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1
            Preparatory Sketch

            Non-existent, pencil on paper, 6 x 4 in.2
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         Did I draw this?

         
             

         

         Frame or bed, hole could be window, flesh could be flat, nobody looking,

         
             

         

               one body prostrate,

                                             another attending.

         
             

         

         Note to self but never did anything with it. Promise me you’ll hide this.

         
             

         

         The body on the bed pinned down by sickness.

         
             

         

         The body of the carer,                  choices.

         The body of the painting,             reckoning.

         
             

         

         Madrid.

         Unfinished.

         Man Dying.4
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            One

            Oil on canvas, 60 x 46½ in.6
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         Take a seat why don’t you.

         
             

         

         Hopeless angle, chin stuck on like a dumpling, cheek like a chop, but I like the cut white sail of the cap and the forearm border with the starched guillotine sleeve.

         This is all worth a look.

         
             

         

         Take a seat why don’t you.

         I heard you before, piggy.

         
             

         

         Run along fuet, poor sibling to the Catalan whip on the bowl of peas with the garlic oil.

         Darling mama, sister oh Dios, Mercedes, my hair must be utterly laughable.

         
             

         

         No oil.

         
             

         

         She pats my little linen hill belly. 8

         
             

         

         Hungry, starch and starve, all your thoughts of food and fizz.

         
             

         

         The martyr Edward or the painter Francis?

         
             

         

         She turns and that suddenly is a handsome prospect, twisted neck, thick line of brown shadow, that’s what I’d seen this morning, nag-at-me ridge-bone, rather unholy, little bull at the door beneath a broken nose. I’d love to see her snarl. There’s an odd lidded familiarity and the sense of too many teeth, teeth going all the way back down the throat, that’s why she has to sit like that, as if sitting for me, lest those rows of teeth burp out.

         I’d love to see you snarl.

         
             

         

         Sí.

         
             

         

         Minotauromaquia.

         Sí sí. 9

         
             

         

         My hair must be utterly laughable, I can feel it fluffing, puffy, all the air I no longer have is up in my hair. No oil.

         Fuzz. Fuss. Fizz you say. Lust.

         
             

         

         Stop now. Listen. So vain.

         
             

         

         I ask her for Francis, and I say Please. She takes from her face a handsome hardback and breaks it open like it was made of crackling, lacquered, and we are in the details and she licks her finger, she licks the cut ridge of the pink tip and sucks licks pits puts her finger in the middle fingering rings an awkward van Dyck tapering chub bell with the ring pinning the trimmed figure to the belted indentation, bothers me, paying attention, too pale.

         
             

         

         Sister Are you in pain?

         Francis Just working. Unbother that dangling finger with a rag. 10

         
             

         

         (What you know is that a seventeenth-century finger will say to a twentieth-century eye: Look at this, this little wooden box, if I put myself against the lid and push, see how tightly it makes its patient progress into that groove, heavens yes, it’s perfectly tantalising, and you hardly need me to tell you with a found image what it’s like.)

         
             

         

         Slices her finger and holds open the cut to show me but I’m asleep and refusing to dance her little clichéd blood-dance so she reads:

         
             

         

         Bacon is a very remarkable but not finally important painter.

         
             

         

         BORING. I know this. I know what you’re doing. She’s up on the ceiling, in some kind of trapeze swing seat or harness, matte batwings, couldn’t reach her if I tried. 11

         
             

         

         These paintings are haunting because Bacon is a brilliant stage manager rather than an original artist; and because their emotion is concentratedly and desperately private.

         
             

         

         Oh naff off you skag. Rien de tel que privé.

         
             

         

         And the little policeman runs up to the camera and is about to scream, but the image is paused and down she comes from the ceiling above the bed and holds my eyelid open and says not finally important, and as the little policeman runs again to the camera and seems about to scream, it’s paused again and she drops back down, again, like a great broken apparatus of tarpaulin and picnic stools and lifts my eyelid – it clicks as it leaves the eyeball – and says desperately private, and there he is, again, the pre-scream, the about-to-scream policeman with his little hat and I know exactly what this is, I know it step by step, it is arriving at a party, again, and feeling horribly new, unknown, lonely and awkward, affecting 12disinterest and realising the only way is to spin on in, whip up some energy, and for that we need drinks and for that we need more drinks and she lifts my eyelid again and says I will see you later, dear boy.

         Sí.

         
             

         

         Intenta descansar.
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