

[image: image]




The Face

A Novella in Verse

David St. John

[image: image]




Dedication

for Toni




Epigraph


J’ai eu longtemp un visage inutile,

Mais maintenant

J’ai un visage pour être aimé…

PAUL ELUARD
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I used to live there, but that was
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Where was I in the world? I’m not so certain…
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Whisper, fister. Call out the cold from the body. Call…
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Was it always?—What do you mean? Infanta asks. I mean,…
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Black leaves. The notebooks filling with ash. The limbs of…
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Assembling, while dissembling. How strange to write
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Dissembling the assembling night. The long ridge of stark hills,…
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It was the night of tangerines. I mean, do you…
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Sleepless, sleepless, sleepless. Not again, again;
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Infanta calls from the islands where she’s working on “the…
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Shattered, shattered, shattered. There are so many ways
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It was late May when I began the journal, a…
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I’m getting worried now about the movie they’re making; you…
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Where were you all that light ago, busy as a…
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Focus fogs & fails. I had come, it seemed, to…
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Who am I? (Who was I; who will I be?)—The…
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…Adesso transgresso…There I was again, entering the country
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Assembling the dissembling. The pieces so familiar, & polished with…
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“It was a day as noir as night.” My own…
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Easter morning, another Easter morning in a life I’ve reckoned…
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The night was all fugue & moon. Remember that trip…
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Always on the road (or so it seems): the jump…
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OK. I’ve had it up to here with Ted &…
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Well, Jan says, not looking up once from the page…
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I had lived so long in the black room
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I suppose retrieval from afar is best. Long distance, picking…
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The voice, a woman’s, says, “You self-absorbed prick!” & I…
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Mask. Ghost before, ghost behind, ghost beyond. The mask. The…
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Somebody says, I know you as I know myself, because…
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Then it all comes down to this, doesn’t it? Fucked-up…
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Well, you won’t believe this, but they’ve started to shoot…
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Then I was given the Path of Green Tea. It…




XXXIII.

I hardly know where to begin. The constant harvest of…
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Consider the ease of release. This really sweet guy Bill…
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Driving alone south of Market Street, I see the place…
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I grew up in Peckinpah’s valley, the brutal San Joaquin,…
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(Embroidered silk of the freedom pouch:) Tibetan tortoise carved of…




XXXVIII.

The silent infinite lifted from the white labyrinth;
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Sometimes, even the moving target needs to still itself, until…
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It may be time to abandon my essay on “The…
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What a long eleven months it’s been. The movie’s in…
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I’m kicking back in Charles’s office just watching the February…
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Baby Jaguar. Olmec rains. Inner time & sacrifice. Mask of…
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Sooner or later it all comes down to faith. Before…
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I couldn’t take it. Twenty minutes into the first reel,…
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I used to live there, but that was

Before yesterday. Yesterday is so boring, don’t you think?

Even my black trench coat thinks so, & it’s very sophisticated,

Having once belonged to Dennis Hopper before I found it

On the used rack at Animal House. Ron the owner says, fingering

The shiny ink of the lapels, “Dennis Hopper.” “Cool,” I say.

So into the bright day I walk out like the night. “Face it,”

Toni says when she sees me later

At the sushi counter at Hama, “Dennis Hopper you’re not.” “OK,” I say—

“But the spicy tuna’s terrific today.” Which is why today

Is better than yesterday, don’t you think? I said that to myself, not

To Toni or Ron or anybody. I said to myself, Yesterday is still so boring;

When I used to live there it was boring & even before yesterday

It was boring—I mean, even before I knew it was boring,

Before yesterday—& if I still

Lived there I would probably think it was boring. But today…

Today, here with you standing right in front of me like

The body of a shadow or like a shadow naked as a body,

Like a woman dressed in a body naked

As a shadow, like a shadow undressing before a mirror, like yesterday,

Like a mirror with a shadow & a trench coat…. Well, here, today, as

We both undo the loose belts of

Our shadows, our trench coats, our bodies, here with you…

It’s really never boring. Not today, no, & not even before yesterday.
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Where was I in the world? I’m not so certain

Anymore. Assembling & dissembling. The pane of circumstance

Broken always by one’s own reflections. Inscriptions of the “you.”

Think about it long enough, & you really start to seem

Like somebody. Really, anybody. Maybe

That’s who I’ve been all along, just this restless anybody

Assembling the reflections along the windows of drugstores, dress shops,

Fruit sellers, hair stylists, stationery specialists & health food/

Supplement wizards on Main Street—no, it really is

Called “Main Street”—walking as I always walk with all of

The beautiful & bored, all of us waiting for our cell phones to ring

With that new identity, any new identity, offered us by editors,

Family friends, lovers, or even our lovers’ lovers, fated enemies,

Former companions now in exile in Connecticut, or really anybody

Who sees right through the somebody we are. So I always hate

Those calls, from anybody who tries to tell me something

About the somebody I might be or should be or could be

In the new movie they’re making about the story of my life,

Or the new version of the old movie of my life, the one I was so

Good in acting as myself, so good in fact that nobody really knew

I was acting. Of course (I say modestly) anybody, really anybody

Could have played that role. Still, Infanta, the producer, calls to say,

“This is the chance of a lifetime, don’t pass up this part! This

Movie I’m making starring you (& well, starring me, too, who

Knows you better than anybody—if anybody knows anybody,

Though, of course, I do, I mean, know you…!)…So in this movie

I’m making there’s nobody but us, it’s an us-against-the-world

Kind of movie, & I know from all of your old work


It’s just the part you’re made for, & not just anybody could do it,

So—I’m telling you—it’s a killer role. In fact, I can say

Right now that I’d stake my life on it, but

So would, well, I mean, so would anybody…Sweetheart, this is

The role you’ve always dreamt of & were always meant to play.”
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