
A STORY BY DAVID STERN 

^astnerr , a professor of Greek at 
C o l u m b i a U n i v e r s i t y , h a d b e e n 
m u g g e d the night before; h o w e v e r , he 
had entirely forgotten the incident by 
the t ime he a w a k e n e d the fol lowing 
morn ing . W h e n his a larm clock rang at 
seven forty-f ive, he stirred uneasi ly in 
bed , as if as tonished to d i scover h im
self there and equal ly uncer ta in if the 
bed were his o w n . He sensed disorder . 
Pul l ing the bedshee ts tightly a round 
his shou lders , he opened one eye and 
peered caut iously around the r o o m . 
His b o o k s — t h e twenty-odd shelves of 
r e d - b o u n d c lass ica l t ex t s , a r r a n g e d 
carefully in their correct chronologica l 
o rde r — had not been dis turbed; the 
papers on his desk were still neat ly 
s tacked , as he had left t hem the previ 
o u s m o r n i n g , in t h r e e p i l e s — 
m e m o r a n d a , co r r e spondence , and the 
bills which he had not yet paid; and 
a top the center of the desk , a bunch of 
roses and c h r y s a n t h e m u m s , set in a 
tall Cre tan vase , were turning their 
f lowers toward the thin broken rays of 
sunl ight which penet ra ted the metal 
gate secured across the single w i n d o w 
on the opposi te side of the r o o m . No , 
eve ry th ing , as far as Kastnerr could 
see , w a s in order — except that it w a s 
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now eight o ' c l ock and he was a quar ter 
hour late . Dismiss ing the feeling of 
d i s p l a c e m e n t a s n o m o r e t h a n an 
after-effect of a forgotten d r e a m , he 
pulled h imsel f out of bed and show
ered. 

Whi l e he washed himself, as was 
his habi t , he conjugated the Greek 
verb in its four m o o d s , and while he 
dried himself, he decl ined the Greek 
noun in its three dec lens ions , s inging 
the pa rad igms to himsel f in rhyming 
couple t s he had learned in his youth . 
Kas tner r cher ished the regular i ty of 
the Greek verb , jus t as he cher ished 
the symmet ry of Greek sculpture and 
the order l iness of Greek ph i losophy . 
The three together had sealed into his 
own life regular i ty , s y m m e t r y , and 
o r d e r . K a s t n e r r c h e r i s h e d c lass ica l 
Greece no less because it was dead — 
and , p e r h a p s , p rec ise ly because he 
need never fear that it would leap u p 
suddenly and surprise h i m . H e espe
cially enjoyed talking to himsel f in 
At t ic , as well as in the less c o m m o n 
dialects of Ionic and Sapph ic , even if 
he k n e w no one with w h o m he might 

hold a conversa t ion . There was noth
ing mad in this . Kas tne r r ' s happiness 
was even greater because he was cer
tain no one would ever talk back to 
h im. 

Kastnerr dressed and ate his break
fast. By nine-fifteen, he was ready to 
go to his office. Ga ther ing his books 
and papers into his br iefcase , he put on 
his j acke t and checked , as he habi tu
ally did before s tepping out the front 
door , first his right pocket for his keys 
(a si lver keyr ing upon which he had 
hung h i s four keys — t w o for his 
apar tment and two for his office), then 
his left pocket for change (wha tever he 
had , jus t so long as he had someth ing ) , 
and f inal ly, his back pocket for h is 
wal le t , which he n o w found d iscon
c e r t i n g l y e m p t y : t h e w a l l e t w a s 
miss ing . For an instant , Kas tner r was 
again seized by an ove rwhe lming sen
s a t i o n o f d i s p l a c e m e n t a n d s t o o d 
para lyzed , his r ight hand on the brass 
d o o r k n o b , the pa lm of his left upon his 
pos t e r io r—simi l a r to the statue of the 
G r e e k a t h l e t e w h o s e d i s c u s h a s 
sl ipped from his gr ip at the precise 
m o m e n t he is about to hurl i t—unt i l he 
recal led that the p rev ious night his 
wallet had been s tolen. M o r e annoyed 
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than comfor ted by the m e m o r y , Kast-
nerr s l ammed the door behind h i m , 
walked out th rough the front lobby to 
R i v e r s i d e D r i v e , a n d t h e n d o w n 
Rivers ide , against the w ind , to 116th 
Street . 

A. i l l his life, Kas tner r had been walk
ing against the w ind , both real and 
metaphor ica l . In F rance , in T u r k e y , 
and in Amer i ca , and not once had he 
been b lown away . N o w he was certain 
he was about to be lifted high aloft to 
Pal isades Park . He s aw himself dang
ling upside d o w n , his coat caught in 
the spoke of the ferris whee l as it 
turned round and round in its revolu
t ions. Wi thou t his wal le t , Kas tner r felt 
weight less , so light as no longer to be 
ruled by the laws of gravi ty . And what 
had he carr ied in his wal le t? A lmos t 
nothing: seven dol lars ( thankful ly , he 
had not carried more) and his univer
sity identification card , which he in
tended to replace that m o r n i n g . Noth
ing — and yet he felt so insubstantial 
he had to force his legs d o w n on the 
pavement . All his l ife, Kas tner r had 
been conce iv ing theor ies , and n o w he 
conceived still another : a man ei ther 
had weight o r no weigh t . The re was no 

heavier o r l ighter, only an invisible 
magica l l ine which dis t inguished be 
tween weight and no weight , and ove r 
which one could unwit t ingly t respass . 
T h u s his wallet : with it, Kas tner r pos 
sessed weight and wi thout it, n o n e . He 
had unknowing ly , innocent ly passed 
over the l ine. And all this solely on 
account of a wal le t , a stolen wal le t . H e 
wondered where it was n o w . Probab ly 
in s o m e dope add ic t ' s r o o m in Har
l em, or lying d iscarded and forlorn in a 
gut ter , or — but the wallet had already 
vanished from before his e y e s . Poor 
Kas tne r r ' s wal let! And wi thout it, h o w 
would he eve r get back on to the other 
side of the l ine? By the t ime he had 
arr ived at this unanswerab le ques t ion , 
he had a l s o r e a c h e d 116th S t r e e t , 
c l imbed the hill to B r o a d w a y , and as
cended Co l l ege W a l k towards his of
fice in Hami l ton Hall on the Amste r 
d a m end of the c a m p u s . 

Leo Kas tner r , in his grey woolen 
suit, m a d e his way up Col lege W a l k 
towards Hami l ton , as he did and had 
done every day since his arrival in 

A m e r i c a in 1 9 4 6 . F o r t h e p a s t 
twenty-f ive years , Kas tner r had led a 
life of absolute unerr ing regulari ty in 
order , he be l i eved , to a tone for the 
abso lu te i r regular i ty of the thir teen 
preced ing years . Those thirteen years 
had , in turn, absolved him of the regu
larity of the first twenty-f ive years of 
his life; o r so he had intended them at 
the t ime . Kas tner r , first of al l , was the 
only child of an inflexibly Or thodox 
G e r m a n rabbi w h o kicked his son out 
of h is house w h e n he first d i scovered 
h im s tudying the forbidden w i sdom of 
the G r e e k s . Kas tner r , w h o had already 
devoted himself in spirit to the pagan 
g o d s , was de te rmined not to permi t 
m ino r incidents to impede the path of 
his career . After pack ing his be long
ings , and a m o n g them his small col lec
tion of Greek texts , he walked confi
dent ly out the front door of his paternal 
h o m e , secured a posi t ion for h imsel f at 
the W a r b u r g Inst i tu te , and began his 
r emarkab le ascendancy as a classicist . 
Four years later , the aged Rabbi 'Kas t -
nerr repented of his ear l ier ac t ions , 
searched his son out , and c a m e knock
ing on his doo r to forgive h im for his 
t r a n s g r e s s i o n s . K a s t n e r r t o o k o n e 
quick g lance at his father, famil iar in 



e n o u g h of himself to their cause . Kast
nerr dec ided , once and forever , to ded
icate h imsel f to the gods . 

Th 

his tall opera hat and greying b lack 
beard , s l a m m e d the door in his f ace , 
and shouted out from behind it, " T o o 
l a t e ! " T h e rabbi , w h o was as proud as 
his son , ga thered himself up , wa lked 
ca lmly a w a y , and never looked back . 
Kas tner r , howeve r , wa tched his father 
d i sappear d o w n the street , r ecognized 
the regular i ty of the old m a n ' s wa lk , 
and suddenly real ized that , a l though 
he had long since given up all bel ief in 
his fa ther ' s fai th, he had never the less 
preserved all the forms of regular i ty 
w h i c h w e r e n o t h i n g less t h a n t h e 
rout ine of p ious obse rvance he had in
h e r i t e d f r o m h i s f a t h e r , t h o u g h 
str ipped of his fa ther ' s zea lous belief. 
Yet even more remarkab ly , Kas tner r 
realized that , in all the years s ince he 
h a d left h i s f a t h e r ' s h o u s e , a s if 
th rough s o m e overs ight , he had unwi t 
t i n g l y r e m a i n e d o b s e r v a n t o f t h e 
c o m m a n d m e n t s : he had cont inued to 
keep dietary l aws ; he did not publ ic ly 
t ransgress the Sabba th and its l aws ; he 
observed the prohibi t ions against sex
ual indulgence pr ior to mar r i age . T h e 
rea l iza t ion w a s so ab rup t , it t h r e w 
Kas tner r into a state of shock , out of 
w h i c h he d id not a w a k e n for t w o 
weeks unt i l , on July 6 , 1933 , he was 
fired, a long with his o the r Jewish col
l eagues , from his posi t ion at the W a r 
burg Inst i tute . Kastnerr knew that the 
connec t ion be tween the two events — 
his fa ther ' s visit and the loss of his j o b 
— was whol ly fortui tous; still he could 
not he lp but feel that the lat ter was 
pun i shmen t for the former: e i ther his 
fa ther ' s fury had s o m e h o w pursued 
h i m in order to br ing disas ter d o w n 
upon his head , o r the gods had be 
t rayed h i m because he had not g iven 

hus the midd le per iod of his life 
c o m m e n c e d . After los ing his pos i t ion , 
Kas tner r lost his des i re to remain in 
H a m b u r g . F r o m G e r m a n y , he had 
gone to F rance , and in Par is , all man
ner of s t range and wonderful th ings 
had happened to the young classicis t . 
S tepp ing off the train, which had car
ried h im there from H a m b u r g on a 
Sa turday af ternoon at th ree , he lit u p a 
c i g a r e t t e a n d s t r o l l e d d o w n t h e 
Faubourg Rue St. Honore until he met 
a y o u n g , saucy redhead n a m e d Ar iane 
w h o m he accompan ied to a tiny hotel 
w h e r e the t w o fornicated the remain
de r of the Sabba th af ternoon. Once the 
sun had se t , A r i a n e and K a s t n e r r 
dressed and went out for d inner . T h e y 
sat e legant ly on the C h a m p s E lysee , 
shared a plate of c l a m s , and sipped 
C h a b l i s . K a s t n e r r r e m e m b e r e d the 
Her r s W a r b u r g and Panofsky s ipping 
w i n e t o g e t h e r ; a r o u n d t h e m , t h e 
l e a t h e r b o u n d v o l u m e s o f t h e 
Ins t i tu te ' s l ibrary had g lowed like the 
ashes of a dy ing fire. H e looked back 
at A r i a n e . T h e t w o re turned to the 
hotel r o o m and , both slightly d runk , 
copula ted again . After midn igh t , and 
several m o r e bo t t l es of w i n e , they 
s t ro l led t h r o u g h the fore ign s i lent 
s t reets . Pass ing a Jewish ceme ta ry , 
Kas tner r d ragged Ariane within and 
a t tempted unsuccessful ly to embrace 
her . F inal ly , he d ropped her on the 
g round , c l imbed a t o p one g r a v e , c r ied 
out , " P a p a ! P a p a ! " and peed on the 
t ombs tone . Ar iane wa tched h im in as
ton ishment and conc luded that he was 
so d runk he had gone mad . T a k i n g h im 
by the hand , l ike an infant , she led h im 
back to their r o o m . W h e n Kas tner r 
awoke the next morn ing and found 
her s leeping next to h im, he could not 
even r e m e m b e r her n a m e . 

T h e classicist did no work in Par is . 
H e nearly forgot all his Greek , Lat in , 
and Indo-European ph i lo logy , except 

that the t ime w a s too short to forget 
every th ing . But Kas tner r did his bes t . 
He suppor ted h imsel f well enough to 
live like an aristocratic emigre by sell
ing , to var ious private col lec tors , a 
n u m b e r of classical manuscr ip t s and 
texts he had stolen from the W a r b u r g ' s 
l ibrary and taken with h im when he left 
H a m b u r g . H e slept wi th Ar iane , wi th 
C a t h e r i n e , w i th A n n e - M a r i e , w i th 
o thers w h o s e n a m e s he e i ther forgot or 
never bo thered to learn. H e lived riot
ous ly . Until one Sep tember morn ing 
in 1939 , he a w o k e to a bull horn which 
was order ing all a l iens to report to a 
certain p lace cal led Sa in t -Mi l le . Kast
nerr d ressed , wa lked ou t s ide , asked 
direct ions to Sa in t -Mi l l e , and , f inding 
that it w a s not wi th in wa lk ing dis
t ance , hired a taxi to take h im there . 
Sa in t -Mi l l e , he d i scovered to his im
m e n s e s u r p r i s e , w a s a f o o t b a l l 
s t ad ium. S ince there appeared to be no 
admiss ion c h a r g e , he s imply walked 
i n s i d e a n d sa t d o w n h i g h in t h e 
s tands . Sur rounded by thousands of 
o t h e r a l i e n s , K a s t n e r r w a s n ' t ve ry 
comfor tab le , and especial ly in a foot
ball s t ad ium. T h e s t ad ium, in fact, 
r eminded h im of a R o m a n amphi the
ater, and he found himself wish ing for 
gladiatorial comba t . Kas tner r wanted 
to be enter ta ined. H e longed for a vio
lent s t ruggle . He thirsted for b lood . 

Instead of a gladiator, a m a n , so tiny 
he could hardly be seen behind the 
h u g e b u l l h o r n t h r o u g h w h i c h h e 
spoke , wa lked out into the center of 
the p lay ing field and told Kas tner r and 
his fellow al iens that , because they 
were not French ci t izens in t ime of 
war , they mus t r emain in this football 
s tad ium until their fate was de te rmined 
by higher author i t ies . H o w ted ious! 
thought Kas tnerr . H e ca lmly stood u p , 
m a d e his way to the exit , and, back in 
P a r i s , d e p a r t e d F r a n c e for S p a i n . 
O n c e he arr ived at the Spanish border , 
h o w e v e r , he real ized that he had no 
papers and would have to br ibe the 
cus toms officials. Unfor tunate ly , no 
cus toms officials were present . T h e 



border had been c losed that same day , 
indefini tely, and the officials had all 
gone on vacat ion. Kas tner r lacked the 
courage to br ibe the soldiers w h o stood 
in their p lace , especial ly s ince they 
appeared to h im truly threa ten ing . He 
imagined himsel f sent back . T o Par is . 
T o G e r m a n y . Neve r , he told himself. 
Kastnerr began to hunt for a gun . H e 
wrote a brief note to Ar iane , towards 
w h o m he still main ta ined (despi te ev 
e ry th ing , he told himself) affectionate 
feel ings: " I a m going to kill myself. 
G o o d b y e . Wi th love , K a s t n e r r , " and 
mai led it. All af ternoon and even ing , 
he searched for a gun in the t i red, dusty 
F r e n c h - S p a n i s h v i l l a g e ; bu t no t a 
single gun was to be found, even if 
only to commi t suic ide . H e regret ted 
hav ing mai led the let ter to Ar iane . He 
should have wai ted until he had found 
a gun . H e had spoken — or rather , 
writ ten — too ear ly . N o w the evil eye 
had aver ted his g o o d . Kas tne r r re
cal led his father, the v e h e m e n c e with 
w h i c h h e w o u l d spi t o v e r h i s left 
shoulder w h e n e v e r he passed a c e m e 
tery, and the terrors of the evil eye 
about which he had warned his son. 
Then Kas tner r d reamt of himself dead 
and buried in a long roll ing m e a d o w 
filled wi th s ta tues of the g o d s and 
heroes . H e himsel f had been turned 
into a fountain, into one of the cupids 
w h o , splashing water out of his mou th 
and ears on to a small c i rcular pool , 
was d o o m e d forever to stare at his own 
ref lect ion. Th i s was pun i shment ; re
tr ibution for his s ins , and vengeance 
for hav ing left his fa ther ' s faith. Kas t 
nerr reso lved , if he should surv ive , to 
repent and to return to the faith. H e 
also reso lved , if he should l ive, to 
wri te another letter to Ariane and ex
plain. 

K a s t n e r r n e v e r w r o t e a g a i n t o 
Ar iane , but w h e n he a w o k e the next 
m o r n i n g w i t h a s t i f f n e c k a n d a 
c ramped back , he d i scovered that the 
threa tening , burly soldiers had van
ished and that the c u s t o m s officials, all 

meek- look ing humil ia ted souls , were 
back at their s ta t ions. Dismiss ing the 
events of the p rev ious day as no more 
than an unpleasant d r e a m , Kas tner r 
chose one official w h o appeared espe
cial ly h u m b l e , br ibed h im wi th his 
go ld wa tch , and crossed over to Spain . 
A w e e k later , after finding that he did 
no t p a r t i c u l a r l y c a r e for S p a n i s h 
w o m e n , Kas tne r r bough t , with two 
bankno te s he had procured upon the 
black marke t in exchange for a si lver 
c igare t te c a s e , a boa t t icket to T u r k e y . 
He wanted to get away from Europe , 
as far dis tant as poss ib le , to Amer i ca , 
hopeful ly; but he knew he d idn ' t have 
e n o u g h m o n e y to reach A m e r i c a , and 
so he went to Turkey . Turkey was next 
best to no th ing . 

T u r k e y , Kastnerr d i scovered on his 
arr ival , was bet ter than that . Occa
s ional ly , in the midst of an unusual ly 
oppress ive hangover , he r e m e m b e r e d 
his resolut ion to repent — was it some 
kind of vow he had inadvertent ly once 
m a d e to his father? — but o the rwise , 
he con t inued , even learned to exce l , in 
his i rregular life. There were more 
Ar ianes , more Ca ther ines , and more 
A n n e - M a r i e s . There was a dark , shin
ing boy but Kastnerr did not really 
en joy tha t . H e w a s n o t , h o w e v e r , 
afraid to try anyth ing once . He there
fore tried every th ing . T w o w o m e n , a 
ten-year-old girl , a w o m a n and a d o g . 
A mass ive o rgy , a r ranged by a friend, 
a lso from H a m b u r g . L iquor and hash
ish, even an a t tempt at o p i u m smok
ing. The re were end less d ivers ions in 
I s tanbul . H e sold the remainder of his 
s tolen manusc r ip t s , inc luding his pr ize 
text , which he had even hoped to keep 
for himself, a rare copy of L o n g i n u s ' 
Philosophi et Rhetoris, p r in t ed in 
Sa lmur i in 1663 by the mad classicist 
and printer Tanaqu i l lus Fabrus . But 
m o n e y , Kas tner r dec ided , was more 
crucial than sen t iment . H e stayed up 
all n ight , gamb led a w a y his m o n e y , 
and slept all day . He did no classical 
research , but then , after he had sold 
the L o n g i n u s , he no longer had any 

books . And where were books to be 
got ten in Turkey? 

Next doo r to Kas tner r , in the same 
hotel in which he s tayed , there was a 
short , mous tach ioed J ew from Ber l in , 
a lso an emigran t with no des t ina t ion . 
Unl ike Kastnerr , however , the Hen-
Professor , as he called himself, kept to 
his r o o m and worked all day and night . 
He w a s labor ing over an i m m e n s e , 
g randiose project — a study of all lit
era ture as imitat ion — but h e , too , 
labored wi thout any of the texts which 
he was ana lyz ing . Kas tner r laughed at 
and taunted the Her r Professor ' s au
daci ty . W a s n ' t it m a d , hopeless ly in
sane? And wi thout any of the b o o k s a s 
wel l ! Until late one night , after the two 
h a d s p e n t h o u r s a r g u i n g o v e r the 
mer i t s of the Bib le and H o m e r as 
species of imitat ion — Kastner r sup
por t ing H o m e r , whi l e his friend ar
gued for the Bible — the short m o u s 
tachioed man confessed to Kastnerr 
that he wou ld never have dared to 
begin his work unless he had been ab
solutely assured that the texts were 
whol ly inaccess ible to h im. Kas tner r 
laughed again and went to bed . con
vinced that he had won the a rgument 
and equal ly certain that his friend was 
lost to all h o p e . In a d ream that night , 
G o d , wea r ing a black beard and a h igh 
opera hat , very s imilar , in fact, to the 
c l a s s i c i s t ' s r eco l l ec t ion of his o w n 
father, appeared to Kastnerr and an
grily bera ted h im for having c la imed 
the superiori ty of a pagan song ove r 
the r e v e l a t i o n o f d i v i n e w i s d o m . 
W h e n Kastnerr awoke the next after
n o o n , he cou ld n o longer recall the 
d ream; a l though he w a s n o w entirely 
conv inced that his friend had been cor-



rect all a long . He rushed to confess to 
the Her r Professor that the Bible was 
infinitely greater than H o m e r , but it 
was too late. The short , mus tach ioed 
man had depar ted Istanbul that very 
m o r n i n g , o n a s p e c i a l v i s a , f o r 
Amer i ca . 

Kastnerr , w h o could not leave , re
ma ined a lone in I s tanbul . T h e w a r 
d ragged o n , and he forgot more of his 
Greek and Lat in . He tired of his ir
regular life, but was unable to find his 
way back to any semblance of regular
ity. He despa i red , and after he had 
tired of despai r , the war finally ended . 
T i m e to m o v e on , to Amer ica . He 
wro te letters to several friends w h o 
had already arr ived in N e w York , in
c luding the Herr Professor , and asked 
for their help in a iding h im to rejoin 
them. M o n t h s dragged by until he re
ceived his first reply . M o r e let ters , 
d o c u m e n t s , and finally, a visa fol
lowed. On a c loudy Sep tember morn
ing, Kastnerr embarked from Istanbul , 
and on a rainy Oc tober af ternoon, he 
d i sembarked at N e w York . F rom the 
dock , th rough an uninteres t ing round 
of bureaucra t ic shuffles, he m a d e his 
way to Co lumbia . Finally in 1959, the 
classicist received tenure and his o w n 
office in Hami l ton Hall before which 
ne now stood. 

T h i s m a n , therefore , was Kas tner r 
in the year 25 fol lowing his c o m i n g to 
C o l u m b i a . N e i t h e r A r i a n e , n o r 
C a t h e r i n e , nor A n n e - M a r i e w o u l d 
have recognized h im. G o n e was the 
f lowing black beard which had dist in
guished the young emigre in Par is or in 
Is tanbul . Shrunken was the tal l , hand
some lover . Vanished was the bo ld , 

foreign face of France and T u r k e y , 
and in its s tead, an ear l ier one — half 
absen tmindednes s , half s implemind-
edness , the coun tenance of innocence , 
b e g u i l i n g and begu i l ed i n n o c e n c e . 
Kas tner r , at the c lose of his second 
quar te r cen tu ry , more closely resem
bled the Kas tner r of the year one of his 
first twenty- f ive y e a r s . In his g rey 
woolen suit , with a toothpick- thin red 
t ie , Kas tner r had long ago passed all 
fashion. He had long since foregone 
all t ime . He now was the model of 
regular i ty . T h r o u g h his devot ion to 
t ime , he had defeated t ime . He had 
a lmost returned — Kastnerr thought , 
amused at the idea — to his dead fa
the r ' s p ie ty . 

In the c lass ic i s t t o d a y , t he re r e 
mained not the least t race of the 13 — 
1 2 % , to be e x a c t — i n t e r m e d i a t e 
years . He himsel f no longer thought 
about t hem. O r if he d id , he d ismissed 
them as a lacuna be tween the t w o sets 
of twenty-f ive years , o r as a caesura , 
like those caesuras found in the middle 
of any one of H o m e r ' s prec ious l ines. 
In fact, the first article that Kas tner r 
had publ ished after his arrival in N e w 
York , " E x c e p t i o n a l Caesuras in the 
Iliad," had sugges ted , very radically 
at the t ime , that the caesura was so 
i rregular as e i ther to defy discuss ion 
or, converse ly , as to be nonexis tent . 
T h e art icle had m a d e Kastnerr fam
o u s , even celebrated as the greatest 
m e m b e r of the n e w g e n e r a t i o n of 
c lass ic is ts , and had eventual ly meri ted 
translat ion back into the G e r m a n in 
which Kas tner r had , in fact, or iginal ly 
composed it. Excep t that the G e r m a n s , 
w h e n t r ans l a t ing it, r egu la r ly mis 
spelled Kas tne r r ' s name and left out 
the second " r . " 

Yet even this Kas tner r , w h o m his 
most devoted admirers cons idered the 
greatest l iving classicist , could get no 
closer than a dozen feet to Hami l ton 
Hal l , past the m o b of s tudents , non-
s tudents , worke r s , and professors , all 
mi l l ing about furiously and b locking 
his way . In c lass , Kas tner r often had 

difficulty d is t inguishing be tween his 
s tudents , but here he could not sepa
rate the s tudents from the workers o r 
the professors from the non-s tudents . 
They were wedged and packed in so 
t ightly he could hardly tell the males 
from the females . Kas tner r , howeve r , 
w a s no fool . He knew a demons t ra t ion 
w h e n he saw o n e , and especial ly if, as 
n o w , he was caught in its center . H e 
ga thered , after l istening to the talk of 
those a round h i m , that this par t icular 
demons t ra t ion was in protest aga ins t 
the b o m b i n g of C a m b o d i a , but he 
d idn ' t ca re . All demons t ra t ions , all 
protes ts , he had long ago conc luded , 
w e r e i n d i s t i n g u i s h a b l e and e q u a l l y 
bor ing . He d idn ' t care w h o was b o m b 
ing what . Kas tner r wanted only one 
thing: to get to his office and to work . 

Tha t , howeve r , was the sole thing 
Kas tner r could not d o . He w o r m e d his 
way three or four p e o p l e c lose r to 
H a m i l t o n t h r o u g h a h o o k - e y e o f 
b reas t s , e l b o w s , and s t o m a c h s , but 
could get no c loser . He w a s n ' t even 
cer ta in he wished to , a l though it w a s , 
at any ra te , beyond the l imits of any of 
his wishes . T h e longer he stood there , 
the more inextr icably he was h e m m e d 
in by the m o b around h i m . Kastnerr 
raised his head ove r the shou lde r s , 
g l impsed Hami l ton , and real ized that 
the bui ld ing had been occupied: its 
doors were barr icaded with cha i r s , ta
b les , and filing cabine ts ; cur ta ins had 
been d r a w n across the w i n d o w s , al
t hough a m a s k e d face occas iona l ly 
peered out from within wi th a sinister 
g lance . In front of the bar r icaded doo r s 
stood a line of twenty po l i cemen . At 
first, they r eminded h im of the Spanish 
guards at the border w h o had fixed in 
h im so m u c h ineffaceable terror one 
eventful day far in the past . But Kast
nerr c o u l d n ' t unders tand wha t they 
were doing here n o w , staring d o w n the 
m o b each t ime it surged forward , beat
ing their n ights t icks rhythmica l ly in 
their p a l m s , running in p lace , in curi
ous steps that looked more like what he 
had a lways imag ined w a s the dance 



s tep of the t ragic c h o r u s . Kas tne r r 
c o u l d no t g r a s p t h e i r i n t e n t i o n s : 
whether they were t rying to keep those 
within inside and refusing to let t h e m 
out , or whe the r they were prevent ing 
the m o b from also rushing in, in o rder 
to jo in those inside. Yet in wha tever 
manne r he interpreted the f igure, the 
result was invariably the same: Kast
nerr could not get past the m o b , the 
po l i cemen , or the persons occupy ing 
the bui ld ing . H e could not get to his 
office, and therefore , he could not get 
to work . 

This real izat ion w a s more than a 
little d is turbing to a man of Kas tne r r ' s 
regular i ty . O h , he wh ined to himself, 
w h y c a n ' t I get to w o r k ? W h a t have 1 
done that they should do this to m e ? 
The empt iness of his back pocke t , the 
weight lessness of his body , and the 
m o r n i n g ' s sensat ion of d i sp lacement 
suddenly re turned. Before he could 
r e m e m b e r hav ing been m u g g e d the 
night be fo re , K a s t n e r r ' s r ight hand 
shot back to feel himself and , feeling 
n o t h i n g , w a s s e i z e d by p a r a l y s i s . 
Then he r emembered — he recalled 
each detail of the m u g g i n g — but it 
was too late. A convict ion of utter 
h e l p l e s s n e s s h a d a l r e a d y o v e r 
w h e l m e d h i m , and K a s t n e r r cou ld 
only g row furious at the entire unjust 
wor ld . He wan ted to hit s o m e o n e , or 
be hit. He again thirsted for b lood . His 
o w n , o r a n o t h e r ' s , it d idn ' t mat ter to 
h im. 

K a s t n e r r l o o k e d u p . A girl had 
c l imbed atop the port ico which rose on 
D o r i c c o l u m n s be fo re H a m i l t o n ' s 
doo r s , and s tanding the re , was ha
ranguing the m o b . He cou ldn ' t hear 
her words , but then he had no interest 
in them. Her breasts al ternately j ig 
gled and strained against her blue jer
sey t-shirt. He wanted to seize and 
throw her d o w n . Kastnerr found him
self reaching up towards her body on 
his t iptoes . She floated above hiifi — 
also weigh t less , a vis ion, an Aphro 
di te . Kastnerr recal led the passage in 

the Iliad where Ares w o u n d s A p h r o 
d i t e ' in the a rm and Z e u s later washes 
the w o u n d c lean with nectar . Th i s girl 
w a s wear ing a red b a n d a n a on her 
b iceps . Kastnerr wanted to be Ares . If 
he c o u l d n ' t get to his office or to work , 
he wanted to be Are s . He had to be
c o m e s o m e o n e . 

T h e c r o w d , in turn, even if they 
could not hear the gir l , never theless 
responded to he r w o r d s , as if unde r a 
magical spell . They rocked back and 
forth and chan ted together . F rom the 
top of his e y e , Kastnerr suddenly saw a 
rock fly over his head. As if it were 
moving in s low, re tarded mot ion , he 
wa tched it cruise forward , d ive , and 
crash into the helmet of a po l i ceman . 
T h e he lmet , and the ruddy head inside 
it, s w u n g b a c k w a r d . H e heard the 
c rowd cheer some s logan. T h e n a sec
ond rock f lew f o r w a r d , a th i rd , a 
fourth, and finally a quick success ion , 
a who le flurry of rocks and s tones . 
They crashed into the doors of Hami l 
ton and shattered the g lass . Kas tner r 
caught the eyes of one po l i ceman roll
ing in fury. He could feel the violent 
pound ing of the p o l i c e m a n ' s hear t , a s 
if he were hold ing him in his palm 
like a spar row with his t h u m b atop its 
pu lse . T h e m o b in whose cen te r Kast
nerr s tood began to rock backward and 
to m o v e a w a y . M o r e s tones f l ew, 
more glass shat tered. T h e faces of the 
p o l i c e m e n s w e l l e d in r a g e . T h e i r 
chests heaved , their heads reared, then, 
like boars in chase , they cha rged . 

Kas tner r studied them carefully as 
they raised their n ights t icks high in the 
air and beat t hem in that s ame pulsat
ing rhy thm. T h e c rowd turned and ran. 
For one instant , Kas tner r could not 
m o v e . P a r a l y s i s g r i p p e d h i s l e g s . 
Then he too began to run . H e turned 
and ran as he had never before run in 
all his life. O n his every s ide , o thers 
were running and fall ing, s tumbl ing 
and sp rawl ing , with cr ies of pain and 
surrender , but Kas tner r only ran hard
er . Some th ing hit h im on the back; he 
fell forward , saw the earth r ising to 

o v e r w h e l m h i m , but with a burst of 
obs t inate ene rgy , r ighted himsel f and 
escaped . The b low had felt as power 
ful as a mass ive statue falling a top to 
crush h im, but Kas tner r did not s top to 
reflect upon the image . He ran as if he 
were d o o m e d to run forever. F r o m the 
ga t e s of He l l o r to the po r t a l s of 
heaven , it did not m a k e the least dif
ference. 

Eventua l ly , Kastnerr s topped. As it 
happened , he s topped upon a patch of 
green on the far side of the c a m p u s , 
opposi te Hami l ton . A l though he had 
never c losed his eyes all the t ime he 
was runn ing , they now seemed m y s 
teriously opened upon a wor ld wh ich , 
in all his s ix ty- three yea r s , he had 
never before g l impsed . 

Le <eo Kastnerr , c lassicist , s tood dead 
still upon his grassy knoll and sur
veyed the new world he had chanced 
upon . He himsel f was a cur ious sight , 
as s t range perhaps as any of the myth i 
cal beasts he had ever evoked in his 
lectures . The thick b rown frames of 
his g lasses were sl iding d o w n his nose 
towards his mou th . A s m u d g e of dirt 
had lengthened into a scar-l ike mark 
which ran from his left eye to his ch in . 
The two tufts of thin hair on e i ther side 
of his head sprouted forth like young 
birds too weak to fly off into the blue 
heavens and already despai r ing of life. 
His coat had fallen off one shoulder 
a n d , twis ted a r o u n d his b e l l y , ap 
peared similar to a toga. T o one of his 
s tudents , Kas tner r might have lopked 
like Ulysses , helplessly lost on some 
exotic is land, but with none of Ulys
s e s ' d e t e r m i n a t i o n to ge t b a c k to 
I thaca. About seventy yards distant , 
Kas tne r r ' s b rown hat lay in the dust . A 



gust of wind arose and b lew it another 
ten yards a w a y . Kas tner r hardly cared . 

H e stood there mot ion less whi le it 
g rew dark . Hami l ton g lowed d imly , as 
if it were an enchan ted cast le unde r 
se ige . T w o or three po l icemen stood at 
its doors , toy soldiers in their blue uni
forms. Small c lusters of s tudents pass
ed by and gave Kastnerr odd g lances ; 
p e r h a p s s o m e o n e or o t h e r m a d e a 
c o m m e n t . K a s t n e r r d i d no t h e a r . 
There is no tell ing h o w he ever found 
his way back to his apar tment that 
night . 

T h e fol lowing morn ing , Kas tner r 
overs lept . H e no longer felt weight less 
— or m o r e accura te ly , he had g rown 
a c c u s t o m e d to the d i s p l a c e m e n t of 
weight lessness — but , in its s tead, he 
felt perpetual ly late . The next morn 
ing , and the one after that , he again 
overs lept . By the t ime he dressed and 
wa lked ove r to Hami l ton to find it — 
inevi tably — still occup ied , the entire 
morn ing was g o n e , and Kastnerr felt 
h i m s e l f e v e n f u r t h e r b e h i n d h i s 

schedule . T h e feeling of la teness was 
e v e n m o r e d i s o r i e n t i n g t h a n t h e 
weight lessness , and Kastnerr wished 
he could trade the former back for the 
latter; but he also real ized that it was 
too late to do that. And by the t ime he 
c a m e to this real iza t ion, the entire day 
was g o n e . 

T h u s , for the next three days , as 
long as Hami l ton was occup ied , Kast
nerr did noth ing . Hami l ton had been 
occupied late Sunday night . O n T ues 
day , after he had g r o w n tired of pac ing 
h i s r o o m s and f i d g e t i n g for t h r e e 
hou r s , Kas tner r took a bus to the East 
Side and bought a new wallet in a 
shop on Madison A v e n u e , but it could 
not replace the one he had lost. The 
new leather , in the first p lace , w a s too 
stiff and fresh, bu t even that was not 
the reason . Kas tne r r ' s old wal le t had 
accompan ied h im throughout his wan
der ings from H a m b u r g to Co lumbia . 
It a lone was the sole object he had 
managed to keep over the years , the 
single vest ige of the period of his cae
sura, and Kastnerr t reasured the wallet 
over near ly all his possess ions . He 
t reasured the fullness of the leather and 
its t awny suppleness . Often, indeed , 
he had d reamt of the beast whose skin 
it had o n c e b e e n . H e d r e a m t of a 
leopard , its j a w s open and hungry , 
s talking the j ung l e , and of the leopard 
taut and v igorous , leaping upon its 
p rey . As it p o u n c e d , its legs s tretched 
boldly in the air, Kas tner r saw himself 
in the leopard. S o m e t i m e s , he saw a 
t iger. Leopa rd or t iger , it d idn ' t m a k e 
a difference to h im. He wa tched the 
leopard or t iger fall into a pit which 
had been dug by hunters and covered 
wi th l eaves . H e w a t c h e d the beas t 
tumble into the dep ths of the ear th , lie 
there furious at having been cap tu red , 
and then growl audaciously into the 
barrel of a gun a imed direct ly be tween 
its eyes . Kastnerr , whi le he d reamt , 
cried real tears . 

It was not , therefore , mere ly the 
weight of the wal le t , o r its mater ia l s , 
that Kas tner r missed . N o r was it the 

fact that he had carr ied it with h im for 
so long. The wallet was nei ther his 
mos t p rec ious nor va luable posses 
s ion . T h e m o s t va luab l e ob jec t he 
o w n e d w a s his typewri te r — specifi
c a l l y , a spec i a l , i r r ep l aceab l e bal l 
upon w h o s e surface were engraved the 
letters of the Greek a lphabet , and for 
w h i c h K a s t n e r r had pa id a sk i l l ed 
Greek metal worke r nearly a thousand 
dol lars . The bal l , a sphere of go ld , was 
the only one of its kind in the wor ld , 
and Kas tne r r had sea rched for t w o 
weeks dur ing a hot s u m m e r thir teen 
years ago until he had finally found, 
near the harbor of P i r aeus , on a nar row 
s t r ee t c l u t t e r e d w i t h g a r b a g e a n d 
naked ch i ldren , the go ldsmi th will ing 
to build it. T h e art isan had worked on 
the ball for nearly half a year , cursed 
the work , cursed himsel f for having 
under taken it, cursed Kastnerr , and 
v o w e d t h a t h e w o u l d n e v e r c a s t 
another . Kastnerr , howeve r , had paid 
the m a n wel l for h is t r o u b l e , and 
with the ball inserted into the p rong 
of his a d v a n c e d m a c h i n e , he w a s 
n o w c o m p o s i n g his a u t o b i o g r a p h y . 
Hav ing given his life ove r to the study 
of l i t e r a t u r e o f a n c i e n t G r e e c e . 
K a s t n e r r w a s c o n v i n c e d t h a t h i s 
story could be told in classical Greek 
alone. He hoped eventual ly to publish 
it with a facing Engl ish t ranslat ion. 
But wi thout the ball there would be 
n o Life of Kastnerr, a n d t h u s , 
t h e c l a s s i c i s t g u a r d e d it w i t h all 
his soul and might . He even had a 
special cover and lock installed upon 
the typewriter , an I B M Selectr ic . Kast
nerr , w h o k n e w the value of all th ings , 
k n e w tha t h i s G r e e k ba l l w a s far 
more prec ious than his wal le t . T h e 
wal le t had been someth ing else which 
until n o w he had not unders tood . It 
was a k ind of amule t , a magica l periapt 
which protected h im from the m e m o r y 
of the years of his caesura . And n o w , 
wi thout the wal le t , those m e m o r i e s , 
the rot ted, melanchol ic years of his 
pas t , rose u p to curse h im. 

Or if not to curse , then to threaten 



h i m . For Kas tner r w a s , in par t , still 
e n a m o r e d of t h o s e m e m o r i e s . N o 
longer protected from them, Kas tner r 
s tood naked before his past and Kast
ne r r , n a k e d , w a s ne i the r the mos t 
p leasant nor invigorat ing sight to be 
ho ld . H e had g r o w n p a u n c h y and 
f labby. H e sagged . His head sagged , 
his bel ly sagged. The test ic les , which 
had been cupped by a thousand h a n d s , 
had sagged and shrivel led. Kas tner r 
had shrivelled into the dried skin of a 
rotten apple . It was not the best possi
ble garb in which to stand before a past 
that' rose before h im in all the auda
c ious , in t imidat ing vigor of youth . 

T h i s past — it s tretched back even 
earl ier than the years of his caesura — 
rose before h im in d i scon t inuous , ab
rupt images , in f ragments and rem
n a n t s of s e n t e n c e s , p h r a s e s , a n d 
w o r d s , all of t h e m as if inscribed upon 
a roll of ancient pa rchmen t which had 
been eaten a w a y in part and decayed in 
part and n o w was no m o r e than a 
cluster of holes separa ted one from the 
other by the th in , brittle r emains of 
animal skin. There r ema ined no c o m 
plete phrases or sen tences , and what he 
could m a k e out on the faded parch
m e n t s e e m e d h o p e l e s s l y c o r r u p t , 
beyond even the correc t ive powers of 
his o w n abil i t ies as an e m e n d e r of 
texts . Cur ious ly , the let ters were all 
inscribed in H e b r e w — that , indeed , 
was the sole c lue Kas tner r possessed 
with which to date the manuscr ip t back 
to h is o w n you th , the last t ime he had 
read or s tudied any H e b r e w text . Of 
course , he could still read H e b r e w ; it 
c ame up occas ional ly in his research . 
But he had not heard H e b r e w spoken 
for years , s ince his ch i ldhood , w h e n 
his father, seated across the table in 
their l iving r o o m , had sung to his son 
the w i s d o m of the T a l m u d . And n o w it 
was his father 's v c ' c e which cried out 
to h im these same incoheren t pos 
sessed words , and drove the classicist 
from one r o o m to the next , from the 
l iving r o o m to the b e d r o o m to the 

k i tchenet te , and back aga in , fleeing 
but never escap ing the S e m i t i c gutter-
als of his fa ther ' s hoa r se , G e r m a n cry. 

T h a t , h o w e v e r , w a s all Kas tne r r 
could m a k e of it. Until he suddenly 
d iscovered upon the pa rchmen t , amid 
the c lus ter of ho les , a single phrase 
which had miraculous ly r emained in
tact, and wh ich , he real ized at the iden
tical m o m e n t , was the same phrase his 
father, or the voice which sounded to 
h im like his f a the r ' s , had been crying 
at h im: He alone who says, ' 7 will sin 
and then repent,'' is never granted the 
time to repent. 

A wave mixed of nausea and dis
gust rose in Kas tne r r ' s s tomach . R a b 
binic a rgumen t s on top of every th ing! 
" I d o n ' t want to r e p e n t , " he shouted 
back to the vo ice . That was a silly 
t h i n g to c ry o u t , h e i m m e d i a t e l y 
real ized. H e shou ldn ' t pay the least 
a t tent ion. Let it die out and g o a w a y . 
W h a t had he to repent for, a n y h o w ? 
Then he recal led his v o w , his long past 
vow to repent . Wel l , he had never 
said, I will sin and repent ; if any th ing , 
he had only p romised to repent and 
then had gone ahead and s inned some 
more . Yet wha t did it mat te r even if he 
had said it? W h o bel ieved in sin or 
r epen tance? W a s h e , Leo Kas tner r , 
s ixty-three years old , a tenured profes
sor of Greek at C o l u m b i a Univers i ty , 
afraid of h is father? And because of 
rabb in ic , Ta lmud ic nonsense? Repen
t a n c e , s in? P e r h a p s sa lva t ion nex t . 
Kas tne r r sudden ly though t he s a w , 
through the metal ga te across his front 
w i n d o w , his father, or a p h a n t o m of 
h i s f a t h e r , w a l k i n g a w a y , a c r o s s 
Rivers ide Dr ive , in his grey beard and 
opera hat and in the same measured 
s teps he r emembered so vividly. T h e 
vision dazzled Kas tner r and th rew h im 
into a co ld , abrupt t remor . T h r o w i n g 
his hands above his head , pa lms lifted 
to the ce i l ing , Kas tner r began to sup
p l i c a t e t h e g o d s . " O Z e u s , " h e 
p rayed , " G e t me out of th is . Succour 
m e . Del iver m e . " H a d n ' t he once al
ready dedica ted h imsel f to the god? 

And h a d n ' t the god then de l ive red 
h i m ? " O Z e u s , " he prayed aga in , " I f 
you del iver m e n o w , I will dedica te my 
mos t valuable possess ion to y o u . " 

T h e p h o n e suddenly rang. Kas tner r 
l is tened, dis t racted. The phone rang 
again , and with what seemed to him a 
kind of inhuman s t rength, he pul led 
himself ove r to its s ide and lifted the 
receiver to his ear . 

" H e l l o . " 
" K a s t n e r r ? " 
Kas tner r cou ldn ' t bel ieve the voice 

he heard on the other end . ' ' P a p a ? ' ' he 
whi spe red into the rece iver . " P a p a , 
where are y o u ? " 

" I ' m in your o f f i c e . " 
" I n my office — " 
T h e voice on the o ther end suddenly 

d ropped into d e e p , b o o m i n g laughter . 
" T h i s a in ' t no Papa , Kastnerr . T h i s ' 
t he r e v o l u t i o n . " 

Kas tner r still d idn ' t unders tand; for 
a second , he was comple te ly bewi l 
dered: the vision of the ferris wheel in 
Pa l i sades Park whir led th rough his 



head. " T h e revolu t ion? The revolu
tion of w h a t ? " 

"The Revolution. D o n ' t smar t -ass , 
K a s t n e r r . " 

" O h , the Revolution," Kas tne r r 
repeated , brea th ing a sigh of relief. 
" B u t w h e r e , may 1 ask, does the Rev
olution speak f r o m ? " 

" W e already told you o n c e , Kast
nerr . T h e R e v o l u t i o n s p e a k s from 
your o f f i c e . " 

K a s t n e r r ' s heart fell into ano the r 
bot tomless pit. " M y o f f i ce ! " he his
sed. 

" Y o u r office, Kastnerr . So d o n ' t 
bullshit u s . " 

Kas tner r b lew u p . His eyes nar
rowed , his fist rose above his head . 
" G e t the hell out of my office, you 
R e v o l u t i o n . " 

" T h e Revolu t ion a in ' t mov ing one 
s tep , K a s t n e r r . " 

" G e t o u t ! " Kas tner r yel led into the 
phone . " G e t out . I ' ll th row you o u t . " 

" N o use ye l l ing , Kastnerr . Y o u ' r e 
not go ing to th row anybody out over 
the p h o n e . T h e Revolu t ion has already 
th rown you o u t . " 

" G e t out! Get out! On the doub le ! 
N o w ! " 

" D o n ' t yell at u s , K a s t n e r r . " 
Kastnerr caught h imsel f and low

ered his vo ice . ' ' W h a t are you doing in 
my o f f i c e ? " 

" W h a t a re w e d o i n g ? O h , not 
m u c h . W e ' r e si t t ing in you r chai r , 
w e ' r e read ing your papers and b o o k s . 
Those are pretty funny b o o k s , Kast
n e r r . " 

" T h e y ' r e not funny. T h e y ' r e im
por tant , t h e y ' r e — holy b o o k s . " 

" H o l y books ! C o m e o n , Kastnerr . 

W e k n o w t h e y ' r e not h o l y . " 
" D o n ' t touch t h e m . " 
" W e t o u c h a n y t h i n g , K a s t n e r r . 

D o n ' t o rder us a round. W e ' r e in your 
office. Y o u ' r e not , r e m e m b e r that . 
Stick that up your a s s . " 

" B u t why m e ? W h y my o f f i ce?" 
Kas tner r cr ied. 

" B e c a u s e we d o n ' t like you . Be
cause your t i m e ' s u p . " 

" Y o u people are c r a z y . " 
" M a y b e w e ' r e c r a z y , bu t y o u r 

t i m e ' s u p . " 
" W h a t d o you m e a n , m y t i m e ' s 

u p ? " 
" W h e r e were you last n ight , Kast

n e r r ? " 
" I was at h o m e , w h y ? " 
" W h a t about the night b e f o r e ? " 
" T h e night b e f o r e ? " T h e night be 

fore was the night of the m u g g i n g . " I 
had d inner with a f r i e n d . " 

" A f r i e n d , K a s t n e r r ? M a l e o r 
f e m a l e ? " 

" M a l e , but i t ' s none of your bus i 
ness w h o I ate w i t h . " 

" E v e r y t h i n g ' s our bus iness . W h a t 
did you e a t ? " 

" I ate quiche lorraine." 
" H o w was i t ? " 
" G o o d , a little d ry , but g o o d . " 
" W h a t did you dr ink with i t ? " 
" A dry whi te w i n e . " 
" S o Kas tner r had quiche lorraine 

and w a s dr inking dry whi te wine Sun
day n i g h t . " The voice seemed to be 
speaking to s o m e o n e e lse , pe rhaps to 
several o ther people . So there was a 
whole g roup of revolut ionar ies in his 
off ice, in K a s t n e r r ' s sanctum sanc
torum. " K a s t n e r r , you were dr inking 
whi te wine and eat ing quiche lorraine 
Sunday night whi le they were drop
ping napa lm on V ie tnamese b a b i e s . " 

" G o d a l m i g h t y , w h a t d o e s that 
have to d o with what I e a t ? " 

" D o n ' t G o d u s , and d o n ' t worry 
what that has to do with what you eat , 
Kastnerr . W h a t did you do after you 
finished e a t i n g ? " 

" I went h o m e . " 
" Y o u went h o m e ? Wi th your male 

friend, K a s t n e r r ? " The re was laughter 
in his office. 

" N o , I went h o m e a l o n e . " 
" A n d then what h a p p e n e d ? " 
" I d idn ' t get h o m e . " 
" W h a t do you m e a n you d idn ' t get 

h o m e ? " 
" I — " he d idn ' t want to tell them 

about the m u g g i n g . 
" W h a t , Kastnerr? G o o n . " 
" I was m u g g e d . " 
" K a s t n e r r w a s m u g g e d ! W h e r e 

were you m u g g e d ? " 
" O n m y way h o m e . 1 d o n ' t want to 

talk about i t . " 
" Y o u be t te r talk about it. W h a t 

street were you m u g g e d o n ? " 
" O n 41st . Be tween 7th and 8 t h . " 
" W h a t were you do ing o n 41st be 

tween 7th and 8 t h ? " 
" I m a d e a mis take . A w r o n g t u r n . " 
" K a s t n e r r sure m a d e a wrong turn. 

W h a t happened t h e n ? " 
" I w a s w a l k i n g d o w n 41st — " 
" A l o n e ? " 
" Y e s , a lone , and a man s tepped out 

from be tween t w o bui ld ings wi th a 
g u n , and told me to g ive h im m y wal
l e t . " 

" W h a t about your w a t c h ? " 
" I d o n ' t wear a w a t c h . " 
" S o you gave h im your w a l l e t . " 
" O f course , I gave h im m y wallet . 

He had a g u n . " 
" W h a t did he look l i k e ? " 
" W h o ? " 
' ' T h e guy you gave your wallet t o . " 
" I d idn ' t g ive it to h im. He stole it. 

H e had a g u n . " 
" W h a t did he look l i k e ? " 
" I d o n ' t r e m e m b e r . I d idn ' t look at 

h i m . " 
" Y o u m u s t r e m e m b e r . W a s h e 

b l a c k ? " 
" Y e s , he was b l a c k . " 
" Y o u ' r e sure he w a s black. M a y b e 

he was w h i t e ? " 
" I to ld y o u . I d o n ' t r e m e m b e r . 

W h i t e , b lack . He w a s a j u n k i e . H e 
robbed m y w a l l e t . " 

" H o w do you know he was a junk
ie, Kas tner r? Did you see his a rms? 



Did you see his n e e d l e ? " 
" H i s e y e s w e r e b l o o d s h o t . H e 

cou ldn ' t t a l k . " 
" H i s e y e s w e r e b l o o d s h o t . H e 

c o u l d n ' t talk. Therefore Kas tner r says 
he was a j u n k i e . " Ano the r round of 
l augh te r f rom his off ice . " D i d he 
shoot you , K a s t n e r r ? " 

" N o , he d idn ' t shoot m e . If he shot 
m e , h o w could I talk to y o u ? " 

" D o n ' t wise -ass , Kastnerr . Did he 
hit y o u ? " 

" Y e s , he hit m e . " 
" W h e r e ? " 
" I n the g r o i n . " 
" I n the groin . Near your b a l l s ? " 

K a s t n e r r d i d n ' t a n s w e r . T h e vo ice 
wai ted. " S o Kas tner r got k icked in the 
bal ls! A full peal of laughter , of h igh 
feminine g iggles . " K a s t n e r r , do you 
know w h o he w a s ? " 

" N o . W h o ? " 
" H e was the Revolu t ion , Kastnerr . 

He was part of the Revolu t ion . Part of 
us. W e ' r e e v e r y w h e r e , b lack , whi t e , 
b loodshot . W e ' r e go ing to kick you in 
the bal ls aga in , Kastnerr . But this t ime 
h a r d e r . " 

" S h u t up with your t h r e a t s ! " Kast
nerr sc reamed into the phone . 

" K a s t n e r r , do you know why you 
were m u g g e d ? " the voice ca lmly con
t inued. " Y o u were m u g g e d because 
you were eat ing quiche lorraine and 
dr inking dry whi te wine whi le your 
naz i f r i e n d s w e r e b o m b i n g V i e t 
namese vi l lages and innocent people . 
Do you unders tand , Kas tner r? Whi l e 
you drank wine , they were dropping 
napalm on Vie tnamese b a b i e s . " 

Kastnerr was t i red, but still m o r e 
furious than tired. " I d o n ' t give a shit 
about V ie tnamese babies or n a p a l m , " 
he sc reamed into the receiver . 

" Y o u k n o w w h a t , K a s t n e r r , " it 
answered . " Y o u better start g iving a 
shit about d ropp ing napa lm on Viet
namese babies . You better start g iving 
a shit. Real quick . T h e Revolut ion is 
c o m i n g , K a s t n e r r . " 

" I d o n ' t give a shit about the Rev
olut ion, e i t h e r , " he sc reamed back. 

" T h e Revolu t ion is go ing to get 
you . Soon . S m e a r blood on your door , 
or else we ' l l take your apar tment a lso . 
G o o d b y e , K a s t n e r r . " T h e p h o n e 
c l icked. Kastnerr yel led into the re
ce ive r , " A r e you still t h e r e ? " but 
there was no answer and he let the 
phone d rop to the floor. 

So the Revolut ion even k n e w the 
Old Tes t amen t , Kastnerr thought to 
himself. W h a t were they doing in his 
office? He suddenly r emembered his 
typewri ter . They bet ter not touch his 
typewri ter . If they did, he ' d kill t hem. 
H e ' d smear their blood over his door . 
At any rate , they hadn ' t men t ioned the 
typewri ter , so it was most probable 
they hadn ' t touched it. But there w a s 
no tel l ing. W h a t , howeve r , he thought 
for the second t ime , was this bus iness 
about b lood? W h o s e b lood? His o w n ? 
H e w a s n ' t the f i r s t -born , a n y h o w . 
T h e r e had b e e n an o l d e r b r o t h e r , 
Aryeleh, w h o had died when Kastnerr 
was four. But even if he had been the 
f i r s t -born: K a s t n e r r e n v i s i o n e d the 
Angel of Dea th — in the person of a 
y o u n g , vo lup tuous gir l , her breas ts 
heavy and swaying — fly naked above 
h im and point her finger d o w n at h im. 
He wi thered , and suddenly , felt h im
self falling into a hole which had m y s 
teriously appeared benea th his feet, 
benea th the bed room carpet , into the 
bowels of the ear th . He looked up , 
directly into the barrel of a gun . His 
hand shot back to his rear, to touch his 
w a l l e t , a s if to r e a s s u r e h imse l f ; 
though instead, it passed clear th rough 
his body . He looked up again. The gun 
had vanished. But then, so had Kast-

T h ; hat night , Kastnerr tried but could 
not fall as leep. First it was too ear ly , 
then it was too la te . W h e n e v e r he 
closed his eyes , he heard ei ther the 
voice of his father warn ing h im that 
whoeve r says , I will sin and repent , 
can never repent; or the voice on the 
te lephone order ing h im to smear b lood 
on his door . He listened to the two 

voices until they were indist inguish
ab le . Sudden ly , there was knocking on 
the door . Kastnerr got up , put on his 
n i g h t r o b e , w e n t to t h e d o o r , a n d 
looked out through the peepho le . He 
saw noth ing . " W h o ' s t h e r e ? " he cried 
out . There was no answer . Kastnerr 
w a l k e d b a c k to h i s b e d r o o m and 
swi tched on the light. It was too late , 
nearly three- thir ty , to g o back to s leep. 
He c o u l d n ' t s leep even if he tried. Fi
nal ly, he washed his face, d ressed , 
and, sit t ing d o w n in the l iv ing- room, 
sat down to read the twelfth book of 
the Odyssey, but even H o m e r could 
not settle his rest less thoughts . 

A n urge to travel suddenly seized 
Kastnerr . T o j ou rney . T o emigra te . 
That was r id icu lous , he told himself. 
Yet he had to m o v e . He had to go 
s o m e w h e r e . It wasn ' t wise , he told 
himself again; but before he could s top 
himself, Kas tner r , keyr ing and new 
wal le t in pocke t , had walked out of his 
apar tment , up 116th Street , and d o w n 
into the s u b w a y . 

The classicist got off the subway at 
42nd Street and wa lked upsta i rs to 
T imes Square . The cluster of intersec
t i o n s w a s e m p t y and d e s o l a t e , as 
abandoned and foreign as e i ther Istan
bul or Paris at 4 A. M. Kastnerr wa lked 
over to the corner of Broadway and 
41st and peered up the street where he 
had been m u g g e d . It too was empty — 
but in its bar renness , and in the harsh , 
g lar ing br ightness of its s t reet l ights , 
the street s eemed a lmost an appar i t ion , 
a vision of b lankness . Kastnerr walked 
back to T i m e s Square and stood on the 
island in the middle of the street until a 
black d runk , the first person he had yet 
seen that night , s tumbled by. Kastnerr 



stared impat ient ly at h i m , " M u g m e . 
Here I a m . M u g m e , " his face cried 
out , but the black only inched away , 
terrified that the classicist was about to 
at tack h im. T h e d runk tot tered across 
the street and entered a bar . Kas tner r 
wa tched h im, and then fo l lowed. The 
bar , he d i s c o v e r e d , was ac tual ly a 
str iptease c lub . O n its front w i n d o w , 
painted black save for a tiny circle in 
its center , were lettered in gold: 

TOPLESS B O T T O M L E S S GIRLS 

Kastnerr s tood outs ide and squinted 
through the t iny, c lear c ircle . He could 
see no th ing . After some hest i ta t ion, he 
f ina l ly w a l k e d i n s i d e , past a s ign 
which told him he had to be 21 to 
enter , and into the da rknes s . A cold , 
h a r d g r i p , the h a n d of the c l u b ' s 
bouncer , immedia te ly seized Kas tner r 
and steered h im to a stool at the bar , 
next to a cage in which a red-headed 
gir l , too heavy and too old, was bounc 
ing her breas ts and gyrat ing to a t inny 
recording of some blues song . W h e n 
the record moaned forth. " O h you 
c a n ' t g ive it to me hard e n o u g h , " 
Kastnerr heard the bar tender ask him 
what he wanted to dr ink. He stared at 
the girl , she shoved her pelvis at h im, 
and Kas tner r heard his lips say , " A 
w h i s k e y . " Still not taking his eyes off 
her , he brought the glass to his l ips , 
drank it d o w n in one gu lp , and placed 
it b a c k o n t h e b a r c o u n t e r . T h e 
b a r t e n d e r a s k e d h i m if he w a n t e d 
another dr ink, the girl shoved her pel
vis at h im aga in , and Kas tne r r ' s l ips 
o r d e r e d a s e c o n d w h i s k e y . In the 
course of the next hour , w h e n e v e r the 
dancer shoved her pelvis at Kas tner r , 
his lips ordered another dr ink . Five 

t imes . H e cou ldn ' t take his eyes off the 
g i r l . Af te r the fifth d r i n k , a h a n d 
m o v e d up his thigh toward his c ro tch . 
He w a s d runk . " A r i a n e , " Kas tner r 
m o a n e d , and in one instant, he was 
back in H a m b u r g , Par i s , and Is tanbul . 
He was so drunk he was back in all 
three ci t ies s imul taneous ly . 

At 6 A . M . , they kicked Kastnerr , 
dead d runk , out of the bar . His knees 
b u c k l i n g , h is head t h r o w n cock i ly 
back , as if he intended to stare down 
the sun wh ich w a s jus t r is ing ove r 
M a n h a t t a n , K a s t n e r r s tood in the 
center of the pavement until the coo l , 
d ry m o r n i n g a i r had r e v i v e d h i m . 
" H o m e , " he finally mut tered to h im
self. " T i m e to go h o m e , " and he 
s tumbled d o w n B r o a d w a y to the sub
way . 

Once downs ta i r s in the station and 
in front of the token booth , Kas tner r 
r e a c h e d b a c k for h i s w a l l e t a n d 
d iscovered that his pocket was again 
e m p t y . For the second t ime in three 
d a y s , his wallet had been s tolen. God
damn it. He d idn ' t have any change 
e i ther . T h e n , h o w e v e r , he rea l ized 
that he d idn ' t ca re . All he had lost was 
seven or e ight dol lars . He d idn ' t miss 
the new wallet a n y h o w . He reflected 
for a m o m e n t : e i ther he could beg the 
agent to let h im on the train for no
th ing , or he could walk h o m e . The 
agent did not appear especial ly sym
pathe t ic . Kastnerr wa lked . 

By •y the t ime he had m a d e his way the 
seventy b locks up town and reached 
116th Street , it w a s c lose to n ine . Kast-
ner r fe l t s trangly re juvenated , a lmost a 
youth . In front of C o l u m b i a ' s ga te s , 
be tween the twin robed s ta tues , he de
bated whe the r to walk over to Hami l 
ton to see , if by c h a n c e , it was open . In 
his m o o d , anyth ing seemed poss ible to 
the classicist ; but w h e n he d iscovered 
tha t H a m i l t o n w a s o p e n , he w a s 
n e v e r t h e l e s s so a s t o n i s h e d he sus 
pected that he was d r eaming . A single 
po l i ceman still stood guard before the 
glass doors , but people were mov ing 

in and out of the bu i ld ing , and Kast
n e r r s i m p l y w a l k e d i n s i d e a m o n g 
t h e m . T h e bo t tom lobby was a dismal 
m e s s . He waded through the splin
tered r e m a i n s of cha i r s and d e s k s , 
th rough litter and unidentif iable gar
b a g e , to the e levator . As he rose up to 
the sixth floor, his f ingers dove into his 
pocke t and c lutched at his keyr ing . O n 
the sixth floor, before he approached 
his off ice , Kas tne r r s topped in the 
m e n ' s room and washed his face. He 
stared at h imsel f in the mirror . Perhaps 
he was younger , pe rhaps older , maybe 
even t imeless . All he was absolutely 
certain of was that now he was fully 
a w a k e . 

The keys to his office, Kas tner r d is
cove red , were unnecessa ry . The plate 
glass which formerly had filled the 
d o o r ' s frame had been shat tered, and 
s tanding ou ts ide , Kastnerr surveyed 
the chaos of his office. B o o k s and pa
pers had been th rown off the shelves 
on to the floor. E m p t y cigaret te boxes , 
coke bot t les , a beer can or t w o , sand
wich and candy wrappe r s littered his 
d e s k , the f loor , and c o u c h . In the 
midst of all the c h a o s , h o w e v e r , the 
typewr i t e r , the c lass ic i s t ' s pr ice less 
I B M Select r ic , shone proudly on the 
desk top . His eyes fixed upon its for
midab le , O l y m p i a n shape , Kas tner r 
s tepped th rough the door frame and 
walked over to it. T h e typewri te r w a s 
u n t o u c h e d . T h e y h a d n ' t t a m p e r e d 
with it. The top was still sc rewed on 
t igh t ly . A specia l s c r e w d r i v e r was 
necessary in order to get the top off, 
and they had not p layed wi th it. 

I n e x p l i c a b l y , K a s t n e r r b e g a n to 
l a u g h l o u d l y . H i s l a u g h t e r e c h o e d 
through the e m p t y r o o m . The entire 
ep isode s eemed n o w — afterwards — 
no m o r e t h a n an a m u s i n g d r e a m . 
Kas tner r had a sense of h u m o r . He 
cou ld l a u g h , e v e n at h imse l f , and 
especial ly n o w , w h e n he was back at 
h o m e . His real h o m e was his office. 
Back to order , to regular i ty . Kastnerr 
felt so good he dec ided to begin work 
immedia te ly . P lugg ing in the type-



writer cord , he sat d o w n , c losed his 
eyes , and began to type in Greek . 

Dear Zeus, 
I do not mind your child, Diony
sus. At times, I am even fond of 
him. Occasionally, however, he 
gets out of hand and makes a 
chaos of this world. You should 
watch him more carefully. And 
whatever happened to Apollo? 
We miss him dearly. Especially 
at times like this. At least, I do. 

Your obedient worshipper, etc. 

Kas tne r r ' s fingers danced along the 
keys . He h u m m e d and laughed gent ly 
to himself, amused at the originali ty of 
his letter. O n c e he had comple ted it, 
he opened his eyes , looked down at the 
paper , and found it b lank . He closed 
and o p e n e d h i s e y e s r a p i d l y , and 
looked d o w n aga in at the sheet of 
paper , but it was still b lank . Kastnerr 
j u m p e d up frantically, threw his chai r 
over , and searched furiously through 
his desk d rawers for the sc rewdr iver . 
He cou ldn ' t find it. Suddenly his eyes 
caught the point of its sharp top g leam
ing out from benea th a candy wrappe r 
at the t y p e w r i t e r ' s s ide . H i s m i n d 
raced, his fingers worked furiously at 
the tiny sc rews . Kas tne r r ' s mind raced 
far beyond h im. His f ingers t rembled 
in a palsy before he finally unsc rewed 
the top . T h e interior of the mach ine 
was ho l low. The Greek ball was g o n e , 
and the c l a s s i c i s t b e g a n to sea rch 
madly for it. He w a s n ' t even certain 
they had left it in the r o o m . He had to 
have it b a c k . It w a s i r r ep l aceab le . 
Wi thou t it, he c o u l d n ' t t ype . If he 
c o u l d n ' t t ype , he cou ldn ' t work . The 
Life of Kastnerr would never be com
pleted, and if he could not comple te it 
— Kastner r would not envis ion the 
possibi l i ty . It w a s an unfi l lable, abso
lute blank in the future. 

Kas tner r searched all morn ing and 
a f t e r n o o n . T h r o u g h h i s d e s k a n d 
d rawers , unde r the c o u c h , behind the 
bookcase , and through the garbage on 
the floor; but it was nowhe re to be 

found. The classicist began to cry. He 
was certain he w a s go ing mad . T h e 
s h a m b l e s wh ich the revo lu t ionar ies 
had left i ncomple te he h imsel f had 
comple t ed . In the pa le , reddish light of 
the sett ing sun , his office appeared like 
the pr imeval chaos one m o m e n t before 
G o d had c o m m e n c e d upon His crea
tion of the un iverse . 

Kastnerr stood in the r o o m ' s center 
and cr ied. For what , or to wha t , he 
d idn ' t know or ca re . No th ing could 
he lp n o w . It was far too late. 

A s he stood and cr ied , his g lance 
fell, by chance , upon one spot in the 
rug that rose in a slight m o u n d . A 
s u d d e n g a s p fell f rom h i s m o u t h . 
Kas tne r r d ropped to his k n e e s and 
c rawled under the rug. In the dense 
b lackness ahead of h im, he began to 
d i s c e r n a g l e a m i n g , r o u n d p o i n t 
w h i c h , as he approached , scraping his 
knees on the splinters of the wooden 
floor, swiftly enlarged into the shape 
of a golden sphere . He c rawled franti
ca l ly , his hand shot out into the dark
ness , and he seized the engraved sur
face of his Greek bal l . 

K a s t n e r r , l i ke a c h t h o n i c g o d , 
roared in j oy from benea th the rug . He 
c rawled ou t , surfaced, and running to 
the w i n d o w , for the office was now 
sunk in shadow, held the ball in the 
pa lm of his hand . T h e gold sphere 
shone like a tiny idol in the moonl igh t . 
" I have saved y o u , " Kastnerr said to 
the little dei ty . " N o , we have saved 
each o t h e r . " All the wander ings and 
f l ights of h is s ix ty - th ree y e a r s fo-
cussed upon the bal l , as if it we re his 
final habi ta t ion. Every th ing , Kas tner r 
thought , had c o m e to this . H a m b u r g , 
Par i s , I s tanbul , N e w York ; the first 
twenty-f ive yea r s , the caesura , the last 
twenty-f ive years . Kas tner r lifted the 
ball h igher , towards the m o o n , in the 
line be tween his eyes and the lunar 
planet in the d is tance . F o r a second , he 
thought he saw the figure of the god 
wa lk ing ove r the hor izon ; then , he 
thought it was his father; f inally, Kast
nerr real ized that it was only himself. 

T h e ball was h is . It d idn ' t be long to the 
gods . H e ' d smash the ball before he 
gave it to t hem, but Kastnerr knew 
better . He k n e w n o w , for one thing, 
the difference be tween the gods . 

Clos ing his fist t ightly about the 
bal l , he walked back to the typewri ter , 
inserted the ball into its p rong , and 
began to type again . 

Dear Y-hw-h (for he also knew 
bet ter than to wri te the Tetra-
g rammaton ) 
Kastnerr has come home. 
0 God of my father's bible, the 
other gods have mouths but 
they do not speak; eyes but 
they do not see; ears but they 
do not hear. What do they 
know? This is yours. 
1 have come home. At last. 

Kastnerr typed on all n ight . He did not 
know what he typed. H e d idn ' t care . 
His f ingers m o v e d a long the keys as if 
he were a bl ind man reading the writ
ing on the wal l . H e did not even bother 
to turn on the l ight, for he had no desire 
to see what he was typing . Whi l e he 
w o r k e d , he h u m m e d to h i m s e l f a 
me lody which his father had sung on 
Saturday even ing to ce lebra te the sep
arat ion be tween the holy and the pro
fane. N o w Kastnerr had myster ious ly 
recalled the tune , as if out of n o w h e r e . 
W h e n the sun rose again over Manha t 
tan, Kas tne r r , w h o had not slept for 
two d a y s , wa tched it c l imb o v e r the 
pil lared heights of But ler Library and 
found himself, inexpl icably , reci t ing 
in Hebrew the bless ing over the new 
day , pul l ing the words out of nowhere . 
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