LOGAN Al RPCRT

Wal ki ng through corridors. The sane corridor endl essly
repeated. The architecture sags, follow ng the contours of
faul ted basenents. Each step through the [abyrinth throws
you further off-balance. Cheap construction is everywhere
in evidence. Obese pillars, identical dowels turned out in
series on the same | athe. Unsurfaceabl e ci nder Dbl ock;
cenent wal kways stained grey by the rains. The | ong
unbr oken ri bbon of glass spreads in a single sheet
extending for a quarter mle in either direction. It
reflect the glare froma sun that is not our sun, a
uni verse that is not our universe.

Mul titudes of identical rubber mats mark the units
of distance along your path. A double-ply shatterproof
gl ass door opens and you enter the hall to confront a
mechani cal doll in blue uniform seated behind a bone-white
counter of abnormal length. Signs in gargantuan letters
stand poi sed above her head:

ALLEGHENY Al RLI NES
AMERI CAN Al RLI NES
DELTA Al RLI NES

It ought not be said that her face is entirely
W t hout expression. What it does express cannot be
translated into recognizable terns. Neither |ove nor hate
nor any obvious sentinment reveal their presence. She | ooks
much as she is supposed to | ook. She |ooks as if she were
receiving instructions fromthe omiscient forces.

W are in a world governed by attendants weari ng
starched unwinkl ed blue green gray red uniforns and who do
not share in our humanity. Although not machines, their
souls are nmade of a substance essentially different from
our own. Along with the over-grooned and over- sinplified
personnel, you notice a handful of passengers mlling about
t he waxed m caceous floor. They contribute to the sense of
desol ation that is produced by too small a nunber of
persons in a cavernous space designed for |arge crowds.

And if, in addition, it is inpossible to state which
are the living, and which the dead?

It istime to ask for help: the Trans-Wrld Airlines
pl ane | anded on schedul e, but your friend was not on it. A
short stubby girl, her head crowned with scalloped curls,
her age fixed by conpany policy to within a shade of 21 ,
nods in the direction of Traveler's Aid. In the netallic



clip of her voice you hear the distant resonance of a
cosm ¢ tapedeck

" You go out that door take the airport bus travel in
cl overl eaves around various dreary i mense piles of porous
concrete until , if you are |ucky, the bus stops before an
anor phous bl ock of stone, netal and glass identified as the
International Airport. You are advised to step down there.
The bus costs a dollar. "

Her delivery is that of an automaton skilled in
obedi ence: facial novenents, armwavings, |anguage, vocal
| evel s , swaying of the head and neck, have cooperated in
mechani cal synchronism Hi red for sex appeal, there is
not hi ng even renotely human | et al one sensual about her.
She is one of the Airport's nmany appendages. And you hol d
her cul pable for the theft of the dollar. You set out on a
search for another opinion. You wander the endl ess
carpets, |like rivers of raspberry sherbet, coursing
through these sterile canyons.

| nf ormati on boot hs have been spaced every hundred
yards or so. Their design is such as to permt the general
public to ask if they m ght have been designed to
anticipate the control panels of future junbo jets. From
their sw tchboards, zonbie-eyes of frosted hue blink on
and of f.

The bl ack youngster behind the counter nodels a snart

uni form destined eventually to be worn by the cafeteria
help in space stations. He sits alone and presses buttons
with futile gestures , communicating information with the
lifeless air with which he cane into the world. Word for
word he recites the sane statenent beeped to you a nonent
ago by the young lady at Allegheny Airlines.

Each of themtransmts on a different sound track from
the sanme speaker system You neke a silly fuss about the
dol Il ar, although you don't know why you bother. At the
sound of your voice, the person next to you in line turns
faintly hostile. The Information Officer smles at your
little joke: what an anusing idea that one, to walk!

"It is not advised. The International Airport is so
far away. " He
shakes his head, a condescending twinkle in his eye: "And
you may get
lost! " You walk away turn at right angles grope towards
t he pl eated
rubber mat before the exits. The doors slice open and you
re-enter the little
village of pavenents ranps pillars towers bare cinder
bl ock walls tarmacs all eys roads.



One cannot determne the origins of the winds , nor
their contents distilling onto our flesh. They have the
taste of acid in them of distant
refineries sterile wastel ands without a trace of
vegetation. This |andscape, ( which it would be foolish to
di sobey), has intimdated the 30 or so persons collected at
the Bus Stop into silence. Not a one had had the slightest
suspicion before comng here that an airport could be
such gri m busi ness.

Overhead on the high ranps cars race |like bullets.

Pl anes screamin birth tornent. W are nowhere; the planes
are going nowhere. There nust however be sone relationship
bet ween these naneless |abyrinths and those bell ow ng
birds the stink of slaughterhouses in their wakes. Their

i nsensi bl e alienation sharpened by their inflexible sense
of direction, they peranbulate in geodesics about the

gl obe. Rocking clouds dangle in the skies |like synthetic
rubber bubbl es hanging fromthe high ceilings of bankrupt
factories.

Natty buses hunp al ong the concrete roads, idiotic
li ke the go-carts on an asylumgolf-course. An Avis bus, a
freak vehicle, spins down the road, weaving between
colums and clunsy at the turns. The peopl e seated inside
have pleated their flesh bent their bones in obedience to
postul ates of truncated space-tine; the buggy is too |ong
too squat its face smashed in its puff roof pointlessly
straddling a beer-bellied frane |like a dunce's cap. A
Budget noving van, a Hertz bus, and yet another grotesque
vehicle used for transporting luggage follow in regular
succession . There can no |onger be any doubt that we are
in awrld ruled by robots , el ectro-nechani cal servo-goons
energi zed by distant dynanos.

The realisation that you are never going to get out of
here is just beginning to make itself felt. Mybe - if you
had the noney for a plane ticket. Wich you haven't. Under
the circunstances it makes just about as nuch sense to
continue on to the International Airport to inquire about
your friend. The bus pulls over to the curb and cones to a
hal t.

We pile on together: a mddle-aged Blue Cross office
worker with a heart condition; his wife; tw wonen,
violinists, their instrunent cases covered wth |eather
and slung over their shoulders; a blond secretary; a
soldier in the arny of sone anonynous nation. You shove a
dollar at the driver nmake your way to the back of the bus
stop at the first available seat. Sonehow you nanage to
squeeze yourself between the flabby body of a busi nessman
and a globe-trotting youth, his back-pack resting on the



fl oor between his legs, the filth of 6 nations under his
arnpits.

The secretary does not have the exact change for the
bus. She has no

intention of giving the bus driver a five-dollar bill for
atrip that she believes will only take five m nutes.
Were she to learn that the trip wll last forever, she

m ght w thdraw her objections. Then again it mght not neke
the least difference. Wiat she really wants is to get the
sol dier to nmake change for her. He doesn't feel |ike being
hel pful . O perhaps he hasn't got the change. O perhaps
he does have the change but doesn't want to part with it.
O it may sinply be that he doesn't hear her request. His
basic attitude, inferred fromhis posture, seens to be
that there nust be very little intersection between
civilian and mlitary life.

You rise fromyour seat wal k over offer her the noney.
It is vehenently rejected. You are of no interest to her;
any dealings with you beyond the absol utely unavoi dabl e
m ght conprom se her standing in society the respect of
her friends her job. The soldier belongs to a different
category. She will do anything to please him

Al'l the driver wants is the bus fare.

You return to your seat shove yourself between the
obl ate banker to
your right and the unwashed vagabond to your |eft. You find
yoursel f staring with exaggerated interest at the
advertising filling the sequences of cardboard rectangl es
at the border between the walls and ceiling. A toothpaste
ad - or mght it not be propaganda for the toothbrush?
Fromthe nouth of a bent tube a white turd bul ges gl eam ng
onto the horizontal obsidian bristles of a plastic green
ar mat ur e.

At the far right of the field reclines the snoring
head of sone Caribbeafio . To his left , the carousers at
two different parties. They chant the sane nessage to a
notated fragnent of song:

“ MY BEER IS RH NEGOLD THE DRY BEER!”

The sybarites are portrayed in siman caricatures, as
if the consunption of Rhinegold beer sonehow nekes it
easier to wallowin animality. To the right of the
Rhi negol d song the taxpayers of this nunicipality have paid
for an inducenent to the public to visit its closest Of
Track Betting center and ganble on the horses. Above the
ret ouched phot o-nontage of a foolishly happy country
gentleman in foolish Harris tweeds | eading his confused



horse by the reins, one finds a cautionary note in the
tiniest print: the address and tel ephone nunber of
Ganbl er' s Anonynous.

But how can we have cone so quickly to 96th and
Br oadway?

You | eap off the seat rush through the door of the
Uptown IRT , terrified |l est they slamshut, |ike
Siegfried's sword slicing you in tw . Qut of the doors of
the 7th Avenue local into the bowels of hell! You nove
t hrough a contam nated ni ghtmare garl anded with steep
runways iron bars, gassy pools of blackish density
punctured by bitter sunlight. Slim hormunculi cast shadows
| ong as sol emn sub- dominant Ninth chords noted with
billions of transgalactic vermn. The denizens of this
underworl d nove quickly with famliar donesticated gestures
of terror, making way silently as you pass, though you
remain invisible to them
The roar of traffic overhead is deafening inits
rel entl essness. Wth a
leap, like a rat ejected fromits enbanknent by the
fl oods, you burst fromthe |oins of the subway onto New
York's Upper West Side!

CUCHI FRI TGS
Pl NA COLADA
RIJOS E FRIJOLES

You stroll up the Broadway's West Side at the height
of the blazing afternoon past aggregates of imm grants
derelicts street vendors harried nusicians students
persons on the | am executives working folk huddled in
doughnut shops over dirty coffee counters. New York's
excitenent is ever sordid; persons wthout needl e nmarks on
their arns have themon their brains. Flesh flicks and
Chi nese restaurants. Peopl e pushing and shovi ng and
stepping all over one another. That's New York

A shabby newspaper ki osk shelters in the pocket of a
bank building' s enclosing wall . Though it is sunmer and
m d-day, a naked light bulb burns perpetually, like a
I i ght house beacon. The New York Tines, The Vill age Voi ce,
Daily News and other traditional rags rest on piles
falling in conplete disarray about the sidewal k. One finds
papers fromevery country in the world; you buy a dozen.
Franed in a rickety casenent, a flabby dwarf, 1|ike
driftwood washed up fromdi stant shores, squats atop a
steep tripod. Wighted down by the years, he wears a green
cap and, although shrewd, has little tinme for inagination.
The Rhinegold sits , in the formof the N bel ungen ring,



securely tucked up his anus. You retire into a cafe, order
a coffee, sit down at a table and begin to read. On the
front page of every paper there is a picture of sone street
or landscape inclined at a steep angle. You study these
carefully. Inclined streets are nore neani ngful; descended
with urgency, clinbed with purpose, they bestow on one a
sense of acconplishnent.

...clinbing after mdnight in the conpany of friends
along Crcle Road , the hairpin turn wi nding about
Montreal's West Mountain, urging ourselves via steep
pat hways lined with Gothic estates , ponderous nonunents
to supercharged dreans descending in sumer noon down the
hills of San Francisco hunmng with traffic crowds
restaurants shops stalls and residences scattered |ike
| oess on eroded nountainsides skating volcanic flows
vom ted from deep recesses of Earth tunbling down the
sl opes of Montmartre over the causeways of the Sacre -
Coeur through canyons and gullies to the plains of Cdichy
Pigall e Barbes rue de la Goutte d' O revving a notorbike
over the peaks of the Massif Central e down through the
Rhone Val | ey, Val ence, Avignon, A x, Mirseilles through
Provence to the Pyrenees bathing in rejuvenating streans
of Mount Canigou carrying ne through Collioure Port
Vendre Banyuls Cerbére Mediterranean sunscapes over
Moorish castles weaving the knotted macranmé of nedieval
streets of Barcelona .

kkhkkhkkhkhkhkkkkkkkhkhk*k*k

We hi ked up Ti badabo nmountain to the nmagnificent
vistas at the sutmmt . The carnival park, sonber artifact
fromthe future in antiquated Spain, was closed for the
summer holidays when , searching for the friend who was
supposed to have net wus at the El Prat de Ll obregat
airport, we clinbed up to it on a broiling August
afternoon. Had | not been as tight as any ot her Anerican
tourist we m ght have spared ourselves the | abor by
spendi ng a few hundred pesetas on the Funi cul ar
................ nervously fingering the porcelain crucifix
dangling froma chain around her neck nestled on her busom
, the shy barmaid fromthe redlight district seated
besi de ne | ooked out over slopes dense with vegetation.

O are we not in reality inching our way up the Butte
Montmartre ? There is sone support to this hypothesis :
with sonme astoni shnent we regard an unruly concl ave of two
dozen French university professors sitting and standi ng
about our trolley car gobbling away |i ke indignant turkeys.
Crouchi ng under the seat at the far corner of the car, one



can nmake out the contours of the sinister Orson Line; he
has hi dden hinself well. He cones to us via the Ferris
Wheel in the Vienna Prater courtesy of Flughafen Wen
Schi pol Gatwi ck Logan Newark Rijkavik Charles de Gaulle.
H's glare is all nal evol ence; he plays the blue zither.
The pol em c proceeds apace. The acri noni ous gi bberi sh
of the schoolnmasters fills the tiny cell. They speak a
pastiche of greekisns, concepts coined in British and
CGerman universities, and low Paris argot. They are
anal yzing the syntactic formof the construction of the
question of whether a truly engaged Marxi st would worry
about whet her the psycho-analysis of literature is nore
i nportant than the psycho-analysis of life; and various
forms of the contrapositive. Not only are they prepared to

kill for their beliefs , they have already done so: two
professors fromtiny villages in the Gronne, both
decorated with the Legi on d' Honneur |, lie stretched

across the stalls of the ferris-funicular, their skulls
bashed in with paving-stones fromthe Barricades of My
' 68.

Russi an sol di ers stand about the car, scratching
their bald heads. They stick their Kal ashni kovs through the
w ndows and anuse thensel ves shooti ng down seagul |s
arriving over the Seine fromthe Danube. The sol diers keep
their distance fromthe squabbling professors. They listen
with great respect; they have been brought up to revere
French cul ture, which always relates to revolution. O son
Lime energes fromhis hiding place to peddl e norphi ne about
t he conpartnent.

The di apered baby howl s "Buvez G nzano froma green
poster covered with scatol ogical graffitti. Context is al
; I lay nmy hands on the shoul ders of the Spani sh barnmid
rip her blouse fromneck to waist bury ny head between
bared breasts leaping |ike nubile | anbs, the scent of
Sardinas a la Planta mxing with the pungency of cooked
W ne. There is commotion and clatter. W hear the din of
approaching riot but ignore it. The car wenches itself
around a tight corner, creaking |like an old invalid, slans
to a halt shuddering in staccato voll eys proceedi ng from
front to back. Lights blink on and off: the Metro has
conpl eted the gruesone route from Pigalle to Etoile. The
doors fly open; aronmas of jet-liner exhausts fill the
conpart nment.

In the turnoil and confusion you nade your apol ogi es
tore your head fromthe barmaid s busomflew through the
door to the platformcollided with a wild dishevell ed hag
flailing an accordion. Long knotted tresses teeming wth
mtes covered a ravaged and debauched face. The nany



| ayers of rags draped about her carcass shook with rage .
Knocki ng over two bankers, a retired general and 3 North
African rug nerchants you dashed up the stairs to energe
onto the Place de |'Etoile. Then you rushed across traffic
to the arcades of Le Drugstore where, froma secret booth
known only to yourself and a few intinmates, you placed a
free call to Boston's Logan Airport.

Li ke kayaks bucking the rapids 3 Citroens, beige ,
blue and red cut through the traffic gyrating the Arc de
Tri onphe rose against the fierce currents entering by al
directions nmade their way to the Parc Mnceau. Behind the
steering wheel of each coupé sat a young architect, each a
recent graduate fromsone college in California. They were
|ate for a conference, an inportant neeting, the purpose of
whi ch being to determ ne the qui ckest and cheapest way to
pave over the Parc Monceau, setting for nuch French
literature, some gorgeous scenes out of Proust for exanple.

It was unfortunate, though inevitable, that the park
woul d be at the ideal location for the parking | ot and
shoppi ng Mall necessitated by a shrinking econony in a
world of limted options. The Mall was expected to be
conpl etely nodern, the height of nodernity, indeed an exact
copy of the one the architects inspected just the year
before in Hyannis on Cape Cod.

No cause for alarml The Mall would also be distinctively
French , the contours of the proposed conplex follow ng
the lines of a

pent ar honboi dal dodecahedr on , the alleyways between the
bui | di ngs anointed with charm ng nanmes |i ke "Chausée Mozart

, 'rue Mchel-Ange , "Place Cervantes , "I npasse Proust

kkhkkhkkhkhkhkkkkkkkhkhk*k*k

Buses cars jeeps trucks notorcycles bicycles
Vel osol exes horse-carts joggers pedestrians stride the 12
| anes of the Chanps-Elysees in all directions growing
bl azi ng hissing westling nmurdering slanm ng shouti ng
spitting cursing. The grinding of netals sound |ike the
how s of dogs pushed through neat-grinders. 3 notorbikes
and their drivers , mashed to a bl oodi ed paste by savage
truckdrivers, are being swept against the sidewal ks of the
grandi ose boul evard. The traffic, waved to all points of
the conpass by the gendarnerie , fans out in |ong
strings |ike gobs of chewing gumfromthe nouths of
spiteful children

A tap on the shoul der from behind. You turned around
to confront a rotund individual in drab suit and tie,
crunching maniacally on the stemof a pipe the ashes from



whi ch dripped down your shirt front. Hs wre-franed

gl asses | enses round and huge, stood poised to fall off
the rimof his nose. Bull neck and protruding belly |ay
hi dden beneath the crests and furrows of his flow ng red
beard. A small though heavy box, sone kind of high-tech
gadget, was tightly gripped between his flaccid pal ns.

Garrul ous and obnoxious in turns, it devel oped that he
was an internationally recognized physicist, speaking a
hi ghly educated broken English with a foreign accent that
was unm st akably non-French. For the last two hours he'd
been searching for the physics |abs in the nei ghborhood of
rue Pierre Curie and the rue d U m

"Id nbast be in dis' place, No? Nearly datza big brick
house over dere - vat you 'tink? " He pointed to the Arc
de Trionphe

You tried to explain to the nerd that the distance
fromthe Place de |'Etoile to the Rue d U mis not |ess
than 6 mles. Predictably he erupted in hysterical fury.
The do-hickey, | learned, was a bonb. | transliterate:

" State of the art: a 'quark' bonb ! Quark bonbs
consune everything in the quarter acre around their
detonation point! The bl ast area hangs on as a Bl ack Hol e
for the next 25 billion years . If the bonb expl odes during

our conversation, the entire Chanps Elysees will be sucked
into the vacuum It could have been defused in the | abs on
the rue dUm Nowit's too late. - Vat in hell you ne
expect to do!? ", he screaned.

You then advised himto run to the Parc Monceau and
make a gift of the bonb to the gathering of architects.
As a Black Hole, the Parc Monceau woul d at | east never have

to suffer the indignity of becom ng a shopping nmall! Wen
he returned you invited himto join with you to take 1in
a filmat the C nemat heque in the Palais Chaillot.

The auditorium darkens; the filmbegins . A mddle-
aged man wal ks a 10-speed whitegreen bicycle up Chestnut
Street on Boston's Beacon Hill. The tine of year is late
Septenber; | eaves, brown and yellow, fall about himin the
frail msts. He | eans agai nst a knobbly | anppost stares up
at the sky counts the doors and wi ndows of a jetliner
passing directly overhead. The plane is bound for Logan
Airport. Later that evening he will be riding his bicycle
over there to neet a friend. The bicycle is turned around
as he prepares the descent to Charles Street.

On the way down he stops to chat with a brittle
dowager who has poked her head through an opened w ndow,
its panes fashioned of antique colonial glass. A crooked
finger supports a customdecorated Chinese teacup filled
Wth anisette . Six cats pile over her head and shoul ders.



They are fatter than | aughi ng Buddhas but they are not

| aughi ng, They regard the cyclist with profound m strust.
Two of them have eyes mssing one is part reptile another
is burnt to a crisp the rest have lost their tails.
Carrying on a conversation with this woman is difficult as
she refuses to understand any |anguage ot her than the one
i nvented by Jonat han Edwards and brought to perfection by
Aiver Wendell Holnmes. Biding her a fond farewell the
cyclist |eaps onto the handlebars to tunble down the | ong
Steep street to certain death at the other end.

The woman will chain her bicycle to the back fender
of a delivery van after its driver assures her that it
wi Il not be noving for the rest of the norning. She wll
descend a staircase and enter the pastry shop bel ow ground
| evel which at that tine will be namintained by a
Norwegi an married couple of glacial men. Her waitress , a
girl in her md-twenties, buries her scalp beneath a
haystack wig lifted froma departnent store mannequi n,
mannequi n eyes of Carrera marble, Carrera nmarble breasts
pointed |ike guided mssiles. D sdain on her brow, her
mouth indifferent; wth a deft sw pe she will shear off a
slice of cheesecake placed it on a crinkled paper plate,
pushed it over the counter in the wonan's direction

After paying she will nove on draw coffee froman urn
at the far end of the counter sit down behind a square
table set in the nost obscure recess in the crowded room
Hardly will she be seated when a suspiciously distinguished
add Wrld gentleman, rendered ever so nmuch nore suspect by
a top hat and frayed hand-nme-down runpled suit, wll reach
over fromhis table to hers , and pass her the norning
edition of the Boston Jobe. Afelt pen will have been
used to encircle a nessage in the Classified Ads with a
thick snear. It was in this way that the woman w |l |earn
that her friend would be on the first plane arriving at
Logan Airport that afternoon at 4 .

Her further instructions are explicit. She is to
finish her snack w thout making herself conspicuous, then
move to the part of the roomindicated by the tip of the
unbrella of the elderly refugee. This duly noted, she w Il
toss a grateful nod in his direction for having, at |ast,
given her the information sought these |ong nonths.

d anci ng through the

ground-| evel wi ndows of the pastry shop just |ong enough to
see the delivery van dragging the bicycle through the
streets of Beacon Hill, the woman will stand up and make
her way to the Ladi es’ Room down a narrow staircase
illumnated by a large and dull red lightbulb



The | ounge w thout a doubt this nust be the right
pl ace you notice the violinists seated together on a bench
violin cases and bodies ineluctably | ocked in a disjointed
Cubi st enbrace. Your passage is blocked by yet another
turnstile. It requests a quarter; a roving secret agent
gi ves you one and you pass into Logan Airport. Wth a
grimace you collect 3 suitcases jostle with the crowds
irritably descend the escalator to the |ower |evels
freedom Anxiously you await your friend. There is so
much to tell ! You reach the bottom of the escalator enter
anot her | ounge sit down to wait.

| could not be there to neet her. For three hours I
found nyself trapped underground between Governnent Center
and Kennore Square |, on the B-train of the Green Line .

It was lanmentable that a thrill nurderer boarded the
train shortly after I did and sank a shiv through the
neckbone of a weary business executive - who nay not have
had too many reasons for |iving anyway. Then he pushed
past nme into the wi ndow seat next to ne, brought out a
second knife fromthe instep of a | eather cowboy boot and
regarded me with mal evol ent fascination.

Qur society tends to think of aggressiveness as
rather a good thing. In the case of this tragic youth it
was linked with traits of a decidedly | ess desirable nature

He squirmed in his seat reaned his ears with the eraser
end of a pencil threwout Christ's , damm's and shit's
in quick succession with appalling vehenence snoked spat on
the floor farted cried

cock sucker , nother fucker and son of a bitch . Wth
the point of his knife he pryed | oose a bit of wi sdomtooth
fromthe back of his nouth spat it out directly in front
of me on the floor where else did | want himto put it?
Interpreting ny prol onged silence as a sign that | m ght
possi bly be afraid of himhe said:

"YouZE SAW WHUT | JUST DUHN to dat UDDER GUY | bet?
mean like DIDn't youZE ... HUUUHNN? "

In the pair of seats just in front of ours a proper
Bostoni an from Beacon Hi Il sat with her entourage, half a
dozen cats that craw ed over her head and shoulders. In
the crook of the index finger of her right hand she held
an custom nmade Chinese teacup filled with anisette. |
| eaned forward onto the netal bar at the top of her seat
and asked her for advice.

"Don't you know? " she crowed , " [|'ve always thought
t hat dealing



w th unwanted bores was everyone's first lessoninlife! My
dear ", she
went on, turning around to nake nme the present of a calico
cat , "You nust put the CHLL on him!t!tt "

Leaning back into ny seat, I regarded himwth
astoni shnent, as one m ght contenplate a piece rotten neat

on display in a grocery counter:

"PAWon ne - SIRl . Are you, by the nost
i npr AVBabl e
kAUHMWbi nati on of circunst AWHNces ahdRESSING nE? "

So | takes de cat up fromdis here bozo's |lap and
CETOQUTTADUH train at Borstun eUnervoisity , cause'uh duh
D ffuhrentshel Geonetry semnar . Dis here noron what's
givin dis lecture or class or sem nar or fucken
COKEquillTUM ain't nothin' butta dunb nudder-fucker w dduh
fat ass ennuh bushel'uh beard all ovuh his rotten dirty
little face. Dey flies himhere over here fronuh shack up
i nnuh Payruvhi an Andes justuh givus dis here SH T about
Abstract Geoi di ocy!!

Hey! You wunna know sonpin'? He nust be duh sane
nmeat ball | seed gettin' offa Trans-fucken Woild Airlines
dis norning at Logan! Well,
hez sonme kinda big shot | guess, even dough his shit don't
stink no better'n m ne!

DEFINI TIONS: Let Mbe a manifold, Oand A two
arbitrary points on the manifold, their coordinates
specified relative to a stationary reference frane.

Let K be the collection of all infinitesinal
di spl acenents with origin
at O.

Let X be the sub-collection of all nenbers of K which,
when
extended, intersect A . W will say that Mis geodesically
pr oper I f every

such sub-coll ection contains at |east one non-infinite
menber .

POSTULATE: The Earth, as defined through the
resear ches of
Er ast ot henes Strabo Col unbus Magel | an Li ndber gh and ot hers,
is
geodesi cal |y proper.

THEOREM There exists a preferred direction al ong
whi ch any
ai rplane departing fromthe airport in Lima, Peru at a
positive velocity,



will arrive at Boston's Logan airport in a finite anount of
tine.
PROOF: | nyself amhere giving this |ecture.

When | hears dat stuff what nmakes nme vomt | breaks
up his schtupid | ecture cause | wanna drag duh asshole
outta dis here lecture hall soz |I can stonp all over his
face!

" Haz it ever occoid to youze " , | yells, " dat
youze don't nmake no discrimnation between duh Lie al gebras
uv duh vector fields, and duh synplectic manifolds uv duh
differential fornms!! Huh, schtupid assed nudder fucker? "

Snifflin |ikeuh goat in heat, duh honored goof bal
leers at me like I'm sone kinna whore's douchebag! But he
answers duh question. Ain't no jerk-off gonna cone five
tousand mles justuh scratch his balls when he could be
sittin' at honme fuckin' a llam

" Sir! Only Mayans worry about things |like that! W
| ncas, you see,
are renowned engi neers, not nit-picking mathematicians!!"

It was at this point that | ran out of the room Not
because | was offended m nd you - though | nust say it is a
bit odd at a science conference to see soneone ranmmng a
swi tchbl ade through the ribs of a colleague over a nere
di sagreenent in termnology - | |left because | renenbered
that a friend of mne was due to arrive in less than an
hour at Logan Airport and that I'd prom sed to neet her.

At the entranceway | ran into a man and a woman, a
pair of specialists in dynam cal systens from Moscow
University, a man and a worman, and a depart nent al
secretary, another woman. They beseeched ne to drive themto
Logan Airport: they were fleeing the country. W crossed
Commonweal t h Avenue, wal ked quickly to a parking | ot near
Kennore Square and got into ny car

Havi ng driven onto Trenont Street escape is
i npossi ble. Pyres of chain-linked 10-speed bicycles bl ock
all the streets surroundi ng Boston Commons. Angry
uni versity students ( of which Boston shelters over a
hundred thousand), crouch behind barricades erected at al
the street corners. Next to themsit accunul at ed
st ockpi | es of cobbl estones tear gas canisters flares
basebal | bats Ml otov cocktails. It all seens a bit odd for
Bost on.

Bonbs burst trails of snoke obscure the view chants
of solidarity rise up shouting cries of agony npans .
Enraged students surround the car dent the roof puncture
the tires set it on fire roll it down the street towards



the police phalanxes in riot gear deployed in defensive
positions all along State Street.

The car expl odes: the wonen the nen the cat are
incinerated in mcroseconds their interleaved ashes lifted
by billowing winds and gently deposited over Geater
Boston. Thick banks of ash accunul ate around Logan Air port
over the runways the planes the ranps the buggies the
bei ngs vehicles the buildings the | awmns .

The nobile staircase is rolled across the tarmac to
the entrance of the plane. You descend. The m ddl e- aged
woman at your back is bossy, bad-tenpered. She pushes
you along with the point of her suitcase. Just ahead of
you stands an elderly mnister of sone em nently
respectable sect its headquarters on Beacon Hill. He is in
poor health and you don't want to collide into him

Gipping the railing you exam ne the traceries of
ranps and runways stretching endlessly towards the horizon.
Cars race up and down the roadways |ike frenzied
cockroaches. Helicopters lift frominvisible beaches to
hover expectantly over the runways. Hyperbol oid cooling
towers dot the | andscape . They give off a savage roar as
the wi nds suck into them C ouds swell ; disappear. Planes
skitter off to the abyss.

Two pale suns are setting in the West. The cl ocks
w Il never function again. Nor were they ever intended to.

Entering the lounge of the International Airport you
sit down to wait.
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