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Part 1



TREMBLING AND CHASTE




I’m riding along with Tristessa in the cab, drunk, with big bottle of Juarez Bourbon whiskey in the till-bag railroad lootbag they’d accused me of holding in railroad 1952 – here I am in Mexico City, rainy Saturday night, mysteries, old dream sidestreets with no names reeling in, the little street where I’d walked through crowds of gloomy Hobo Indians wrapped in tragic shawls enough to make you cry and you thought you saw knives flashing beneath the folds – lugubrious dreams as tragic as the one of Old Railroad Night where my father sits big of thighs in smoking car of night, outside’s a brakeman with red light and white light, lumbering in the sad vast mist tracks of life – but now I’m up on that Vegetable plateau Mexico, the moon of Citlapol a few nights earlier I’d stumbled to on the sleepy roof on the way to the ancient dripping stone toilet – Tristessa is high, beautiful as ever, goin home gayly to go to bed and enjoy her morphine.

Night before I’ve in a quiet hassel in the rain sat with her darkly at Midnight counters eating bread and soup and drinking Delaware Punch, and I’d come out of that interview with a vision of Tristessa in my bed in my arms, the strangeness of her love-cheek, Azteca, Indian girl with mysterious lidded Billy Holliday eyes and spoke with great melancholic voice like Luise Rainer sadfaced Viennese actresses that made all Ukraine cry in 1910.

Gorgeous ripples of pear shape her skin to her cheek-bones, and long sad eyelids, and Virgin Mary resignation, and peachy coffee complexion and eyes of astonishing mystery with nothing-but-earth-depth expressionless half disdain and half mournful lamentation of pain. ‘I am seek,’ she’s always saying to me and Bull at the pad – I’m in Mexico City wildhaired and mad riding in a cab down past the Ciné Mexico in rainy traffic jams, I’m swigging from the bottle, Tristessa is trying long harangues to explain that the night before when I put her in the cab the driver’d tried to make her and she hit him with her fist, news which the present driver receives without comment – We’re going down to Tristessa’s house to sit and get high – Tristessa has warned me that the house will be a mess because her sister is drunk and sick, and El Indio will be there standing majestically with morphine needle downward in the big brown arm, glitter-eyed looking right at you or expecting the prick of the needle to bring the wanted flame itself and going ‘Hm-za … the Aztec needle in my flesh of flame’ looking all a whole lot like the big cat in Culiao who presented me the 0 the time I came down to Mexico to see other visions – My whiskey bottle has strange Mexican soft covercap that I keep worrying will slip off and all my bag be drowned in Bourbon 86 proof whiskey.

Through the crazy Saturday night drizzle streets like Hong Kong our cab pushes slowly through the Market ways and we come out on the whore street district and get off behind the fruity fruitstands and tortilla beans and tacos shacks with fixed wood benches – It’s the poor district of Rome.

I pay the cab 3.33 by giving cabbie 10 pesos and asking ‘seis’ for change, which I get without comment and wonder if Tristessa thinks I am too splurgy like big John Drunk in Mexico – But no time to think, we are hurrying through the slicky sidewalks of glisten-neon reflections and candle lights of little sidewalk sitters with walnuts on a towel for sale – turn quickly at the stinky alleyway of her tenement cell-house one story high – We go through dripping faucets and pails and boys and duck under wash and come to her iron door, which from adobe withins is unlocked and we step in the kitchen the rain still falling from the leaves and boards that served as the kitchen roof – allowing little drizzles to fizzle in the kitchen over the chicken garbage in the damp corner – Where, miraculously, now, I see the little pink cat taking a little pee on piles of okra and chickenfeed – The inside bedroom is littered completely and ransacked as by madmen with torn newspapers and the chicken’s pecking at the rice and the bits of sandwiches on the floor – On the bed lay Tristessa’s ‘sister’ sick, wrapped in pink coverlet – it’s as tragic as the night Eddy was shot on the rainy Russia Street –

Tristessa is sitting on the edge of the bed adjusting her nylon stockings, she pulls them awkwardly from her shoes with big sad face overlooking her endeavors with pursy lips, I watch the way she twists her feet inward convulsively when she looks at her shoes.

She is such a beautiful girl, I wonder what all my friends would say back in New York and up in San Francisco, and what would happen down in Nola when you see her cutting down Canal Street in the hot sun and she has dark glasses and a lazy walk and keeps trying to tie her kimono to her thin overcoat as though the kimono was supposed to tie to the coat, tugging convulsively at it and goofing in the street saying ‘Here ees the cab – hey hees hey who – there you go – I breeng you back the moa-ny.’ Money’s moany. She makes money sound like my old French Canadian Aunt in Lawrence ‘It’s not you moany, that I want, it’s you loave’ – Love is loave. ‘Eets you lawv.’ The law is lawv. – Same with Tristessa, she is so high all the time, and sick, shooting ten gramos of morphine per month, – staggering down the city streets yet so beautiful people keep turning and looking at her – Her eyes are radiant and shining and her cheek is wet from the mist and her Indian hair is black and cool and slick hangin in 2 pigtails behind with the roll-sod hairdo behind (the correct Cathedral Indian hairdo) – Her shoes she keeps looking at are brand new not scrawny, but she lets her nylons keep falling and keeps pulling on them and convulsively twisting her feet – You picture what a beautiful girl in New York, wearing a flowery wide skirt à la New Look with Dior flat bosomed pink cashmere sweater, and her lips and eyes do the same and do the rest. Here she is reduced to impoverished Indian Lady gloomclothes – You see the Indian ladies in the inscrutable dark of doorways, looking like holes in the wall not women – their clothes – and you look again and see the brave, the noble mujer, the mother, the woman, the Virgin Mary of Mexico. – Tristessa has a huge ikon in a corner of her bedroom.

It faces the room, back to the kitchen wall, in right hand corner as you face the woesome kitchen with its drizzle showering ineffably from the roof tree twigs and hammberboards (bombed out shelter roof) – Her ikon represents the Holy Mother staring out of her blue charaderees, her robes and Damema arrangements, at which El Indio prays devoutly when going out to get some junk. El Indio is a vendor of curios, allegedly, – I never see him on San Juan Letran selling crucifixes, I never see El Indio in the street, no Redondas, no anywhere – The Virgin Mary has a candle, a bunch of glass-fulla-wax economical burners that go for weeks on end, like Tibetan prayer-wheels the inexhaustible aid from our Amida – I smile to see this lovely ikon –

Around it are pictures of the dead – When Tristessa wants to say ‘dead’ she clasps her hands in holy attitude, indicating her Aztecan belief in the holiness of death, by same token the holiness of the essence – So she has photo of dead Dave my old buddy of previous years now dead of high blood pressure at age 55 – His vague Greek-Indian face looks out from pale indefinable photograph. I can’t see him in all that snow. He’s in heaven for sure, hands V-clasped in eternity ecstasy of Nirvana. That’s why Tristessa keeps clasping her hands and praying, saying, too, ‘I love Dave,’ she had loved her former master – He had been an old man in love with a young girl. At 16 she was an addict. He took her off the street and, himself an addict of the street, redoubled his energies, finally made contact with wealthy junkies and showed her how to live – once a year together they’d taken hikes to Chalmas to the mountain to climb part of it on their knees to come to the shrine of piled crutches left there by pilgrims healed of disease, the thousand tapete-straws laid out in the mist where they sleep the night out in blankets and raincoats – returning, devout, hungry, healthy, to light new candles to the Mother and hitting the street again for their morphine – God knows where they got it.

I sit admiring that majestical mother of lovers.

There’s no describing the awfulness of that gloom in the holes in the ceiling, the brown halo of the night city lost in a green vegetable height above the Wheels of the Blakean adobe rooftops – Rain is blearing now on the green endlessness of the Valley Plain north of Actopan – pretty girls are dashing over gutters full of pools – Dogs bark at hirshing cars – The drizzle empties eerily into the kitchen’s stone Dank, and the door glistens (iron) all shiney and wet – The dog is howling in pain on the bed. – The dog is the little Chihuahua mother 12 inches long, with fine little feet with black toes and toenails, such a ‘fine’ and delicate dog you couldnt touch her without she’d squeal in pain – ‘Y-e e e-p’ All you could do was snap your finger gently at her and allow her to nip-nose her cold little wet snout (black as a bull’s) against your fingernails and thumb. Sweet little dog – Tristessa says she’s in heat and that’s why she cries – The rooster screams beneath the bed.

All this time the rooster’s been listening under the springs, meditating, turning to look all around in his quiet darkness, the noise of the golden humans above ‘Beu-veu-VAA?’ he screams, he howls, he interrupts a half a dozen simultaneous conversations raging like torn paper above – The hen chuckles.

The hen is outside, wandering among our feet, pecking gently at the floor – She digs the people. She wants to come up near me and rub illimitably against my pant leg, but I dont give her encouragement, in fact havent noticed her yet and it’s like the dream of the vast mad father of the wild barn in howling Nova Scotia with the floodwaters of the sea about to engulf the town and surrounding pine countrysides in the endless north – It was Tristessa, Cruz on the bed, El Indio, the cock, the dove on the mantelpiece top (never a sound except occasional wing flap practice), the cat, the hen, and the bloody howling woman dog blacky Espana Chihuahua pooch bitch.

El Indio’s eyedropper is completely full, he jabs in the needle hard and it’s dull and it wont penetrate the skin and he jabs in harder and works it in but instead of wincing waits open mouthed with ecstasy and gets the dropful in, down, standing, – ‘You’ve got to do me a favor Mr. Gazookus,’ says Old Bull Gaines interrupting my thought, ‘come down to Tristessa’s with me – I’ve run short –’ but I’m bursting to explode out of sight of Mexico City with walking in the rain splashing through puddles not cursing nor interested but just trying to get home to bed, dead.

It’s the raving bloody book of dreams of the cursing world, full of suits, dishonesties and written agreements. And briberies, to children for their
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