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Perfidio Salonza, in his book on Tibetan architecture, claims that an investigation into the origins of any object can lead to all of the stories of all of the universe.  It is as if, as Salonza suggests, that investigating the origins of a cast-off doll in the dumpster would lead roundabout to a musket at the Battle of Waterloo, back to a pottery jar in the days at Pompeii, and then forward again to the homerun that won the series.  "Just the fact that you can put all of those things into one sentence," he argues, "is some proof of my pudding."
I'm not so sure.  A homerun is not an object. It's an event.    



-  Timothy Merion, "The Old Tea Bags in The Old Glass

   Jar."  Sophomore Year Term Paper, 



   Princeton University.
Report Number One

Let's suppose that a big, fat man, and a small, thin woman take a trip to the Planet Gravure.


They arrive, as does everyone, in the middle of a ring of movie theatres, marquees ablaze in the vaguish night. Every movie theatre has a "mystery" showing. 


They go into one of the movie houses, where the Japanese version of a John Wayne movie is in constant reel with Gravurian subtitles. Gravurian subtitles are hieroglyphs.  The movie is called Glyph, Glyph, Glyphity, Glypho, Glyphoronamy, a piercing movie about hoofbeats with big ears. The trenchant epiphiotomy is when Cary Grant tongue kisses Doris Day, who has trench mouth for the drama, and once, young and furlish in Kansas, in reel life. There are hurricanoes.

       As they rise, they agree that the movie was mildly excruciating, worth peeing, a bit cool in the drafts, shoulda brought sweaters. As they emerge, they are disoriented. It is not only the disorientation that folks feel when they come out of a movie into the middle of the day in bright sunshine. They are also, it turns out, very disoriented by the Japanese dialogue and the Gravurian subtitles and the adverbs.  


They are even very much more disoriented by the fact that they are on Gravure, where there is no solid ground, and everything is made up a series of images that flow past their eyes in every direction. Some of the images seem to zoom away from them to the far horizon.  They wiggle their toes, light headed.


Nonetheless, they are even more in love, and they decide to investigate the Gravurian policies and practices with respect to marriage.


This is a difficult investigation, because there are no buildings, streets, autogyros, or anything of semblance on Gravure.  There are simply images.  They want to marry as quickly as possible, and they decide that there must be something like a 'Captain of the Ship' or a parson or a something-like-that whom can marry them.


Unbeknownst to them, and luckily for them, all of the winds and weather on Gravure are the products of the Emotions of its visitors, and all such Emotions are tracked in flagrante blackboardu by the Master of Ceremonies, chalk flying, a sentimental Square: 
E = MC2

There is, of course, an alternative explanation:

= Einstein takes 2 of Momma's Cookies

All of that having been sufficiently explicated, and before long although not significantly shortly, the desire of them, twosome now, reaches out to the responsive Gravurian atmosphere and sends them a Flight Attendant who says, "May I be of help?" She is overweeningly pretty, and her name is Veronica.  When she hears that the big, fat man and the little, thin woman want to marry, Veronica makes clear that Flight Attendants on Gravure have the authority to marry.  She says, purring, demurring, blurring, pointedly referring to a generality, 


"But I don't know you."

Report Number Two

Let's suppose that the little, thin woman, whose name is Betty, is simply amazed that the knowing of the participants should have anything at all to do with a desire to marry.


Larry, noting the dapproachmont between Betty and Veronica, meaning only to mediate, throws caution to the winds. "Welll, hmmm, honey, she may have something there. Don't the Catholics put all newcomers through a lot of stuff?"

Betty sends a sharp look his way.


Trying only to assure his thinly intended to fret not unduly over his clear and present genuflect to the protocol presaged by the denialistical elocution of the elegantly-logoed mildly but perkily breasted Gravurian citizen suddenly in their mist, he continues, throwing spelling to the winds as well:

"Quakers similarly, and … analogously and correspondingly … Presbos and Epesiotomies. They all have their trips and snares before the nuptialization, or have I missed something? Don't they go in order?  First base, second base, third and rounding for home? Hindus? Pharsees? Jains? Lapps and Relapps? Virgino-Vasalinalists? Apparationisticalismist ... uh ... plural of that?"

"Apparationisticalismates", Veronica stuttered, foot tapping.


"There you have it, hon.  Jews too?"

Veronica nodding, good in the leg, hem straight, squared away.


"Sure," Betty utters, plight interrupted, euphemisms disavowed, worming her way. "Classes, reading, exercise, prayer, diets and algorithms.  But," she argues, "when the final dye is cast, when the game is almost won, when the dew is on the meadow, then the Marrier the Merrier relinquishes the silver goblets, uncorks the stoppage, and decants the incantation. The nectar of whine aromiates the convocation. This is not supposed to be a selective process." 

Nevertheless, Betty holds in the main her anger and turns to Veronica, even handed. "We want to do the man and wife thing.  We want to be the man and the wife.  Man and wife. Mana mana a mano. Wifity wafity wife.  Cleavage.  What has knowing us got to do with it?"
  
"Well ...," Veronica says.


"Well?" Betty says, now all bristly, arms tightly folded across barest breasts, index finger of right hand ticking her impatience on the bareass elbow of her other middle arm.


"Well," Veronica counters, all rhetorical, arms waving, stifling calm, her pique, "what would it mean, to be married, -- married off? -- by someone who just chanced by?  What is the input?  What is the point of the words and the benedictions?  Suppose that I married two gazelles.  Would they then be married? Suppose that I married everyone in Peoria whilst I passed over in the aeroplane.  Suppose that I married every breathing soul at the Mall to the vortex standing near to him, of quixitude, or near to her, of serendiptiude? Just waiting in line for a cream-filled-doughnut and, suddenly, married!  `Magine!  Suppose I was the Mad Marrier.  Oh God deliver me from such a reputation."

"God?" said Larry.


"A mannerism of speech," Veronica assured, waving her perfumed hand.  


"But," Betty protested, "the woman at the Mall doesn't want to marry the coincidental voyager hard by her side, doughnut anticipatory, filed with cream, tense with it, seconds only pass. Scarcely a herald of sufficiency of compatibility to blare of the life-long overlap, the domesticity, the kitty litter, the union of hamper, the curtain rods.  Contemptible."

"But," Veronica said as her voice softly rose, "she might."

"Then ..."

"Then ... ???"

"Okay," Larry said, relenting for the two of them.  "Ask us questions. Fire away with the questions. Say, how long will this take?"

"How long do you have?"

Report Number Three

Veronica swirled together a first class lounge from the bytes and images of Gravure. They were flying low over dioramas, the clouds a softness of inspiration. Betty insisted, pouting ever so, that she pitch right in with the serving, but that was when Veronica put down her foot as the carpeted deck of the airplane rose to configuration to meet her descending toenails, red under wrap. Her pert nose seemed to wiggle, Larry thought, and her coiffed blond hair seemed to sheen.

After that, there was no further discussion about who would be pouring the drinks and sliding the trays.


"Tell me," Veronica said softly, setting down the legumes.  "Tell all."

Larry looked at Betty and Betty looked at Larry, and Larry said, "Go ahead, hon, you go first."

"Tell us," Veronica cooed in repetition, sampling a date, lips drawn back, delicate, front teeth only, incisors down into pit, tip of tongue lunged wetly forward for the taste.  "Mmmm.  Sinfully good," she murmurs.  "Oh, never mind me," still, murmuring.


"Well ...," Betty said.


"Well?"

"Well," Betty complied.  "I was born in Peoria ... did you know that?" voice rising to a squeak.


Veronica shook her head briskly while sleeping a yo-yo, downward thrusts, thus beckoning Betty to continue her forth.


Betty, musing of memory. "I was born in Peoria on the Ninth of March and was taken as babe to a gray, shingled house on an eighth acre lot of a quiet tree lined street of Sycamores. Sweetly peeing, balls and shouts, barks and sleepovers, training bras and braces, trying on, schooled, and there I stayed until I was ..."

"Was??"

"Twenty ... seven."

"Uh huh."

"I worked at the Rite Aid store and learned the shelves and the salves and the workings of the register machine.  Occasionally, I chewed gum.  On the other side of the counter passed people in array so varied in their needs that at times at night and contemplating beddy bye, the covers and coverlets, pink and lacy, I was stunned.  The Rite Aid store carried thousands of products, and yet, sometimes, upon occasion, when a customer approached in the always forming line, I would guess to myself that for which he, or she, had decided to lay down his, or her, coin. I stress that made this guess, rhyme unintended, even before she, or he, had hoisted upon the counter the shrink-wrapped largesse. And at times, and get this, I was right."


"As to the nature of the purchase?" Veronica clarifies.


"Of course."


Veronica waves her onward.


"On those days ... at the Rite Aid Store, as I said … when I had in my mind put the right person with the right product ... swarmed so I with confluence ... I would sometimes go home and rock on the porch and feel a feeling that I could only describe as an infant joy. But you know. It …


"It?" 

"Well, what else? If I cannot use the indefinite pronoun, if the flow of speech is to be marked with effluvia …"


"A thousand pardons," Veronica interjects. "Pray continue."


"… it was always often tinged with a sadness, as if a part of me didn't really want to know that even with thousands of products and thousands of choices and actualities, there was something about people that was predictable. Isn't that funny? The sadness part of it, I mean."

"I don't think it's funny, hon," Larry reassured.


"Neither do I," said Veronica. She shook off her Flight Attendant's cap and placed it on the arm of her seat and shook as well and downward her sheening blond hair.

"Owing to my thin stature, breastless …"

"Breathless?"


"Must you? Interruptus?"


"Sorry again."


"I," Betty pressed onward, "sometimes felt as if I were invisible."


"Were or was?"


"Impossible!"


"Sorry. Sorry once again."


Betty took her moments. "And of course many if not all people, truths be told, treated me in this way. But this objectification of The Girl at the Counter is well known to the executives of the Rite Aid stores, and we were counseled in our admirable orientation program that the gruffly apparent man simply may be in a hurry to move his bowels or to talk of his balks to assemblages, and that the overdignified woman bejeweled simply may be in a hurry to drive her Mercedes through town to the impressment of others, all hurrying as well.  Still, often in the back of the store on breaks with the other girls, women many, cartons unpacked, they would confide of a titter that as they had manned the register they had been of nearness to  certainty that they had been foil for a man's fantasy, and, I must tell you, more. There is more. That fleeting flirtation had been a blip on the screen of their day.  Never, I must admit, did I have such an experience, and as I rocked on the porch, at night, as I said, I thought all about all of this and came up with three possible explanations."

"Tell," Veronica cajoled with vigor, excited now, yet even then abjuring articulation of her mindswarmed search for adjectives. 


Betty cutely took her cue. "One!" Finger high for emphasis.  "Mayhap I just did not notice it, although it had happened.  Had I been a foil?"

"Hon, a foil for a fantasy?"


"Of course, and as I said."


"Hmm," from Veronica.  "Go on."

"Two!" Finger turning, cuticle evident, screwing the empty air. "Perhaps because I'm a person of almost no existence, being born to be so skinny I cannot say why, I just did not prompt the quickening of the sudden smile, coinage of realm on counter, sighs deep in heart, silly questions and comments prolonging the encounter, 

eyes searching for eyes, smitten and ready for it …"

"It?"
"Please."


"Sorry."


"… the long line patient for IT, or impatient for IT, as might be the day, waiting their turn."

"I love the word realm," Veronica sighed, all gentle.  "But you digress."


"How so?" Betty inquired, all conciliatory.


"Three?" Veronica inquired backwards. "You had said that there were three."

"Explanations ...," Larry explained.


"Of your non-entityatation," Veronica completed Larry's sentence, rocking momentarily in sync.

"Well," Betty rejoined, "I cannot say all of the words all at a once.  So.  So so.  Three.  This!  Maybe, just maybe. Maybe, mayhap, and  mayhaps …"

"A matter of choice," added Betty, reviewing thesaurus. "Mishaps as well."


"Of course. But let me go on. It might devolve of eventuality that there are people who only shine only for certain other people. Could it have been that deep beneath my awarity but there nevertheless, I was saving myself?  I was, I was, hoarding my first flirt."

"That's what I think," Veronica said, smiling broadly, all of the contretemps over who might be doing the serving safely now forgotten.


"That's what I think, hon."

"That's very sweet."  


Report Number Four

There was a bit of turbulence and when they had emerged from the bumpy ride Betty saw that Veronica of Flight was nudely gripping the edges and that her lovely complexion had gone somewhat to white.


Veronica in turn noticed the surprised look on the face of Betty, and on the face of Larry, as well, and said, through clenched teeth, "I hate turbulence."

"You're the Flight Attendant," Larry noted, somewhat alarmed.


"Never fear." Veronica waved her hand. "I serve the drinks.  I pass out the pillows.  I am competent to my toes and up again over my ankles.  See.  See see.  There's a lesson here.  It is so much like the man, or the woman, at the Counter at the Rite Aid Store."

"It is!" Betty said, as much to hearten her lovely Flight Attendant as to underline the concordance in disparateness of that which she had herself, only just then if not more than moments ago, taken note.  "It's all about expectations."

"Exactly," Veronica crooned.  "Exactly exactly.  Truth to tell," smiling wanly, "I was a problem child."   


"Adolescently?" Larry asked, incredulescently.


"Then and back," Veronica nodding. "Triangles with squares.  Rectangles with vectors.  Formica."


"Kitchen floors?" from Larry or Betty.


"All that and more. Miles high. Shunned, was I.  Perturbations.  Masts and sailors. Jerks. Often mistaken. Piles of participants.  Straw, sticks, and bricks.  Huff. Puff. Blow ye winds blow.  Oceanic.  Lunar.  Porcine.  Quills."

"No.  More."

"Hills and vales."

"Nature," Larry sighing.  


"Kinky stuff," Veronica unveiling. "Talcum. Sharing.  Mascara.  Worse."

Betty dumbfounded, carrot in mouth, lolling of tongue, eyes wandering.


"Hand cream.  Chapstick.  Cherry vanilla."

"Get on with you," Larry or Betty piffled, all earnest and embarrassed. 


Report Number Five

It was Larry's turn to tell his story.


"I guess the most significant fact is that my name is Larry.  Larry is the sort of name that you expect from a very simple man, a man who will not fool you, a man who may be a dupe for others.  I'm not sure why that is.  It, my story, may be about the fact that my real name, which no one ever calls me, not yet, at least, is 'Lawrence'.  Nobody ever calls anyone 'Lawrence'.  Olivier even.  Thus, I think it to be the marked discontinuity between the formality of my given name and the ingratiating informality of my carry-all that has invited people never to take me seriously. Would that my parents had given me an un-nickable name."

"Hmm. What might that be?" Boggled both by the exploration, they both uttered together now.


Lawrence, left out, attempted with little success to camouflage his pout.

 
"No use crying over sour grapes," they cooed in unison. 


"True. True enough. I make the point only to mark the page. It is this, therefore, my name, that has marked my days."

"Could be," the women speculated, sharing kleenex. 


"I was," Lawrence blurted, "a skinny child."

Betty, gasping, suddenly sweating. "But don't you see ...," she said, as she took his hand.


"I do see.  Let me go on.  I went to a small Lutheran college in upstate New York where my academics and extracurriculars were undistinguished. Still, I fell hopelessly in love with the lead cheerleader, a young woman as perky and pretty as you, Veronica, and as remote as if that small campus were a universe. One night, I confided my love, for it consumed me, to a competing undergrad who has turned out to be the Cee Eee Oooh of a small land fill, where he has since been indicted several times and beaten all charges.  Would that I had known all of that then. He assured me that when nothing was ventured, nothing was gained, and he convinced me to call Sue in her dorm."


"Oh no!"


"Ah yes. I still remember the sweet denials in her voice. I still remember the stifled giggles in the background.  I still remember the sickening smile snaking across that land-fill-criminal's face. I went to the snack bar and ate four cheeseburgers.  It was only a beginning.  I left college and took up my career as a stranger, and I am that to this day.  What has most amazed me in life is the ability of my body to grow. You would think that some mechanism would dispel food and thoughts of food, but the fact is that the choice is ours.  Three weeks ago, I met Betty at the Lutheran dance.  And so."

"Hmmm," Veronica hmmmed, "Three weeks?" 


"Sweetheart," Betty said, tremor in her voice, as if she had not been listening to a word he was saying.  "I was once ... I was once ... I was once ... fat!"

"Look," Veronica said, veering from the confessional, pointing to the porthole.  "It is dusk."

Report Number Six

How it could be that there could be dusk on a planet without day or night was a mystery that passed all attentions as the plane banked for a better look at the waning orange sky.


"Whoooo's driving?" Betty mused.


Veronica waved her hand to dismiss the concern, a swirl of invisible musk-in-orange-sauce flowing from between her vibrating fingers in globules and bedecking the middle of the air.


That was when Betty put her finger to her chin and emitted a low humming sound.


"What is it, hon?" Larry asked.


"How did we get to the ..."

Veronica nodded as if Betty were on to something.


"... to the?  How did we get to Gravure?"

"We took the shuttle," Larry remembering.

"The shuttle?"

Larry rubbing of chin. "I'm pretty sure we took the shuttle."

Betty emitted her low humming. She looked at Veronica.


Veronica said, sharply, fingernails under study, "You took the tram."

Report Number Seven

Now it is clear to both Betty and Larry that something of their consciousness was dulled, and that for some time now, though they could not say how long, they had been living in a mode where they knew who they were, but the reels of the past that ran usually before their minds were not grinding, as if their brains had become an imageless Gravurian night.


They sat.  They pondered.  


Betty squeezed Larry's hand. 


"Say ...?" Larry said, but then his thoughts drifted.


Betty looked at Larry as her face filled with concern and the tributaries of the conversation.  "If you had met me, dear one, of chance and of circumstance, when I had been fat ...?"

"And when Larry had been thin," Veronica cooed in reminder, stroking the air with her fingertip to make authority of her contribution.


"Yes, yes," Betty continued, "and when Larry was thin ...?"

Larry nodded, as if to want more.


"Well," Betty insisted, "what then!?"

"The what then of it," Veronica mused.


"Hon, it's an interesting question. But, need we answer all of them?  As much to ask me the what then of the consequence or non-consequence if first you had  fallen upon my stage, the instant of earliest gaze, in your profile?"

"Not my best aspect," Betty picked up his point.  "Front-on for Betty is best overall, when it comes to two-lives-into-one."

"So, can we come back to that later?" Larry demurred.

"That?"


"Fatness or thinness of first meeting," Larry pointing backward.

"Later?"


"Hon," all mimsy, "do you ... do you remember a tram?"

"Well, what is a tram?"

"Sorta like a trolley ...." Larry looked to Veronica for consultation on this point.  Veronica nodded.  "Like a trolley," Larry said again.


"I don't remember ... any ... trolley."

"Say," Larry asked of Veronica, "are we ... dead?"

Veronica convulsed in laughter so hard that she grabbed her rails. "Now what in God's name would THAT be?"

Report Number Eight

That was when the plane banked into its final turn and screeched to a stop on the runway.  


"Where do you figure you are?" Veronica asked, her hand on the latch of the door.


"Paradise," Betty said impulsively.


"You got it," Veronica said, as she flung open the door.


Report Number Nine

Nine paces forward, eighteen paces back, to the left or to the right, -- for direction on Gravure is a sometime thing, -- two separate paradises beckoned. On the one hand, Betty heard music of such rare beauty.  On the other hand, Larry saw images of startling lucidity.

Hand in hand, each tugged the other in an opposite direction.

Wait, dear.

Exchanging smiles of understanding, eyes fixing on eyes, sighing and brimming, teeth now of gleam, each bowing, shy now, all in the ayes.

First argument.  Sweet, that.

They would wait for their images of paradise to meld, to mélange, to tolerable blend.


Veronica squared her cap and fixed hairpins and found a pup tent in the lee of the plane and, closing the door behind her, departed upward or downward into an endless helix. There was cookware and all things necessary to make a fire and launder clothing, and as victuals appeared they staked down the tent and cuddled into their king size sleeping bag, downy, to endure the wait, aft of the tent pole. 
Term Paper Number Two
"How can you speak that something that is imponderable if you can't make any progress in pondering it?"
- Perfidio Salonza, posing but one of his many of his questions, probably while buttering a croissant on a maiden voyage, in "The Long Bummer," Repetition Press, Rhetorical Gymnasium, Gravure. 


Report Number Ten


Larrry on top. Larry at bottom. Betty on top.  Betty at bottom. Ooo, aah, fat and thin, the dyad the grunts the long daynight. The smells of grape and olive decant the Gravurian myths whence elephants and giraffes chant their highdeep notes of lives not wasted. Bathing in Gravurian waterfalls, hair like diadems. Flamingos spring like daisies.

Eddies of things. Things sorted out.  Sorting all done.

Off in the distance, behind them, spinning, mad men and mad women, quick to judge. Words upon words in proper order. Laugh tracks and liars. Paranoids rule. Fraudulent song.  When does the obvious take hold?

Without speech and mirrors there was only competence, memory such a pain at times, grammar and rules, the pathways of biology and the dead configuring, trams for walkways, slow exploding, the mirth of many, eating through chains to nourish the collisions of dreams.

What then was lost?

*******




