ﬁ"'—

T iles back to fall :
bllack hair s.wwt:l]mg off her
shartering the pillow
Billy she says il f
tt:t jtrﬂll gawky body spitting electric
off the sheets to my arm
leans her whole body out
so breasts are th;fner
mach is a hollow
;I.thtre the brigl‘llt bush jumps
this is the first time
bite into her side leave
a string of teeth marks
she hooks in two and covers me
hand locked ‘
]Tt?r body nearly breaking off my fingers

pivoting like machines in final s

later my hands cracked in love juice
fingers paralysed by it arthritic

these beautiful fingers 1 f:ouldm move
faster than a crippled witch now
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The barn I stayed in for a week then was at the edge of a
farm and had been deserted it seemed for several years, though
built of stone and good wood. The cold dark grey of the place
made my eyes become used to soft light and I burned out my
fever there. It was twenty yards long, about ten yards wide.
Above me was another similar sized room but the floors were
unsafe for me to walk on. However I heard birds and the odd
animal scrape their feet, the rotten wood magnifying the sound
so they entered my dreams and nightmares.

But it was the colour and light of the place that made me stay
there, not my fever. It became a calm week. It was the colour
and the light, The colour a grey with remnants of brown — for
instance those rust brown pipes and metal objects that before
had held bridles or pails, that slid to machine uses; the thirty or
so grey cans in one cornet of the room, their ellipses, from where
I sat, setting up patterns in the dark.

When I had arrived [ opened two windows and a door and the
sun poured blocks and angles in, lighting up the floor’s skin of
feathers and dust and old grain. The windows looked out onto
fields and plants grew at the door, me killing them gradually
with my urine. Wind came in wet and brought in birds who
flew to the other end of the room to get their aim to fly out again.
An old tap hung from the roof, the same colour as the walls, so
once I knocked myself out on it.

For that week then [ made a bed of the table there and lay out my
fever, whatever it was. I began to block my mind of all thought.
Just sensed the room and learnt what my body could do, what it
could survive, what colours it liked best, what songs I sang best.
There were animals who did not move out and accepted me asa
larger breed. I ate the old grain with them, drank from a con-
stant puddle about twenty yards away from the barn. I saw no
human and heard no human voice, learned to squat the best way
when shitting, used leaves for wiping, never ate flesh or touched
another animal’s flesh, never entered his boundary. We were all
aware and allowed each other. The fly who sat on my arm, after
his inquiry, just went away, ate his disease and kept it in him.
When I walked I avoided the cobwebs who had places to grow
to, who had stories to finish. The flies caught in those acrobat
nets were the only murder I saw.
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And in the barn next to us there was another granary, F‘-‘P‘”“““d
by just a thick wood door. In it a hundred or so rats, thick rats,
eating and eating the foot deep pile of grain abandoned now and
fermenting so that at the end of my week, after a heavy rain
storm burst the power in those seeds and brought drunkenness
into the minds of those rats, they abandoned the sanity of eating
food before them and turned on each other and grotesque

~and awkwardly because of their size they went for each other’s
eyes and ribs so the yellow stomachs slid out and they came
through that door and killed a chipmunk — about ten of them
onto that one striped thing and the ten eating each other before
they realised the chipmunk was long gone so that I, sitting on
the open window with its thick sill where they couldnt reach me,
filled my gun and fired again and again into their slow wheel
across the room at each boommm, and reloaded and fired again
and again till [ went through the whole bag of bullet supplies —
the noise breaking out the seal of silence in my ears, the smoke
sucked out of the window as it emerged from my fist and the
long twenty yard space berween me and them empty but for the
floating bullet lonely as an emissary across and berween the
wooden posts that never returned, so the rats continued to wheel
and stop in the silences and eat each other, some even the bullet.
Till my hand was black and the gun was hot and no other
animal of any kind remained in that room but for the boy in the
blue shirt sitting there coughing at the dust, rubbing the swear
of his upper lip with his left forearm.
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PAULITA MAXWELL: THE PHOTOGRAPH

In 1880 a travelling photographer came through Fort Sumner.
Billy posed standing in the street near old Beaver Smith's saloon.
The picture makes him rough and uncouth,

The expression of bis face was really boyish and pleasant.

He may have worn such clothes as appear in the picture out on
the range, but in Sumner be was careful of bis personal appear-
ance and dressed neatly and in good taste. I never liked the
péctwre. | don’t think it doer Billy justice.
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