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Here’s the oldest picture I’ve managed to obtain... 
Its a picture of a young woman parting with friends at a railway station in Germany. 
There’s no platform next to the train. 
Groups of people are gathered near the doors. 
Others are walking on the siding next to the train. 
The sun is high, it must be about one or two in the afternoon. 
She’s wearing dark sunglasses. 
Her hair is long and pinned in back. 
Her dress is a long floral summer shift. 
She’s embracing another woman whose back is to the camera. 
A tall curly-haired man is standing a few feet to their left, watching the two women in 
their embrace. 
We know that her two friends would finally arrive in the U.S. sometime in early 1949. 
So the photograph must be from the summer of 1948. 
She was trying to convince her own husband to emigrate to the U.S. as well. 
They will always disagree about where to go, or when the time is right to leave a place. 
Others, perhaps all, were leaving Germany as well at this time. 
Later, people would say that the time after the war was a special moment. 
Everyone felt safe...and the future, although littered with memory of the past, was at 
last one of possibilities. 
 
 
 



Title: COOPERATION OF PARTS 
 
 
 
Title: The longest road is from the mother to the front door. 
 
Title: When you have no companion consult your walking stick. 
 
Title: Wherever you go, you can never get rid of yourself. 
 
Title: Any road will lead you to the end of the world. 
 
 
 
It’s a place of disasters, of the failure of will. 
A foreign terrain, at once familiar and exotic. 
I have the illusion that nothing of great importance will be revealed. 
How can I describe this place? 
The rules are the same, the distances equivalent, 
Privacy is respected. 
Commerce is the common language. 
Its an average state of existence, a state of undifferentiated exchanges. 
 
 
Title: The odds are against the observed. 
 
 
It reminds me of... 
A forgotten image is recalled. 
Still others remain missing. 
The feeling is this: 
An anxiety... a phantom pain. 
Something unseen yet intensely present. 
How can I describe this feeling to you? 
 
 
Title: He’s already beginning to mistrust his sense, but not his senses. 
 
 
 
 



Guilt is never to be doubted. 
I am taking this all in. 
Accumulating evidence, facts, figures. 
Finally, it can be put down in the columns: 
True  
False  
False 
True  
False 
 
 
 
He has a weakness for simplification which enables him to form all kinds of 
combinations and judgments. 
In the end, he shall come to believe that he has chosen an opinion wholly his own; 
forgetting that his choices were exercised only on the mass of opinion. 
The more or less blind work of others, and of chance... 
Consult your own experience. 
You’ll find we understand each other. 
 
 
Title: The odds are against the observer. 
 
 
Yesterday is already here, under our feet, above our heads. 
 
 
He’s dying of uncertainty, yet all certainty proves deceptive. 
Does it really answer your questions? 
Perhaps the ruins are necessary, perhaps only absence has the power to endure. Yet, I 
say to myself, there must be a moment back there when this all began. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Title: It was written on the rooftops: 
 
Title: There is one road to freedom. 
           Its milestones are: 
 
Title: Obedience  
 
Title: Diligence  
 
Title: Honesty  
 
Title: Order  
 
Title: Cleanliness  
 
Title: Temperance  
 
Title: Truth  
 
Title: Sacrifice  
 
Title: And love of one’s country. 
 
 
 
Now they speak to each other and forget their nature. 
They let the years fade in their talk and speculation. 
They connive a disclaimer to: 
uniform, 
rag, 
bucket, 
tea, 
hay, 
plank, 
wire, 
furnace, 
smokestack. 
 
 
 
 



Title: And what about universal brotherhood? 
 
Title: Its inscribed on the earth in calcium and phosphorus. 
 
Title: A little too late for progress. 
 
 
He would say to me: 
You want to feel things on your own skin. 
You will never understand 
Remember. 
What will it take to change you? 
I can never forget. 
They all change. 
You too will change. 
I am always the same. 
 
 
Voice of John Kennedy: 
 
 Why, some say, the moon? 
 Why, thirty-five years ago, fly the Atlantic? 
 Why does Rice play Texas? 
 We choose to go to the moon... 
 
 
Title: Are we the agents of change? 
 
 
 
 
 
Awakened this morning to the sound of... 
Being left to invent myself I could wind up with a clear case of mistaken identity. No one 
can predict which rule will be broken. 
Don’t forget, one foot in front of the other. 
Listen to yourself... just listen... 
Its not really what you want to be feeling. 
She says to me: “Misfortune makes then breaks you, 
Let your memory be your house.” 
I wish to know more, its a necessary evil. 



I may even find out the long way is the most efficient. 
Ask, but not too often. 
It’s an equation of pleasure and pain: 
Momentary flashes of awareness, gradually replaced by a continuum of... 
The mines, the forests, the factories...Which were your accomplices? 
 
Sometimes you tire of explaining so you find yourself saying, “examples are 
everywhere...” 
 
Everything here reminds me of you... 
 
 
 
I asked simple questions, responses were measured. 
The plan is this: What is taught is protected. 
What were they looking at? 
They were looking at the other side. 
Why couldn’t they go? It wouldn’t have been possible. 
How was it that you were there? 
The conflicting ideologies were not thorough in their regulation. 
The rules provided the freedom to go. 
The rules provided the freedom to enter. 
Both sides openly resent this aberration, 
More specifically, the aberrant. 
Did you notice any difference? 
Yes and no. 
Each creates the contour of its own repressions, 
A national character, a character of symptoms. 
Could you see any similarity to anything previous? 
You could perceive these things in the ruins. 
They were all around, they were easy to see. 
The shards tell the story and prefigure the future. 
I can predict the outcome... 
I can read the writing on the wall. 
Transformation is is essential to the survival of these elements. 
Embracing both the future and the past; 
Not unlike his last will and testament. 
 
 
 



And the grounds are to be excavated revealing perhaps armaments, documents, booby 
traps, remains, other evidence and documentation. 
You see, we’ll all be watching this dissection from reviewing stands, 
And they’ll be watching us from the perimeter buildings. 
A thing is not so distant from its opposite. 
A border from a wall. 
A dike from a container. 
What crimes have been committed here... 
here... 
here... 
 
 
Daily life is only a disruption. 
I sometimes stop on the road to the sources and question the signs, the world of my 
ancestors. 
Your mind is wandering... 
I have trouble following you. 
I too have often tried to give up. 
 
 
Nothing has changed. Everything has changed. 
 
 
 
Here’s another picture. 
It’s of a music band, musicians with instruments. 
They all have uniforms on which were donated by the Home Army. 
There’s a dark curtain behind the group and two rows of musicians. 
All young men, all tired looking, most without smiles. 
He’s sitting all the way to the right on the bottom row, leaning a little towards the right 
edge of the photograph, his accordion bellowed open in the same direction. His face is 
still youthful, his expression: wistful. 
On the back of the photograph is an inscription that’s been crossed out. 
A date of 1949 appears, clearly of another hand. 
I asked him to explain. 
He told me that the photo was taken in 1944, in Khirghizstan. 
He was afraid the immigration authorities would discover that he had spent the years 
of the war in the Soviet Union. 
His documents stated that he had been a prisoner in a German labor camp. 
Of course this would have been an implausible explanation. 
To this day he insists that it was his ability to make music that insured his survival. 



 
He winds his language around his finger. 
 
Title: Words have no boundaries. 
 
He plants his fields and leaves none fallow. 
 
Title: Hunger teaches a man many things. 
 
He teaches his son everything he knows. 
 
Title: As long as the language lives, the nation is not dead. 
 
He tends his flock with one eye opened. 
 
Title: He who sees with other people’s eyes is deceived. 
 
For every one of you there are two of me. 
 
Title: Madness is not the same for all men.  
 
He defies the law by speaking another language. 
 
Title: Our solidarity is the impossible passion one stranger can feel for another. 
 
He wrestles with the Devil only to find himself the victor. 
 
Title: Forgive others easily, but yourself never. 
 
Conscience is the child of adventure. 
 
Title: The eyes are always children 
 
One does not get crucified, one crucifies oneself. 
 
Title: Whom God wishes to punish he will deprive of his reason. 
 
New day, new fate. 
 
Title: Happy i!s the country that has no history. 
 



Work for the living and please the dead. 
 
Title: Destiny leads the willing but drives the unwilling. 
 
Give with discretion, accept with memory. 
 
Title: Pray that you may never have to endure all that you can learn to bear. 
 
Habit hardens the feet. 
 
Title: Misfortune makes and breaks you. 
 
Between saying and doing one often wears out a pair of shoes. 
 
Title: Nothing kills like doing nothing. 
 
Production is the daughter of desire 
 
Title: Where the hand cannot grasp, thought begins. 
 
A river confined flows more swiftly. 
 
Title: Justice is always hungry. 
 
Work makes you free. 
 
Title: Abuse is written into iron, kindness into sand. 
 
To everyone his due. 
 
Title: From profit the chimney smokes. 
 
With whom shall the secrets travel? 
 
Title: A charred place smells a long time. 
 
The recent past always presents itself as if destroyed by catastrophes. 
 
Title: Seeing Is believing  
 
The splinter in your eye is the best magnifying glass. 



 
Title: Wonder at nothing. 
 
A German is someone who cannot tell a lie without believing it himself. 
 
 
 
He sleeps with his eyes open, he walks with his eyes closed. 
 
He tills the soil with a lightning rod. 
 
He sees the heavens when he looks down. 
 
Each man wants more than any one can have. 
 
She teaches her children more than she herself knows. 
 
He is an authority on the commonplace. 
 
History instructs the undoing of the present. 
 
He sees himself superior to his opportunities. 
 
It is better that a village should falll than a custom. 
 
Your own calamity is more useful to you than another’s triumph. 
 
A father suffers through his children and through his children fares well. 
 
If you wish to know a man, give him authority. 
 
He who only looks at heaven may easily break his nose on the earth. 
 
Ambition and revenge always die of hunger. 
 
The road gives comrades. 
 
The longest road is from the mother to the front door. 
 
Evil people have no pattern. A mill without wheat grinds itself. 
 



Order, counterorder, disorder. 
 
The master’s footprints make the field fertile. 
 
Truth pricks the eye. 
 
He is not rich who has not anything old. 
 
Who does not understand half a word will not be wiser for a whole one. 
 
My mind is a trap  my mind is a sieve. 
 
The greater your concern, the better, I’d say. 
 
An art requires a whole man. 
 
When a man begins to reason, he ceases to feel. 
 
Every land fosters its own art. 
 
What you don’t see with your eyes, don’t assume with your mouth. 
 
Wherever you go, you can never get rid of yourself. 
 
What’s yours is mine, what’s mine is also mine. 
 
 
 
The well inside the chateau. 
The dirt road leading away from the chateau. 
A roofless farmhouse on the road. A view in the road looking ahead. 
A farmhouse appears in the center of the road on the horizon. 
An apple tree. 
A peasant looking me straight in the eye. 
An old house, pleasant, alive with flowers. 
A broom, an open door, 
The same house, another view, another year. 
The vegetation around the door has changed, 
A thatched roof is seen. 
The year 1905 engraved on the face of the house. 
Lilies, Queen Anne’s lace, sunflowers, wildflowers, 



Roses, a stone stairway. 
A farmhouse facade. 
Vines, planters, hay out of the top window. 
Grape vines around a window. 
A garden gate  
A tree trunk  
A row of apple trees. 
A woman with baskets of picked fruit. 
 
 
 
In other words, nothing happens... 
He produces a thousand tenuous notations whose object is neither an idea, nor a 
sentiment, nor a fact, but simply, in the widest sense of the term, the weather outside. 
 
 
How many times I’ve dreamed of strolling, notebook in hand, jotting down 
impressions, whose brevity would guarantee their perfection, whose simplicity would 
attest to their profundity. 
 
 
 
I have the illusion that nothing of great importance will be revealed. 
Its a place of disasters, of the failure of will. 
What is it about the streets, the shutters, the lampposts, that brings me to the thought 
of these memories? 
Where have I seen this place before? 
 
Title: He’s drawn to it, to the possibility of answers. 
 
But here, the possible is already extinguished. 
 
So I wind up asking the same question my mother asks, 
Why me? 
 
Title: It was through her, not through her conscious intention that these things passed. 
 
 
 
 
 



Like a shock wave felt through several generations. 
Its a typology, a magnetized personality. 
A personality characterized mainly by suspicion, mistrust, an uncanny ability to read 
the subtext. 
This personality is the one that draws negativity to itself, 
Its the one that people despise. 
The one that reverts to the defense of self; 
never a nation, never an idea. 
What happens if I discover who I am? 
What then? 
 
 
I am imagining a new version of myself. 
In this new incarnation my identity is firmly linked to land, gentry, stature. 
I have no fear of failure. 
I have no self-destructive drives. 
I need only whisper my thoughts. 
Mere survival has not preoccupied the family for countless generations. 
I forget even who I am. 
Rarely do I hunger for attention. 
Forgetfulness is my nature. 
Boredom is something I try to avoid. but when it comes is easily countered. 
In this new skin I create upon a firm foundation, and yet nothing I do can change the 
texture of things. 
And this I take as a sign that all is well.  
 
You be the judge, if judgment is what you’re after. 
 
 
He finds this out: 
 
Title: Freedom awakens gradually, as you become conscious of the ties. 
 
Title: So he comes up with a map to show himself around the place 
 
Title: Going down that street ten thousand times in a lifetime... 
 
Title: ...or perhaps never at all... 
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