A Conversation and its Consequences 1/3/00 (Purple?)


In the shallow time just before evening, the forest plays games. Its leaves assume the sound of ocean waves, and the light filtering among the shifting branches takes by guile the aspect of rain.


At the level of the floor, the face of the air is neither light nor dark but a mulatto shadow covered in moles of glinting sunlight. This is a place of much significance. Geography, history, history, astrology, archeology- many sciences list it by many names in their textbooks, and  even to the untutored it has ever been a place to be respected, and, in certain times, in certain weather, and above all in certain company, to be feared.


Two men are walking the floor, following channels and grooves in the landscape that are not quite paths. They would like to disturb the forest, to break  with casual and implicit violence the perfect stillness of the grove. That, after all, is their accustomed role, on city streets, in the pits where addicts slowly surrender themselves to the loving arms of entropy, in the marlbed halls of worldly power, these men were used to destroying sublte networks of peaceful coexistence. {descriptions
}


Not so, here. The forest took their violence and consumed it, incorporated it into {??}
 They stood, unmoving, at opposite ends of a small clearing. Beneath their small and brooding hasts, they watched each other with black-hole eyes, all-consuming ocular singularities. These were deep, dark, tired eyes, into which too many terrible things had been poured. Somewhere in their shifting layers of dark silk, the men kept massive and cold machines that could be called antiques if they weren’t so often used, and used to such final results.


They spoke to each other softly, almost tenderly, and ever gesture, however full of terrile meaning, was restrained and carefully measured. They hesitated when they were done,f or the conclusions they had reached were foreign to them. There were no papers to sign and for the moment no deaths to enact. Decisions were to be carried out, but they were far subtler than the custom.


So they stood motionless again, their angular bodies conversing in styleless dialectical fervor. In the end the forest gave the conversation its merciful conclusion; a gust of wind arose as though a priori and brought a cloud of teardrop leaves about hunched shoulders that turned reluctantly to leave.


Neither turned back, but they moved in unison- an unplanned and sorrowful synchronicity, a last kiss invisible but audible above the roaring wind. One man walked to town, struggling to lift ancient workboots. The other, shod in gleaming black and almost dangerously pointed new shoes, lepat into the lengthening shadows of dusk, a tiny flame in a sea of darkness.


In the year {xxxx
}, many children were born- as many as could be expected of any year. Two births, however, are of special significance. One occurred 
outside a small Iowa town, and was followed almost immediately by the senseless killing of the parents. The child vanished and was lost to the world. The other birth produced two boys, both legally blind. Their conditions were inverted- one saw a field of light, the other a field of dark. In each, vague shapes would move- the faces of their parents, especially- and every, so often, an image of perfect clarity, a shining particle or the memory of a wilted rose.


The birth was overseen by the boys’ two uncles- one the mother’s brother, one the father’s- angular, tall  men wrapped in layers of silk darkness, not trying very hard to conceal the bulges in their coats or their scorn for the family assembled.


The two boys opened their eyes and saw behind the ghostly figures of their parents two creatures- one a massive thing, hair and bristling with limbs, the other a gnarled membranous mass. It was months before the boys slept through the night.


The men left the delivery room in perfect synchronization, shoulders hunched at the same exact angle, hats tipped in unison.


In a soft, regretful voice, one said, “Are you sure?”


“Oh, yes.”


“No doubts?”


“Only of the moral variety.”


They chuckled softly and proceeded through the scream-choked halls.


Joseph Donehue, one of many young men celebrating the incipient new year, was also celebrating  his birthday; he’d been born on New Year’s eve some 20-odd years before. He was followed moments later by a twin brother who throughout their childhood would carry the burden of youth, being in technicality a year his junior.


Though he was blind, he carried no cane and was pulled by no shuffling canid; he saw shapes enough to navigate. He made a point of walking with long, confidant strides that sometimes forced himto make hasty corrections to avoid the shadowy forms of this pedestrian or that fire hydrant.


He made steady progress trhough the revelers; they melted aside before his crackling purpose and the way he cocked his head and stared at them out of the corner of his eye, which was itself unsettling. It seemed always to be focused not past them but somewhere in them, as though with a little concentration he could count the convolutions of their cortices or watch the shuddering contractions of their hearts.


In truth, he was looking within them, not at their organs but at their…well, something else. Joe had discussed the phenomenon with his brother almost every day of his life since he’d attained speech, and many ideas had been toyed with: psyche, soul, emotion, memory, past, future, truth, deceit.


It was impossible, usually, to interpret the images- why should this girl bear as her sigil a flower consumed by a three-headed lion? Why is this man marked by a hand-carved eye cut into a weeping limestone cave? Usually, tey agreed on what they saw, but sometimes disagreement was better- or at least more interesting. Once, Joe had looked into a man and seen a flight of geese; Al, on looking, saw a solitary red feather, decayed and fractured, blown on an eternal wind.


Joe was about five minutes late arriving at the small restaurant where they usually met on their birthday. Even so, he paused to get his bearings in the oppressively warm restaurant. He made careful not of the locations of the waitrons,a nd was about to ask one of them about the Donehue reservation when a voice called out sharply from Joe’s right.


“Yo! Old man; that you?”


Joe wove among the crowded tables, and eventually came to a stop at what seemed like an empty one. He tried to sit down at one of the two chairs, but was rewarded with a yelp that indicated he’d guessed wrong.


“Get off me! Even for twin’s, that’s too close.”


Joe laughed and seated himself in the chair that was actually free. It was one of the irregularities in the twins’ vision that they could not see themselves or the one the other.


“How’re Mom and Dad,” asked Al, who had moved west and distanced himself from the people and places that had comprised their childhood life. It was Al’s favorite restaurant that they now patronized.


“Good, good. Still kickin’. They’re both working. They still run three miles every morning.”


“I don’t see them often enough.”


“No, you don’t.”


The criticism was a small thing, but it lay between them on the table like a dying insect. The waitrons pointedly avoided the table. {Establish backstory
}


Joe and Al sat and allowed the tense silence to grow and expand and wrap its tendrils around the nearby patrons. The room was filled with dark writhing muscle the color of overripe eggplant and visible only to the blind brothers.


Time passed; a waiter tried to take their order, gave up, and brought them soup on a hunch. Another came to establish a beachhead for the entrée, but gave up as well. At a  minute to midnight, Joe’s birthday arrived. At a minute after, Al’s did something similar. At five minutes after, the door opened and-


The dark whirling mass that had consumed the world met with something that, however small, was infinitely right. The brothers never had a chance; their idle creation was swept aside in a furious brilliance.


Without the urging of his conscious mind, Joe’s body burst upward, sending his chair flying. Facing away from the door, Al had no such view. He saw however, in his brother’s eyes (twice reflected) that which filled the room so with its presence.


It was a woman, and he saw her- not just shadow and sigil, but face, form and flesh. There was more, too…a brilliant kaleidoscopic light forever shifting in its myraid poses, a protean mandala that bespoke utter and omnipotent harmony in a language whose grammar had no physics, knew no temporal bonds.


All this he beheld in just a few seconds, before his brother fell to the floor. He was dead, his eyes gone hard and glassy like polished stone.


Al whirled around, but the woman was gone. The door still flapped back and forth across the jam but she was nowhere to be seen. He took no time to reflect on the idiocy of his having sought sight of her in the first place.


He knelt at his brother’s side, at war with himself? Feared it? No pulse. He began in a dejected, almost listless way to administer CPR.


“How?” he breathed to noone in particular. There was no doubt in his mind that the woman was responsible. He knew not whether he wanted to thank her or kill ker, whether she’d killed from malice or accidental beauty, or how he could see her again, catch a glimpse of-


Nothing. Joe was dead.


Al knew this less because he could not establish a pulse than because he could now see Joe as a dim shadow, a body like any other body.


The paramedics began streaming in, erasing the sublte pattern that had lain like smoke over the room after Joe’s death. With th epefect silence of the dead, Al melted away into the crowd and thence into the night.


A mile away, gazing with ease at the events of the crowded little restaurant, the uncles sit. They’ve taken possession of an abandoned, stripped-down car; they perch birdlike on its roof. Their eyes are vacant and locked on nothing.


Across the street a child’s cries burn the night with a child’s small pain and cause the uncles to contract within their silk recesses, folding into themselves like the wings of birds.


At first they don’t bother to twist the moment with words. It is enough that their shoulders touch, a barely-felt pairing of bone and bone through a few centimeters of  silk and skin.


“Regrets?”


“…”


“It was necessary.”


“…”


“L-“


“I know. I understand. Don’t talk.”


“Yo! Old man!” someone called at one or the other of them. It was a small man, a simple street thug. He brandished a pistol and was clearly a fleshy expression of pure reed. The uncle with pointy shoes removed the abominable machine from beneath his coat and pointed it at the interloper. The machine was noiseless; its only sign was the smell of burnt flesh, and that in turn faded as the small man dissolved and evaporated.


For a moment, the child’s cries broke off as if in stunned silence. Soon, though, they reusmed; poverty can accept the fantastic far more easily than it can tolerate the mundane.


At first, Al thought he was wandering aimlessly, as with an empty mind. Soon, however, he realized that this notion itself required conscious thought. He probed the deeper recesses of his brain and realized what he had been doing ever since he left the restaurant. He was looking for her.


He ground himself to a halt- surley to the puzzlment of the tenement-dwellers he’d lost himself among. He silently berated himself, mentally slapped himself, knocked himself intellectually silly.


To no avail. Some part of him- tiny, slender, but indomitable- refused to be swayed from the quest. He stopped at a small, evil-smelling store and bought cheap sunglasses and a Sharpie, with which he colored the glasses before putting them on
. This done, he continued on.


He was a hunter, a tracker, but he did not use the tools of a hunter. He did not use tools at all, or follow sign or spore in the traditional sense.


His eyes told himall that he needed to know. On the dark field inside his mind, he traced the soft bright blurs of pedestrians and residents and drivers. He didn’t see her, but he saw traces of her, paths blazed and burnt clean by her brilliance. The aftermath of her glory lay spread before him like a highway.


The uncles watched as She 
approached. They lacked the sight of Joe and Al, but they still felt that perfect, shining brightness he carried with her. She moved slowly but smoothly, with the flowing gracious dynamics of water. She slowed to a halt before the uncles perch and examined them slowly.


“Why did you call me?” she asked in a voice that was surprisingly human, pleasant in a wistful way but not beautiful. It was tired, the sound of the roads she’d traveled from her home in Iowa.


“We had”


“A job for you.”


“I’m not interested in money,” she said with a certain amount of scorn.


“We don’t pay in coin.” There was a small arrogant smile coupled to this.


“What’s the job?”


“A rare and magnificent killing.”


“I haven no interest in killing.”


“You’ve already finished the job.”


There was a moment of shocked silence. For all her luminosity, she understand less of what she saw than the man she’d killed, or his twin who now pursued her. This was not a problem of intelligence, but one of directionality; anyone who exist so externally, whose energies and private greatness are part and parcel of the outer world, cannot help but be the object of knowledge oftener than the subject.


Still, realization’s train limped into station.


“The man…in the restaurant”


The uncles nodded, preening.


“But how…”


“Your beauty, my dear. It was too much for him. He died happy, you know.”


“Why?”


“For the greater glory, my dear.” Boots spoke no, who had been almost silent since she had arrived. “Sometimes,” he continued, “Dark deeds must be done for greater brightness. You see…”


He never finisehd this sentence, because his chest was pierced by a giant shard of light visible only to the eyes of certain blind men. The shard was in fact a blade of light, particle-then and as long as a man’s leg. Al gripped it calmly, easily, with one hand. The other held a small cosmetic mirror. Squinting tightly and facing carefully away from Her, he wheeled and slid the sigil-sword through Pointy-Shoes’ torso at a crosswise angle. As the blade crossed his machine, a column of flame leapt upwards and blazed through the sky and casually sped into space.


Al turned, a strange and lifeless determination emblazoned on his face. Before this motion brought her into his view, Boots spoke, a strange accent mixing in his words, dark blood flowing across his skin.


“No, Alesandro, it will mean your life.”


“I know.”


“Does the loss of your brother wound you so?”


“My brother? No, old man. I care nothing for him. I’m here for the girl. I had to see her…again.”


Thus speaking, he turned to her- or to the space she had so recently occupied. In the slow, fading light of the flaming pillar that was his uncle, he almost saw her turn the corner and escape out of sight.


He cried out in a voice too soft for any but one to hear, and turned toward the girl fast-vanishing into the night, her preternatural light dying in time with the setting moon. He had only shifted his weight to run when a tiny flash of pain seared every particle in his body, and with his last moment of superconsciousness, he felt himself rising uncontrollably, vapor on the wind. Somewhere, far below, and old man lay dying and sung a hymn in a language long since deceased. He sang of his beautiful, bloodflecked molecules, and the ultimate union of seer and seen, seeker and sought, and the reflection of perfect beauty in the sloping mirror of a dead man’s eye.
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