The Fish

I caught a tremendous fish

and held him beside the boat
half out of water, with my hook
fast in a corner of his mouth.
He didn’t fight.

He hadn’t fought at all.

He hung a grunting weight,
battered and venerable

and homely. Here and there

his brown skin hung in strips
like ancient wallpaper,

and its pattern of darker brown
was like wallpaper:

shapes like full-blown roses
stained and lost through age.
He was speckled with barnacles,
fine rosettes of lime,

and infested

with tiny white sea-lice,

and underneath two or three
rags of green weed hung down.
While his gills were breathing in
the terrible oxygen

—the frightening gills,

fresh and crisp with blood,

that can cut so badly—

I thought of the coarse white flesh
packed in like feathers,

the big bones and the little bones,
the dramatic reds and blacks

of his shiny entrails,

and the pink swim-bladder

like a big peony.

I looked into his eyes
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which were far larger than mine
but shallower, and yellowed,
the irises backed and packed
with tarnished tinfoil

seen through the lenses

of old scratched isinglass.

They shifted a little, but not

to return my stare.

—It was more like the tipping
of an object toward the light.

I admired his sullen face,

the mechanism of his jaw,

and then I saw

that from his lower lip

—if you could call it a lip—
grim, wet, and weaponlike,
hung five old pieces of fish-line,
or four and a wire leader

with the swivel still attached,
with all their five big hooks
grown firmly in his mouth.

A green line, frayed at the end
where he broke it, two heavier lines,
and a fine black thread

still crimped from the strain and snap
when it broke and he got away.
Like medals with their ribbons
frayed and wavering,

a five-haired beard of wisdom
trailing from his aching jaw.

I stared and stared

and victory filled up

the little rented boat,

from the pool of bilge

where oil had spread a rainbow
around the rusted engine

to the bailer rusted orange,

the sun-cracked thwarts,

the oarlocks on their strings,

the gunnels—until everything
was rainbow, rainbow, rainbow!
And I let the fish go.



JANEY WRIGHT

Lying in a Hammock
at William Duffy’s Farm
in ng Island anesota

Over my head, I see the bronze butterfly,

" Asleep on the black trunk,

Blowing like a leaf in green shadow.
Down the ravine behind the empty house,
The cowbells follow one another

Into the distances of the afternoon.

To my right, .
In a field of sunlight between two pines,

- The droppings of last year’s horses

Blaze up into golden stones.

I lean back, as the evening darkens and comes on.”
A chicken hawk floats over, looking for home.

I have wasted my life.
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COULD HAVE

It could have happened.

It had to happen.

It happened earlier. Later.
Nearer. Farther off.

It happened, but not to you.

You were saved because you were the first.
You were saved because you were the last.
Alone. With others.

On the right. The left. '
Because it was raining. Because of the shade.
Because the day was sunny.

You were in luck—there was a forest.

You were in luck—there were no trees.

You were in luck—a rake, a hook, a beam, a brake,

a jamb, a turn, a quarter inch, an instant.

You were in luck—just then a straw went floating by.

As a result, because, although, despite.

What would have happened if a hand, a foor,
within an inch, a hairsbreadth from

an unfortunate coincidence.

So you're here? Still dizzy from another dodge, close shave,
reprieve?

One hole in the net and you slipped through?

I couldn’t be more shocked or speechless.

Listen,

how your heart pounds inside me.

()
&




Camo enna

S e

by e /el

At Work

On slow wings the marsh hawk is patrolling
possibility — soaring, sliding down almost to ground level,
twisting suddenly at something in the marsh hay or dune grass,
their autumnal colours snagging his eye
where he finds the slightest aberration, any stir
that isn’t the wind’s, and abruptly plunges on it.

Then,
if he’s lucky — and that scuttling minutiae of skin and innards,
its hot pulse hammering, isn’t— he will settle there
and take in what's happened: severing the head first,
then ripping the bright red strings that keep the blood in check,
then eyes, gizzard, heart, and so to the bones, cracking
and snapping each one — that moved so swift and silent
and sure of itself, only a minute ago, in the sheltering grass.



Sartre in What is Literature?
(regarding the 1945-47 period)

We were not unaware thata time would come when historians would be able to
survey from all angles this stretch of time which we lived feverishly minute by
minute... But the irreversibility of our age belonged only to us. We had to save
ourselves in this irreversible time. These events pounded upon us like thieves and
we had to do our job in the face of the incomprehensible and untenable, to bet, to
conjecture, without evidence, to undertake in uncertainty and persevere without
hope. Our age would be explained, but no one could keep it from having been
inexplicable to us.
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image fashioned in his likeness. The unconscious drive (Trieb) through
magic is endowed with the character “repressed” or “condemned,” which
completely pervades it, colors it, and magically provokes its symbol.
ism. Similarly the conscious phenomenon is entirely colored by its Sym-
bolic meaning although it can not apprehend this meaning by itself in
clear consciousness. LT
Aside from its inferiority in principle, the explanation by magic does
not avoid the coexistence—on the level of the unconscious, on that of the
censor, and on that of consciousness—of two contradictory, complement-.
ary structures which reciprocally imply and destroy each other. Proponents
of the theory have hypostasized and “reified” bad faith; they have not
escaped it. This is what has inspired a Viennese psychiatrist, Steckel, to
depart from the psychoanalytical tradition and to write in La femme frig-
ide:® “Every time that I have been able to carry my investigations far
enough, I have established that the crux of the psychosis was conscious.”
In addition the cases which he reports in his work bear witness to a patho-
logical bad faith which the Freudian doctrine can not account for. There
is the question, for example, of women whom marital infidelity has made
frigid; that is, they succeed in hiding from themselves not complexes
deeply sunk in half physiological darkness, but acts of conduct which are ;
objectively discoverable, which they can not fail to record at the moment
when they perform them. Frequently in fact the husband reveals to Stec
kel that his wife has given objective signs of pleasure, but the woman when :
questioned will fiercely deny them. Here we find a pattern ot distraction.
Admissions which Steckel was able to draw out inform us that these patho- ;
logically frigid women apply themselves to becoming distracted in advance )
from the pleasure which they dread; many for example at the time of the
sexual act, turn their thoughts away toward their daily occupations, make
up their household accounts. Will anyone speak of an unconscious here?
Yet if the frigid woman thus distracts her consciousness from the pleasure
which she experiences, it is by no means cynically and in full agreement
with herself; it is in order to prove to herself that she is frigid. We have in
fact to deal with a phenomenon of bad faith since the efforts taken in
order not to be present to the experienced pleasure imply the recognition
that the pleasure is experienced; they imply it in order to deny it. But
Wwe are no longer on the ground of psychoanlysis. Thus on the one hand
the explanation by means of the unconscious, due to the fact that it
breaks the psychic unity, can not account for the facts which at fizst sight
1t appeared to explain. And on the other hand, there exists an infinity of
types of behavior in bad faith which explicitly reject this kind of explana-
tion because their essence implies that they can appear only in the trans-
lucency of consciousness. We find that the problem which we had at-
tempted to resolve is still untouched. ,

8N.R.F. '

II. PATTERNS OF BAD FAITH'

Ir we wish to get out of this difficulty, we should examine more closely
the patterns of bad faith and attempt a description of them. This descrip-
tion will permit us perhaps to fix more exactly the conditions for the possi-
bility of bad faith; that is, to reply to the quéstion we raised at the outset:
“What must be the being of man if he is to be capable of bad faith?”

Take the example of a woman who has consented to go out with a parti-
cular man for the first time, She knows very well the intentions which the
man who is speaking to her cherishes regarding her. She knows also that it
will be necessary sooner or later for her to make a decision. But she does
not want to realize the urgency; she concerns herself only with what is
respectful and discreet in the attitude of her companion. She does not
apprehend this conduct as an attempt to achieve what we call “the first
approach;” that is, she does not want to see possibilities of temporal devel-
opment which his conduct presents. She restricts this behavior to what is
in the present; she does not wish to read in the phrases which he addresses
to her anything other than their explicit meaning. If he says to her, “I find
you so attractivel” she disarms this phrase of its sexual background; she
attaches to the conversation and to the behavior of the speaker, the im-
mediate meanings, which she imagines as objective qualities. The man who
is speaking to her appears to her sincere and respectful as the table is round
Or square, as the wall coloring is blue or gray. The qualities thus attached
to the person she is listening to are in this way fixed in a permanence like
that of things, which is no other than the projection of the strict present
of the qualities into the temporal flux. This is because she does not quite
know what she wants. She is profoundly aware of the desire which she
inspires, but the desire cruel and naked would humiliate and horrify her.
Yet she would find no charm in a respect which would be only respect.
In order to satisfy her, there must be a feeling which is addressed wholly to
her personality—i.e., to her full freedom—and which would be a recogni-
tion of her freedom. But at the same time this feeling must be wholly de-
sire; that is, it must address itself to her body as object. This time then she
refuses to apprehend the desire for what it is; she does not even give it a
name; she recognizes it only to the extent that it transcends itself toward
admiration, esteemn, respect and that it is wholly absorbed in the more
refined forms which it produces, to the extent of no longer figuring any-
more as a sort of warmth and density. But then suppose he takes her hand.
This act of her companion risks changing the situation by calling for an
immediate decision. To leave the hand there is to consent in herself to
flirt, to engage herself. To withdraw it is to break the troubled and un-
Stable harmony which gives the hour its charm. The aim is to postpone
the moment of decision as long as possible. We know what happens next;
the young woman leaves her hand there, but she does not notice that she

B N RS,




BAD FAITH - g

“faith, throws us first into full transcendence in order suddenly to-imprison
us within the narrow limits of our factual essénce. We will discover this
structure again in the famous sentence: “He has become what he was” or
inits no less famous opposite: “Eternity at last changes each man into him-
self.”® It is well understood that these various formulae have only the
appearance of bad faith; they have been conceived in this paradoxical
form explicitly to shock the mind and discountenance it by an enigma.
But it is precisely this appearance which is of concern to us. What counts
here is that the formulae do not constitute new, solidly structured ideas;
on the contrary, they are formed 50 as to remain in perpetual disintegration
and so that we may slide at any time from naturalisti¢ present to tran-
scendence and vice versa. -
- We can see the use which bad faith can make of these judgments which
all aim at establishing that I am not what I am. If I were only what I ami; I
could, for example, seriously consider an adverse criticism which someone
makes of me, question myself scrupulously, and perhaps be compelled to
recognize the truth in it. But thanks to transcendence, I'am not subject
. toall that Iam. I do not even have to discuss the justice of the reproach. As
Suzanne says to Figaro, “To prove that I am right would be to recognize
- that I can be wrong.” I am on a plane where no reproach can touch me
© since what I really am is my transcendence. I flee from myself, I escape
- myself, I leave my tattered garment in the hands of the fault-finder. But
the ambiguity necessary for bad faith comes from the fact that I affirm here
~ that I am my transcendence in the mode of being of a thing. It is only
. thus, in fact, that I can feel that I escape all reproaches. It is in the sense
- that our young woman purifies the desire of anything humiliating by being
willing to consider it only as pure transcendence, which she avoids even
- naming. But inversely “I Am Too Great for Myself,” while showing our
. transcendence changed into facticity, is the source of an infinity of excuses
' for our failures or our weaknesses. Similarly the young coquette maintains
. transcendence to the extent that the respect, the esteem manifested by
the actions of her admirer are already on the plane of the transcenderit.
- But she arrests this transcendence, she glues it down with all the facticity
. of the present; respect is nothing other than respect, it is an arrested sut-
Passing which no longer surpasses itself toward anything.
*  But although this metastable concept of “transcendence-facticity” is
- one of the most basic instruments of bad faith, it is not the only one of its
- kind. We can equally well use another kind of duplicity derived from hu-
man reality which we will express roughly by saying that its being-for-itself
mplies complementarily a being-for-others. Upon any one of my conducts
t is always possible to converge two looks, mine and that of the Other.
& conduct will not present exactly the same structure in each case. But
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is leaving it. She does not notice because it happens by chance that she i
at this moment all intellect. She draws her companion up to the-most lof
regions of sentimental speculation; she speaks of Life, of her life, she shows
herself in her essential aspect—a personality, a consciousness. And during
this time the divorce of the body from the soul is accomplished; the hand
rests inert between the warm hands of her companion—neither consenting
nor resisting—a thing.

We shall say that this woman is in bad faith. But we see immediately
that she uses various procedures in order to maintain herself in this bad
faith. She has disarmed the actions of her companion by reducing them to
being only what they are; that is, to existing in the mode of the in-tself.. .
But she permits herself to enjoy his desire, to the extent that she will ap-
prehend it as not being what it is, will recognize its transcendence. Finally
while sensing profoundly the presence of her own body—to the degree of
being disturbed perhaps—she realizes herself as not being her own body,
and she contemplates it as though from above as a passive object to which
events can happen but which can neither provoke them nor avoid them
because all its possibilities are outside of it. What unity do we find in these
various aspects of bad faith? It is a certain art of forming contradictory
concepts which unite in themselves both an idea and the negation of that
idea. The basic concept which is thus engendered, utilizes the double
property of the human being, who is at once a facticity and a transcen-
dence. These two aspects of human reality are and ought to be capable
of a valid coordination. But bad faith does not wish either to coordinate
them nor to surmount them in a synthesis. Bad faith seeks to affirm
their identity while preserving their differences. It must affirm facticity
as being transcendence and transcendence as being facticity, in such a way
that at the instant when a person apprehends the one, he can find him-
self abruptly faced with the other.

We can find the prototype of formulae of bad faith in certain famous
expressions ‘which have been rightly conceived to produce their whole
effect in a spirit of bad faith. Take for example the title of a work by
Jacques Chardonne, Love Is Much More than Love.* We see here how
unity is established between present love in its facticity—“the contact of
two skins,” sensuality, egoism, Proust’s mechanism of jealousy, Adler’s
battle of the sexes, etc.—and love as transcendence—Mauriac’s “river of
fire,” the longing for the infinite, Plato’s eros, Lawrence’s deep cosmic
intuition, etc. Here we leave facticity to find ourselves suddenly beyond
the present and the factual condition of man, beyond the psychological, in
the heart of metaphysics. On the other hand, the title of a play by Sar
ment, I Am Too Great for Myself,5 which also presents characters in bad

4 L'amour, c’est beaucoup plus que Pamour.
5 Je suis trop grand pour moi.

" 811 est devenu ce qu'il était.
Tel qu'en lui-méme enfin I'éternité le change.
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of this look is not a fact in the world, and this is what makes me uncom
fortable. Although I make smiles, promises, threats, nothing can get ho]
of the approbation, the free judgment which I seek; I know that it i al
ways beyond. I sense it in my very attitude, which is no longer like that o
the worker toward the things he uses as instruments. My reactions, to the
extent that I project myself toward the Other, are no longer for myscl
but are rather mere presentations; they await being constituted as grace
ful or uncouth, sincere or insincere, etc., by an apprehension which is al
ways beyond my efforts to provoke, an apprehension which will be pro-
voked by my efforts only if of itself it lends them force (that is, only in so
far as it causes itself to be provoked from the outside), which is its own
mediator with the transcedent. Thus the objective fact of the being-in- :
itself of the consciousness of the Other is posited in order to disappear in
negativity and in freedom: consciousness of the Other is as not-being;
its being-in-itself “here and now” is not-to-be.

Consciousness of the Other is what it is not.

Furthermore the being of my own consciousness does not appear to me
as the consciousnes of the Other. It is because it makes itsclf, since its
being is consciousness of being. But this means that making sustains being;
consciousness has to be its own being, it is never sustained by being; it
sustains being in the heart of subjectivity, which means once again that it
is inhabited by being but that it is not being: consciousness is not what
it Is.

Under these conditions what can be the significance of the ideal of
sincerity except as a task impossible to achieve, of which the very
meaning is in contradiction with the structure of my consciousness. To be
sincere, we said, is to be what one is. That supposes that I am not originally
what I am. But here naturally Kant’s “You ought, therefore you can” is
implicitly understood. I can become sincere; this is what my duty and my
effort to achieve sincerity imply. But we definitely establish that the
original structure of “not being what one is” renders impossible in advance
all movement toward being in itself or “being what one is.” And this
impossibility is not hidden from consciousness; on the contrary, it is the
very stuff of consciousness; it is the embarrasing constraint which we
constantly experience; it is our very incapacity to recognize ourselves, to
constitute ourselves as being what we are. It is this necessity which means
that, as soon as we posit ourselves as a certain being, by a legitimate judg-
ment, based on inner experience or correctly deduced from a priori or
empirical premises, then by that very positing we surpass this being
and that not toward another being but toward emptiness, toward nothing.-

How then can we blame another for not being sincere or rejoice in our
own sincerity since this sincerity appears to us at the same time to be.
impossible? How can we in conversation, in confession, in introspection, .
even attempt sincerity since the effort will by its very nature be doomed
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to failure and since at the very time when we announce it we have a pre-
judicative comprehension of its futility? In introspection I try to deter-
mine exactly what I am, to make up my mind to be my true self without
delay—even though it means consequently to set about searching for ways
to change myself. But what does this mean if not that I am constituting
myself as a thing? Shall I determine the ensemble of purposes and moti-
vations which have pushed me to do this or that action? But this is al- -
ready to postulate a causal determinism which constitutes the flow of my
states of consciousness as a succession of physical states. Shall I uncover in
* myself “drives,” even though it be to affirm them in shame? But is this
- not deliberately to forget that these drives are realized with my consent,
that they are not forces of nature but that I lend them their efficacy by a
perpetually renewed decision concerning their value. Shall I pass judg-
ment on my character, on my nature? Is this not to veil from myself at that
moment what I know only too well, that I thus judge a past to which
by definition my present is not subject? The proof of this is that the same
man who in sincerity posits that he is what in actuality he was, is indig-
- nant at the reproach of another and tries to disarm it by asserting that he
- can no longer be what he was. We are readily astonished and upset when
the penalties of the court affect a man who in his new freedom is no
longer the guilty person he was. But at the same time we require of this
man that he recognize himself as being this guilty one. What then is
sincerity except precisely a phenomenon of bad faith? Have we not shown
indeed that in bad faith human reality is constituted as a being which is
what it is not and which is not what it is?.

Let us take an example: A homosexual frequently has an intolerable
feeling of guilt, and his whole existence is determined i Telafion o This
feeling. One will readily foresee that he is in bad faith. In fact it frequently
happens that this man, while recognizing his homosexual inclination,
while avowing each and every particular misdeed which he has committed,
refuses with all his strength to consider himself “a paederast.” His case is
always “different,” peculiar; there enters into it something of a game,
of chance, of bad luck; the mistakes are all in the past; they are explained by
a certain conception of the beautiful which women can not satisfy; we
should see in them the results of a restless search, rather than the manifes-
tations of a deeply rooted tendency, etc., etc. Here is assuredly a man in
bad faith who borders on the comic since, acknowledging all the facts
which are imputed to him, he refuses to draw from them the conclusion

then he will show himself indulgent: that the guilty one recognize himself
3 guilty, that the homosexual declare frankly—whether humbly or boast-
fully matters little—“I am a paederast.” We ask here: Who is in bad faith?
The homosexual or the champion of sincerity? . . ‘
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the friend should return it to him subsequently—like a suzerain to his
assal. The champion of sincerity is in bad faith to the degree that in
order %{reassurc himself, he pretends to judge, to the extent that he
demand3 that freedom as freedom constitute itself as a thing. We have
herc only one episode in that battle to the death of consciousnesses which
Hegel calls “the relation of the master and the slave.” A person appeals
to another and decmands that in the name of his nature as consciousness
he should radically destroy himself as consciousness, but while making
this appeal he leads the other to hope for a rebirth beyond this destruction.

. Very well, someone will say, but our man is abusing sincerity, playing
one side against the other. We should not look for sincerity in the relation
of the Mit-sein but rather where it is pure—in the relations of a person
with himself. But who can not see that objective sincerity is constituted
in‘the same way? Who can not see that the sincere man constitutes him-
self as a thing in order to escape the condition of a thing by the same
act of sincerity? The man who confesses that he is evil has exchanged
his disturbing “freedom-for-evil” for an inanimate character of evil; he is
evil, he clirigs to himself, he is what he is. But by the same stroke, he
escapes from that thing, since it is he who contemplates it, since it de-
pends on him to maintain it under his glance or to let it collapse in an
infinity of particular acts. He derives a merit from his sincerity, and the de-
serving man is not the evil man as he is evil but as he is beyond his evilness.
At the same time the evil is disarmed since it is nothing, save on the plane
of determinism, and since in confessing it, I posit my freedom in respect
to it; my future is virgin; everything is allowed to me.

Thus the essential structure of sincerity does not differ from that of
bad faith since the sincere man constitutes himself as what he is in order
not to be it. This explains the truth recognized by all that one can fall
into bad faith through being sincere. As Valéry pointed out, this is the
case with Stendhal. Total, constant sincerity as a constant effort to adhere
to oneself is by nature a constant effort to dissociate oneself from oneself.
A person frees himself from himself by the very act by which he makes
himself an object for himself. To draw up a perpetual inventory of what
one is means constantly to redeny oneself and to take refuge in a sphere
where one is no longer anything but a pure, free regard. The goal of bad
faith, as we said, is to put onesclf out of reach; it is an escape. Now we see
that we must use the same terms to define sincerity. What does this mean?
. In the final analysis the goal of sincerity and the goal of bad faith are not
so different. To be sure, there is a sincerity which bears on the past and
which does not concern us here; I am sincere if I confess having had this
pleasure or that intention. We shall see that if this sincerity is possible,
it is because in his fall into the past, the being of man is constituted as a
being-in-itself. But here our concern is only with the sincerity which aims
at itself in present'immanence. What is its goal? To bring me to confess
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The homosexual recognizes his faults, but he struggles with all hjg
strength against the crushing view that his mistakes constitute for him
destiny. He does not wish to let himself be considered as a thing. He hag
an obscurc but strong feeling that an homosexual is not an homosexua]
as this table is a table or as this red-haired man is red-haired. It seems t
him that he has escaped from each mistake as soon as he has posited i
and recognized it; he even fecls that the psychic duration by itself cleanses
him from each misdeed, constitutes for him an undetermined future,
causes him to be born anew. Is he wrong? Does he not recognize in him
self the peculiar, irreducible character of human reality? His attitud
includes then an undeniable comprehension of truth. But at the same tim,
he needs this perpetual rebirth, this constant escape in order to live; he
must constantly put himself beyond reach in order to avoid the terrible
judgment of collectivity. Thus he plays on the word being. He would be
right actually if he understood the phrase, “I am not a paederast” in the :
sense of “I am not what I am.” That is, if he declared to himself, “To the
extent that a pattern of conduct is defined as the conduct of a paederast
and to the extent that I have adopted this conduct, I am a paederast. But
to the extent that human reality can not be finally defined by patterns of :
conduct, I am not one.” But instead he slides surreptitiously towards a +
different connotation of the word “being.” He understands “not being’
in the sense of “not-being-in-itsclf.” He lays claim to “not being a paeder
ast” in the sense in which this table is not an inkwell. He is in bad faith

But the champion of sincerity is not ignorant of the transcendence of
human reality, and he knows how at need to appeal to it for his own
advantage. He makes use of it even and brings it up in the present argu-
ment. Does he not wish, first in the name of sincerity, then of freedom,
that the homosexual reflect on himself and acknowledge himself as an
homosexual? Does he not let the other understand that such a confes
sion will win indulgence for him? What does this mean if not that the
man who will acknowledge himself as an homosexual will no longer be
the same as the homosexual whom he acknowledges being and that he -
will escape.into the region of freedom and of good will? The critic asks
the man then to be what he is in order no longer to be what he is. It is the
profound meaning of the saying, “A sin confessed is half pardoned.” The
critic demands of the guilty one that he constitute himself as a thing, pre-
ciscly in order no longer to treat him as a thing. And this contradiction
is constitutive of the demand of sincerity. Who can not see how offensive
to the Other and how reassuring for me is a statement such as, “He’s '
just a paederast,” which removes a disturbing freedom from a trait and
which aims at henceforth constituting all the acts of the Other as conse-
quences following strictly from his essence. That is actually what the
critic is demanding of his victim—that he constitute himself as a thing,
that he should entrust his freedom to his friend as a fief, in order that




_ oats, and of all the ce-

i ik

A .
Al nelniin e

Laws Concerning Food and Drink;
Household Principles;
Lamentations of the Father

by IAN FRAZIER

F the beasts of

the field, and of

the fishes of the
sea, and of all foods that
are acceptable in my
sight you may eat, but
not in the living room.
Of the hoofed animals,
broiled or ground into
burgers, you may eat,
but not in the living
room. Of the cloven-
hoofed animal, plain or
with cheese, you may
eat, but not in the liv-
ing room. Of the cereal
grains, of the corn and
of the wheat and of the

reals that are of bright
color and unknown
provenance you may
eat, but not in the liv-
ing room. Of the quies-
cently frozen dessert
and of all frozen after-
meal treats you may
eat, but absolutely not
in the living room. Of
the juices and other
beverages, yes, even of
those in sippy-cups,
you may drink, but not
in the living room, neither may you carry such therein. In-
deed, when you reach the place where the living room carpet
begins, of any food or beverage there you may not eat, nei-
ther may you drink.

But if you are sick, and are lying down and watching
something, then may you eat in the living room.

THE ATLANTIC MONTHLY

Laws When at Table

And if you are seat-
ed in your high chair,
or in a chair such as a
greater person might
use, keep your Iegs
and feet below you
as they were. Neither
raise up your knees,
nor place your feet
upon the table, for that
is an abomination to
me. Yes, even when
you have an interest-
ing bandage to show,
your feet upon the table
are an abomination,
and worthy of rebuke.
Drink your milk as it
is given you, neither
use on it any utensils,
nor fork, nor knife,
nor spoon, for that is
not what they are for;
if you will dip your
blocks in the milk, and
lick it off, you will be
sent away. When you
have drunk, let the
empty cup then remain
upon the table, and do
not bite it upon its edge
and by your teeth hold
it to your face in order to make noises in it sounding like a
duck; for you will be sent away.

When you chew your food, keep your mouth closed until
you have swallowed, and do not open it to show your broth-
er or your sister what is within; I say to you, do not so, even
if your brother or your sister has done the same to you. Eat
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your food only; do not eat that which is not food; neither
seize the table between your jaws, nor use the raiment of the
table to wipe your lips. I say again to you, do not touch it,
but leave it as it is. And though your stick of carrot does in-
deed resemble a marker, draw not with it upon the table,
even in pretend, for we do not do that, that is why. And
though the pieces of broccoli are very like small trees, do
not stand them upright to make a forest, because we do not
do that, that is why. Sit just as I have told you, and do not

lean to one side or the other, nor slide down until you are’

nearly slid away. Heed me; for if you sit like that, your hair
will go into the syrup. And now behold, even as I have said,
it has come to pass.

Laws Pertaining to Deésert

For we judge between the plate that is unclean and the
plate that is clean, saying first, if the plate is clean, then you
shall have dessert. But of the unclean plate, the laws are
these: If you have eaten most of your meat, and two bites of
your peas with each bite consisting of not less than three
peas each, or in total six peas, eaten where I can see, and
you have also eaten enough of your potatoes to fill two
forks, both forkfuls eaten where I can see, then you shall
have dessert. But if you eat a lesser number of peas, and yet
you eat the potatoes, still you shall not have dessert; and if
you eat the peas, yet leave the potatoes uneaten, you shall
not have dessert, no, not even a small portion thereof. And if
you try to deceive by moving the potatoes or peas around
with a fork, that it may appear you have eaten what you have
not, you will fall into iniquity. And I will know, and you
shall have no dessert.

On Screaming

Do not scream; for it is as if you scream all the time. If
you are given a plate on which two foods you do not wish to
touch each other are touching each other, your voice rises
up even to the ceiling, while you point to the offense with
the finger of your right hand; but I say to you, scream not,
only remonstrate gently with the server, that the server may
correct the fault. Likewise if you receive a portion of fish
from which every piece of herbal seasoning has not been
scraped off, and the herbal seasoning is loathsome to you,
and steeped in vileness, again I say, refrain from screaming.
Though the vileness overwhelm you, and cause you a faint
unto death, make not that sound from within your throat,
neither cover your face, nor press your fingers to your nose.
For even now I have made the fish as it should be behold, I
eat of it myself, yet do not die.

Concerning Face and Hands

Cast your countenance upward to the light, and lift your
eyes to the hills, that I may more easily wash you off. For
the stains are upon you; even to the very back of your head,
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there is rice thereon. And in the breast pocket of your gar-
ment, and upon the tie of your shoe, rice and other fragments
are distributed in a manner wonderful to see. Only hold
yourself still; hold still, I say. Give each finger in its turn for
my examination thereof, and also each thumb. Lo, how i iniq-
uitous they appear. What I do is as it must be; and you shall
not go hence until I have done.

Various Other Laws, Statutes, and Ordinances

Bite not, lest you be cast into quiet time. Neither drink
of your own bath water, nor of bath water of any kind; nor
rub your feet on bread, even if it be in the package; nor rub
yourself agamst cars, nor against any building; nor eat
sand.

Leave the cat alone, for what has the cat done, that you
should so afflict it with tape? And hum not that humming in
your nose as I read, nor stand between the light and the
book. Indeed, you will drive me to madness. Nor forget what
I said about the tape.

Complaints and Lamentations

O my children, you are disobedient. For when I tell you
what you must do, you argue and dispute hotly even to the
littlest detail; and when I do not accede, you cry out, and
hit and kick. Yes, and even sometimes do you spit, and
shout “stupid-head” and other blasphemies, and hit and
kick the wall and the molding thereof when you are sent to
the corner. And though the law teaches that no one shall be
sent to the corner for more minutes than he has years of
age, yet I would leave you there all day, so mighty am I in
anger. But upon being sent to the corner you ask straight-
away, “Can I come out?” and I reply, “No, you may not
come out.” And again you ask, and again I give the same .
reply. But when you ask again a third time, then you may
come out.

Hear me, O my children, for the bills they kill me. I pay
and pay again, even to the twelfth time in a year, and yet
again they mount higher than before. For our health, that we
may be covered, I give six hundred and twenty talents
twelve times in a year; but even this covers not the fifteen
hundred deductible for each member of the family within a
calendar year. And yet for ordinary visits we still are not
covered, nor for many medicines, nor for the teeth within
our mouths. Guess not at what rage is in my mind, for sure-
ly you cannot know.

For I will come to you at the first of the month and at the
fifteenth of the month with the bills and a great whining
and moan. And when the month of taxes comes, I will de-
cry the wrong and unfairness of it, and mourn with wine
and ashtrays, and rend my receipts. And you shall remem-
ber that I am that I am: before, after, and until you are
twenty-one. Hear me then, and avoid me in my wrath, O
children of me. @
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