend, I, David
Daniels, from the beginning of time until

now and until the end of time a common person, as common as goat feet on dirt and grass. |

I For a pleasant description of similar practices see

ZEN TRAINING, METHODS AND PHILOSOPHY, Katsuki Sekida, c. page 70.Weatherhill, 1975
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Later, a t aftey
preakfast, as I was standin
next to Tempo Perdue at the blackboarg
and studying his breathing out in the back hall of
The Big House, where Sunday visitors to the farm cameé to
see what jobs Tempo had assigned them, Twisty ran up to Tempo, pu¢
e her hand on his jacket shoulder, squeezed her eyelids tight over her cold blue
Yes, smiled with that cat-that-swallowed-the-cream smile and said, “I like you, fathey »
Tempo said, “That may be, but why don’t you do some work?” Twistina bolted away, her
face very red, that creamy smile on it, and ran upstairs. Tempo said to me, “She endures, She
does not live yet.” And then, after a sharp nose inhalation, looking in my eyes he added very
slowly, “Time is for the beginner. Breath is for the finisher. You’re on the beam. Breath is every
ted thing. Breathe in without breathing out. The way a baby sniffles before crying. When you’re neay
€T's you’re near the truth. You’ll see things the way a baby does. With your new born mind.” In passing,
1 suppose that I should add that whenever Tempo breathed that way and looked me in the eye, I alwayg
had a strange feeling that he was giving me something—or taking something away from me. It was all 5o
fast and subtle it was hard to say what was going on. Later, when I realized what was going on, I didn’t want
to believe it. Many times we learn terrible things that we hadn’t expected to learn, that we didn’t ever want ¢t
Jearn, that we wish we hadn’t learned and then, later, find great and even decent human yse for them. I migh¢
also add that most of the people who attended the farm, Sinfan included, were very religious in the narrow “g0
£00dy» sense. I’ve never really gone in for that sort of thing. I’ve always been content to leave heaven to the angelg
and the sparrows. All I’ve ever wanted to be is a person. As I’ve come to understand myself and picked up a little
magic, it’s been by the way of seeking humanity. Needless to say, it shocked me when Tempo, who was very religious
and a considerable magician, suddenly turned to me in the hall and said: “The only real magic is in understandin
YOursgelf, David. It’s better to taste something subtle in yourself simply, than to take a great greedy leap to grab the lit
toe of God. The subtle things in people are the most powerful and important and what you need to taste in yourself i$

very little. So little it makes a needle in a haystack look like the sun in the sky. What you are looking for is very little
and the clever way to find it is burn your haystack and look for somethin

shining in the ashes.” Then he showed me
a few locations in myself and how to use them to build a special organ o Perception in my Self. I said. “I don’t know
why you’re teaching me this sort of hocus pocus. You know I’'m 100% strictly seeking humanity inside, outside and iy,
petween.” Tempo looked at me ; long time then said to me, “That may be. Byt you will breathe the marrow of the sup,”

ody

¢ Rhymes with star



ater, Twist
tolfell me Whl:lt
that morning after
stairs. She said: “I sta
A beautiful poem about a
suddenly I found myself sq

dreaming of fl()l/ing to the sun
, my hand like a flower opening the Eetals of
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cornered me
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rted to write a poem.
beautiful }l)erson, when
ueezing my legs to%ether,
with him, and then looked

ould you e me to

tell Sinfan that you’re in heat?” Twisty’s lips curled with
cream: “No! Really David, you are so terribly peasant!
Mother is right, you leap in on all fours where angels fear
to tread. No! I’ll get some practice first. Preparation is
everything.” I said: “Not with me! Don’t come near
me.” Twisty asked as I moved away: “Why?” I
said, “Sinfan is my friend.” And I realized,
and you’re a weird cock-teaser. And I
want to live here for awhile and I
don’t want your mother running
after me with scissors. Twisty
snapped:“Well,so I’'ll have
to go get some Harvard
boys to practice with,
won’t 1?” her lips
curling with
cream, her
cold blue

eyes s
hin
in
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. ] ! ] . the re{ativel/); little energy expenditu r e
of severe mental pain? 2; Is not mental pain from a buried child locked in our ?w nmind’s dark closet scratchi n g

the door screaming, writhing for our attention anlgil kindness? 3: How many [Z)eo; e expend enormous ener% to
turn on themselves, attack themselv es or or hers, t(f‘lall themselves or otherS pad, loser, weak, Or sick justthen
when EX 2101\%n0thmg but listen o a smaj 1 cry
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frien n a child slow writhes in pain to ask for help, does a parent ignoreth i s
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iture of ener: yinapretense of strength? 6: Wasn't this my friend Sinfan’s geni u s:
Did he no some how understan
these ques tions and the power (Z’
weaknes s in the face of Trut
and go s traight to a const
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mitan tfierce
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meanwhile, friend, bacy,
at that beautiful constellation of
mental illness, Little America, where people
of necessity try to understand themselves and pursue
inner truth and do not make a great fuss over it by putting on
spiritual airs; where in fact many ordinary people have to be honest
to stay alive and feel genuine saintly remorse and humility for having of
adversity to undertake the pursuit of self-knowledge, this most wonderful of
all human pursuits, the only real hope for humanity, the snow played on. For many
days of every week snow was to fall on Little America and on those days when snow
didn’t fall, snow blew through the air thick as if it were falling and piled into high drifts.
And then one day in April it stopped. It all stopped. The blowing. The flying. The fallin g.
The swirling. All of it stopped. The sky was blue. The sky is light blue like mother’s transparent eonm
egg shell-porcelain bowl with fine invisible decoration of dragons pursuing the flaming pearl, S'1 nfa
Tealized, as he walked past the deep green pine grove toward the Mental Barn. On both sides of
the walk, shoveled snow was piled up higher than his head. He could not see into the deep grov e,
but he could see the bright pine tops riding the sl;}/ over the piled snow. Pines have lost their snow
manes ani beards, Sinfan realized. Young again. Vegetable Lions. Running to life. Coming towar d
him on the walk, Sinfan saw Captain Good bein‘iled by an aide through snow banks like jgrozen angel
wings. Captain Good had lost much weight and was very thin. His white tights sagged like embryoni ¢
bird feathers. The silver G on his chest was stained from food droppings. He had stoppef {eedin him
self and sometimes Sinfan would watch sadly the nurses try to help him eat like a baby. “Good mornin g,
Alan,” Sinfan said. Captain Good seemed hardly able to see Sinfan, much less talk to him and seeme d t 0
mumble something or other and cling tighter to the arm of the aide who was walking him, Sinfan turn e d
and watched them as they passed. Almost half carrledg, half dragged by the aide, Captain Goo f did a
strange twist slowly, like a floating ghost, turning %ackwards and looking at something with tears in
his eyes. Sinfan_hopped as high above the piled snow ‘banks a3 he could to try to see what Cap ta i n .
Good was sadlg twisting to see. It was the @ sun. A few minutes later, on his desk in his office in
the Mental Barn, Sinfan éund a letter addressed to him and marked Very Perso n a l. H e.
gasped. His eyes peeled. He reeled. He keeled. He kneeled. He steeled. The letter reveg le 4,



o Dubris Perdue

April 1, 1962
Sinfan Dear,

My daughter Thoistina has been acting strangely of late. In fact, Dear, our pure
spivitual Thoistina has become the TWhore of TWellesley. ThHe poor tragic child is sleeping
with ebery strap Iy League dog that approaches her maiden fruit.

I feel that this is insane bebabior, Dear, and owing to the impotence of the
college bealth serbices, and congidering all that Tempo and I habe done for pou, Dear, I
feel that placing Thoistina in pour cave, MDear, 8 justified and will be a rewarding effort
of repapment on pour part, Dear, to repay us in kindness eben though in a larger sense
repapment (g impossible.

Tempo hopes that pou’re picking up the pieces of pour poor little life, Dear, and
wigely leabes Thoisting in my handsg, and I place her in pours.

o one knotws better than I that pou habe had it hard, Dear, pour struggle is 50
diffeult. PHotw brabe pou are to undergo the conscious suffering of working in that dreadful
place twith those poor hopeless and helpless people far from the spivitual source.

Although Max Granada is not twhat I would call a Churchgoer, Tempo admires
bim and ¥ feel he toill help in our tragic arrangements and serbices.

@hell, we neber knotw, do twe, Dear? We twished for Twistina to plap FJoan of
Are, but she has been cast in Ophelia. The poor child is insane.

By the way, Dear, I found the enclosed poem by Twisting and knotw I need not
ad to ag pure and spivitual a person as pourself, Dear, that no daughter of mine toill
eher knotw a midget in the Wiblical senge. Men are pigs! but hear a mother’s cries, see a

mother’s ripped breast.
% ‘iﬂﬁ | @0[5’5
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After reading the enclosed poem by Twistina, Sinfan thought :
How tragic. The pure lovely child is overcome with self-w ill
and self-love. How hard it must b <@ e for her mother, as he wa Iked
to his office window, his heart full of gratitude to be ab Ie to
help friends. His chin resting on the windowsill, Sinfa n gaz
ed out through his window and watched the snow in tha t magic
moment just before it melts. Sinfan sighed. Then Sinfan
walked to Max Granada’s office. They were deep frie nds now.
There was no need to knock. Max Granada saton a filing
cabinet by his window. His white mane gleamed. His face
shined in the bright sunlight that streamed in on him. He was
not moving. Heisn’tbreathing Sinfan realized. With a hu ® ge
inhalation of air a look of intense joy suffused Max Gr anada’s
face. He sli/%hed deepllyl, ole[ened his eyes, and looked a t Sinfan
ha?pily. ax said: “Hi, Midge. I’m not impotent, any more. I
got 1t up. I knew I could. There’s a telegram on the ¢ orner of
my desk fo r you, Midge.” (@ Sinfan asked: “What did you get
up?” Max said, “My sexual energy. UP mK sPine. Bee n trying
to do that for years.” Sinfan asked: “Why?” Max s aid: “So
that I can perceive things inside me and outside me with the
finest ener gy in me. The organs of perception are afine engine.
What’s th e sense of running on crude oil, when you can run on
high octane? I’'m goddamn tired of being deluded by a half sh iny little
cutoffic ed diced brain cube of snake fiyes death.” Sinfansn apped:
“Read this letter that came to me. I need advice.” He gave H ubris’
lette r and Twistina’s poem to Max. As Max read the letter a nd
th e poem, Sinfan took the telegram off the desk and read it :



BLESSED ARE THE POOR IN BREATH GLOW FOR THE SUN OF HUMAN IS IN THEM GLOW

BLESSED ARE THEY THAT UNDERSTAND THEIR OWN MISERY GROW FOR THIS IS

COMFORT GROW BLESSED ARE THEY THAT SEE THEIR OWN SMALLNESS GROW

FOR THEY SHALL SEE LIFE GROW BLE SSED ARE THEY THAT HUNGER AND THIRST
TOBE EMPTY GROW FORTHEY SHAL L BE FILLED GROW BLESSED ARE THE

HELP I'M A PRISONER IN A DELUXE METAPH YSICAL DEATH TRAP MIDGET JESUS

KIND GROW FOR THEY SHALL HAV E KINDNESS IN THEM GROW BLESSED
ARE THE PURE IN HEART GROW FOR T HEY SHALL SEE TRUTH GROW BLESSED

ARE THEY THAT MAKE PEACE IN THEMSEL =~ VES GROW FOR THEY SHALL SEE NO THING

GROW BLESSED ARE THEY THAT DO NO T MAKE A BELIEF THEY ARE A LITTLE JESUS

GROW FOR THE SUN OF HUMAN ISHIDDEN  WITHIN YOU GROW IT IS INSIDE YOU WAITING

TOBE USED GROW FIND YOUR SELF GROW  BE YOUR SELF GROW LIVE FROM YOUR SELF



ginfan finish ed readip
the telegram and waited for \fax
to finish reading Hubris Perdue’s letter. He
poticed that at many points in

the letter Max wincey
nainfully. Max Granada said fina /ly: “So, Hubris wants t,

<end Twisty here,” handing Hubris Perdue’s letter back to him.
«qo what? So what’s the big deal? What are you so charged up about?
if it’s O.K. with you, Midge, it’s O.K. with me.” Sinfan said: “I consider it
a great honor, to be of high service to friends. There are higher considerationg
than the fact that you detest Hubris. Her poor daughter is filled with Self-man
ipulation, Self-pleasure, Self-will, and S €lf-love. She must regain her submiss
ion to the will of God.” Max said: “We 11, Midge, you must admit that Hubris
is a power mad rat and you must admit that there isn’t anything crazy about
an 18 year old girl wanting to get filled up.” Max smiled: “And you don’t call
fucking submitting to the will of God 7’ Sinfan snapped: “Twistina isn’t
an ordinary girl! She is the most spirl tual woman I’ve ever known! She
is a treasure! Why must you bury her In the darkness of ordinary think
ing and feeling!” Max chortled: “W, €ll, Midge, into this darkness I
can cast but one small ray of light. L » t does seem like the swifty nifty
has the hots for you, Midge. Youn » ut. That might be just what you
need you nut. The straw that licke » d the camel’s back. What a little
nut you are! Going to rot into dir » t or crack your shell and sprout?
Ho Ho Ho Hu Hy Hu Hee Hee He » €. Sinfan thundered: “I must
save Twistina from her misfort » une! In your heart you know
I'm right!” as he put the telegl » am GROW into his jacket
pocket like 4y, ynbearably € » avy weigh stalked fo the
door, reached up and ﬂung it open. “Tyould never take
advantage of her illnesSil » WoUld never doa thing
lll\</[e that! 1t’s beneélth%,p e Cson of my staturg:
X Liggled: “NO a ‘hat's what Tca!
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Outside fierce wind picked uip flying sliding arrows into the warm sunlight.
And later, that morning in his officé, Stnfan was strugkghng to communicate
with Captain Good. Captain Good lay on the couch like a wrjinkled fetus
curled inits mother’s womb. But this 1s'a womb with a view, Sinfan realized.
He saw one of Captain Good’s gyes op?n to th sunhtght ouring in through the
giant window Sinfan had opened to cool his oftice.“Stop this nonsense,” Sinfan,
said to Captain Good’s eye on the sunlight, pouring all the attention he had at it.
“Alan Sadd ,yﬁu are in'fact thirty nine years old; You are not a baby. You are
. in a foolish rage of refusal to be grown up. Now you have always known
Suddenly, Captain Good’s wrinkled, pathetically food-stained white ~ .
i . . tins to be true. Please stop this infantile behavior. Alan Sadd, grow up
. t1§1hts moved imperceptibly. Thenl, as if his eye on the sunlight pourin
in

e open office window were pulling him up, almost to Sinfan’s disbeligef
bCaptaln Good was sitting u
e,

( y ) . Now, Captain Good leaped up off the couch. He
glzéln to rip at, rip off his white tights like a gold bird hatching from a now useless
speckled white egg: Underneath the white tlghts he wore a ﬁold lamé jumpsuit.
Sinfan asked: “And who are you now, Alan?” Captain Good said: “Narcisco )
i . _deeP seductive feminine voice, writhing his gold-lamé
Hotspurm is my fucking name and fucking life is my fucking game,” in a ver; .
like'a male belly dancer fille uEWlth many gdllons of olive oil:
“Always shoot Tor the moon,

1

ad. Even if you don’t get
that high, Lad, you might one day fall into 4 penthouse,
Lad.” Sinfan said: “Stop this nonsens

. e, Alan,” Sadd/
Good/Hotspurm said: “Easy, Lad, eas does it, Lad,”
with the big white smile of 2 movie actress on a big
wide screen. In long graceful strides Good glided to
the open window. His gold-lamé jump suit blazing in
the bright sun light, he leaped out the window into the wind
swinging on a tree branch screaming, “Let’s go! Where

the action is, Lad! O sun burn high! Burn up the sky!
Blast off! Come fly with me, Lad! To Jerusalem! To

Sinfan
Mecca! To Benares! To Lahsa! To Machu Picchu! To
. walked to his
Salt Lake City! Where the good, the true, and the really
. . open window and .
beautiful traditional wholesome cleaner than clean dirt

. .sensed the telegram GROW
free pure religious basic family

%roup fun sex is had!”
in his jacket pocket over his heart as
if jt were a precious diamond of a thousand |
green facets, each reflecting a jewel of light. Can it
be true that a beautiful woman could love an Atomic
. Bomb fallout-radiated post-pubescent pituitary midget like me,
Sinfan wondered: America is so beautiful. America is a rhiracle. Sinfan
rested his chin on the windowsill and watched Sadd/Good/HotsPurm drop from
the tree and run, almost fly like a shining gold bird across the melting snow, It must
be spring, Sinfan realized, his dark eyes pourlnl% endless tears like gentle lead
ownon his little cheeks. Sinfan shivered. It was a very warm Shiver
as on a slender branch reaching his gpen window, he saw a speck
of sunlight glistening on a drop of water. It was on _a wet fat
bud burs 1n§ into green. A small glow rose up Sinfan’s
spine and like an ecstatic jeweled necklace of
glistening wet tears, settled around his
neck and shoulders in a ring,
like shivering green
diamonds
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