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1


Robert Mapplethorpe rips out a page from the magazine and cuts around the guy’s torso, leg and dick. He sticks these parts onto paper. He lies in a dark room in Brooklyn. It is 1967. He hears other people moving around the house. He has a feeling that time is passing without him. The feeling is acute and in the pit of his stomach. It is the vibration of the subway that he can feel.


When he walks across the Brooklyn Bridge he feels on top of the world. The subway is filthy and alive. The clatter of the trains is music. The graffiti inside the carriages is art. The ascent from the subway to the sidewalk is an ascent into heaven. In the busy downtown streets he never feels alone.


One night in his dark room in Brooklyn Robert is woken from a dream. Bright light frames a figure standing in the doorway.


I’m looking for someone, she says. Do you know where he is?


She turns her face away from Robert, into the light.


He is awake. His eyes are open. He cannot speak.


Robert sees this girl again in the store where she works. He originally came for just one beautiful thing, the Persian necklace in the window, but now there is also this girl.


The girl is reluctant to let the necklace go. She wants it for herself.


I will only let you buy this if you promise to give it to me, she says.


This girl will claim in later years that they were always destined to meet – it will be one of the things they talk about – how God did it, or the devil – bringing together two sides of the same person.


As Robert walks home to Brooklyn he fingers the necklace in his pocket. He feels its weight. He remembers the rosary beads he used as a child. How many Hail Marys for this, he wonders.


Robert sees the girl again in Tompkins Square Park. The black sky is filled with stars. They don’t seem so far away tonight. The drawings he will make later will be related to space and the afterlife, two things that are magic because they can never be touched.


Suddenly this girl is upon him. He believes her to be a repetition or affirmation of his thoughts. She is talking very fast. He will agree to anything she says – just look at her.


They zig-zag through the city blocks. She is faster than him. She is pulling him on. He is flying, not weighted any more. Her name is Patti. He says his name is Bob.


Oh no. Can I call you Robert? she says.


Robert comes from Floral Park in Queens. Floral Park is a still life study where everything has been neatly arranged. Everyone’s front door is painted the same colour. Everyone’s lawn is cut the same length. Outside each house hangs a star-spangled banner that flips over in the breeze and freezes in winter. Outside there is a swept pathway and an unspoilt lawn.


Eight-year-old Robert Mapplethorpe is sitting on the living-room rug in Floral Park threading beads on a string for his mother. He is making one of his first necklaces. The TV is turned down very low. Robert peers through the fog of cigarette smoke, engrossed in his activity. The rug – soft and warm under him – and his mother close, the flicker of the television in the corner of his eye, this bead then this bead, arranging as he goes. He never makes a mistake. Each bead is placed in the order of his desire: this bead and then this bead then this bead.


Robert’s father takes the one hour and twenty minute commute into the city every morning, and he doesn’t complain.


Here he is sitting in the subway car, reading the morning paper. He stands to let a young woman sit, folding his newspaper into quarters, hanging onto the leather strap, swaying with the movement of the train, the brake and acceleration, reading his newspaper in segmented intervals. He will have read the whole commentary section by the time he gets into New York.


In his spare time Harry Mapplethorpe collects tropical fish and stamps. He is also a keen photographer. He develops the photographic prints himself. It is not the finished product that interests him but more the process of the photograph’s creation.


Robert attends Catholic classes. The devil makes his stomach flip. He is the character that makes things happen. Sin is something to ask forgiveness for but Robert doesn’t believe in God. Robert believes in magic. Robert likes the rituals of the church. He likes the rosary beads and the crucifixes. He likes the way objects are arranged on the altar. He likes to carry the candles and wafers for mass. The incense fumes make him dizzy. The priest tells him that God is always watching. Robert likes the idea of someone watching him.


Robert is sitting in a closet in his Floral Park home amongst the sheets and blankets, flicking through the pages of a nudist magazine. He looks at the bodies on display, women playing volleyball, their heavy figures lunging forward, the sculpted men beside them, muscles taut and flexed. Robert begins to masturbate. He can smell washing detergent and warm towels. He looks at one image then another, one body then another, body to body to body.


Robert Mapplethorpe will learn to say, ‘Floral Park was a good place to come from in that it was a good place to leave.’ This is what he will say when he is famous. He will learn to make the distinction between the place where he comes from and the place he lives later.


Sixteen-year-old Robert heads straight to 42nd Street. He dodges the bums, the pimps, the businessmen, weaves in and out of traffic held up at lights. He tries to duck into a movie house but he doesn’t have any money – the clerk waves him away, letting others through. He feels sick. He figures this is the Catholic Church trying to take a bite out of him so he tells Christ to go fuck himself and runs down the street. He needs to see something. He stops outside a magazine store he knows well. When two men walk in, he ducks in behind them. He creeps along the magazine rack, scanning the covers as he goes. The magazines are sealed in cellophane and the cocks are covered over with tape. He stares at the magazines. He realizes that this moment is the one he wants to fix down – this moment, this feeling in his stomach. He wants to cut out the photographs and make his own art from the guys and their dicks. He grabs what he can and he runs.


But the storeowner and a man standing at the counter have been watching him the whole time. They knew all along what he would do because, had there been stores like this when they were young, they would have done the same goddamn thing.


Stop him, Joe!


The man blocks Robert’s way.


What you got there, kid? Some weekend reading? What do you want me to do with him?


He’s got a sweet face; leave him be. You don’t mean any harm, do you, boy? What’s wrong with you, kid? Can’t you speak?


Robert kicks the man in the nuts and runs.


There’s nothing like New York for a kid who wants to get lost in the crowd.


In 1963 Robert attends Pratt Institute and joins the Pershing Rifles fraternity. He wears a dark military uniform and stands in line. He is stripped, blindfolded, and made to perform a drill. The end of a rifle is pushed into his anus. A brick is tied to his penis and he is ordered to throw the brick across the room. These activities do not penetrate his exterior. He does whatever he is told. He wants to be pushed to an outer limit and thereby be changed. He is developing a hard shell. He is transforming. He wants to belong. He wants to be someone.


In the summer vacation of 1964, when Robert is seventeen, he operates the games of chance in the Belgian Pavilion at the World’s Fair in Queens. On his lunch break he eats waffles from the waffle stand. Sugar grains stick to his fingers. Today is a clear day. Families, kids in baby carriages, holding balloons and balloons tied to the handles of baby carriages; they pause at the church entrance, looking up at the high tower. There is music playing at the carousel. The skirts and jackets of the children are a blur as it spins. The children are laughing.


Robert sucks the sugar from his fingers and crosses the square. He looks along the open concourse towards where he knows Manhattan is, but all he sees is an impenetrable mass, twin sets, grubby T-shirts, candy-coloured summer jackets, thickened, roller-set hair, kids on roller skates, yanked back by the scruff of their necks by their mothers, the suited men, hats – they spill through the entrance and swarm the walkways, hot dogs in their hands; they are coming straight for him, heading towards the monorail. They have their money ready.


The high lines of the monorail and cable cars score the sky. He sees high-rise pavilions and viewing platforms from where people are watching the fair. He sees the swinging legs of the public. They arch and lean to see below.


He pushes his way through the mass and walks back towards the Belgian arch. He must get to Manhattan where he can be himself. He hears babies crying and sees kids running through the arch towards the fountain and the central lakes lined with international flags. Tourists spill in from Manhattan with ice creams, the sticky grip of babies’ hands. He is not one of them.


Robert cuts around the picture of a weightlifting man and fixes a red transparent circle over his crotch. He is making collages out of the things that he finds. These subjects are the things he wants to look at most. But the teachers at Pratt don’t like Robert’s work. They don’t understand what he is doing. They ask him to explain himself, but he cannot explain. He leaves Pratt because it’s dangerous to know too much about something. There are too many teachers in this place. He is not a student anyway, never was, never will be; he is an artist.


You don’t understand who I am! I am an artist! I am somebody! But Robert’s father won’t look him in the eye. His father won’t look at him at all. He doesn’t like the way Robert dresses. He doesn’t like the way Robert talks. Get out of here, his father says. Robert packs his bags. Robert takes the subway to Manhattan. The pace of the train is the pace of his pulse. This is what happens when you are the centre, the focal point of everything. There is nothing to see – a black hole – you turn to look but find nothing there. Here is Robert Mapplethorpe moving from the outside in, heading right into the centre of Manhattan.
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Edmund White steps through the automatic doors of the terminal and joins the line of people waiting for a cab. It is 2013. Suitcases and holdall bags punctuate the sidewalk. The people before him crane their necks to watch for cabs that will come very soon.


Edmund closes his eyes.


He sees the parking lot and the city, his past and his future, bright blue sky. New York. Ashen, acrid, remorseless. Edmund sucks his dry tongue to the roof of his mouth. This is unpleasant. Hasn’t slept. It’s not easy, this turning back.


In the cab, as he goes, billboards merge at high speed. Here are the cemeteries of Queens, the rush of the dead. I am old, Edmund thinks, shielding himself from the sun. He rolls down the window – exhaust fumes, dirt. The driver taps on the plastic shield, points to a sign – Don’t Roll Down The Window; This Cab Is Air Conditioned.


They come at the city over the Queensborough Bridge through an arcade of steel supports that criss-cross the view, the East Side vista, the gap-toothed grin of Manhattan, fomidable graph, blocks high and long, stuttering behind erect supports. They plunge into Midtown.


Here, spring is passing. A sunny haze lingers over Columbus Circle and the entrance to Central Park. Here is the willowy lightness of London plane trees. People sit by the fountain, watching a man play a saxophone that shimmers in the sun – golden. They lounge, limbs outstretched, easy.


Edmund stands outside an apartment block on West 30th Street. He turns to see his reflection in the glass foyer door. He is wearing a crumpled cream suit and a blue tie. The tie is crooked. His cheeks are flushed; he looks as though he has been dragged here against his will. He taps the glass door with his finger. He has a headache. His headache may be because of the sun. He lived in New York many years ago and he knows a New York summer gets inside of you. His publisher’s assistant, when she comes, will show him this apartment. He waits on the sunny side of the street. He cleaned his shoes back in Paris. Here, the leather shines. Perhaps it is the pressing-down of time he feels and not the sun.


He used to spend his summers on Fire Island. The parks in Manhattan have always been contrived while the dunes and beaches of Fire Island are wild and natural. Back then, he wanted to strip off his clothes, walk freely in the sunshine, and bathe in the ocean. He was relaxed and calm, a young man with a future. His whole life seemed as clear as the water, as inviting as the warm sand. Fire Island was his island. A solitary land mass filled and then emptied of people. Men shielded their gazes with hot brown hands.


Long Island is growing large from an accumulation of sand caused by moving tides. This new land changes the context of what is already there. He doesn’t know what to make of a place that keeps expanding.


Every year American beach grass has to be planted by hand to keep the dunes from washing away. He doesn’t know what to make of a place that, if left to itself, would simply disappear.


This is always what it is, thinks Edmund. Despite memories of free abandon, it was really rules that held everyone in place. He knew it then and he knows it now, that, besides sex, what lurked behind those sand dunes was time. We’ve all had our experiences, an interviewer once said, though I can’t help thinking Edmund White is still right in the middle of his.


Edmund White?


He turns around to see a woman with a clipboard and an outstretched hand. I’m sorry to keep you waiting, she says. Shall we go inside?


They enter the cold-blasted, air-conditioned foyer.


I like the name White, she says. It’s like the beginning of something fresh, like clean sheets.


She presses for floor number five.


The reflective surface of the elevator door shows a distorted Edmund White. The assistant beside him is reading his vital statistics on a piece of paper, secured to the clipboard by a shiny metal lever: Edmund White; one-bedroom apartment with easy access to subway and mainline transportation; Monday; lease tbc.


His apartment in Paris had doors that opened out onto a balcony overlooking the roof of a church. Chilly breezes rustled papers. The sound of gentle rain. Conversations. French flowing in like the breeze. Edges, rough and unfinished. History, one he didn’t know. Language, something he didn’t understand. Breathing, shaky and uncertain. The bulk of a lover, warm and alive. Time stretched out, delicious and permanent.


This L-shaped apartment is only temporary. Its position on the block is determined by its hard, straight edges, its squareness, the angle of the floorboards as he stands here, the hard edge of the window with its black frame and sill. Nothing can come in or go out. The windows are sealed shut and the air-conditioning unit is whirring. The towels in the bathroom hang neatly in a line. His stomach is as tight as a nut.


Soon, he will pick a nice place in Chelsea or the Upper West Side. It will be a place that suggests a future. It will contain many things to do, fix up, put right. He will go out and buy new furniture, art, paintings, bookcases and books. He will have his old belongings delivered there. He will get right back down to work. He will set out all of his notebooks on the table. He will read every page. He will organize his life into chapters. He will examine a map of the city. He will write about what things were like in the past. He will remember the city’s dirty streets. He will remember himself. He will remember when it all began for him, in the 1960s, when he arrived in a city that was on the verge of collapse, the city and him. He will align this theme of the end of the city with the notion that, for him, things were just beginning, like someone had switched on a light for Edmund and he could finally see the world.


The assistant switches on the kitchen light and opens the bedroom door. The temporary bed is pushed up against the wall. There are grey marks on the surface of the mattress. Edmund possesses no sheets. He will have to go out and buy sheets. He will have to go out and buy a good many things – clothing and kitchen utensils. They will all be new and unused. He will unseal the window to let the air in.


I have papers for you, the assistant says, laying her briefcase on the couch.


She opens the briefcase and takes out the papers. There is a run in the back of her left stocking. Her stocking is a veil. I cannot touch you, Edmund thinks. He watches how she handles the paper. Pages flick. She is not in any hurry. She has no other place to go. She likes to be here with Edmund White. Edmund White is a famous author. Edmund White has written many books. She will ask if his signature is the same as the one he uses for the inscriptions in his books and he will say he cannot remember. He will say that he is not a machine, that he cannot simply sign book after book without consequences. He will say that he is not the same as his author photograph, which was taken many years before. He is not that man. That is another Edmund White. You think that man is me but that Edmund White, that Edmund White, is a stranger, a man from the past. That Edmund White is just a man in a photograph.
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Robert Moses is looking out of the window of a train at the towns and villages of Long Island. It is 1922. He is catching glimpses of the ocean, the glittering sun reflected across it, boats sailing there. As they come out of a town, he sees woodland in the distance that covers many acres. He doesn’t know what this land is used for. Then it’s gone.


Moses loves the town of Babylon on Long Island where he is renting a bungalow with his wife. He can stroll through the quiet streets and down onto the beach. He can swim alone in the ocean. He is forceful yet elegant when he swims. He cuts through the water without a splash – he glides. He likes the ocean best when it is rough. He likes to work against a strong force. To watch him from above would be to watch a machine, the direct line of movement through the water caused by his body, those thick, broad shoulders, the wide, defined back.


Robert Moses is busy working hard for the governor but there are many other things he wants to do. Most New Yorkers don’t get the chance to swim in the ocean. Children play baseball in streets that are congested with traffic. They swim in the East River, which is polluted with waste. Families live in overpopulated tenement slums with no access to gardens or public parks. Summers in Manhattan are unforgiving. People can die without relief. Those with automobiles drive to Long Island. But what looks like an hour’s drive on paper can, in reality, become four hours along such inadequate roads. Everyone is trying to get somewhere else but there is nowhere to go and no way to get there. People sit in traffic for hours at a time. They slowly pass the estates of the richest families in America, the Morgans and the Vanderbilts. They pass the columns and gated driveways, the turrets of castles, the lush manicured lawns of the rich.


As Moses walks home from Babylon station, he thinks about the patch of woodland he sees every day from the train. No land should be left unused.


Robert Moses pays a visit to the Babylon Town Hall and asks to see a map of the island.


That woodland out by the coastline, he says to the clerk, what’s it used for?


It’s the old Brooklyn water supply, the clerk says. A place to store water in case of a shortage. Never been used, as far as I know.


Robert Moses obtains the use of a car and a driver. He is driven through Long Island along Merrick Road. At the end of the road he gets out of the car and climbs over the fence into the wood. He picks his way through the undergrowth, through the bracken and the wild grass, through bramble thickets. This is not just any wood but three thousand five hundred acres of forest. He finds four reservoir ponds with lilies growing there, and pickerel and trout swimming. He finds a reservoir bigger than that in Central Park. He can see it all in an instant, recreational parkland with tennis courts, baseball diamonds, and a golf course, picnic tables, hiking trails, lakes used for swimming, and enough space left over to build a road directed towards the ocean and a brand new public beach.


Moses reads about the legends of the Great South Bay, about the shipwrecks and the fishermen there. He asks local oystermen about the island: which parts are unexplored? How can he get to them?


Moses buys himself a small boat. His wife calls it the Bob. He goes out in the boat alone and scours the Long Island shore. He is looking for hidden coves, fjords, dunes and forests.


There is a sandbar called Jones Beach just off the southern coast of Long Island that’s completely inaccessible except by boat. Moses lands his boat and drags it ashore. He sits on the deserted beach, which stretches as far as he can see, snow-white sand reaching east and west.


Moses explores Jones Beach, walks up and down it. He sits and thinks. He walks through the undergrowth and wades in the ocean. He swims. Floating in the water, he looks back at the sandbar.


Again, Moses throws his lunch into the Bob and heads out. It’s smooth sailing, just the glassy water beneath him and his own shadow cast across the boat’s hull. Not another boat to be seen on the ocean. Not a cloud in the sky. He is heading east to Fire Island, the next barrier beach. He cuts the engine and pulls the boat onto the sand. He shields his eyes from the sun. He walks through the sand dunes, the beach grass, the wild marshes. These things don’t appear on any of the maps he has seen. The place is clean and wild. Pure. Not polluted and overcrowded like Coney Island, no bawdy barkers or scandalous sideshows. No freaks. It is a natural place. This is the perfect environment, a clean slate. And it is growing. He finds himself in the middle of many acres of beach when, according to his map, he should be standing in the ocean. The tide has produced new land by doing what it does naturally. This is value produced by the passage of time, he thinks.


Moses struggles against the powerhouses of City Hall, the institutions, the go-getters, the populists and idealists, the moneymen, the landowners, the engineers, the governor and the mayor. They all tell him no. They tell him there’s no money for this. They tell him nobody wants the roads and the bridges, and nobody cares about public beaches. The Governor Al Smith isn’t one for sports and recreation. He doesn’t like to watch baseball. He would never run. But this is the man Moses must convince.


Al Smith was born in the Lower East Side in 1873. He learnt to swim in the East River by diving off ramshackle piers into the polluted water with his friends. The trash floating in the water was just part of the scenery. Smith’s whole world existed in the Lower East Side, for this was where the whole world lived, the greatest concentration of different nationalities in America. The streets were his playground, his recreation yard, the dark alleyways the running lanes, burst drains the waterholes, loose sidewalk stones the obstacle course. He witnessed the completion of Brooklyn Bridge from his tenement window. His family were Irish and Italian. He understood what it was like to be an outsider and to take advantage of opportunities when they came. He wasn’t educated like the other politicians. He didn’t understand the politicians when they spoke. He did not know the process of drafting a bill. He took the bills home and he read them all. He read everything he could to help him understand. He was not privileged but people liked him. He had a certain way with people. He could look a fellow in the eye. He told a man straight what he knew. He knew everyone in the neighbourhood. He knew what life was like for them. He lived, not in wealthy uptown housing like the other politicians but downtown.


So why take a shine to Robert Moses? This Yale-educated, professional, literary young man? Did he see the makings of a good human being in that sparkle in his eye? Was it Moses’ ideals that he approved of? In the beginning, Moses had many.


Moses makes Al Smith get out of the car and he points to where the parkway will go. He explains the layout of the bridge approach and the crossing to the sandbar off the coast, which will be Jones Beach.


Moses says, This is where the central parkway will come over and the entrance to the east bathhouse will be here, and on either side of the causeway will be parking lots, and just there will be the refreshment house with a boardwalk running along the outer edge, and the beach beyond that. Lifeguards will be stationed at regular intervals, and we will put the locker rooms beside the first-aid booth, and there will be services inside those locker rooms: lavatories, showers, lockers and diaper-changing rooms. This is where the theatre will go, a curving outer wall and stone benches, and there will be bathrooms and dressing rooms back stage. There will be swimming pools and diving pools, sun loungers, chairs and tables, and a restaurant beside that. Further along will be the games area, shuffleboard, table and paddle tennis, roller-skating rinks and a pitch-and-putt course. And here, an area for additional shade. Beach grass will be planted by hand to keep the dunes in place. Can you see it, Governor?


My God, says Smith.


In 1924 Al Smith appoints Robert Moses the head of the Long Island State Park Commission. Moses takes his security and the chauffeured car and he walks through the back gardens of the properties on Long Island, flashing his new City Hall credentials. He notes down the dimensions of the land. He measures with tape and takes photographs. He instructs his men to do the same. When he looks at the stately mansions, he is looking right through them. He does not see the protests from the owners at all. He is seeing what this land could be without these houses, without these men standing in his way.


Al Smith takes Moses by the arm and they stroll through the Lower East Side. They walk down Orchard Street, along Delancey, up the Bowery, pass over to Mott Street. They walk through the crowds of people huddled over goods for sale in the street market stalls. Smith stops to shake a few people by the hand.


Al! they say. How’s Katie? Let me shake your hand.


Smith says to Moses, This is how a city is run. You have to be prepared to shake hands with ordinary people.


Moses visits one Long Island farm on a number of occasions. At first, he is the most charming man the family has ever met, suit jacket slung casually over his shoulder as his broad figure strolls across the open fields. He stops to take in a deep breath of air. The family are waiting for this important man to speak. It is as if he has seen a little piece of heaven in what they are doing here. Hell, they think he is going to give them money to see the whole place preserved as it is. Inside the house, Moses helps the mother to make the coffee and talks about his childhood in Connecticut, how wonderful it was to live in all that open space. He asks the mother about her own children: Are they healthy? Do they enjoy living in the country? He explains that for Manhattan’s children it’s not so easy – the lack of space, the dirt, disease. If the children were taken out of Manhattan and shown this farm they just wouldn’t believe it.


But it won’t stay that way for long, says Moses. The developers will get here sooner or later and they’ll tear this land up to build new houses. Soon the whole of New York State will be a sight to see, nothing but houses. The thing to do is to make parts of this region accessible to everyone. Allow those who live in the city to visit here once in a while. You should see the faces of these children. If you did, it would break your heart. All I need to do to improve their lives is to build one straight road from Brooklyn to Long Island. This is where I’m building my beach. How’s the farm doing? Moses asks, not to the father but to the mother. Her hesitation says it all. I’ll give you a good deal on this land. The road won’t be anywhere near the house. You’ll have enough money to buy more land elsewhere.


We don’t want more land, the father says. We don’t want your money.


I’ll let you think it over, Moses says.


We’re not selling, says the father.


Moses picks up his jacket and his hat. He thanks the mother for the coffee and wishes them all goodbye.


Next time, Moses brings with him an army of suited men. He walks into the kitchen and drops the new plans onto the table. He says that the money he is offering is now half the original amount. And the road, which before ran up over the brow of the hill, now runs beside the house.


The father says, You can’t do this – I’ll get a lawyer, I’ll—


Moses laughs.


Within six months they lose the farm.


Merrick Road needs to be widened and turned into a parkway, and two other parkways must be built to connect Long Island to the sandbar. He will need to build a bridge across the water to the island, and he will need to raise the sandbar to make it high enough to build upon. He does not seek the approval from the owners of the estates on Long Island. Moses comes onto their land and measures up. They see him from their bedroom windows and call security. Moses returns with an armed guard and approval from the governor. The landowners take Moses to court, and for a while it looks like Moses might lose his precious beach. He is criticized for not going through the proper channels, for not negotiating with the other side. He has just waded in with fists flying.


Being reasonable doesn’t get things done, he says.


Moses waits for the season to turn hot when everyone is in the mood for beaches. Then he addresses the court, describing the conditions for ordinary people on sweltering New York days with no space for recreation or refreshment while the richest families in America use Long Island for their private playground. Now the papers have a story. Savior Moses. Hero Moses. He is one for the people. Where’s Our Beach?! Dying for the sake of a little fresh air! Moses has realized that if you are for beaches then you are for the public. It’s so hot that everyone is for beaches. The whole city has gone beach mad.


What the courts don’t know is that Moses has already started to build his beach. He has bulldozed the woodland and laid the foundations for access roads. He has measured out the perimeter dimensions and brought in all the materials. Now what court in this country is going to order the reversal of hundreds of thousands of dollars’ worth of work?


He says, Once you sink that first stake, they’ll never make you pull it up.




4


Richard Maurice Bucke is standing on a railway platform on a crisp, clear morning in 1891. He is waiting for Walt Whitman. What he sees is the hustle and bustle of people waving through the polluted air with hands and pocket books. Other passengers climb aboard the train for the beginning of their journey but this moment marks the beginning of the end of Bucke’s, for he and Walt will part company when they reach New York City.


In his hand Bucke is holding a notebook in which he will write another biography of Walt. Thinking of the original biography now, it seems inadequately slim and out of date. He could write five or six more volumes about his friend.

OEBPS/xhtml/toc.xhtml






    		Cover



    		Title page



    		Dedication page



    		Epigraph page



    		Contents



    		1



    		2



    		3



    		4



    		5



    		6



    		7



    		8



    		9



    		JONES BEACH, 1929



    		10



    		11



    		12



    		DAY TRIP, 1920



    		13



    		14



    		15



    		16



    		Dream of Life



    		17



    		18



    		19



    		Piers



    		20



    		Splitting



    		21



    		The Flatiron



    		22



    		23



    		24



    		Day’s End



    		25



    		26



    		Memorial



    		27



    		Tilted Arc



    		28



    		29



    		Fully Automated Nikon (Object/Objection/Objectivity)



    		30



    		31



    		Rimbaud in New York



    		32



    		33



    		34



    		How The Other Half Lives



    		35



    		36



    		37



    		38



    		CENTRAL PARK, 1956



    		39



    		40



    		The Ballad of Sexual Dependency



    		41



    		42



    		43



    		JONES BEACH, 2013



    		Institutional Dream Series



    		44



    		45



    		46



    		WEST 23RD STREET (1971)



    		47



    		48



    		49



    		50



    		51



    		52



    		NEW FRIEND, 2015



    		53



    		54



    		The Variations



    		55



    		56



    		Clockshower



    		57



    		58



    		59



    		60



    		61



    		62



    		Robert Mapplethorpe’s First Loft



    		63



    		WORLD’S FAIR, FLUSHING MEADOWS–CORONA PARK, 1965



    		64



    		65



    		66



    		67



    		68



    		NOTES



    		SOURCES



    		Acknowledgements



    		Praise of the Author



    		About the Author



    		Copyright page











Guide





    		Cover



    		Title page



    		Contents



    		1












OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/cover.jpg
‘Extraordinary’ ‘Beautiful, kaleidoscopic’

John Boyne Eimear McBride

‘I finished Ev Az ‘Pulses with the life

is Watching on a high’ el of New

Guardian






