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Anmpl i tude of the Cosnos

As the beautiful blue dawn rose over the banks of
green Vol kswagen vans parked al ongside all the curbs of
Brattl eboro, Vernont, Brahns sang down from heaven, and al
was definitely a bit sinister with the world, Dietrich
Zinzindorf, an Austrian émigré cellist with a sinister
smle , and whistling selections from Brahnms, drove his
green Vol kswagen van through the narrow, tw sting streets
of Brattleboro, Vernont in the early dawn.

Was it because he wanted to rouse the uncouth | aggards
slunbering inside their hillside condom niuns, that he
pressed the heel of his right hand against the car horn so
that it blared over the village |like the violin part to
Schonberg's String Trio as played by a beautiful and
w ckedl y aggressive Japanese worman violinist? O was
Dietrich Zinzindorf nerely fleeing the inevitable crunbling
of the North Anerican pre-Canbrian shield, ancient core of
the entire continental nmass? The dull gl ow hovering ever
over the crunbling archways of picturesque Brattl eboro
ej acul ated the sperm of madness.

After circumavi gating several nountains, a green
Vol kswagen van driven by an Austrian émgré cellist,
sinisterly smling and whistling snatches of Brahns, stood
before the gates of the Yankee Pil gri mnucl ear power plant.
Par ki ng the vehicle al ongside the curb, he opened the can
of ki ppered herrings and uncovered the nounds of old bagel
crusts he'd put aside for breakfast. He munched over his
meal with deliberate care. Sticking his left hand in the
| eft pocket of his blue orlon trench coat, he foraged anong
the colonies of head-lice for a shredded pocket score of
the Brahns F- mnor Quintet . Then, blow ng away the
vermn, he settled into his reading.

Around the sane tine that the beautiful blue dawn rose
over the banks of green Vol kswagen vans par ked al ongsi de
all the curbs of
Brattl eboro, Vernont, ( while Brahns sang down from heaven,

( and all was definitely a bit sinister with the world ))

, Jean-Francoi s Aspérge, an enbittered and chronically
unenpl oyed cel esta player, a man deeply | eal ous of al
successful concert artists, sat at a table nearest the
entrance of the bakeshop underneath Brattl eboro's nost

pi cturesque crunbling archway. As he nunched over his nound
of old bagel crusts, he cursed the Marl boro Music Festival



in a bizarre m xture of French, Russian and Mandarin
Chi nese.

In the coal -bl ack depths of the previous night, for

their concert

in the Marl boro Coll ege concert barn-auditorium the
beauti ful and
w ckedl y aggressive Japanese worman violinist Mtzi Kagam,
t he
Austrian émgré cellist , Dietrich Zinzindorf, and warned-
over Death had, which cursing the North Anerican pre-
Canbri an shield under their breaths in a m xture of Gernman,
Japanese and Medi eval Church Latin, whistled the Schdonberg
String Trio. Mdway through the piece Death stal ked out of
the barn, ejaculating the spermof nadness. Over their
audi ence, fromthe crunbling recesses of her coal-bl ack
eyes, Mtzi Kagam had flashed glances of surly contenpt.

Al this and nore - and nuch nore - was on Jean-
Francois' mnd. Murder was on his mnd. Mirder, and
revenge, and bl ood! At odd nonents, he woul d suddenly shout
"Blut!Blut! ", inmagining hinself -perhaps- in the |ast act
of Al ban Berg's opera, Wuzzeck . Jean-Francois had
convi nced hinself beyond the shadow of a doubt that the
beauti ful and w ckedly aggressive Japanese woman vi ol i ni st
Mtzi Kagam was sleeping with the Austrian émgré cellist,
Dietrich Zinzindorf of the sinister smle . Now he was
determned to assassinate themin their beds, ( or bed, as
the case may be). Indeed, he had already chosen his nurder
weapon: a razor-sharp hunk of obsidian torn fromthe
nearest extrusion of the North Anerican pre-Canbrian
shield, ancient core of the entire continental nass.

Joyous wth anticipation, Jean-Francois wept tears of
beautiful blue dawn. Sticking his left hand in the left
pocket of his blue orlon trench coat, he foraged anong the
colonies of head-lice for a shredded pocket score of Arnold
Schonberg's Pierrot Lunaire . Blow ng away the vermn, he
settled into his reading.

It was sonmewhere around the tinme when Dietrich
Zi nzi ndor f,
finishing the | ast of the kippered herrings and , smling
sinisterly, was preparing to turn his green Vol kswagen van
around and return to Marl boro, Vernont; when the Marl boro
Col | ege concert-barn was bei ng vacuuned cl ean of headli ce,
ol d bagel crusts and shredded pocket scores; when Brahns
sang down from heaven , ( though all remained definitely a
bit sinister with the world ), that warned-over Death,
shrouded in a flow ng burnoose, wal ked out of the best
bookstore on the main thoroughfare of Brattl eboro, Vernont,



and stalked its streets I|ined with banks of green
Vol kswagen vans parked al ongside all the curbs.

Brattl eboro snorted in derision. Geen Vol kswagen vans
over all Vernont bel ched ki ppered herrings, their notors'
snarling the strains of Brahns' Alto Rhapsody . R vers ran
red with émgré cellists. Wandering through picturesque
crunbli ng archways, the eyeballs of Brattleboro' s nost
abandoned al |l eycat ejacul ated, fromtheir coal-bl ack
dept hs, the sperm of madness.

And it nust have been just then that Jean-Francgois,
the enbittered, chronically unenpl oyed cel esta pl ayer,
deeply jealous of all successful concert artists rose,
crouching, swiveling and sniveling, fromthe table nearest
the entrance of the bake-shop beneath Brattl eboro's nost
pi cturesque archway - and dashed up the street - w thout
paying his bill!

As through the frosted w ndow panes of the bake- shop
, ( with the sneer of contenpt he reserved for al
musi cians ) , the baker watched his flight , Jean-Francois
jiffied up the narrow streets of Brattleboro, Vernont in
the beautiful blue dawn. He quickly displaced the unnerving
silence of this nmountain village and its host of uncouth
sl unbering | aggards, and stunbl ed al nost the entire way up
the nmountain to Marl boro College, God bless it. The wld
whi stlings of willow w nds swirled Webern through his
hair. Fromtheir crunbling depths, his coal-black eyes
ej acul ated the sperm of madness.

Less than a mle fromthe entrance to the coll ege
Jean- Francois discovered an extrusion of the North
Anerican pre-Canbrian shield, ancient core of the entire
continental mass. Scraping his knees raw on the conpacted
earth, he knelt beside the rock. Grashing his teeth, he
produced a sound very |ike the correct German pronunciation
of " Imrer leise wird nein Schlummer " |, while the how
that was ripped fromhis guts m ght have been taken direct
fromthe Third Mouvenent of Schoénberg's String Trio. Jean-
Francois tore off a hunk of obsidian fromthe rock, and
jamed it into his belt. Then he arose, crouching,
swi veling and sniveling, and bent his jeal ous, enbittered,
chronically unenpl oyed bones up the slopes of the nountain
towards Marl boro College, God bless it.

In a recess of the dingy basenent of the best
bookstore on Brattl eboro's main thoroughfare, an obscure
young and di sgruntl ed sal esclerk took up the |otus
position to peruse books ( that, crammed with facts and
figures, stressed the necessity of immediate direct action
to save the environnent or what was left of it) , with grim
irony. In a studio apartnent above the store, an aggressive



t hough not very w cked, ( and certainly not beautiful)
col oratura soprano practiced high c# all afternoon | ong.

The bookstore sal esclerk's heart and soul were
dedi cated to pronoting ways to abolish nuclear power. Even
the uncouth | aggards slunbering within their hillside
condom ni uns know that Brattl eboro, Vernont is surrounded
by nucl ear power plants on all points of the conpass;

t hough only a few of themalso know that they are fuel ed
yearly with uranium pellets unl oaded from green Vol kswagen
vans driven by individuals with sinister smles whistling
snatches of Brahns. In the winds that blow the topsoil from
the rare outcroppings of the North Anerican pre-Canbrian
shield in this region, one may at tines hear the voices of
electric utility executives whining for their nmegabucks.

Al ong the terraces of the surroundi ng nountai ns

i ngl oriously revel the wastedunps of progress.

He was fully aware of the fact that very few
successful concert artists give a damm about nucl ear power,
or any other political issue for that nmatter. In and around
the Brattleboro area he knew of at nost three such
individuals : first an enbittered, chronically unenpl oyed
cel esta player, deeply jealous of all successful concert
artists. He had encountered this man one norning in the
beauti ful blue dawn sitting in the bake-shop underneath the
nmost picturesque crunbling archway in the village.

Then an Austrian émigré cellist , ( whose smle was
sonewhat sinister, obviously obsessed with Brahns) . In
the depths of a certain coal-black night he had given the
salesclerk a lift fromthe Marl boro Misic Festival back to
his dingy garret in Brattl eboro, Vernont. Though he
procl ai med his unalterabl e opposition to nucl ear power,
still the disgruntled bookstore salesclerk was tenpted to
regard himwith a certain neasure of distrust. He had
noticed a freshly opened box of uraniumpellets, the kind
used to refuel nuclear power plants, |aying on the back
seat of his van ( a green Vol kswagen)

Finally there was a beautiful, aggressively w cked
Japanese wonan violinist. She had cone into the bookstore
one afternoon to pick up a book she'd ordered, a collection
of recipes for kippered herrings.

Had their fates been kinder, had other initiatives
been attenpted which could have brought themtogether
| ong enough to reveal their political affinities, how nuch
cruel carnage coul d have been avoi ded! W is to say? Yet,

i nexorably, before the night was out, the haft of the
obsi di an bl ade was destined to glint above the singing
strings of the violin like the sunlight off the hoods of a
t housand green Vol kswagen vans, the guts of the celli st



woul d ej acul ate the sperm of nmadness, and the head-|ice of
the celesta player were fated to wallow in the kippered
herring trough. Al in vain, ( froma certain point of
view); for the inevitable crunbling of the North Anmerican
pre-Canbrian shield, ancient core of the entire continental
mass, was not to be del ayed, even by an instant.

cccecececc

Mtzi Kagam stood on the stage of the Marl boro
Col | ege concert- barn practicing the first novenent of the
Prokofieff Violin Concerto in D. Brahnms sang down to her
from heaven, ( though all remained definitely a bit
sinister with the world) Her gold and silver bangl es
glinted in the sunlight pouring in through the panes of
gl ass dense with the shadows of silhouetted birds.

The sky, as a stiff chilly breeze energing fromthe
whal e-runs of the Far North flounced the hedges and trees
on the Marl boro Coll ege canpus, nelted |ike burning wax.

Her bow rasped on the E-string |i ke an obsidi an bl ade
across the carapace of an arthropod as, uncontrollably, she
yawned. Pondering once again, as she did every afternoon at
about three, the intrinsic banality of existence in general
and the worthl essness of the hunman race in particul ar, her
bow creaned off a hefty schnorzando fromthe creany,
dreany Prokofieff concerto, played as she al one could do
it, with all the beauty, aggressivity and w ckedness in her
nat ur e.

Mtzi's growng fane did not permt her to waste even
a second of valuable practice tine: as her arns schnoodl ed
Prokofieff, her bare feet skipped to the rhythm of the
openi ng novenent of the Schonberg String Trio. Neither
woul d she permt her mind to rot, |like the North Anmerican
pre-Canbrian shield, in idleness. Even as she practiced
Prokofieff, waltzed Schonberg and flickered the picturesque
eyelids of coal -black eyes |lodged in the crunbling recesses
of coal eye-sockets, ( black as night) , she was setting
her mind busily to work thinking of ways to pronote the
abolition of nuclear power. The construction of nuclear
power plants had to be stopped if Prokofieff were not to
have conposed nusic in vain. She had, alas, all too often
seen the reveling of the inglorious wastedunps of progress,
nor woul d she ever becone resigned to the spectre of a
worl d ejacul ating the sperm of madness.

Vi ol i ni st Al exander Schnei der spoke to pianist Rudolf
Serkin in Brahns. Serkin replied in Brahns. Beneath the
trees outside the cafeteria David Soyer, cellist, explained
Brahnms to violinist Isidore Cohen. In a secluded forest
ni che, hidden fromthe eyes of nmankind, bass player Joseph



Levine knelt on a carpet of pine needles and worshi pped
Br ahns.

cccecececc

The night air, wild with the shrillings of costly
violins, was. Sitting on the face of a |arge rock outside
t he concert barn,

( coincidentally yet another rare regional outcropping of
the North Anerican pre-Canbrian shield, ( ancient core of
the entire continental nass ), warned-over Death in
Har| equi n masquerade, rollicking |ike a ourang-outang,
pl ayed nournful nel odies on a Shakuhachi bl own through his
nostrils. Music |lovers flounced through the doubl e-doored
entranceway in a frequently nodul ated stream dors of
licorice clung to the warminterior of the concert-barn,

t he accunul ated resi due of a hundred Mdzart clarinet
concertos.

The major work on this night's program Schonberg's
String Trio, had been sandw ched between von Suppe's Light
Caval ry Overture andthe Brahns F-M nor Quintet. Al exander
Schnei der and |sidore Cohen teanmed up for the violin part,
Leonard Rose
grappled with the ghost of Pablo Casals for possession of
the cello, while the viola part was handed to the 193rd
person entering in through the front door. It was entirely
owng to this strange ritual, the nonentary brain child of
a Marl boro Festival director, that the young, sparsely
bearded and di sgruntl ed bookstore sal escl erk was w enched
fromhis accustonmed obscurity and thrust into world
prom nence. This was not due to his viola playing, ( his
sour disposition having so affected his hearing that he
could play no nusical instrunents ) , but because of his
i npassi oned speech agai nst nucl ear power, flashbacks of
whi ch woul d energe in the nightmares of the audi ence over
the next two years.

Even as this concert sped to its inexorable close , a
green Vol kswagen van hurtled down Interstate 91. Its
passengers, an Austrian émgré cellist , ( a man obsessed
with Brahns who tended to smle in rather sinister ways)
and the wi ckedly aggressive and beautiful Japanese wonan
violinist, Mtzi Kagam , were bound for Amherst,
Massachusetts. Fleeing prenonitions of panic, they noved
towards a still greater madness. Their dinner, 16 Tofu
cubes, a bucket of sprouts and a bottle of rancid white
W ne, was consuned in the open countryside under the full
nmoon, beneath baobab trees whenever they could find them
ot herwi se on the park benches of snmall towns where the
great clocks in the towers of deserted Gty Halls bonged
the tornmented hours.



They were in love!l WIld, enraptured, sicky |love, of
t he kind that
occurs but once in alifetime, if at all. Amherst had been
pi cked for this wild flight fromreality owwng to Mtzi's
passi onate attachnment to the poetry of Em |y D ckinson

Across the lanes of Interstate 91, |izards, under the
gl eam ng headlights of the green Vol kswagen van, scissored
ecstatically in extended ensenbles . In the coal - bl ack

night , over the inglorious reveling of the waste-dunps of
progress and above the nountain peaks scarcely visible in
the great distance, forked lightning ejacul ated the sperm
of madness.

At 2 AMthe van entered the desol ate wastel ands of
Amher st, Massachusetts. Parking the vehicle al ongside the
curb, the nusician | overs opened their instrunment cases
for donations on the nost deserted sidewal k in town,
(which at that hour was just about anywhere) . Under the
light of a full nobon al nost entirely obscured by the
fleeing of bats froma hundred church belfries, they
performed the Kodaly Duo for cello and violin. The ghost of
Emly D ckinson, shivering and sobbing in gossaner
nmoonl i ght beans, prophesied the immnent crunbling of the
North American pre-Canbrian shield, ancient core of the
entire continental nmass.

Their recital concluded, cellist and violinist
replaced their instrunents in their cases and drove to the
corridors of the sub-sub-sub-basenent of the Student Union
buil ding of the University of Massachusetts. This
| abyrint hi ne conplex of tunnels stays open all through the
night. Lingering in the cafeteria just |ong enough to
finish off the bottle of rancid white w ne, they wal ked
armin-arm dragging their instrunent cases behind them
through the halls then up four flights to the | obby of the
uni versity hotel which squats atop the student union |ike
a lost Eskino on the coasts of Baffin Island.

The roons of the hotel of the University of
Massachusetts ( in Anmherst, Mass ) are sinply palatial!
They can be rented at prices perfectly consonant with the
paraneters of |iberal hypocrisy inposed on any nodern
university feasting at the public trough. |Indeed, one m ght
call themveritable butter baths of |uxury. The wall paper
is tastefully ornate, with replicating patterns of schools
of ki ppered herrings and | ox. Long sound-snot hering
curtains cover floor-to-ceiling bulletproof w ndows |ike
hangi ngs over the picturesque crunbling archways of ancient
tenple vaults. The beds are regal, even grand, their
springs so supple that their mattresses begi n bouncing | ong
before anyone rolls into them The anbiance is that of a



space capsul e destined for distant, better worlds. The nost
commandi ng presence in all the roons is that of the color
tel evi sion set which hangs suspended fromthe ceiling on
| ong translucent Teflon fibers , God bless them

Their mutual intention was to engage in fornication
and rel ated disgusting acts , such as eating one another's
mounds of bagel crusts and groom ng each other for head-
lice. Yet neither reckless insem nations nor any other
ki nds of spicy ruttings were destined to occur in the seany
pul chritude of the hotel at U Mass. In a tiny isol ated
office of University of Massachusetts Public Interest
Research Goup, ( at U Mass Anherst ( in Anmherst, Mass.))
, Jean-Francgoi s Aspérge |ay awake on a green | eather
couch. Attenpts at sleep being |argely unsuccessful, he
arose frequently throughout the night. Not wishing to sit
around and rot , like the North Anerican pre-Canbrian
shield, in idleness, he used the tine strengthening his
wrists by bongi ng spoons on the radiators. The nusic that
energed - the celesta score of Bartok's Miusic for Celesta ,
Strings and Percussion - radiated through the ol eagi nous
mass of concrete that passes for a college hotel , (
squatting atop the student union building |like the cracked
eyebal | s of Amherst's nost abandoned al l eycat) , as forked
lightning will revel ingloriously through wastedunps of
progress. The bongi ng of Jean-Francoi s spoons, rasping on
the couple's nerves |ike an obsidian razor on the carapace
of an arthropod, drove themw I d with pentatonic agony.
Bart ok's nel odi es resonated at nuch the sane frequencies as
nost of the electronic gadgetry in the building, with the
result that all the color television sets were turned on
full blast. Sleepless and wetched, the | overs found
t hemsel ves forced to watch reruns of reruns of Late Late
Late Shows of novies fromthe 40's. It was outrageous, it
was utterly intolerable, and that in spite of the fact that
the room s seany pul chritude cost not a penny nore than
what was perfectly consonant with the obligations of
i beral hypocrisy inposed on a nodern university feasting
at the public trough!

The tiny roomin which Jean-Francoi s Aspérge nade
| argely unsuccessful attenpts at sleeping, and failing that
trained his nusician's wists by the bongi ng of spoons on
its radiators, was the headquarters of the U Mass MassPlI RG
at Amherst, Mass. It was situated in a narrow second fl oor
corridor amdst a crowd of other political advocacy
organi zations. That afternoon Jean-Francoi s had conned the
activists at MassPIRG into letting himcrash on their
couch, by pretending to be an organi zer for the O anshel |
Al l'i ance who happened to be hitch-hiking to a sit-down



denonstration in front of the nuclear power plant in

Seabr ook, New Hanpshire . Anong the students present in the
office at the tinme, only one had suspected that he m ght
really be an enbittered, chronically unenpl oyed cel esta

pl ayer deeply jealous of all successful concert artists;
but her opinion was ignored. In fact Jean-Francois had not
been deceitful, not in the long run, since he was, heart
and soul, fundanentally opposed to the advancenent of

nucl ear power. Had it not been his msfortune to be driven
by two dom nating passions , first his ferocious jeal ousy
of Mtzi and Dietrich's sicky |ove, secondly his

unachi evabl e dream, so abused and frustrated that it had
swol l en to an incurable pathology, to be recogni zed as a
true professional concert artist, he would nost certainly
have made good on his commtnent to go to Seabrook.

Al of the offices were separated from one anot her by
w ndowed panels. The entrance to the darkened corridor was
secured at the front end by a door opening onto a bal cony.
Directly before the balcony on the ground floor of the
student union stood the student bookstore, where one m ght
expect to find many books that, crammed with facts and
figures, stressed the necessity of immediate direct action
if the environnent, or what was left of it, is to be saved.
Al t hough this door was kept |ocked at night, it was opened
at two hour intervals by a security guard with a flashlight
whose job it was to patrol the corridor just in case
beat ni ks, honel ess radicals, or borderline psychotic
musi cians mght try to crash out on the couches of the
numer ous on-canpus political advocacy groups.

Jean- Francois was therefore obliged at two hour
intervals to put aside his spoons and to appear to be doing
sone paperwork relating to the struggl e agai nst nucl ear
power. Nor was this pretense: U Mass MassPI RG at Amherst,
Mass. had in fact given hima sheaf of docunents relating
to its investigations into fraud and conspiracy in the
managenent of nucl ear power plants which he had promsed to
edit before leaving, a decision that was not up to him but
woul d be governed by the peranbul ati ons of the cellist |,
Dietrich Zinzindorf of the sinister smle, and of the
beauti ful Mtzi Kagam who, with nmuch w ckedness, and
aggressively , played the violin

Evi dence was tightly scribbled over these pages
show ng that there existed a conspiracy of manufacturers,
owners, and operators of nuclear utilities to take over the
worl d. Specifically: the nuclear power industry had
el aborated a strategy for international blackmil, based on
the threat of a neltdown at the Yankee Pilgrimplant near
Brattl eboro, Vernont within the year



The consequences of such a deed were unthinkable. To
avoid them mankind had to relinquish control over the
pl anet to a consortiumfornmed by General Electric,
West i nghouse, Con Edi son and Hydro- Quebec . One can readily
pi cture the snoke-filled caucus roons in which these
executives, nmunching over their stingily hoarded nounds of
ol d bagel crusts, sparks sharp as fl akes of obsidian
spurting fromthe coal -black recesses of their crunbling
eye-sockets, and ejacul ating the sperm of madness,
concocted such schenes. Anpong ot her things, they had
negl ected to take into account the inevitable crunbling of
the North Anerican pre-Canbrian shield, ancient core of the
entire continental nass. Yet it was all there, right on the
pages before Jean-Francois in horrendous black and white.

Action focused on a certain, in the beautiful blue
dawn, green Vol kswagen van driven by an Austrian émgré
cellist, a sonmewhat sinister individual who whistled
snat ches of Brahns. Under the guise of delivering crates of
ki ppered herrings to the Yankee Pilgrimplant cafeteria, he
woul d actually be bringing in canisters filled with pellets
of neutrino paste conpacted under enornbus pressure.
| medi ately after their delivery, the nuclear consortium
intended to announce its' ultimtumto mankind.

Under gossaner noonlight beans, warned-over Death,
shrouded in reans of conputer printout, wandered the open
countrysi de between Brattl eboro, Vernont and Amherst,
Massachusetts. Resting in the shade of spreadi ng baobab
trees wherever he could find them otherw se on the park
benches of small towns where great clocks in the towers of
deserted City Halls bonged the tornented hours, he twanged
the Dies Irae on a Jew s harp:

Boi ng! Boi ng! Boi ng! Boi ng! Boing! Boing! Boing! Boing!
Boi ng!

ccecececcce
The concert in the concert-barn auditorium of the
Mar| boro Music Festival drew - at long last - to its

blissful close. Afterwards a reception designed for the
constructive mngling of both audi ence and nusi ci ans was
held in the G een Room Caterers had prepared a spread
conposed of nounds of old bagel crusts, plates of kippered
herrings, |ox, buckets of bean sprouts , and rancid white
w ne collected fromthe remmants of bottles |left over from
previ ous festivals.

Pompous, stiff and ridicul ous, Al exander Schnei der,
| si dore Cohen, Leonard Rose, the ghost of Pablo Casals and



t he obscure and di sgruntl ed, young and bearded bookstore
sal escl erk noved through the crowd , inbibing its praises
as nothing nore than the fulfillnment of its natura
obl i gations. Warned-over Death, in Harl equin masquerade,
hitting his teeth with xyl ophone sticks, chortled at them
t hrough the frosted w ndow panes in unseenly fashion , but
they were too busy to notice or care.

Sitting down on a torn couch uphol stered in green
| eat her, surrounded by its admrers, the ghost of Pablo
Casal s humed his cel ebrated Song of the Birds . Al exander
Schnei der and | sidore Cohen exchanged tips on the effective
production of a violin schnorzando . Leonard Rose, by neans
of multi-phonics produced with the f-holes of his
instrunment, was playing both solo parts of the Brahns
Doubl e Concerto for Violin and Cell o sinultaneously .

Finalizing their strategies for internationa
bl ackmail in a dingy corner of the room, trustees of the
Yankee Pil grimnucl ear power plant sucked the marrow from
t he bones of Kentucky Fried Chicken dinners. Snorting in
derision, the North Anmerican pre-Canbrian shield buckl ed
and groaned, |eaving six hundred Eski nbs on the coasts of
Baffin |Island honel ess and wet.

The young bookstore sal esclerk, no | ess obscure , (nor
| ess sparsely bearded), for having perfornmed that night in
the Schonberg String Trio, took up the lotus position in a
conspi cuous | ocation near the cabal of utility executives
while affecting the perusal, with grimirony, of a
t ext book on nucl ear engi neering. Later than night he woul d
be tel egraphing their plots, sub-plots and counter-plots in
code fromhis garret apartnent above Brattl eboro
Vernmont's best bookstore, |located on a Main Street |ined
w th banks of Green Vol kswagen vans par ked al ongsi de al
its curbs, to the offices of U Mss MassPIRG at the U
Mass. Anmherst, in Anmherst, Mass.

And so it was that, to the sound of the celesta part
of Bartok's
Music for Celesta, Strings and Percussi on bonged on
MassPIRG s radiators ; to the wetchedness of the bage
swappi ng, frustrated fornication and headlice groom ng of
the sicky nusician couple, Mtzi and Dietrich; to the
endl ess reruns of reruns of Late Late Late Shows of novies
of the 40's; to the grisly humm ngs of the ghost of Pabl o
Casal s and the reverential chirpings of the birds; to the
sounds of the xyl ophone , Jew s harp, Shakuhachi and teeth
pl ayi ng of warned-over Death; to the fleeing of bats froma
hundred church belfries as the great clocks in the towers
of deserted City Halls bonged the tornented hours; to the



evil schenes of nuclear power executives; to the sobbings,
i n gossaner noonlight beans, of the ghost of Emly
Di ckinson; and to the inevitable crunbling of the North
Anerican pre-Canbrian shield, ancient core of the entire
continental mass; and last, but not least, to the dull gl ow
of the coal -black eye-sockets of the eyes, black as night,
of Brattleboro' s nost abandoned al |l eycat which, under its
nmost pi cturesque crunbling archway, ejacul ated the sperm of
madness, the night drewto its blissful close.
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As Brahnms sang down from heaven, ( and all conti nued
to remain definitely a bit sinister with the world), the
enbittered, chronically unenpl oyed and deeply jeal ous Jean-
Francoi s Aspérge wended his sad way up the nountain slopes
towards Marl boro College. Geamng in the beautiful blue
dawn li ke the glintings of sunlight off the hoods of a
t housand green Vol kswagen vans, Marl boro Col | ege snarl ed,
cursed, belched and indicated in a great nmany ot her ways
that it welconed this intruder about as nmuch as it needed
anot her Brahnms F-mnor quintet, the grey matter behind his
eyes crunbling like the ancient archways of picturesque
Brattl eboro, Vernont, this sinister nmadnman fl apping his
arns and crying " Blut! Blut! " 1|ike soneone -perhaps -
living out the last act of Al ban Berg's operaWzzeck

Munchi ng over his hoard of old bagel crusts, Jean-
Francois sat down on the face of a large rock
coi ncidental ly another rare outcropping of the North
Anerican pre-Canbrian shield, ( ancient core of the entire
continental mass ) . His mnd steeped in contenplation, he
was debating the nerits of two alternatives : was he
paranoi d? O (perhaps) schizophrenic ?
cccecececc



