A tourist guide friend of mine came to visit me. The minute he spotted me
he laughed so hard he fell into pieces. He came because he’d heard my story
but didn’t expect I’d reached the point of worshipping a rock. I suggested to
him that he should bring his tourists to my cheap motel. “Why?” He asked.
“I'll tell you why: I will write a fabricated history of the rock, that it was
holy during Canaanite times before the Romans seized it in some BCE year.
Eventually the rock was lost until bedouin stumbled on it during the Cru-
sades. Let me work out the details, and I will publish them in a handsome
gilded booklet that draws tourists to the rock, and we will split the profit.”

He gave it a long think then, suddenly, as if out of a trance said: “Deal.”
For a month I burried myself in books at the Hebrew University library. I
completed a brochure in which I paid attention to the accuracy of events in
time and place, fortified with quotations from the works of various histori-
ans. And off to the printers. In no time everything was set on a new path. I
made back all the money I'd lost, signed a contract with a Swiss publisher
to turn the brochure of the rock into a book, and from one project to anoth-
er I went. But one night, deep into this magnificent game, the police came
and surrounded the motel. A fat officer spoke: “You’re under arrest. And
the rock, as you know, now belongs to the state, as do all relics and finds,
You have broken the law.” I was cornered so I bargained: “I’ll give you the
rock, but let me keep the money. Otherwise it will be a public scandal in the
papers that will tarnish the state’s reputation and damage tourism.”

We made a deal. The police took the rock to the museum of antiquities in Je-
rusalem near Hebron’s Gate, and the years rolled on. One day I was passing by
the museum. A long line of tourists stood waiting to see “the rock;” and in each
tourist’s hand was the brochure I'd written. I laughed and kept on moving, but

after a few steps, I stopped and said to myself: “I swear to God this rock pos- -

sesses a secret.” I went back, grabbed a brochure, stood in line to see the rock.
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KATHY ACKER
DON QUIXOTE, WHICH WAS A DREAM

1986

The First Part of Don Quixote
The Beginning of the Night

DON QUIXOTE’S ABORTION

When she was finally crazy because she was about to have an abortion,
she conceived of the most insane idea that any woman can think of. Which
is love. How can a woman love?, By loving someone other than herself. She
would love another person, she would right every manner of political, social,
and individual wrong: she would put herself in those situations so perilous
the glory of her name would resound. The abortion was about to take place:

From her neck to her knees she wore pale or puke green paper. This was
her armour. She had chosen it specifically, for she knew that this world’s con-
ditions are so rough for any-single person, even a rich person, that a person
has to make do with what she can find: this’s no world for idealism. Example:
the green paper would tear as soon as the abortion began.

They told her they were going to take her from the operating chair to her
own bed in a wheeling chair. The wheeling chair would be her transportation.
She went out to look at it. It was dying. It had once been a hack, the same as
all the hacks on grub street; now, as all the hacks, it was a full time drunk,
mumbled all the time about sex and how no longer not even never did it but
didn’t have the wherewithal or equipment to do it, and hung around with the
other bums. That is, women who’re having abortions.
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She decided that since she was setting out on the greatest adventure any
person can take, that of the Holy Grail, she ought to have a name (identity).
She had to name herself. When a doctor sticks a steel catheter into you while
you’re lying on your back and you do exactly what he and the nurses tell you
to do; finally, blessedly, you let go of your mind. Letting go of your mind is
dying. She needed a new life. She had to be named.

As we’ve said, her wheeling bed’s name was ‘Hack-kneed’ or ‘Hackneyed’,
meaning ‘once a hack’ or ‘always a hack’ or ‘a writer’ or ‘an attempt to have
an identity that always fails.” Just as ‘Hackneyed’ is the glorification or change
from non-existence into existence of ‘Hack-kneed’, so, she decided, ‘catheter’
is the glorification of “Kathy’. By taking on such a name which, being long, is
male, she would be able to become a female-male or a night-knight.

Catharsis is the way to deal with evil. She polished up her green paper.

In order to love, she had to find someone to love. “Why,” she reasoned
to herself, ‘do I have to love someone in order to love? Hasn’t loving a man
brought me to this abortion or state of death?’

‘Why can’t I just love?’ -

‘Because every verb to be realised needs its object. Otherwise, having noth-
Ing to see, it can’t see itself or be. Since love is sympathy or communication,
I need an object which is both subject and object: to love, I must love a soul.
Can a soul exist without a body? Is physical separate from mental? Just as
love’s object is the appearance of love; so the physical realm is the appearance
of the godly: the mind is the body. This’s why I’'m having an abortion. So I
can love.” This’s how Don Quixote decided to save the world.

What did this knight-to-be look like? All of the women except for two
were middle-aged and dumpy. One of the young women was an English
rose. The other young woman, wearing a long virginal dress, was about 19
years old and Irish. She had packed her best clothes and jewels and told her
family she was going to a wedding. She was innocent: during her first inter-
nal, she had learned she was pregnant. When she reached London airport,
the taxi-drivers, according to their duty, by giving her the run-around, made
a lot of money. Confused, she either left her bag in a taxi or someone stole it.
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Her main problem, according to her, wasn’t the abortion or the lost luggage,
but how to ensure neither her family nor any of her friends ever found out she
had had an abortion, for in Ireland an abortion is a major crime.

Why didn’t Don Quixote resemble these women? Because to Don Quix-
ote, having an abortion is a method of becoming a knight and saving the
world. This is a vision. In English and most European societies, when a wom-
an becomes a knight, being no longer anonymous she receives a name. She’s
able to have adventures and save the world.

‘Which of you was here first?” the receptionist asked. Nobody answered. The
women were shy. The receptionist turned to the night-to-be. ‘Well, you’re nearest to
me. Give me your papers! :

T can't give you any papers because I don't have an identity yet. I didn't go to
Oxford or Cambridge and 'm not English. This’s why your law says I have to stay in
the inn overnight. As soon as you dub me a knight—by tomorrow morning—and I
have a name, I'll be able to give you my papers.

The receptionist, knowing that all women who're about to have abortionsre cra-
zy, assured the woman her abortion’ld be over by nighttime. ‘I, myself; the recep-
tionist confided, ‘used to be mad. I refuse to be a woman the way I was supposed to
be. I travelled all over the world, looking for trouble. I prostituted myself, ran a few
drugs—nothing hard—, exposed my genitalia to strange men while picking their
pockets, broke-and-entered, lied to the only men I loved, told the men I didn’t love
the truth that T could never love them, fucked one man after another while telling
each man I was being faithful to him alone, fucked men over, for, by fucking me over,
they had taught me how to fuck them over. Generally, I was a bitch.

‘Then I'learned the error of my ways. I retired... from myself. Here... this little job
.. 'm living off the income and property of others. Rather dead income and prop-
erty. Like any good bourgeois; ending her introduction. “This place; throwing open
her hands, ‘our sanctus sanitarium, is all of your place of safety. Here, we will save
you. All of you who want to share your money with us The receptionist extended
her arms. ‘All night our nurses’ll watch over you, and in the morning; to Don Quix-
ote, ‘you'll be a night; The receptionist asked the knight-to-be for her cash.

Tm broke;
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Why?

‘Why should I pay for an abortion? An abortion is nothing’

“You must know that nothing’s free

Since her whole heart was wanting to be a knight, she handed over the money
and prayed to the Moon, ‘Suck her, Oh Lady mine, this vassal heart in this first en-
counter; let not Your favour and protection fail me in the peril in which for the first
time I now find myself?

Then she lay down on the hospital bed in the puke green paper they had given
her. Having done this, she gathered up her armour, the puke green paper, again start-
ed pacing nervously up and down in the same calm manner as before.

She paced for three hours until they told her to piss again. This was the manner
in which she pissed: ‘For women, Oh Woman who is all women who is my beauty,
give me strength and vigour. Turn the eyes of the strength and wonderfulness of
all women upon this one female, the female who's trying, at least you can say that
for her this female who's locked up in the hospital and thus must pass through so
formidable an adventure’

One hour later they told her to climb up pale and green-carpeted stairs. But she
spoke so vigorously and was so undaunted in her being that she struck terror into
those who were assailing her. For this reason they ceased attacking the knight-to-be:
they told her to lie down on a narrow black-leather padded slab. A clean white sheet
covered the slab. Her ass, especially, should lie in a crack.

‘What's going to happen now?’ Don Quixote asked.
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JEAN GENET
THE THIEF’S JOURNAL

1949
translated by BERNARD FRECHTMAN

Brno—or Briinn—is a city in Czechoslovakia. I arrived there on foot, in
the rain, after crossing the Austrian border at Retz. Some petty thefts in
stores kept me going for a few days but I was without friends, astray amidst
a nervous people. I would have liked, however, to rest a while after my
turbulent trip through Serbia and Austria, after my flight from the police
of those countries and from certain accomplices who were out to get me.
Brno is a wet, dismal city, oppressed by the smoke of factories and the
color of stones. My soul would have relaxed there, grown languid, as in a
room whose shutters have been drawn, if only I could have gone a few days
without worrying about money. German and Czech were spoken in Brno.
There was a kind of war going on among rival groups of young street sing-
ers. A group which sang in German invited me to join them. There were six
of us. I took up the collection and handled the money.

Three of my companions played the guitar, one the accordion and the other
sang. One foggy day, as I was leaning against a wall, I watched the group
as they gave a concert. One of the guitarists was about twenty years old. He
was blonde and was wearing a plaid shirt and a pair of corduroy trousers.
Beauty is rare in Brno; I was charmed by his face. I stood and looked at
him for a long time and I caught him exchanging a smile of understanding
with a fat, pink-cheeked man who was very conservatively dressed and
was holding a leather briefcase. As I walked away, I wondered whether
the young men realized that their companion made himself available to the
city’s rich queers. I walked away, but I made it my business to see them a

number of times at various street conrners. None of them were from Brno
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