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What does it nmean, that soneone exists? Is it just that | can
see themalive and noving, talk with them touch then? | can’t
touch you, although |I can touch those few personal effects
that you inprinted with the shape of your body - your high-
heel ed shoe with a worn out sole, black bra, wax earpl ugs.
Your favourite dress, the one you wore under your coat during
our last walk round the Ilia de Pietro, no | onger enbraces
your body - it lies here on the bed, provoking ne. It’s ended

up in the bin a fewtinmes, once | took it to the Sal vation

Arny. ..
Al I know about the first three nonths after your funeral is
that | spent themin Venice. Wen | returned to London, | shut

nyself up in ny flat and lay or slept in front of the TV set,
di gesting the nost stupid programres, i.e. everything

television has to offer. Every day | commtted hara-kiri with
the blunt knife of ny television set, until | had eviscerated
ny head of any pain. And | slept all the tinme. | slept a lot.

Sleep prolongs life; it conserves life, paradoxically bringing



us closer to death. The word 'cenetery', after all, comes from

t he G eek, neaning sl eeping chanber. .

Humans sleep for a third of their lives, usually twenty-five
years. And they dreamfor five. That’s when they abandon their
bodi es, wal k through walls, rise above the waters and devour
their owm hearts. At night they throw off the three-

di nensi onal shells of their bodies and enter the world of

hi gher di nensions, to do things so beautiful and so cruel that
they laugh like children and screamin terror. They inhabit

t he garden of delight and awe, and their senses, returning as
t hey awaken, do everything they can to deny these journeys.
Because they have control over the first three dinensions,
whi l e the higher ones are beyond their grasp. The | ower the

di nensi on, the greater the degree of slavery. Life is tornent,
says Krishnanurti, death is liberation. Do the dying, like the
sl eeping, throw off their bodies to enter a higher dinension

per manent | y?

When | couldn't sleep any longer, | went on hunger strike. |
ate nothing for eight days, drinking only tea with sugar. |
switched off the television and for five nonths read

absolutely everything | could find on the subject of death.



| read dozens of books, but got the inpression they were ful
of nonsense. Wshful thinking at best. Wen di scussing death,
the witers, poets and phil osophers curled up |ike hedgehogs
and cringed away. Cenerally towards religion. Those who
believed that there's nothing after death, only enptiness,
darkness, a void, wote w thout conviction. They sinply
couldn't be convinced of sonething that was unprovable. There
was only a line fromVoltaire and sone of Seneca's remarks in

your notebook. .

"We don't neet our death suddenly, it approaches us gradually,
so that we die a little every day. Each day sone fragnent of
life | eaves us, and even when we're growing, life is getting
shorter. Qur childhood is over, then our adol escence. However
much tinme has passed since yesterday is gone; they day we're
spendi ng now al so belongs partly to death. W neet death at an
appoi nted hour, but it takes a while to get there.” | find
confort in this extract, fromone of Seneca's letters to
Lucilius, witten in your notebook. Then this, his condol ences
for Polibius: "The road which | eads to death is one comon to
us all. Whay do we cry over the inevitability of death? The
dead don't |eave us, they precede us. Believe ne, the
necessity of death contains great happiness. Nothing is

certain, even for one day." The extract from Seneca's letter

to Lucilius, witten in your notebook, calnms ne. | wake up in



the mddle of the night and copy it out a fewtinmes. Witing

to you, talking to you

| have to speak, to talk to you. Nobody else would |isten
People don't listen to others, just to thenselves. And they
sift through the words of others to find what resonates in

t henmsel ves. | know t hat you can hear ne. After all, you

pl anted yourself in ne as seeds of |ove and desire, and
through their constant growth you talk with ne. You speak
inside ne, and | answer. And even though you re gone and your
bi ol ogy i s dead, your thoughts have taken root in the barren

earth of m ne.

Wth you | was often silent, ashamed of mny inability to
express nyself. W carry other people’s words in our train of
t hought al ong tracks laid by soneone el se, unable to say
anyt hi ng honest, even at confession. | never |iked trains
condemmed to the rails, or cars dependent on roads. That’s
probably why | studied at the Maritine College and qualified

as a ship’'s architect.



Before | net you | studied nathematics, physics, astronony,
any rational, neasurable science - not just because of ny
prof ession, but also for the sheer pleasure of it. For ne,
know edge was intellectual entertainment, and only your death
made nme re-examne all the basic questions. No, | was never
fond of contenplating generalities - they were fearfully
vague, stupefyingly inconprehensible, but, when in book after
book I failed to find any reliable know edge about death, |

ventured into the real mof netaphysics.
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What is death? The disintegration of matter? The destruction
of the ego’s consciousness? O naybe just separation -
soneone’ s di sappearance from our sight and feelings? How many
peopl e have | buried alive, and how many have buried ne,
although I am | feel, |I think and I"'mwiting these words?
There were strong bonds between us, we |ived together and
experienced simlar enotions, then, suddenly and w t hout
war ni ng, we stopped neeting, phoning, witing. Usually for
trivial reasons: soneone |eft, changed address, said sone
unki nd words or | ooked at sonebody the wong way. O, nore
often, seened to | ook the wong way, or we heard from soneone

that they’ d said sonething or other and so bridges built over



nont hs and years col |l apsed and sank into the river of routine,

and neither side seenmed eager to rebuild them

The only difference between those deaths, apart fromthe

obvi ous physical one, concerns potential. There are a | ot of
friends and acquai ntances |’ |1 probably never neet again, but
the potential is there - one fine day, I’'ll turn a corner and
bunp into one of them slap himon the back and go to the pub,
then we' |l drown ourselves in nmenories. Or sone day |’|

build, or buy, a house on the Virgin Islands, on St. Croix in
Frederi ksted, and invite ny friends there on holiday. And it’s
irrelevant that none of that will ever happen, and that when
our paths do cross, we talk banalities and keep a safe

di stance with a howareyou, and a not badhowsyoursel f, | ooking

round nervously, unconsciously searching for an escape route.

So is death the end of potential? One of life s paths has been
bricked off and sl apped with a death certificate, is that it?
But there are so many people who m ght be near, whom we m ght
| ove, and we don’t even know if they're in a different house,

a different street or just through the wall.



| can hear you | aughing. You find nmy awkward specul ati ng so
anmusing. You' re laughing inside ne. | can hear you, so you're
in me... Do you renenber in Venice, two nonths before your
deat h, how you cried out in your sleep? You woke up clinging
ontonme with all your mght, feeling that our bodies had
beconme one. Renenber? You said that ny body was an extension
of yours. And | felt exactly the same. Renenber? Darling, do

you renenber?

| renmenber. So that nmonent will live on as long as |’ m capable

of renenberi ng.

Menory is life.

Menory. ..



“We renmenber things that have never happened, and coul dn't
possi bly have happened,” wote GCscar Wl de. Menory constantly
adjusts reality, picking out only that which it understands or
finds interesting. A hundred people enter the sane room and
when they | eave they renenber a hundred different things. A
bot ani st remenbers the pot plants, a painter the colour of the
wal I's, a | azybones the arnthair, and a nat hematician the
geonetric proportions of the pattern on the carpet. And if |
relied wholly on ny senses, |’d have recogni sed | ong ago that

t he degree of deformation of the past is great enough.

But ny nmenory has becone concrete. It has been caught in the
eye of the canera - electronics seeing and taking notes on
magneti c tape, renmenbering sound as well as sight, physical
facts. | can freeze any frame, study it, contenplate it, and
iIt’s nore real than you. Because you no | onger have physi cal
form It has disintegrated into purifying chem stry. At the

bottom of a tree.



It’s anazing that a picture is nore pernmanent than a body, a
trace nore permanent than a life, as if an entire conpl ex
real mof tissues, cells, nolecules and atons had cone into
being nmerely to fall apart, while the trace - a few

el ectromagnetic reactions on a thin band of tape - survives.

| watch through piles of cassettes |I’'d recorded you on with an
amat eur video canera, and | can’t decide. | don’t know where
to begin or howto do it, but | yearn to put together sone

formof filmfromall these fragnents - a story about you

| bought anot her video and connected it to the old one, now
I"mtrying to start editing. How can | sew up shreds of
reality without throwi ng together a figure that nasquerades as

you? So that’s why | started to take notes.



In the opening scene you' re |ying naked on the bed in our
apartnment on R va dei Sette Martiri. In the background, the
bul k of a passenger ship appears in the window. The ship is

| eavi ng Venice, and the sight of groups of passengers on board
make you sit up on the bed and wave to them The faces sailing
past, your excitenent, the closeness of the ship al nost
brushi ng agai nst the wi ndows, the taste of sea travel and the
sweet ness of separation all ensure that the scene, though out
of focus and chaotic, is the quintessence of our life in

Veni ce.

| renmenber the story about Marcel Duchanp, who spent the |ast
twenty years of his life | ocked away in his New York studio.
He was trying to create a realistic scul pture, covered in
tanned | eat her and wax, of his Brazilian |over. Reclining

| azily, thighs open, the nenory of a few evenings of a cool
Eur opean chess-player’s brain being thawed by the heat of a

Sout h Anerican body.

But after the first scene | don’'t know how to continue the
editing. A feeling of powerlessness overcones ne. | amin
pain, so nuch so that | want to take ny dose of television and

shove the videotapes into a drawer. And when | sit like that,



enpty, immobile, renmenbering your body, (Duchanp could touch
his creation, he even lived with her - the FBI's |ab

di scovered his DNA in traces of sweat, saliva and spermon the
scul pture’s skin) | hear you say: “If you don’t know where to

start, start at the beginning.”
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Chronol ogy? Wiy not. Sone force ultimtely arranged our

exi stence into strange befores and afters, deluding us with
cause-and-effect logic, and we, |ost and estranged, believe
that yesterday preceded today, and that tonmorrow will replace
yesterday, as if we didn't realize that tonorrow and yesterday
are illusions corroborated only by the decay of matter which
is the only universal tinepiece, a power of the body but not

the spirit.

Ri ght. Chronology. |In that case | should start at St.

Cat herine’s Dock, a quay for yachts near Tower Bridge, that
spring afternoon when the cold danpness of London perneated to
the very bone. You were standing on a gangway between the old
P&O ferry term nal and a barge settled on the oily bed of the
Thames. Looking up at you - a figure silhouetted agai nst the

grey of the sky, with shapely cal ves extending fromunder a



rust-col oured overcoat - | felt a yearning to approach you

i ntroduce nyself and invite you to the nearby cafe for a plate
of hot soup. But | didn’t nove. | cowered on the beam
suspended above the barge’s hold and nothing woul d have
happened, you woul d have stepped back onto dry land and | into
the hold, but fortunately, as usual in our relationship, you

were brave enough to speak first.

It intrigued you how the barge could possibly be resting on
sl udge and not on the water, who had dragged it there and why,
and ny explanation that the Thames rises thirty feet twice a
day failed to satisfy you

“Thirty feet? But that’'s a three storey building.”

“Yes.”

“You're joking.”

“Not at all...” | clanbered onto the gangway. “Luis Malten at
your service,” | gave you ny card.

“Bea Cossan,” you gave ne your hand.

| kissed it, to your mld surprise, and thanks to this ol d-
fashioned trick learnt fromny Polish nother | caught the

al nrond scent of your skin.

“Luis Malten, nautical engineer, 13 Evangelist Rd., Kentish
Town, London NW,” you read aloud and sm | ed. “Maybe we could

go for some hot soup?”



You expressed ny thoughts. And that amazing synchronicity
began to acconmpany us right up until your death. No. It stil

acconpani es us. Even now.
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The noon of our nodern age, rising and setting in our hones,
Is the TV screen. That’s what defines the day' s rhythm
attracts and repels, awakens and calns. It illum nates our

i rmobile pupils with its deadly light. It w elds power over
all sublunar matter. W don't live, we watch, and television
lives for us. In a nobile trinity, it's everywhere and
nowhere. Wiy nove, why think, when it knows and answers for
us, leads a rich existence in the conpany of painted bl ondes
and gigolos, their teeth and knotted ties flaw ess. If Bosch
were alive, he wouldn’t be painting noon children, but TV
children drowning in a technically perfect hell, where

production funds are al ways avail abl e.

| sit in the nonitor’s nmoonlight, too, and watch yet again the
cassettes with your |ectures about Bosch. Your finger wanders
t hrough the bottom ess pit of his imagination, drawi ng circles
in the air and touching fragments of the reproductions,

pi cking out details the way you touched the ash tree, only

nore sensitively. | lose nyself in the sound of your voice,



which still excites me, and | don’t think about your words,

only about you.

You threw yourself into recording your comrents on the Garden,
just as you' d prom sed Elns, but gave up after the first tape;
you had to use words too often in describing what Bosch had
pai nted. So you decided to record your narrations on video,
and entrusted ne with the function of cameraman. Taking
advantage of this chance to see you nore often, | bought a
tripod and a reflector for my canera, and set it all up in

your Drury Lane flat.

We recorded nore than eight hours. You spoke, show ng what you
were tal king about, rustling the illustrations of Fraenger’s
book, | followed your finger into the reproduction, then once
again returned to the full shot and focussed in on your face.
You | ooked into the I ens and spoke fluidly, alnost
hypnotically, and | slowy noved in on your lips. | quickly
corrected the shot, realizing that the tape wasn’'t neant for
ny eyes. | was nerely a go-between for you and Elns, and it
was he who woul d watch your lips, freeze themw th his pause
butt on, photograph them kiss them and God knew what el se ny

new y awakened nonster was whi spering to ne.

Yes, the nore tine | spent with you, the nore | |oved you, and

the thought that | wasn’t worthy of you, and that that



egocentric despot Elns woul d seduce you, kept ne from

sl eeping. Tossing and turning in ny bed, | thought out
dramati c ways of tearing you away from his mascul i ne charnmns,
and endl essly cursed the nonent when |’d thought of

I ntroducing you to him It had reduced nme to the role of an
amat eur caneranman, nmaking videos that forned a | ove letter

fromyou to him

And you described everything in them the noon, which you
often called by its Latin name of Luna, and Venus; Luna's

rel ationship with ships and trees, and Venus’ wth nusic,
shell s and fountains. You spoke about Prince Pico della

M randol a, who believed the earthly paradi se was the Ki ngdom
of Venus, and his neo-platonic idea of |ove. You expl ai ned
fountains of Life and fountains of Youth. The synbolism of
birds and fish, the butterfly and the toad, the punpkin and
the wild strawberry. The gol den alignnment of Sun and Moon in
Pi sces on June 6th 1504, and the sufferings of |ove, using
Jacob Bohnme’ s description of themas “ a bath of thorns and
thistles...” Until there came a day when, |ooking at you
through the lens, | couldn’t hold back ny feelings any | onger
and they burst out in confusion and stupidity, with me yelling
at you how much | | oved you, and how | couldn’t stand
operating the canera for sonebody el se, especially sonmeone who
was going to take you away from nme and condemm e, once again,

to the icy solariumof the conputer screen.



You listened in astonishnent, smling, as if this outburst
concerned soneone el se, and then put your finger to your I|ips,
commandi ng silence. It was amazi ng how such a sinple gesture,
conveying no authority, could cal mne. Then you did sonething
| woul d never have expected... | thought that before nmy pain
had overtaken ne, | had switched off the camera. But | hadn’t,
|’d been too stirred up and had forgotten. Left standing
unprotected on the tripod, it tilted slightly upwards to show
only our heads, but then tilted down to concentrate on our
feet. But it preserved every word.

Now |' m wat chi ng the nonent where you slowy undress, staring
at nme. You sort your hair, and when you take your skirt off
you |l ean forward. | hear ny excited breathing. | step in
front of the canera and take you by the shoulders. | |ift you
up and kiss you. You return the kisses; your hand roans
through ny hair, strokes me then abruptly pulls away.

“Undress first,” you order.
| hurriedly obey.
“Stay where you are,” you shake your head when | wal k towards

you naked, “Hold out your hand and touch the top of ny head.”

| do as you wi sh, and you reciprocate the touch. W stand
i mobile - you with your eyes shut, and I, electrified,
observing you, not know ng whether you' re doing this to nmake

anends for ny pain, soothe the nonster of jealousy, or to buy



nme, wanting to pay nme for the hours |I’ve spent as your canera

servant.

Now | pause the tape. | rewind it and watch it again. This
scene excites ne, although our nakedness isn't visible. Only
our heads are, and even they are out of focus. | can't
renmenber what | was thinking then. | only renenber the
surprise, the enbarrassed reflex of wanting to step towards

you, my erect, to enter you i medi ately, standing up.

You open your eyes, lightly repel ne, and say:

“What for? After all, we’'re in Paradise...”

| munbl e sonet hing which I don’t understand, and you touch ny
toes with the tips of yours and point to a reproduction
hanging in your flat, the notif of the triptych s left
segnent; Christ, clad in pink, stands in the m ddl e of Eden:
with his left hand he touches Eve’'s right wist, while his
right foot touches the left foot of Adam seated on the
ground. | renenber your words about the energy emanating from
the body’s extremties - touching was the initiation ritual of

the Brothers of the Free Spirit.

You |l ook into the Iens and ask, worriedly, if the canera is
on. | answer no, of course not.

“Check!” you order. “W’re not showing this to anyone.”
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On a nmap, Venice resenbles two fish devouring one another. W
lived at the base of the larger one’s tail. On the second
floor, by the Riva dei Sette Martiri, in a neo-gothic building
wi th magnol i a-coloured walls. The white-framed w ndows

over| ooked the waters of the | agoon; the view fromthe kitchen
was of a narrow canal, whose stagnant water woul d occasionally
perneate the air. You |loved that snell. The snell of death.
That, and the endl ess vista of the |agoon’s waters, was the
reason you agreed to rent the place. You also |liked the fact
that G anbattista Tiepolo, the painter of heaven, was born in

the nearby Calle San Doneni co, by the al nshouse.

After settling the formalities you shut the door, stripped
naked and stood notionless in the mddle of the front room

undressed too, and, without a word, switched on the canera.

| approach you from behind. | caress your back, neck, hair. My
hands fit your buttocks perfectly. Then |I stand in front of
you and put nmy hand on your head. You do the sane, like a
mrror image. We stay like that. Qur feet touch. My excitenent
rises. My manhood throbs agai nst your navel. | kneel down and
ki ss your stomach. My face can’t be seen, but you turn and

smle at the canera, as if you want to transmt that smle



beyond your death, to ne, as | capture the nonent in the

freeze frane.

| look at it, then rewind and stop. Sparks fly as | touch the
screen. | let the tape run slowy and again freeze the nonent
when you turn around. Wen | kiss you tiny needles of sparks
burn ny lips. You are electricity and | am Dr. Frankenstein
ani mati ng your body. | press the button and you | ook away. |

press it again and you | ook at ne.

The courage in your gaze, and the al nost perverse twinkle in
your eye warm up ny underbelly. Looking straight into your
frozen pupils, | realize that 1'd never been a good | over and
it was only you that cured ny torturous paralysis. My first
girlfriends, at school, intimdated nore than aroused ne. \Wen
| hurriedly made | ove to them at home when ny parents were
out, in the back of a car, at parties, in toilets, I would
rush to get it over with as quickly as possible, in fear of ny
erection suddenly wani ng and making ne a | aughi ng stock for
the rest of ny life. I would think about anything other than
the person | was with, | thought about the snells she gave
of f, pornographi c photos, shaneful diseases, pregnancy, forced
marriage, the horror of defecation; |ovemaking was a torture

| i ke anong the American Indian tribes who make adol escent boys
sl ash their stomachs with knives and rub salt in their wounds,

to prove they’ ve becone nen.



Wth ny wife it started off well; we discovered our bodies,
amazed by our newy wed rush of freedom and never got out of
bed. But we soon overdosed, and nmy wife ever nore rarely |et
nme near her, always with the lights out and her eyes shut.
Then cane divorce, celibacy, work and study, study and work in
the solitude of Evangelist Road, in front of the conputer
screen, which cane to replace the real world al nost

conpletely. It even took ne on dates with other wonen - at one
point | was having five Internet affairs at the sanme tine. |
felt like a nodern day Casanova, and, to raise ny self
confidence even further, |I went for Internet whores who
stripped in front of the lens of a far-off canera, and

foll owed ny on-screen demands to the letter.

Yes. | grew attached to ny conputer. | becane over-famliar
with it and forgot there was another world. And then you
appeared; you fell on nme |ike rain on parched earth. You woke
me up, and | could repeat your words, that | was living for
the first time, too, doing things on the spur of the nonent
that 1'd never expected in nmy wildest dreans, and | was happy

and nore and nore terrified at the thought of |osing you.
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Venice is a net of stone cast over the nap-readi ng wanderer.

I nstead of space, a labyrinth of tw sting, bending walls, and
wher e space does appear, suddenly and unexpectedly, it's
enornmous, shimering with the glare of the water and pal ace
facades. For many people, Venice is also a nonster. A nonster
that can suck in, grind and chew up any nunber of tourists.
Crowded vaporettos feed Piazza San Marco's bottom ess stomach.
There's even a street leading into it called Bocca di Piazza,

the nouth of the square.

As soon as we'd got the flat sorted out, we started roam ng
day and ni ght round Venice, endlessly circling, |osing and
refinding our way. You were truly happy. | enbraced and ki ssed
you on bridges and in narrow alleys, in front of shop displays
and inside churches, for the first tinme conpletely

unsel fconscious. Usually | was wei ghed down by the eyes of
others, the nore imaginary than real barbed wire of paralysis,
but not this tinme. The wi nd tugged at our coats, passers-by
bunped into us, and we stayed grafted together with a kiss in

the m dst of a crowd.

W made | ove just as intensively, not only at honme - once in
the German pavilion, after sneaking through a hole in the

fence of the Biennale garden site, another tinme, at night, at



a traghetto stop by the Canale Grande. In fact it was a
t hreesone: you, Venice and ne. She was there physically
enbraci ng us, providing sweet |apping sound and aronas, those

connected with the palate, tasting and swal | ow ng.

As far as the German pavilion goes, you joked then that we
were a piece of Exhibitionist Art that woul d' ve pleased a
critic or two. You tried to get into the neighbouring British

pavilion, but it was well secured for the winter.
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W returned to the Catholic section. | sat down on a stone
bench, watchi ng your calves, as you carried on absently

ki cki ng stones. Squeezed into stockings, snooth and |ight, |
still found them hypnotic. This tine | knelt down, grabbed one
of them and kissed it. You went still. | reached under your
tweed skirt and felt the warnth of your stomach. Your heels
excited ne, sticking out fromunder straps. | wanted to nake

| ove to you anong all that chem stry, death, |eaves, graves
and stars, and connect with the warm fragrant, danp pul se

i nside you. But the belfry summned our funeral procession

t hrough the gate and you pulled ne up by the hair.



The cortege approached the wall that sliced the cenetery.
Marble reliefs in alcoves nmarked the tonbs of rich famlies.
Those who paid nost have chapels built into the wall 1ike
boxes at the theatre. Behind the wall, though, in the area
sequestered fromthe | agoon (the whole cenetery is a giant

| andfill spreading round the Franci scan nonastery) is a villa
district, a necropolis for the richest: mausol euns carved in
stone with col onnades and life-size scul ptures of crying wonen
petrified on broad stairs, touching marbl e tonbstones and
coffins. Graves like mniature Geek tenples in the shadow of
cypresses, larches and arborvitae. Mnuments to peaceful

suffering, wth scul pted angels gazing at candl es.

At the burial site, under the high cenetery wall, the
processi on broke up into smaller groups, caught in the web of
menorials and frozen in concentration. W stopped far fromthe
grave. You squeezed nmy hand nore and nore. The coffin, carried
on straps by four pallbearers, disappeared into the dark
cavity. In the background above the wall |aboured nodern
cranes, stubbornly extending the landfill, this tinme not just
for graves, but also for blocks of flats nade for coffins and
urns. One we stunbled across | ooking for Stravinsky was five
storeys high with fifty segnents, capacity for at |east two
hundred tiny coffins. Life in tower blocks, death in

containers. Death as industry. Even in Veni ce.



The nourners noved in single file, scattering clunps of earth
over the coffin. The resounding thud of the first handful
gradually gave way to a | oose dry sound, and the w dow, as she
accept ed condol ences, renoved her |eft shoe to touch her sole
agai nst the danp ground.

“Sonebody once wote that death is only given to parts and not
to the whole” - you said.

“More like the other way round,” | countered, “The parts, the
el ements, are indestructible even when the whole thing, the

consci ousness, dies.”

| immediately regretted ny words. There had been hope in what
you said, and 1'd taken it away. But on the other hand I
bel i eved that only vexation could get us used to it. W shrink
away fromthe thought of it, |like fromsone hi deous, unwanted
and avoi dabl e i nfection, when of course it awaits us all.

Wt hout exception. Earlier cultures taught people to stare it
in the face. And it wasn't all that terrifying at all; nore
like a source of relief, a way of putting nost of our
struggles into a proper perspective. Wereas nowadays we bury
our dead in a hurry, and the priest’s routine alleviates the
ungai nly burden fromthe nourners. In the age of total
entertai nment, funerals are alien and unwanted. A duty, which

shoul d be di scharged as quickly as it can be forgotten.



“The key to everything we’ve been tal king about |ies hidden
behind the secret of the passing of tine,” | thought al oud.
“Clocks teach us that tinme is sonething constant, evenly
nmeasured out into ticks, and running forward. But time is an
abstract. Only matter is subject to change. Tine cheats the
senses. Its existence would be proof of the cruelty of the
Creator. How can it be? Are we rushi ng headl ong towards

anni hilation, with no chance to turn back? Are we only digging
one tunnel through reality, having to pay for every m stake,
and even if we did manage to live every second perfectly, at
the end would there still be entropy, winkles, old age and

deat h?”

Some peopl e queuing at the grave lit cigarettes and puffed
greedily. Those who had al ready passed on their condol ences
were virtually running for the exit. Only the imediate famly
remai ned at the wi dow s side.

“And how does science explain tine?” you gazed at the w dow.
“Physicists claimthat if tinme exists, its only dinension is
novenent. Movenent in space is a natural clock hand. And
novenent is obviously possible in any direction, forwards,

si deways and backwards,” | drew signs in the air. “For the
astrophysi ci st John Weeler, time can go backwards. Causes
follow effects, and Man is responsible for the creation of the
uni verse, rather than the other way round.”

“So why do we grow ol der, and not younger?”



“You're tal king about tinme as neasured by the body. Every form
of matter, including our bodies, is a clock. It deconposes in
its own time, in its own novenent through space, but even so
we can’'t be sure we’'re not getting younger. W don’t know the
w der context, only the short flow of life.”

“What the physicists say goes agai nst conmon sense.”

“l told you our senses often deceive us. For Plato, everything
avai l able to the senses was illusion.”

“And if not?”

“Then there are no gal axi es, because we can’t see them fish
don’t comruni cate, because we can't hear them..”

“Right, right...” you interrupted inpatiently, “so why does
time nove so fast?”

“What time? O what? It flows differently for different
phenonena, but follows a certain law. the snaller the

di nensions, the slower it passes. A second for an anpeba is a
year in the life of a human, and ten light years for a gal axy.
The theory of relativity states that any expansion of tine
nmust be acconpani ed by a shrinking of space. And that’s why
the first second of the infinitesiml Universe, imediately
after its birth, lasted so | ong and was the nost inportant of
t he vast nunber of seconds inits fifteen billion year
history, since it sowed the seeds of everything that bears

fruit today... The infinitesiml spawned the infinite.”
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| can’t renmenber if our conversation went like that. If ny
words were clear or a confused, reticent stamrering. Sharing
know edge, ideas, not to nention feelings, was never ny strong
point. | was a reserved (paral ysed m ght be a better
description) kind of person, and the fact that | knelt and

ki ssed you so uncerenonially in the cenetery just goes to show
what passion you awoke in ne. | can’t even renenber whet her
told you everything then, or if those thoughts are really

t aki ng shape only now that I’'mwiting them down w t hout

i nhi bitions.

| studied mat hs, physics, astronony, chem stry, biology and
conputers, believing that somewhere there was a |ink between
themall, that a H gher Force had created the world according
to some exceptionally sinple and beautiful pattern that we
observe through cracks and keyholes (as a child, staring up at
the starry sky, | believed that the stars were pinholes in the
curtain of heaven, and that behind the curtain shone the |ight
of a mllion suns) and we’re unable to conceive the whole
schene because our brains, or rather the senses which guard
our minds, are primtive and neglected. A stray nongrel
snells, tastes, hears and sees nore than the nost nmentally fit

human - the dog’s problem (if it'’s really a problemfor him



Is his small brain, ours is our exceptionally small range of

per cepti on.

I’mtelling you this because you're the first person who's
ever wanted to listen. My wife, despite being a conputer
programmer, considered ny know edge dull school boy stuff.

G ven the choice of conversation and absolutely any filmon
TV, the TV won. For ny part, | found nost filns boring,
predictable, as if the people who made them had decreed that
life can follow only a few scenarios: shooting, chasing,

bet rayal and viol ence, nothing el se was worth show ng.

But | don't want to get into exaggeration and sinple
generalisations. Sonetines | saw filns that noved ne deeply,

| i ke Kubrick's 2001, A Space (Qdyssey, and there in the
cenetery | thought about it - maybe because the gravedi ggers
lifted up the heavy tonbstone and stood it up on end.
Supporting the marble slab, they | ooked |ike characters from
that film They touched the shining surface of the stone with

t he sane reverence.

“Maybe time passes so quickly because our dinmension is snall?”
“Maybe... The speed we travel through space at isn't constant,
it slows down, and that’s why tine seens to pass nore

qui ckly.”

“l don’t understand.”



“Think of a foetus. Think of the great speed this m croscopic
organismstarts its journey with. It travels in the wonb at
close to light speed, like a rocket blasting through mllions,
hundreds of mllions of years of evolution. It starts as a

si npl e, unicellular organismand suddenly and i nperceptibly
beconmes a nore and nore conplex nulticellular creature, then a
fish swwnmng in the amiotic waters, conplete with gills.
Here,” | indicated ny eye sockets and cheeks, “And finally it
heads for the land. In the wonb it becomes a furry four-1|egged
manmal (that’ s why newborn babies are covered with down, which
they lose later), and even grows a tail and horns.”

“You're joking.”

“No I"mnot. Those are facts. The biology of a foetus. Sone
premat ure babies are born with horns on their heads, but
nowadays they’ re surgically renoved. Once, traces of horns
were considered a sign of the wi sdom of the chosen ones.
That’ s why M chael angel 0’ s scul pture of Mdses has little

horns. Horns of w sdom”

"Your interpretation of a foetus’ |life seens a bit odd,” you
sai d.

“Not mine, science’s. Only the nmetaphor of the wonb as the
cabin of a space craft noving at |light speed is mne.”

“And what about the cabin?”

“That’s it. It’s outlived its usefulness. It’'s too small and

cranped. It ejects the foetus out of the wonb and into anot her



space, a dry space, nmassive and utterly terrifying. It’s this
terror which activates the systemfor adapting to this new

di rension, the work of the lungs and heart, the desperate cry,
and the baby is by now unstoppable, continuing to develop with
a truly dizzying nonentum The eyes start to see, the ears
hear, and the brain absorbs an ampbunt of information so
massive that it would overload and burn out all the conputers
in the world joined together. You see, a second of human brain
activity demands as many el ectrical connections between its
cells as the inhabitants of a city like London use in a day,
switching on and off all their lights, fridges, coffee

machi nes and tel evi sions.”

“Time is stretched because the baby is snmall?”

“Sonething like that. For a year-old child, one year is a
hundred per cent of its |ife, for a seventy-year-old, it’'s a
nmere seventieth. Sinple mathematics, but the real key lies

el sewhere.”

"\Were, then?"

“I'n sl owing down. Despite the rapid progress the body's stil
making, it’'s getting slower. A ten-year-old grows nore slowy
than a five-year-old, a fifteen-year-old than a ten-year-old.
Finally, after twenty years, the body stops grow ng, or rather
it creates cells at the sanme rate as it uses them up, and by
thirty not much is happening. Then it slows even nore

drastically, brakes screeching, it goes linp, it uses itself



up W thout regenerating until it’s too slowto operate its

i nternal punping stations, the power plants necessary to
live...”

"Now I know where wrinkles come from" you burst out |aughing,
"The braking effect. Skin stretches by screechi ng agai nst the

surface of tine."
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You record nme constructing a gl obe frombags we bought in a
shop on Via Garibaldi. |I tape different pieces together, not

al ways getting it right. Finally, with the help of scaffolding
thrown together fromwires and string, | nanage to raise the
cocoon above the bed. W crawl into it, naked, not yet

sati sfi ed.

In the next scene, you' re asleep inside the cocoon with your
head resting on a bunch of grapes like the one in the Garden
under the bl adder. The ibis in the waters of the fountain
nouri shes the woman with a wild strawberry inpaled on its
needl e-sharp beak, and | inpale strawberries on a hairpin wake

you up and feed you.



| realise that our neighbour with the scabby bald skull is
spying on us. | wouldn't have noticed himstandi ng hidden in

t he darkness of his apartnment, but his anxi ous hands betrayed
him He kept lifting and shaking them as if trying to get rid

of sonmething stuck to his long fingers. | close the shutters.



