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It would not be worth saying Freud had an umbilical respect fps
the meanings of anxiety and dread, if it were not 'fepigones
have reduced these concepts ore than alarm bells and
rattles of mal Tn a psychic machine. Anxiety and dread
are tr ed by them as fiKts as the clashing of gears in a "'••'rotic
'act(‘iile'primitive uiiderf^j^^ g-oj-areau, -~that o>i£ ■
Tfiaiogue with gods, devits^^, spirits, tied so was naturally CJ!?-
sumed with awe, shame, and terror thas been all but forgotten.
We are taught that we feel anxiety because we are driven by un­
conscious impulses which are socially unacceptable: dread we are
too, ... — ^petition of infantile experiences of helplessness. It is
induced in us by situations which remind our unconscious of
weaning and other early deprivations. What is never discussed: the
possibility that we feel anxiety because we are in danger of losing
some part or quality of our soul unless we act, and act dangerously;
or the likelihood that we feel dread when intimations of our death
inspire us with disproportionate terror, a horror not merely because
re are going to die, but to the contrary because we are going to
'ie badly and suffer some unendurable stricture of eternity. These
^planations are altogether outside the close focus of the psycho­

logical sciences in the Twentieth Century.JpHr' cemuyyr-ar1east~
'dur American Ceimrrvris-a-eormtllstle dr the shell-shocked

I’eterans of a two^ IFyear-war - that huge struggle within
'Ty~to liberate or to destroy the vision of man, '

•■FrireTmFiTim^mIuretlv^ISuiidd^amrthrrT.m- has gone uguhlSl -
pjss^-lhe investigatcws-ef the intelkct hunTaken to intellectual—

fUKrnsm
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tranquilizers—It—is-logiriil pMtitvfi^luxiciaiis, and dungiiutfr
analysts who dominate /z/ff/pvop/zy rather than.
existentinlirfr; it ii JunsidHS
who ride^psye^rrrrnmhsiy^^tfi-ii-is journalism rather than art which
forgefthe apathetic conscience of our time. But then politics, like
journalism, is intended to hide from us the existential abyss of dread,
the terror which lies beneath our sedation. Today, a successful
politician is not a man who wrestles with the art of the possible in
order to enrich life, alleviate hardship, or correct injustice - he is,
on the contrary, a doctor of mass communications who may measure
his success by the practice of a political ritual and vocabulary which 
diverts us temporarily from dread, from anxiety, from the mirror
of the dream. IZw^ftMow’-rwu' specimens of- those -partiettlar
emotional states w hick-polities is destsnednu" conceal-.—>

Responses and Reactions Hz, , 
^^g&gg&>*$^£fjfariy ivutsters- is a

The Test * /
It is told: /
When Prince Adam Czartoryski, the friend and counsellor of Cza
Alexander, had been married for many years and/till had no childJ^
he went to the maggid of Koznitz and asked Ipfti to pray for him and
because of his prayer the princess bore a sonyAt the baptism, the father
told of-the maggid’s intercessionwith GojKHis brother who, with his
young son, was among the guests, made fun of what he called the
prince’s superstition. ‘Let us go to your wonder-worker together,’ he
said, ‘and I shall show you that he cim’t tell the difference between left
and right.’ /

Together they journeyed to Koznitz, which was close to where they
lived. ‘I beg of you,’ Adam’sLtfrother said to the maggid, ‘to pray for
my sick son.’ /

The maggid bowed his head in silence. ‘Will you do this for me?’ t^
other urged. /

The maggid raisedLnis head. ‘Go,’ he said, and Adam saw that he
only managed to sp&k with a great effort. ‘Go quickly, and perhaps
you will see him alive.’

* From MartbfBuber’s Tales of the Hasidim: The Early Masters, published
by Thames ami Hudson.
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‘Well, what did I tell you?’ Adam’s brother said 1
got into their carriage. Adam was silent
drove into the court of his h

rtfg"the ride. When they
rtlicy found the boy dead.

gested by the story is an underworld of real evenis-
■wlTose connection is never absurds Consider^n-par&llel, this
Haiku:* ' *

y as they

What i

So soon to die
and no sign of it is showing -

locust cry.

The sense of stillness and approaching death is occupied by the
cry of the locust. Its metallic note becomes the exact equal of an
oncoming death. Much of Haiku can best be understood as a
set of equations in mood. Man inserting himself into a mood
extracts an answer from nature which is not only the reaction
of the man upon the mood but is a supernatural equivalent to
the quality of the experience, almost as if a key is given up from • -
the underworld to unlock the surface of reality.

Here for example is an intimation of the architecture con­
cealed beneath: 'T6--C.

Upsetting the Bowtf <
It is told:
Once Rabbi Elimelekh was eating the Sabbath meal with his disciples.
The servant set the soup bowl down before him. Rabbi Elimelekh
raised it and upset it, so that the soup poured over the table. All at
once young Mendel, later the rabbi of Rymanov, cried out: ‘Rabbi
what are you doing? They will put us all in jail!’ The other disciples
smiled at these foolish words. They would have laughed out loud, had
not the presence of their teacher restrained them. He, however, did not
smile. He nodded to young Mendel and said: ‘Do not be afraid, my
son!’

Some time after this, it became known that on that day an edict direc­
ted against the Jews of the whole country had been presented to the

* An bitiotliu-ium to Hint, ii ItyHarnld G. Henderson, p. 43-
Matsuo Basho, translated by Henderson. ------------

Yagate shinu^,
kesjukr^ainei-zo

semi-no koe
t The Earlv^fOsters, p. 259.
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let us say, working for a progressive foundation, a disenchanted
atheist (‘Who knows - God may exist as some kind of thwarted
benevolence’), a liberal, a social planner, a member of SANE,
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e throat of the casp( which nows offers up a cigai\tte, sn;|ps
satisfaction at bpfng shut, and seems to guide the han’t] back]to

the breast pocket he man, on leave until he is called agatn, g
•ough a panj6mime of small empty activities - witho

I imination f his case he is like all dull servants who cai
their liberty.

That, ne may suppose, is a proper portrait of Hell.
the air of the phenomenological novel. It is as well th

emperor for his signature. Time after time he took up his pen, but
something always happened to interrupt him. Finally he signed the
paper. Then he reached for the sand-container but took the inkwell
instead and upset it on the document. Hereupon he tore it up and for­
bade them to put the edict before him again^

A magical action in one part of the world creators historical
action in another - -arc-dealing with rp loos than-totem a
taboo id intrudes itself. One of the last, may it

: of the best approaches to modern neurosis is by w
he 'phenomenological apparatus of anxiety. As we si

e apathetic bog of our possible extinction, so a bre
Satanic seems to rise from the swamp. The magic>4 materi ds
lilts into consciousness, proceeds to dominate
throned into a usurpation of consciousness. T protagonists
£.<$/ Year at Marienljad are not so much people as halls .
chandeliers, gaming tab s, cigarettes in>fieir pyramid of 1 _

and 7. The human characters are tosts, disembodied er
ows on the material. 11 i:
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no longer significant that a man ries a silver cigarette c se;
ra her it is the cigarette case wjrfch insignificant. The man

nes an instrument to transport the case'Crom the breast poi ket
a suit into the air; like a/building crane, land conducts
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a logical positivist, a collector of jokes about fags and beatniks,
a lover of that large suburban land between art and the docu­
mentary. He smokej two nackyof cigarettes a day: he drinks -
when he drinks - cigfcy-t-ppJnts of blended whiskey in a night.
He docs not get drunk, merely cerebral, amusing, and happy.
Once when he came home thus drunk he bowed to his door and
then touched his doorknob three times. After this, he went to
bed and slept like a thief.

Two years later he is in slavery to the doorknob. He must wipe
it with his fingertips three times each morning before he goes out.
If he forgets to do this and only remembers later at work, his
day is shattered. Anxiety bursts his concentration. His psyche
has the air of a bombed city. In an extreme case, he may even
have to return to his homccttslirsfquStitm-te-lHfflselTts^rhether^
AOirico'iTCTtrs'louchedTh'CKnob since he left. He makesinflairies?
ITo his horror he discovers the servant has ggrus-crtfEshopping
/already. She has therefore touched Jjje-krToo and it has lost its
I magical property. Stratagcuis-ariTnow necessary. He must devote
the rest of the day-krEncouraging the servant to go out in such a
mannerJJiatTiccan open the door for her, and thus remove the

jiuKl^Traicb nf her linjirl---------- ---------------- ---------------------------------- 1

Is he mad? the man asks himself. Later he will ask his analyst
the same question. But he is too aware of the absurdity of his
activities. He suffers at the thought of the work he is not accom­
plishing, he hates himself for being attached to the doorknob,
he tries to extirpate its dominance. One morning he makes an
effort to move out briskly. He does not touch the brass a second
and third time. But his feet come to a halt, his body turns around
as if a gyroscope were revolving him, his arm turns to the knob
and pats it twice. He no longer feels his psyche is to be torn in
two. Consummate relief.

Of course his analysis discloses wonders. He has been an only
son. His mother, his father, and himself make three. He and his
wife (a naturally not very happy marriage) have one child. The
value of the trinities is considered dubious by the analyst but is
insisted upon by the patient. He has found that he need touch the
doorknob only once if he repeats to himself, ‘I was born, I live,
and I die.’ After a time he finds that he does not have to touch 
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the knob at all, or upon occasion, can use his left hand for the
purpose. There is a penalty, however. He is obliged to be con­
cerned with the number nine for the rest of the day. Nine sips
of water from a glass. A porterhouse steak consumed in nine
bites. His wife to be kissed nine times between supper and bed.
‘I’ve kicked over an ant hill,’ he confesses to his analyst. ‘I’m
going bugs.’

They work in his cause. Two testes and one penis makes three.
Two eyes and one nose; two nostrils and one mouth; the throat,
the tongue, and the teeth. His job, his family, and himself. The
door, the doorknob, and the act of opening it.

Then he has a revelation. He wakes up one morning and does
not reach for a cigarette. There is a tension in him to wait. He
suffers agonies - the brightest and most impatient of his cells
seem to be expiring without nicotine - still he has intimations of
later morning bliss, he hangs on. Like an infantryman coming up
alive from a forty-eight hour shelling, he gets to his hat, his
attache case, and the doorknob. As he touches it, a current flows
into his hand. ‘Stick with me, pal,’ says the message. ‘One and
two keep you from three.’

Traveling to the office in the last half hour of the subway rush,
he is happy for the first time in years. As he holds to the baked
enamel loop of the subway strap, his fingers curl up a little higher
and touch the green painted metal above the loop. A current
returns to him again. Through his fingertips he feels a psychic
topography which has dimensions, avenues, signals, buildings.
From the metal of the subway strap through the metal of the
subw’ay car, down along the rails, into the tunnels of the city,
back to the sewer pipes and electric cables which surround the
subway station from which he left, back to his house, and up
the plumbing, up the steam pipe, up the hall, a leap through the
air, and he has come back to the doorknob again. He pats the
subway strap three times. The ship of his body will sink no further.
‘Today,’ thinks the sociologist, ‘I signed my armistice. The flag
of Faust has been planted here.’

But in his office he has palpitations. He believes he will have a
heart attack. He needs air. He opens the window, leans out from
the waist. By God, he almost jumped!
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The force which drew him to touch the knob now seems to
want to pull his chest through the window. Or is it a force
opposed to the force which made him touch the door-knob?
He does not know. He thinks God may be telling him to jump.
That thwarted benevolent God. ‘You are swearing allegiance to
materials,’ says a voice. ‘ Come back, son. It is better to be dead.’

Poor man. He is not bold enough to be Faust. He calls his
analyst.

‘Now, for God’s sake, don’t do anything,’ says the analyst.
‘This is not uncommon. Blocked material is rising to the surface.
It’s premature, but since we’ve gotten into it, repetition compul­
sions have to do with omnipotence fantasies which of course
always involve Almighty figures and totemic Satanistic contracts.
The urge to suicide is not bona fide in your case - it’s merely a
symbolic contraction of the anxiety.’

‘But I tell you I almost went through the window. I felt my
feet start to leave the floor.’

‘Well, come by my office then. I can’t sec you right now - trust
me on this - I’ve got a girl who will feel I’ve denied her her real
chance to bear childr en if I cut into her hour, she’s had too many-----
abortions. You know, she’s touchy’ - rare is the analyst who
won’t gossip a little about his patients, it seems to calm the other
patients - ‘but I’ll leave an envelope of tranquilizers for you on
the desk. They’re a new formula. They’re good. Take two right
away. Then two more this afternoon. Forget the nausea if it
comes. Just side-effect. We’ll get together this evening.’

‘Mind if I touch your doorknob three times?’
‘Great. You’ve got your sense of humor back. Yes, by all

means, touch it.’
So soon to die
and no sign of it is showing -

locust cry.

The Big Bite - April, 1963

The rite of spring is in the ocjer-'O'Tthe air. The nerve of winter
which enters one’sjjpso-cSmes a long far way like a scythe from
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the peak of nmuntains. To the aged it can feel like a miasma up
from the midmcht corridors of a summer hotel, empty and out
of season. Winter breath has the light of snow when the sun is on
it, or the bone chjll of a vault. But spring air comes up from the
earth - at worst i\ can be the smell of new roots in bad slimy
ground, at best thewinc of late autumn frost is released from the
old ice. IntoxicationXo the nostril, as if a filbert of fine sherbet had
melted a sweet way into the tongue back of the throat down from
the teeth. Spring is th\ season which marks the end of dread -
so it is the season of profound dread for those who do not lose
their fear. \

Looking back on the\winter and fall, one thinks of a long
season of dread. There wJte that week toward the end of October
when the world stood like a playing card on edge, and those of us
who lived in New York wondered if the threat of war was like an
exceptional dream which wqiild end in a happy denouement (as
indeed it did) or whether th\ events of each day would move,
ante raised on ante, from boatX on a collision course to invasions
of Cuba, from threats of nuclear reprisal to the act itself, the

----- Gbtterdammerung. of New York. Or would the end come in­
stantly without prevision or warning, we would wonder as well,
were we now heroes in a movie by Chaplin, was our house at the
edge of the cliff, would we open theVoor and step into an abyss?
There was dread that week. One looked at the buildings one
passed and wondered if one was to see them again. For a week
everyone in New York was like a \paticnt with an incurable
disease - would they be dead tomoAow or was it life for yet
another year? \

We sat that week in New York thinkmg of little. When movies
arc made of the last week on earth, tha streets thrive with jazz,
the juveniles are unrestrained, the adults pillage stores, there is
rape, dancing, caterwauling laughter, sound of sirens and break­
ing glass, the roller coaster of a brave trimipet going out on its
last ride. But we sat around. All too many watched television.
Very few of us went out at night. The bars were half empty. The
talk was quiet. One did not have the feeling great lovers were
meeting that week, not for the first time nqr for the last. An
apathy came over our city. A muted and rather Vmpty hour which



A hook went into my nose, battered through the
gate at the roof of the nostril, and plunged into

my brain. Pieces, gobbets, and whole parts of the dead
flesh, of my mind were now brought out through one
aperture of my nose, then the other.

Yet for all it hurt, I could have been made of small
rocks and roots. I ached no more than the earth when
a weed is pulled and comes up with its hairs tearing
away from the clods of the soil. Pain is present, but as
the small cry of the uprooted plant. So did the hooks,
narrow in their curve, go up the nose, enter the head,
and poKe lik'CTStfeJ fingers in a burrow to catch stuffs
of the brain and pull them away. Now I felt like a rock
wall at the base of which rakes are ripping, and was
warm curiously as though sunlight were baking, but it 

NORMAN

WSNMame, the Power, and the Angel, my-iHeart, my
Double, and. my Shadow. What could.be the seventh? I
had almost forgotten the seventh^That was Sekhu, the
one poor spirit who would reside in my wrapped body
after all the others werp-gone— the Remains! — no
more than a reflection'of strength, like pools on the
beach as a tide recedes. Why, the Remains had no more
memory, and-no less, than the lasiNight of evening
recollects.the sun.

With-that thought, I must have swooned for'I entered
a .domain separated from light and sound. It is possible
I was"atvay"on'travels because the passage of time was
.what I knew least of all. I waited.

could.be
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must return to heaven. For the Khu was also eternal
Out of the hovering of its wings, there came to rne a
feeling, yes, of such tenderness as I had never knbwn
for any human, nor received in return — some sorrow­
ful understanding of me was in the hovering'of the
Khu. Now I knew it was an Angel, and not like the
Power and the Name. For the return of my Khu to
heaven would be neither effortless nor Unhindered.
Even as I watched, it was clear that one oFits wings was
injured. Of course! An Angel could/not feel such
concern for me without sharing a few of my injuries
and blows. Just as such understanding returned to me,
however, so must the Khu have come to recognize its
other duties because the bird began to ascend, limping
through the sky on its bad wing,Until it passed beyond
the moon, and the moon passed behind a cloud. I was
alone again. Three of I'qy se«en lights had certainly
departed. The Name, theyPpwer, and the Angel, ana
they would never die. But what of the other souls and
lights, my Ba, my Ka, and my Khaibit? They were not
nearly so immortal. Indeed, they might never survive
the perils of the Land of the tfead, and so could come
to know a second death. Thera, was gloom within my
body after this thought came to me, and I waited with
the most anxious longing for the appearance of the Ba.
Yet, it gave no sign it was ready to 'Show. But the Ba, I
remembered, could be seen as the . mistress of your
heart and might or might not decideto speak to you,
just as the heart cannot always forgive\The Ba could
have flown away already — some hearts-, are treacher­
ous, some can endure no suffering. Then; I wondered
how long I must wait before seeing my Double, but if I
recalled, the Ka was not supposed to appear\before the
.seventy days of embalming were done. At last, I was
obliged to remember the sixth of the seven lights «nd
shadow's. It was the Khaibit. The Khaibit was m): Shad­
ow, imperfect as the treacheries of my memory —r such
was the Khaibit — my memory! But I made a count.
Rep, Sekhem, and Khu, the Ba, the Ka, and the Khajbit.
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wine the breath of the first embalmer, hot wu
Still, an enigm’aTC'.dear was the sense o sme

tinue to think while they my j-jiey
were certainly scooping chunks of materia^H*- aj
dry sponge through the dry tunnels of my nose, and x
realized — for there was a flash in my cranium when
the hook first entered — that one of my lights in the
Land of the Dead had certainly stirred. Was it the Ba,
the Khaibit or the Ka that was now helping me to
think? And I gagged as a particularly caustic drug,
some wretched mixture of lime and ash, was poured in
by the embalmers to dissolve whatever might stjlplT'

-stuck to the inside of mv skull.
How long they worked I do not know, how long they

allowed that liquid to dwell in the vault of my emptied
head is but one more question. From time to time they
lifted my feet, held me upside down, then set me back.
Once they even turned me on my stomach to slosh the
fluids, and let the caustic eat out my eyes. Two flowers
could have been plucked when those eyes were gone.

At night my body would go cold; by midday it was
close to warm. Of course I could not see, but I could
smell, and got to know the embalmers. One wore
perfume yet his body always carried the unmistakable
pungency of a cat in heat; the other was a heavy fellow
with a heavy odor not altogether bad — he was the one
with breath of wine and figs. He smelled as well of
fields and mud, and rich food was usually in him — a
meat-eater, his sweat was strong yet not unpleasant —
something loyal came out of the gravies of his flesh.
Because I could smell them as they approached, I knew
it was daylight so soon as the embalmers arrived, and
could count the hours. (Their scent altered with the' ' I
heat of the air in this place.) From midday to three/' "7
every redolence, good and bad, of the hot banks of the‘m
Nile was also near. After a time I came to realize I must '
be in a tent. There was often the crack of sailcloth
flapping overhead, and gusts would clap at my hair, a
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OT CTass" Mvdh«i-e in, imP.ression as a hoof steDr)i~-
curions m E‘eai»A? begun to. Wi-at was said. I
was awarp^F th°r I=had,PQ>ifiers, but felt no desire to
compreh _ words. They were not even like the

of animals so much as the lolling of surf or the
skittering of wind. Yet my mind felt capable of surpass­
ing clarity. Jzyo. r-

Once I think Hdthfertiti came to visit, orjsince it is
likely the tent was on family grounds, it is possible she
strolled through the gardens and stopped to look in.
Certainly I caught her scent. It was Hathfertiti, certain
enough; she gave one sob, as if belief in the mortal end
of her son had finally come, and left immediately.

Somewhere in those first few days they made an
incision in the side of my belly with a sharp flint
knife — I know how sharp for even with the few senses
my Remains could still employ, a sense of sharpness
went through me like a plow breaking ground, but
sharper, as if I Were a snake cut in two by a chariot
wheel, and then began the most detailed searching. It is
hard to describe, for it did not hurt, but I was ready in
those hours to think of the inside of my torso as
common to a forest in a grove, and one by one trees
were removed, their roots disturbing veins of rock,
their leaves murmuring. I had dreams of cities drifting
down the Nile like floating islands. Yet when the work

v-was done, I felt larger, as if my senses now lived in a
'•J larger space. Was it that my heart and lungs had been
0 placed in one jar, and mv stomach and small intestines

in another? Leave it that my organs were spread out in
different places, floating in different fluids and spices,
yet still existing about me, a village. Eventually, their
allegiance would be lost. Wrapped and placed in/fT?
Canopic jars, what they knew ofrnv.life-would then be
offered to their own God.

How I brooded over what thbse'Gl^s/vouIdJtnow of
me once my organs were in Their/5e¥&. Qebhsenuf
would dwell in my liver and knowvbiail the days whep,

'~~~
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my liver’s juices had been brave; as well would Qebhsenuf
know of the hours when the liver, like me, lived in the
fog of a long fear. A simple exampU tjle iiver ^nt
more agreeable to contemplate than my ’ por
with all they knew of my passions would they still -c-
loyal once they moved into the jar of the jackal Tuamutef,
and lived in the domain of that scavehger? I did not
know. So long, at least, as my organs remained un­
wrapped, and therefore ip^gianner still belonged to
me, I could understand teew'once embalmed, and in
their jar, I wouI^LJose them. No matter how scattered
my parts migrrnoe over all the tables of this tent, there
still remained 'the sense of family among us — the
vessel of my empty corpse comfortably surrounded by
old fleshly islands of endeavor, these lungs, liver, stom­
ach and big and little guts all attached to the same
memories of my life (if with their own separate and
fiercely prejudiced view — how different, after all, had
my life seemed to my liver and to my heart). So, not at
all, therefore, was this embalming tent as I had expected,
no, no bloody abattoir like a butcher’s stall, more like
an herb kitchen. Certainly the odors encouraged the
same long flights of fancy you could find in a spice
shop. Merely figure the vertigos of my nose when the
empty cavity of my body (so much emptier than the
belly of a woman who has just given birth) was now
washed, soothed and stimulated, cleansed, peppered,
herbified, and left with a resonance through which no
hint of the body's corruption could breathe. They
scoured the bloody inside with palm wine, and left the
memories of my flesh in ferment. They pounded in
spices and peppers, and rare sage from the limestone
foundations to the West; then came leaves of thyme
and the honey of bees who had fed on thyme, the oil of
orange was rubbed into the cavity of the ribs, and the
oil of lemon balrned the inside of my lower back to free
it of the stubborn redolence of the viscera. Cedar chips,
essence of jasmine, and branchlets of myrrh were
crushed — I could hear the cries of the plants being
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broken more clearly than the sound of human voices.
The myrrh even made its clarion call. A powerful
aromatic (as powerful in the kingdom of herbs as the
Pharaoh’* »uice) was the myrrh laid into the open shell
of .uy body. Next came cinnamon leaves, stem, and
cinnamon bark to sweeten the myrrh. Like rare pow­
ders added to the sweetmeats in the stuffing of a
pigeon, were these bewildering atmospheres they laid
into me. Dizzy was I with their beauty. When done,
they sewed up the long cut in the side of my body, and
I seemed to rise through high vales of fever while
something of memory, intoxicated by these tendrils of
the earth, began to dance^and the oldest of my friends
was young while the children of my mistresses grew
old. I was like a royal barge lifted into the air under the
ministrations of a rare Vizier.

Cleaned, stuffed, and trussed, I was deposited in a
bath of natron — that salt which dries the meat to
stone — and there I lay with weights to keep me down.
Slowly, over the endless days that followed, as the waters
of my own body were given up to the thirst of the salt
(which drank at my flesh like caravans arriving at an
oasis) so all moisture, with its insatiable desire to liquefy
my meats, had to leave my limbs. Bathed in natron, I
became hard as the wood of a hull, then hard as the
rock of the earth, and felt the last of me depart to join
my Ka, mv Ba, and my fearsome Khaibit. And the shell
of my body entered the stone of ten thousand years. If
there was nothing I could smell any longer (no more
than a stone can be aware of a scent), still the hardened
flesh of my body became like one of those spiraled
chambers of the sea that are thrown up on the beach,
yet contain the roar of waters when you hold them to
your ear. I became not unlike that roar of waters, for I
was close to hearing old voices that passed across the
sands — if now I could not smell, I could certainly
hear — and like the dolphin whose ears are reputed
able to pick up echoes from the other end of the sea, so
I sank into the bath of natron, and my body passed
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f farther and farther away. Like a stone washed by fog, \
baked by sun, and given the flavor of the water on the
bank, I was entering that universe of the dumb where it \
was part of our gift to hear the story told by every winch,.--
to every stone.
"Yet even as I was carried on these voyages with Mem
(hislacquered case wet with my breath so close .did I
hold him) I must have stirred in sleep, or gone through

1 a space nr the travels of sleep, for two clouds appeared
to meet. Could it have been the touch of these clouds
that rocked'hay sleep? I felt my body descend', breath by
breath, into the case of the mummy, yes, sink into it as

’ if the hard case were only a soft and receiving earth,
> yes, was meldedxinto the case of the mummy, and my

memory was one with Meni again. Once more I felt the
1 ministrations of the, embalmers, and lived through the
fc hours when they washed the natron from my hardened
- body with the liquor of a vase that held no less than ten

perfumes, “O sweet-smelling soul of the Great God,”
they intoned, “You contam such a sweet odor that Your

tLv Hid" h° ? ’ Ad 8ilded my nails and my ’toes

1’ pieces within Je mouth ail'd a°doth oveTthel/n and
fact were ET m CWen,t>'‘tW0 Pieces the right of my

ce were l?id in, and twenty-two to the left Thev
offered uP/yrayers that I might be able to see and hear
,n 'hek.L?nd the Dead, and they rubbed mv calves
and thighs with blackstone oil and holy, oil. My toes
were wiapped in linen whose every piece 'had a drawr/orbL1 le Jackal’ my handsywPere bandaged In
a.iother linen on which wer° *’■*"’. —-fty- >w ™ saglhey laid in amulets as ’
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turquoise and gold, of silver and lapis-lazuli, crystafand
carnelian, and a ring was slipped over one gold-painted
linger, its seal filled with a drop of each of the thirty-six
substances of the embalmer. Then they laid on flowers
of the aniiham plant, and widths and windings of linen,
narrow strips longer than the length of a royal barge,
and folded^ linens to fill my cavities. In company with
Meni I breathed the embalming resin that would seal
the cloth to 'my pores of stone. I heard the sound of
prayers, and \the soft breath of the' artists as they
painted my burial case and sang to one another in the
hot tent beneath the moving sun, artel on a day I came
to know at last the sounds of paving stones thundering
beneath a sledge while I was dragged with all the
weight of my case to the tomb/where I would be put
away in my enclosing coffins, and I could hear the quiet 1
sobbing of the women, delicate as the far-off cry of -
gulls and the invocation' of the priest: “The God Horus y
advances with His Ka. coffin case bumped on the
steps of the tomb. Then Spurs passed — was it hours?
------ 1X1 XI cnmmonp__I_ cziolzl_ r '■
for the grating of vessels oi food and me
small instruments and the sound of liquors being poured
upon the floor, but that resounded through the stone
of me like an undei-ground riVer in a cavernous fall,
and then the blow of a rock fellxon my head and was
followed by the grinding of chain\, but it was only the
scratch of an instrument upon my\face. 1 hen 1 telt a
great force opening my stone jaws, and many words
flowed into my mouth. I heard a roaming ot the waters
of my conception, and sobs of heartbreak — my own? I
did not kp'ow. Rivers of air came to\me like a new
life — and the forgotten first instant of death also came
and was gone as quickly. Then was my Ka born, which
is to say T was born again, and was it a dhy, a year, or
not for/the passing of ten Kings? But I jvas up and
myself'again apart from Mem and his poor body in the

C°Y^,' I was separate, I was aware of myself,'but I was 4

/wiulu, uncus Lu uh my cavities, ii
Meni I breached the embalming resin

prayers, and \the soft breath of the/artists as they
namrpn mv knriol ---------- -- „ _____ i - , 7




