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Breath 

We long for a little weakness, 
darkness, and fiction, for the 
crowded, the smut, the closeness and 
malice of things. - Robert Lowell 

We long for 

anything that still lives - the woman crying 
in her bathroom at four in the morning because her brother 
is in love with a man, has always been in love with men. 
"What does this mean?" she says into the phone and lies 
down on the cool tile. "I wanted you to know the truth." 

A little weakness 
is all we care about these days, not the melodramatic scene 
but the slight fidgeting, the pupils dilating momentarily, 
our inability to cover up when their problems become ours. 
The woman thinks of the warmth surrounding sex, 
feels the tile, and falls asleep to the 

darkness and 
dreams of light. It is too late. This might be the point in the book 
where the reader, too tired herself, puts a bookmark on this page, 
takes off her glasses, and turns off the light. She can think 
of nothing else except the characters in this biography, 
the people who, no matter what else happens to them, will all die. 

Fiction 
is what is important: there we can move from one place to the other 
with these people and then stop. Because this seems more 
like real life. We don't continue with people until they die. 
We think this until we call our mother for Easter, and hear of death. 
We look for a picture and wonder why we never missed this relative 

for the crowded 

shapes of our lives - the lover's triangles, the circles repeating 
forever, the diamonds with corners pulling away, pushing toward - 
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fill the moments, make us forget the random meeting, talking to, 
talking about. We try to imagine a time when we weren't here listening to 
a woman unfold a dream in which we took part. "In a Japanese garden. . . ." 

The smut 
all we think of as we listen. Looking around the room, we see all 
the men she has slept with. And what does she do to get these men, 
we ask. She looks at them and tells them what they want to hear, 
just like she's doing now, describing all of us in beautiful 

flowing satins of emerald and ruby, covered with birds. . . . 

The closeness and 

intimacy surround her as she makes us feel a part of the cloth 
that she weaves as a dream, taking hold of us. We cross the stream 
of water on the wooden bridge, following her, leaving 
what was ours behind. She stops, looks back, and the spell 
is broken, for when she sees, we see 

malice 
- the malice which shows up later as she is told she is ugly 
and not because she is. No longer do we have sympathy for her, 
for these people, and we hope that the next page will turn 
on them, will cause them to disappear without the messy details 
of life springing up, the broken lines, the undramatic pauses 

of things. 
That is what they have become, things, pieces in a ritual: 

only they aren't breathing anymore. They are just images 
to be remembered or forgotten, to be found again, changed. 
The woman returns to the bridge, meets the man and reminds him 
of the differences between word and life, dream and breath. 

IIO NEW ENGLAND REVIEW 


	Article Contents
	p. 109
	p. 110

	Issue Table of Contents
	New England Review (1990-), Vol. 15, No. 2 (Spring, 1993), pp. 1-226
	Front Matter
	Class Consciousness and the American Writer
	An Introduction to Class Consciousness and the American Writer [pp. 5-8]
	Pocketbook and Sauerkraut [pp. 9-18]
	Class and Poetry on the Outskirts of Philadelphia [pp. 19-22]
	Who's Got Class? [pp. 23-30]
	A Body of Work [pp. 31-39]
	Class with No Class [pp. 40-54]
	Class [pp. 55-64]
	Class Unconsciousness and an American Writer [pp. 65-75]
	Losing the Aristocratic Taint [pp. 76-79]
	The Moving Sidewalk [pp. 80-84]
	Paint Brushes vs. Rollers: On Class Warfare, Honor, and the Cosmos [pp. 85-93]
	What I Have to Defend, What I Can't Bear Losing [pp. 94-103]
	Nursery School Politics [pp. 104-107]

	Special Feature: The Associated Writing Programs Intro Journals Project
	A Preface to the Associated Writing Programs "Intro Journals Project" [p. 108-108]
	Breath [pp. 109-110]
	The Only Dance There Is [pp. 111-112]
	Draw Back Blood [pp. 113-118]
	Sunset District: Diminished Seventh [p. 119-119]
	A View of the Kingdom [pp. 120-132]
	During Celibacy the Mind Tends to Wander [pp. 133-135]

	Three on George Steiner
	George Steiner as Cultural Critic: Confronting America [pp. 136-156]
	George Steiner's Literary Journalism: "The Heart of the Maze" [pp. 157-167]
	The Mind of a Critical Moralist: Steiner as Jew [pp. 168-188]

	Reviews
	Review: Eamon Grennan: "To Leave Something Bright and Upright Behind" [pp. 189-195]
	Review: Feminism American and Un-American [pp. 195-200]
	Review: Beyond Silence [pp. 201-210]
	Review: "Part of the Emptiness": Rodney Hall's Vision of a Troubled Australia [pp. 210-224]

	Back Matter



