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Capitals 

b. 1938, d. ? A l ong the way 
he turned into a capital , survived 
a war. A n d now he ponders 
maps, searches for street 
signs not i n an internat ional 

and wordless symbol-speech — 
and a l l to f ind out where 
he is, or what. Th is could 
be Warsaw, most painstakingly 
restored (and who could tel l , 

therefore?), baroque; i t could 
be labyr inthine Prague, saved 
by surrender (whatever that 
means), melancholy, compliant; 
i t could be Ber l in , quite 

transformed (who would know 
i t? who would real ly desire 
to encounter its g lamor again?) , 
a pr i sm r i s ing f rom its ruins. 
H i s finger pokes direct ion 

into realigned lines, a tr iangle 
of getting by. E a c h year, 
there are the bicycle races — 
180° 
completed to the cheers of crowds. 
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The Anatomy of a Prude's Dismay 

This springtime of birds, mat ing : 
these are such days as to make 
the person inqui r ing politely, 
or not inquir ing , as politely, 
into the possibly messy details 

of the lives of friends, house 
guests, or disappearing clergy — 
to make that same f irst person 
feel himself the voyeur, pervert, 
or Pu r i t an for his holding off 

a ways, mainta in ing his "open 
m i n d , " but i n the clear fresh 
a i r . O r as to make the grimace 
w i th wh ich he faces the fetus-
chuckers and the free-flingers 

he's told he ought to reverence 
as prototypes of the New M a n — 
to make that grimace a fake 
acceptance and an insuff icient 
damning, both, and augmenting 

the wearer's unease. A n d rage 
is futile, scoffed at. S t i l l 
they br ing the i r l i t t le victories 
to h im, wa i t ing to be approved 
for what they 'd once have h id 

— l ike cats w i th dead things, 
trophies, horr ib le offerings 
made the more awful to those 
who can see, looming over them, 
ice of ages toppl ing to the sea. 
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