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Rabid Transit 

I ntercel l u lar s lowdown-a work stoppage to rival city 
workers and malpractice mag icians. Plans and plots con
geal l i ke so many d rops of b lood: coagu lation without 
representation. My m i nd picks u p  u nf in ished business and 
unwritten laws l i ke b urrs as I s l ide through the Cal iforn ia 
Swamp. Here we f ind the f ledg ling jeweler of words
string ing monosyl lables i n  chaot ic d isarray. 

A canyon spreads out at my feet-crags and q uag
m ires of self-doubt and delusion-coincidence is my sex
tant, Evi l  Knevi l  rides sidesaddle wh ispering " Don't worry, 
Kid, you can make th is jump deaf, du mb, and b l i nd". On the 
far s ide of the g u lf s its a typewriter with Sanskrit letters 
and a slot for q uarters. On th is s ide a woman stretches out 
her arms and with the face of a M adonna tel ls an encyclo
ped ia of l ies without ever open ing her mouth. I spend 
weeks with her-years. I writhe with compassion- ! g ive 
speeches, pass out leaflets, entreat and i mplore. I plant 
seeds of understanding for her, sprinkle ho ly water at her 
feet with the care of a monk. I pass throug h  d isease and 
famine- I thrive on it-I am almost Sai ntly with gu i lt as they 
strap her down a nd the Doctor goes at her with a vacu um 
tube. She screams out l ike a wounded ch i ld-1 jump: 
soari ng, spi n n ing, looping, arc ing-pausing to wave to the 
crowd-a half gainer, a f l ip, a twist-I fal l  wordlessly, I crash 
g loriously, I d isappear. 

Com ing up for a i r, sputteri ng in  the m i l ky froth. A d rug 
l ike moss grows up and over my bra in. Thoughts seem out 
of focus-as if v iewed through a heavy rai n. I t  is a lways 
rain i ng here; I use sex as an u mbrel la  and learn to breathe 
without oxygen. Swi mming i n  a river of f lesh-crawl ing 
tongues and schizoph re n ic logic: Vivacou r- Norwegian 
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psychopath-wait ing  for a m id nite bus d reaming of Berg
man movies and camera angles. My swamplife degeneracy 
bubbles up l i ke a tar pit and she is caught. We are so 
closely re lated it's a lmost i ncestuous-an energy ex
change, palpable as any space shot, though it won't l ight 
uP any computer matrix now i n  use, t ies a knot i n  the 
subatmospheric plane of vagrant sou ls. We fal l  together 
l i ke a rocksl ide without sayi ng a word. Whole l ifet imes, 
ent i re personal it ies bow in the face of a h igher form of 
rnagic. The rhythm of Fuck drowns out pasts and futures: 
careers d isappear, skyscrapers i mplode, fr iendsh ips dis
solve, a l l  memory melts i n  the conflagration. My body 
swel ls- nerve endings shoot skyrockets, h istories are 
rewritten i nto myths-truths i nto fantasy. Forget oaths of 
obedience-pledges of al leg iance-vows and promises: I 
surrender in  Bed, with my tongue s lash ing l ike a madman 
inside the cunt of a perfect stranger-preferably one 
whose language is g ibberish and whose delusions are 
overwhel m ing. Th is is the Real even ing news: com m u n ica
tion that the F.C.C. can only guess at. U nder a m icro
scope-reveal i ng protoplasm exchanges, in waves and 
swi rls-Electrons bounce off each other: a few cel ls of 
desperat ion for her, a few protons of sch izoph ren ia for me, 
and I swal low it a l l  in  one eager gu lp. Vivacou r, she said her 
name was, tossed arou nd l i ke d riftwood. I cou ld c l imb 
inside you and run for president or better  yet pitch a tent. 
We soar, pleasure coat ing-prodding-explodi ng. M ind
less Fuck-the cure for cancer and su icide! I come l i ke a 
truck d river-she comes down for more but a lready the 
Saloon Door swi ngs open and I walk back i n: spurs 
clang ing, a sat isfied spring i n  my step-a strut-a smirk-a 
spychic bou nce. She is sti l l  smoldering i n  several archaic 
languages when I fal l  asleep. 

Wake to the sou nds of Vivacour writh i ng and moaning 
in  her d ream l ife of audit ions and I m m ig rat ion Officers. For 
a brief i nstant she is  Someone Else: fee l i ngs well up and 
then crash in the mach ine g u n  real ization that Someone 
Else is  gone and I 'm sti l l  here, next to another abstract cu nt 
without portfol io; without a c lue. 
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I wake her gently and take her back to the bus stop i n  
plenty of t ime for Rush H our. Wonder how she makes i t  in 
Los Angeles, of a l l  p laces, without a car. 
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