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Isle e Dead. She did not move. I poled. She did nothing. I docked. Wit er mak e,
up kissed off she was a very beautiful parian marble statue of dead child. She wasso beautifu 1
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T'was engulicd in awe, love dnd pity. I said: ““I love you.” She winced. There was hardlyany thing le f t
alive inside her. Her life must have dlsalppeared at some interval during her struggles tobenormal I'realiz e ¢
We ma\éstruzgle to pretend to be normal and hate life or we may strugﬁlle to understand how weare crazy and lov e
life. Her Big Screen smile cried: “They gg to bed with the make up and they wakeup with m e. Help me™” I walked he r |
down to get a cab. She went home to her damned husband and kids. I tried to help herbuta few days later as we forced Soutin e’ s
The Strangle Of The Sz{]uid, she berated me for not shaving when she came to see me as it made it difficult in her stru%g le with hersel f
to give herself to me. She said I was rude and she could not put up with such a callow lover. I said nothing. “I'm glad'veread Hen r y
James,” she whisEered. “You don’t understand how much it costs me to force myself to come up here to see you and it isn’t becau s e
I'don’t love my husband as an obligation and deeply love you as a burning bush. It is rather that my life is by a rather coarse y e t
exquisite sense of quiet moral training in a not quite nourishing, perhaps tl[iseudo religious service to what may be called,if o n' ¢
wishes to, something close and Feculiar in my mother and father and brother who may very well have over expectationof m e
as a daughter and sister, a small shining over protested sexual, oi vey, I mean non-sexual love symbol” I said nothin g I
hadn’t seen her for 15 years and I never saw her again. I felt a deep remorse fornotbeing ag letohelp herbymakin g
love to her death. The Scllf was willing but the flesh was weak. | l1)‘calizcd: She may have beenas dead as’this year s
agq when you were so inexperienced and so busy pumping a way o Che >t back inside
mother that you }cllidn’t see that sh% was sexually frozcg. aCkpﬂ’l(%] Iwusy SO 1&&%&“%(1[ the ‘rwt {n§s El B (}lei) St ?111'L\1/'Lcy8 ar
for body love that I probably did not notice that she was body dead. High school football beating on young lov e’ s
great sweaty threshing floor can hide so many realities including projection of whatever warmth one has into a beli e f
that one’s own warmth is coming from a frozen other. What I did not see then was that she was sitting shiva in sto n e
numb mourning for her failure as a %?ody-good Boston Jewish Daughter. Wow! Were Boston Jews clean! Theymad e
wasp bank tellers look like ragged push cart peddlers. I regret I didn’t understand this then. I might have helped her to enjo v
love. What about her goddam husband? How can anyone be such a helpless freedom coward and hopeless mother sucker? Th e ?,
say that it is better to be the one who is loved than the one who loves but I'say it is better to be the one who loves theirown Se I f.
One’s Self cannot help but to love all and everythinﬁ madl%rl.ﬂBy this time Life had destroyed my wishes for outer aﬁproval and Lif e
had taught me to love and become my Self. I was so busy talki dg to hundreds of interesting people and sleeping withsomany love 1 y
women when I was in my thirties that I was content to be considered a gauche beau and méchant arrow by the cold waterdeat h
sharks of circling Self-hatred. And of course in sexual love a reputation of quick cashand quick affairs with many womanisver y
attractive. Men and woman lust to take over someone (especially someone with money) fromsomeone who has been onth e m
or under them. I realize this tragic affair was to be the end of my youth. After this I was not a person:— Yet. But I was am a n.
In the struggle for the rights of our humanity, those of us who seek to be %ersons, not zombie stooges, andwho have a t
times almost killed our Self to live from deepest inner truth of Self, who have said: Get out of my fucking way, to
fake morality based on Self-hatred, who realize with Euripides that what happens every day is The Goo d,

who must love all of life madly from their true Self, and who may indeed have to live i n
cunning and exile quietly and alone for long periods of time on at least some deep levels

waiting pehaps for the relative safety of old age or after death to spill the magic legumes,
to more than the few interested human beings who show interest in the rights

of Self, have only three friends:— 1. Silence:— 2. A loud scorn of career,

authority, furniture, marriage license:— 3. Sensate instant

aneous insight plunge to sustain inner sun

lest we numb:— I sense.



