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Praise for David Keenan

‘I sometimes think David Keenan dreams aloud. His prose has the effortless, enigmatic, unsettling quality of dream.’

Edna O’Brien

‘Sit back and marvel at David Keenan’s colossal ambition, at his singularity, at his monumental achievement.’

TLS

‘I wanted to live inside this book.’

Kim Gordon

‘At this stage of his game Keenan can make his books do pretty much anything.’

Irish Times

‘At times it feels a little like reading Yeats.’

Literary Review

‘David Keenan is a blazing, deviant, fearless force and just a total one-off.’

Wendy Erskine

‘A colossus of imagination.’

Lenny Kaye

‘David Keenan is the literary disruptor in chief.’

Spectator

‘Haunting, visionary.’

Guardian

‘A 21st century cult classic.’

Salena Godden

‘Remarkable … demented brilliance.’

i Paper

‘Keenan is a new kind of historian … extraordinary.’

New Statesman

‘This is visionary fiction, occult in intent, brilliant in execution.’

Irish Times

‘David Keenan is one of the few writers I know who had to exist because we could never have invented him … a wizard, a true star.’

Bruce Russell

‘David Keenan’s books are just off-the-charts mind-bogglingly brilliant.’

William Basinski

‘Every book by David Keenan is cause for revelry (at the hands of revelation).’

Daniel Lopatin

‘Read something by David Keenan and then come back with something as good as that – if you can.’

Stephen Pastel

‘One of the most exciting new writers around.’

Daily Mail

‘Buzzing with energy and manic idealism.’

Dazed

‘Keenan’s hot streak continues.’

List

‘As raw, warm, bloody and poignant as it is intellectually engaged.’

Scotsman

‘If you are someone who’s ever loved a small city local legend that got chewed up by the impossible-ness of their existence or evaporated in the mist of their own gorgeousness before they could become part of the bigger world, see (This Is Memorial Device) if at all possible.’

Mary Gaitskill

‘Brilliant.’

Stewart Lee

‘The sound of young Scotland distilled forever.’

Andrew O’Hagan

‘Compelling, funny, furiously particular and often profound.’

Alan Warner

‘Utterly definitive.’

Irvine Welsh

‘Savage and tender and poignant and mad.’

Lisa McInerney

‘Demented brilliance.’

Scotland on Sunday

‘There are some writers whose books disrupt you so profoundly that to encounter them is to survive a life event. David Keenan is one of these beasts. Read him.’

Lara Pawson

‘Don’t tell me Keenan has done it again … another classic.’

Scotsman

‘This Is Memorial Device was my favourite book of the last decade.’

Andy Bell
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Split the Lark – and you’ll find the Music –

Bulb after Bulb, in Silver rolled –

Scantily dealt to the Summer Morning

Saved for your Ear when Lutes be old.

Loose the Flood – you shall find it patent –

Gush after Gush, reserved for you –

Scarlet Experiment! Sceptic Thomas!

Now, do you doubt that your Bird was true?

—Emily Dickinson

Here is the tree that never grew

Here is the bird that never flew

Here is the bell that never rang

Here is the fish that never swam

—The Four Legends of St Mungo



The Hierophantic Rose

Deeper, into flutter darkness. There is a tree. In a dark tunnel there is a black tree. A woman with the body of a bird points to the tree, which is silhouetted in the darkness, like crooked bones. There is something on the tree. There is something impaled on the tree. What is the obverse of Christ? The Precious Gift thinks to himself. The backside of Christ is a murdered boy. A bird is the dream of matter into nothing. Who said that? Now the birdwoman has alighted in his mind.

A small boy leaves Firhill Stadium, hand in hand with an older man. It is like The Precious Gift is viewing the scene from above. The man leads the boy, with almost impossible speed, up Firhill Road, before escaping onto the canal. For a split second they disappear under a bridge, then reappear on the other side. At one point they pass in full view of the crowd in the stadium, past a group of young men watching the match for free from the towpath. Later, when questioned, none of them will remember the young boy, and the shadowy older man, passing. There is a final bird.

Now they are high above Garscube Road. On their way home, is how it would appear, to passers-by. On their way home from the game. They pass the Highland Distilleries warehouse on Dawson Road. Beneath the pylons. They cut through the trees across from Speirs Wharf and into some shaded industrial wasteland where stones and debris and traffic cones and piping mark out the shape of Omega. And what takes place there at the centre.



The Attempted Rescue

1

Think of all the wee starving punters in Ethiopia, this older man, come out of nowhere, said to him, as they were nearing the finish line, and that was when Aaron Murray first met The Precious Gift, when he was struggling on a sponsored run to help the wee starving punters in Ethiopia, through Glasgow Green, on 25 May 1986, the last day of his boyhood, or so he thought, because he could never imagine doing a sponsored run again after that, because he got into literature and smoking pot straight afterwards, and, of course, espionage, thanks to The Precious Gift and his introduction to what he called ‘remote viewing’, which was a term Aaron didn’t understand back then but grew to, after he was fifteen years old and left the old world behind him like a strange chrysalis, his father there crying in the street (it’s true his dad was losing his marbles) after he left for Glasgow University when he was seventeen and moved into a top-floor flat on Cresswell Street just off Byres Road with two other boys named Dougie and Si, where they shared the living room together, all three of them (there were three single beds in there), and Si insisted on falling asleep to The Alarm’s first album on cassette, the one with ‘Sixty Eight Guns’ on it, which was hardly falling-asleep music, and which often meant Aaron had to decamp to the kitchen and then creep back to bed once they were both out for the count (Si’s brother Steven shared the other room with Tall Tommy), which meant that Aaron would spend most afternoons between lectures at the cafe on the top floor of the Queen Margaret Union, or playing pool in the bar, which is where he once met a couple of guys from The Undertones and their manager Craig who were drinking in there ahead of a concert they were playing as members of some new band they were doing and there was The Precious Gift all over again, he knew them from back in the day, he said, what were the chances, and Aaron said to one of The Undertones, your friend here propped me up when I was flagging trying to run the world for the wee starving punters in Ethiopia, and they said, that’s just like him, The Undertones agreed, that’s just like your man The Precious Gift, they said.

2

At the Glasgow Garden Festival there is an attraction called the Clydesdale Bank 150th Anniversary Tower. It rises like a UFO to a height of more than two hundred feet. Only today it’s Scott Ruff and Aaron Murray in there and Scott is telling Aaron about all the women in his life – Scott is voracious – as he is sat back there among all the old women with his shirt unbuttoned to his navel he is talking about his chicks, the chicks man, he is saying, the chicks are out of hand, he is bemoaning, handsome Scott Ruff the gypsy, and he takes out a cigarette paper and he rolls it a certain way so that he can play it like a penny whistle, like a high keen penny whistle, and as the UFO rotates they can see all of Glasgow open up before them – it is a beautiful summer’s day in 1988, just after the rain – and the clouds part as they look towards Govan in the soft sun, and Scott Ruff plays a lament, although afterwards he said it was ‘Hot Legs’ that he played, ‘Hot Legs’ by Rod Stewart, and all the old women in their headscarves marvelled at such a handsome talented boy and Scott asked one of them to take a photograph of them with his new Polaroid camera and Scott wrote a message to Aaron on the Polaroid and gave it to him and ever since then Aaron has had it framed on his desk, so even though it’s all those years ago now, it still lives forever.

3

You’ve got to trap it. This is Aaron’s father Donald speaking now. Aaron and his father are sitting on a bench in the Botanic Gardens in the west end of Glasgow eating cheese-and-ham sandwiches that Aaron bought them from a newsagent on Byres Road. Trap it and never let it go, he is advising Aaron. Don’t let it fall through your fingers, he is saying. Hold on to it with all your might, he is underlining. He clenches both his fists in demonstration, like that. He is encouraging Aaron to start saving money. I wish I had a dad who told me that, he is telling Aaron as his father, that he wishes he had a father just like himself to repeat the things he says to himself. You’re going to miss me when I’m gone, he warns Aaron. Then: you’re not a fruit merchant, are you? What?! A fruit merchant, his father says. What’s a fruit merchant, Aaron asks him, though he knows exactly what he means. A three-speed, his father says, by way of clarity. You know, a three-speed gear, a queer. What?! Aaron says to him. You think I’m a three-speed? No, I don’t think, his father says, I’m just asking, because not that I’m against it, you understand, he is saying, Aaron’s father sat on the bench there in the park, it’s just that I wouldn’t wish that kind of life on anyone, because it’s tough, it’s a challenge, and there is a lot of … what do you call it, he asks Aaron, what is the word for it when people don’t like something? Prejudice? Aaron suggests, and then his father says, it’s just these boys you live with. It’s not ideal, Aaron tells him. I’ll give you that.

4

Aaron Murray hates the sounds of skateboards in the night. He really can’t stand it. It’s a pet peeve. Don’t ask him why. He is sat in the living room of The Precious Gift’s flat. The sound of skateboarders in the night stirs his memory and gives him the fear that he will fall from this eighth floor into the summer of his boyhood, is why, perhaps. The soft summer in which his mum and dad and his brother Nemo are holidaying in the countryside, at Rose Cottage, outside Rothesay, on the Isle of Bute. And in the field beside them, there are ponies, or maybe just tiny horses. In the summer of his boyhood Aaron’s father is lifting his brother Nemo onto the back of one of the wild horses and now it is running off. It is running off with Aaron’s brother on its back, Aaron and his father in desperate pursuit.

5

To the sounds of wild horses in the night, The Precious Gift is educating Aaron in all the wonderful knowledge of the world. He is talking about one of his favourite books, which is the Anabasis of the soldier Xenophon. What does ‘anabasis’ mean? It can mean a lighting out, The Precious Gift says. Or a retreat. He is drinking wine while he says this, in the low light of the late-night apartment. The solitary lamp casts strange shadows on the walls. It can also mean a movement from the exterior to the interior, he says. What is the Anabasis of the soldier Xenophon about? It is about a battle between two brothers, The Precious Gift explains. Do you have a brother? Aaron asks him. Yes, he says. What happened to him? I went to war with him, he says. Aaron is hanging on his words as The Precious Gift lights a joint and puts the Anabasis to one side. The Anabasis was written under a pseudonym, he continues. But I thought you said it was by the soldier Xenophon? It was written by Xenophon; it was a first-person account. But he chose to use a pseudonym. Why? Because he had to distance himself from the subject of himself, The Precious Gift says. And once more Aaron feels a strange sense of vertigo and a certainty that he will tumble into the past from this precarious vantage point in the air.

6

Do you know what remote viewing is? It is the ability to see anywhere in the world with your mind without travelling there. No, it’s not astral projection. No, it’s not ESP. This is what The Precious Gift did. He was part of a group of special remote viewers who helped solve crimes in Northern Ireland.

7

The Precious Gift lived in a flat on the Wyndford Estate off Maryhill Road, on the eighth floor of a tower block that was built on the exact spot where the high-ranking Nazi Rudolf Hess had been imprisoned during the Second World War, after he made a mad flight to Scotland to negotiate peace and betray Hitler, was what The Precious Gift told Aaron the first time he visited him, in this flat that was lined with books and with records and with encyclopedias. The Precious Gift was the kind to read an encyclopedia, like, for instance, The Encyclopedia of Jazz, alphabetically, from start to finish. He would bring up something like the Tree of Life and Aaron would say, what is the Tree of Life, and The Precious Gift would say, it is a dark tree peopled by angels. Or say he would say, like one time, he said, no one has ever listened to Trout Mask Replica by Captain Beefheart all the way through in one sitting, except for you and me, tonight. Make no bones about it, he said, Trout Mask Replica is the greatest album of the twentieth century. Though he had already said that about Hex Enduction Hour by The Fall and Marquee Moon by Television and Fun House by The Stooges and The Modern Dance by Pere Ubu and The Modern Lovers by The Modern Lovers and a bootleg cassette of Bob Dylan playing acoustic at Sheffield in 1966. As well as the first Suicide album. Or he would play Aaron what he called an ‘environmental recording’ of a rainforest in South America and light a candle and have them sit and listen to it in the dark. This is going to blow your mind, he would say. Make no bones about it.

8

Aaron Murray was becoming best pals with Scott Ruff, a flamboyant gypsy from a camp on South Street who always wore hats, like a battered old bowler, his old man’s bunnet, a beret with a scarf, only but Scott wore it more like Keith Richards, a long flowing scarf down past his navel (he would have his shirt unbuttoned to the bottom in the summer with this scarf), his old man’s bunnet at an angle, his old man who was known locally as the King of the Gypsies, or at least of the Glasgow gypsies, on account of the fact that he had won a bare-knuckle boxing bout, in a locked shipping container, in the pitch dark, parked on neutral ground somewhere in Bargeddie, against the King of Carntyne, who came out with brain damage and a skelly eye but who insisted, fair enough, it was a fair fight, he said, even though it was in the dark and no one could see a fucking thing, and here he was coughing up blood and saying it was fair enough, so it was, and that Dan Ruff, Scott’s dad, was the King of the Gypsies ‘fair and square’, Dan Ruff who had a massive head like a rhombus and who had once been fucked over the head with a fire extinguisher in a beer garden and his head didn’t even move on his neck, Scott said, he just turned round slowly to look at his assailant as if he had been slapped by a girl, he said, Scott who Aaron first met in a record shop on Park Road in the west end of Glasgow that was a well-known front for swingers and a pick-up joint, when they both went to grab a second-hand copy (Aaron on the advice of The Precious Gift) of the double LP Andy Warhol’s Velvet Underground Featuring Nico.

9

The first words that Aaron’s dad Donald Murray forgot, the first words that slipped through the slow-widening hole in his head, were ‘crowbar’ (he used the word ‘jackdaw’ instead) and ‘geraniums’. I know what I’m trying to say, his dad would say, pointing to the potted flowers that lined the windows of the extension at the back of their house, its fogged-up windows with blackbirds skipping past, the colour of autumn in the air, their warm, safe house whose name was Tara, in Mount Vernon, where Aaron grew up, and the abandoned sandpit next to it. It’s just that the words have gone missing, he would say. Now hand me that jackdaw. Then: Nephew. Illiterate. Incline. Insole. Then: Son. Brother. Then: Nemo. In dreams Aaron is walking backwards to return these words to his father. He is walking backwards in order to piece him back together. His father’s hand is shaking as he drinks soup from a flask and the hot soup runs down his chin. And now his short grey beard is dyed orange. On the bench in the Botanic Gardens, Aaron wants to ask him if he remembers. But memory now is a taunt, a goad, and he’s better off out of it. Then his father says: Aaron was just a little boy. And Aaron says to him, but I’m Aaron, you mean Nemo. And all his father says is, yes. Yes, he was only a little boy. And now Nemo is come back to them. An angel touched Aaron on the head when he was born, his father says to him, and he nods, to himself, and still, it is Nemo, come back to them once more.

10

Between Aaron and his mum Elizabeth, it was T. Rex that was their bond. Or anything to do with Marc Bolan, really. They collected Bolan records and memorabilia as their hobby together and in the summer of 1984 the two of them took the bus to London and stayed in a hotel on Kensington High Street where they shared a room with two single beds. In the morning, they walked to Notting Hill Gate in the sunshine, to shop for Marc Bolan records at the Music & Video Exchange there. When they arrived, the Exchange had only just opened, and the guy behind the counter asked Aaron if he was starting work there that morning. He wasn’t even old enough to be employed. He felt so cool. His mum was so proud. One day you could work in a record shop like this, she said. Together they bought an American pressing of Electric Warrior on Reprise Records as well as Dandy in the Underworld with the original cut-out sleeve and with a sticker on it saying ‘FACTORY SAMPLE NOT FOR SALE’ as well as a 7” single with picture sleeve of ‘Ride a White Swan’. They were so excited to buy some rarities. Afterwards they agreed to split up (Aaron wanted to visit a record shop in South London near Clapham Common) and meet again on a bench in Kensington Gardens to have lunch together, later in the afternoon. His mum was so impressed with him being so independent and brave and taking the Tube on his own to a record shop. He had such an odd feeling, a similar feeling to when he had traded his children’s library card for an adult one at Shettleston Library on the Wellshot Road, a sense of excitement tinged with sadness about all that he was leaving behind. Which made it all the more sweet when he got back to their bench in Kensington Gardens and saw his mum waving to him as she approached across the park in her long flowery dress and with her dark hair in a headband – her nickname among friends, he later found out, was Wonder Woman – bringing them tuna sandwiches that she had bought in the bakery, and two cans of Coke. Something about them being apart in London and then coming back together again was so wonderful. That night, while his mum had a shower, Aaron nipped over to the McDonald’s across the road. There were no McDonald’s in Glasgow until the summer of the Garden Festival, so it was a rare treat to order Filet-O-Fish and a Big Mac and two fries please – the dim lights in the night and the sweet smell of grease – even though the woman couldn’t understand his accent and kept saying, fush, fush, which Aaron and his mum had a laugh about when he returned, just in time to eat their joyful meals in bed and watch a horror movie on TV. When she phoned his dad, his mum talked about how adventurous Aaron had been, and he fell asleep as Elizabeth sat up in bed smoking and with the TV on low, reading The Women’s Room by Marilyn French. And now he is sat on a bench in the future, which is also the past, now, with his mum dead, and his brother disappeared, and his father a blank for a memory, and he thinks of that T. Rex song, the one his mum loved best of all and that she would play in the morning while getting ready on her old Dansette, the same one she’d had as a teenager, the one that smelled of burnt dust, that T. Rex song about dancing from the womb straight into the tomb.

11

I watched them advancing across the hills. Shadows, between the trees. Closer: whole battalions. Whole battalions moving stealthily through the forest, The Precious Gift is explaining. It was my first glimpse, is how he describes it. I was reading an account of the Maginot Line (which up until then might as well have been an imaginary line in my brain) when I saw them. I saw them coming through the impenetrable forest. The Ardennes. As a kid I was obsessed by war. But this was a vision (an invasion, I almost said an invasion, which is what it was, of course) that happened spontaneously. In an instant I glimpsed them, these soldiers, entering France. And I saw them from above. Like I was suspended above them. What is the angle of Christ in the painting by Dalí in the Kelvingrove Museum? That is where I saw them from. Pétain had declared the Ardennes impenetrable. The Maginot Line was the great fortification of its age. But still they came. Convoys of vehicles. It is 13 May 1940, Derry Library, in Northern Ireland – I was just a boy then – and I am watching the tanks advance across Europe like I’ve been nailed to the sky. That’s how I discovered my gift, he says. Or rather, how it was revealed to me.

12

There was also the story of how he first met The Undertones. The Precious Gift. This was when he was working for the secret service. Back when he was stationed in Derry. When he would drink at The Alcazar, this notorious pub that was basically just two Portakabins nailed together on top of a bomb crater where the previous pub had burnt to the ground. The Precious Gift would drink in there with a co-worker named Jim Monaghan. You had to take a piss outside because there were no toilets indoors. Even in the snow. There’s live music on. A band is loading in their equipment. Jim goes out for a piss. And never returns.

13

Can you see fear on their faces? The anticipation? Aaron asks The Precious Gift, about seeing the soldiers from above, live, as they moved into the Ardennes, back when The Precious Gift himself was just a boy. Can you make them out as individuals? Yes, The Precious Gift says. If you zoom in close enough you can make out the expressions on their faces. That’s like God, Aaron says to him, if he cared to zoom in close enough. I doubt God zooms, The Precious Gift says. He is more like, what is the word? Omnipresent.

14

The Precious Gift sits there for a good five, ten minutes more. Jim is probably having a bifter and making small talk with the band, he’s thinking. But after fifteen minutes there’s no denying it. The Precious Gift walks outside and Jim is nowhere to be seen. He sees some guy lifting a battered amplifier out of the boot of a tan Vauxhall Viva. It’s your man John O’Neill who – unbeknown to The Precious Gift at the time – played guitar for The Undertones. The Precious Gift asks him if he saw someone come out for a piss while he was unloading, tall thin fella about six foot two with a dose of acne and dark-black hair. Sure, I saw your man, John O’Neill of The Undertones tells The Precious Gift. A car pulled up and he got talking to the fella in the driver’s seat and then he got in. Then what happened? They drove away. Did you notice anything unusual about the vehicle? Yeah. They were driving in the dark with no lights on. Then The Precious Gift asked John O’Neill if he needed a hand carrying the equipment into the pub and John O’Neill said that would be grand and so The Precious Gift helped The Undertones carry in their equipment and sat through one of their first gigs, and thoroughly enjoyed it, even though in the morning it turned out that Jim Monaghan was gone for good and that he would never return to work or to his family about which, The Precious Gift eventually came to realise, absolutely no one knew anything.

15

A blackbird hops past with a worm in its mouth. A woman with long red hair smokes a cigarette on the bench next to them. Now Aaron’s father is telling him about his idea of perfect heaven. Do you remember, he says, the fox we found asleep in the long grass next door, when the neighbours had to leave their house? We climbed up on the fence. Do you remember me showing it to you? I don’t remember, Dad, Aaron is telling him. I don’t remember that at all. That’s my idea of perfect heaven, his father is telling him, and Aaron can’t even remember it. A fox asleep in the tall grass, and he can’t even bring it to mind. Then he remembers the night their neighbours were burnt out of their house. Rab Biggart of the bad bastard family the Biggarts, who lived in the corner of the estate, soaked a cloth in petrol, lit it and pushed it through their letterbox. Then their garden became overgrown, and a family of foxes moved in. Aaron can’t remember the fox asleep in the tall grass the way his father does. But what he can remember is much worse. Aaron and his friend Fat Gordon broke in a summer later. The family had obviously been living in complete poverty. The holes in the windows were covered with plastic bags. Plus, they were hoarders. In one room there was piled up all this old stereo equipment, some of which had melted in the fire. But the worst, by far, was the kitchen. They could smell something bad in there, but the door was blocked by the cooker, somehow the filthy old cooker had been moved and it was blocking the door, so it took them a while to manoeuvre it out of the way, but that’s when they saw it. There was blood all over the walls. Stinking blood. Animal blood. All over the filthy white tiles and running down. A family of foxes had moved in and taken to tearing each other to pieces. The smell of warm animal blood like metal, hot from the boiling. The mad eyes, staring. The stinking breath. Stinking. The blood boiling.

16

The boy soldiers. Tracking through the forest. Making their way. There is so much strange fauna in the forests of the Ardennes, the German word for which is Tierwelt, a tiny world of tears. The boy soldiers are marvelling at the Tierwelt, as they move silently through the forest in tanks and in the beds of military trucks.

17

Jim Monaghan, who has just gone missing outside of The Alcazar, was involved with Project Deep Run alongside The Precious Gift, a secret project that was based in an ancient fortification in Derry, run under the front of being a team of ‘topographical surveyors’, and where they attempted to map, in real time, the movements of paramilitaries using remote viewing.

18

Back at the flat on Cresswell Street, and the police have turned up. They arrive just as Scott and Aaron are walking up the stairs. It’s the police, the police shout at them, because these police are in plain clothes. What do you know about your neighbours? the fat plain-clothes cop asks Aaron. I know nothing about them, we’re not long moved in, he tells them. Except they don’t mind loud music and listening to The Alarm’s first album every night, he says, and the fat plain-clothes cop says, holy Christ that’s grim, and he shakes his head. What about that bloke’s haircut, he says. What bloke, Scott Ruff says, there’s more than one bloke with a murder haircut in The Alarm. I’m talking about the singer with the mad haircut. If you think that’s bad, you should see the barnet on the bassist, Scott Ruff says. Scott Ruff is standing there with his shirt unbuttoned and his hairless chest. Is that right? the fat cop says, and he shakes his head. Mental, he says. Anyway, mate, the thin plain-clothes cop says, they obviously bailed before we got here. Your neighbours, he clarified. Not those cunts in The Alarm. Here’s my card, he says. Get in touch if you notice anything untoward, he says, and he winks. On the card it reads ‘Private Investigator Luke G.B. Caird’. In the corners are the signs for the four suits of playing cards: hearts, diamonds, clubs and spades. They’re not even the actual police, Scott says when they get inside. What the fuck is that about? Pair of wide boys, Aaron says, the type of private dick that gets hired to follow unfaithful wives round Safeway, he says, and then they both forget all about it.

19

Attempts are made to locate Jim Monaghan. Remote viewings of Loyalist and Republican boltholes. The scanning of back alleys and waste grounds. The Precious Gift is warned not to return to The Alcazar. They could be onto us, he is cautioned. Make yourself scarce, he is told, and they send him on a holiday to Ayrshire, which stinks, there’s too many Ulstermen in hiding down there, it’s where everyone goes to make themselves scarce and The Precious Gift is getting the heebie-jeebies, and so he heads to Glasgow, where he secures a short-term rent in the east end in a tenement facing Tollcross Park where the flower beds are arranged in the shape of a great rose. That’s when he hears John Peel play The Undertones on the radio. Wow. They’re going places, he thinks.

20

But then I had to immediately travel back for a funeral, The Precious Gift says. Because they discovered Jim Monaghan’s body. Although, at first, they didn’t realise it. They found a body in the Prehen Woods. Project Deep Run. We regularly scanned the woods for bodies. As well as the back alleys and the lanes. And the rivers and the abandoned farms. And the bogs, the peat bogs. And the burnt-out cars. As well as the fields outside Derry, and the waste grounds near the small villages, the playparks there, which at the time were the run of a serial murderer dubbed the Vampire of Derry, on account of his draining the blood of his young boy victims, as well as his ability to evade capture completely. And someone spots this body. At first she thought it was a dead sheep. An animal carcass. Because it was bloated and in a semi-decomposed state. But when she zoomed in she could see it was a male. There’s the body of a human male in the bushes there, the remote viewer said, her name was Helen, and she circled the position of the body on a map. So we passed it on to the army and they sent some of their boys out there and make no bones about it, it’s the body of Jim Monaghan. I met his wife at the funeral. She said to me, what was he involved in? What is it that you do? She thought Jim was some kind of civil servant. She seemed to have no idea of what we were involved in. He had never squealed. I was impressed. I mean, I didn’t have a partner at the time, I lived alone in the countryside out Carndonagh way, The Precious Gift explained, so there was no one asking what I was up to. But a lot of the viewers were married. I always thought that was weird. It’s a young man’s game, really. That’s when you are at the peak of your powers. A young man’s game, Aaron says. I love that phrase. Me too, The Precious Gift says. I wish it could be a young man’s game forever. What age was Jim Monaghan when he was murdered? Twenty-three.

21

Aaron’s father was a young man once. It seems impossible to imagine. Because his father grew up in a time before young people existed, in a time when childhood careered straight into adulthood, kind of like it is now all over again. Whereas Aaron was born in the once-time of the young, the window of the young, the gasp. When his father was a boy, he sold firewood door to door in the east end of Glasgow. Aaron’s grandfather took Donald out of school and made him work, so he received no education. Early on, a customer, a retired teacher on the Shettleston Road, took Donald under his wing and told him about a thing called poetry. He said that one of the best things a boy could do in his life was to memorise poetry by heart. And so, every time he saw him, he taught Aaron’s father one line from ‘If’ by Rudyard Kipling. His father remembered it all his life and used to recite it to him. For Aaron’s sixteenth birthday, his dad bought him a scroll with the poem printed on it. I want to say that Aaron still has it there in front of him, next to the Polaroid with Scott Ruff. I want to believe it was so precious that it would live forever. But the truth is that Aaron threw it in the bin years ago. There is something heartbreaking in the transmission of masculinity from fathers to sons.

22

Can you hear or is it silent? You can hear. The sound of the wireless communications in the forest, The Precious Gift says. The crackle of the speakers. Later, I read that the average age of the German soldiers who crossed the border into France was twenty-three. Here is Josef Noth, a promising young gymnast from Wuppertal, stood in the turret of a tank travelling through the Ardennes in the early-morning light. It is 14 May 1940.

23

Scott Ruff is wearing a skintight T-shirt that is too small for him that says ‘No One is Perfekt’ on it for their night out. Aaron and Scott are going to a concert at Fury Murrys in Maxwell Street, down by the Clyde. Scott smells of sweat and musk; his blue eyes, his tight leather jacket. Who’s playing tonight? Who cares.

24

Then I get a letter from Joyce, Jim Monaghan’s wife, who I had met at the funeral. This is The Precious Gift in his eighth-floor apartment in the Wyndford. She was disposing of his estate, she says, and had come across what she described as a ‘mysterious folder’ containing what she said appeared to be maps. As well as some photographs that she didn’t recognise. And the thing is, my name was written on every page. Right at the bottom corner there. My real name, from before I became The Precious Gift. On the front there was the word ‘Welt’, which is the German word for ‘World’. She asked if I might want to take a look at it. I told her to post it to me. And to keep this strictly between ourselves. They had been married two years, eighteen months of which Jim had worked on Project Deep Run. Previously he’d worked for the RAC. Compiling guidebooks for the RAC. Which is how he discovered his abilities, I imagine, but I can’t be sure because we never talked about anything personal, or anything in the past, or anything family-related. We didn’t even talk about the job itself. Instead, we talked about music, books. The artists that we loved. Lou Reed. Bob Dylan. Picasso. Philip K. Dick. Charles Olson. Antonin Artaud. Jack Spicer. Steve Lacy. Clarice Lispector. Rilke. Jim was an art lover, a self-educated working-class art lover, always the most ardent, soaking everything up, asking about the flying buttresses on the Gothic cathedrals one minute, the plays of Samuel Beckett the next (which I never got on with) (the entire oeuvre is what I’m talking about) (never got on with any of it). He was also a keen birdwatcher and kept a series of quite detailed nature journals which I also inherited but which are hard to decipher because he used a strange microscript, with odd signs and symbols.

25

Everyone in the queue at Fury Murrys looks like the Ramones. Red Adidas T-shirts, too-tight leather jackets. Drainpipe jeans. Bowl cuts. Insignia deodorant. Aaron gets asked his age by the bouncer. He just waves Scott through, but he stops Aaron. Any ID, he says. Eh, I have my National Insurance card, Aaron pleads feebly, and the bouncer must have felt sorry for him, sorry for innocent Aaron back then, because he relents and lets him in regardless. Scott is already explaining his credentials to two girls with thick black eyeshadow and back-combed hair. We’re the most underground guys in here, he is explaining. At this point we are so far underground we are basically moles, he is saying, pointing back to Aaron and himself. The support band are on. A guy who looks like an emaciated junkie is making up lyrics over drums, bass, guitar and bongos. The guy on the bongos presses his face to the drumskin as he plays and occasionally rants into his microphone. That guy’s my new guru, Scott says. The emaciated singer asks for a theme. Someone give me a theme, he asks. Flight, Aaron shouts out. Flight. OK, flight. I forgot to say that someone is playing a turntable and scratching vinyl in the corner, but you can’t see him for the PA. He makes some wiggly scratching noises, still unseen. Flight, the emaciated singer says, flight. He starts to sing, what is the difference between mind and flight, he is singing. Then he starts to sing about someone who is taking off, a pilot or a spaceman. Now he is singing about the angle of its rise, this flight of the mind, he is singing. Here, take this, Scott says, and he gives Aaron a little wrap of speed in a cigarette paper. Someone grabs Scott Ruff’s hat off his head, he is wearing a cowboy hat. Don’t fuck with me, Scott warns them, but the guy says, what you gonna do about it, mince me to death, you little poof? Don’t fucking call me a poof, pal, Scott says, and Aaron joins in, who the fuck do you think you’re talking to, he says, and one of the guy’s pals steps up, they’re just drunk thugs, what are they even doing here, looks like I’m talking to a pair of bum chums, this guy comes back at Aaron, and his pal is making jokes about gaylords and uphill gardeners. Leave it, Scott says to Aaron, fucking leave it, these guys are fucking retards, he says to him, let’s go and get a drink, he says, and they walk off with these two doing wanking hand-signs and miming butt-fucking. Pair of dicks, Scott says when they get to the bar, and he shakes his head, but Aaron is a little shook up. I’m used to it, Scott says, don’t worry about it, he says. Fucking Glasgow, he says. But then the headline band comes on and they forget all about it, both speeding and dancing manically until Scott Ruff clambers on stage and then leaps right off again, back into the audience, where he is lifted above their heads – what were they singing about flight, and about mind – and Scott closes his eyes and lies back and stretches out his arms, this pose like Jesus come down from the cross, as he is passed to the back of the room over the heads of all the revellers, and disappears from sight.

26

At first I thought that he had been spying on me, that’s how it felt when I looked over the maps Jim Monaghan had made, this is The Precious Gift speaking now, which clearly plotted my movements to and from my favourite hills in the area round Carndonagh, he is explaining, my favourite vantage points, is how he puts it, as well as my movements around Derry, my back-and-forth to work, as well as my not infrequent journeys to Belfast. And the photographs too, photographs of me in various situations, is how The Precious Gift describes it. Photographs of me with various characters, is how he puts it. I thought I had been compromised. But then I had an uncanny feeling, he says, and I realised that Jim Monaghan had been literally watching over me like an angel. And that he had never betrayed me. Never once. Hadn’t I ever wondered why we were given this gift of second sight? Wasn’t all of this Troubles-watching and manipulating – and murder, let’s face it, certainly witness to murder, make no bones about it – a bit beneath our abilities? When we could be angels for each other? This is what I’m thinking in the wake of the revelation of Jim Monaghan’s angelhood. And it was a life-changing revelation. That without some kind of higher calling, some kind of holy purpose, what are we but glorified fucking camera obscuras. And that’s when I began to realise the true nature of my calling, The Precious Gift says. Too late, he admits. For Jim. But still.

27

It’s late. After the Fury Murrys gig. The pair of thugs from the club are waiting for Aaron and Scott in a doorway. They come up behind them. Aaron gets hit over the back of the head and remembers nothing. But they take one of Scott Ruff’s eyes out. Beautiful Scott Ruff’s eye. They take it out with one punch because the thug was wearing a studded ring that tore right through his beautiful eyeball (sapphire blue) and destroyed it forever.

28

There are butterflies in the forests of the Ardennes. How many days do butterflies live? A chalkhill blue alights on the finger of the promising young gymnast Josef Noth. Perhaps it’s because his fingers are so supple, the pure white of his hands. The promising young gymnast who incorporated leaps and exaggerated floor moves into his sphere-juggling routines, even though for the German sporting bodies those kinds of moves were worth nil points. The promising young gymnast who, when he performed in Berlin, had become a cult sensation, enacting a kind of fantasy gymnastics that brought to mind quickly suppressed images of Berlin’s magical fin-de-siècle dance troupes while still appearing, on the surface, to be a ritual of pure adulation of the male form.
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Aaron visited Scott Ruff in the hospital, with his empty eye socket covered in bandages and gauze. Have you adjusted to your one eye yet, he asked him. No, Scott said, the world seems at least half smaller. Then he said, my dad is on the warpath. We’re talking about the King of the Gypsies, Dan Ruff, as you well know. He wants to hunt them down and kill them, Scott said. The boys that did this to me. But how could they have any hope of finding them? Aaron went to say to him. But then he had an idea.
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My friend Scott lost his eye in an unprovoked attack, Aaron said to The Precious Gift. Can you help us find who did it? That’s impossible, he said. You don’t even remember anything from the night, he reminded him. Scott Ruff says he has a vision of the guy that punched him frozen in his one good eye, Aaron told him. What good will that do, The Precious Gift said. There are over one and a half million people in Glasgow. Then Aaron had another idea. And now Private Investigator Luke G.B. Caird and his fat assistant have agreed to take on their case and to help them track down and bring justice to, though really rain down vengeance upon, the young men that took beautiful Scott Ruff’s dazzling eyeball out.
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There is a second Anabasis, The Precious Gift is telling Aaron now, in his eighth-floor apartment in the Wyndford Estate. At night, in the summer of 1988. Which is another favourite of mine, he says. There is a second Anabasis that I also highly recommend, and that is The Anabasis of St-John Perse, The Precious Gift says.
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Private Investigator Luke G.B. Caird (and his fat assistant) revisited the scene of the crime down by the Broomielaw. Mate, that must have been murder polis for your man, the Elephant Man, eh? the fat assistant says, when Aaron meets them in a cafe on Dumbarton Road to go over their findings. What? The Elephant Man, the fat assistant says, your man with the elongated cranium. I was just reading about him, he says. For instance, did you realise he was in the Mensa? Who was? The Elephant Man. Very high IQ. Just goes to show you, the fat assistant says. What? Compensation, he says. You get a face like that, it balances out with some serious brains, he says. God moves in mysterious ways, Luke G.B. Caird says. That’s one thing you learn from being a private investigator, he adds. Well, so what have you found out? Aaron asks them. Mate, there was a bloodstain there, reveals the fat assistant, whose name we finally find out is Mark C. Burl. That’s some wound your man must have suffered, Mark says. For that amount of blood, he clarifies. So, is your man blind now? he asks Aaron. No, he’s not blind, Aaron tells him. He just lost his sight in one eye. Half-blind, eh? Mark says. Mate, that’s murder polis, he commiserates. Then Luke G.B. Caird plays his trump card. I found a tattered business card on the ground there, he says. At the scene of the crime, he elaborates. With blood on it, he underlines. And Mark C. Burl sits there next to him and nods slowly and says, that’s right, mate. Seems like a lead worth following, Luke G.B. Caird says, as he hands the card to Aaron with the address of a garage in the east end on it, all blood-spattered. I know just the man to take a look, Aaron tells them.
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What is it you can see? What can you see from above, Aaron is asking The Precious Gift, and he says, it looks like some kind of outhouses, some kind of stables perhaps? Horses? The Precious Gift hangs suspended as if by nails from the sky above a garage in the east end of Glasgow. Wow, horses, he is saying, in the back there are stables with the most beautiful horses, he is relaying, from somewhere up in the air. The two of them have a map of Glasgow spread out on the table next to a bowl of fruit. A model of a little wooden bird sits on the map. And suddenly, in a flash of vision, Aaron sees them too. The beautiful horses. There, in the east end. Beneath him. Like Christ in the Dalí painting.
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The Anabasis of St-John Perse talks of colts being sacrificed on the graves of small children at the founding of cities, living things among us brought dead and still to honour the purity of young boys, the green parakeets among the pink roses that rise up in tribute to the old men, the purification of widows and the mutilation of adults between tributes of torn flags. It is a prophetic poem, The Precious Gift explains, which is a poem that is spoken out of the air.

35

Between his disappearance from The Alcazar on the night of The Undertones’ show and the discovery of his corpse by a remote viewer a month later, Jim Monaghan was seen alive on at least two occasions. A pair of witnesses have emerged. We know that he returned home at least once, because a neighbour reported seeing him enter his house just after his wife had left for work and leave again four or five hours later. Another witness by the name of David Levy, a fellow birder, bumped into him on the street, in Derry. Where he was living or what his other movements might have been in the space between his kidnap and murder, we are left to imagine. But here he is on the street, by the cathedral, and he is wearing Vaseline on his face. It looked like Vaseline, David Levy said. That’s what it seemed like to me, some kind of strange paste on his face. Plus, he was wearing some kind of animal-skin coat, some kind of animal hide, was how David Levy described it. In the bright sunshine, he added. And what was your relationship to the deceased? We were friends. I worked alongside him at the RAC, David Levy explained. We often went on birding expeditions together. Northern Ireland is the first landfall for migrating American birds and gulls blown off course. He loved to watch the migrations come in and we would do it together, he would call me when they were starting to arrive, he had good sources, he would tell me, and I would pick him up and we’d head out to Malin Head and watch for the birds over the water, where they would fly in as majestic Vs, like bombers, or sometimes broken letters, barely-held-together letters, confused letters, like birds trying to spell out sad human words. I don’t know if he even recognised me. In the street there. I called out to him, and he put his arm up in front of his face, like that. He said that he was shielding himself from the sun. What? He was worried about the sun, was what he said, when I saw him in a state of some distress, it has to be said, outside St Eugene’s Cathedral, in the rain and the snow, in a state of some distress and done up like a madman, I might add, which I had no idea would be the last time I ever saw him, like a madman with these huge sunglasses on and, as I said, Vaseline on his face, which he said was to protect him from the rays, and I said what, and he said that he had flown too close to the sun, was how he put it, and that now he was paying the price, which was to make him preternaturally susceptible to the voice of the sun, was how he phrased it, and of course he was wearing these ridiculous sunglasses in the very depths of winter. Who was your man, the angel that flew too close to the sun? David Levy said. Icarus, The Precious Gift said. Though he wasn’t a real angel.

36

Scott Ruff has to wear an eyepatch now, but I think we can all admit it’s cool as fuck. A black eyepatch like a pirate is cool as fuck, come on. Aaron is attempting to lift Scott Ruff’s spirits, now he is discharged from the hospital with only one good eye left. It’s like the world has lost all of its depth, is how Scott mourns it, even when Aaron takes him back to the Garden Festival to relive their memories, even when he takes him up in the Clydesdale Bank Tower that still spins like a UFO, even when the light from Govan that he will never see again with both his eyes breaks over the tenements, and the river, down below, even then there is no more depth, Scott Ruff mourns, and Aaron puts his arms around his shoulders and feels like crying but he holds back the tears so as not to break his friend’s heart with sorrow.

37

By this point the convoy has crossed the Ardennes with very little military engagement. Outside of the forest now, Josef Noth is smoking a hand-rolled bifter and thinking of Paris, how it lies up ahead, once more. Josef Noth first travelled to Paris in 1937, at the height of his career as a gymnast, to appear at the International Exposition of Art and Technology in Modern Life. Paris in the wake of the factory occupations and the election of the Popular Front was a time for athletic displays, and theatre, and painting, and upheaval, and bacchanal, and dance. Fresh fish flown in from the coast. Barrels of wine come down the river. The German pavilion with its great eagle and swastika raised high, right across from the Soviet pavilion with its great hammer and sickle. The erotic dancers. The street cobblers. The great fountains and beautiful gardens. The smell of urine, and of open fires. The wild shanty suburbs. The flea markets with their broken gramophones and Chinese vases. The cafes with their delicate pastries. The perfume of the women. Their long dresses and kitten heels, their furs and their capes. And, of course, their pretty hats. The streets like a circus. The world’s strongest man, the world’s smallest dwarf. The world’s most beautiful woman. Paris has the most beautiful women, Josef Noth thought when he was introduced to the ballerina Thérèse Barnier that night at the socialite Albert Azéma’s top-floor apartment on Rue Lepic, with its views of the marvellous wooden windmills. Theo van Gogh and his darling brother Vincent once lived just along the street, Thérèse told Josef as they stood out on the balcony drinking wine. I always dreamt I would marry a ballerina, Josef told her as they kissed. That first night they made love on a bed in a spare room.

38

Aaron meets Scott Ruff at the Equi cafe, at the Charing Cross end of Sauchiehall Street, on a Saturday afternoon. The walls are of dark wood, the old posters say things like ‘Doon The Water’ and ‘Glasgow’s Miles Better’ (which features a grinning yellow Mr Men-style character). There are framed pictures of Sophia Loren and Italian boxers, all of which are autographed, above the booths. The booths with their ring-marked wooden tables and worn red leather seats. The lights, low; it is almost dark in here. In the background the radio murmurs something about the closure of the Kingston Bridge. They order a pot of tea between them, which is served in a chipped blue clay pot on which someone has scratched the name McIver, plus a Tunnock’s Tea Cake and a wee apple slice. We need you to help identify your assailants, Aaron is telling Scott. Who’s this ‘we’, Scott’s asking him. Me and The Precious Gift, Aaron says. Aaron is telling him about how The Precious Gift has a form of second sight, how he is like an eye come out of the sky, and how he’s been keeping watch over the garage from the bloodied business card found at the crime scene. Scott Ruff asks him whether he means remote viewing, and Aaron says, yes, I mean exactly that, how do you know about remote viewing? And Scott says, I read about it in a magazine about the SAS. Then he reminds Aaron of how he still has a perfect picture of his assailant ‘in his mind’s eye’ and how he could easily recognise him from a description, only but then he says, don’t tell my dad, though, cause then we will have a murder case on our hands. Aaron suggests they give The Precious Gift a phone and head over to his in the evening. But before that Scott brings up going to John Menzies on Sauchiehall Street for one of their favourite rituals, which is clacking through the huge posters in the racks that seem so large they loom down on them like gods. Samantha Fox, Sylvester Stallone, Harrison Ford, a woman’s legs in heels sticking out the window of a Ferrari with the words ‘No Other Lover’ in neon, Linda Lusardi in a bikini, The Cramps. Have you heard The Cramps, Scott Ruff is asking Aaron, they’re sick, is what he is saying on this perfect Saturday afternoon (for Saturday afternoons are the domain of boyhood, those carefree afternoons where every possibility seems to lie, tantalisingly, just up ahead, and the rest of your life beckons and you wonder about it all in the company of sweet friends), where later, maybe, they’ll go for a baked potato and cheese, who knows. But before that they head to Flip on Queen Street, that smell of Flip on Queen Street is a whole other Saturday afternoon, that musty-basement smell that smelled like America might. Now Scott is trying on jeans with huge roll-ups. They are too baggy, Aaron is telling him, while shaking his head in disapproval. Aaron buys his first pair of cream-coloured chinos and a little tartan shoulder bag, as well as a book from behind the glass counter called Roadside America. Scott buys a green-and-white baseball jacket that he intends to wear with no top on. Together they walk up to Queen Street Station, where Aaron calls The Precious Gift from a phone box. I’m with Scott, Aaron tells him, can we come over this evening? Come on over, The Precious Gift says. I’m looking forward to meeting the legendary Scott Ruff, he says. It’s a clear night, he says. Why don’t we get the telescope out? But first Scott and Aaron go for that legendary baked potato, with cheese, in the basement cafe at Virginia Galleries, and have a sly look round the unit with all the mad Nazi memorabilia while they’re at it.

39

Then there was the visit to the abandoned Magic-City amusement park to attend the drag ball at the dance hall on Rue de l’Université with the ballerina Thérèse Barnier and two of her friends, Ambassador Alexis Leger, Secretary General of the French Ministry of Foreign Affairs, and a man he introduced as an artist and composer who went by the name of The H and who refused to give his full name when asked. That is my full name, he said to Josef Noth. All around them were the abandoned rides, the hand-painted facades of the amusement park, now eerie, and melancholy, now that they were no joy to anyone, the great googly eyes and the strange row of teeth that Noth and his new friends were photographed behind, as if stood in the mouth of Leviathan.

40

It was the first time Aaron ever saw inside a crater on the moon, the night when The Precious Gift set up his telescope for him and Scott, in his flat on the eighth floor. You only need one eye for a telescope, he said to Scott Ruff, and The Precious Gift ruffled Scott’s hair, and Aaron thought about the other meaning of Scott’s name for the first time. They gazed in awe with their one eyes at the insides of marvellous craters, their shadows straying across desolate seas and awful cliff drops for no one but them right now, is how The Precious Gift put it, for no one but us, right now, was what he said, this particular moon that will never come again, as they took turns at this brass telescope stood on a tall wooden tripod, with the window open. Then The Precious Gift turned down the music (he was playing the first album by The Cramps, which Scott had requested for Aaron’s edification) and they unfolded a map of Glasgow across the old wooden dining table. As before, they started by placing a small wooden bird on the target, or rather I should say Aaron placed it, Aaron placed the small wooden bird on the map at the exact place where the target was, being in this case the garage in the east end, just off the Baillieston Road. Then The Precious Gift asked Aaron to navigate for him, which meant taking down notes while he attempted to return there in his mind and report back. And that was the night that The Precious Gift said to Aaron, you are like Metatron, and Aaron said, who is Metatron, and The Precious Gift said, Metatron is God’s recording angel, who notes down everything that happens, and who stands behind the throne of God, on his right-hand side.

41

At the drag ball beneath the abandoned Magic-City amusement park, Ambassador Alexis Leger, Secretary General of the French Ministry of Foreign Affairs, is talking about jazz and avant-garde composition and poetry and winters. In particular, he is bemoaning the awful winters in Paris. You should try a German winter, Josef Noth jokes with him, but Leger doesn’t have much of a sense of humour. I don’t intend to, he says. But I can’t have any more talk about winters, with what’s left of my life, he says, even though at this point in his life Leger is a young man of only fifty years. I need an island of summer, a southern coast, he is saying, to spend my days boating and writing poetry in eternal sunshine. I couldn’t help but notice the sun symbolism in your display last night, he is telling Josef Noth, and the ballerina Thérèse Barnier lets out a gasp as Noth admits that, yes, the weights he juggles with are modelled on the planets of the solar system, including Pluto. He’s amazed that anyone would pick up on this, his secret conceit. I predict Pluto will have a short reign, Leger says to Noth, before becoming just another god of antiquity, he says, but nevertheless, he says, I picked up on the solar imagery, the solar … current, shall we say. And Josef Noth says, yes, I am the fixed point around which everything revolves, he says, and he talks about the harmony of the spheres and how everything is in its perfect place, thanks to God, and to gravity. The Juggler, Leger says to him. Isn’t that the original name of The Magician in the Tarot? And now the ballerina Thérèse Barnier is mock-angry with Josef Noth and makes a scene of slapping him gently across the side of his handsome face with an opera glove. How many more secrets about you are there to be discovered, she purrs. And Josef Noth knows, already, there are many. Alexis is also a great poet, in secret, Thérèse Barnier informs Josef Noth. Anything I would know? Noth asks her. Probably, she says, if you are a fan of modern poetry, that is, and when Noth says, forgive me, but I’m not up on the latest developments in poetry, Thérèse Barnier says that surely he has heard of the great modernist T.S. Eliot, and when Noth replies, ah, yes, The Waste Land, I do know that, in fact I read it in the German translation, Thérèse Barnier reveals that Eliot translated a great poem of Leger’s only a few years ago, but it was published under a pseudonym. And what was this pseudonym? St-John Perse, Thérèse Barnier reveals, and Leger takes a mock-bow as she announces him as the author of The Anabasis of St-John Perse, which
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