


this wise old artist felt his Limosine-
Heart pack up and begin to shake like a
B-17 bomber dropping brassieres over Berlin.
He had to put his heart into Emergency
Calmness Mode. It hardly worke& the rest of
his bedy anymore.

This woman was making his toes tdo the
Indonesian Love Shrivel, He knew that hi
life was going to be like being an ice cream
seller to Eskimos, without her reddish hair
visible,..if she went away.

And, of course she did.

So, he acted as a fool for seventy-tWe hours,
tasted the place that tasted like the salty air

of the coast of France, licked the places

designed for beggars and emperors, and put

her eye colours in the Art Archives.

So what?

Romance and wild deaths at the hands of savage
mail clerks is the sort of stuff this kind

of love is meant for. Eating a whole roast pig

at Midnight on the beach in New Guinea..., Biting.
into pomegranite:z in a space capsule...Walking
into the Louvre wearing only clear plastic
underwear, carrying a garden watering can...

these are the sorts of things one does when in

the throes of this kind of love,

It strips the souwl clean, and plants Rhododendron
along the edges of the psyche.

Really.

He krew it was no Jjoke.

He knew that he had sunk her heart by drinking
enough from the stream of life, untill he appeared
lost in the mists of James Joyce's earthier tales.
Because she had been reared in the Office of the
Bureau of Motor Vehicles... where there was no
Humour Section, she would probably never really
know freedom,

Freedom to eat Love Chicken.,

He knew that, and it made him fear that his own
supply of Love Chicken, which he needed in order
to paint his renditions of Jesus's beard, was in
danger of permanent theft.

But he was wrong, an Artist's Love Chicken is
something that cannot be taken.

Just ask Picasso.




