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SOMETIMES the soul is tested. The body feels sore, the
mouth dumb, the big red hands hang useless on their arms.
Time passes. Surely, the soul will have its way. It lolls. Time
passes. And the soul waits. Nothing happens. Come on,
make something happen. Make lists! There are always urgent
things to do, things to do for this morning, for today, for
next week, for a month, for an entire year. But then a lazi-
ness takes hold, and nothing on the lists proves as urgent
as this lethargy, so the lists are left out in the sun in a shop-
ping bag, become bleached, illegible, are rained on, and
finally forgotten under the beach chait. (No, not lists, cer-
tainly not lists. Poor, dear, little papers. It's too heavy a
burden for them.) Minutes pass, hours, maybe a year, pos-
sibly a decade. At last, the soul is refreshed in the sweet
company it has made.



Then, one day, it gets up and stretches. Today is not
like yesterday. The soul notes the difference. To the neigh-
bors, opening and slamming shut their doors, nothing
seemns to have happened. Nothing at all. Finally, now, the
soul lifts its arms and with its graceful hands brings down
the fertile rain.
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Palermo, at the turn of the century

It was not only the absence of light in the room that was
disturbing but also the windows themselves seemed to be
closing in. No, “closing in” is not right, for it hints at light
dimming, taking time like dusk to night, rather than the
sudden and unnatural darkness that had now filled the
house for months. When was it that all the windows and
doors had been shut, bolted, secured for the long night?
Just now, when a door opened a figure could be seen in the
afternoon sunlight; and then when the door closed the fig-
ure with all the objects in the room was suddenly plunged

into the unseen world.



