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In August 1978, Allen Ginsberg and Arthur Russell travelled
to Oehler’s Mountain Lodge in the Catskill Mountains, New York
to perform at the Creative Music Studio summer school.




I.


On again. Off again. The electricity in the apartment was rarely reliable. A cable run through a window across the hall was its only source and the voltage from Arthur’s recording equipment was frequently too high for a jerry-rigged power supply to maintain. But today the situation was made worse, as it had been all week, by the outages the city was experiencing along with the late summer heatwave. Indiscriminate as these outages were, Arthur felt this latest denial of electricity had at least arrived at a suitable moment.


He had spent a frustrating hour on a new composition and was happy to set aside his plans for the morning. He left the apartment and once outside the building, he turned right without thinking, then left along Avenue A and in little over five minutes he found himself standing beside the row of phone booths opposite the Gem Spa on St. Marks’s Place. The heat that morning was still bearable. The odours of the street that developed over the course of the day, the bags of trash with their sickly-sweet scent that grew overpowering by early afternoon and all the other means by which the sunlight, drain pipes and traffic fumes united against the senses had not yet fermented. Arthur entered the store, which to his surprise was almost empty of customers. He bought a soda from the ice bar and stood outside the door in the partial shade of the awning. Before he had taken his second gulp he noticed Reece, a dancer from the Garage, walking along the street approaching him, dressed only in cut-off jeans and flip-flops. A pair of sunglasses were tucked into the waistband of his shorts; another pair were covering what Arthur assumed to be Reece’s bloodshot eyes. Their frames were a grubby white plastic and covered in scuffs and small cracks.


They looked like they had been retrieved from the floor of the club at the end of a night.


“Hey Arthur! Did you get any sleep yet?” Reece asked. Arthur had not. And in response to Reece’s question he shook his head and gave a weak twitch of his mouth in a gesture so furtive it was unlikely Reece had noticed.


“I’m still thinking about the Garage,” Arthur said. “The sound in there. What time did we leave? The sun had been up a while.”


Reece shook his head, “Oh man,” he said laying his arms on top of the nearest phone booth, “yes!”
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