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Always, each thing is also its
image

In our perceptory world,

Always these twins who play on their
resemblance and mutual aliases,

Bargaining one with the other,

Blurring, until they create a dangerous
mist.

 

Sending or receiving,

One is and One displays, it is should be
plain,

Perhaps they are so much at their
trickery, the image and the existence,

They have no time for us,

Perhaps this trickery is their special
retort to us,

Or we are truly stupid that there should
be any confusion.

But here we are…

We negotiate, every morning recommence the
battle to bring peace,

If only to ourselves.

 

Truly? Really?

Believe this Art when I stand in forests
of such allure?

Believe myself when I have such an
incentive to lie?

I, who crave a release from mirrors and
all such games,

Retain a mistrust of all Art.








Chapter 1

 


 

M. Gravois goes directly to Devil's
Island, he is for the dry guillotine,

With the family photograph on his
desk,

With the punctilious manner infected from
long ago,

He pushes a trembling hand against his
hair, smoothes, worries some more, without yet a resignation to his
fate.

—What should we do, Peruggia?

—I don't know, M. Directeur.

—One man, I cannot do everything. They
must surely see this.

The next expletive would be available to
M. Gravois' successor.

A man much like him - and Peruggia would
again be fetching demi-baguette, apricot
jam and hot chocolate.

He should have eaten more
salami of the tough hog. Or cheese, pecorino, from the wiry
goat.

Truly, he should have.

 

A serious stain on the museum. At two
après midi, the police will arrive, be shown through, and first
things first,

—Gentlemen if you would be so good as to
step this way…

The tour, Assyrian, Egyptian Antiquities,
Near Eastern, Greek, Etruscan and Roman.

Madonna of the Rocks, habillé and less
indecent, Madame Récamier,

Grande Odalisque, déshabillé, Dutch
masters, Rembrandts, such as Bathsheba at Her Bath. The police will
be hopping on their feet, out of their usual low-life haunts,
uneasy with the high culture and the nakedness. This…
unpleasantness, is this necessary? A large question, is it
necessary.

 

—Will they bring handcuffs?

—I don't know, M Directeur.

—They'll want to see the empty space on
the wall, that is bad enough.

Peruggia having been sent on an errand by
the Directeur to other civil offices, an old friend of Gravois, who
would have undergone the same career path, from Lycée to public
servant:

—Convey my regards, and do assure him that
he and his family are in our thoughts constantly. I am sure it will
soon be established that he is blameless.

And pushed towards him in brown paper,
tightly-wrapped, a book of the legal code - not a primer for how to
behave or even prosper in prison.

—Give this to your Directeur, do not look
inside it.

Following their release, convicts shall be
interned in Guyane for a time equal to their forced labour. Or for
sentences exceeding a total of eight years, domiciled in Guyane for
the remainder of their lives - where they may engage in work or
business and marry in the local population.

M. Gravois utters another bland expletive,
puddingy, not intelligible. The expletive would hang around, find
some sustenance, not grow, but survive.

Peruggia had once very nearly seen the
inside of a prison, and he knew the days could be dark forever.
Peruggia likes M. Gravois. As a boss, he is a boss always and that
helps Peruggia. He issues clear instructions, when not in a
complete quail. But the fault was there, and Peruggia was sad that
M Gravois might have to go. His successor would tighten the ship
and then Peruggia, Laurent, Marcel, even fat Paul-Henri at the
desk, would have to work harder, no more sloping off at four. Like
the year the iron pipes were installed and we mopped up floods
every day.

A new régime and Peruggia cursed the
events that had brought it, in all likelihood.

 

Aphrodite of Milos has lost her arms, not
good for capturing thieves,

The Winged Victory of Samothrace has lost
her head.

They will peer at the gap - as if nothing
begat other than nothing.

Apparently, there's four bolts left, in a
square, though Peruggia is too superstitious actually to view the
incident. I suppose, though, it gives them their starting-point.
They will ask the obvious questions, without question the Gallic
shrug will be. The constabulary will trickle home to find their
ladies and supper-table.

Supper at Emmaeus - however, they'll have
to descend to the Canova's brisk indecencies, later in the
night.

Were they like that before, has the
revelatory power of Art visited them today?

M. Gravois, at some point, will be taken
away in handcuffs,

Next to Cayenne to meet a tart and find
the Lady,

And this a game of Find the Lady
Found.

 

Messed-up Gravois, with his hand in the
unnecessary process of smoothing hair,

Bounding out, Diana and her hounds,
Acteon's sweating, the chase is on,

Serenely, the Death of Sardanapalus, an
effeminate debauchee, the Medes and the Persians besieged, sunk in
luxury and sloth, prolonged but ineffectual resistance, avoided
capture by suicide, on a flaming raft with plenty of concubines,
orgy of destruction to match.

A naval man, I'd hazard - with those
whiskers. Who sailed to Martinique and Guadeloupe, getting his
stripes, protecting the sugar cane, a slaver, having a conclusion
on the Raft of the Medusa.

Gravois senses the ship's voyage, the
tropical sunblast, the evil scents of confinement, the colony
reached, the ship at anchor and the convicts then rowing
themselves, manacled, to the shore. Murderers, arsonists, negligent
civil servants, and if one of them falls into the lagoon, or hurls
himself, then all will go down in a clanking train. How fair is
that?

 

—We shall tell the police that all
precautions were in place. We shall tell them that we did all that
we could do.

We shall… ? inquires
Peruggia to his own thoughts - and decides not to interrogate
further.

Nothing he can say.

Delacroix has
nothing to say, so lushly,

Moreau, once further
ever, provides a faux antique, and asks is this how ruined we have
to be?

Delvaux also
disports among this ore, not so polite. With a great grounding in
religion in him, ideal for the trouble-maker, he observes, then
notches another arrow to the string and the creak of yew wood from
a churchyard is heard again in the land.

 

Old-fashioned Louis Béroud walks into the
salle and notices four iron pegs.

—It is being photographed, says the
guard.

The hazarded opinion of a security guard,
but given flatly, directly, designed to quell speculation in the
universe. So that of slightly grating, dull authority, redolent of
late in the century.

But the absence, what about the absence?
What can we say of the photograph never born? A tragedy because the
object might have been recovered sooner.

Béroud held between the thoughts of:
"Shall I say something of my concern, despite? Shall I
persist?"

Against: "I'm sure they know what they are
doing".

But all the same, very strange. Not
willing at that moment to plummet all into a terrible panic - a
kindly old-fashioned man, Louis Béroud.

 

M Gravois is not going to Devil's Island.
His contacts at the Interior, men like him, will bring him up from
gloomy Dis. His wife will not have to review her options, or dab
her first husband's brow with a cold compress, camphor, salts, to
revive him.

—Diablo, says Peruggia, under his breath,
which would have ended the investigation.

In six months - or so - Peruggia will hand
in his resignation, typed for him by Élodie. With the heat off, a
month or two to tour perhaps the northern lakes, before the
triumphant Homecoming.

He is stared at by the two gatemen of the
Louvre - next to the gates are two policeman staring at the
gatemen. They are smoking as well, and they turn their attention to
Peruggia. He looks suspicious to them, and is indignant.

Mistrust has blossomed like
spring,

Soon, les deux flics will be looking at
each other with mutual distaste.

He makes sure to glare back, but with an
element of face three-quarter left. If art, he would be
challenging. With the tobacco ground to the flags, he scrunches
gravel back to work, haltez, halter to loop the head into, a hempen
noose. The nationalist should stand head held high.

 

The Giaconda is stared at by these
staggering weaves of travellers, pilgrims,

The Giaconda bats them off, gently, when
she could turn them into screeching ghosts

And I suppose they are confused by this
gentleness, immediately non-plussed by it,

The Venus de Milo, also inscrutable, but I
think she is too old.

The Seamstress of Vermeer, she is intent
on her work and will not give us the time.

La Giaconda is the benevolent
incorporation of great qualities unfairly mashed to a
mystery,

La Giaconda remains

As politely obstinate as if she were
marooned in an unfriendly foreign country.










Chapter 2

 


 

—Why isn't Art real?

—Because it's not.

—But why not?

—Because even the virgin may not be free of sin.

He back-tilts his chair and looks about him benevolently,
Apollinaire at his court, shambling happy-go-lucky Apollinaire.

 

But a day earlier, Apollinaire is floor flat gazing against the
ceiling, eyes closed, waxen of face. An urchin might wish to sneak
up on him and draw open peepers on the lids, but he twitches too
much and so it's not feasible for today. Apollinaire dreams he's
playing cards against a skeleton.

Seeing only the bone hands, which keep dealing him wonderful
hands,

Lucky lucky Apollinaire, a great jewelled array of Kings and
Queens,

Unmarrying them embarrassedly back to the tricks,

Winning, striving to ensure no gloat, to win politely,

Wondering whether he really ought to lose some,

Although the skeleton remains generous, laughing it off,

Using the unseen mouth,

Throwing down his or her Aces in a small dismay.

One can't have everything in life, after all, can one,

As the wind whistles through his or her bones, the jovial
skeleton

The Laughing Skeleton, in the face of adversity at least, fairly
così così.

 

Apollinaire's nightmare of persistent winning, alas, seemed
never to stop - until he wakes to reach the air.

—I think I am gaining too much from Death. This concerns me, the
account is misaligned. If the universe remains out of concord this
much, soon… terror…

—But a skellington might not be Death…

—Van Dongen, you are so stupid sometimes.

A giant slam of the street door, two floors below.

Pagnol has found the aspirin in the kitchen. —¿Un poco de
agua?

—Sí, por favor mi amor.

The sound of the stairs below, creak creak, foreboding.

—Ah… From dreams we construct too much, says Apollinaire, as
Pagnol hands him the glass.

Picasso enters, furious. Van Dongen looks up at him.

 

So now we reach the Scene of the action.

Apollinaire is about to drink the water, confidently supplied to
him by Arriette Pagnol, his lover of the millisecond. His Adam's
apple is soon to leap, almost invisibly. He is podgy, but the fat
will be drained from him when a soldier, later, a few assault
courses, and sticking a bayonet steel to a few straw men, as you do
when trained to imitate a fearless infantryman.

He is thinking further on his maxim of dreams, lucky lucky
Guillaume, what should construction mean here, in a moment where
there is no dynamic? He also has plans of further baiting van
Dongen, a crooked smug look as the mouth is opening for its water.
The upset caused by his dream will decrease, and the aspirin will
lick his headache in an hour.

The water is leaden, a turbidity, almost as a hint at poison - a
tainted suggestion, as water often is.

 

Emotional proportional. The long straight nose of Pagnol,
contra, she bends to provide the staff of life, but not bows.

Ariette has a lilt to articulate the sound of Marseille.

The Pagnol rings of Iberian, of the faena indeed - while she is
French, the Scene agrees with this other by lighting her in a pool
of gold.

The handmaiden progressive in view, radical, admirer of Mary
Baker Eddy,

the future lies in repetitions, she is thinking through an art
piece in her head.

The dress is theadbare because she has not yet dressed for
outdoors today, and they are not made of money. Her half-profile
face is hiding something she does not want to show, but wants you
to know of, directly - so be warned.

 

Picasso, so recently arrived, almost he carries the street
sounds in the creases of his overalls. Recently, he is trying a
soft trilby - oddly, with his overalls. It may bring a change of
fortune, it may not. Apoplectic Iberian - the fury of Picasso roots
in the knowledge that he will never be a great artist.

Specifically, his anger lies in van Dongen having stolen his
muse. Last week, but he has only just found out about it. He has
denied himself a four o'clock with her, the umbrage was so
great.

He is going to have it out with the Dutchman, his face is
red,

Mainly, he wants a lot of people looking at him, and here are
two. Van Dongen already isn't, so he's a bastard for that, but aha,
probably because he is guilty…

 

The eyeline of the young but patrician van Dongen, sitting less
recumbent than previously, has left Picasso's entrance and has gone
toward Pagnol, the highest head in the snapshot, announcing he
might be thinking of applying for something.

Also, his standard irritation that Picasso has turned up.

Alone of the actors, he has given Apollinaire's maxim some
analysis - dreams he loves, but only in the adjective, dreamy. The
dreams themselves could be about anything.

 

The colors have a balance towards Toulouse-Lautrec, those he
rather patented.

The composition is dance-like, but with the milliseconds
effectively divided, this was the moment, not the one before, not
the one after. By strict decree, we shall find no juxtaposition
within the Duration - the Cubist separation, razor, divorce.

However a moment includes the memory of the one previous: the
van Dongen baiting, the need for aspirin, creating the need for a
glass of water - hence, no two moments can be the same.

Thread and spool unravelling, Atropos busy, but focus not on the
line as Line, instead focus on the action that traces it - which is
either the wraith directing the Line or the directed visibilità of
the Line, we cannot say.

 

So many alternatives. The moment could have been almost anything
else.

Some absinthe and powders, bitters, a pink gin, or a Bass of the
best Burton water.

And Pagnol will say:—

Solo o con agua? Sol o amb aigua? Allein oder mit Wasser? Get it
yourself.

Apollinaire could still worried about the skeleton being so
accommodating - as if the skeleton had some secret control over the
cards.

An unfair world, if Death has more control over Fate than does
Life, better vaulted by certainty as he is. Ineluctably, Death
likes letting the stream of moments run out, so careless and
dedicated he is.

 

Ce fut le moment,

—Why is the Scene not real?

—Because it is composed of people.










Chapter 3

 


—Ça fait un moment que nous
l'annonçons,

Et ça semble se confirmer
aujourd'hui,

Le tableau a été volé.

Says the Minister of the Interior, busy to
declare the two investigations, police and civil administration
open this day - to run concurrently and with co-operation. He
paints that he is an administrator well on top of the situation and
his forefinger stands ready to fire lower incompetence at the
earliest discovery. Reporters may now ask questions, but they must
understand that not all of these can be answered due to the ongoing
investigations. We cannot prejudice the work of the Sûreté. Also,
any errors the Minister may have made in his statement, errors
temporal, errors semiotic, must, for the moment, be
disregarded.

He is most careful not to give rise to any
expectation that recovery or punishment will be swift.

 

The city is in shame, and will be downcast
for a time. All else will be disguises.

The roar of the newspapers is, of course,
not as large as in Dreyfus affair - however the death sentence is
mentioned in le Paris
Soir.

The Messenger
believes it is the work of Germans.

Le Matin has an
anarchist gang. Ravachol, or Caserio, have been active
again.

Au secours, ragged clothes and ivyed
beards, the anarchists are in the drains, they lure servant girls
away for fornication and carousal.

Their backs have the grease of culverts on
them, just like rats. They drink chlorodyne.

One day, the drains will explode with the
stuff that gets hidden away in them.

Ravachol is a burning comet - he is the
new century, with all the kings decaying in him.

I'd be more of the opinion that it
probably isn't Ravachol, since he has been dead for sixteen and a
half years. You remember he was implicated in the various murders
and bombings of that time, and for better or worse was executed.
Most people would now agree that this was a bad occurrence, since
it gave the young and stupid a hero - and now we have at least
three criminal gangs carrying out bank-jobs every week in
Paris.

 

M. Clément, art scholar, over his
newspaper towards his daughter busy ruffling the dog.

—Leave the hound, it will get up to the
table, and knock over the china.

His daughter complies.

—Thank God in Heaven they didn't take the
Raphael. Or one of the Titians… At least he is not as poor a
painter as Michelangelo. They might have taken one of
his.

—Michelangelo, Papa? asks the
twelve-year-old.

—Yes, his proportions are
dreadful.

M. Clément, professional art scholar
seeing in the paintings of
Michelangelo a press of the subject,
pancake flat, against the wall. Much as children used to be given
small animals to draw round. A 4-day-old
Kitten. He is the most tiresome of
all…

God gifted them the sky - gift him back a
small imitation. Not much taken with Renaissance certitudes, M.
Clément also is not much taken with chapel ceilings.

Rather have the sky, a better blue, he
says to himself.

Not held in kinky adoration, squashed,
closeted, a church in all its faults.

 

The talk of the salons, and not much
jollification bleeds from Mallarmé. He has spent so much of his
life juggling the downside he must now visit a Turkish bath daily
to clear him of his toxic preconceptions. He says it is down to the
influence of bicycling women.

Of the other précieuses, Parnassian de
Lisle replies that it is a shame in his view, but he is an old
reactionary.

Every Parnassian principle, impeccably
observed.

The gold-clad catafalque that is Hugo
would say:- It is a conspiracy on the part of the
museum authorities. Why? To gather publicity. Lost and Found is to
be preferred to Eternity, I would refer you to any number of
instances in my own work.

 

Robin and Renard are waiting for some
action. Their boss has been inside for hours now, placidly
strolling, absorbing; they have come out for some fresh
air.

In Renard's opinion, the lazy and feckless
public servants who make up the Louvre, probably nancys all of them
and completely uninterested that there are a lot of women in there
with no clothes on, have to be first on the list, all of
them.

Robin knows whodunnit:

—Italian Nationalists, who wish to
repatriate the picture,

—And what if we receive a ransom demand?
asks Renard.

—This is only a working
hypothesis.

The much-admired detective, Marchon, is on
the case. The thing is, with Inspector Marchon, it is a question of
honour to get his man.

Which he always does.

 

—Do you know the worst we can do, Robin?
says Marchon. It is to stand too solidly as an emblem of good, and
so disturb the system.

Blunder in, and effective detection, I
assure you, becomes very difficult.

Yes, I am a detective, and, I suppose,
charged to bring some good back to this world, some justice
following some act of human frailty. But the mistake so many of our
colleagues make is to present this good in themselves. They spread
their correctness around them. This throws up an obscuring veil, a
good versus evil tension - a tension, not an equilibrium, because,
remember, we always have more power than the wretches we have to
deal with.

Look at our friend Inspector Girard -
perhaps I should not say this, but he is soon to retire. When he
says the Revolution was caused by upstart journalists and writers
and France has gone permanently downhill from there on and he is
constantly arresting journalists… He is at his dismantling - and
you wonder that barricades appear against him.

Social control, I am not the man to
impose, that is for our democrats. The skilled detective looks to a
neutrality and is emblem of nothing.

—What a poet you are, M.
l'Inspecteur.

 

Henri Bergson, in 1911, was unequivocal,
when later he would have been more qualified:-

Linking the two states, La Giaconda not
stolen and La Giaconda stolen, an action has occurred. The
whodunnit encompasses all the determinate parameters of that
action, tentative, but knowable. By the mode of reflection that I
have called intuition - meaning not-tutored - the action, therefore
the whodunnit, can be studied.

He then took the opportunity to reject
again all notions of Time as a multiplicity of moments, but his
final claim that, by its theft, La Giaconda was brought more fully
into Duration was difficult, especially since his students could
not now see her.

 

Boom, the shell has detonated and all the
people, they run away

From what they sent themselves.

All this will make it far worse than it
need be. Shamed,

But not yet grief-stricken. The grief is
from God, perhaps,

Biblical perhaps. Et maintenant? And now
the rains begin.










Chapter 4

 


—Picasso, my enemy, has a dirty
soul,

Beset by all the ingratiations he's made
and will make in his long life.

Dirt is the many imposed on the
one

And Picasso the walking talking sign of
that.

 

—Picasso has tastes? He tastes only the
audience for theirs,

And where ever they go shall be his
road.

Picasso has never tasted himself, because
Picasso is publicity,

Mashed-up prejudices, scare-caught
opinions that have stuck,

All vomited back.

 

—I have a lust to arrive as a
painter,

Picasso has a lust to arrive as a
dictator.

 

Van Dongen is not a fan of Picasso and has
a great more where those came from. Since the two young Turks exist
in the same coterie, trouble must be brewing, to be addressed by a
perceptive general such as Apollinaire is not. He relies too much
on a spirit of community, assuming this to be
sufficient.

 

On the other hand, this being a rivalry -
Picasso has a serious inferiority complex concerning the Dutchness
of van Dongen. He doesn't like it at all, the windmills, the
skaters, the farm existence, with chicken necks gushing blood, the
wethanded winter struggle, hours of harvest have made salt and
aches, burning fire in the limbs, a hunger-artist with a
head-start.

All these cold country people, these
Lutherans and honest toilers are a coming horde, or a returning
horde. It will be a war of Art, Velázquez and van Rijn in a titanic
showdown. The Spaniard will win, Picasso decides, but only because
his confidence outweighs his inferiority complex.

 

Picasso, the best he can do is
tragi-comedy, van Dongen can do tragedy in the midst of common -
and you don't even notice it sneaking up on you.

Picasso is currently the producer of
harlequins, acrobats and clowns - unless he has gone African,
hammering out dismals of cannibals, straight nose and eyes nothing
else, martellé. Pagnol has been urging him to do more of those ones
where you separate the views and make it all art school exercises,
Braque is getting ahead on that idea. And he used to do humans
living in blue Arctic caves of drapery ice, azured, emaciated,
rotting, all Indanthrene Blue. It only takes Picasso a summer or
two to find a new inspiration, attempt to crack the establishment,
but he changes tack daily. Picasso knows that the Something Hidden
is important. If he can't reach it, perhaps, at present, no one can
- he has decided.

 

Van Dongen is onlie producer of
saucer-eyed Fauve ladies who stare out, haute fashion,
demolition-grade colour depth, yellow, green, red that is the most
scarlet possible. They firmly indicate they cannot be touched (as
with most ladies of art), but above, they have the complexity, the
piquancy - I cannot say the fun - of exposing of themselves, their
nature, of the viewer's being perhaps, precisely one
half.

And of this half, firmly, the unrequired
half.

Almost - we thought - here was a chance at
last… to see the real importance, the necessary… but no.

After which, we know there is a Something
Hidden from us, so infuriating. And so close, a matter of
milliseconds, another couple of degrees and there it would be the
missing half, the dark side, success at last. No deception is
involved, just a blunt statement that in this world, or any
other:

We are denied, but fucking unlucky to
be so.

No matter how much van Dongen's ladies
seem to be having fun at the opera, or off for pleasant afternoon,
going to stare at shop windows, as denied humans they are sending
out a plaint and as denied humans we are forced to receive
it.

 

The eminent critic Clément sought to
demonstrate this in his monograph on the cosmic denial, how we have
needed to invent such concepts such as transcendence, sublimity, to
be our therapies; until a time as we are ready to reach out more
confidently into the cosmos.

Camus also reaches this, at times. But why
always the unrequired half? - the absurdity, is all. After that the
only discussion is theistic or atheistic?

Many will say that Leonardo has cracked
the Something Hidden. But they are deceived by the age and the
adulation.

And of course, this all ridiculous -
there's nothing that could ever be denied humans, provided those
humans are making some effort.

 

Matisse has made many offers to van Dongen
to come over to his side. A seduction. He arrived once with a bevy
of dancing girls, it was Degas on a plate, although not that sort
of dancing-girl.

—A bevy? Apollinaire inquired,
drily.

—Sorry, not a bevy, a brigade, said
Matisse.

Apollinaire was mollified. —But I'm afraid
he's not in.

Oh, and they began to troop out again,
with their banner drooped between them: Come and
Be a Fauve.

—You will tell him we called?

—Je vais le faire…

Certainly won't. So far, he has managed to
keep this from van Dongen. He felt it rather unscrupulous of him,
but there is the horrific breach of etiquette. The door opened and
it was Matisse again. Jesus.

—Are you quite sure?

—Go away, Matisse, or I will revive that
story about your thieving mother. And shouldn't that be
Be a Fauvist?

 

He puts down the glass of
water.

—But why are you so furious
today?

Picasso strides around, barely able to
articulate.

—Is this because van Dongen has tried to
shoot you again?

—He was the one who tried to shoot
me.

—Please van Dongen, do not add to the
situation. You dislike Picasso because he tried to get your
girl.

—No Apollinaire, says Salmon. You do have
it round the wrong way. Picasso says van Dongen stole his
girl.

—Is that right?

—He does not own women, women should be
free.

—That may be, but if you have stolen
her…

—I did not steal her. She modelled for me,
on one occasion, nothing else.

—We will have to investigate
this.

—So what, I am on trial here?

—Picasso has made the accusation, so I
suppose so. He can't really be on trial.

Picasso carries on fulminating, but
exports a vague snicker. Another sign of the neurosis - yes,
neurosis - that is building, brick next to brick, course on course,
a Great Man in him. Presumptively - no great presumption - he is
about a decade into the work - firing had taken place and from the
muzzle had exited one Pablo Picasso. All Faustian processes
observed, he is now on his trajectory.

 

Later in his waking dream, Apollinaire
forgets again his neutrality,

You certainly have a vicious polemic,
n'est pas, van Dongen?

But the fact is, Kees, me old mucker,
Picasso is smoky Marrakech,

Brilliant Samarkand, and you - if you knew
it - are Warsaw,

You'll reach that city some
time.










Chapter 5

 


 

Idly between themselves, as tennis through oxtail broth,
Apollinaire and Latourette.

—Jarry wants a motor car.

—Jarry is safer on a bicycle.

—But he wants an experience of speed.

—Jarry is liable to kill a bourgeois or three, if he should get
his jaguar claws on a motor car.

—He wants a Peugeot. He saw one in the Rue Bontemps.

—Then we will place M. Peugeot in the chains and try him, when
needs be.

—When needs be? But Jarry is dead.

—Jarry dead? Étrange! I'd never have thought it… God was not his
enemy.

—Perhaps the motor car was his enemy.

—Steer round the obvious, never! We both know it! The bourgeois
were always his enemy!

—Not least the bourgeois after they'd rebuilt their God.

—Perhaps so. At least M. Peugeot will be relieved.

 

—God, I hate Sundays.

—Then go and find a street-walker and Pagnol will enliven your
day.

—Comment est-ce?

—Pagnol, with her rolling-pin, I mean.

—Ah, the joys of cooking and meaning.

—Pagnol is all the Marseillaise, and we should equip her
accordingly.

—Even tho' she has a Spanish name,

—Have you heard how it's going with the Spanish boy?

—He's in a cubist hell,

—If they keep him in the cells for long, the cells will turn
blue.

—One point I would make - Picasso goes to a museum to look at
his subjects…

—… Yes I know, and Gauguin went to Tahiti.

 

Salmon is still busy mending the wall. The blast has lifted a
crater, a moon crater. They do not wish to lose their deposit.
First, tap down the crater with a small hammer, some of the render
will drop away, no matter. Then carefully fill the hole, with a
mixture of putty and varnish, Giacometti is showing him how it's
done. Ink it over with some ink. So the repair is invisible, his
skill has ensured that everything has vanished, Giacometti is very
good with these things.

—I should be in bed.

—You, child, be an adult and accept your penance.

—I thought we were Bohemians? A small hole in a wall, who cares
about a small hole in a wall?

—You caused the hole, you fix it, the brash demand of
Apollinaire.

Salmon has a cold, or the 'flu, today, drags himself round.
Apollinaire, out-of-sorts and irritable himself, goes back to his
room. He will not want to catch the grippe.

I'm not sure about this Bohemianism.

 

—How many pointless creases has the sea?

—How many ants on the mountain?

—J'ai de mon reve epars connu la nudite!

From my scattered dreams I have known nakedness!

If beauty were truly life, this could not happen.

The rose petals are the plates of meat.

 

That landlady with her many decoctions involving parsley, all
green unpleasantness,

Thyme, tarragon and such herbiage you'd never imagine necessary
on a grilled fish.

—But can you see a fish beneath this? A good little herring that
swam to be the lunch of Apollinaire?

Attends, go and speak to her, Pagnol, you're a woman, You know
how these consequences play out.

A jewel for his commonplace book:-

Too much herbiage will damage a person of sensibility.

Too much herbiage will cause hallucinations - but the one-legged
corpse was not a hallucination - to his dying day, he will maintain
that.

 

The other proverbs of Apollinaire:-

Make it as complicated as you can, but then attach some
simplicity at the end, when every last one of them has all given
up.

I have still not recovered from the National Mourning for Hugo.
It turned my mother's milk to gall and caused a very strange child
to grow.

—Surrealism is not for eccentrics, quoth Apollinaire. It is hard
and requires great discipline, at their desks with their scratchy
quills, quoting their bushy-maned horses.

Angels fly better with wires than wings, even in heaven.

So, roughly, here is the poem Apollinaire composed on the theme
of his Angel and Fortune. He would have liked to include Diligence,
despite appearances, a diligent man, only externally tempted to
sloth. And he has warded off Disaster, not thinking badly of
himself for another week or so.

 

If an Angel were finally provoked to be my enemy, I would
withstand,

Though the sound was of heaven's gates closing,

And the sight was black, even a proposition of end already,

I would know myself to have wakened.

I would seek immediately the foreshore, Knowing the interface,
the junction,

Wherever a resource of mixture, fatal to angelic power,

And the cave would be there for me to find.

Strangeness would be abolished

In the ferocity of that Angel, the full recompence of earthly
beauty

Allowed when not before permitted, years would dissolve
themselves,

Their weight repealed. Forsworn,

The rewards, the miracles, would freeze on the tongue,

I would begin hear to hear the truer cries,

His own horror would begin to rebound on the Angel,

He would sniff about, maybe complain

Of how Apollinaire had lost the community.

After that failed, banshee about the place a bit, Angels being
quick

With their opinion. I would be eating grilled sprats,

In my cave,

I would be enjoying a bottle of my favourite wine,

Forgiveness in the sunrise? I would never forgive the Angel.










Chapter 6

 


 

The Broom Cupboard speaks:

—We have our country returned to us,

Now we must revive its glories,

My people, my folk,

Restored, in the proud kingdom of Savoy, the throne,

In Piedmonte, in Sardinia, the pride,

Tonight, I dedicate myself to your service,

Tonight, I fight to remake the empire lost.

Coraggio buoni cugini! Evviva l'Italia!

 

In the Hell of the Cupboard,

Peruggia came to imagine himself falling

And it only took an hour

To convince himself completely.

Incurably, next stop was punishment by French Devils,

Using the toasting forks they always used for brioche,

Poked and pierced for his rebellion,

Which in another hour they'd use for brioche again,

And that's a horror.

 

Immobile, numbed and almost ruptured,

He wished he could bang the floor to prove it,

He wasn't falling, really wasn't,

And did not like to breathe too much,

When Peruggia normally loves to breathe.

The falling sensation subsided in stages,

A bottom reached, a pit.

 

Last weekend, Peruggia had two days off, no Saturday, so the
previous Wednesday off to the box-office and nearly 100f for a
ticket to see Loïe Fuller and the Fullerettes at the Folies
Bergère. He spent the forty-eight hours in pricking excitement.

The trolley bus with the sneezes, cold when they huddle by
stoves of October, give up the ghost, emanations of white streaming
gases, comets of surrender, potatoes and turnips in their
glosslessness, earth-huddled – decadence, it is not dead, but the
cold weather doings of the French, they near as kill it – the
viruses, the French, never the roseate promise of tomato – I have
been to Bretagne to eat oysters, I won't be going again – they have
their brown broths, permanent convalescence.

Think volubly of rosy warm decadence, the only medicine to cut
through the fogs, the Serpentine dance of Mlle Fuller, pinks and
yellows.

Tonight, I go to receive my experience of the great Fuller. And
I am imposed on, almost to accept La Loïe by her knife at my
throat, but I am hers, amply, fully, madly.

 

And with the auditorium darkened, the gradient between sprang
up, a thousand pairs of eyes fixed on one woman. To follow her
everything. The exposition - mystery, dash, grace, brilliance,
savoir-faire, allowed himself to be swept up into the polite wave
of murmur.

A cutlass, the silk is a sword, how it slices the air,

Making beak or bowsprit into new events, with flexure
supreme,

Pinions of flight, soaring above and away from the prosaic,

On this excellent Saturday, I can say I have seen the
Fullerettes, with a background of white inked stars on, speckled
out a cosmic darkness, framing the performers wonderfully. You
could believe these performers were from Orion, you could, you
could,

Confronted by the sin in Doric columns,

The Art Nouveau vamp, with adders as diadems,

Surpassing all insipid blondes and madonnas.

Vivace, we mush have vivace - presto prestissimo,

The whiplash is forever, she dances to bring it all down.

Come down to Peruggia – who gasps a little.

I love the electric horror, I love the holy execution. That
Holofernes comes to an extreme end.

Perhaps there could have been a bit more of Miss Fuller herself.
But a star.

The Royal Box is tenanted by juniors only, tonight. And the
French, with their collars of starch, sit and applaud at the
correct level.

 

And America is a Hot Country or a Cold Country?

Signorina Fuller is Donna Americana.

Both, cactus in Arizona and icicles in Chicago.

She cannot be American, surely, she cannot.

 

Just as Peruggia could not properly cure himself of his falling
sickness while in the Cupboard - in the Cupboard, he was most
accurately mapped to Thief - but it was ameliorated by the passing
of time, until he reached a virtual bottom, the sensation of it was
accurate in almost every respect - he could only lose the Gloria of
his plan after many days, and only if his passions were diverted by
ennui or hard museum labour.

Day after day, he could refind the Gloria of his plan as soon as
the Light returned. When he tripped lightly from the Museum and
breathed hard of the fresh air.

Sincere, always sincere, I go.

Provoqué par le pouvoir de l'art, the options are these:

Present the item, accompli, to Miss Loïe Fuller… Or spirit the
item past customs and reach Italia, repatrie.

And it was not his fault, anyway. My audience draws me to
greater outrage.

 

Peruggia, are you audience or performer?

Either the chasseur or the proud stag,

With footsteps behind him, ringing precise in their gait,

Metallic, almost a tolling tocsin,

A pair of footsteps, thinks he, constables come to arrest in
pairs,

And he gets a cold French fear.

They have found me - guilty guilty guilty.

They would not be arresting you now, at a chilly midnight,

Stop being so silly, Peruggia.

 

Vox clamantis in camera, excited, reedy,

The Broom Cupboard issues its statement of mission.

—My people, says Peruggia, Italy is a Hot Country,

Leopards from Abyssinia, lions from Tanganyika,

They cannot bite us, we will overcome them,

We are courageous to the end.










Chapter 7

 


 

Apollinaire announces his theory.

—What I have theorised is this, says Apollinaire. He puts down
his glass of water, a small amount of the rain, made civilised.

—The past, the present, the future. As we go our daily lives,
the past we well know of, but could not we be also subtly invaded
by the future… ? Not to the same extent as the past, of course..
And never properly notice it… with our conscious minds, he adds
quickly.

A Memory. A Prophecy. Experience in her two forms.

Prophecy does not sear or bite with the power of memory -
probably because it deals in presently unreal events. But is it
there? A creamy downy gentle nudge, that we mistake for Angels, or
déjà vu, or religious sentiment, or haunting.

—Do tell me…

He throws it open to his happy band of avant-gardists, therefore
outlaws.

 

By cause of the previous,

Pterosaurs are left in the skies, plesiosaurs are left in the
seas,

With thoughtless beat of flipper and wing,

Making roads so wide and easy, so hard for us to resist.

And then we are shut away

In our predecessors' ruts and berms, forced to scar
ourselves

By their travel. This is a unjust world still, mon ami,

The injustice lies in the poor children we made

Because of the past.

 

—Yes indeed. I have always wondered, says Salmon, why is it that
we experience the Past so contrastively to our lack of experience
of the Future…

—Because is Time is nothing except its direction, says
Brancusi.

—I will not be directed, in no wise, says Hébuterne.

—Who is to say no? We do not know, says Jarry.

—Yes, memory and prophecy as twins, study one and know the
other. I like that very much, says Poulenc, from his cradle.

—Invaded by what has yet to occur, we steer ourselves to reach
ourselves, says De Chirico.

—Such that our lives are a constant series of awakenings.

—Not so much, rather, we live in the tools of awakening, says
Soutine in reply to Gris. You have confused existence with
agency.

—We should realise that we are Janus, says Utrillo.

—Yes, Januses, that is exactly what we all could be - and that
would be a great power, says Apollinaire. Since to be constantly
sifting the past, therefore facing backwards, while all the time
being conveyed forwards, is a perilous mode. It really is, if you
stop to think.

—Who knows what might be approaching in your direction? says
Radiguet.

—Yes, we've got that, thank you, says Coquiot.

—If he is a non-destructive man… anyone who is not Jarry, (here,
his audience laughed, he did not), he can store the revelations of
the future to inform him of the present, says Apollinaire.

—… And also, to better understand the past, says Radiguet.

 

—But, today, how much have we changed the bearing of the Ship of
Civilisation? asks Derain.

—Un sous-marin! declared Laurencin. The ship of civilisation is
a submarine, it goes under the surface, the official culture, the
recommended, agreed - then it surfaces,

—In the people, interjects Marxist Cocteau.

—In the unofficial culture, to be precise, says Salmon and
Gargallo, almost simultaneously, drowning out Laurencin.

—Apollinaire's submarine scouting from sea-lane to sea-lane…
says Jacob, alive to the romance of it

—Les Refusés are those who refuse sea-lanes, said Lipchitz.

—… hoping to trick Angels, says Chevrier.

—Ah, perfidy! That submarine must have a happy crew, says le
Rouquin.

—Happy, oh yes, we're happy alright, says van Dongen.

—Thee, I name Perfidie. But next week I'll know more and
rechristen thee Innommable, says maudit Amedeo. So I will have my
triumph over thee.

 

Other people sense the Angel, but I seem not to, muses
Apollinaire.

The Angel of the Future, prodding away at them, as if to wake
them a little further, in stages, in moments.

My utterances are good guesswork.

Others, who seem to have the premonitions, these older wiser
men, in them, they cheat, really.

But don't lay the blame, Apollinaire… The man who should be the
Great Prophet isn't - he hopes he hides it, but suspects he will be
found out, sooner or later.

He ought to gather up the laud in large brown paper bag and
deposit it at the museum. Ignoble of him to keep it.










Chapter 8

 


News which has energised Agustín de Soria. His heartburn
eliminated. His gout eliminated. Guard against the drizzle of the
16th, his Corona Grande, totalmente a mano, a grand fat stiffened
slug of sweet tropics aroma is drawn at and puffed vigorously as he
starts his plan in motion.

—Tell Mihajlo and Kees we must get started. Have a messenger run
over to their place.

He rummages in his desk drawers.

—I thought I had it here… I love those two boys. And get hold of
the English, whatever his name is - him in the Rue de Moscou. Him,
I think. If you can still find him.

The secretary is off to find a messenger. De Soria owns this
false "my boys" - he is their boss. He is a firm task-master.

This could be the big one, and waits on his boys coming up the
stairs, clump, clump on rough pine, which could be refashioned to
coffins. It is Kees and Mihajlo. Still looking for the English.

 

—Van Dongen, you have heard the news, I'm sure, but what I want
to know, is can we do this Mona Lisa? Copy it?

The Dutchman has a gruff response.

—Not to convince anyone except the most stupid.

—It really can't be done?

—It can't be done.

—I have a photograph of it, here look, and then we can copy it,
two three times…

—No. We cannot fake a Leonardo, not even worth thinking
about.

Brows raised, de Soria looks at the ceiling, there's been a big
crunch downwards, the market has gone in the wrong direction. By
the Rotterdamer plain-speaking, the Scene has become:

 

De Soria, in his deflation. Good young artists, with a
significant talent - they work with him for a few years and then
they make their own name, and they go on to greater things,
artistic things, often not things that earn them more money.

His cigar - by licence, reduced to a cigarillo - is hanging in
the ashtray,

His braces cutting in, the waistband of his trousers may have
popped a button.

In de Soria's left hand, the photograph is just visible - a
secondary depiction of La Giaconda, in black and white.

 

Van Dongen is dealing with an idiot. Someone who has no clue of
the technical, therefore can't truly understand Art.

If he bares the teeth and ridicules his boss even further, they
will part with bad blood between them - and he did do several fake
Manets for this art impresario, he will be shopped, and the secret
will be out.

Rather be captured in the act of presuming to give a lecture to
his employer, he has paused, is at three in the proverbial to
ten.

Indemnity and denial, balance these… is thinking van Dongen.

 

What might be, with Mihajlo the Serbian, given his oblique and
purring look, is that he is waiting for van Dongen to pronounce it
absolutely impossible, leave, and then he will step in and say: —No
problem, dear sir.

The Serbian more spiny, wanting promotion from artist to
apprentice dealer, knowing where the lucre is. More detail in him,
keen-eyed

The unripe ectomorph long and thin muscles/limbs and low fat
storage, nervous passive-aggressive.

He makes sales to Italians in Trieste:

—Ciao, eccomi nuovamente, con altre pitture della mia Sonia… Due
tettine speciali, non è così?

He can paint Sonia, who is the secretary, without her knowing
it, without her as a model.

I wonder what she would think, if she were to find out? In the
open doorway, she is clacking away, percussive rhythms floated away
from the paper to hear. If Mihajlo were ever to court him, win her,
he would have to have a guilt then, he is a kind-hearted lad.

 

At one remove, behind de Soria's head, on his office wall,
depictions of depictions, veracity being only an impression,

A Degas, The Suffering of the City of New Orleans,

There's a Manet, The Arms-Dealer,

A Pierre-Auguste Renoir, Tilla Durieux - don't let the abject
technique persuade you this one is easy to do.

And, for learners, a Gauguin, well situated in his trademark red
and golden mire

A Franz Stuck - The Sin, with the easy-to-understand bright sin
and dark face, darkest serpent. Which number might this be,
shovelled up and deposited in the forger's lair? One of the Sins
will sell, but which one? There's another ten versions, at least,
down in the store-room, that are good enough to be sold.

How should we choose between them?

Comment devrions-nous choisir entre les deux? As though the
universe really denies the other bastard offspring, just as "good".
And what kind of universe regrets the nature of itself? Do we
really have to choose?

 

So that would be the The Dealer Disappointed by the
Impossibility of Forgery.

Van Dongen goes on,

—I think you are going at this wrongly, if you will excuse me.
What would have been better is to make the copies first, then have
the painting stolen, then sell the copies. They'll think they have
got their hands on the real one, stolen to their express order. It
really doesn't matter then whether you get a ransom for the real
one or not. That would be much the better strategy.

Agustín de Soria looks to him and realises he is right.

Business, business. Let these artists take their time over their
copies, and make sure something easier is stolen, I see… And so he
laughs, and recovers from his disappointment.

—Ah, it comes, it goes, I have to spend money, so I have to make
money as well. We will know next time.

De Soria is impressed by van Dongen's acumen. He has been
thinking of letting him go, but perhaps will keep him on, see how
it goes…










Chapter 9

 


The plainsong of Coronas making their
reports, he loves it in his ears. Like the hoofbeats of la chasse,
with some new animal of delicate metallic hooves or trotters. For
his part, Inspecteur Marchon has taken the trope of bloodhound and
worsened it, to be a snuffling anteater. He may not have the flair,
he has the persistence:

—What I have determined is this, says
Marchon.

He puts down his glass of water, a small
amount of the previous rain, made civilised.

—Let us imagine a thief has stolen a
painting, and that painting is of a woman. Now if this thief is
overly-imaginative, too talented for his own well-being in the art
of making leaps via symbol that artists are wont to,

He will be caught in the painting's
particular contrivance,

And there will be an
antagonism,

She will be his Apache, but she is likely
to tomahawk him dead,

If she is a cocotte, he will try to save
her,

Projection and reversal, she will plague
him with her duty to be the Artist of his Children.

 

If she is enigmatic, he will try to
persuade her to be known. So while this can be seen as the painting
coming to life - this is very common - I contend that there can be
no such life. Duration and space and memory will act on this man's
unconscious mind, but there's nothing real in the mind. As much as
may be said, it will produce a projection into his reality. Or, his
constructed truth, is that better… ?

… .whereby he has achieved his purpose,
only for that purpose to have bitter ramifications.

If a wise man, he will struggle with the
nets of illogicality, quelle que soit…

If shallow, a career thief, a dedicated
Bohemian since the age of three, it will overpower him. The effort
he expends in nursing an existence for two will unnerve him -
(which, for the detective, is a gigantic beacon for discernment,
surveillance and eventual arrest).

All this, as I say, only if he very agile
in the making of symbols, quick-tempered in symbols, fearful in
symbols. I suppose poverty and labour must always tire us, but if
we did not spend so much effort in making symbols, we would
probably not age at all…

 

—Inksters, artistes, bohemians… my God, I
would have them thrown to the Seine. They definitely have an excess
of belief - then go round believing all sorts of things better
doubted.

Doubt? Marchon dictates, the secretary
types. He issues suggestions, his constables in their bowlers hurry
off to enact them. They doubt the testimonies, the witness
statements, of course, but anything they themselves produce -
unimpeachable.

Life is Life. Strife is
Strife.

La dame veuve Bonhomme habitait le premier
étage d'une petite maison de chétive apparence, qu'elle possédait à
Paris, boulevard de Grenelle, 134. Ils commencèrent par donner de
faux noms, mais…

Still the writers wrote themselves on,
steered by Henri, Raoul, Amaury, Lucas, Jules,

Why couldn't it be just thieves, and never
artists, he has to deal with?

 

—Do you remember when we had to exhume
that mongrel, Rimbaud? asks Robin. Just to demonstrate he was the
one they'd buried and was actually dead, not running around in
Paris or Africa or China still.

—He was a mongrel, the difficulties he
caused.

—He was a stopped boat for a
time.

—A merchant of green azures, say the Art
Police.

—He was a mongrel with a very litigious
family, all scrabbling over a very small inheritance, says Marchon.
It wasn't him who caused the difficulties.

 

Doubt had arisen, maybe he was
faking,

Marchon recalls the look on Renard's face
when told to get digging,

—Can't the grave digger do the
digging?

—They have no grave digger here at
present. He died… dommage.

And blistered of the hands, just to haul
and prove. Up came the noisome remains, nowhere close to being
clean bones, but putrefaction and preservation in a terrible
war.

They all stared. Did it look like the late
poet? Near. Not an absolute proof, though the corpse did only have
one leg.

What more could the Sûreté do? The police
sketch-artist was on hand, made a rendering of the scene, quickly,
and the process was reversed with nails and clods of
earth.

After the successful exhumation, the fact
was accepted as binding by all legally-represented parties. Crazy.
Resources spent pointlessly. Unless, as Marchon had subsequently
evaluated as a possibility, there were some larger but hidden prize
- hidden to the Sûreté, that is. Having been informed that his
business contracts were terrible failures, indisputable this, just
maybe there was something else in his estate, a hidden gem. Nothing
had come to light. Filed.

Hatched in Bronze and Cedar Green and
Blue-violet Lake, on a smooth cartridge pad, 30 sheets.
Bang.

Rent-boy to poet to arms-dealer. Ah,
Pierrot to Columbine to Harlequin. Accelerating, El Greco to
Cézanne to Picasso, the two leaps usually work.

He would sing out loud, but M. Marchon
remembers where he is and puts a cork in the poetics.

 

Grazed by the shadows of the expiring
day,

To the green pond Harlequin
bares

His exhausted body

And grows a charlatan of
twilight.










Chapter 10

 


Is it 1901 and the management of the
Hippodrome are furious with Carlos Casagemas, this Catalonian,
louche and high-spirited, except the horseplay is done because
Casagemas has just shot himself in the right temple.

—Did someone shoot someone? Quickly,
quickly!

—There may be others!

—It is a suicide, I saw it from across the
room.

—Move him, we don't want the Press to see
it like that.

—He just stopped eating a profiterole and
shot himself with a revolver.

—An anarchist, like the Bonnot
Gang!

Spread from the people in a perfect round
ripple from Ground Zero. The cordite smell to play games among the
chandeliers.

—Have any of the chandeliers been
shot?

—We must close the restaurant.

Blicheron, his collar has wilted and he is
still hissing at waiters to remove him, it, but nobody seems to be
doing anything.

—Won't the police want to see him, Sir?
the acned waiter asks. Shouldn't we… ?

Blicheron flutters his hands at his sides,
inelegant, definitely a penguin,

—Move him. No yes, and put the tablecloth
over him. Through into the corridor there.

They started to shift the coffee pot and a
dessert plate of dainties onto the neighbouring table. The floral
display, the cutlery, hurry, the coffee cools, as all who live in
entropy cool – the shroud is made. On the terrace, through the
windows, displaced patrons are craning for a view, muffled tapping
at the windows, the muslin will not stop them.

—Pull the curtains. Slowly, I say, not
like that, have some dignity,

Heels mark the plush, a railway to the
unknown. If finger-tips brush as well, then the quadruped is upside
down.

 

There's a man in a raincoat who shouldn't
be here. He's lingering by a column with vines.

—Sir, who are you?

—I am Marchon.

—I have to ask you, sir, patrons are
requested to leave, while we repair the situation.

To bring a wink of silver the raincoated
curves his wallet across,

—Inspecteur Marchon. I notice you have
moved the body already.

—We were. That is to say - Blicheron spins
round - Stop, waiter, stop I say!

Casagemas has his plans curtailed by the
Sûreté Nationale.

—I see no difficulty, continues Marchon.
Blicheron spins back.

—As all the witnesses say, a suicide. I
cannot see any other criminal involvement, can you?

—Just leave him there, replies Blicheron
to the silent question of the waiting staff.

They lay him down, the table cloth is
adjusted and they move away, gingerly, to a far quadrant of the
room.

—The undertakers will deal with our poor
friend here. They are very efficient, very careful. I'm sure they
will arrive very shortly; we always inform them in such cases. In
the meantime, though, I will make my preliminary
inspection.

 

An hour has passed. The undertakers have
arrived and are at their work with a box. A student with deep brown
eyes, a desperate young man, a Spaniard named Picasso, bursts in.
He carries waiters hanging onto his shirt, no you can't, I must,
and drags them along in his fervour and guilt.

—What has happened to
Casagemas?

—He shot himself, says Marchon.

They look at each other. Picasso decides
there's not much he can do now and runs straight out
again.

He had heard the news and wanted to prove
it to himself.

Picasso does not want - certainly not need
- to be the Magician today. He does look towards the box Casagemas
is disappearing into, to resurrect, he knows this is beyond even
his powers.

But Picasso doesn't go to the Hippodrome
only hightail it of his own choice, or even to be slung out with a
flea in the ear - as he must have known was likely. Although he
doesn't know this yet, not in his conscious mind, he wanted to
prepare himself for The Three Dancers.

 

Three it will be, a triangle. Casagemas
central, Ramon Pichot on the right, Germaine Gargallo on the
left,

Pichot and Gargallo are married, and in a
undesired triangle with Casagemas, and - there is no other possible
interpretation - are joining hands through the pierced side of the
crucified Casagemas.

Casagemas had desires on Germaine -
spurned, having failed to go through with shooting her, turned the
gun on himself. Also spoken of, the balcony's wrought iron serving
as prison bars.

The innuendo is of precarious, for three
is unstable.

To have known it and waited would have
been a priority callous beyond even Picasso's life-plan. He will
finally finish it, or release to his public, in 1925.

Picasso is a fan of one and threes
(although van Dongen is an even greater fan), whereas some artists
are shut into the stability of twos. Two has an eternity not to
commend it.

 

—Was he still holding the profiterole in
his other hand? asks Marchon. Does anybody know?

To Blicheron.

—Is there anyone among your staff who
actually witnessed the incident? I do need to speak to them, most
especially before they speak to anyone else. Do remind them of the
importance of this.

Do not remind Picasso that he and
Casagemas had quarrelled at their last meeting - possibly, but not
certainly, about Casagemas's plan of action. The profiterole is now
on the carpet, trodden in.

As he comes to it, over the next winter,
not immediately, not a pistol-shot event in him, the notion of
throwing alway all his reds and yellows, the Iberian components,
Mexican… While it is still that summer, as a
vale, he paints the dead Casagemas, it
has the cherry arterial blood, eternal hellfire background, yellow
candle flame, explosive blasts, not the coldness of motion ceased -
still motion, or emotion,

He had to mull the cataclysm
first.

Then, the Blue Period. The closing of
life, twilight picks up the indigo,

The fires are put out. The dark claws out
from the crevices of the face, the sockets, the mouth, the
cheekbone gashes and slowly grows over all, the
blindness,

Austere, the mould on the rind,

The Antarctic ice cave purls and twirls
behind his new subjects,

This is the blue farthest from ocean and
sky. The force of life itself panicked and shrunken. Picasso de
Ortega has run up something else lumpy. Even his Blue Period won't
really help him escape Cézanne. And he won't ever escape Cézanne,
not unless someone kicks him downstairs, or provides some sort of
bump on his own noggin.

 

After the natural agitation of the
incident, the acned waiter remains immensely concerned and decides
to mention it to his manager.

—Skulking he was, I am quite sure, as if
he knew it was going to happen.. somehow… I had noticed him and I
was going speak to you about it, but before I could…

Behind a pillar, skulking.

—No, not possible, says Blicheron. It must
be a coincidence, a detective may eat at the Hippodrome, just like
a notary or a wood-turner.

—I tell you, sir, honestly, everybody
jumped with surprise, he did not.

The detective, without episode of
breakneck travel, had arrived before the crime. No, not possible, I
beg of you.

 

Bang! The sound is the Scene.

So that patrons look up from their
invariant peach Melba and are uncertain,

Until noticing the population of Paris
reduced by one,

Coming to a further realisation, they
switch their diet from orange to spartan blue, sardines and burnt
toast,

Marchons, backwards, from dessert to
entrée. The Scene is complete.










Chapter 11

 


Salmon, skiddy and hyped, with Apollinaire
on a drizzled Sunday afternoon,

Apollinaire is constructing poetry of
concrete, the crackle and buzz is in his head,

While Salmon spins the revolver, which
scrapes its sortilege and ends up at a 270 - meaning the pine
dresser.

Spins a 630, which brings the barrel
straight back to Salmon's sternum. Not comfortable with this, he
spins again and puts a round into the wall - approximately 15
degrees from Apollinaire's elbow. Another 20 centimetres to that,
say, added, subtending, do the calculations - another 8 degrees and
it would have been Apollinaire's heart.

Apollinaire gets up and hits paralysed
Salmon in the face. A dull sound, wet cement. Finds something to
belabour better, an umbrella, that mandolin. Fixes on the mandolin
and breaks it to splinters over the right shoulder because Salmon
has now managed to dodge a little.

—You've broken my arm!

In the underwater murk, ringing ears. The
knocking on the door is Madame Landlady. The smell of Pagnol's
washing from the kitchen. The bad waft of cordite in the room. The
senses of abstract, trepid, intrepid – roulette is a game for
idiots.

The round has pitted the render and
rippled the wallpaper, inky blue with fleurs-de-lys of jaune,
nasty. The metal, nowhere. Atomised into nothing, unless it has
ricocheted unseen.

The lungs are going. Hands are shaking.
Apollinaire stands in front of it, the mark.

—It is raining most unmercifully, Madame,
do you not think?

—What is going on?

 

Thinks Apollinaire, where is Marcel when
we need him?

He refers of course to young Marcel who is
such a hit with the crabby old landlady. As soon as he is visiting,
she finds an excuse, and Marcel is quite, and she is quite, and how
are you today, splendid, have you eaten at all, mon pauvre, let me
get you something, a brioche, some jam…

And then, unfailingly, they are conversing
of the excitements of Max. That one we all are supposed to love,
the accident-prone, snobbish, but good-hearted, simpleton Max, who
goes about town in his conquests and failures, his gatecrashing
civility and reducing everything to anarchy, Max Linder, the genius
comedian.

—What I love about Max is he is so freed
of snobbery and caution. I love that he thinks so little of his
surroundings when he has a plan, because he always acts on impulse,
he is a creature of the jungle, not of our towns and
cities.

—When he was being shadowed by the butler
who looked just like him and he thought it was the mirror and he
never found out they'd broken it…

—When he was pushed over the side of the
bridge by the angry workman…

—I sometimes think, I cannot watch it, it
is so curling in embarrassment, mon petit. My friend, I've told you
of her, I said to her, remember it isn't real, she had such a
coughing fit, in the end she had to leave the cinema and missed the
last part.

—Oh, there are times, too, when I really
cannot watch, says Marcel.

—He is so good at everything he does. I
love Chaplin too, naturellement, but Max…

The silk hat, the stick, the eye for the
ladies. How remarkable that Florianne, a name to conjure with, had
a silvery peal on her, this Florianne of thousands of years ago,
must have been a flighty bird once.

—He made me laugh so much, I thought I
ought never go to the cinema again, says Marcel.

But Marcel is not available to defuse – he
has been going to the Rodins.

 

—Oh, the noise, that, I scarcely heard it
myself, I believe it was in the streets, someone dropping a pile of
wood.

Planks of cedarwood? From
Lebanon?

The eyes are there to say, I'm watching
you. The idea that these Bohos should get a clear run, never… Grim
guardian, she puts thumb to inconsiderable scratch in
the wood of wardrobe, rubs, deplores.

I know whom I dislike the most, that fat
one with his way of pretending to be everybody's friend.

Salmon is still at the stage of worrying
about what he has just done. Apollinaire has already gone on to the
next problem, the mandolin in pieces in the kitchen and the problem
that Pagnol owned the mandolin, her father having already made
serious complaints about the amount of money his daughter seemed to
cost him just to be installed in Paris.

—Pagnol is out, she'll come back and find
out, and then what?

And Madam Landlady is going to be
seriously suspicious for a while, if she isn't always.

—You will get us thrown out.

Because as always, the blame and the
consequences will end up at Apollinaire, lucky lucky Apollinaire –
it has to be evened up somehow.

 

Salmon had found the pistol in the
overalls Picasso had dumped there before going off to see about a
model – having split, irrevocably, with Marie, he was going to see
whether The German, tall, face like an almond lengthways, would be
amenable. Without a model, almost, he was stuck for
inspiration.

—I will be back this evening.

As it turns out, an afternoon when
Apollinaire was nearly taken to meet his Maker, and in that evening
Picasso could have gazed on another coffin.

—Someone dropping a pile of wood? What
kind of idea was that?

It returns. Jesus Christ and all his
angels, this will give me nightmares forever!

—You nearly killed me!

Apollinaire is not a man of violence, but
punches Salmon in the mouth again, just to be sure. He is
furious.

 

Working with a piece of string, and Salmon
to assist, in place of Apollinaire who has gone to his bedroom to
relax, Brancusi works out that rather than the sternum, it would
have, at the elevation the bullet had gained, evidenced from the
height of the known entry into the wall – draw the string taut –
there, you see – more angles subtending, it would have directly
entered the temple of the brilliant middle-aged poet.

Well, it was still an accident, just one
of those things.

Max Linder was damn nearly shuffled from
mortality when he was nudged out of that second-storey window by
the chimney-sweep's brush - he also leads a charmed life, nothing
can stop Max.

 

We need to replace the Sunday malaise with
something, thinks Apollinaire.

I go on, redoubtable as a soldier, but
nobody knows my struggle.

Apollinaire needs a soupçon to settle his
nerves. Apollinaire needs a prize, a fine cheese from Normandy, or
a tiger, or a customs officer to come and paint him with a calm
expression. He could look at it whenever his nerves were overcooked
by silly junior members of his coterie. It's at times like these
that he wonders why he bothers.

Flee! Flee, I say! Let's gather our Art
together and make a run for it.










Chapter 12

 


Peruggia had divined them, yet was not
sure how. They had framed his door, asking for donations to a poor
fund, for a subscription to a political fraternity, while he was at
his friend's place, Girolamo, was it? Or at a dance, was it? Or he
had just seen them, a Folies evening, or proceeding easterly
towards, had it been chance encounter in a street, when he bent to
assist, the heel of a shoe, a handkerchief plucked up, or a
puppy-dog needing rescuing?

The land of Vague was where Peruggia had
first encountered Kiki, fabulosa of Montparnasse, and Ceci of
Montmartre, her sister, her twin.

 

Two auburn hatless sports, identical, but
owning different origins.

By physical examination nothing could have
split them.

If he could say one is star-struck and one
is more, how can I say, homely… it would be simple.

If just the one wanted to be, gushingly,
with a pash, on the stage or in the films, a fashionable centre of
attention, a dancer even - then she, the one of them, would have
made the two of them into Mary and Martha and he would know where
he stood.

If Ceci were so pale, bouncing the light
speedily from her - and Kiki not - no, they reflect the
same.

It is so difficult, they do not quarrel -
if they did, they could be the formidable Tatin sisters, producers
of tartes, always rumoured to fight like cat and dog, therefore not
twins.

If one were a craver after notoriety and
kept a picture of barbarian Ravachol in a mother-of-pearl frame -
but they both do.

Couldn't split them, not with brimstone or
gunpowder. Couldn't tell them apart, but most certainly did as they
told him.

—Do you do anything that would make the
police visit you? asks Peruggia, possibly the most multi-threaded
question he has ever asked in his life.

Just the same, it was always going to be
Kiki for him, Vincenzo Peruggia, of the fine Italian
moustache.

Why not Ceci? No, it is Kiki, indubitably.
You may persist, you could demand to be furnished a reason, there
is no point.

It was always going to be Kiki and not
Ceci.

 

Peruggia is on the half dozen and remains
on the half dozen. Remember Adelaide, there she was, fitted to the
memory. The fille de chambre, who had come from Le Mans to Paris,
brought by her father, by donkey and cart, through the streets,
island of lull among the cosmopolitans. Adelaide, with her coughing
and he'd said to her:

—Your lungs, Adelaide.

—It's nothing. Meaning: it's not the White
Death, that takes, that has never relinquished.

She had been to a sanatorium - and they
too had said not the White Death, she has no temperature, no, not
that.

But she wheezed when he put pressure on
her chest. The doctors were useless.

Peruggia didn't know what had happened to
Adelaide. She had not written when she went. Said she was moving
appartement. Did she want any help? Apparently she didn't, or not
from him. So she was dead then.

 

They went rowing and Ceci said:

—I should row,

Which is a method of giving the lovebirds
some semi-privacy together. Ceci patted at the water and caught
crabs, laughing to herself as she did, propelling them forwards
with her back to them, they in the front, the bows, conversing of
this and that, while she, continuing, how very pretty the clouds,
how delightful the weather today.

Kiki has a fascinating way of putting out
her little finger and Peruggia delighted at the brief flashes of
wrist and added up how much he yearned. It was a charmante
interview. If propriety allowed, and he was never sure when and how
these windows of opportunity opened, cold French propriety, he
would embark on a course to seek her hand.

So, to close the account, and draw the
double black line, they reached the island on the lake and
disembarked. Not a buttercup bruised with her light tread, Kiki of
Montparnasse, Parisienne, tortoiseshell comb in her hair, from her
marine green dress disrobed.

 

And bent directly to a pose, Parnassian to
a T.

While Ceci acted to cheer on and
congratulate her sister, which she seemed to do without
jealousy.

Pearl is the body, the purity beyond
compare,

A bird, unseen in a tree, trilled
periodically,

The lace collar, blanche on the herbe, the
ivory leather boots delicate, standing attendant as if someone had
just left them.

Parnasse, the appetite and its assuaging,
as Greek maiden, druidic, full of potions,

As plucky aviatrice, arms out wide to
claim, curling and loving. For an hour, she tried her poses to the
environment, oblivious of Ceci and Peruggia.

Will you come and help me - make my life
all that it should be?

Kiki went up on point, to her calves a
tribute, which is a dagger plunged to the map, this region claimed.
Tensile, hard iron, implement, spear, lance or lancet to expunge,
bayonet of Dunkirk steel.

—Bravo! added Peruggia, hoping to
help.

Kiki is a beautiful example of the tall
tree; her body shape is a poplar, as if Lombardy on a
horizon.

He will worship before Kiki.
Together, they would flee to Italy, there to set up a
household.

 

Marriage - for such an adventurer as
Peruggia, such a step. He has a short dream, of the grandchildren,
across the courtyard, sunlit and Kiki sitting in a rocking chair.
She has a tongue that is delightfully pink, when it came out, oh,
his heart went to pounding, the briefest flash, and her teeth
gloriously white, and

The pot has married the lid,

The tarte tatin is upside-down, the apples
invisible. Still being cooked when you thought being
served,

Yesterday and tomorrow have swapped places
and he shall find that he should taken the offer while he
could.

Why? Why do you so favour
Kiki, when Ceci is not different?










Chapter 13

 


Inside the frozen building people call
Father, the state as honest Provider, where detectives and
sergeants and constables come hither and thither with their
criminals - usually resting them in cells for an afternoon, just to
stew a little, a ragoût, a potage, before taking them to another
room in the bowels, ready for a kicking.

In tarantula dark, Apollinaire, his hair
lank,

With Pagnol's order to wash it hanging
over him

And having been allowed a cup of water,
asked for as soon as the door closed.

—You are Polish, yes?

—You ask me whether to incriminate myself,
and I reply, proudly: Nie jestem
Polakiem.

—You are Polish.

—No soy polaco, I am French, I am
Monagasque. Worse even, I am Walloon, Swiss, Italian - and have the
passports to prove it.

—You are Polish.

—Ich bin kein Polnisch. J 'n suis pas
polonais.

(And, after a pause) So this is how it has
to be, M. l'Inspecteur? Find a Pole, fit 'em
up?

 

Stone ceiling, so not even friendly crunch
of floorboards overhead, the loneliness. Rough brick
to take a cheek from the half-nelson, ugly pug mates stand ready to
dish out more,

Pain of a nature to cause him to cry out
to the dead stones, the classic poet's scream,

Pudgy, glorious Apollinaire, worried white
about a police beating. Crack might go his head
against a policeman's boot, but he will continue with his cheek and
mischief, because never, never, will he deny his Art,
no, not for anyone.

 

—You said the Louvre should be burnt
down.

—It is a military fortress, it should be
besieged by all the right people.

—Then a policeman might think you
suspicious.

—A policeman is paid to think his
suspicious thoughts, while those of us in poverty keep our
joy.

—Ah well, to demonstrate their principles,
some of us must live them - but an artist only has to depict a
principle. Very comfortable for you, Guillaume.

—I hope never to be
comfortable,

—How very comfortable, I think, to be that
freedom-fighter, bellowing only at the volume of talk. Have you
principles, Guillaume, or is it always the main chance with
you?

—No, no… . No.

—You are a man of the Folies Bergère, I
suspect.

—I never visit, I do not. I have a dignity
to maintain, I am not Toulouse-Lautrec.

Apollinaire draws a little of the inky
blue in his fingerprints, technology does not issue a tissue for
wiping the hands – makes extra crimes on the police headquarters,
leaves his mark.

—I simply wanted to ask your opinion of
the late Monsieur Manet.

—Monsieur Manet, why so? I don't
understand.

—Humour me a little.

—Well, I don't see us ever ascending to
Manet's elevated league. I worship that man.

—His picture of that particular
establishment, with the barmaid… you know the one.

—Is this important?

—It is of vital importance, I think, yes,
says the Inspector.

—Well, and Apollinaire begins to think
seriously. Firstly, I see a priestess… with bounteous champagne and
fruits, a bottle of Bass, grenadine, Cointreau… to drink of them is
to worship her… except she does not stand as the Priestess-propre.
She is distrait and not in receipt of worship.

—Whose is the fault, if this something is
not right?

—I cannot say, says Apollinaire.
Peut-être… But how do we approach her for her bounteous gifts? Like
a harvest festival gone tantalising, the avenue is blocked…
resignation, resigned. The dispensed-with woman, active to passive,
the mirror. Because her orange flame is forced to compete,
therefore I see her as forced into plain among all the
gaudiness.

—Ah yes, says the Inspector, The gaudiness
advances right up to her body, shimmers around it like a octopus.
The human being is the fabulous creation, but the immorality has
cheapened it.

—Is it immorality? Or religion, the
religious proposal perverted before it reaches us.

—And there's a trapeze artist included -
hanging in mid-air, way out over the balcony, if you believe the
reflections and their proposals. Mid-air, without a safety net -
that, surely, is the irreligious life?

The Inspector has warmed to his task,
overmuch.

—The trapeze artiste is overload,
unnecessary, a red herring. Critical is her distrait. And I doubt
whether Manet thought as long about all this as we are, says
Apollinaire, bringing them back down to earth.

The Inspector has to agree.

—True. This new idea that a painting has a
theme, a symbolism, a moral even, to impart, I do not like it
much.

 

—As to the cut-throat crew spreading the
danger… ? You are the one spreading the morals…

—All you have done is repeat the
word spreading,

—More than that, I would
submit.

—Nevertheless, I'll not be falling for
such a simple argument.

—You are full of many preconceptions about
an artist's growth, M. l'Inspecteur. Apparent, to your eyes at
least, are loose morals, harems, primitive and morbid behaviour -
as if this were the only possible artistry. One thing I have to
draw to your attention. You do incriminate yourself… I believe. In
your discussion of thieves and their prey, your thief was always
male and your prey always depicted a female.

—I cannot see it.

Apollinaire's finger, inky with
fingerprint ink, makes a round smudge, a stone to be
lifted.

—Would you not like to be in this
laissez-faire, free 'n easy… where artist's model means something
else… ? Have we turned a stone and found there… jealousy,
Inspecteur?

 

Qui plus sait, plus se tait. He who knows
most says least.

Qui a bu, boira. Once a drunkard always
a…

—Always with a laugh and joke, eh
Guillaume? Never anything too serious with you.

—I don't know what you mean. If I were to
go every day with a frown, before long someone would be sure to
ask: Why the frown, Apollinaire? Then I would have to explain
myself.

I laugh because of this world and its wars
and statesmen, all of them blind to Beauty, and its people who so
yearn to kept stupid,

I laugh because poor Jarry never got
himself straight - knowing himself weak, he continued on the most
strenuous course,

I laugh because of Pierrot and Columbine
and the Harlequin outside their happy home…

But I understand what you are saying.
These four walls allow me confessional, they do… So I will be
honest, the badinerie is over.

He has a frown on him now, weaselly
cunning Apollinaire.

—It is Picasso you need to speak
to.










Chapter 14

 


De Silva y
Velázquez, low guerilla placed among the high,
accurate in his scalpel gaze against the captive court. Both
surgeon and anatomist, but dissection or repair?

De
Chirico detonated the classical, a
dream of scattered ruins, and found a rabbit-hole whenever
searching questions were asked.

Magritte stripped to
the image itself, or not, as fancy takes, and when it arrives, such
a vast ocean of deceit, pointing to the danger of your senses -
and this may surprise you, or it may not,

I want nothing to do with that
The Treachery of Images

Although The Human
Condition has something.

The fantastic credo of
Caravaggio is one to note, who
exaggerates all his vision beyond the earth's flat plane. By
principle, forced as a postulate, he talks of his communism, the
dirt on the soles of the feet, eternally.

Long livid welts of life each day, as he
scrambles to make himself colossal,
Rossetti.

 

Modigliani has
obtained a visa - to the land of Death and very proud of it he is
too. Prominent in his oeuvre, but, slightly, he forgets we all have
this errand and don't actually need a visa.

I am enjoined to consider the luminosity
of Raphael, the colour sense
which burns the observer. Certainly, he made his
discoveries and amassed his treasure to oaken chest, buried it… But
it's the later-supplied map that is a little too
exquisite.

And that's for the turnkey
Gherardi, too. Is it their
faults?

Looky here, old workman
Titian with spanner and oilcan
wandering round, tightening here, enabling there,

Switch on the enthusiasm. We do! We go
further with Botticelli! - and
they fell around with their laughing. Simon nearly topples from the
balcony. Botticelli, alas, pretty. Also sedate pretty,
establishment pretty. Those nasty sneering snippy self-appointed
cynics.

 

Johns,
Bourgeois… Lord and how the Lords love
it when no dangerous words are attached, how the Rulers promote
them then, hang them with gongs, and when do writers get the
highest honours?

Rauschenberg, with
his idiotic an artist is born not
made, clinging to the sacredism, wrapping himself
in the Jesus flag.

At the echoey Pinakotek, put into dark red
mellow by Adolf Menzel.

Then broadened out by
Corinth, solid expertise and I won't
hear anything against that,

Sniggering
Ensor, for an amusement,

And after being stuck before
Schiele, talent, talent, talent, and
probably should never leave,

Left trying to concentrate on the worthy,
pedestrian, establishment Beuys.

 

Koons is another
servant who laughs a lot, but his laughter is harder and harder to
hear,

Bye bye
Soutine, unnoticed in the cold tempest,
occluded from the conceited school, from the first - also
unchaperoned by good sense.

The fawning of some unfortunate
Alma-Tadema, sucking up to big senators
with houri farms, culture is gone,

A metal colander - we wait for its appeal
- Signac sieved sustenance from
the fall of Art.

Seurat the
neo-impressionist with horsehair brush, guys on the riverbanks,
that amorphous shining gentle flesh, and people are lights, glowing
rather than their usual armadilloish creep.

Caspar
David has seen the landscape and the
smoke of clouds as an explosion, he's ahead of the wars with
this.

Van
Gogh makes clowns out of churches and
zanys out of bridges.

Fra Angelico is
glider serene above the filth. Though he wrestled angels with
nimbuses, robes clean, unable to gain mud, and never knew they were
imposters.

I used to walk down my road, and say,
—Aha, Pissarro painted this
road, some hundred years ago. But I am more likely to see the
murders, the dramas and the happiness than he, busy with the bricks
and sash windows as he is. From Pissarro the image, but I can do
the object, I'd want my money back soon.

 

Manet is the most
important, he reaches,

Monet is just the
fiddling around for the key, no brain in it,

Bellini, Giovanni,
vital to the progress. I want to be the skull in Bellini's
St. Francis in Ecstasy. Just keeping an eye on things, you know,
when grand religious affairs are afoot.

David always on the
hobnail clank towards the exact vestal virgin,

This strange beast, like a griffin, it has
the head of an eagle, claws armed with talons, and wings covered
with feathers, the rest of its body being that of a horse, all we
can say in its numerosity that the animal is called a
Goya,

I have little time to waste on the
sculptor who has not understood
Maillol and
Giacometti, those terrible twins. Whose
import is so similar I can scarcely tell them apart.

Bacon, heroin and
catholicism, he does very well with that limited palette, so we
have to say Hats off!

 

As for the bottom-pinching
Poussin, you see all the credentials,
but also why doesn't he quite fire.

The strenuous mysteriousness of
Arshile Gorky, these physical
jerks leading to a pulled muscle or worse.

Degas has too much
of the film star's damaging refulgence - his light a knife, rather
than a healing.

Paul
Nash? Dead? Of leukaemia, that's
terrible.

Hockney? He was fine
until ordered to take his cap off inside an Italian restaurant in
Kent, England. Some of the other diners have complained, Sir, and
the artist busy thinking of some fabulous retort, well, he didn't,
a gentleman doesn't, and was consumed with fury.

 

The Russian eagle over-fattened, and
flying would be problematic,
Kandinsky.

Quite caustic, splendiferous,
Canaletto, fished from a rialto, quite
a good candidate for joining NSDAP.

Bankrupt is the idea that comes to
Warhol's head, how to celebrate
bankruptcy,

Fragonard gallantry
be damned, Boucher with
unnatural colours applied, less so - scarred onto him the spines of
a crocodile in body, the knobbles,

The primitif in fillets, there to shore
up Massys in the canons of his
proportion,

Of friezes where chariots and carts are
loading, last stop before the war and
Mucha dumps on a load.

If you are in the inverse emperor's
camp, Rops, you are near his
concubines, and that's a fact. His notes are very
wide-spaced.

Got a creepy beholder? That'll be
Sickert for you, ringing the
doorbell.

 

Paul
Cézanne, why oh why does he never
resist plastering the object in crude black lines, giving the
quality of an animation paused, the most tiresome of distractions
and not something that's there in the eye in the first
place?

On watching a work by
Klimt, in case it might suddenly vanish
- the vigil necessary, he is so demimondaine.

Look, Op art and Pop art and Olympian
pediments, the Lapith women resisting and the men fighting off
Centaurs, divergent forces directing style into fashion,
fa presto… Piero di
Cosimo, Blake,
Peter,

Ruscha is the most
magnificent I have ever seen. Only he is close to cracking the
secrets of image and object, at present.

Abstruse was the mot de jour, and
Newman wanted to initiate long spiky
debate about whether he was Proprietor of Life - and if not that
Proprietor of Death - but after a while nobody came.

If Verrocchio
were expunged one morning, we'd find ourselves much further
along the way.

The antechambrists of Rembrandt van Rijn -
a small amount embarrassed to be there -
Mostaert, van
Leyden,
Barendsz?

So this is all Douanier
Rousseau with tiger peep'd from forest
fronds at worthy bourgeoisie, the chaise, the brusque hunters of
empire, pigsticking and native bearers.

 

Castor and Pollux of reality and
perception. Ghirlandaio uses
yellow to pretend gold, gilding is abandoned.

A depiction of the gold rather than gold,
which a grand claim of human prowess, a definite hubris.

The plague swallowed
Ghirlandaio - sent raving first, a
special penalty for this most lucid of humans.










Chapter 15

 


So it is a trial, it is a theatre - and it
is a peinture.

This suggested by the German who acted as
secretary to Rodin, relayed to Apollinaire by Marcel in the course
of time, a great advance in the field of theatrical democracy and a
release from the present sadness of drama - the audience of
one.

The critical factor, an audience of one
completely surrounded,

By the myriad violence of the spectacle,
by the power overwhelmed. By the actors surrounded.

Because that is the seige of life, the way
round it is.

—Could we plan this, Marcel? We
could.

One to be the absorption of many actors,
their complete concentration.

—How well do we surround our lives with a
layer of Art? asks Apollinaire.

Layered Theatre? A warm coat against
February is not my Art. A crowd of beggars demanding a handout is
my Art.

—Surely the single member of the audience
should be a prince or a duke who has paid, a sponsor, back to the
old days.

—The single member of the audience should
be a washerwoman.

—If we could afford Lucien Guitry to be
the audience… or Sarah Bernhardt.

—I think people might laugh, said Artaud.
Unless…

What did you do in the Play, Daddy? I
served the Dramatist to the utmost of my strength. Field-Master of
Ordnance has been co-opted. Fire! The artillery barrage began,
Waterloo might be lost, but France has Artaud.

 

Th court convened for the trial of van
Dongen - plaintiff, Pablo Picasso. They don't have the painting,
also the lady in question.

The aggressively beardless Picasso has an
off-day, which he blames on his lack of fluency in official French
- good at bargee chat down Seineside but for more
official

—The fact is that van Dongen stole his
girl, and that led to serious ructions.

—I didn't steal his girl, she modelled for
me. And she was perfectly in agreement, can we get that
clear.

The painting in question is in orange, The
painting itself is stood up on the wainscot.

The orange of a

Or, precisely, he stole an image of her -
stripped away one of her moments to be immortalised (as they
say).

 

—The chattel in question lives in the rue,
we could go and ask her.

—Don't drag the politics into it,
says

—I agree with Salmon, says
Jacob.

—Picasso does own the fille, He employs
his filles as part of his publicity only. They have to fit into his
scheme, and then as so he changes he changes his fille as
well,

Look round, Picasso has changed again. and
Van Dongen carries right on heckling,

—I noticed her talking to another man in
the market, says van Dongen, sarcastically. So she must be
guilty.

 

—Can you put your finger on it?

—What's that?

—Since babies are born innocent of sin,
the first moment Picasso could reasonably be called a corrupt
bastard?

Picasso goes for him, but the actors hold
him back.

 

Then there is the issue of the pistol,
which has already killed one man,

—He said he was going to kill me, I know
it was in the heat of the moment, but now I find out he actually
owns a pistol, for God's sake…

—I'm sure he is careful with
it.

—He is not careful with it, Apollinaire,
as well you know, and he is not a stable man.

—Where did he get it from?

—We know where he got it from. He got it
via your man, who got it from Jarry.

—How, for God's sake, is he allowed to
roam the streets with a pistol?

—I doubt if he is allowed, they probably
don't know.

—It can't be legal.

—There you go, van Dongen, relying on the
State system when it suits you.

The mood in the theatre has turned again
the Defendant. Grumbles and It was Picasso who said it first:—
Bourgeois!

 

It ended with everybody shouting
Bourgeois! at everybody else.

—I pronounce the Defendant acquitted. My
reasoning lies in the fact that all Art is permissible. Let us
adjourn, calls Apollinaire.

But still everybody shouted it. Simon had
climbed onto the bed to spread it higher and wider.

A door closed. Van Dongen has gone off in
disgust to join the Fauvists, and there's nothing Apollinaire can
do about it.










Chapter 16

 


—If you would, just so that I have it
correct at the beginning.

Impressionism is

The sensation in the eye that is viewing
the subject, and not the subject,

While Expressionism is

The world depicted as a reflection of the
mind in its moods,

—Expressionism is a German thing, says
Picasso. I wouldn't know.

 

—Of the two, the Inspector undismayed,
continuing (welcome to the pleasures of my job), I should hazard
that the Expressionist Thief is an easier quarry for the detective,
would you not agree, Pablo?

—I really am not going to answer any more
of these stupid questions…

—They would have a tendency to be more
open, possibly… ?

—You're saying there really is such a
thing as an Expressionist Thief? C'est ridicule.

—But when the Impressionist Thief comes to
town, then look out, we are going to have problems, they are so
caché, so dangerous to the justice of the world. Detectives should
be warned. The artist has given of himself, the thief takes away
all about himself…

—Is this your idea, the thief always in
direct opposition to the Artist?

—Ah, possibly, since you raise it - one is
a provider - the other, is definitely a remover, a
hider.

—Me, I'm only an artist, pur et
simple.

—And me, I am only a policeman, I don't
often come into contact with the workings of aesthetics. I was so
hoping you could assist us.

Picasso sighs in frustration…

—Look, I really wouldn't know. And don't
call me Pablo, nobody calls me Pablo.

—Pablo, I have a warrant card and a silver
badge with the city's arms embossed - would you like to see them
again?

 

Picasso essays to examine the ceiling, as
the questions pass by. Picasso, a sprite of affront, a piranha
waiting on what the current may bring. They go for an hour or two
more.

—Then allow me to ask you this. You paint
only portraits, landscapes never.

—If you say so.

—Why? Why deny yourself the natural world,
the mountains, the trees?

—I don't know that I do. Perhaps I am
gloriously, fatally, in love with the human.

—Or perhaps you hate the human.

—Why, without breath, decide that I hate?
You are a nasty old man.

—Then let me put it so… If not hate, then
due to your Freudian neurosis, you have a need to control humans,
move them, twist them, apply indignities to them…

—Again, simple, so simple, you can accuse
every figurative painter that ever lived of that.

—Perhaps I do. And perhaps you are the
worst only because Art proceeds in that direction, the worst so
far…

—I am a worshipper of human expression. I
exist in hope for humans

—And here I am, callously interrupting
that task, pity me, offered l'Inspecteur with sarcasm. So, if I
were to hang a notice around your neck, PICASSO HATES HUMANS and
have you parade along the Rue des Abbesses with it, every one would
think you have been unfairly treated, yes?

—Everybody would be my friend. They would
soon realise the police were the instigators. It would be my
triumph. I would be carried to safety by cheering crowds, men
throwing their hats to their air, maidens fainting.

Maidens would faint, to be sure, said
l'Inspecteur. However… you don't have as much of the satyr to you
as you think, Pablo.

 

—Anyway… and l'Inspecteur tries a
different course, a small anarchist bomb designed to throw
off-balance. We have met before, you and I.

—We have? Pablo is genuinely
off-balanced.

—Ah but yes, do you not recall? It was an
important occasion, a little time ago now, and perhaps you were
preoccupied… although, I am a little sad that you have forgotten
me.

—I can assure you, we have not met. Tell
me when.

—Sadly for your wish, M. Picasso, you are
here to answer my questions.

—That is unfair.

—Indeed it is, it implies I am more
powerful than you… but for today we are finished, I will go home
now and you may think about it further in the cells.

 

It is three days later and Picasso has
decided he wants out.

—If it's any help to you…

—Yes… ?

—Van Dongen is the one you want to speak
to. He has a deal with an Argentine. He can knock out a Cézanne in
a day and can also do Gauguins, and his man has a provenanceur for
Gauguins… someone in the Académie.

—Gauguins… Ah well that's interesting…
because… So tell me, you know of Monsieur Edouard Manet, an opium
fiend of some years back… ? Dead now, of course…

—I know of Manet.

—I was just wondering - has van Dongen
ever been minded to produce, ah, copies of his work… that you know
of?

Picasso thinks and decides to make the
head an east-west.

West is America, far too controlling for
him, and East is Kandinsky whom he is urged by his conscience to
see as a threat, but fortunately Kandinsky never trains
on.

—No. Not that I know of, he replies. So
why don't you interview van Dongen, he is a low-down maggot eaten
up with jealousy.

—Comment pourriez-vous penser que je n'ai
pas déjà?










Chapter 17

 


The Scene is foam, eruptions, effusions,
fizzing fountains, the lancing of trapped trouble, strife
instantly, the ostrich-feather explosions, the wild waving limbs as
willow branches in the tempest. This is gremlins and pirates,
sepulchres, goblins, skulls, faces red-painted peeping, but it
never ceases, cries of ecstasy, roars, the clashing of glasses,
shatterings, Armageddon with opium, the end of the world everyone
enjoys.

And at the flogging's centre, M.
Gravois.

He has seen the horrible horrible people
who frequent dance halls and the Pigalle district in general. In
the guigettes, squirted the green fairy, supped the milk of tarts,
ready to commit the varied sins of carnal gluttony, the precise sin
of adultery. But these were not gloomy, these felons, not huddled
against their mean destiny, but gaily embracing.

Dieu! and he wishes he could be
picaresque, with its originalities innate, reflex.

M. Gravois agonises they have had far more
practice at this than he has - when he goes to Devil's Island, he
will be a simple prize.

Look at that, the woman in red, in the
centre there, with ten, no, eleven, admirers now captured over the
evening's course, a note passed, a tryst made, strung like sardines
in a puffin's beak. Look at him, probably a Pole, look, staggering
however many thousand sheets to the wind, a caveman now, but by a
skill barely touching another and reaching his goal and certainly
not spilling a drop of his drink.

As it transpires, hélas - their destinies
were always his destiny.

 

Still, it had been his idea, Peruggia had
been against it at first - to ascertain whether I can bear the
trials of Devil's Island. Condition bloody.

—Look, these women, they are practically
naked.

—I believe you are meant to enjoy the
costume.

Anyone can survive fleshpots while sober,
they negotiate that Gravois will try a bottle of beer.

—I am not sure about this,
Peruggia,

Peruggia would recognise it and sigh
deeply, if later he were to be shown the Scene of them
together.

When, to dismay, he sees, no it can't be,
but it is, Ceci of Montmartre coming towards them - what in God's
name is she doing in here, Peruggia doffs the helm to sweep the
maiden up.

—May I introduce…

Unbalanced, missing a member of its
quartet - Ceci isn't going to talk of Art, Kiki would
have.

 

Whether this a coincidence, or
conjunction, or it was or wasn't Ceci he had been talking to
earlier, when, very shyly, he had broached the subject - how he
hoped to win the hand of Kiki.

—It may sound strange… I don't know. She
hasn't confided in me, exactly - although I am sure she would
welcome it.

—With her being so… artistique, hasn't she
got admirers in that area?

—She has admirers, but then she is an
intelligent woman, and knows that they are not reliable. If I can
help, I will help.

With a winning smile - and they looked at
each other a moment (and I am not artistique?), before Ceci
continued:

—You thought there might be some jealousy?
- on my part? Oh never, you are a fine man and you have a good job
with the prospects of rising. I am happy for my sister.

Ceci is not the jealous type, not where
her sister's prospects are concerned, at any rate.

 

And, without doubt, Ceci was a great help
- she was vivacious and encouraging, she fell into the structure of
this misguided contrivance and, for as long as possible, kept old
Gravois at the game. She pointed out the dancers, the acrobats with
an innocence that censored the picaresque and debauched -
delighting, quelle couleur, jolie jolie, I forget, you are a lover
of art yourself, honoured Sir, you know of these things.

She conversed easily - it reflected well
on Peruggia in front of his boss, that he was associated with
innocence that had walked untouched among fleshpots, invulnerable,
stronger than.

And it reflected in Ceci's eyes as she
watched and took in the acrobats, the dancers.

Peruggia made the theory that Ceci has a
twinkle, much like a Sirius in her eye - which Kiki does not, the
defining difference.

She had a décolleté that would have
infuriated Mallarmé,

So well covered and yet there - he would
have had to put quill to paper on that.

All your eggs are in the one basket, would
that not set the alarm bells ringing with you?

—Eh bien, why not try a Cointreau? she
posed to the esteemed Director. And the gleam in her
eye.

The gleam in her eye might have been that
M. Gravois might try a prostitute, a good clean one, for the full
experience. Horreur. The livres swap and the Museum
Director is to shuffle to one of those apartments nearby where a
passive infant is in the parlour, with an oil lamp and a
grandmother.

Worry not, Vincenzo, I would never do
anything like that. I was being merely mischievous.

Ceci's words were only because she had
noticed that he had noticed the reflections, the twinkles, or
beacons, on her corneas.

 

The bottle of beer has already caused him
to refer to his staff member as a 'good friend'. Gravois remains as
awkward as would be expected, looking like he sits on a wet tree
stump. He was always going to bail, make a run for it at some point
- sometimes, fully believing it misguided, it has to be done, then
the mistake experienced to its full rather than known.
But it is not ill-repute, not if no one knows of it. You,
Peruggia, have observed my shame (and must tell no one).

That morning, his accomplished daughter of
sixteen, whom he was never to see again if his nightmares came
true, had approached him with her wisdom - and he had chided her
for it.

—Papa, I have thought about the matter
carefully, and I know now that the culprit, the thief of your Mona
Lisa, is that greasy Italian who is your assistant.

—You should not call him a greasy
Italian.

Yet she might just be right. Dear diary,
another opportunity for salvation I allowed to slip through my
fingers, says Gravois to himself.

—Oh, this is the foolishness!

The inmates bawled, rippled the tunes of
polka and can-can, cross-wise and intercutting, glass on glass,
glare on glare, guillemot on guillemot, guillotine on
guillotine.

One man cannot do everything, bemoans M.
Gravois. I will go to my home and work off the muzzings of hock and
porter. I will be faithful to my wife and my daughter, my daughter
is wiser… But no, it is too much!

I was transported to Cayenne and all the
robbers laughed.










Chapter 18

 


Van Dongen, do you really not need some
sustenance? You have been here for 24 hours now and all you have
done is sip at water. Permittez, at least an Egyptian
cigarette, smoke one and feel calmer.

—Merci beaucoup.

—Je vous en prie… Shall we
start over, why not? If we have got off to the wrong foot, then it
is for me to apologise, shall we begin again, yes?

Sea-foam-grey before his time, Kees
assents by a nod. Solid crazy creature. It has finally come to him
that he should co-operate, his machismo is satisfied.

—We recovered this…

And a gesture causes Robin to unveil that
which had been waiting in the interrogation room for hours. A
wooden stand, with a Manet on it.

— … when we went to the Argentine's
offices. Do you know anything about this picture, at
all?

Ce n'est pas une image, c'est une
peinture. It's important to get the argot right,
always, me old china. Very important.

It is The Arms
Dealer. Van Dongen does know
something about it.

—I'm not sure I do, no.

—You surprise me again, M. van Dongen,
who would not know of The Arms
Dealer? It is one of his most celebrated
paintings.

 

It is Africa somewhere. The arms dealer is
waiting to be granted his audience with a tribal potentate, who is
presumably going to accede to buying his wares. Samples will have
to be supplied, evaluated, then if negotiations go well, and some
months later the arms dealer will receive payment, will return to
France and spend his money.

On the verandah of the wood-built palace
he has already been waiting several hours, the Governor will see
him soon, you get the idea, but for now he has a luke-warm Turkish
coffee. And a stout ashplant, to lever himself up with from the
cane chair, limp into the sanctum.

A wallah with fly-whisk, unemployed. Two
barrels. There are native women, brown, Eithopian, wives, engaged
in cooking with tin pots, sewing, a couple of their children are
sat with unemotional enquiry.

There is a means by which we are directed
towards all the deaths this loathsome specimen is to facilitate. It
is the reddish aura of setting sun against the hills, which reaches
out to shade the Scene. The carmine is tenacious - it sticks to the
European, on his grey coat. On the black skin it does not. Even
though they are representatives of those who will die.

In all, this arms-dealer is not like
others, or our idea of how one might be. Already we have been shown
that he is low in prestige, he is having to attend.

We are shown him pensive, the cuffs are
frayed, the patent boots a little worn.

Not the world's most successful arms
dealer. There seems to be a fear of being cheated in the trade,
perhaps this has happened to him in the past. And his conscience
has hindered him a percentage? He has no politics, good; no driving
enthusiasm, his narrow and particular morals, he has tried to purge
them, as if taking antimony, the Everlasting Pill.

We are asked how much does he regret it?
At all or very much? Regret life as it is…

 

—Everyone is pensive in Manet, says van
Dongen.

—But what does it bring out in you, can I
ask?

—In me, why me?

—My point is this. No weapons in the
painting. of course, but are you filled up, but the death meted
out. If you could strangle the loathsome arms dealer at birth… ? If
you had a gun, would you do your moral duty and gun him down? Do
you feel an outrage?

—What? An outrage and that is me as an
anarchist? I am condemned out of my own mouth?

—Please, humour me…

Van Dongen gives a show of thinking long
and hard about this one.

—I would not see the purpose. The wars
would not cease, others would continue the trade.

—Ah, a fatalist…

—Not even that. All that would be lost is
that one human being - and he looks long ago lost. Best to keep
him, since I suspect none of his guns would work.

 

—What then, if I were to tell you… A deep
breath here from the Inspector. That we have our doubts about this
painting.

—It does look as if it is in the style of
Manet. You are saying it is not a Manet?

—Do you say it is not? Is that what your
experience tells you?

—I'm not sure I understand… You say it is
one of his most celebrated, yet I have never heard of it, says van
Dongen.

Marchon makes a face. Either the painting
is in everybody's mind or it is not. The Hidden has been warped by
this turn of events, a fake that the creator is unsure of creating.
We are not sure - are we? - that anything has been Hidden at all… ?
Unless the Faker is lying.

—Where is the original? van Dongen
continues. Did Manet do several versions, as can happen, maybe
under another name..?

—The original, we never know the original.
Once there is a copy, we can never trust the original.

—Well, I am sorry, but I do not know how I
can help you, says van Dongen, and shakes his head vigorously to
indicate, sudden vertigo to put him on the brink of swooning in his
famished and dehydrated condition.

—I quite understand, although I was
hopeful. I am no expert, Robin here is less of one… For all we
know, we may have recovered the real thing.

—It could be, and you could have, says van
Dongen. I'll go no further than that, it could well be the real
thing.

The Inspector knows that they understand
each other perfectly - all the folds and elevations of their
relationship are laid as bare as the gyres of a naked defenceless
brain.

 

—My friend, a policeman is a philosophical
explorer. The policeman works outwards, they start with what is
known, they travel through badlands and come to the known again.
Most, is how they prepare themselves for this journey.

—But do you have your correct
starting-place, Monsieur? It does occur to me that you
have asked me not one question about the Leonardo.

—On the contrary, I have asked you several
questions… Ah, from your face you think not, my dear sir, but I
have.

They will have to end there, or van Dongen
will faint with the hunger. Marchon is sympathetic, he is
sympathetic to them all, but paramountly van Dongen.

Van Dongen's problem is that he is a solid
crazy creature. He looks solid - dare we say, bourgeois - but he is
a crazy man who just cannot bring himself to do crazy things,
hasn't cracked the chrysalis, yet.










Chapter 19

 


My ego lay in ambush in a hedgerow,
waiting for my soul,

That gambolling moron, and mugged it to a
pulp.

What fun for my ego,

But my soul lay on an emerald green
verge,

Unvioletted, it pined, it
perished.

 

Cosa ne dite, venite a
trovarmi?

Cosa ne dite, venite a
trovarci?

And Peruggia, nothing, sucked through
unfamiliar streets

On a cord behind Kiki who has
proposed.

The bars have closed, the gaggle reduced
to one

As she issued hurried goodbye to her
friends.

This evening, she never knew his
presence,

By walking this forsaken path,
above

The torrents, the rivers that were
roads,

On stone her heels click and Peruggia
behind her soundless,

It is my nothingness that makes me
undetectable.

People who are nothing such as I, they
cannot commit a crime.

A drumhead rape, if any rape at all. Is it
to be this night?

 

She turns not. She keeps her concentration
on the way ahead.

Maybe she knows her pursuit. She is nearly
at the glow,

Her habitation, having extracted her front
door key one corner before,

Submit some small compliment. Find it,
parcel it up and send it across.

Now, or be never consanguine in
lust…

But she has reached, the cord is snapped.
Suddenly,

As if struck by a giant hand, he tumbles
into the drink.

 

To retrace the steps.

Last Thursday, he passed a
middle-aged woman in the street and her mouth made a perfect
revelatory simulacrum of a pulpit, in its canted corners, the exact
form. She has much to say about sensuousness, a woman who has
laboured in cold potato fields in her youth, come to Paris and
straitlaced herself over time. As is common, her expression
suggested we should all take note of her thoughts, to the extent of
giving them special consideration.

Peruggia needed a sacrament to recompence
him for this dire display of puritanism. From the tobacconists, a
packet for the gentleman, francs thirty or some daft mortgage, a
squandermania that will not be quenched, these lovelies will put me
in Skid Row. Thinking he might have a pleasant evening not going
out, having started on the interesting artistic poses:

There was a pert miss,

Another had distinct wanton
promptings,

Allora, he near fell from the iron-steaded
bed.

He steadied the giddiness and steeled
himself for a second look.

He was not mistaken, for it was she on the
nitrate. She, his fiancée, the loathsome foul disgusting Kiki of
Montparnasse.

 

Alouette, gentille alouette, je te
plumerai. In a garden of stately chateau, helping all
around her to life by her pose. He looked hard at the slightly
fuzzed image, the focus is never perfect. It was her hair and her
white form among the dark bushes, the hand-tinting did not help,
the bosom rounded and arms toward heaven and a delicate meeting of
the fingertips, to heave everything up.

After discovery, and the stifled yelp of
that, Peruggia sloughed backwards, letting out a deep cow groan -
he was too knowledgeable about himself to think
otherwise.

Peruggia without much God, saviour,
redeemer, trying to be shown a next step from outside
himself.

How galling to find a woman with a splash
of magic to her, who turns out… Well, nothing as simple as the
jealousy that is ownership, if it were only that…

What should he do from here?

Cosa ne dite, venite a trovarmi? The
nakedness of Kiki. Fountains of grief have opened for
poor Vincenzo Peruggia.

 

Some time Peruggia would feel the brush of
the Recording Angel. Is it a venture into the lion's cave, or a
perfumed garden of houris?

When he came to die. Got to die some time.
Has to be, for us all. Imagination says it is somewhat like the
experience of the Broom Cupboard a falling, with only the unique
deeds to brake the descent,

Round here, ol' gravity's got a direction.
The natural vectors of life, with one direction, such that it be a
process, moment strung on moment, each carrying memory of the
previous,

A process called Life, better called
Death.

Perfection has one direction - and
suspicion, that too, has only one direction. A burdened head can
only increase its burden.

The letter's been posted to the postbox,
it won't coming back.

You can't get the toothpaste back in the
tube.

—I've linked Life, Perfection and
Suspicion, says Peruggia to himself. I'm worried now.

 

He hid her under the bed - noticing
immediately the Brown Package, the other woman who had beset. In
eight months the jape has darkened - while he had been so
light-hearted, the woman took advantage and ruined him.

He did check, but he knew already he had
spent that 200 francs he tacked behind the curtains - in case of a
rainy day - spent that on entertaining as if a Baron in an
operetta.

Loïe Fuller was not on the stage all that
long,

It is not fair to describe it as cheating,
or infidelity, he accepts that. He had initiated the
affair.

The mystery was no mystery, the
revelation, a foreshadowing, a manifestation, known technically to
theologians as an adumbration… so it was a swap. He picked up the
Brown Package, he was going to take that with him.

She has taken him to the cleaners, so
efficiently. Or is it Ceci who has done that?










Chapter 20

 


The rain is great - look at it lashing
down, no wonder van Dongen has run away to attend Matisse's court,
all that colour.

The elms stark against the
oyster grey, the spruce and thyme green, colours not to reach
Sherwood or Linden Green, nothing Italianate

Seine-side is now across providential city
of Paris, the waters may reach the electricity lines
- it could be locusts blanketting, closing,

To the next reel, the end not in sight,
rains to provide a miserableness colouring the mind.

Unfair, Brown is alive, grey is dead, a
mish-mash I do not like,

It would like diving headlong into the
image, a short sharp tearing of canvas would attend.

—These are the new flowers, says
Salmon.

Sewage spouted up from the drains, the
tunnels are overcome by the weight of water.

—Will it ever stop raining? asks
Soutine.

—Do you think they will ever recover the
painting? asks Simon.

—The Da Vinci? Huh! Commodity and its
attendant fetishes, snorts Apollinaire. One of the worst, as bad as
Johns.

Apollinaire with one trouser leg trapped
by a greedy sock, the right one today.

Against which, Pagnol: —Put your trousers
on after your socks.

A man can travel the realms of knowledge
many libraries and not discover wiser counsel.

—Combien de fois t'ai-je dit? Her voice up
the stairs, a haunting instruction.

 

Later that afternoon, Apollinaire is
alone. Everybody seems to have gone out, to buy vegetables, to get
to the cafes, paddling through the deluge, and Apollinaire has
promised he would be at his poetry, wouldn't be drinking, wouldn't
be doing anything other than his poetry.

When he hears a scrape, which he thinks is
probably downstairs.

He has been reading detective stories -
and the train of thought is to pit Arlecchino the trickster against
Vidocq or Lecoq, see who might win out of that contest.

Another alien sound… He puts down his new
stylo pen.

The window glass explodes inwards -
smashed by a corpse outside, who has somehow negotiated the climb
to the second-storey window, is hanging onto the balcony wrought
iron and is now intent on entry.

A corpse, and if that is not bad enough, a
corpse with one leg.

 

Apollinaire counts the number of breasts
involved, just in case it is a hallucination. Two. It's not a
hallucination. The messenger of hell advances.

One should admire the tenacity of a
one-legged corpse attempting this mode of attack, to climb up to
the second floor without henchmen or neutral assistance is
impressive. The balance required to swing over the balcony rail and
in has, so far, eluded him, but the corpse, ah, he will
learn…

So far, Apollinaire has cringed and
recoiled where he sat. Apollinaire realises that the corpse had the
proposal to kill him, throttle him, usher him to a mutual
hell-dwelling. There won't be anybody to assist, call the fire
brigade or a gendarme of the watch, he will have to do it
himself.

No sword, or broom,

A salt cellar, repel the corpse with
condiments?

Not the fine upstanding Adventurer, then.
The one-legged corpse has roars of nothing coming from its mouth -
nothing it can do anything about - words unconnected, not sounds,
words, jewel, poison, arbour, fate, love, green. Some stemming of
the words would begin sentences, but Apollinaire isn't going to
wait for that.

He casts about to see whether Picasso has
left his overalls and… relief unconfined, the pistol is
there.

 

Jarry had acquired the pistol in a game of
poker - what on earth had he put up for his stake? - and remarkable
that Jarry had won a game of poker, he was usually too drunk to win
anything. Two Queens and two fours was his luck. Neither he nor his
opponent were sure of the rules - that must be it, both had been
equally very drunk. This came from an arms dealer, ugly and
quintessentially in the expected mould. He was off to the colonies,
without his pistol.

But this coward, he blames his bad
blood,

What he has inherited, idolatry, an
inferior race, no one leaves, not truly,

Let us set out once more on our native
roads, burdened with my vice, that vice that since the age of
reason has driven roots of suffering into my side - that towers to
heaven, beats me, hurls me down, drags me on.

D'eux, j'ai is all
he has to say, setting up a two-century whinge.

 

Merde alors! Apollinaire is not a crack
shot with the pistol, but even one of those fine fellows could
shoot through a corpse for ages and not gain any great result. He
has used up the bullets, why so few? He needs to know how to
reload. These pistols, they are not the magic others have claimed
them to be. Still comes on the corpse. Before Apollinaire has
thought clearly, the corpse has been struck cleanly on the forehead
by a flying pistol.

Pow, Apollinaire is not a violent
man.

—I am so happy, I have done something for
Art.

And the corpse falls. The floods carry it
away southerly, towards the Boulevard Pasteur and its trees, and
although it has left two hands behind on the balcony rail, the arms
remain flung stiffly high, demanding an end to its
poetry.

 

—Pagnol, what do you think?

—I believe you would be advised to drink
less.

—It rose up out of the drains, I
reckon.

—We are not in latter days yet, it could
still get worse.

—Well, what are we going to do, it may
come back.

—It's not me he appears to want to
kill.

Poor old corpse. He was angry at having a
few youthful indiscretions thrown back at him, defining him by
something he had repudiated. All that went on after his
life,

Angry at being disinterred, thought
Apollinaire, we could all be like that in a few years
time.










Chapter 21

 


A wasp, yellow and black beautiful,
struggled in the tension

Of mud and pondweed, the cadmium
dying

By tendrils of custom and
nostalgie.

It was extremis next for poor Mr Wasp.
But,

A surprise, he suddenly lifted itself and
flew

To the heavens. Brilliancy.

 

Both pinned to l'Inspecteur Marchon's
notice-board:—

A yellowing newspaper picture of the
notorious Octave Garnier, he of Bonnot Gang fame, taken from a
police mug shot, overlaid with pencil work, a pirate eye-patch and
beard, excellent scar. Thought to be the work of young Master
Marcel, when the Duchamp household was investigated on some
matter.

And next to it, the very mug shot
itself.

Making the best exposition of the Art
Twins.

Art exists only to communicate. Garnier
perishes in a police shoot-out in 1912. It was never that he was
going to reach successfully the guillotine.

 

M. Marchon is in the mood. A good day of
work banked, in thanksgiving ready to impart the Mystrie of the
Craffte. M. l'Inspecteur who chews at the end of the Sûreté's
pencil and carries a little brown bag of dates, which he eats in
the tramcars of his day. Who gives generously to the Catholic
missions on several Pacific islands, but not Tahiti.

—For those of you who think I am a little
old-fashioned…

—But surely not, will come from his
sidekicks, Robin and Renard.

—We search, but are not explorers,
equipped with ropes and climbing axes and we never reach virgin
lands. We never need to. If by any chance we find ourselves, we
should certainly need to retrace our steps immediately. The
criminal is the least inspirational fellow in the city. What then
are we searching for?

A flourish of rhetoric, because he
immediately goes on.

—We search what makes the criminal whole.
It cannot be argued against that they are surely to be found
wanting in something, they know it, they attempt to rectify. All we
need to do is match their loss with the absence.

—So who do you think stole the Mona Lisa?
asks Renard.

Now that is the big question, and Marchon
seems ready to answer it. His two sidekicks are fascinated to know,
they lean forward.

—I am sure it is an inside job.

 

All Thought expresses a Throw of the
Dice.

A throw of the dice will never eliminate
chance,

Un Coup de Dés Jamais N'Abolira Le
Hasard.

Some thoughts are very arrowed towards
cutting down chance, no matter how it wriggle.

But, in a paradox, they benefit the free
spirit.

 

—Do you not think it is any of the
painters you have been interviewing?

—I think they are a rabble, too
disorganised.

—But someone at the museum, you say… Do
you mean in a metaphorical sense? They have stolen the meaning of
the painting, with their tickets and walls and their high-handed
manner?

—No. Someone stole the painting, that is
all.

—Who? Marcus the porter, in the white
coat, who had strong arms. And could transport a picture without
effort. I immediately thought it might be him.

—The Directeur, he was an insufferable
snob, he might be the mastermind.

—I am sure it is an inside job and the
conspiracy does not reach the level of the Directeur.

—What do we do? asked Renard, Shouldn't we
making some more arrests?

And they waited again.

—The painting is safe, said M.
l'Inspecteur.

With these words, he reaches out his arm -
and strikes down the thief who is Peruggia from afar. He may not
know exactly who he is, but he absolutely strikes him down. And the
Inspector smiles, un sorriso ariostesco - breaking the fourth wall.
Straight at the reader.

 

—You're back from the Matisse circus
then?

Van Dongen ignores. —I found this,
drifting in the waters.

And produces the sodden Italian, who
really had fallen in and was being carried like an unthinking barge
along.

He can barely speak, with goose bumps as
big as geese.

—We had best give him a cognac, I
suppose.

There's more,

—Do you know what else I found?

Van Dongen produces the Brown Paper
Package, sodden and torn for inspection at one corner.

—Just luck really. He was drunk and
floating past the hallway, the road was underwater. It's a good
thing isn't a water colour.

But it not luck at all - it is the
culmination of our ideals, thinks Guillaume Apollinaire.

We now have a choice to make - do we
immortalise ourselves by being the discoverers of the painting - or
shall we accept an anonymity therefore retaining the chance to gain
Fame through our Art alone. We should vote on the matter, that
would be best.

—I am firmly of the opinion that we should
keep quiet, says van Dongen, reading his mind.

—What else have you got to hide, van
Dongen? asks Salmon.

—Nothing. I would remind you that
Apollinaire acquitted me.

—We have to give it back, somehow, it
would be useless to us, says Apollinaire. Let us send them both to
Italy.










Chapter 22

 


The Scene is a technical study in colour
juxtaposition; variegated tawny gold red, inky blue purple gradient
and lastly, the pure dazzling white, the refusal.

The autumn foliage, doomed, the twilight
sky, the snow. Sensational effect.

Limbs of branches, ended by
last foliage, the ground white as canescent fur of stoat, but the
valley cleft behind is given the most miraculous pastel of inky
blue merging to the sky above.

Truly, the magic hour, on a path above Lac
du Mont-Cenis, towards the high ridges.

The route hugs round the contour, and is
delineated by a few ruts of brown mud peeking through - a sign that
carts, three, five, have passed by in the last week. Otherwise
deserted, no sign of Alpine hut or pastures.

A man in his 20s, dressed into workman's
clothes, is sitting on the road and clutching at his ankle. A woman
is next to him, not sexually connected. There is a departing back,
very faint towards France.

The scene is of Picasso spitting feathers,
metaphoric, with a broken ankle, or at least sprained, sprawled out
on the path. The fight took place on an incline - where else? -
Picasso had charged from the higher side, straight at van Dongen,
who had dodged and Picasso had carried his inertia over and down
into the drop. A small scuffle when Pagnol had demanded van Dongen
help them get up to the road.

All in vain! The tawny gold of the Low
Countries has triumphed.

Observe the patination, the craquelure,
the canvas tension, and pronounce:- Quam sordet
tellus dum coelum aspicio - How sordid is earth
while I look on heaven.

 

Picasso had demanded to go because he was
Picasso. Van Dongen had demanded to go because Picasso was going
and he it was who had found the Lady. Picasso pointed out he could
speak better Italian.

—We will not be going into Italy, said van
Dongen.

—You are the only sensible one, Pagnol,
you go with them, said Apollinaire.

And so it was, Peruggia over the Alps and
into Italy with his bundle.

 

Clammed oscuro, Peruggia accumulated all
the newspapers on the train. He busied himself tearing out all the
pictures of women he can find. Pagnol was concerned that this might
draw a barrage balloon of attention. Daily
Debates, Citizens, Evenings, Globes, Liberations, Pictures,
Clarions, every tang of inclusiveness in the rich
man's mind, from which he made a tent, a nest which he lived in
quietly, looking at his haul.

Van Dongen stole some of the outermost
papers to do the word-grid puzzles,

Pagnol watched the glorious Bourgogne
countryside slip past,

Picasso asked to be bought a mocha or cold
orange every five minutes and practised his parlour trick of making
shadow animals - so skilled in geometry that he did not need light
and its shadow to test his new creations.

Humans doing odd things, transported on
the tracks.

By Lyon, Pagnol was swearing it to
herself:

—If any of the three, any of
three…

They had to overnight at Lyon, leaving the
station and finding somewhere in the town.

At Lyon, van Dongen conceived the idea he
was defender of her honour. The goat who answered to the name of
Pablo was rolling his eyes at her every stop, suggesting this
night, this night, this night. Which Pagnol could manage, ably -
van Dongen's chivalry was the complication. While the lugubrious
Italian with his parcel had been relatively little trouble at
all.

 

When they had eaten something and
organised the sleeping arrangements, which comprised many more
meaningful stares than actual words said, they had a look at it. It
was old, rather small. It did bring a slight shiver to behold it -
in all its familiarity - within the confines of a rooming-house
bedroom, though no shafts of heavenly light. It was only a
painting. All of them could tell their grandchildren.

—Where did you keep it? asked van
Dongen.

—Under the bed, said Peruggia.

Picasso snorts, as if, with such an
unsophisticated hiding-place, it should have been found ages ago -
and that van Dongen, having asked the question, was where the blame
for that must lay.

 

It had only been about half an hour after
they had released the Italian back into Italy. Over that track,
where it is carved, with the snows on either side, he was pointed
in the right direction.

—There, run free, little chap.

With your Brown Paper Package, and make
sure you head for a museum, otherwise Apollinaire back in Paris
will be angry with you.

Picasso, who does not especially love
humans, loops off south-west and isn't seen for a couple of months.
Pagnol did ask him to stop with them - he shouldn't be walking on
that ankle, we could get some help at the village we went through
this morning, on our way up.

 

At the next village, van Dongen was in the
square.

—Will he hand it over, do you think? asked
van Dongen.

—He will find it much easier to hand it
over to the Italians. It is what he wants, for it to be in Italy.
So he will be content.

—It should be in Italy, permanently, if
you ask me.

—Then we have done the right thing, said
Pagnol.

—And Picasso?

—He will back, an elemental force cannot
stay away from Paris for too long.

 

—She turned up at my door, on a plate, if
you want the honest and crude fact of it. But he has wanted to kill
me for a long time - long before all that happened, said van
Dongen, staring out into the dull village square.

—Not kill you.

—Yes, kill me.

Someone is needed to lift van Dongen's
spirits - so Pagnol does.

—There's Mediterranean lemons in you.
Wonderful weapons in you, hot and smoking. If you could broaden a
little, regain composure a little, it's all for you, so spread out
that fulfilling banquet and eat, my friend.

—Banquets do not fulfil, bread fulfils,
grumbled van Dongen.










Chapter 23

 


Here we be in Firenze, city of the
greatest treasures yet constructed.

Not the greatest city, but the highest
monument to human achievement.

With the wondrousness of Santa Croce,
where traipse Rossini Dante Michelangelo,

Where the air is thick with coming
thunderstorm, and can be drank,

Where the Arno is muddy and the jewels of
that river are hard to see,

This is a comical one, thinks Peruggia to
himself, the righteousness of my actions are plain to
see,

And yet I walk the via Ghibellina with the
Lady hidden in brown paper.

 

At this moment, a bulky man he is, and
Alessandro Cantelli, a furrier, married, with a couple of
well-behaved children, is sitting down for the portrait as
substitute for earnest heretic, socialist and anti-Catholic, Benito
Mussolini of Forli,

Who doesn't have the time
today,

Send Cantelli, he is the same
height,

Modelling the decided suit, brown, and the
fedora, brown with cream band.

As a result, the body of the editor
of Lavoratori Unitevi! will be
left gripping its fedora awkwardly, by the centre pinch, signalling
a body just about to be summoned somewhere,

By someone with power over him.

The head will be acceptable - I suppose -
but Benito thought it had already been decided:–

The hat should be hanging at one
side, lightly held by the brim,
historicising an air of blithe confidence.

Too late to change now. He may refuse to
pay the second instalment.

 

Parallax. How to keep the two worlds
adhering?

That bitter flintstrewn valley, authentic
and unbearable.

And, crumb of comfort, that speck on the
map of which he is Potentate.

Parallax, two ways of seeing, stunning, he
thinks,

I have found a means of separating matter
and image, and I hate it.

That bitter place where he is Peruggia,
small servant to directeurs, bitten by pencilpushers,

The nationalist hero, surrounded by
sandalwood and sardonyx—unprepared, unearned magnificence before
the end of the road.

The two, refusing to coincide, will not
keep to their resonance, their moorings struck.

Mishmash of umbra, penumbra and their
doubled confusions.

 

Ravachol said: —Will I confess to you?
Your incompetence is so obvious that a few days ago I truly thought
I should come down to your offices to correct all your errors, we
should talk and then at least we would know which crimes, as you
call them, were mine, and which were done by others, those you are
deliberately pinning on my band to save yourself work, and make it
look as if all is well in the State if I am caught.

I know that there will be an end to this
fight between the State and myself. And I know that in the end I
will be defeated. But there will always be a Ravachol.

 

Casagemas: —Decide what you want to do and
do it, lots of it.

Picasso: —Never give a sucker an even
break.

They make a grand waltz
together.

Casagemas has nothing of the old man in
him. Empty of anything, for all his liveliness. Disgraced,
reckless.

Picasso stares at him, calculating, the
artist. Except, he will never work out where he is supposed to have
met Marchon and assumes the flic to be a liar.

Of Casagemas and his legacy - getting
blood from linen is a dreary business for someone.

—This will need peroxide… and drops a
great sigh. There's nothing good in our travail from cradle to
grave, mutters Germaine, while she slaps and scrubs.

Casagemas expunged - that great task begun
by his parents.

 

At this moment, Kiki, or Ceci, the can-can
girl, has accepted the contract, signed, and is just shaking hands
with Max Linder,

She has been in the can-can line, she now
looks at higher things. Max Linder had said she would be in one of
his films, all of which are about the same, but the girl is often
different, unlike Chaplin.

Her mother told her she would marry a
soldier, A cavalry man, his horse would sweep through our
village.

—I hate these set in the stars
occurrences.

—But can you not evade your
fate?

—Evade my fate? And disobey my mother so
profoundly?

You'll have to marry a man who might not
come back, a man always Fate's underling in his own
right.

Mother! What stipend you bequeathed me,
what agony. Ceci has found a new target.

 

Marcel has erected his tent, unpacked his
small stove. He wants to go camping and has decided on
Apollinaire's living room - it is too wet to go anywhere else.
Also, he has a fear of thunder.

I went to Verlaine's funeral, says
Apollinaire. And think I caught a glimpse of the traduced widow -
pristine sable, whoever it was - and old Mallarmé already with an
arm round the shoulder. As the carriage creaked, the limb shot
round to secure the jet jewel, Madame allow me, to insinuate into
the household.

He must have thought some mammon was there
to be extracted by his pincers.

 

A flaw if they should meet,

Because they can melt together, memory and
pulse,

Apollinaire with his breakfast American
coffee,

There is my mother and there is the image
of my mother in my brain,

Her sayings provided interpretation of
laws, she is a judge,

Mijn moeder is een rechter,

Min mor er en dommer

Ma mère est un juge

è una tazza la mia madre

Moja matka nie jest woda.

He puts his coffee cup to the
grate,

Semblance and resemblance, I am in trouble
now.

The sense impression does not contain the
craquelure.

 

Béroud is in his club, humming in his
head, the Chorus of the Hebrew Slaves - and imagines being told to
be quiet.

Marching in triumph, with the
Futurists.

 

This is a camera being carefully inspected
by a group,

An institution, school, college, works,
high-ceilinged,

Come the end of the year, scholastic,
religious,

Where one was forced into the massed
array,

For better or worse, in the second row,
Peruggia with his moustache,

Owning no true expression, because of the
order to smile.

Scrubbed faces, they hold it together,
they allege joint purpose,

Bland bright cadets, probably off to some
new horror, work or war.

Keep it together, soon the year will end,
then the dissembling's done.

 

Visceral excitement is finally exploded to
the open, all is for inspection, vindication - substantive truth
even. Thundering down avenues, with garlands, laurels, maidens
weeping with hysteria, men throwing their hats and caps, all come
out this day to support Vincenzo Peruggia, as he goes in an open
carriage of four, waving madly to the parade.

He sits on a bench outside the office,
with the Brown Paper Package, wrestling with his annoyance - now
that he has realised his predicament. The man he has to convince is
a man much like M. Gravois,

And the contrast is despicable -
spregevole (all is bathos in the end).










Chapter 24

 


Pagnol went to ashes and made an
incredibly beautiful skeleton,

—Truthfully, I am an Angel who just looks
like a skeleton - a Recording Angel, if you like.

She dusts away the surplus and
continues.

—Let us walk for a while - not towards
death, have no fear, nothing to do with that - let us walk through
this coming century.

And the skeleton takes Apollinaire's hand
in hers. As they went, the beacons, the flames, the lights of great
fires, and smaller fires, this century, sadness like any other,
millions die in wars between ideologies, the skeleton need not
explain that, tribe and religion will not die out so suddenly,
flames of retribution, the continents flayed, beg mercy, granted,
but injustice is not to be annihilated by Art.

 

—Let us stay at what is close by
you.

Apollinaire is becoming happier, despite
it all. He feels the paradox lift.

—There, says the angel-skeleton. That
flame is your friend van Dongen all oldened and dehydrated, he
paints away at BB, sensuous, curvy swoonsome BB.

—He has become a society painter, says
Apollinaire. I knew it.

A damnation, but everybody slows. The
shallow starlets of the hours, a little perk - soyons justes, she
was made to be painted by old Kees, the eyes have it
all.

—Van Dongen must travel to 1968, watch in
him the anger of being long in his work, how it floats him along
and how he also wishes to sleep, at last.

Milk-curdling van Dongen looks up, sees
them and says:

—Yes, a society painter… on my day. What
of it? Picasso is going to be massive.

 

So it's no further they have to travel,
not a gramme of separation - and here's Picasso.

He is busy with painting, but he has put
it away this afternoon and is busy making a bull's head out and
horns out a bicycle saddle and unidentified piece of bent
tubing.

—Picasso must travel to 1973, says the
angel-skeleton.

—We shall live on the Moon or Mars by
then, the airships will scoop us up there, whether we have a fancy
or not.

But van Dongen is brusque:

—He'll live in Nice.

—Because Spain will be a country of
tyrants, I will protest in my chosen exile. There's a principle, if
you want one! I will battle hard for communism.

—You will be a champagne
socialist

—And not a forger, barks out
Picasso.

They don't like each other, but they don't
have to have anything to do with each other.

 

—O Sibyl, what of Jarry? asks
Apollinaire.

—Nothing much more than he has at
present.

—Truly? The man is held at mortal even in
the afterlife? In the astral plane, the spirit of Jarry, freed the
strings of mortality… I'd have thought would be powerfully
rampageous.

—No, he was already a rabid terrier. There
was never much to him than that rabid terrier. The coronation,
which you all seem so convinced of… it never happens.

He curbs his disappointment.

—And Salmon, shall Salmon be
big?

—I think Salmon has the good taste to be
medium.

—Marcel?

—He's not here at the moment, so I can
safely say no. He is very obsessive.

 

O, Sibyl of the Future, which is only
Pagnol with a shawl draped over her head and lamps turned
low.

The sounds outside are workmen at the
road, hacking up the cobbles, attacking the drains, dropping wood
and seeking to plunge and free the clogged mess, flow and flux
restore.

And Apollinaire understood. He never had
far to go. He hasn't it in him to grow to a paper-skinned, bony,
ascetic old man, demanding. Those other two, their wrinkled scary
faces were and time chipped away to reveal them.

Only Apollinaire had the open face.
Thinking this was what he was supposed to do, he was daily ready to
receive the call across the abyss, but no old and final version
accessible to utter that call. He received nothing but a
silence.

—I had no old man in me. No prophet, says
Apollinaire.

The angel-skeleton prepares to
leave:

—Oh, and forget this Mona. There's a
silence with her too. She is a fortune-teller, and a great one,
right up to the moment she speaks. The unnameable, and if so
unnameable, then she has no business with you.

—You know I agree with you on that, says
Apollinaire. I always have.

He sighs, and says "pestilence" or
something like it. He is disconcerted to have seen such a future,
but happy that he is still Apollinaire. Spiritually, he departs
with Pagnol to a better place, but prior to his departing publishes
one last poem.

 

Lie down when God kills you,

Never struggle for one last despairing
lunge,

As if that could put it all
right.

It's a little too late now, you've lost,
so lie down.

 

I'm sure you have fought well,

To the limit of your strength at
least,

So relax, maybe taste a few pleasures of
your heart

Give yourself an intermission before
reporting for duty in Hell,

 

Your life has been Hell on Earth, must
have been,

It's not a serenity you have
learned,

The count has reached ten, down there, in
the grass,

So never never spend your last energy on
hope.

Just lie down when God kills
you,

Give yourself that peace, at
least.
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