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Will We Ever Understand?  
 

Will we ever completely understand  
the wild tumbles of your hair?  
  
Billie Holiday  
 

You were singing like Billie Holiday,  
so distant, loving someone  
living in the skies.  
As I sink into your arms,  
I keep this in mind.  
  
Minos on the Beach  
 

“I found myself back in the sepulchral city resenting the sight of people hurrying through the 
streets to filch a little money from each other, to devour their infamous cookery, to gulp their 
unwholesome beer, to dream their insignificant and silly dreams. They trespassed upon my 
thoughts. But a job is a job and I’ve been given a pretty good one.”  
- Marlow, Heart of Darkness  
  
Cross-legged, leaning against the back of his lifeguard chair with wooden legs towering high 
over the Seine river, from here, he, Ammos Nilrow, with his binoculars could see all of Paris: the 
fragrant lovers, the little yellow-little blue-little red umbrellas lining the banks of the river with 
their primary colours stolen from Jean Luc Godard’s New Wave films, a woman in a green hat, a 
boy in a red vest, Serge Gainsbourg humming to himself while being interviewed by blue 
reporters, the infernal hurricane that never rests, the rush of blood that hurtles spirits onward to 
the guillotine, that Age of Enlightenment, that lightening of self, uttering lamentations all the 
way to Normandy, all the way to the Black Death and ancient rituals: a place mute of all light… 
and presently, all the way to present day.  
  
His Breton sailing shirt was divided into two different colours of stripes: the first was black, the 
colour of vogue sustained for eternity, the consistent allure, permanent fashion; the other, 
white, toying architecturally with the shape of bones, stacking the skeletal frame in neat vertical 
rows. By way of a perceptional trick from the glare of light reflected in the Seine, the horizontal 
stripes of his Breton sailing shirt seemed to extend the whole length of the river itself, though 
Ammos was in fact a skinny, deficiently-boned bastard. He was lank. He was bony. A 
yellowfaced man, with big intense eyes. And it was here, at his lifeguard post on the banks of 
the Seine, that Ammos was like a man-of-war anchored off the coast, absent-mindedly shelling 
whistled fragments of Françoise Hardy’s L’amitie & Tous les garçons et les filles with careless 
recklessness at the bathers floating in the river.  
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Yé-yé!  
  
Fire!  
  
The curved flesh of lovers near the banks, on the banks, or off in the water swarmed the scene… 
a torso, a toe, a sporty, spandex-capped head, or elongated limb occasionally poked out of the 
water, like now for instance, le chouchou de la semaine, this week’s sweetheart… 
 
The torso of Hercules pokes out of the water, the size of the Musée du Louvre’s pyramid. He’s 
wrapped to the body of a statue of a lioness, wrestling the marble flesh into the swampy bottom 
of Hades, but Ammos’ binoculars were elsewhere, off-duty as usual, eyeing Anne and Anna…   
  
Anne and Anna, Anne, Anna, Anne, Anna, anon, new waves of the same obsession… The lips of 
the Seine brushed the banks, and its charm floated up to Ammos. Ammos could feel every kiss 
and blushed and shyly raised his eyes back to the river. It was a condition he was becoming 
used to: a sense of bashfulness induced whenever one inhaled from the river. Intoxicating. It 
took everything down with it: shells and polished stones, little birds and flowers of every hue, 
tri-striped beach balls and beads of amber, and today Hercules. Profuse with sweat from his 
coupling with the statue and now deathly wearisome from the task, Hercules seemed to writhe 
as he sank and hit bottom, where he thickened into slime, rotting into mud due to impotent 
despair. He was an artifact for Ammos to extract at a later time.  
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