
EDWARD ALFRED GIKA 

A call to arms (Sinking of the Belgrano) 

This is a piece of real fict ion. Fiction because I sit at a 
typewriter i nventing it, real ity for the same reasons. It is a 
story that is no story because it has no end. I am death ly 
afraid of endi ngs, that is why al l  my stories end i n  a death. 
The end of any story is its own death. This is a story of a 
beg i n n i ng. It is a piece of real fiction. Its theme is paradox. 

In the kitchen stands my father. He is pee l ing large 
on ions and tossing them i nto a deep stew pot. He is crying 
tossi ng the sheaths i n  a desperate violence. Tomorrow I 
leave for the islands to l ive out my theme. 

The reports said that four-hundred and thirty-six sailors 
are lost at sea. Four-hundred and thirty-six stories have 
come to an end but these are not true endi ngs. 

***** 

I am that I am. I am everyman and yet no man. I was 
born Argentine, bred to be American, branded a Jew, 
betrothed to an Engl ish g irl. 

I see myself ki l l i ng  Keats, Shel ley and Shakespeare on 
some frozen rock of an is land. The poetry of fut i le b lood 
splattered not on the page, but on the cracks of rock and 
fi lm  of sea. The blood f loats l ike spi lt o i l. Al l  else is sunk. 

***** 

My fathers eyel ids are th ick l ike onion sheaths. He 
knows what I am writing  about. He knows where my story 
ends and he is afraid. The stew is sizzl i ng. It makes a sound 
l ike the whirr of an electric typewriter. I t  crackles and pops. 

"and the guns?" he asks with a voice that crackles and 
pops, "and the guns?" 

***** 
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I go to fight in  a war, where the fi rst pain  is one of 
regret. My notice came yesterday. Wh ite cardboard and 
green ink. The seal was official. A green seal stamped on 
the forehead of fou r- h u n d red and th i rty-six men. A seal 
embedded so deep it has damaged the i r  dead reason. I 
feel  my own forehead hot with the press of g reen ink. It is 
not the stamp of salvation. I t  is the stamp of absu rdity and 
its color is appropriate. G reen boys dying on a g reen 
landscape in green u n iforms. 

***** 

"Can you tel l  me where my cou ntry l ies?" said the 
un iform to h is  true love's eyes. 

***** 

I am the theme. I am the paradox. My blood sti rs for the 
cou ntry of my b i rth. My apathy l ies in the streets of a nation 
that breeds such apathy. My faith demands isolation. My 
cu lture is the kn ife i n  the back. 

G reen men dead and green smi les question. The 
green smi les and questions of apathy. 

***** 

Eng lish eunuchs with stiff u pper l ips. Spicy boys with 
spl i ntered dicks. 

***** 

I am breaking a l l  the rules i n  one last desperate 
attem pt. I am writ ing a story about writ ing a story about 
writi ng a story. I am lost in the repetition. My characters 
never change because they are lost i n  the repetition. An 
unend i ng chaos, repeated slaug hter. L ife is  a h istory book 
whose f i rst page is  also the last. 
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There are only two characters i n  th is portrayal of 
absurd nature. We l ive alone. I want to spare al l  others. 

He is cooking stew. I am writ ing it. One fi nal meal 
before I go. I see that the main ingred ient is blood red. The 
only spice: salty tears. For a whi le I l ived the i l lusion that 
the idea of death is easier to face for an old man, easier to 
comprehend, to rational ize, easier to stamp with green ink  
on  one's forehead. I t  is not so. H e  tel ls me to  keep on  
typi ng, not to  stop, not to  end. 

***** 

I leave because my cousins are dying or dead. I fig ht 
and I ki l l  but I do not hate. I lack the main ingredient in the 
stew pot of war that sizzles and pops with the sounds of 
howitzers and torpedoes. I do not hate. I am Borges, 
Faulkner, Si nger and Keats rol led i nto one pi le of l imp  flesh 
clawing for a reason. Tearing at myse lf with the shears of 
phi losophy, ideology, tradit ion. I str ip away old i l lusions 
and apply the tainted mask of conviction. My death is that I 
am not convinced. Sitt ing here writ ing with the green 
stamp of death, I am not convinced by the mask The 
pai nted mask The passionless mask 

***** 

And the green smi les question g lari ng green teeth. 
And the green countries suck their bruised pride with l ips 
that grow flaccid. 

***** 

My father is  try ing to lose h imself in  a stew whose 
sauce is too th in. My father is dyi ng. H e  is scream i ng 
violently for me to keep writ ing. Not to stop. Not to end th is 
story which is no story. H is stew is th in n ing in  the real ity of 
this fiction and now the sounds come l ike lethargic bubbles 
that burst on the i nside of the l id. I burst my first i l lusion 
only to d iscover I must blow up new ones. I need new 
i l lusions, new reasons, if on ly to get through th is absurdity 
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that b inds me to every man. I shed i l l usions l i ke a snake 
only to d iscover they grow back every sum mer. The mask 
wears heavi ly. The g reen paint melts from it in the sum mer 
heat. I t  needs a new coat. 

***** 

H e  cal ls me to d i n ner  now. I leave the typewriter 
run n ing. He wi l l  know I am not f in ished. Again the i l l usion. 

The table is  sparsely set. A basket of mu lticolored 
napki ns, a bottle of seltzer, one of wine, a set of fork and 
spoon at  two places, a baggette of  bread. H e  is spoon ing 
thick potatoes and carrots. They break apart as  they touch 
my plate. H e  is spoon ing the stew i n  a sort of madness, 
p i l ing it on my plate. H e  doesn't look at me. Al l  h is  attention 
is focused on the pot. H is hands tremble as he keeps 
add ing to my plate. A desperate attem pt to keep me. I stare 
down at a g rowing p i le. He lad les another  spoonful. I can 
see his eyes swol len with tears. The spoon misses. I t  fal ls 
dripping on the bread. The spoon is th rown i nto the pot in 
angu ish. H e  rushes out of the kitchen. I can hear h i m  
pou nd ing h is f ists o n  the wal ls ming led with muffled cries. 
The d rowned cries of my brother and cousins a l l  banging 
the i r  fists on the wal ls. 

He retu rns with wet hands. They are rough, thick 
hands. R u n n i ng them through my ha i r, he  sits down with a 
weak s m i le. Tearing at a piece of bread, he is  talk ing about 
noth ing. Babbl ing in  a slow del i r ium. He refuses to look at 
me. 

" I t  d idn't take as long as I thought . . .  you know . . .  
usual ly an hour  .. . but I . . .  " 

H e  breaks off. H is broken Engl ish is beautifu l. I can not 
eat. There is  a l u m p  in my th roat l ike a soft broken potato. 

" I 'm sure it's good . .. " 
H e  nods h is  head with a s l ight smi le. A smi le  f i l led with 

the pain of repetition. 
" N ot so good, but it  w i l l  f i l l  the stomach". 
Words of gold spoken in broken Engl ish. Not good, but 
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it wi l l  f i l l  the stomach. He  dips the bread into the sauc 
Sudden ly he is aware of the buzzing of the typewriter. H 
looks at me. 

"You forgot to t u rn i t  off'. 
I nod. 
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