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Rondo

Abstract
In lieu of an abstract, below is the essay's first paragraph.

"I put down my pen because it was night. My words sat on the page before me and would not slither, nor
drown, nor formicate, would not whisper to me of the life that | could feel breathing from its diaphragm in
the night-the night, the prescient night which termites through the walls, gathers itself in front of you,
winks its eyes and vanishes."

Cover Page Footnote
Appeared in the issue: Volume 5, Spring, 1960.

This prose is available in The Angle: https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol1960/iss1/19
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Locklin: Rondo

RONDO

Gerawp Ivan LockrLin

I put down my pen because it was
night. My words sat on the page
before me and would not slither, nor
(Imwn, nor formicate. would not
whisper to me of the lile that 1 could
feel breathing from its diaphragm in
the night—the night, the prescient
night which termites through the
walls, gathers itself in front of vou,
winks its eyes and vanishes.

So I put down my pen. put away
my plots and subplots, which were
a few seconds ago the cynosure of
my vision, opened the door and was
one with the night. 1 donned the
chasuble of blackness and the noc-
turnal requiem of the slrects was

mine.

One l:llocl{. two lJlDC]:(S, sidewallc
running towards me, past me, run-
ning away from | am going Llowards
it. All alone. Crowds of people in
bed. Air is wet, gels up my nose,
drown my brain, mayhc. Corner
coming up alternoon paper Imy cry-
ing papuh papuh read all about his
sullen eyes and dirty white shirt |
sl‘opper‘[.
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As [ leaned against the lamp post
slaring at the asphalt all about me,
I was aware for the first time that
the streetlights were oul. There were
no houses on this block and neon
signs were far beyond the business
expenditures of the speck[ed frout
who owned and operated these
stiﬂing little stores. I can not re-
member what thoughts occupicc[ my
mind, nor can | gauge the time that
I rested in ebony solitude against
the soft pole.

But after a time the thmb[‘ning
pressure, the hard pulsation against
my body and 1 backed away and
starled to run and lig’ht Exploc[es
pow windows people at me looking
staring people at hostile sadistic peo-
ple wrinkled faces long noses. Run
a step run run over my shoulder still
staring at me twice as many. Mul-

tiplving worse than rabbits run run
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fall down my knees. Oooh my knees,
my lungs I'll swear curse my breath.

When 1 finally caught my breath
and the spirits were no longer drill-
ing my eves, making me dizzy. 1
felt the rain upon my I‘Lcad, slicl{y
and uncomfortable. 1 leaned on
aching arms to raise myself from the
puddle in which T had been lying.
But illuminated by its own brilliant
eves | beheld the image of a laugh-
ing child. Enraged, | gained my
leet and kicking and splashing the
waters [ watched the child curl into
an embryo, a foetus and smaller and
smaller.

And 1 dashed down the (]irty.
dark, dank, c[rcary streels no]:nody
yvet a demon immanent grinning.
Collapse. No. Few [ect a light.
Next block. Stronger. No pain.
There.

I was in the middle of a lighted
square. At first my eyes blinked at
the glare but as I regained my vision.
I could see the undulating shades of
the swaying lightposts. My heart
and lungs were paralyzed. People
were jammed into the open windows,
now smiling idiodically, laughing,
L‘llanting in oversweet, feminine,
voices an unintelligible song or
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hymn. Then, doors began to open
and people were coming at me [rom
every building still smiling and
chanting and curtseying lo me and
to one another and taking a great
gulp of air I broke for the first side
street in a tormented frenzy scaring
or trampling the pigeons who blan-
keted the road.

followed [rom the
square. | found my way home and
upon entering the house and return-
ing to my desk, T immediately fell
asleep in the chair, with my head
upon my manuscripts.

1 was not

1 awoke the next morning to vita-
min D sunshine and a dryness of
atmosphere that filled my sore limhs
with warmth. For a moment | ex-
perienced pleasure and peace. Bul
then the blurred reminiscence of
some indeflinables happening began
to annoy me. Would my brain
divulge its secret? The spot of blood
rose from my papers and the pain in
my head forced itself into my con-
sciousness. Scrawled across the lop
page were the words “Non Ser-
viam.”" The handwriting was my

OWTL.
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