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I
THE PALACE




There was a time

when I didn’t know

anyone who was dead—

let alone any ghosts.

—JAIME MANRIQUE, “Ghosts and the Living”
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I came to the Palace because the man I sought kept a room there. He stood at the point of egress, supporting himself against the door frame, not just thin, but skeletal; lips shrunken and chapped; the skin of his face pulled taut over the skull. I led him back to the bed, where he looked at me, kind yet wild. His eyes burned with life, as if the spirit had left the flesh and concentrated there, in irises bright and glassy, the milk of the whites unsullied. His voice, though fey, came hale and lucid, and when he spoke, he did so without obstruction, no wheezing, no confusion (that is, until the final hours, when he slipped into delirium, speaking nonsense and quoting from literature). I told him I would stay, play bed nurse, however long it took. The truth is I had nowhere else to go, and both of us knew as much. Juan insisted that, after his death, I remain in the Palace and take over his room. He asked that I finish the project that had once consumed him, the story of a certain woman who shared his last name. Miss Jan Gay. “Come,” he said with a wink, “squeeze mother’s hands as a sign you will do it.” This was an allusion to some famous scene I could not place; it was not a joke. I took his hands, all knuckles and finger bones, into my own. He was near death, and I would have promised him anything.

“I had never meant to keep my promise. But before I knew it my head began to swim with dreams … What’s that from?”

“I don’t know, Juan. But I will keep this one. I mean to.”

“Some call her one thing, some another,” he said. “Yahn, or Jan, or Helen. Holy fairy, mother of grace. Our Father who art in between.”
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I had ventured off to the Palace with the last of my money, alone after all had been lost to the metropolis. I had no work, no degree and no pedigree, no feel for the game, no man to support me. I bought a ticket for a bus headed west, to a small city thousands of miles and several days away—to the place where I suspected Juan might have retreated. I carried a single duffel bag stuffed with clothes. Hour upon hour, I watched the landscape change, through windows filmed over with grease. When once I tried to rub clean the view, using the edge of my sleeve, I instead created a halation effect, like the Vaseline smudge of an Old Hollywood close-up. There I was, nose unscarred, black curls tamed, every hard feature softened in reflection.



Along the way, we cycled through buses and drivers, one of whom was an appealing man, brown and burly. His smiling eyes twinkled in the rearview mirror, and he announced each stop with folksy joviality. As seats came available, I found myself moving forward from the back, nearer and nearer, until I was directly to his right, only slightly behind, close enough to notice the hairs sprouting on either side of his knuckles. Watch, he said to me, this whole bus is about to empty. Our last stop before we cross the Big Muddy. And so it came to pass, everyone piled out; he and I alone made the crossing. The river was wide and rushing and indeed muddy, a milky chocolate color, which reminded me of Easter holidays, of bunnies wrapped in foil with lifeless, sugar-candy eyes. He asked where I was headed, and I told him, and he said, Well, it won’t be me who takes you there. And then his mood changed and he dropped the act, simply nodding at those who boarded. When the new driver arrived—pallid, officious—I felt not exactly frightened, but less brave. Chilled. Journeys end in lovers meeting played in my mind, but where I’d picked up the dreadful line, some book, or film, or nursery rhyme, I could not recall. I returned to a seat in the back. The people who boarded at the stops thereafter were of a different sort—they seemed to me exotic, interior, anti-coastal—and then the landscape really began to flatten and the visible horizon expanded in every direction, so that the sky grew bigger and more vaulted, and I found I could look and look forever into the desert, and never tire of the new earthy pigments—new, at least, to me—the pinks and coppers and sand and clay.



We arrived in the early morning, and I disembarked, hoping to hitch a ride from there, but very few cars passed. For several hours, I stood on the side of the road beside a small mesquite tree. The paltry shade dissipated with the noontime sun, and the dust caught in my throat. When what I counted to be the fiftieth car whipped by, I began to despair, but then came a vision of brake lights and the crunch of tires pulling onto the gravel shoulder. European tourists, a couple. You do not cut a particularly threatening figure, the man said. He offered to take me all the way. The woman scowled; I realized they had been fighting and that I was to serve as a diversion, so I chattered a bit, though it wasn’t long before she picked up the thread of their argument in a hushed and accusatory foreign language and I returned to the landscape.

And so we pushed on, farther into the desert, to an even smaller city, a village really, in search of the Palace, in search of Juan, until I found him, a skeleton in the entranceway.



In another life, Juan and I had only known each other for a total of eighteen days, nearly a decade before, when I was just seventeen. Even then, he felt frail, though sharp of mind, and so attentive. At that time, my own grandparents were still relatively young, in their late fifties, and so I had no experience with the elderly, as I considered Juan to be, and I was made nervous by the dry and mottled skin of Juan’s arms and hands, the manifold creases at the corners of his lips and eyes. “My senescence,” Juan called it. “An affront to youth and beauty.” And though I knew he teased, I did feel repulsed, not by Juan himself, but by elderliness as abstraction. I found it impossible to imagine my own adolescent body succumbing to old age, deteriorating. Back then, I had looked at Juan and thought, No way that body is my future.



The Palace rose monumental from the dusty street. A desert building fallen into disrepair. The once-white stucco a dirty ivory color, here and there chipped away, exposing the brick beneath. I don’t know how the nickname came to be; there are no palaces in this country. It would have been a hotel, or a stately asylum, once upon a time. The roof’s wide eaves were supported by carved corbels, and above the entrance, at the peak of the facade, a cutout had been sculpted in the shape of a three-leaf clover, which reminded me of the ace of clubs from a deck of playing cards, and which may have been a bell gable once, though no bell hung inside now, only framed azure sky. The marble staircases had worn yellow, the interior spaces haphazardly subdivided into smaller rooms with painted plaster walls and mismatched trim. Grand doors were bolted shut and whitewashed. I had no idea who ran the Palace; a charity, I assumed, a place for those without family. Juan had his own room, a desk, a miniature refrigerator, a hot plate, a small closet, and a twin bed low to the floor. Books ran along the baseboards. Juan was allowed visitors for certain hours in the morning and afternoon, but kept his window cracked, and at night I shimmied up the fire escape and snuck back inside and sat on the edge of his mattress. We talked. I had many questions, and many hours with nowhere to be. Some nights I spent with men, tricks I picked up in the village bar, the Depot, next to the bus station. Or else I picked them up by lurking around the bus lot itself, or cruising the toilets, but soon I found I wanted only to be in the room, with Juan. I liked best to spend the night in the bed beside him, where I could feel his bones and papery skin, and breathe in his rotten breath, and know he hadn’t left.



Juan did not think much of the other residents, wandering souls, whom he referred to as a badling of queer ducks. I’d never before heard that collective noun. “All bitter,” he said, “or broken. Or lunatic.” The kitchen, the communal toilets, the showers—nowhere in the building ventilated properly; instead the rooms held the residents’ scents, musk and shit and grime and scorched food. Juan preferred not to venture beyond his own door. He ate only canned soup, tomato and cream, or lentil, which I heated for him, setting the can directly on the hot plate. I’d prop him up and watch as he spooned from can to mouth with tremulous deliberation. Afterward, while we talked, he picked at the wallpaper by the side of the bed as carefully as his fingers allowed. “Just underneath, the paper is all the more beautiful,” he said. He’d uncovered a patch the size of a dinner plate, the pattern a circus scene drawn in a delicate, old-fashioned style: pink poodles leaping through a hoop; an elephant balanced on one leg atop a small stool; hobos clowning each other. “I’d like to excavate the entire wall before I die, but I won’t, will I?”

I did not talk about after; instead I told little lies about the future. “One of these days, I am going to get you a pot. And a bowl. And watch you eat with dignity.”



The grand project, which I was to complete after Juan’s death, involved a file folder stuffed with scraps of paper, newspaper clippings, photographs, and scribbled notes, along with two massive books whose pages had been mostly blacked out. The books comprised a research study, published in two volumes and titled Sex Variants: A Study of Homosexual Patterns.

Right away, I felt the magnetism, the mystery of these books; a work of intense observation transformed into a work of erasure. And I wondered about Juan’s connection to Miss Jan Gay, mentioned in the introduction. I asked Juan if he and she were blood. “No, no.” And yet, he told me, I was right to believe their connection “ran deeper than nominal similarity.” That was all he said.

I couldn’t understand why, but once I arrived, and once the promise to continue the work had been extracted, Juan seemed to lose interest in the books himself; he turned his face to the wall, to the wallpaper, and I found it difficult to get him to explain anything. Still, I prodded with questions about the research study, about the sex variants described therein, about Jan Gay, about who had blacked out all the pages, and why, and was it Juan himself? “No, no.” He’d found the books that way, erased into little poems and observations. He insinuated he would tell me more, in time, but first, he wanted to know about me and my life in the decade since we’d last seen each other. Juan knew just how to get me to talk, despite myself; the words pulled forth as if through hypnotic force.



Juan worried over me. The Palace, he claimed, attracted those undone by trouble. He suggested, with sincerity, that I was on the lam, but this was another figure of speech with which I was unfamiliar, and even after he explained, the entire notion of running and hiding seemed funny to me, as old-fashioned as the wallpaper.

“Running from who? The cops? Bookies? A pimp?”

“From whom,” Juan said. And after a moment he added, “Your mind, then.”

The hemp of the bedside lampshade warmed the light so that his brown eyes burned a rapturous color, liquor-like. I couldn’t get over how they shone, the incongruence, the rest of his face a death mask.



Downtown, around the Palace, the buildings and the roads held the day’s heat and radiated warmth through the night. Infernal nights with no escape. The bed was small. The ceiling fan worked only at the slowest speed.

“As if everything here is permanently set to some languorous tempo, eh, nene?” Juan said. “The fan and the air, you and I, time itself.”



I strutted about the room naked down to my white cotton underwear. I only ever dressed to go outside, and even then I didn’t wear much. Beyond keeping cool, I hoped to give Juan a thrill, but he rarely flirted. He kept himself covered in the thin bedsheet, though I’d seen his body many times, helping him out of bed and down the hall to the toilet. At first, I turned away from the shock of his skeleton, but over time I grew accustomed to his emaciation, and I would watch as the bones and joints moved under the skin with uncanny and fearsome beauty.

Juan himself gave off very little body heat, but on the hottest nights any skin contact at all, no matter how slight, proved insufferable, and I would move from the bed to the hard floor. Sleep was impossible; we didn’t try. Instead, Juan’s voice floated down to me. He liked to guide me into a trance, and he was good at it; so good, I felt that one of those nights I might not recover.



“Tell me, again, about the blackout that led to the flood. Close your eyes. What do you see?”

“I’m back home, in the city. Just about finished cleaning up. The dishes all washed and left to dry, except for a heavy stockpot that needs soaking. I’d cooked this large, nostalgic meal—all for myself—and then found I had no appetite, so I packed it all away. I place the pot in the sink, turn on the tap. I think, Let the basin fill.”

“Then nothing?”

“Nothingness.”



In the front room, I look down to where the water trickles in. A snaking rivulet hits the sofa leg, parts, rejoins. Somewhere, my landlady screams murder. He’s done it, I think. Screams rise up from below, from the place where she lives. I startle awake, though technically awake already, standing upright; I startle back into the self. Run to the kitchen, water pours down from the counter, water spreads across the floor, two inches deep, and then comes a groaning, ungodly. The landlords’ bedroom sits directly below, and it’s their ceiling groaning, buckling in, ripping open. I don’t see, but hear: the plaster, the ceiling fan, and the light fixture all come crashing down.



Up the stairs, the landlady pounds on my door, screaming my name, crying out to Jesucristo, screaming about the water and what have I done? Open the door—the way she looks at me then, looks through me—tell her: It’s done, it’s over. She scrambles around throwing down towels, sheets, the duvet, anything to absorb the water; I’m apologizing, a mistake, I left the tap running. She doesn’t seem to hear. The next thing I remember is following her downstairs, to her bedroom, and there’s the husband. Cool as a crocodile, eating. He sits on the only little corner of the bed still dry, eating—something off the bone. Not chicken; oxtail, maybe, or lamb. They would have been in the middle of dinner. The bed is covered in muck, and it’s just awful, the damage. Wet tongues of ceiling plaster hang down. The hole above. Straight through to the beams that separate us, to the undersides of my floorboards. In the cracks, I can see the light from my kitchen; the water continues to drip, gently now, down onto the mattress, the dresser. The husband’s cool seems a rebuke of the wife, who wails, real, big, wet tears. I can’t really understand everything she says, a lot of it idiomatic, but I get the gist—she wants an explanation, not from me, but from God it seems, how could I do such a thing? The guilt I feel is so acute it makes me light-headed, but impossible to look away from the husband, the eating. Repulsive. His silence, I realize, is directed at me, as if searching for just the right hex, the right way to condemn me to hell. I’m afraid I will be sick. Though it’s as if he can’t see me either, or at least, he won’t look at me. He looks dead forward, and he chews.



“What is it? Why do you stop?”

“The dish I left to soak in the sink. Not a stockpot … I can’t remember the correct word.”

“That’s because you hardly speak a lick of Spanish, nene. You never bothered to learn, did you?”

“Well, I mean, my father…”

“Your father what?”

“He spoke the language, but at us, not with us. You know?”

“I see. Blame the old man. The old man blames you. No one has to teach, or learn.”

“Tell me the word.”

“El caldero. Like a witch. Now go on. Close your eyes.”

“I guess the next thing I see is the cleanup. Hours and hours. Hauling the wet plaster out to the curb. Heavy-duty black plastic bags filled with sopping filth. The house is very old, the plasterwork original. In the mess, a clump of photographs, which must have been on the bureau, or the floor by the bed, and which the landlady now takes and gingerly peels one from another, setting to dry atop a tea towel stretched across the radiator. Many, clearly, are ruined. Old pictures, from her island days, black-and-white prints on photo paper with white borders and scalloped edges. Irreplaceable. Every time she looks up to ceiling, to the floor above, my floor, I wince. I wish I could describe the look on her face.”

“Try.”

“Oh, I don’t know … how do you describe an expression? The tension in her face and neck released, her cheeks and eyebrows and lips all slid down, her chin dipped … I don’t know what the word is … crestfallen, I suppose.”

“A fine word.”

“Where does it come from? I’m sure you know.”

“Well, cocks have crests, and other birds, and horses.”

“And mountains.”

“And mountains. And waves. And the houses of great families.”

“And they all fall down?”

“That’s right, the mountains crumble, and the waves crash, and they all fall down—the chickens and the horses and the families and the faces of the landladies. But go on, keep describing the blackout.”

“When will it be your turn? I came here to find you.”

“I came to Comala because I had been told that my father lived there…”

“Comala. What is that? I know that. I knew that, once.”

“Soon it will be my turn, but first you must give me the whole story. It’s very important to get the details right.”

“About the landlady?”

“About the blackout, the flood, everything that brought you here.”
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The landlady’s screams had not reached me directly. Several moments passed until I startled out of my reverie, though on the edges, I felt the screaming; it echoed somewhere deep in my mind. When inside the blackout, I remembered, or relived, and sometimes I relived lives that were not my own. I was somewhere else, with someone else. A woman, a scream, and a great silencing.



“Do you understand?”

“Help me to. Go on.”

“The water must have pooled for an hour, at least; the material damage ran to thousands of dollars, all that water, me just standing there, in the front room with the faucet running and my mind … where? Because I don’t understand. I remember I heard the voice, the screams, curdling screams, but at the same time I stood very still, as if I were listening to something, or for someone, some violence, beyond the screams. I’m not talking about the husband. Oh no. Both of them so old, and sure, maybe he’s silent and sulky, compared to her—a wonderful woman, very kind and chatty, a teetotaler, very religious, but not in the punitive, fire-and-brimstone sense of that word, which was familiar enough to me, but in a charitable, spiritual sense I’d never before experienced—anyway, no, I don’t think he had such passions. I don’t think he beat her. Maybe once, but not anymore. Some other violence I was listening out for. I remember, just before coming around, that I felt, or I had the thought, Now he’s gone and offed himself.”

“And who is he?”

“That’s what I’m asking.”

“And now, do you know where you are?”

“I’m here with you. And you’ve got this project. All this ephemera stuffed into a manila folder, and the books, and that little bundle of photographs tied with string. And you’re going to show and tell, fill in the gaps. Isn’t that right?”

“And if the gaps are too many to be filled? What then?”

“Do you know how long I’ve been here, Juan? Already?”

“Tomorrow will be my turn to speak.”

“So you keep saying.”

“Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow. The way to dusty death.”
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It was in an institution that Juan and I had met. At the time I was still several months shy of my eighteenth birthday, but I’d been deemed too mature for juvey, and so they fudged the rules and housed me with the adults. Back then, I felt somehow proud to be insane in an adult way, though now, in the stifling room, that world felt further away in both space and time, and I saw how young and immature I must have seemed to Juan. The past is a foreign country, Juan would say, quoting, and indeed back there, in that other place, they do things differently. Juan and I had been wards of the state, kept under constant observation.



From the moment I arrived, I was met with rules, a litany of regulatory proclamations. I shivered on a chair before the intake nurse, trying to grasp my change in circumstance. I kept quiet, meek, tracing the pattern of pinprick ventilation in the dingy suede of my sneakers, unable to make eye contact, to utter even a word of protest. The entire scene felt like a copy of a copy of a bad script, one I recognized from television and books. Everything, from the nurse’s icy demeanor to my own timidity and dread—all of it a cliché little drama that must have played out in that very room countless times. I tried to observe the scene as if outside myself, focusing on the details, the ventilated suede, the scratch of the pen, the boredom in the nurse’s voice.

Only when the nurse deployed the phrase privy privacy, without any sense of irony, did I find there was still enough of the teenager in me to snicker.



“Oh yes, nene, I remember the entire spiel. During the initial seventy-two hours, the ward may not go to the bathroom, or shower, alone…”

“… After that, privileges are earned…”

“… This is good behavior, this is bad behavior…”

“… This is the doorknob, no lock…”

“… Barricading the door with a chair, like this, is bad behavior…”

“… This is the shower timer; please be outside the curtain before the buzzer…”

“… Safety razors, toenail clippers, sharps of any kind will be kept under lock and key and only allowed with supervised use…”

“… The same with personal, corded things, like headphones and shoelaces…”

“… Please remove both shoelaces now … Please. And now …

“… Otherwise, I will have to go down onto the hard floor with my knees, stiff as they are…”

“… Noncompliance is bad behavior…”

“… You’ve only just been admitted, do you really want to begin with a black mark?”



After the unpleasantness with the laces, which I neither resisted nor abetted, came a kind of inquisition. The personal history. An inventory of bad thoughts and deeds. The nurse was softly butch, perhaps in her fifties, but I was too shy, or stubborn, to look directly at her. Instead, I stared into the middle space. The psychiatric unit sat deep in the building’s interior; a male orderly had wheeled me there, in a chair, up one elevator, down the hall, up another. I never turned to look, never saw any more of the man than his two square hands. He smelled familiar—thick with smoke and tar—the way one smells just after a cigarette break. The orderly had hummed the whole way, “Put on a Happy Face,” at times breaking into a soft whistle, and the tune did not feel like a taunt, but a kindness.

Along the way, I kept an eye out for a window, or a door to the outside, but we passed none. This room, intake, was windowless as well. The only furnishings were the nurse’s mobile cart and two chairs, which had cracked everywhere, like hardened rubber, yet held sturdy. The room had been set up to tolerate human filth, to be easily cleansed, though dark streaks and pockmarks marred the walls—evidence of struggle, meltdowns, resistance. A file folder lay open on the nurse’s lap; question after question. The nurse granted no special care to her appearance, her hair loosely pulled back, her uniform somewhat oversized, misshapen, and yet she seemed especially clean, next to me. I felt a twinge of shame for having sent her down onto her knees, but I pushed the thought away, then pushed away the next image: my folks. This is hard, my mother had said, but not to me, to a doctor. Finally, the questions were over, and I was taken to a bed. The nurse sat sentinel in the room through the night, with the light on. Unlike on television, the walls were not padded.

Sometime very deep into the night, the nurse came and told me, “You can’t go on shaking like that.” I was unaware I’d been shivering. She said, “I can give you something.” What? I wanted to ask. What can you give to me? Only I turned my face to the wall, allowed her to pinch the fat of my arm, then nothing. Nothingness.



“Do you sleep now, nene? Are you back there?”

“No, not yet, Juan. But yes.”



On the second night, the nurse was there at my bedside, with the light on. Sleep was, again, impossible; I asked to be allowed to sit at the table in the common room and draw. Technically this was forbidden, but she nodded in a neutral sort of way, helped me out of bed—I was surprised to be a bit wobbly on my feet. The medicines, I supposed. The nurse settled me at the round table. She was the same one, the soft butch, but much younger than I’d thought, maybe only in her thirties, with the local habit of raising and lengthening the short a sound, almost making two syllables out the word trap, which is to say, white working class, and I wondered if, somewhere underneath, she was kind, or kin, or one with whom I ought to be wary. I asked for pen and paper, and she sourced both, then pulled a chair away from the table and sat directly behind, out of my line of sight, but between me and the only exit. Perhaps she read a magazine. Certainly not a book. I noticed there were no books in that place, or at least no literature, only thick medical texts on the shelves behind the nurses’ stand, layered in dust.

I drew, and the drawing turned out to be a fairly heavy-handed allegory: an ornately carved chair with plush seats and clawed feet; with straps for restraining the arms and legs, and one of those metal skullcaps hooked up to a tangle of cables, except in the shape of a crown. A throne, wired for electrocution.
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I didn’t know quite why, but over the course of a year or so, I’d become obsessed with chairs. Several months before, in high school art class, I’d fabricated a chair out of plywood—almost, but not quite, large enough for an adult to sit. I’d hand-painted the thing a green umbra, using acrylic and epoxy, so that it looked mildewed, wet. Screws drilled in from the back—all down the spine—poked through to the front, like spikes, and a single oversized screw came up from the seat. The effect was not so much a chair, I realized, but a perversion.

After that, the art teacher, a sculptor himself, had taken an interest in me, privately taught me to weld, at a station set up behind the loading dock, purportedly for the teacher’s personal use. The school did not have liability insurance enough to cover students wielding torches; the lessons were a secret between us. He was from a Southern state—one of the few people in that town, outside my parents, who didn’t speak in the flat regional accent, and the only teacher of color I’d ever had in all my years of schooling. The first and best thing I’d welded was a very tall, very narrow chair, perhaps eight inches wide and four feet high. In the Arts section of the newspaper, I’d happened across an image of a gray old man and a gray old woman, in a gray room with a gray table and gray chairs, and all around them were plaster cats painted radioactive green. I didn’t understand whether the man and woman were alive or sculptures. At seventeen, I’d never seen anything like it. So I sculpted a little mummified human out of newspaper and wire, wrapped in plaster of Paris, to sit on the welded throne. The plaster was bright white, and the human figure obscenely narrow and long; it sat gripping the armrests, with its head tilted to the side, and one leg crossed over the other. A provocative pose. A few years before, the world had gone crazy over a famous actress crossing and uncrossing her legs, and ever so briefly flashing her naked crotch in a room full of men, all of them interrogators. She wore a very short white dress. I stole some essence from that scene, from her pose, without realizing, until the art teacher pointed to the similarity. I had titled the sculpture The Shrink.



“The old couple and the cats in the gray room. Do you remember?”

“I’m afraid I don’t, no.”

“Well, I remember meeting you very clearly. And everything we said.”

“Don’t rush ahead.”

“Okay, Juan. Let’s see … I spend that first week in a kind of catatonic silence, refusing to participate in group, to speak to the doctors, to speak to any human really. Only at night, when absolutely alone, do I sometimes try to converse with the night nurse. She never yields to much conversation. There are no more injections, only sleeping pills, which take an hour or so to kick in, and in that time, the nurse indulges my drawing. She’s even found for me a sketchbook, left behind by another patient, she claims, though it’s never been used, no pages filled or missing, and I choose to believe she bought the sketchbook for me herself, with her own money. No idea what makes me think that—narcissism, I suppose, or my desperation to be looked after—”

“But who can tell the difference.”

“But who can tell the difference. Each morning my mind is so thick, I can barely chew breakfast—the pills, I think—but anyway the food disgusts me. They keep track of what is left on my tray, and if I don’t eat enough, I’m forced to drink a lukewarm can of Ensure. That first day, between meals and group therapy, you come and sit on the bench and say nothing alongside me.”

“I must have seemed very strange to you then.”

“Ancient. Breakable.”

“Charming.”

“Anyway, after several days of sitting together in silence, I finally speak. I describe the picture I once saw in the newspaper: this old gray couple in a room full of cats. I describe it in great detail, how the woman wears a smock, how both are hunched with age. I add that here, in the nuthouse, I somehow feel myself to be living inside that photo. As if you and I are the old couple, and all the nutjobs are the cats, crawling and sniffing about us. You really don’t remember?”

“Not at all. And what do I say?”

“Nothing. Only you smile, and let out a gentle laugh, just air pushed quickly through the nostrils. I could have kissed you.”

“And why do you think I came to sit with you?”

“I assumed it was because of the resemblance.”

“Tribalism?”

“I guess.
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José is an attractive young man. @@ lithe body and@@ Latin bloodgmp
provocative of desire . i
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José is also pursued by men. They “go for” him wherever he goes.

G [os¢ is beside himself and does not know what he will do.
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José is harassed by homosexuals.
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The world is going crazy.” José guum

‘l

might as well do
as he wishes.
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