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“The Acolytes is an original and powerful visionary novel which 
introduces and explores territory—heroic idealism, its illusions 
and discontents—rarely touched on in American fiction. It 
addresses deep longings and aspirations that most artists have 
swept to the side, which is not only courageous, it could prove 
beneficial to our culture. Hanshe gives promise of becoming a 
truly important writer.”

—Daniel Blue

*

The Acolytes “flies in the face of mainstream publishing with its eye 
on something bigger and vaster than the conventional marketplace. 
In mode its allegorical approach is so different than the types of 
Jonathan Franzen ‘family sagas’ that publishers pick up on 
nowadays. It’s quirky, weird, and mannered and many of the 
scenes have the strange power of dreams. They proceed according 
to their own logic, stately as yachts, moving irrevocably, like Time. 
Like John Cowper Powys, Hanshe has the talent for making 
other species come to life.”

—Kevin Killian

*



“The connection between the aesthetic and the religious realm in 
the term ‘acolyte’ is important for Rainer J. Hanshe’s The Acolytes 
as it subtly links his story of masters and disciples in the thespian 
and literary arts to the contemporary crisis in the Church. In the 
acolyte’s realm the cults of art and religion converge.

Hanshe’s novel also illuminates, in beautiful and also horrifying 
ways, the many-nuanced nature of ‘love.’ In a deeply poetic 
subplot it shows the oneness of two beings in and with each other 
as an evocation of cosmic unity. Love, however, is also revealed 
as the need to devour, to incorporate the other into the self. 
Love’s subtle kinship with cannibalism runs like a bloody thread 
through the novel until its climax and conclusion in the literal 
devouring of the abuser by the abused. Yet even in the daemonic 
master-abuser Ivan—an unforgettable creation of ambivalence—
dwells that love that partially redeems him.

The novel is a riveting, slightly surreal portrait of the bohemian 
underworld of New York and it exposes the sinister underside of 
the ever-beckoning dream of art. It shows with fascinating 
nuance the multi-faceted nature of artistic ambition, illuminating 
a range from lofty yearning to diabolical craving for power.”

—Walter H. Sokel, author of The Writer in Extremis; The Myth of 
Power & the Self: Essays on Franz Kafka
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FOR BERNADETTE

 And MY GRANDFATHER





Enemies of truth.—Convictions are more dangerous enemies of 
truth than lies.

Human, All Too Human

“Faith” means not wanting to know what is true. 

The Anti-Christ

[M]an generates his madness like a mirage. The symbol of 
madness will henceforth be that mirror which, without reflecting 
anything real, will secretly offer the man who observes himself in 
it the dream of his own presumption. Madness deals not so much with 
truth and the world, as with man and whatever truth about himself he 
is able to perceive. 

Madness & Civilization

How terrible—to see the truth when the truth is only pain to him 
who sees!

Oedipus Rex





He had a coterie of acolytes as if a god, or some political 
firebrand who fomented revolution in the streets, drawing from 
the farthest precincts of the city, if not the most unsavory, all the 
lost, wandering souls who had no home and never would.

It was supposed to be a theater, yet was more of a cult. The 
name, unlike the bland or convoluted appellations adopted by 
most New York theater companies, had a mythic ring to it, 
sounded more like an American Indian sect. And though it had 
been seven years since their last production, Gabriel, one of the 
chief acolytes and a lead character in that fated play, still had 
faith.

How long would it take Gabriel to waken from his slumber? 
He was a somnambulist, bound by the charms of a cunning ogre, 
but as a member of the theater his life was suddenly imbued with 
meaning, like belonging to a fraternal order or some political 
faction whose mission became the call of one’s life while the 
members remained unknown to themselves, completely devoid 
of their own aims.

Ivan, the director, was the indomitable master and it would 
take Gabriel years to finally escape him. He was less like a man 
and more like some shade from the province of Hades; he could 
have been a model for Rodin’s Gates of Hell. He didn’t walk, but 
slunk around: a drooped, lethargic cat, shoulders hunched, head 
downcast, his body a whited sepulcher—it had been decades 
since his flesh had seen the sun.
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One night, a former acolyte (one always less devoted), had 
phoned Ivan after returning from a long sojourn across the 
Atlantic; he was something of a modern gypsy and would 
disappear for months, sometimes years, so he could devote 
himself totally to his whims, leaving behind America and the city 
he found so restrictive. He believed in none of the hollow idols 
and followed a singular, anomalous path, dedicated, since 
abandoning his dream of being a modern thespian, solely to his 
writing and a life of the imagination.

After Ivan castigated the traveler for leaving him and his 
clan, stating, “Why don’t you stay here like the rest of us and 
duke it out!” the traveler asked whether or not Ivan ever wanted 
to leave the city. There was no response from the director.

“Don’t you want to visit other countries?” the traveler 
prompted, bemused by Ivan’s obstinate refusal to answer.

There was a long, heavy silence, so long the traveler at first 
thought that Ivan hung up, but he knew the director was boiling 
inside for his heavy sighs reverberated through the receiver. The 
traveler then awaited the inevitable sharp or animated rejoinder 
as one would the infamous gesture or articulation of a performer 
who had begun to caricature what were once more authentic and 
original expressions.

 “NO!” Ivan exploded, finally.
The city was less his home and more a prison he would never 

leave, for, without it, he was devoid of acolytes and could not 
bear to be alone, though the most solitary, remote person. Like 
Baudelaire, he wanted a consecrated solitude, but with 
companions. Ivan was either at his apartment (what many, 
though it was above ground, and despite its splendor, referred to 
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as “the dungeon”) viewing Wagner’s Ring Cycle over and over 
again, at the office of his theater, or, when he could no longer 
bear his solitude, in one of the derelict bars he was compelled to 
haunt, in search of more acolytes and his requisite pound of 
flesh. Rarely did he visit Amos, the iconoclastic outlaw of 
American fiction whose assistant he purported to be and whose 
work his theater company was dedicated to producing, though 
Ivan’s main production concerned desire and desire alone.

Gabriel, as Ivan’s most devoted and chief acolyte, was 
enlisted night after night to inhabit the dreary or debauched 
dives Ivan singled out for his excursions; there was nothing 
bright or joyous about Ivan and he lived in a perpetual state of 
melancholy. Gloom was his halo and he found Gabriel’s icy 
cobalt blue eyes arresting. Tempted by the acolyte’s tight, sinewy 
body, he often imagined what he might do with it, frequently 
remarking to Gabriel that he wished he were fat so he wouldn’t 
be so enamored of him. But Gabriel had taken the central 
position in Ivan’s circle and was the most revered acolyte, prey 
to Ivan’s every whim. 

One solitary night, the director insisted Gabriel accompany 
him to a new bar in the East Village. It had a simple but lascivious 
name that indicated its sole purpose. Ivan had already spent 
numerous indulgent nights there and it would become a sanctuary 
for him until it was finally condemned by the mayor and boarded 
up by the police.

When he discussed the activities that occurred in the bar 
with Gabriel, he related them to acting and the spiritual quest his 
disciple thought he was fulfilling.
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“These people are wide open, Gabriel. They have no 
boundaries, and that’s the kind of unwary receptiveness you 
have to achieve to become a master. It’s pure Dionysian freedom, 
and if you want to be able to go there,” Ivan explained, “there” 
being the internal state of being one had to create to portray 
characters as malevolent as Edmond, “you’ve got to learn how to 
surrender, to overcome every resistance that leads to judgment 
or reservation.”

Gabriel, ready to obey his director’s every command in order 
to achieve the state of absolute freedom that would make of him 
a master, abided without reservation; it was to be one of the final 
stages of his training Ivan told him, and soon after he would be a 
master himself. 

—
When Gabriel entered the back room of the bar, a wave of terror 
seized him. Upon first crossing the threshold of the establishment, 
he condemned everything as ridiculous or absurd. At the door, 
he was inspected by an enormous black man wearing yellow 
snake eye contacts, his face covered in glitter, his ass exposed, 
except for fluorescent orange and yellow peacock feathers which 
burst out of his rectum as if he were a tropical animal. Once past 
this gate keeper, he saw men in full black leather masks and 
others on the bar dancing in diapers, sucking their thumbs and 
lasciviously pleasing themselves.

The bar reverberated with thunderous industrial music. 
Gabriel could barely move. The black, dim room was dense with 
bodies. He drove towards the center, thinking he’d find more 
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space to breathe. The pit seemed devoid of oxygen. Composed of 
nothing but liquor, sweat, and other body fluids. The deafening 
racket compounded his feeling obliterated. He felt the palpitating 
muscles of hungry men brush against him. His nerves tensed—
as he squeezed through the sea of men they enveloped his body, 
hungrily groping it, grabbing it, kneading it, and he wondered 
why he acquiesced so often to Ivan’s invitations, which were 
actually silent commands the fevered acolyte had difficulty 
resisting, for he imagined he was fulfilling his destiny.

Upon forcing himself to the inner sanctum, Gabriel saw a 
young man in black-rimmed glasses feverishly devouring another 
man’s genitals, fellating him with abandonment and gusto. 
Others stood around, their cocks hanging out, rubbing them in 
preparation for the young man, spitting in their palms and 
stroking themselves. A few, too pent up to restrain themselves, 
erupted, a shower of semen spilling throughout the room, 
mingling with the beer and sweat, possibly blood. However, it 
was difficult for him to distinguish what anything was: the 
distortion of the black lights turned everything white fluorescent 
purple: the semen looked unreal and alien, like candy shooting 
from their urethras.

The young man was delirious, moving from cock to cock, 
taking them into his mouth as if parched. Gabriel could not count 
the number of men lined up and waiting. Some, roused by the 
frenzy, began fingering each other, penetrating one another, 
violently pumping whatever body in front of them with vigor 
and force. It was a delirium of organs and orifices, groaning, 
exasperation, ecstasy: fiendish and bleary, rough ravaging of hot 
flesh. The energy intense, strenuous, escalating to fever pitch, 
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the young man taking organ after organ and consuming them 
with avidity—it was as if he hadn’t eaten in months and this was 
his sustenance, manna that would sate him for some unfathomable 
stretch of time.

Gabriel remained in the midst of the bacchanalia, frozen as if 
a petrified voyeur, caught in a spider’s web. It was part of his 
training he thought to himself, trying to combat his horror. But a 
question, an imposing question that one of the other acolytes 
uttered while in Gabriel’s arms kept erupting in his mind, a 
question which elicited doubt—he could not listen to it for it 
made him mistrust his faith. He expelled it from his mind.

The frenzy did not abate, but intensified, and Gabriel was 
engulfed, vainly struggling to escape the web without being 
touched. It felt as if the bar would collapse from the strain and 
ferocity of passion. He thought he was going to faint from the 
heat, lack of air. The room spun and whirled to Gabriel, twisting 
about like a carousel, thick with the musty odor of a gym. Finally, 
he broke through the mass of bodies and escaped to the front of 
the bar: it felt as if he had risen from the depths of the ocean after 
holding his breath for minutes, vigilantly alert to predators, his 
body on the verge of imploding from the pressure of the deep.

Ivan was nowhere to be found.
Gabriel slammed his fist on the bar, shouting for an ice-cold 

beer. Before he even began to drink it, he commanded the 
bartender to bring him two more and a double whiskey.

He drank everything, came to from his shock. The liquor 
invigorated him like a bolt of fresh air. He looked around, wide 
awake, his eyes pinned open—every sound was magnified as if 
he stood in a circle of silence, the noise filtering slowly through a 

16



tiny hole in his cell of silence. The cacophony of slurping and 
consumption and flesh slapped and mouths groaning all 
commingled, rollicking about Gabriel’s head.

He peered into the darkness with numb detachment, 
scanning the room for Ivan, who, though he continued searching 
for, did not want to find. Whenever the acolytes asked Ivan when 
he was going to direct another play, Ivan would remark, half 
rueful, half truthfully, “I’d rather suck cock. It’s more exciting.”

All this time, though Ivan had been making the same remark 
for years, Gabriel thought it was simply his perverse humor, but 
perhaps it was absolutely true, and Ivan was now in the backroom 
on his knees, prostrate and penitent, waiting for host after host 
to inundate him. This feverish ecstasy could have been more 
enticing than directing what Ivan knew would only be another 
failed play for, as he often opined, the actors necessary to ‘get’ 
Amos’ plays didn’t exist. “If only I had Kim Stanley,” the ogre 
sighed, “then we’d really get somewhere. She was a major 
heavyweight. But no one’s got that kind of juice, baby. I don’t 
wanna direct, I just wanna lie around and get pulverized.”

Gabriel drank down a few more whiskeys, bracing himself 
for the coming hours of the night, sure he would not be able to 
sleep, haunted by an endless array of images of unrepentant 
debauchery.

He left the bar not certain where he was, stepping out of its 
sordid cloister as if from Caligula’s private hell, and though it 
was nearly four in the morning, rang his friend Terence, who he 
knew would be awake. Terence rarely, if ever, slept, as he spent 
the hours of the damned writing or reading, his time, like the 
traveler’s, committed solely to the word.
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Still the devout believer, though not dogmatic, Gabriel was 
compelled to confess what he witnessed, or rather, had undergone; 
he could never sleep if he did not expiate in some way the visions 
from his soul, for without purgation, he would be tormented as if 
some pesky demon were lacerating his neck. Whenever he 
needed to sound something out, he sought Terence, whose 
calmness soothed him.

He confessed to him as if to a priest, recounting in explicit 
detail everything he underwent, then passed out as if struck by a 
prizefighter.

While listening with rapt attention to Gabriel, who was in a 
state of great perturbation throughout his avowal, Terence 
wondered when his friend would ever release himself from Ivan’s 
bond. In ruminating over Gabriel’s confession, he saw yet 
another stage in the deconstruction, or corruption of Gabriel but 
realized that no matter what he might say, the acolyte would 
remain in the palm of the beast.

The sun began to peer through the windows. Terence, 
translating one more futile passage from Cartea amâgirilor, closed 
Cioran’s exacting book on delusions, put a blanket over Gabriel’s 
spent body, and went himself to sleep.

—
It all began with that fated play—it was an interpretation of 
Christ’s Passion and Gabriel was cast as one of the disciples, a 
role whose borders would diffuse as the play ended and he 
became an actual disciple, though not of any Christ-like figure, 
but rather some Luciferian incarnation who would engulf him in 
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his expansive and tenebrous wings, his talons sinking slowly but 
firmly into the sinew of all his disciples, casting a pall over their 
very spirits as he would draw them into his lugubrious 
netherworld.

It was the American premiere of an obscure but renowned 
author whose work was ignored in his own country, a play which 
Ivan spent months casting, in search of the perfect disciples, 
Mary Magdalene, and Christ.

When Gabriel first spoke to Terence of Ivan, the play, and 
this lauded but forgotten author, Terence was bemused. Having 
devoured classic and obscure works since his youth, collecting 
tome after tome and building an impressive library over his years 
and years of reading, there wasn’t an author Terence did not 
know of, yet when Gabriel mentioned his name he was 
nonplussed.

Amos Latimer.
He had never even heard of Latimer, let alone read him and 

wondered if perhaps he was related to Hugh Latimer, the 16th 
century Protestant martyr burnt at the stake under Queen Mary. 
Terence had spent several months reading his sermons in 
preparation for a play he was writing that concerned the epochal 
shift from the religious to the secular age and wanted to model 
the character of the priest in his play after Latimer.

Who was this enigmatic man? A ghost in his own country, 
Amos went years without a publisher and since all his champions 
had long ago joined what he called “the choir invisible”, the 
pariah had no one to sing his praises any longer and was left to 
the naive young editors appointed to him, most of whom didn’t 
even know who he was, let alone understand his work, if they 

19



had even read it. Though hailed as a genius by many of the most 
circumspect and discerning artists of his age, he existed on the 
margins of literary history despite their encomiums. He was 
concerned with what he called “the bristling impossibilities of 
the spirit.”

Terence wanted to read the play at once, but Gabriel insisted 
he reserve himself and on opening night, be presented with it in 
all its grandeur. What further added to the irregular and 
perplexed quality of this world Gabriel entered was Ivan, the 
director of the theater company, who Gabriel informed Terence 
with aghast disbelief had no regard whatsoever for the most 
extolled actors of their time, actors who were considered with 
almost pious reverence. It was near sacrilege and both of them 
could not fathom how one could be critical of such consummate 
craftsmen. Terence, once a hopeful thespian himself, was stunned 
but intrigued: anyone who questioned established opinions, 
challenging accepted perceptions and thinking against the grain, 
was of interest to him—what did Ivan see they could not? And 
how did he come to develop this vision?

“He was Montana Smith’s assistant,” Gabriel uttered with 
awe.

The prestigious American playwright’s name alone was 
enough to lend a high degree of respect to Ivan; that he was his 
personal assistant, had in effect studied with him, edited his final 
works, and known him intimately, expanded their admiration. 
But Gabriel went on, and the circle of people Ivan was connected 
with stunned them; he had worked with the most iconoclastic 
artists of their epoch, artists both Terence and Gabriel had the 
greatest adoration and respect for and they at once began to 
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understand what perhaps had given Ivan such an unusual 
perspective on the thespian arts.

The web had begun to spread, spun silently and with cunning by Ivan.

—
The day of the premiere, Terence walked through the darkening 
city streets as night began to fall, traipsing from Morning Side 
Heights to lower Manhattan, his nerves alight with anticipation 
and excitement.

Gabriel had given him a flyer for the play and its iconic 
imagery exemplified the cultish aspect of Amos’ contemporary 
interpretation of Christ’s Passion; on the front flaps of the flyer, 
which opened like a triptych, was a quote from Wilhelm Reich’s 
Murder of Christ:

“Christ could have lived at any time, in any place, under any social 
condition. He still would have died the same way . . .”

The mainly black and red flyer evoked an impassioned, 
mysterious world Terence found alluring, despite his fervent 
desire for society to move beyond gods once and for all—Terence 
often dreamt of the scent of the decaying bodies of all gods and 
imagined the world plunged into an absolute loss of faith, free at 
last of religious myths, ready for the open sea and a higher 
history when the idea of God would be seen as naïve as that of a 
flat world. But the aesthetic alone of the flyer was attractive to 
him, for in a decadent age such as his own, Terence thought 
everything had decayed; rare were the moments when he found 
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anything of exquisite taste and design, let alone substance. 
Suddenly, he felt as if in the presence of a Pasolini or Bergman, 
a man of a similar aesthetic sensibility and feeling who didn’t 
acquiesce to the corrupt tenor of the times. At last, with Ivan and 
his theater company, Terence felt as if he had found another 
kindred spirit, one who was as against the times as he, but who 
was established and made flesh all his aspirations, transforming 
vision into a palpable and definite reality.

Standing outside the theater doors, Terence opened the 
panels of the triptych again and, before stepping over the 
threshold, read the brief quote by one of the leading newspapers 
of the day, a rag which had at times ignored some of Amos’ most 
significant work, but all the same christened him “the outlaw of 
American fiction.”

He studied the image that depicted the world of the play, 
read over the names of the cast, the director, and the bold printed 
letters of the author’s name, and, at long last, entered the realm 
of the footlights ready for the vision of the exiled author.

Momentarily, Terence’s life would forever be altered, and 
many things he had sought all his life would come to him at once; 
whether it was the result of mere chance, or fate, one would 
never know, but, to Terence, it was a signal of his destiny and the 
beginning of a new life.

What was just arbitrary or mere coincidence both Terence 
and Gabriel transformed and imbued with almost religious 
significance, not realizing that whatever meaning they imparted 
to things was but their own. However, in uniting with Ivan they 
were suddenly connected to a long historical tradition, elevated 
to a more eternal realm whereby they no longer felt like mere 
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dreamers who fantasized about greatness, but characters in time 
who would make an imprint in history. Through Ivan, they were 
brought into almost direct contact with an artistic lineage they 
only read of, of figures that made a mark on history but who 
were long dead; suddenly, they were alive in time as they had not been 
before and felt their lives transformed. To touch Ivan’s hand was 
to touch the hands that he had touched, to reach back into history 
and move towards the future with the gift of the builders of the 
past, a gift which had been intimately passed to Ivan, and which 
he would pass on to them.

As the lights began to dim, Terence took his seat in the back 
of the theater, transfixed by the aura Ivan had created in the 
space; there was an air of mystery, if not fear and danger, and the 
stage was dressed with antiques out of some baron’s palatial 
estate. It felt as if one were in a different era; it was not only the 
world of the play, but the sensibility and style of the director that 
evoked some other greater time to Terence, or the birth of a great 
new time.

The spectators settled into their seats. The room grew darker 
and darker. Religious hymns sounded throughout the theater—
they were Latin incantations of Ecclesiastical texts concerning 
Christ’s Passion, sung in haunting, sorrowful tones.

The air bristled; everyone’s nerves trembled.
In absolute darkness, the hymn ended. Slowly, the lights 

rose. A soft and evocative chiaroscuro enveloped the stage. The 
man who would be Judas entered, pleading with his leader.

The baptism had begun.

—
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When the play ended and all the actors emerged from back stage, 
Terence found Gabriel and immediately embraced him, kissing 
him as the leader in the play kissed his disciples. He was overcome 
and exaltation radiated from his entire being—a world he had 
always imagined and longed for was now ecstatically alive.

Stunned by the majestic power of the play, and moved by 
Gabriel’s performance, Terence was elated for his friend; at last, 
in a profligate but puritanical city of crumbled values, a theater 
company which was creating work of a higher order existed, and 
Gabriel was part of it. Though he had abandoned his theatrical 
ambitions long ago, at once, the fire lighting in him again, Terence 
wanted to be involved and asked to be introduced to Ivan.

From afar, Ivan had seen Terence embrace Gabriel, who was 
very much like a brother to him, and was struck by how open 
they were with one another, how affectionate and tender. Such 
male warmth and receptivity was hallowed to Ivan, especially if 
between men he found of unendurable pulchritude, and it made 
the hair on his arms rise. When he learned that neither Gabriel 
nor Terence were interested in men, it shocked him even more. 
He could not fathom how two ‘straight’ men could be so tender 
towards one another and not roused by desire.

Ivan meandered towards the men who would become his 
brethren, like the disciples in the Passion play, and adjusting his 
black head wrap, looked up from the ground and into Terence’s 
eyes.

“What did you think of the play?” the director wondered, 
addressing Terence abruptly.

24



Ivan didn’t obey social conventions; there was no polite 
introduction; things just began, all reservation and reticence cut 
away.

“It was riveting,” Terence exclaimed, startled by Ivan’s 
exceptionally clear and ebullient blue eyes, whose intensity was 
nearly unbearable.

When Ivan looked someone in the eye, it was as if he was 
assessing their very being, peering into their most private domain 
from his own, attempting to unveil that which could never be 
unveiled and would remain forever unknown.

“I’ve never seen anything like it,” Terence continued. “I’d 
love to come every night.”

Ivan was overcome by Terence’s sudden devotion to this 
author whose work he had been struggling to present to the 
world, work he believed would one day set Latimer on equal or 
greater par with every other American dramatist of his time.

Apart from his direct attraction to Terence, whose rough, 
masculine beauty Ivan found enticing, he sensed a kind of fever 
in Terence, a zeal he understood and a passion he admired.

“Uh, uh, uh,” Ivan began to stutter, “as long as there’s an 
empty seat, you’re welcome to come every night. You can sit in 
the back of the theater with me.”

“Thank you, Ivan,” Terence said warmly, moved by Ivan’s 
magnanimity, not realizing this was but the beginning of a long 
and strange friendship, or amorous fascination. Terence was 
deeply intrigued by Ivan and his enigmatic mien drew him 
intimately towards the director—with his black skullcap he 
resembled some irascible and uncouth but intelligent pirate, 
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while the director’s history ennobled him in Terence’s eyes, 
almost imbuing him with a kind of halo.

“I don’t know where we’re going tonight, but you should 
come with us,” Ivan declared.

He wanted to see him and Gabriel together throughout the 
night, wondering how they would interact, but yearned to know 
further what Terence thought of Amos’ play, as Gabriel told Ivan 
Terence was a writer and how Terence had been something of a 
mentor to him.

“Wherever you go, I’ll be there,” Terence said, excited about 
the play and this company whose vision was symbiotic to his 
own. He felt as if he found his homeland and a sanctuary he 
could enter, leaving behind forever the desert he had been in and 
which he never imagined he would ever leave.

That night, Terence left with Ivan, Gabriel, and the other 
members of the cast and spent the late dark hours drinking and 
carousing, discussing their dreams and ambitions and Amos’ 
play, what Ivan referred to again and again as “heightened poetic 
realism.”

When Ivan found a quiet moment in the midst of the revels 
to speak with Terence alone, he pressed him as to what his 
thoughts were on Amos and his Passion play. Terence spoke 
effusively, declaring how seized he was by it, and that he had not 
come across a modern author this potent before. One had to 
think of Kleist Terence elaborated, to find another writer of 
similar intensity, though Amos’ play was not as baroque as 
Kleist’s but closer in temper and spirit to ancient Greek plays. 
Amos wasn’t interested in psychoanalysis, but character and 
destiny, for man, ultimately, is unknowable, and will forever 
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remain an enigma. It is not a question of why man does something, 
but that he does it and often cannot abide by any other path, 
regardless of whether or not it may very well destroy him. 
Understanding is not necessarily the key, but, as Oscar Wilde 
said, one must deepen the mystery. Amos does not want to be 
Oedipus, Terence continued while Ivan sat before him, 
galvanized by every word, but the Sphinx, and retain the 
imperishable enigma, deepening the mystery of man, that forever 
after ambiguous and inscrutable creature of the earth who 
continues to deny its animal nature, thereby remaining alien to 
what is most elusive and prominent in him.

—
The next night, Terence sat in the back of the theater with Ivan, 
in the seats of the final row, which the director referred to as “the 
devil’s perch.” As the theater began to darken, Ivan put his arm 
around Terence and whispering in his ear said, “Do you like 
Rimbaud?”

It was as if he had uttered some secret code, for to mention 
Rimbaud’s name alone evoked the majestic, visionary realm in 
which the damned poet spent his hours, called to mind those 
enigmatic, hallucinated poems, Abyssinia, and the mystery of his 
final days, which Terence had always wondered of, and whether 
or not he had continued to write, serving the word, but only for 
himself, if not the foliage and beasts of the jungle.

When Terence remarked that Rimbaud was one of the few 
souls he felt were brethren to him, Ivan countered, declaring he 
did not favor him as ardently as others.
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“Have you read Thomas Chatterton?” 
“No, Ivan, I haven’t,” Terence confessed, not so familiar with 

the English mountebank and imposter, but true poet.
“He’s far greater than Rimbaud,” the director asserted. “The 

scope of his work is much larger; he’s got real vision. Chatterton 
is a motherfucker,” Ivan emphasized stridently, using a phrase that 
Terence would come to learn was one of his most prized and 
laudatory encomiums, as well as one of his favored and frequent 
invectives.

“When you come to the office, I’ll show you some of his 
work. He wrote a play, Ælla, which I’ve always wanted to direct. 
Not many people are aware of him. Amos and Montana used to 
read him all the time. There was a copy of one of his poems next 
to Montana’s bed the night he died.”

Ivan gripped Terence’s arm gently, as the play was about to 
begin; this moment made him tense and apprehensive—he never 
knew whether the actors would be able to carry through with 
committing to the intensity of Amos’ play and bring across the 
vision he so desperately sought to realize.

“It’s too intimate, Terence,” Ivan said gently. “Some of these 
actors are afraid to go there; most of them think it’s gay. It’s not; 
it’s love. It’s just love; but they don’t have the kind of muscle 
necessary to buckle down and look one another in the eye and 
say those words. Do you think Christ was afraid to receive a kiss from 
one of his disciples?”

No man had ever spoken to Terence like this before, yet it 
didn’t make him uncomfortable; he sat in the dark listening to 
Ivan, whose warm hand firmly gripped Terence’s thick hirsute 
forearm, and was transfixed.
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It was like the tender affection of a brother, yet Ivan did have 
other desires, desires that he masked and reserved, restraining 
their intensity though finding some very coded but subtle way 
with which to express them, revealing his passion as he concealed 
it. But Terence understood the play and agreed with Ivan; he 
realized how some conventionally minded actors would misread 
Amos’ play and mistake devotion and fervor for sexuality, when 
it was a question of love and love alone, but they were too 
parochial to distinguish between Agape and Eros and Ivan 
fought with many of them throughout the rehearsal.

One night, when the actor portraying the Christ character 
erupted, a spasm of laughter consuming him as his disciples 
spoke to him of their love, Ivan exploded—it was like laughing 
at the Gospels.

“You want to see something funny, motherfuckers?” Ivan 
barked, incensed, and jumping on top of a table, gyrated his hips 
like a lap dancer and pumped the air as if screwing someone.

None of the actors laughed, but were dumbfounded; Ivan 
had never been so bold and outlandish with them, but was 
perpetually dour and serious, rarely ever even smiling.

“Now that’s funny you cocksuckers, but there’s nothing funny 
about this play,” Ivan glowered, peering into everyone’s eyes 
with the most vengeful and savage contempt.

An uncomfortable silence permeated the air—everyone was 
immobilized, wondering what Ivan would do next; most of them 
did not know him well and weren’t sure if he would suddenly 
turn violent, for he seemed on the verge of detonating.
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“GO HOME,” the director shouted, poised like a bull set to 
gore the rodeo clowns, his hooves digging furiously into the 
earth.

Crestfallen, once the actors left, Ivan sunk to the floor and 
stared into space, longing to disappear into a cold abyss, his eyes 
blank, insensate. Stunned by how uncultivated the actors were 
Ivan thought he would never find thespians capable and 
developed enough to express his rarefied conception of drama.

He dreamt then of his days with Montana Smith and the 
glory and promise of his own youth. Now, all that had come and 
gone like a fantastic dream and he was left with nothing but 
detritus, out of which he tried to resurrect something magnificent 
and memorable, but the tomb was nearly sealed shut, only flashes 
of brilliant light occasionally escaping the hermetic ossuary, just 
enough to transfix those potential disciples and hold them quick 
to the dream.

Was it some filial affection Ivan sought from his disciples 
and that alone, or was he in search of something else? Did he 
want to create a theater, or some sanctuary of male devotion 
where his disciples would lay around like dissolute romantics, 
reading aloud poetry, imbibing various intoxicants, dreamily 
peering into one another’s eyes and acting out scenes from 
Shakespeare, the Jacobins, and the Greeks, but never truly 
producing anything? Terence was never sure, but Gabriel 
believed in Ivan and the promise of the theater company.

As the play unfolded, Terence listened silently, intently; 
again seized by the spirit Ivan had brought to the theater and the 
majesty of the play. Ivan was tormented though, and suffered 
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through most of the performance, ready to storm out of the 
theater.

When the first act ended, the director jostled through the 
audience and ran outside, ready to flee and never come back.

Terence ran after the director and found him just outside the 
theater doors; Ivan was waiting to see if Terence would come to 
him.

“Your friend is awfully weak tonight. He’s wavering like a 
goddamn top, Terence.” 

Ivan hung his head even lower than usual; it was as if his 
neck could not bear the weight of his malaise.

Terence did not know what to say, but wanted to comfort 
Ivan in some manner as he always had a reserve of will to call 
forth, pushing people to strive beyond their dilemmas and 
overcome whatever obstacles in moving towards some impossible 
peak or limit.

“If these actors can’t hold it together, the whole play collapses. 
It just collapses. Do you believe those disciples love him? That 
they’re ready to die for him? None of them know how to pray; 
when they plead it’s like they’re whimpering. I want to feel the 
cry rise from the depths of their souls.”

Ivan collapsed against the wall, staring into Terence’s dark 
emotive eyes.

“I’m ready to die.”
Terence put his hand on Ivan’s shoulder and gripped it 

tightly, returning Ivan’s voluminous gaze.
“Can we just go get a drink?” the director said softly, almost 

like a young child.
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“You’ve gotta go back in there, Ivan. You have a responsibility 
to Amos, and to those actors, and to the work you’ve done. 
You’re not leaving.”

“If they don’t have the guts to go there, there’s nothing I can 
do,” the director confessed sadly, ready to acquiesce. “O, Terence, 
let’s just go get blasted . . . ”

Terence took him by the arm and dragged him into the 
theater.

“You have to face this, Ivan; if you don’t have the muscle to 
face it, how can you expect them to have the guts to go there,” 
Terence implored.

Taken by Terence’s conviction and spirit, but more roused 
by his touch than anything, Ivan returned to the devil’s perch 
with him, bracing himself for the second act, wondering if he 
would be able to stomach it; if not, there was no point of escape 
and he would have to endure the travesty.

With the first word, there was a transformation, and the 
remaining half of the play was lightning-charged, everyone in 
the audience palpably arrested by the performances—one could 
feel the tension in the air. The terror of a modern day Golgotha 
came to life, riveting the spectators as Ivan and Terence sat in the 
back row like Pontius Pilate and Herod, conferring silently as 
Jesus was brutalized by the mob. Every now and then, Ivan 
would lean over and whisper into Terence’s ear, confessing his 
appreciation for Terence’s faith.

Ivan, growing more and more enamored of Terence, thought 
to himself of this man and his friend, Gabriel, who was the 
central disciple of the play, and how he needed to be surrounded 
by such men; growing further introspective, he realized how 
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invigorated he was by their energy, their sensitivity, and their 
passion, and wanted to know more and more of them, to see 
them constantly, for he felt that he also had found two kindred 
spirits.

As infatuated as he was with some of the other actors, some 
of whom he cast strictly because of their sexual prowess, these 
two men were more like brothers to him, two devoted confreres 
with whom he could continue his fantasy, and with them he 
would surrender as much as he could ever surrender to anyone, 
save the anonymous and transitory affairs he had with his 
numerous men of the night, which he kept hidden from Terence 
and Gabriel for some time; but that was only a fleshed 
abandonment, for once he achieved some release and expiation 
of his fluids, what communion was there with those denizens of 
the shade? With Terence and Gabriel, there was a spiritual 
exaltation that was incomparable—it was through the 
imagination that they achieved their greatest ecstasy.

And so it went on, night after night at the theater, the fervor 
of the disciples intensifying, the command of the leader growing 
more and more ineluctable, his web spun out ever further, 
reaching into the most sacred realms of their bodies, until they 
would not be able to escape him.

—
Amos’ passion play did not captivate and stupefy the city as Ivan 
imagined it would. But then, Ivan didn’t invite the major critics 
of the day, nor publicize the production as one would something 
of this magnitude; he seemed intent on remaining invisible, 
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protecting his status as a misunderstood and overlooked genius 
as much as Amos coveted his martyred position in the world as 
the most neglected author since Melville.

The play was virtually ignored by the theater community, 
yielding nothing but a brief notice in one daily rag. For Terence 
and Gabriel, the production had a decisive effect upon their 
lives, and though most of the city was not aware of this stirring 
play, it was of no consequence to them—they sang its praises like 
the fevered acolytes they were, impassioned and intoxicated, 
imploring all their friends to begin reading Amos’ work and 
attend the final performances of the fated play.

“No one even knows the names of the socialist writers who 
were so extolled in my youth, except a few dried-up old Marxists 
and anesthetized critics,” Amos said once, sharply. “If you 
remind them of their own statements, they squirm and squawk 
and protest you’ve misquoted them. They’re whores with no 
memory,” Amos declared, his viper tongue striking; and it did as 
he continued with his trenchant but truthful invective, casting 
barbs at the Lethic witlings he found anathema, voiding his 
spleen like a true moralist.

“The greatest works of genius always escape the notice of 
the media and the tenth-rate magazines and newspapers that 
stand forth, valiantly, as if incontrovertible barometers of culture. 
Yet, they are nothing more than base philistines masquerading 
as authorities: their tastes are corrupt and follow nothing but the 
order of the day. If one does not produce work of so-called 
political or social significance, it is of little value, but such art is 
limited in its scope and vision, and circumscribed by its obeisance 
to causes—that is the province of television and journalism, not 
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art, which has never knelt before temples, of whatever order. I 
write from under the skin, for the blood around the heart is the 
thought of man.”

And Amos remained staunch as ever, as much the annihilator 
in his octogenarian years as he was in his youth, his tongue 
becoming sharper, always ready to strike, his poison as rich and 
potent as that of a whole den of young vipers.

—
Perambulating through the long, grid-like, numbered streets of 
the city as was their age old wont, Terence and Gabriel mused 
over the novel world blossoming before them, deeply enthused 
over what they felt was a great new time in their life—it was the 
dawn of an era, an era when all their aspirations seemed to finally 
coalesce and meld into something tangible, something they felt 
honored to be involved in, but never imagined existed and so 
tried to create themselves, though they couldn’t find others 
passionate and devoted enough to actually build something 
enduring.

Now, they had come into their domain as if upon an oasis in 
the desert, ready to partake in the resplendent banquet.

“When all the innocuous and sensational work the decadent 
critics laud vanishes in ten years, Amos’ writing will still 
resonate,” Terence preached to his friend, excited by the 
discovery of an author whose work awed him.

“Yes,” Gabriel almost shouted, supporting Terence’s 
proclamation with fervor.
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“He stands like Sophocles above his contemporaries. It’s 
astonishing he’s so obscure here.”

“Ivan’s company will change that, and Amos will come to 
eclipse all the most noted playwrights of our time; there’s no 
other theater like it in the city, in the country for that matter,” 
Gabriel emphasized firmly, punctuating his declaration with a 
raised fist as he ranted ardently while they continued their ritual 
walk. “Not since the Poor Theater has there been another 
company with this kind of vision. Terence, our time has come, 
and we’re going to make an impact, a lasting impact in the theater 
world with Amos’ plays. Do you realize the treasures Ivan has in 
his possession? Ten full length, unpublished plays by Amos, and 
countless short plays. We will set the theater world on fire!”

Gabriel spoke like one possessed by an unchecked fervor.
Ivan’s mission became their mission and Terence and Gabriel 

had fantasies of the coming years and their apotheosis as 
thespians of a higher order, for they believed they would be 
engaged in the most noteworthy theater movement of their time, 
creating work unlike anything ever seen in New York.

“At last,” Terence confessed, “we have a sanctuary, a 
corollary to our own vision, and we can finally begin, to make a 
mark and affect culture at large, take up our path. It’s a question 
of destiny, of destiny being forged.”

“Yes,” Gabriel echoed. “Everything has led to this point. I 
see a path, too, a great path lies ahead that fate has prepared for 
both of us. We’ve trained years for this, and now the Lord has 
opened a door.”
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“The world awaits, Gabriel. The world awaits. It was only 
time before this day would come. Now that it has, we must take 
up the reins and harness destiny itself!”

In their fevered walk, they had traversed countless blocks as 
if they were but inches and drifting out of their reverie, realized 
at once how far they had come from whence they began.

Now before the entrance to Central Park, they entered the 
ersatz Garden of Eden and maundered through its structured 
pathways in search of some isolated area where they could rest. 
In silence and solitude each envisioned their apotheosis in the 
world and standing up and above all who doubted them and 
Amos’ work.

Mute, they prolonged their dreamy roving until they found 
an ideal sanctuary and sat down on the freshly blooming grass.

The brisk air of April charged the day. They watched as the 
gentle wind coursed through the flora and fauna of the park, 
bending the branches of the trees and bushes as if some invisible 
but powerful hand.

“Is that a hawk?” Terence asked the boy from the farm, 
noticing some swift bird soaring through the sky.

“I didn’t see it,” Gabriel said, peering into the distance in 
search of the bird. “It could have been a Pisk,” he added. 

The sky was stark, stark blue, glowing as if irradiated.
“There’s a star, Terence,” the farm boy announced, excited, 

finding in it some great omen and signal of their new, more 
purposeful days.

“It’s Polaris, the North Star,” Terence remarked. “It stands 
alone, the Polestar, but marks the end of the Little Bear’s tail. It 
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was named by the Greeks, Arcturus, and means bearward, or 
guardian.”

“Do you know what this means, to have Polaris shining on 
us now?” Gabriel declared, seizing this information with glee. 
“It’s destiny guarding us, leading us onto our roads, bringing us 
towards the kingdom that has always been ours. Ivan is our 
Polestar, don’t you see?”

Rising from the ground, Gabriel stood firm and erect, 
possessed by a new confidence he had not ever had and recited 
from Othello a passage that Terence’s talk on Polaris had evoked: 

The wind-shak’d surge, with high and monstrous mane,
Seems to cast water on the burning bear
And quench the guards of th’ever-fixed pole.

Gazing into the sky, Terence and Gabriel beheld the Polestar 
as never before in their lives—it became for them a personal 
beacon they felt as close to as if it were in their very palms.

“What is Ivan set to do in the coming year?”
“Little Eyolf, and another play of Amos’, with Pelagia 

Williams,” said Gabriel, mentioning the esteemed American 
actress who had become renowned as of late for coaching some 
of the more substantial actors in Tinsel Town, as well as for her 
marriage to an infamous and irascible acting guru who had 
trained the most prestigious thespians of his day, Karl Lytton.

“She’s a veritable dynamo, Gabriel; it’d be a great honor to 
take the stage with her. Is there a part for you in the play?”

“I don’t know; I’ve yet to read it. I’m supposed to go to the 
office later tonight. Ivan wants to give me a copy of it.”
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“I’d love to work with a firebrand like that. Did you see her 
in Richard the III?”

“Yes, it was magnificent. She lit up the stage like the 4th of 
July. I hope I get to work with her.”

“I must read this new play of Amos’. What else is the 
company going to do?”

“There’s a series of short plays Montana Smith wrote that 
have never been produced. He gave them to Ivan as a gift before 
he died. No one’s ever read them; they’re unpublished. It’s work 
like this that will set us apart from all the other companies in the 
city. One of the plays is about Hart Crane. I think you would be 
right for it; I’m going to talk to him about it tonight, but I think 
he already has you in mind. He wouldn’t stop questioning me 
about you.”

“I’d certainly be interested; I understand Crane’s urge to 
want to drown himself,” Terence said ominously.

“Great days await us, Terence. And great years, too . . . ” 
Gabriel reiterated, ignoring Terence’s confession and gazing 
once more into the stark blue sky at the star which they imagined 
was their very own.

The sky was overcome by a sudden burst of dark clouds as if 
the sun were running towards the other side of the earth, and the 
two brethren fled their secret domain and headed towards the 
underground, entering the belly of the city to board the silver 
beasts of the tunnels and return to their abodes, ready to seize 
destiny. They felt like voyagers, Indians, or men of a new 
wilderness and they could smell in the air the freshly blooming 
plants of the coming spring.
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—
“What do you get about him?” Ivan asked Amos, wondering if 
the great master received any messages about Gabriel, who was 
for the first time set to visit the prestigious author.

Of the entire cast, Ivan chose Gabriel and Gabriel alone to 
meet him. When Gabriel learned of this, he felt a true honor was 
bestowed upon him, that he was select and chosen and it gave 
him an even greater sense of destiny.

Amos practiced various forms of meditation and listening, 
training himself to ‘pick up’ things about people who were close 
to him and Ivan. He often thought of himself as a medium of 
sorts: it wasn’t so much that he wrote as he received his stories and 
recorded them with painstaking agony, for the body often resists 
what the soul wants to impart as Amos would say. Writing is like 
bloodletting. His acolytes found him uncanny, almost frightening, 
and he had the bright, startling eyes of an occultist, his voice as 
enchanting and mellifluous. When he read before the public, he 
mesmerized his readers and they were taken as if by a hypnotist—
no thespian had been as galvanizing.

“There is visionary writing, and then there is journalism,” 
Amos declared, making a wide berth between what he felt was 
truly immortal writing and mere reportage. It was clear where 
Amos resided in the balance. “One is blessed by the Muse, or 
no,” the master said flatly.

Ivan often referred to him as Tiresias; though rarely were his 
warnings heeded, and rarer still that he revealed them.

“I don’t know,” the author said in response to Ivan’s question, 
tentative and cautious with the sensations he received. There 
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was something terrifying in making proclamations as if they 
were irrefutable oracles—what if they weren’t true, or one 
misinterpreted them?

Amos did not like to utter what he usually received.
Ivan, however, was persistent, and prodded the seer further. 

He knew Amos saw something, but was extremely apprehensive 
about revealing his vision.

“Are you sure you want to know, Ivan,” the seer said, 
emphasizing the director’s name in such a way that made him 
tense and sullen, but anxious still to know what terrible 
presentiments had come over the master.

The director sighed heavily, and drawing in a large breath, 
began pacing around the room, his nerves too acute to bear 
whatever awful news Amos might soon deliver.

“What is it? It’s terrible, isn’t it.”
“It concerns not only him, but you and your theater.”
Ivan glared at the master, deeply unsettled by the temper of 

his eyes and the tone in which he uttered the message.
“O, Dio, why? Why did I ask?”
“I don’t think you’re prepared to hear it,” Amos said coldly, 

peeved by Ivan’s histrionics and lack of mettle.
“How can I not want to know when you speak like that!” 

Ivan fulminated, his pacing now manic and desperate. “He’s not 
going to die, is he?” the director continued, ignoring the seer’s 
comment about his theater and pressing on.

The threat of any devastation coming to Gabriel was barely 
more than he could stomach. In him he had at last found a 
thespian of a different order, and he was deeply infatuated with 
the blue-eyed boy, but he could not even entertain contemplating 
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some oracle on his theater, especially since the haunting play 
would fade into oblivion as all the rest he had directed, only the 
most ardent disciples retaining any memory of them.

Amos was silent. He did not stir, but closed his eyes and 
began breathing deeply, slowly, his hands resting on his knees, 
palms upward.

“In a sense.”
“What?” Ivan howled softly, furious.
The master opened his eyes, his glance piercing Ivan to the 

bone, who grew increasingly frightened and overwhelmed.
Amos was one of the few people Ivan actually knelt before, 

and though he saw himself as the central force of a circle of 
devotees, it was Amos who was the true leader—without him, 
there would be no theater and no acolytes. It was Amos who 
gave Ivan his very purpose, as Montana before him, but in more 
complete and fresh a manner for Ivan had only come into 
Montana’s life towards its end whereas he spent nearly all his 
grown life with Amos, who did not have the kind of public 
recognition Montana did. Ivan’s life was consumed by Amos’ 
creations, and they became for him a great cause, a cause which 
bestowed upon him an unusual sense of power—Amos’ work 
was the generative force that drew everyone into orbit like 
gravity holding the cosmos together. It seemed at times Ivan 
wanted to possess Amos and keep him as a personal treasure; 
though he wanted all the world to know of him, it was nearly 
impossible to get Ivan to let you read one of Amos’ plays and he 
refused nearly every request made for his work.

The seer turned his gaze away, closed his eyes again, and 
after a brief but uncomfortable silence, opened them abruptly 
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and spoke from some other place inside himself, his voice 
deepening an octave and ringing out in the room, the tremulous, 
chilly note of a trumpet.

“I see gravestones, an open field of gravestones,” Tiresias 
revealed, fixing his eyes sternly and without reserve upon his 
acolyte.

The director was ready to collapse.
“O, Jesus, no. Why did you have to tell me that?”
“You asked, you coxcomb,” the seer laughed, caustically.
The buzzer sounded, marking Gabriel’s arrival just then, 

ending whatever further messages Amos had to transmit, or the 
deeper enunciation of that mysterious message.

“Oh, great. Now what are we going to do.”
“What do you mean? Open the door and let him in. You 

invited him,” Amos said coldly.
Ivan stood before the door, immobilized. He stared at Amos, 

his face blank and pale, his insides hot and agitated.
“Well, go to!” Amos commanded, ordering the director as only 

he could. “You’ve got to let the boy in, you coxcomb,” the seer 
said, repeating his earlier jibe. “If you ask to know something, 
you’ve got to be prepared to withstand the answer; otherwise, 
you shouldn’t ask me such things. Now off with you. About it!”

The master’s final command put some mustard in Ivan’s guts. 
Down he went, descending the stairs floor by floor by floor until 
he reached the front door of the building.

Ivan thought the descent would never end.
Upon seeing Gabriel’s hopeful and delighted face, Ivan came 

to, and his disposition, though still sullen and apprehensive, 
began to change. Male beauty always vivified Ivan, and Gabriel, 
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though something of an innocent was rough enough to delight 
Ivan and appeal to his darker inclinations.

Although it was the scarred beauty of those from the street 
that truly attracted Ivan, Gabriel possessed an angelic quality he 
found irresistible, hard but innocent and sensual, like some 
Caravaggio naïf. Yet Ivan could not erase from his mind the 
flood of images that haunted him and saw Gabriel standing in a 
deep hole, his flesh cadaverous, his eyes sunken and vacant, his 
body no longer firm, but soft, mushy, maggot-full.

What disturbed Ivan even more was what Amos’ vision 
meant for him; he could not bear to imagine what it might be and 
thought only of obliterating everything in his mind by getting as 
blasted as possible. A few hours in one of his wretched dens and 
he might, if not be relieved, at least have quelled his disquieted 
soul.

“Come in, Gabriel,” Ivan said, opening the door at last while 
struggling to combat the seer’s message. “This is it; this is the 
master’s domain!”

“I’ve never seen anything like it,” Gabriel exclaimed. “It’s as 
if we stepped beyond and into another era,” the young boy said 
impressed, referring to the guttering gas lamps outside Amos’ 
building that flickered day and night.

Standing before the house, a small Victorian mansion with 
stained glass windows, gables, and a black mansard roof, was 
standing for a moment outside time, and one could not imagine 
Amos living anywhere but in such an abode; even in the quarter 
of Brooklyn in which the writer lived, the house was an anomaly. 
Upon walking to the door, Gabriel thought, perhaps this is 
merely a dream, and found it difficult to fathom that it was in fact 
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all real. How fate had drawn him into this hallowed circle he did 
not know, but welcomed it fervently.

“We’ve certainly stepped beyond, that’s for sure,” the director 
exclaimed, cryptically, echoing his protégé’s words. “Wait till 
you get a hold of Amos; he’s something else!”

The acolyte then followed his master up the stairs, to the 
room where Amos spent the last forty years of his life, devoted to 
his imagination and to the art of belles-lettres. It was there that 
everything occurred, the birthplace or smelting room in which 
the seer transformed all his visions, made of them palpable, 
stirring realities, creating the world anew according to his spirit. 
It was like entering the sacred domain of some alchemist and 
gaining knowledge of his secrets and arcane lore.

What awaited him in this lair?
Ivan still could not escape Amos’ strange portent and kept 

from turning around to face his young disciple for fear he might 
very well vanish or collapse into a mass of bones.

“Greetings, Gabriel,” Amos said warmly, welcoming the 
young actor as he and the director came through the vestibule of 
the apartment. “It’s a pleasure to meet you at last.”

“And you, sir. A great honor, indeed.”
“The strong man of god is with us,” the master pronounced, 

enunciating the Biblical meaning of the young acolyte’s name 
and addressing Ivan who was evading further contact with his 
disciple.

“May I live up to it!” Gabriel said, humbly. “I can’t play the 
trumpet, but I can sing relatively well.”
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“Ah, a vocalist, wonderful! And you’re a practitioner of the 
thespian arts; I hear quite a good one, too. Ivan has spoken very 
highly of you.”

“He’s really got something, Amos,” the director said, 
addressing them at last, but still overcome by an immense 
queasiness. He continued to keep to himself.

Amos glared at him, perturbed. The director’s lack of 
manners always irritated the great author who hailed from an 
era when charm and social graces were once esteemed. All that, 
much to Amos’ chagrin, had long ago vanished.

“Would you like some tea?” Ivan proffered at last.
“Yes, please. Thank you.”
“Sit down, Gabriel. Let Ivan tend to the drinks. He should 

be more than happy to serve us,” Amos announced.
The director did not react, but silently obeyed, busying 

himself with the herbs and spices, making one of his special 
concoctions from the various plants that littered the kitchen 
counter. It was a veritable herbalist’s den as the small corner 
which functioned as Amos’ kitchen was covered with spices, 
vitamins, nuts, oils, ointments, tinctures, and sundry other dried 
and powdered goods.

Sitting in the chair opposite Amos, the young acolyte perused 
the author’s humble abode; though he seemed to live in some 
great mansion, he only occupied one small room within it, a 
studio apartment on the top landing, just room enough for the 
writer and his many, many books. Above the mantle was a 
portrait of the author as a young man, reminiscent of but not 
exactly a surrealist painting. His hair was wind-blown, and he 
resembled some Byronic hero in a bleak, apocalyptic landscape, 
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two lone clouds passing through the empty sky, an enormous 
leafless tree to the left of his head. Gabriel found it as eerie and 
uncanny as Amos himself. On the mantle were various 
photographs of his family and friends, other writers he had 
known throughout his life, and Greek statues. Just opposite his 
bed were several file cabinets, all of which contained writing 
from over the years, published and unpublished works, and a 
tiny desk at which he sat and wrote and had been diligently 
writing from time immemorial, on a manual typewriter, or with 
paper and pen, recording the visions that came to him faithfully. 
Old gravures of boxers lined the walls, and Amos often thought 
of himself as a pugilist; he had suffered enough brickbats from 
critics for his bracing and difficult work to feel he had spent 
many a decade on the ropes. He though would remain victorious 
yet keenly aware of all the blows he had received.

The atmosphere fascinated Gabriel, who had never been 
privy to quarters of this kind. What he thought was dream 
became more and more real.

“Will you be coming to see the play?” the hopeful actor 
asked.

“I am to come this week, and am told that I will be 
accompanied by a very fine lady. It is your paramour, is it not?”

“Yes, Mr. Latimer. Ivan and me arranged for Leona to bring 
you to the theater.”

“She’s quite something,” the director piped up. “You’re really 
gonna love her, Amos.”

“If she’s as charming as Gabriel, I don’t doubt it. How do 
you find the play?” the writer asked, curious to know the Biblical 
namesake’s thoughts.
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“It’s great, Mr. Latimer. It’s an honor to be in it. I think it’s 
one of the important American plays. I’ve never come across 
anything like it in my life.”

“Thank you, Gabriel. Those are very kind words, but please, 
call me Amos; there’s no need to be so formal.”

“Tea is ready,” Ivan announced, carrying an old tin tray with 
three cups of tea to the low oak table in front of Gabriel and 
Amos.

“It’s a beautiful table, Amos.”
“An Arab made it,” the author said. “They’re great craftsmen. 

He made several of the pieces here. I used to see him from time 
to time, but I don’t know what happened to him. He must have 
left and returned to his country. You turn your back, and 
everything disappears in New York; it’s a city devoid of memory.”

“Would you like honey?” Ivan asked.
“Yes, please, Ivan. Won’t you have some, Gabriel? It’s fresh.”
“I will.”
“Ivan, bring the bottle here. It has the honey comb inside.”
“It’s quite beautiful, isn’t it?” Ivan commented, handing the 

bottle to Gabriel, his distemper beginning to soften.
 “Yes; and the tea smells delicious.”
“The Latin for honey bee is Apis mellifera,” Amos noted, 

employing his knowledge of the ancient tongue, which he had 
studied since his youth and continued to use from time to time.

The young acolyte repeated the Latin and spoke of how 
beautiful it sounded.

“It feels good in your mouth to say the words, doesn’t it! Apis 
mellifera.”
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Amos took a deep sip of his tea, and staring at Ivan, who was 
drifting again into his own world, was ready to strike him.

“Did you know that Aristotle spoke of the dance of the honey 
bee; he noted how bees use all their senses to recall and remember 
things. They communicate through movement, too. Without 
memory, we’re nothing, but our culture seeks to destroy memory 
through every means possible,” the master said.

Now Amos turned from Gabriel and spoke directly to Ivan, 
though the director averted his eyes and gazed into the teacup he 
held ever so delicately in his soft, large, powerful hands.

The steam rose up, drifting towards Ivan’s face and circling 
him, a wisp of smoke curling about his rough visage.

“Memory is the soul, and we have to remember everything in 
our lives, to face what we don’t want to face, to embrace what 
the soul forces us to see; otherwise, we’ll be destroyed by what 
we refuse to confront. You can’t escape the inevitable. It’s like 
when Eros strikes; there’s nothing you can do! We may try to 
evade what we don’t want to face in ourselves, and it is possible 
to escape for some time, but, eventually, the walls will collapse 
and destroy you if you don’t own up to your inmost nature.”

Ivan nearly dropped his teacup; the master chuckled bitterly.
“Watch the china, Ivan.”
A cold chill came over Gabriel; he felt a great discomfit fill 

the room.
“Truths are painful, but insistent, and we may not want to 

accept them, but there’s nothing we can do. Lord, I’ve faced 
enough tragedy to know,” the seer said, his steely gaze still fixed 
on the director, who grew more and more uneasy.

“Are you done with your tea?” Ivan asked briskly.
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“Yes, and I’d like another cup.”
“Gabriel?”
“No, I’m fine.”
Gabriel was silent, perplexed by these unusual men and the 

odd tension escalating between them.
Ivan, as if suddenly prompted by Amos, handed Gabriel a 

small porcelain bowl full of almonds; he ate from it slowly, 
looking over at Ivan, wondering what occurred between him 
and Amos before he arrived. He sensed there was something 
behind Amos’ statement meant solely for Ivan, but that Amos 
was also speaking to him.

“Will you be staying here in New York?” Amos questioned 
the protégé as Ivan refilled his cup with the steaming liquid.

“Yes, this is where I live now. I go back from time to time to 
visit my family, but New York is my home.”

“I’ve lived here for forty years, but I don’t know if I would 
call it home. I feel like I’ve been waylaid!” Amos said, laughing. 
“There’s nowhere else for me to go!”

“It’s as much a home as one can make it,” Gabriel explained. 
“All of my friends are here, and now, with the theater company, 
and your plays, Amos, I feel part of something special, part of a 
tradition. We have a mission, and we’re going to make a mark in 
theater history.”

“You have faith,” Amos said non-committal, “it will take you 
far; perhaps you are the strong man of God!”

“Only time will tell, but I’ve never been this full of conviction 
before and feel that the best things await us all,” the young man 
professed firmly, speaking as if he too were a seer. “Ivan is a 
genius; he will lead us to heights we have not yet reached, and 
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the American public will be exposed to plays that express things 
in ways they’re unaccustomed to.”

Ivan felt this was an opportune moment to seize; he was 
ready to leave and could no longer stand being in the old man’s 
stark abode; visions of Gabriel dead kept filling his mind and he 
needed to drown himself in oblivion to escape the images. He 
could not stomach compliments either. Gabriel’s effusive 
adoration was doubly grating to him; he would rather be violently 
lacerated, or abused by a band of rough men of the night.

“Uh, I think it’s time we go. That’s enough, now, isn’t it?”
Amos scowled at Ivan for his abruptness, unbeknownst to 

the acolyte.
“It was a pleasure to meet you, Gabriel. I do look forward to 

meeting Leona and seeing your performance. Until then, 
farewell, and best wishes.”

“Thank you for inviting me to your home,” Gabriel said, his 
last word hanging heavy in his mouth as he recalled what Amos 
said about being waylaid. “It was wonderful to finally meet you.”

“See you, Amos,” the director said coldly, trying to rush out 
the door as quickly as possible, ready to nearly drag Gabriel out 
of the room.

“Oh, wait one moment. I have something for you.”
Amos went to his desk and returned with a thick manila 

envelope that he handed to Gabriel as Ivan paced back and forth 
in the vestibule.

“This is for you, Gabriel. It’s my first novel.”
“Thank you, Amos,” the hopeful thespian said and embraced 

Amos warmly, kissing him on the mouth as he had the leader in 
the play. Such tenderness endeared him all the more to the 
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author who felt intimacy and touch were vital to human existence. 
But, as he often said, modern man had grown so insensate and 
was fearful of any real affection, particularly between men. His 
assistant rarely ever embraced him, if ever at all anymore and 
seemed to detest even his brief visits to the master he felt beholden 
to, albeit with searing contempt.

“I look forward to reading it,” Gabriel said, excited.
“The footlights await!” Amos pronounced as they descended 

the stairs, referring not only to the stage, but to the lights of 
destiny itself.

—
For years, Gabriel had lived with Leona; it was a strange 
coupling—he was five-foot six in his stocking feet and Leona, 
who Amos began calling the Amazon, stood well over six feet and 
had the striking countenance of a lion; her parents could not 
have been more prophetic in their naming. She was the mother 
of the den, and their home was something of a jungle, for Gabriel 
and Leona took in strays and rescued animals from abusive and 
negligent owners.

One day, Leona, upon witnessing some thug beating a young 
Staffordshire-terrier, seized the dog and pushing the brute away, 
informed him with the stern authority of a general she would be 
taking the pup. It was one of five beasts and three cats and their 
house was a veritable menagerie; if they had the room, Leona 
would have had chickens and goats, sheep and horses and cattle, 
and grown fields of corn, but they had neither the space nor the 
time for such endeavors and regardless, the alimentary expenses 
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